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FOREWORD
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have been enabled to prepare this new and revised
edition for the " Travellers' Library."
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in its shorter form, and that new readers may enjoy 'a
plain tale of the sea'

REX CLEMENTS
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A GIPSY OF THE HORN






CHAPTER ONE
Outward Bound
*

T H E romance of a sealife has ever been a potent factor
in the making of sailors. It was so in my case: romance
and much reading of Robinson Crusoe were my god-
fathersin the matter. T he strange surprising adventures
of Defoe'simmortal mariner fired my imagination, and
so irresistible did the beauty of white-winged ships and
the wonder of far lands become, that at an age when
most boys are supposed to have attained years of dis-
cretion, nothing would saisfy me but the life of a sailor.

Fate at length gave way to my importunities, and a
discussion of ways and means followed. After much
deliberation and close scrutiny of a list sent us by a
marine agent, containing the names of eleven ships
whose owners were all willing to take apprentices, a
small Scottish barque called the Arethusa was selected.
The name, | think, was the deciding factor; it smacked
of the sea and suggested a saucy frigate and salt adventure
generally. Besides, the god of ocean had befriended
the nymph Arethusa of old, and might he not prove as
propitious to her modern namesake? Anyhow, the
Arethusa it was, and afterwards | had reason to be
thankful for the choice, for at the end of my apprentice-
ship she was the only one of those eleven ships that
remained afloat - all the others had been lost.

| soon made the acquaintance of the vessd that was
to carry me beyond the skyline. Indentured and brass-
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A GIPSY OF THE HORN

bound, | joined her one wintry January afternoon as she
lay in the East India Docks, London - fully loaded and
ready to sail on the morrow for Australian ports. My
first impression, as | turned the corner of a warehouse
and came in sight of her, was one of complete surprise.
Different indeed was the stark reality from the richly-
coloured pictures | had painted. No dashing frigate
or golden galleon was this, that lay with her gaunt spars
towering up into the grey sky above the cranes and
dock-warehouses, her decks littered with the accumu-
lated rubbish of a long stay in port, and the grime of
London over all.

As | clambered aboard and stood looking round, |
was hailed by a man in ablue pilot-jacket, who inquired
my business. On learning | was a new apprentice -
indeed, | looked it - he informed me he was the Third
Mate and the only officer on board. He took me along
to the half-deck, where, he told me, the apprentices
berthed.

| found my new home was a bare, box-like apartment
about ten feet square, with iron walls and wooden bunks
round three of the sdes. It was half-filled with coals,
firewood, odds and ends of rope and miscellaneous
rubbish, and looked inexpressibly cheerless.

From the half-deck the Third Mate took me all
round the ship. Everything ssemed strange, serviceable
and enormously strong, but bleak and bare as cold stedl
and sinewy wire could make it. The most fascinating
thing was an Oriental-like aroma that seemed to per-
meate every corner of the ship, but when | mentioned it



OUTWARD BOUND
to the Third Mate he laughed: 'That's the guano,’ he
said, 'she's just come home with a load of it from the
Chinchas.'

Fore and aft we went — from the foc'sle head, where
| peered down at the sharp cutwater, to the poop,
where | fingered the five-foot wheel. My guide was
obviously fond of the ship, and more than once pointed
with pride to some wide stretch of spar or shapely curve
of waterline. The rubbish that littered every corner he
dismissed with a 'Y ou'll be able to eat your dinner off
these decks before we've been at sa a week," but in
spite of his hearty bearing and evident sincerity | felt
a little chilled and disappointed at it all.

Nor was my first meeting with the Captain a few
minutes later at all reassuring. The latter called me aft
as he came aboard and asked a few questions, winding
up by inquiringwhether | wantedto gotosea. | replied
that | did, whereupon he regarded me sternly and told
me | should 'do better to buy a rope and hang myself.'
He was a very big, broad-shouldered, weather-beaten
man, with a tremendous voice and an impressively large
manner, and the interview left me rather crushed.

| found my way back to the half-deck, and without
enthusiasm began to clear up some of the rubbish that
littered it. In a few minutes | was joined by another
boy, who told me his name was Gilroy, and that he
aso was an apprentice. A third arrival came soon
after, thick-set and freckled, who announced himself as
Jimmy Rollins and another first voyager. Together
we st to work to get the place into some sort of
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A GIPSY OF THE HORN
order and make room to unpack our bags and sea
chests.

We were busy at it when a thunderous tattoo was
sounded on the iron bulkhead that separated us from
the galley, and, running out to se what was the matter,
found it was the steward's method of informing us tea
was ready. The steward was a tight, compactly-built
little man, very hairy, very cheerful and immoderately
energetic, clad - in spite of the season - in only a vest
and trousers, with his bare feet thrust into a pair of
canvas dippers. He was thumping the bulkhead lustily
with a saucepan. 'Tea-ohF he caled when he saw us,
and pasad out a large tin of tea and a similar one con-
taining a quantity of greasy green stew. On closer
examination of the fare provided we sipped some of the
liquid, but forbore to venture further and made our
meal off afew biscuits and cakes we had brought with us.

All the evening we spent unpacking and making, as
we imagined, our cabin snug and comfortable for a sea
voyage. We were joined after tea by another brass
bound newcomer, Beckett by name, and with his arrival
our muster in the half-deck was complete.

TheThird Mate, Mr. Patrick, looked in later and
gave us a few hints. Under his guidance we sallied out
into the East India Dock Road and made some pur-
chasss which he said would be useful, sogp and matches
among other things, and alamp for the bulkhead. We
finished up with a good supper at a small restaurant near
the docks. Though we didn't know it, it was the last
sguare meal we were going to have for along while, and
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OUTWARD BOUND
what with the fare and the Third's enlivening con-
versation, we were a cheery party by the time we
returned to the ship. Back on board, we laid out our
working-clothes in readiness for the morrow, and,
turning into our strange box-like bunks, fell adeep.

Very early next morning we were aroused by a sten-
torian 'Way-ay-ay! turn oot ther', you deepers!' and,
sitting up with something of a start, saw a rugged face
and brawny pair of shoulders framed in the doorway.
They belonged to the ship's carpenter, who came in
and turned up the lamp for us. Wejumped briskly out
of our bunks and began to don our new, stiffly-un-
comfortable clothes. The brief enthusiasm of over-
night evaporated in the biting air of morning, and
Beckett muttered something about 'not caring for a s
life' as he crawled out of his bunk. Even at the moment
we thought the opinion premature, but as far as the
gpeaker was concerned it was prophetic too, sure enough.

Getting in one another's way, stumbling against
unaccustomed angles, and complaining loudly at misfits
in boots and clothing, we yet managed to get dressad in
the regulation half-hour, and a mug of steaming coffee,
brought in by the steward, warmed and woke us up.
Then -'Clang-clang! clang-clang!'— four bells was
struck somewhere, and we stumbled out on deck.

It was still quite dark, and as | became aware of my
surroundings my only feeling was one of utter bewilder-
ment. Overhead the great masts and yards and spidery
web of the rigging loomed dim and unreal in the flicker-
ing light of a few gaslamps on the quay. A tangle of
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ropes and wires littered the deck, and a diminutive tug
was puffing and blowing noisily alongside. In the fore
part of the ship, some of the crew, who had come on
board during the night, were slowly hauling in a clank-
ing mooring-chain. We tallied on behind them and
hauled lustily, and, after that, at another, and another,
and another. It was cold, wet work; the men seemed
half-adeep, and M r. Patrick and a grizzled old veteran,
who, | wastold, wasthe First Mate, werein the shortest
of tempers.

For a couple of hours, sometimes at the Mate's curt
bidding, sometimes on our own initiative, we ran hither
and thither, hauling here and hauling there, not under-
standing what it was all about, but perceiving that slowly
the ship moved away from the quay and out into the
dock.

It grew light, and still we pulled and hauled, handling
wet and icy ropes and endless greasy wires posssssad by
a very demon of unexpected spitefulness. Our backs
ached, our hands blistered, and we grew more and more
caked with rich Thames mud.

After what seemed an age of weary and bewildering
labour we found that the Arethusa was passing steadily
into the narrow lock that afforded access to the river.
It was broad daylight by this time and, as soon as the
ship was snugly in, order was given to make fast, and all
hands were sent to breakfast.

Visions of a white cloth, of hot rolls and buttered
scones, that the welcome word conjured up, soon faded
into the naked reality - another tin of tea and that
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OUTWARD BOUND
abominable green stew. Hungry as we were, we left it,
and ate a few more of the dainties packed up by sym-
pathetic hands at home.

Therefollowed another spell of hilly-hauling and yo-
hoing.fcThe captain appeared on the poop with an
elderly, black-coated man; our pilot climbed aboard,
and there was a genera shouting of orders. The outer
lock-gates swung open, and a tug came up and was made
fast for'ard. The elderly man, who somebody said was
the owner, scrambled ashore; our ensign was dipped;
a straggling cheer came from a few onlookers on the
pier-head; and, to a vociferous chorus of toots from the
tug, the Arethusa gathered way and glided out on to the
broad bosom of the Thames. We were off !

It was a cold, clear morning, with a fresh breeze
ruffling the surface of the river. As the ship's head
turned downstream and speed increased, we boys were
st to work coiling up ropes and tidying the decks. |
collected a big pile of rubbish by the side of the fore-
hatch, to be thrown overboard as soon as we were out-
side the limits of the Thames Conservancy Board.

In the intervals of my labours | watched the changing
panorama on either side with interest.

Down Blackwall Reach, famous in song and story,
we went; past the Gallions; making numberless bends
and turns in our course, while the buildings on either
side thinned out and the smoke of London banked up
behind.

At Gravesend the tug slowed down, and we changed
pilots. Then on again, past the great docks at Tilbury,
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while the stream broadened out and the character of the
river gradually changed.

On either hand the banks receded, and we were now
stemming through a turbid, swiftly-moving flood ; dull
yellow gleams of sand with grey little wavelets lapping
over them marked the presence of shoa and sandbank,
and the freshening breeze brought with it a tang of salt
from the open sea ahead. It was growing dusk as we
pased the Nore lightship, and an eerie wind began to
whistle through the cordage out of the deepening gloom
around.

| was reflecting that it was a grey and mournful sort
of night to be setting out on one's adventures, and not
at all touched with the picturesqueness of departure,
when | was startled by a sudden shout from the poop
just above my head: 'All - hands - lay aft!"

A shuffling and trampling of feet from for'ard
answered the call. The men gathered in alittle knot by
the after-hatch, and the First and Second Mates came
down the poop ladder. The former had a paper in his
hand, and, glancing at it, called a number of names, the
responses to which were given in a surprising variety
of tongues and accents. Then the two officers com-
menced to pick their watches, and | had an opportunity
to take stock of the men among whom | was to live for
the next year or so.

A motley crowd they were, of all shapes, sizes,
colours and nationalities, yet somehow they looked
different from labouring men ashore. In each and all
there was a subtle something that differentiated them
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from those whose lives were cast in a less spacious
environment. Whether it was in their bearing, their
essy posture, the forward swing of their arms, their big
hands half-clenched through much handling of ropes,
or whether it was something deeper that looked out
through their eyes, | don't know, but a difference there
certainly was. Sailing ships have a way of stamping the
men that sail them. The weather-glancing eye, the
rolling walk that climbing ratlines gives, the leisurely
manner that masks an instant readiness, are common to
all who have handled canvas.

As a matter of fact, | was fortunate in the crew |
sailled with on this my first voyage. They were dis-
tinctly above the average. Two of them would have
been an ast in any foc'sle. Of these, one was a typical
British sailor of the finest type, Stedman by name, a
blue-eyed, broad-shouldered man of about thirty, a
sailor every inch of him, able to hand, reef or steer, and
master of all an A.B. should know, from sailing a boat
to working cunning knots and splices dear to the old-
time sailor's heart. The other was a huge, yellow-
bearded seaman, a perfect Viking of a man, hairy-
chested, mighty-shouldered, with great corded arms,
and tattooed all over. His name was MacDonnel — big
Mac, we aways caled him. He was as Irish as the
Blarney-stone, and one of the best-tempered and most
light-hearted men | ever met. Nothingcould upset him,
and nothing could daunt him. He was not so all-round
a seaman as Stedman, but his strength was prodigious.
He could bend an iron belaying-pin between his bare
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hands, and muscles of that calibre always command
respect — anyway on board ship.

In addition to these two there was another Britisher
among the crowd - Jamieson, a craggy-featured old
Scotch shell-back. He admirably fulfilled the definition
of such a one as having 'every finger a fish hook and
every hair arope yarn,' but he was an old man and long
past his prime.

The rest were the usua all-nation crowd and hailed
from as many countries as there were men. There was
Brice, alean and leathery New Englander, hard as nails
and agood man in atight corner; Nils, asilent Russian
Finn, with afigure like a stone bollard; and Neilsen,
astrapping pink and white young Norwegian, as active
as a cat aloft and with a complexion any society lady
might have envied. These were all good seamen and
above the average.

N ot so good were L opez — apoor old Spaniard - very
willing but very inefficient; Schmidt, a red-nosed old
German, and Johnson, a darky, lively enough in fair
weather but a crawling bag of jelly in bad.

However, the crowd taken as a whole was distinctly
above the average We had five good sailormen out of
eight all told. Compared with some crowds | have
sailed with they were all one could wish for, and taken
'by and large’ made for a happy ship as only a capable
crew can.

The two mates soon picked their watches - Stedman,
Mac, Neilsen and Lopez in the Chief's; Jamieson,
Brice, Nils, Schmidt and Johnson in the Second's. The
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OUTWARD BOUND
muster completed, the mate turned to Beckett and me
with a'come over here, you two! and you' — to Gilroy
and Jimmy—'go into Mr. Miller's watch!" Having
thus quickly disposed of us boys the mate turned away
saying, 'Go below the port watch!" and, this being his
own, we were released for a couple of hours.

By the time we came on deck again it was pitch dark
and we seemed to be well out of the river, for nothing
was visible except a few lights flashing and dancing in
various directions. Thetug wasstill puffing away ahead
and, the wind being fair, a sail or two had been s to
help us along. The breeze had freshened and was piping
and whistling through the rigging, while the air had
turned bitterly cold. Finding no one took any notice
of us, Beckett and | made our way to the break of the
poop, where there was a little shelter from the cutting
wind, and talked quietly together, feeling 'at sed in
every sne of the word. We were soon joined by the
third mate, who lit his pipe and paced steadily up and
down athwartships, stopping to point out to us the light
on Cape Gris Nez and the loom of the Foreland flash,
and yarning away the while about ships and the ssain a
very genial manner.

Mr. Patrick, or 'Paddy’ as we more often called him,
told us one of our duties in our watch on deck at nights
was to strike the bells. A little clock, by which to note
the time, hung in the companion, and every half-hour
we had to strike the bell on the wheel-box behind the
steersman. On hearing it the lookout man replied with
a similar number of strokes on the big bell for'ard and
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the cry of "All's well, sir." All time on board ship is
reckoned by means of bells struck in this way. 'Struck,’'
never 'rung’, as the Third was careful to point out.
There is no such thing as 'ringing' a bell on board ship,
except when at anchor in a fog. From one to eight
strokes are made, the full number marking the end of
the watch and occurring at noon, midnight and four
and eight am. and p.m.

The dog-watches have a system of their own. From
four to six p.m. they follow the usua course, but at hal f
past six, instead of five bells, only one is struck, two at
7 p.m., three at 7.30 and the full eight bells at eight
o'clock. The reason for this variation from time-
honoured sea-custom is that five bells in the second
dog-watch was the concerted signa for the Mutiny at
the Nore to begin, and since that historic occasion it has
never been struck on board a British ship. A luckless
greenhorn may sometimes strike five bells at the for-
bidden time and only be made aware he has committed
a serious offence by being well-cursed for a 'usdess
soger.’ On American vessds, of course, five, six, and
seven bells continue to be struck in the old way.

Once or twice in the course of the watch, on an order
from the poop, we helped to haul taut a rope or flatten
a sheet, and at eight bells went below for our first four
hours deep.

Hardly, it seemed, had our weary heads touched the
pillow than we were roused again and told it was mid-
night and our watch on deck. We were still sleepily
fumbling with our clothes when there was a shout
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OUTWARD BOUND
outside: 'All hands on deck to cast off the tug!" We
stumbled out, the change from the stuffy atmosphere of
the half-deck almost taking our breath away.

A stinging nor'easterly wind that drew a deep
resonant hum from tautened backstay and halliard was
sweeping across the white-tipped ses and cut our faces
like a whiplash.In an instant all trace of drowsiness
had gone. Gasping and clutching for support we
struggled up on to the foc'de head, where alittle group
of men was clustered. The second mate was in the act
of throwing the end of the wire towing-hawser off the
fore bitts.There was a shout of 'Stand clear all!" and
with a spiteful 'zip' the end of the hawser flashed
round the bitts, raced through the fair-lead and fell into
the sa beneath the bows.

'"All gone the tow-rope,' yelled the second mate,
making a funnel of his hands and shouting into the
darkness ahead, where a tiny dancing light marked the
presence of thetug.

'Right-O!" was borne faintly back to us, 'pleasant
voyage to you!' The dancing light sheered away from
the bows: the men turned to leave the foc'se head, and
there came a sharp order from aft: 'Loose the fore and
main t'gansis!’

At the word a few men sprang into the weather rig-
ging and swarmed nimbly up. Glancing aloft, | saw that
afew strips of sail were already set and could distinguish,
high above them, dark figures moving out on thedimly-
swaying yards. A moment later the sails fell in heavy
folds, that flapped and bellowed furiously in the howling
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wind. Another sharp order from the poop and the
men remaining on deck began to haul out the sheets
and spread the thunderous canvas to the wind. They
worked with a weird, wailing cry and | hurried to the
end of the rope and hauled lustily, glad to do something
to warm my numbed limbs. We gave a successon of
sharp, violent pulls, the rope coming in in short jerks.

'‘Belay that!" said the mate, suddenly. 'Halyards!'
T he sheet was made fagt to a belaying-pin and we moved
across to the halyards on the other side of the deck.

'Hoist away!" shouted the mate.

One of the men - Mac, | think it was— in a mourn-
ful wavering voice began to sing the words of a song,
of which the refrain at the end of each line was 'Blow,
boys, blow," chanted by all the men in unison, who
hauled as they sang. It had an inexpressibly wild and
haunting effect and was my first acquaintance with a
real 'shanty’ — the famous folk-songs of the deep sea
The last few pulls were given to a successon of short,
quick cries—

'Oh, bust her!"

'Strike a light!”

'Now, bullies, when she's not lookin'!"

"Two blocks, sirl'— and the yard being sufficiently
hoisted, the order was given to belay.

Following the t'gans'l's, other sails were set in quick
succession, until a towering, booming press of canvas
was piled above our heads."The ship lay over at a smart
angle and a sharp unending hiss rose from the rushing
water overside, punctuated by the quick clatter of falling
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sprays tumbling over the weather bulwarks It must
have been fully half past one when the mate gave the
order 'Go below the watch/ and the starbowlines
trooped off to get what rest they could before four
o'clock.

It was the beginning of a splendid run down Channel.
We had found a lucky slant of wind and full advantage
was'taken of it 'to carry on, and thrash her out with all
she'll stand.’

When day dawned, the land lay like a misty blue line
on our starboard hand, the fresh breeze was whitening
the tops of the steel-grey Channel waves, and the ship,
leaning sharply under a towering pyramid of canvas,
was almost smoking through the water. It was good to
be aive on such a morning, for here was one's excited
imagination of a sea-life come true. A smother of foam
beneath our bows, a rainbow of spray a-sparkle in the
fore-rigging, and the sonorous hum of the wind aloft —
what more could the heart of adventure desre? Every-
body was delighted at getting clear of the dreaded
Channel - the Sea of Sore Heads and Sore Hearts - in
such fine style, and | saw the old man cast many ap-
proving glances around as he paced steadily up and down
the poop.

In the forenoon watch we passad a large four-masted
sailing-ship. She was going the same way as ourselves
and grandly shouldering the ses aside. Word went
round it was the Lynton, which had left London on
Christmas Eve — three weeks before we did — and had
been lying wind-bound in the Downs ever since.  The
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Lynton it proved to be, and we dashed past, half a mile
distant, doing three knots to her two. She shook her
royals out as we drew ahead, but to no purpose. One
of our men derisively waved the end of aline as a tow-
rope, and, though the distance was too great for him to
be heard, yelled an offer to report them when we
reached Adelaide.

All day the old man paced the weather side of the
poop, only going below for a few minutes at atime. On
one occasion, before he went down, he turned round at
the head of the companion-way and called out in a
tremendous voice: 'Boy!’

'Sir," said |, scrambling up the poop ladder and run-
ning to where he was standing.

'Fetch me a hammer from the carpenter,’ said he.
‘Aye, aye, sir,' and | ran for'ard, obtained the hammer
and scrambled aft again as quickly as | could, for the
ship's motion was very lively and | had not yet got my
sealegs. The old man was still standing by the com-
panion — very huge, grim and imposing. 'The hammer,
sir,'sad | mildly.

He took it and regarded me with astern gaze. 'When
| tell you to do athing, my boy," he said — and his voice,
slow and deep-chested at first, rose higher with each
word in adetonating thunder-roll of sound — 'youwon't
run, you'll well JUMP!"

| jumped then, and stared blankly after his broad back
as it retreated down the companion. Good heavens!
thought I, what a commander to saill under! | never
guessed sea-captains were like this.
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It was my first encounter with the captain and filled
me with misgivings. | was soon to find my first impres-
sions of him were unduly pessimistic, and it did not
take long for me to become accustomed to his habit of
giving orders in a voice like the flap of a sail, with the
last word a regular squall-burst in its vehemence./ |
grew to admire and like him heartily, though it was
long before | was in a position to appreciate his skill
and mastery of seamanship. This took time- his
breezy truculence was obvious from the outset. The
very next day provided another instance of it.

We were washing down the poop, and Stedman, who
was handling the buckets, happened to throw some
water over Gilroy's legs and begged the latter's pardon.
Such consideration annoyed the old man. 'Why
haven't you got your oilskins on, boy? he demanded,
‘damme! you want to get wet, do you? and thereupon
he picked up a brimming bucket of water and flung
the contents all over the surprised Gilroy. It being a
rigid January evening, with abiting nor'easter bl owing,
it was a chilly baptism for that unfortunate youth. He
was blue and chattering before the job was finished and
he could get along to the half-deck and change. We
gloomily compared notes, he and |, and agreed the old
man was a terror.

All this time we were thrashing merrily down
Channel and having a grand run of it. It came up to
expectation and a bit over. It was wild; it was freeg;
every moment had its own zest, but it was not alto-
gether a dream of joy. For one thing, the food - the
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little there was of it - was horrible; we mostly dumped
it overboard straight away and subsisted on the small
stock of luxuries we had brought away with us.

Another unpleasantness was the surprising number
of cuts and bruises we managed to pick up. Our hands
were raw and blistered through the unaccustomed
handling of rough, wet ropes; and the surprising rolls
and plunges of the ship were constantly bringing usinto
painful communication with every point and angle
about the decks.

But it was not these things that worried us ; it was
the longing to deep. Four hours on and four hours off
sounds essy enough, but to a boy fresh from home and
aching from the hard work it was agony. At any
moment | could have laid myself down on the bare
decks and gone to degp with the water splashing over me.

And what made it worse was a ridiculous deter-
mination on my part to be a rea sailor. | had read in
some alleged searstory that no 'sailor' ever dept in his
watch below in the day-time. No! the author implied
he carved models or knitted jerseys or rioted in other
fantastic pastimes. So | - who was going to be a good
sailor —sat miserably on my seachest, with my legs
dangling in the water that washed to and fro across the
floor, and fought an agonized fight against deep. How
long it would have lasted | don't know, but on the
second or third day the Third Mate looked in and saw
me dejectedly keeping my vigil.

"Hello!" hesaid, 'what the devil are you doing?

| told him | was trying to keep awake.
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'Holy smoke!" said he, 'what for? Got a bet on?

'No,"sad I, 'but I'm sailor enough not to deep in the
day-time.'

The Third laughed: 'Who's been pulling your leg?
sad he; 'turn in, you flaming idiot, eight bells 11 be
here soon enough.'

He banged the door to and went off laughing. |
realized there was something wrong with my informa-
tion and thankfully rolled into my bunk, fully-dressed
as | was, hardly stopping to anathematize the author of
that pernicious book.

We passed a large steamship in the course of the
night — we had seen surprisingly few in our run down
Channel. She was a very big vessd and swept past close
by, her hull lit up by long tiers of blazing lights. The
Third said she was probably a Union-Castle liner.

When day broke, broad out on our starboard beam
lay a long stretch of pleasant coast running out into a
bold rugged headland crowned by a white lighthouse.
It was the Lizard. We had run 280 miles in the
previous twenty-four hours. It was a rattling good
start and all hands were in high spirits. The Narrow
Ses now lay astern, while under our plunging forefoot
stretched the long grey leagues of the Atlantic.

All that day we were employed in catting and fishing
the anchors, that is, hoisting them inboard and lashing
them down securely on the deck of the foc'sle head.
The operation marked our final severance from the land
and spelt good-bye to ports and harbours and hey! for
the open sa An arduous undertaking it was and not

31



A GIPSY OF THE HORN
without an element of danger. The anchors weighed
a couple of tons apiece and had first to be hoisted to the
cathead — a strong baulk of timber projecting from the
side of the bows— and then, by means of a powerful
tackle from the foretopmast head, lifted bodily aboard,
lowered on deck and firmly lashed in their places. It
was ajob that called for coolness and skill, and we boys
only gasped through the flying sheets of spray and
hauled or heaved at the capstan as we were told.

Under the mate's direction Stedman went over the
side in a bowline and hooked on the catfall. Slowly,
under absolute control, first one anchor and then the
other was slung inboard and lashed with chainsto iron
ring-bolts in the deck.

It was a wet and windy struggle, exhilarating too,
and once Gilroy's excitement got the better of him.
Suddenly, under our bows, the sea broke white with the
rush of atremendous number of bigfish, withtriangular
fins and curved black gleaming bodies.

'Look!" shouted Gilroy, 'sharks!’

It would have brought him a sharp reprimand a
couple of days later. To speek on duty, except in
answer to an order, was a breach of discipline and asking
for trouble. At the moment neither of us was aware
of the gtrictness of the discipline under which we were
to serve and Gilroy's ignorance saved him. As it was
the mate only said, 'They're not sharks, they're
porpoises.'

Land faded out of sight in the course of the day, but
with the deepening shades of evening a solitary gleam
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of light leapt above the skyline astern and flashed at
intervals across the cloudy heavens. It wastheflash light
on the Bishop Rock in the Scillies and our last sight of
old England; we watched it for long, but before four
bells struck and it was time to go below, it had finally
sunk from sight. The ring of the horizon was unbroken;
we were fairly out on the wide sea, and our long voyage
had begun—

'the last, last flicker goes
From the tumbling water-rows,
And we're off to Mother Carey,
(Walk her down to Mother Carey),
Oh, we're bound for Mother Carey where she feeds
her chicks at sea'



CHAPTER TWO
Across the Bay
*

As if to assure us that we had got into his own domain
at last, theNorth Atlantic determined to introduce him-
sdf. All day the wind had been rising; the light sails
had been taken in as soon as the anchors were secured,
and at four bells in the first dog-watch, in a ringing
hail-squall, the t'gallants'|s were clewed up. Still, with
steady persistence, the wind rose. Little sses slopped
over the weather-rail and scurried viciously to leeward,
and the lurches of the barque became ever more sudden
and violent.

In the half-deck there was nothing but sodden, cheer-
less confusion. The floor was awash and the remains
of our tea littered a sea-chest. Beckett had taken to his
bunk and was groaning dismally in the throes of sea
sickness. The Second Mate had told Gilroy to 'get to
hell out of it' and he and | were sitting on the edges of
our bunks, talking fitfully to one another and listening
to the rising shriek of the wind and the savage surge and
rush of the sea It was a dreary evening and our mood
was in keeping with it.

As two bells struck, the craggy features of our old
Scotch carpenter appeared in the doorway and we hailed
him with a hearty 'Come in, Chips,' only too glad to
have somebody of experience to talk to. He came in
and, sitting down, pulled out his pipe and glanced at our
faces, white in the smoky glare of the slush-lamp.
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'Ye'll be enjoyin' yersdlls the noo, ah'm thinkinV
he said drily.

Chips had just finished his tea- or 'supper' as it is
always called at ss|a— and was in a mood for talk. He
and the sailmaker, we found, stood no watches but
worked all day and had all night in, being known, in
consequence, as ‘'the idlers. We took advantage
of Chips's communicativeness and plied him with all
sorts of questions about the ship, the weather and the
passage. He replied with deliberation and it was
evident that the enjoyment of his after-supper smoke
was in no wise impaired by the increasing uproar of the
elements without/ He was a grim and granite-visaged
old Caledonian, with a demeanour as rocky and imper-
turbable as one of his own Hebrides 'But under his
gruff exterior there lurked a deal of kindliness. He gave
us a number of wrinkles that proved useful, and helped
us lash our seachests, that were sliding back and fore
across the deck, to the imminent hazard of our legs.

'Ah doubt ye'll be takin' the mains'l aff her,' he said,
as eight bells was suddenly struck aft and he rose to go.
Sure enough, as the big bell for'ard clanged out in
answer, came the loud order:

"All hands on deck! Weather main clew garnet!'

We scrambled out on deck and stared into the wet
darkness that shut us in on every side. It was a wild-
looking prospect - what little we could se of it. High
above our bulwarks solid black walls of water, streaked
and crested with lines of foam, drove furiously past.
Overhead a low sky, packed with racing scud, seemed
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impendent above our mast-heads. The decks were a
foot deep in swirling water, and in the black caverns
aloft the wind drummed and screamed like a legion of
lost spirits. The hands, in answer to the call, were
stumbling their way aft, their yellow, oilskin-clad
figures gleaming in the wet. Just as | left the shelter of
the house a sousing dollop of water came in over the
weather-rail, swept me off my feet and landed me in the
lee scuppers.

'Why, bully-boy," said a surprised voice, 'phwat are
yez doin' down there? and | felt myself grabbed by the
coat and swung to my feet. Looking up, | saw it was
'big Mac' He was barefooted and without oilskins; a
stringy old blue jersey, with the deeves cut off at the
elbows, had been drawn on above his one and only shirt,
but his big red face was as smiling as ever.

| ploughed onin Mac's wake to the main rigging
where, under the mates' direction, the men were clear-
ing the ropes and preparing to start the tack.

How that sail was taken in | never realized. It was
like a fight with a living monster. The Second Mate,
shouting orders and cursing vociferously, was slacking
away a rope in the darkness to wind'ard, while the men
manned the clew garnet and buntlines that were to
snug the sail up to the yard. The wet and heavy canvas
banged and bellowed uproariously above our heads as
we hauled away at the lines. I cy sheets of stinging spray
and the tops of waves kept leaping over the weather
bulwarks, sweeping down on us and drenching us to the
skin. Pretty well bewildered as | was, hauling at
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seemingly endless ropes, | yet realized that slowly, inch
by inch, the sail was being mastered.

Through it all, in language that leapt and flared like
a blue flame, hurtled the Second Mate's hurricane
orders. | trembled to listen to him. It was the first
time | had heard a desp-sea officer with a 'clipper’
training take in sail under the eye of his commander,
and the language he employed was a revelation to me.
On the edge of destruction, as | imagined us to be, here
was a man so hardened and cardess of his welfare as to
be invoking all the deities and devils that ear had ever
heard of, with epithets that Ajax defying the lightning
would scarcely have used.

At last the tearing, slatting canvas was dragged close
up to the yard and the order given:

"Way aloft and furl it!

I swung myself desperately into the rigging with the
idea of helping somehow, but Paddy noticed me:

'Get down, you!" he yelled, 'and coil up those ropes.’

| did as | was told, while the men clambered aloft,
fisted the sail and rolled it up on the yard. At the bunt
was Mr. Miller and still, above the roar of the wind and
the din and clatter of the swinging ports, | could catch
fragments of his voice encouraging the men in bursts
of frenzied profanity. X

As soon as the sail was stowed and the last man down,
the order was given to relieve the wheel and look-out,
while we of the port-watch were sent aft to spread the
weather-dodger. All through the watch we were kept
at work attending to one thing or another, and seven
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bells had struck before | took up my post at the break
of the poop and was joined, a minute or two later, by
the Third.

The latter sat down on the ledge of the lamp-room
door, pulled off his sea-boots and emptied the water out
of them.

'Well,' said he, ‘what d'ye think of a sea-life now?

‘Not too much," | replied truthfully, 'if it's al like
this.'

Paddy chuckled. '"Why," said he, "if we never had a
bit of a blow the girls would be doing us out of our jobs.'

‘But surely you'd call this a tempest?

He shook his head: 'There's no such thing as a
tempest,’ said he, ‘except in hymns and pray'r books.'

'Well, what would you call it? | asked, looking at
the great foam-crested ssss and the dim outline of the
reeling barque.

‘The hell of a dirty night," said he, and lit his pipe.

We chatted together and | think | must have alluded
somehow to the awful language used by the Second
Mate, for Paddy laughed.

'Oh, that's what's the matter, is it? sad he. 'Did
ever you hear of the parson who made a trip in alime-
juicer, Clements?

'No, sir.'

'Well, he did; a proper sky-pilot he was, with a claw-
hammer coat and gafftops| hat with backstays to it.
He went out in the old Warrego and in the Bay they
camein for abit of adusting - the same as we're doing.
They shortened sail, and, clewing up, the watch damned
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everything from the bilges to breskfast time. It grieved
the parson to hear 'em and he went and spoke to the
skipper.

'That's all right, sir,’ sad the old man, 'that's all
right. When you hear the men cursing like that there's
no fear of the ship going down.'

The parson went below, but popped up again alittle
later. Pretty bad he was, and praying he'd never come.
It was blowing hard - a big sea out of the sou'-west and
the ship taking it green. The crowd were aloft, hand-
ing the mains'l, and the things they were laying tongue
to— well, believe me, you haven't heard swearing yet.
That sky-pilot he just listened, took one look round
and headed for the companion: 'Thank God, they're
cursing still," says he, 'oh, thank God they're cursing
still!’

Onebell struck as Paddy finished hisyarn, and | went
along to rouse Gilroy out and turn in myself, much more
heartened than when | came on deck.

This'bit of adusting,' asthe Third called it, was the
forerunner of a good hard blow that chased us all across
the Bay. For three days we ran with only double top-
sals and foresail set, while all the time the wind blew
savagely true out of the nor'east and green dollops of
water rolled in unceasingly over the weather
rail.

Our half-deck all this while was a scene of hopeless
misery. Situated in the middle of the for'ard deckhouse,
it had a door on either side- ill-fitting iron affairs that
even when closed let in avalanches of water. We
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always kept the one on the weather side closed, of course,
and endeavoured to make it watertight with bits of rag
and ropeyarn. But it was no good. After we had
laboriously caulked it, the next big seathat came aboard
would hit the door,-crash! Out all our handiwork
would be washed and the icy water would spurt and
cascade through the cracks. It was weary work. We
gave it up after a time and grimly suffered the incon-
venience of a foot or more of water swishing back and
fore with every lurch of the ship.

Al thiswhilepoor old Beckett lay in hisbunk, groan-
ing miserably. He was so very sick he had reached a
point of absolute indifference to all mundane things —
neither the wind nor the sea, nor mealtimes, nor the
sodden discomfort of his surroundings troubled him any
more. After atime we gave up offering him advice and
encouragement and let him fight the matter out with
hisconstitution.

The rest of us got on better: we escaped sea-sickness
and did not miss a watch on deck. Jimmy, it is true,
did feel qualmish once, but the old man told him with
such terrible vehemence that he 'wasn't going to have
any sick boys in his ship,’ that Jimmy bucked up and
tried to forgetit.

The food, too, soon grew more paatable to our
ravenous appetites. We quickly finished the delicacies
(Beckett's included) that we had brought away with us
and were faced with the alternative of eating what was
provided or subsisting without material. nourishment at
all. We chose the former course, ana before we were
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across the Bay were as keen about getting our 'whack
as the oldest sea-lawyer in the foc'sle. Certainly it was
not much: one meal a day, and one only, was our
portion. That was dinner, which consisted of a plate of
pea-soup and three quarters of a pound of pork, or a
plate of bean soup and a pound of beef, on alternate
days. For the rest we had a pannikin of hot liquid,

called 'coffee,' for breakfast, and a similar pannikin,

described as 'tea’ for supper; with sea-biscuits ad lib.

That was all; and though it hardly sounds sumptuous,

in reality it was far worse. The meat was weighed

before cooking and included both fat and bone—in

generous proportions. It was as hard as a brick and the
only flavour it had arose from its degree of rottenness.

For twenty-four hours before boiling it was soaked in

the steep-tub — a large receptacle filled with salt water

that was kept under the foc'sle-head ladder. It fell to

us boys to replenish this tub every morning, and

devilishly the water stank when we emptied it away after

a dozen greasy lumps of pork had floated around in it

overnight.

All our food, moreover, had to be carried from the
galley to the half-deck, no easy matter in heavy weather
to such greenhorns as we were. Many a plate of soup
followed its owner into the lee scuppers, and many a
piece of beef that had been chivvied along the swirling
decks did we recapture and devour to the last scrap in
gloomy hunger. Before we had been at sea a fortnight
our only fear of a gale of wind was that it jeopardized
the safety of our precious dinner.
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The wind took off a little when we got down to the
latitude of the Spanish coast and the topgallants|s were
set. The weather steadily cleared and soon we were
bowling along under all plain sail, and the world began
to look a different place. The fore-rigging was quickly
a-flutter with clothes and bedding that the men had
brought out to dry. We boys followed suit and a few
hours of sunshine wrought a vast change in our com-
fort and in our outlook on life.

| was just beginning to enjoy things, and turned out
for my afternoon watch on deck with seamanlike
alacrity, but hardly had | got my foot over the threshold
before Paddy hailed me;

"Y ou been up aoft yet? said he, sharply.

| admitted | hadn't.

'Well, up you go then," sad he, and obediently |
swung myself into the main rigging and clambered
cautiously aloft.

‘Hold on to the shrouds, not the ratlines," he shouted,
‘and don't look at your feet!"

Again | did as | was told and made my way up till
| was stopped by the futtock shrouds at the head of the
lower rigging. They stretched outwards to the edge
of the maintop, and realizing that to surmount them |
should have to turn on my back and haul myself up by
sheer strength of arm, | thought | had done enough for
one day.

But 'Go on!" sternly encouraging, came to me from
below and, taking my courage in both hands, | went.
With a desperate effort | swung myself over into the
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top and, amost breathless, caught hold of the topmast
rigging and dared to ook about me.

Strange indeed everything looked! Up there one
seemed in a world of canvas and cordage, lost in the
wide gpaces of the sky. The great bellying mainsail was
actually below me and the deck looked a perilous
distance beneath.

But | was not allowed to dwell for too long on the
newness and wonder of the scene.

'Go ahead, get along with you,' came an impatient
hail and flinging myself, spread-eagled, into the topmast
rigging | went up step by step.

Interminable that ascent seemed, and when, after
long ages of climbing, | reached the topmasthead, | had
another shock. The complicated web of rigging that
led to the comparative security of the crosstrees was
worse than the futtocks, and the spidery ropes looked
ridiculously flimsy and insecure. With a horrible
qualm | entrusted myself to them and — hardly knowing
how | managed it — found myself standing in the cross-
trees.

Encouraged by this | climbed gingerly up thet'gallant
rigging. It was shorter than the topmast — thank
heaven! — and ended abruptly at the t'gallant mast head.
Nothing remained above me but the bare pole of the
royal mast, with the tie-chain abaft, and on either side,
but out of reach, the port and starboard royal backstays.
'Well, this is as high as one can get,' thought I, as |
clung grimly on and wondered what to do next.

But | was not yet at the end of my trials.
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‘Don't stop: go right on!'-Paddy's powerful voice
sounded faintly up to me at that tremendous height.

| didn't move: | didn't =2 how | could: it seemed
impossible to get further. | simply hung on.

Paddy must have redlized | was at the end of my
resources for he jumped into the rigging and came
swarming up like a cat, taking two ratlines at a time,
and swinging himself over the futtocks and crosstrees
with hardly an effort. He was up beside me in no time.
'You're al right," he said, 'now follow me.’

He didn't give me a chance to tell him | would rather
not, but reached out and grasped the roya backstay
with one hand, swinging his feet clear of the ratlines.
For a fraction of a second he hung by one hand only,
then twisted his legs round the backstay and swarmed
up in a flash, ending by swinging himself over and
astride of the royal-yard. '‘Come on,' he said encour-
agingly, 'you're as sffe as houses.

| had my own doubts about that, but ‘anyhow,
thought 1, 'it's do or die, so here goes!' | grasped
the backstay, jumped clear, hung for the briefest
moment with only empty air for a hundred odd feet
below me, and scrambled madly up. The Third's hand
grabbed me by the collar and almost lifted me on to the
yard besde him. 'Y ou see that truck,' said he, pointing
tothelittle ball at the top of the six feet of bare pole that
formed the masthead, 'shin up and touch it!"

Almost mechanically | did so, then slid down and
got back astride of the yard, firmly clutching the tie-
chain with one hand. Then, and then only, did | dare
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to look about me. And truly it was a wonderful
sight!

We seemed to be sensibly nearer the great blue arch
of the sky. There was nothing above, there was nothing
around, but the windy vault of heaven, savejust in front
where, level with us, rose the swaying majestic spire of
the foremast. Beneath, in all directions, for endless
league on league, stretched the blue sea Its sted-
clear edge, ringed with the curving sweep of the sky,
seemed infinitely far away. Below, in shapely tier on
tier, stretched the rigid, swelling shapes of the sails,
criss-crossed, stayed and pinioned by the orderly tracery
of the rigging. The deck of the ship was but a narrow
strip immeasurably far beneath us, a mere insignificant
splinter of wood in the immensity of the ssa No sound
from the little world below reached the unfathomed
blue calm about us.

Paddy pointed out to me the various ropes and spars
and explained their uses then leisurely made his way
down again. | followed him, and, regaining the deck,
looked up at the dizzy heights from which | had just
ecaped and wondered how often | should have to go
aloft.

But, curiously, after this first soul-searching experi-
ence it came wonderfully easy. | was awkward at first,
of course, but in two or three days had grown accus-
tomed to it, and was ever after quite indifferent to the
mere fact of height.

Gilroy had his first experience aloft that same after-
noon and the old man sent word along that Beckett was
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to turn out and have a breath of fresh air. The latter
was feeling a bit better and rigged himself out in his
uniform and badge-cap to come on deck. Why on
earth he did it | do not know, unless he imagined the
outfitters' advertisements were correct and 'prentices
really sailed the sees in a glory of brass buttons, with a
telescope neatly tucked under one arm.

| took my first trick at the wheel in the dog-watch.
I found steering no essy matter, but under the ad-
monitory eye of the mate made afair shape at it. While
there | heard acry of 'Sail-ho!" from for'ard and, look-
ing out, saw afleck of white on the horizon far away
on the starboard bow. As it drew closer it turned out
to be a four-masted barque, running free, with all sail
set. She was homeward bound and, in the interest of
watching her, | got the ship far off her course and
ground the wheel up and down like a coffee-mill in my
efforts to steady her. A shout from the mate brought
me up with around turn and glued my eyesto the com-
pass, and before | was able to steal another glance, the
homeward-bounder was abeam, but too far off to make
out her name. Half an hour later she was out of sight.

Steadily, day by day, the weather improved. The air
grew soft and warm; the skies became open and sunny
and the sea turned to a deep flashing blue. The change
in the elements was reflected in our life on board. The
bad weather and its hardships were at once forgotten.
We no longer spent the whole of our watch on deck
attending to the sails and up to our waists in water.
Instead, all hands were turned to at pleasanter and much
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less arduous work. Severa of the men were employed
aloft in fitting chafing-gear and repairing the wear and
tear caused by our stormy setting out; while we boys
were learning a multitude of new duties that interested
and kept us busy.

One by one our hard-weather garments were laid
aside. Sdt-soaked jerseys, searboots and oilskins were
hung up or thrown into odd corners, until our attire had
been reduced to a pair of duck trousers and a cotton
shirt apiece. We discarded boots and socks too and went
barefoot. It felt strange at first and going aloft was
painful, for the thin ratlines hurt the soles of one's feet,
but we soon became inured to that. For the next month
a shirt and trousers was the extent of our attire, except,
of course, the inevitable sheath-knife strapped on the
hip - the necessity for carrying which sailors emphasize
in an unprintable proverb.

In the half-deck we brought to light again the photo-
graphs that had been hastily crammed into seachests
and kit-bags when we encountered the first breath of
the Atlantic. Variouslittle 'gadgets and knick-knacks
presented by friends at home were brought into use
and during our watch below | knocked together, with
the good-natured assgtance of the carpenter, a couple
of shelves to hold my little stock of books.

But the warm weather aso brought into prominence
a hitherto unguessed-at nuisance. The iron sdes of
the deckhouse were lined with wood, and the space
between afforded an idea breeding-ground for un-
numbered hosts of cockroaches. As the weather grew
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more genial, so more and more of these little pests came
out on us, until we were aimost driven to desperation by
their onslaught. They ate every scrap of food that was
left in the locker from one mealtime to another; de-
voured it to the last shred and polished the plate clean.
They floated, a thick scum, on the surface of every tin
of tea or coffee that we got from the galley. They even
gnawed the skin off the soles of our feet as we lay adeep
in our bunks. Nothing that we could do seemed to
diminish their numbers. The steward next door waged
unceasing war on them and sacrificed holocausts, but it
was all no good. The cockroaches fairly fought their
way into possession, and after a time we more or less
gave up the contest and shared our quarters with them.
We put on socks before we turned in and mechanically
blew a clear spot on the surface of our mugs before
taking adrink.

We soon grew to like the food, rough though it was,
and eked out our scanty fare by concocting various
dishes beloved of apprentices. The chief constituent
of all of them was sea-biscuit — sea-biscuit broken into
pieces and baked with small morsels of beef or pork and
called 'cracker-hash'; searbiscuits soaked into apulpwith
water and sugar, and known as 'dog's-body'; or —
most delectable of all — sea-biscuits pounded up fine in
a canvas bag, by the simple process of hammering it on
the fore bittswith an iron belaying-pin, and then mixed
into a thick stodgy cake with fat, sugar or molasses,
and baked in a bully-beef tin. This was 'dandyfunk’
and the most esteemed delicacy on our bill of fare,
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But our best endeavours to augment our allowance
of 'pound and pint' did not go far, and the 'apprentice's
grace’ was often voiced with bitter earnestness by some
hungry individual prowling in the bottom of an empty
mess-kid:

'Three between four of us,
Thank God there are no more of us!’

On the tenth day out and thereafter every day at
noon we each received a small quantity of limejuice.
It was bitter, very strong and highly appreciated. The
practice of serving it out daily is compulsory on board
British ships and required by the Board of Trade as a
preventive against scurvy. The custom has resulted in
the coining of the word 'lime-juicer'— a name used by
seamen to denote any foreign-going British sailing
ship and often applied by foreigners- notably the
Americans— derisively.

In the evenings, that is to say, in the second dog-
watch between six and eight, we began to have im-
promptu half-deck concerts. Gilroy, it proved, was a
fine hand at the old Scotch ballads, while Paddy, who
often came along, could sing any number of rattling sea
songs, and Jimmy had an accordion on which he would
accompany anybody or anything. These sing-songs
were very jolly afairs and in the course of the passge
we managed to get quite a fair band.Always as eight
bells struck our concerts came to an abrupt end — the
watch below to turn in and the watch on deck to stand
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by under poop or foc'se head in readiness for a call.
At sa the second dog-watch is the time for relaxation
and amusement, and a certain latitude is allowed then
which at other times would call for drastic punishment.

But these first days of fine weather were above all a
revelation to usfirst-voyagersin the knowledge of the
ship. When first | had seen her, embayed amid the
cranes and warehouses of the East End, she looked
grimy and unkempt from her long stay in port. So
too in the bewilderment and physical weariness of our
wild romp down Channel and battering across the Bay
| had hardly taken in any details of my surroundings.

But now | looked about me and found | was in a
different world. The ship was the same, yet utterly
different. She was alive now instead of dead; clean,
scrubbed and burnished; neat and orderly aloft and
alow, where before had been a disreputable confusion.
The stately fabric of her seemed to posess a life of its
own. She leaned or dipped to every gust of the breeze
and every surge and undulation of the ssa. There was
a place for everything and everything was in its place.

Now, too, she was peopled by a little company who
understood and skilfully tended her. On the poop was
always a controlling intelligence in the shape of the
captain or officer of the watch, and at the wheel leaned
the alert figure of the helmsman. Amidships the galley
funnel smoked and Tommy bustled about with much
clattering of pans and superabundance of energy. And
on deck and aloft the men moved and worked and lent
afamiliar air of purposeful activity.
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And how glorious, | often thought, the barque looked
as she curtseyed her way to the southward ! To stand
at the break of the poop and, looking for'ard, watch
the sweep of her bows as they rose and fell against the
deep indigo of the sky was a sheer delight. Or, again,
to glance aloft and s the great swaying pyramids of
snow-white canvas towering up into the blue was to
behold a picture of insurpassable beauty.

On the eleventh day out we were in the latitude of
the Straits of Gibraltar. The breeze freshened in the
forenoon and hauled ahead and just at midday, as we of
the port watch were going below, the royas were
clewed up.

Eight bells having struck, one of the starbowlines
swung himself into the rigging to lay aloft and furl the
sail, but the old man, who was standing by the poop rail,
caled out to the mate:

'Send one of the boys up, Mr. Thomas.'

Anxious to show | had mastered the art | jumped
into the rigging and swarmed aloft. Over the futtocks
| went, managed the crosstrees all right and laid out
on the royal yard. The sail was bigger than | imagined
and looked a much more formidable task than it ap-
peared from the deck. The footropes swayed awk-
wardly, there seemed nothing much to hold on to, and
though the buntlines were close up, the sail was thrash-
ing and banging about in fine fashion. Moreover, the
gentle roll of the ship, which was nothing much when
felt on deck, caused the roya yard, a hundred and
twenty feet in air, to sway from sde to sde in a wide
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sweep, moving swiftly across abig arc of the sky. How-
ever, there | was, and as | knew enough to pick up the
bunt first | proceeded to tackleit. Digging my fingers
into the canvas | dragged it in inch by inch and, after
much effort, seized the gasket, hauled it tight and made
it fagt to the shackle of the tie.

Then gingerly | edged my way out to the weather
yard-arm. The sail was blowing back over the yard and
made it necessary to keep a firm hold of the jackstay
and be ready to duck, to avoid being hit in the face by
the slatting canvas and knocked backward. But | got
out, grabbed hold of the foot of the sail and began along
tusde to master it.

| do not know how many times | dragged the canvas
on to the yard before | succeeded in making it fast.
Sometimes | would get it there and be unable to hold it,
sometimes a gasket wasn't within reach, and each time
the canvas blew out and all was to do over again. But
at last 1 got the gaskets passad and the sail lashed to the
yard— somehow.

Breathless but cheered, | scrambled over to leeward
and began a similar struggle on that side. It was easier
than the other and in something less than half an hour
| had the sail stowed and all well fast. So | swung my-
self into the rigging and clambered down on deck.

By this time it was, of course, well into my watch
below and | was hastening to the half-deck when the
old man, who was still on the poop, caled me:

Well, Clements, do you think you can stow a royal
now?' he demanded.
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| replied confidently that | could.

'Then up you go again and do it," sad he, 'and' —
raising his voice — 'make a better job of it this time!"

With less enthusiasm than before | turned again to
the rigging, climbed aloft and, laying out on the yard,
cast adrift those hardly-won gaskets. | was hesitating
whether | need let go the bunt-gasket too, when a loud
hail came floating up:

'‘Leggo that bunt! and look lively now!

Realizing there was no help for it, | let the end fly.
The sail balooned gracefully out and there was the
whole thing all adrift, tugging and leaping like a crazy
bladder.

Doggedly | turned to; mastered it bit by bit all over
again and finally got it fat — a little more quickly and
neatly than the first time, | think.

| hurried down again as quickly as | could, for the
watch was slipping by and my dinner —or what the
others had left of it- was growing cold all this time.
| had just reached the half-deck door, hungrily ex-
pectant, when the old man hailed me again:

'‘Lay aft here' - his voice had tremendous carrying
power.

| turned round.

'Do you call that a good stow? he shouted.

'Pretty good, sir,’ said | dubiously, wondering what
was coming next.

"You do, en? Dammeif | do! Jump aoft and furl it
again.'

Bottling my indignation well down | mounted the
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rigging, got on the yard, cast loose that infernal sail and
painstakingly re-stowed it all over again. | had hardly
got my foot on to the t'gallant rigging before | found
that the old man was still not satisfied.

'Royal yard there! cadt that sail loose,' — there was no
pretending | didn't hear that skysail-yard voice of his,

With afeeling of despair | climbed out once more and
went through the whole wearisome job afresh. At the
end of it came another hail — | felt like going down and
standing the consequences, but decided | had better
stick it.

Again and again at an order from the captain | flung
the canvas adrift and re-stowed it and stowed it again.
Very soon my back was aching, my fingers were raw
and bleeding, and | was drenched with perspiration and
buffeted all over with the thrashing canvas. But that
didn't save me. For four solid hours | was kept at it
on the yard. Not till I had made the sail fast for at least
the tenth time, and one bell had been struck to call the
watch — my watch — was the old autocrat on the poop
satisfied.

When at last | did climb down the rigging | wasjust
about dead-beat and every limb in my body seemed
dislocated. Eight bells struck as | stepped on deck.
There was no help for it, my dinner was a thing of the
past, and without even a chance of running below for a
smoke | turned to with the watch at washing down.

It was the first lesson in practical seamanship that |
received from Captain West and | quickly learnt that
it was typical of his instruction, on one side at least.
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Even now it appears to me a somewhat drastic method
of training but, after all, it met with a fair amount of
success. | know this particular instance, anyhow,
taught me thoroughly and unforgettably how to stow a
royal. | never needed any more teaching on that point.
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CHAPTER THREE
Trades and Tropics
*

As we were now drawing near the region of the steady
'trade-winds' and the weather had become quite settled,
the opportunity was taken to 'shift sail." A ship, unlike
the majority of her sex ashore, always wears her best
clothes in bad weather, and when skies are soft and
winds gentle, changes into her oldest and most worn
attire. Appearances have nothing to do with the choice;
it is a matter that the winds decide, for only the newest
and strongest canvas can sustain the winter gaes of the
North Atlantic or the world-encircling sweep of the
great winds of the Southern Ocean.

Early, then, one morning all hands were roused out
to make the necessary change. The suit it was proposed
to bend was brought on deck, and gantlines were rove
at the mastheads in readiness. As four bells struck all
hands tumbled out, the order was given 'Port watch
for'ard; starboard to the main,' and the work began.

First came the two courses. These were unbent,
lowered on deck, rolled up and put away. Those that
were to take their places were stretched out, bent on to
the buntlines and hoisted aloft, where they were secured
to the jackstay and, the sheets being shackled on and
hauled aft, speedily set.

After the courses and a break for breakfast came the
lower topsls - those aloft unbent, the fresh ones bent
and promptly sheeted home. Followingthese, the upper
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topsis and then the t'gallantsls. The work early
developed, as no doubt the old man intended it should,
into keen rivalry between the watches and an eager race
as to which should finish their mast first. By the time
the t'gallants|s were being swayed aloft all hands were
working schooner-rigged, going at it with their blood
up. The royads went aloft to the hand-over-hand
shanty -

*Way-ay! and up she risss,
Way-ay! and up she risss,
Way-ay! and up she risss,
Early in the morning.'

The word 'morning' was hardly reached before the
sdls were snatched out along the yard, the sheets
whipped on and a triumphant hail 'All ready, hoist
awa-a-ay!" sent ringing to the deck.

It was a well-fought fight and at the end of the eight
hours it lasted was only won by the mate's watch by
a matter of minutes— thanks largely to the bull-
strength of Mac and the fiery activity of Paddy.

After a belated dinner the Second Mate's men
tackled the mizen, while we of the port watch went
for'ard to the jibs and thereafter, by twos and threes, to
the staysls. It had turned three bells in the first dog-
watch before the last sail was bent and set, the old suit
bundled below into the locker and all hands trooped off
to their tea

Beyond a call to relieve the wheel, no order came
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from aft till eight bells were struck and we mustered for
the roll-call and the routine of the night-watch. There
was no sing-song in the half-deck that evening though;
we were too tired to do more than smoke our pipes and
contentedly contemplate the day's work.

Al this time the fresh breeze blew and slowly hauled
into the nor'-easr5 On the 24th of January we entered
the tropics, with the wind a steady whole-sail breeze
and the horizon piled with fleecy masses of white cloud.
There was little doubt that we had got the 'trades’ at
last. Two days later when we were in the latitude of
the Cape de Verde islands, having run 500 miles in the
forty-eight hours, there wasn't a doubt of it. The
steady, singing breeze, true to a handsbreadth; the
tumbled whites and blues of the sea all a-sparkle in the
sunshine; the untroubled rim of the far horizon —
these were signs unmistakable of the authentic Trades,
the glorious winds that make seafaring a pleasure cruise.

No need to touch tack or sheet now; the ship sailed
herself and the helmsman had an easy time, a spoke or
two now and then was all she needed. The days began
to be a sheer delight. Most of the time we were
employed aloft — serving, parcelling, repairing, renew-
ing, attending to the hundred and one jobs that a
sailing-ship is constantly in need of and that suggest
comparison of her with a lady's watch — always out of
repair. There is nothing more delightful imaginable
than sitting astride a gently-swaying yard, high above
ship and ocean, with a pot of tar and a ball of spunyarn,
for long hours on end, casting an occasional glance at
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the acre of foam under the bows or the long white wake
astern that tells of a good passge to be made.

Running the Trades down in a sailing-ship is an
experience worth having — a taste of sealife at its best.
No words can well convey the beauty, the freedom, the
glorious exhilaration of it all. The long halcyon hours
wing by, with blue sea beneath and blue sky above and
unending glitter of spray and sunshine. The ocean is
all one's own or shared with a white seabird or two.
The day seems twice as long as usual, and when the
western sky floods with rainbow hues and the day's
glory of gold turnsto the silver splendour of night, there
comes never an abatement or alteration in the steady
onrush of the wind. /

It would be hard to find a more beautiful sight than
that of a sailing-ship running through the Trades as she
appears, when viewed on a moonlit night, from the end
of her own bowsprit.

Perched out there one seems aone in ace, projected
into a world of emptiness and utter beauty. Ahead the
shordess s stretches dimly out into a mysterious
eternity. The dark vault of the sky is powdered with
stars, save where the sailing moon rides high and pours
on the quiet s a river of white radiance, a pathway to
unimaginable realms of faerie.

And how lovely the swaying vision of the ship her-
self! In grace of outline and harmony with sea and sky
she seams none other than the winged Spirit of the
Night. Beneath one€s perch the sharp stem shores
unendingly on through the dark tumbling water,
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smashing it into splinters of white foam; while aloft,
rising tier on tier in contours of unmatchable symmetry,
amighty cone of canvas, carved inrigid ivory or blackest
ebony, sways silently amid the dars.

With the coming of the Trades we apprentices had
more time to look about us and we began to take an
interest in the s itself. Frequently in the dog-watch
the old man called one or other of us up on the poop
and talked to us about our profession and duties. On
such occasions he always used to emphasize the im-
portance of learning to know the face of the sky and s=a
and studying the ways of birds and fishes. He himself
was no great reader, but his knowledge of winds,
weather and natural history was truly wonderful. He
navigated the ship more, | verily believe, by the look of
the seg, the flight of birds, the appearance of clouds and
a certain indefinable sixth sense emanating from his vast
knowledge of all these, than by the more orthodox
method of scientific instruments. | never gragped half
what he told me about such things as the movements of
upper and lower clouds and the behaviour of birds, but
he was extraordinarily interesting to listen to and talked
to us 'boys' in a very kind and fatherly way when there
was no work to be done. When there was, we had to
jump like stedl wires.

Captain West was a typical ssaman of the old school
—rough, masterful and egua» to all emergencies.
Steamers he held in a large-hearted contempt, but the
sa he knew and loved. His handling of the ship in
heavy weather or narrow waters was an education to
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watch, and all thetime | sailed with him | never knew
him make a bad landfall, or be out in his rough and
ready reckoning more than a handsbreadth from the
truth. Some of his methods would give a modern liner-
officer cold shudders. Once when | was taking an
azimuth he swept me and the instrument asde with a
lordly gesture. 'A handful of degrees don't matter, my
boy," he said, 'take the sun like this' - laying a great
hand edgeways on the compass and squinting along it at
the sun — "and keep your eyes about you.'

In one way or another our commander played a large
part in our lives. All the time | knew him his was
aways the dominant personality on board. And he
influenced very considerably the apprentices who sailed
under his command. From the mate downwards we all
stood more than alittle in awe of him, but it was an awe
mixed with liking, and when other ships and other men
were in company we took pridein telling of hisskill and
measterfulness.

But to hark back to the Trades. One of the first
denizens of deep water, and one of the most interesting
that we saw as soon as we got down to warmer |atitudes,
was flying-fish. Just a few at first, then shoads and
shods of them. They simply swarm all over the tropic
ses, and though they are preyed upon by numberless
enemies— bonito, coryphene and albicore— their num-
bers are amost infinite. 'Flying-fish weather' sailors
often call the latitudes they inhabit. Their so-called
wings are thin gauzy affairs, bearing no resemblance to
those of a bird but more like a huge dragonfly's. Their

61



A GIPSY OF THE HORN

flight is really no more than skimming; they rise out of
thewater with aflip of their tailsand vibrate their wings
like planes. A couple of hundred yards is about their
limit, then back they fall into the water with a 'zip' and,
a moment after, leap out again and are off on another
flight. I have often heard it said that they can fly only
as long as their wings are wet; whether thisis so | do
not know, but it is certain that they only remain in the
air ten or twenty seconds and can do little more, |
should think, than throw their pursuers momentarily
off their track.

Another and a very different species of degp water-
man that we met with were whales. | well remember
thefirstthat | saw. It wasone evening, off the Canaries.
| was looking out over the rail, waiting for two bells
to strike and tea to be served out, when | saw, quite
closeto the ship, one— two — three— up to hal f ascore,
huge black bodies heave themseves silently half-out
of the sea As they rose, thin jets of watery vapour
were thrown high in the air with along hissing noise.
They seemed in no hurry, but with an essy gliding roll
that hardly rippled the water went curving under. A
moment or two later up they came again — one saw the
glistening curve of each huge bulk - then down once
more they plunged. They were most fascinating to
watch, in movements so vast and leisurely, yet they did
not ruffle the surface so much as a swimming man
would have done.

A Ever as we sagged south, the sun's rays increased in
intensity and, as we drew near the Equator, the good
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breeze began to fine away. It carried us to about the
fifth parallel of North latitude and then vanished
altogether. The midday sun flamed down on us almost
straight overhead, the sea took on an oily, sluggish
appearance, and, after a few amless and wandering
gusts, the breeze died away and we were left becalmed —
the centre of a clock calm. The Doldrums had us in
their grip.

'There pasad a weary time." We lay helpless on an
oily sea, the spars sticking up idly into the still air. The
heat grew terrific; bare iron was too hot to touch and
the pitch bubbled out of the seams between the planking
and stuck to our bare feet. From the yards the sals
hung listlessly in heavy folds; we hauled the usdesdy-
flapping mains'| up, and listened to the grind and rasp
of the parrals as she rocked to some imperceptible
underrunning swell.

It was exasperating. The man at the wheel leaned
idly over the spokes, for she had lost steerage way; the
half-deck was like a furnace and our only amusement
was scanning the face of the brazen heavens and whi st-
ling for a wind.

At times the sky would become overcast, a black
thunder-cloud overspreading everything and then, with-
out a moment's warning, down came the deluge! The
clouds seemed to collapse, the rain fell in sheets and
torrents, with such intensity that it was impossible to
se more than a few yards, and the sea gave off a con-
tinuous hissing roar under the violence of the downpour.

Then, as suddenly as it began, the rain stopped, the
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clouds rolled away and the sun shone down again with
undiminished vehemence upon our drenched and
steaming barque.

Sometimes at the approach of one of these squalls we
stopped up the scupper-holes, and in a few minutes the
main deck was inches degp in water. All hands would
rush out, stark naked, with sogp and dirty clothes and
indulge in an impromptu bath and washing day for the
guarter of an hour or so that the deluge lasted.

The vagaries of the wind, too, were heartbreaking.
For the greater part of the time no breath of air stirred
to quiver the dull folds of canvas or cool our heated
bodies. If a match were struck its flame burnt steadily
upward without a flicker. Then the merest suggestion
of a breeze would whisper from ahead and round the
heavy yards would be dragged to take advantage of it.
No sooner had they been braced up than, as if in
mockery of our efforts, a faint puff of air would come
from the opposite quarter. Savagely the officer would
give the order Weather fore brace!' and savagely the
watch would throw down the freshly-coiled gear and
haul the yards round to the new tack.

So it went on, day and night; the ship making abare
mile of headway in the twenty-four hours and every-
body's temper frayed to breaking-point.

But even in these regions hated of the sailor we had
some little excitement, for several sharks appeared. The
old man first noticed one lazily swimming under the
counter and - keen sportsman that he was — sent me to
fetch the shark hook. This was a fearsome-looking
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implement, fully a foot in length and sharply barbed
and pointed; a swivel and several feet of chain were
attached to it to avoid turns and prevent the shark
severing it with his teeth.

Seeing what was afoot, Tommy came running along
with alump of pork. This was securely lashed to the
hook with wire, and a coil of stout rattlin-line was bent
on to the chain. When all was ready the end was made
fast and the old man threw the hook overboard.

The shark was then swimming on the far side of the
counter. He seemed to scent food, for he turned in his
tracks and swam leisurely toward the bait. As he drew
abreast of it he half-turned on his side. We saw the
white gleam of his belly as without an attempt at
finesse, he made a swift snap at the pork. It disappeared,
there was aviolent tug on the line, and a shout from the
old man. Beckett and | dashed to bear a hand and
severa of the men, who were peeping expectantly over
the poop ladder, ran up. The shark was soon mastered
and dragged, jerking frantically, up to the rail and in-
board. He was not a very big one, only about five feet
in length, and a few heavy blows on the head with the
carpenter's maul settled him.

Hardly was he despatched before Beckett gave a
shout and pointed astern. Following the direction of his
hand, we saw the triangular fin of another shark gliding
through the water well out on the quarter. Asquickly
as we could we re-baited the hook and dropped it over-
board again. For a few minutes it trailed there, seem-
ingly without attracting the attention of the shark.
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Then suddenly the cruising fin disappeared, but before
we had time to feel disappointed, we saw a monstrous
blue shadow glide under the counter a few feet from the
bait. It was a monster this time and no mistake.

The shark seemed to take no notice of the morsel
we had provided for him. Heswept past ina half-circle,
swimming about six feet deegp. Almost out of sight he
went, but came back. He swam slowly round for a few
minutes, then, giving a flick with his tail as though he
were bound somewhere and it was time to forge ahead,
he suddenly turned, made a swift lunge upward at the
pork, and was hooked.

Half a dozen of us flung ourselves on the line and
hauled for all we were worth. It was brand-new,
twenty-one-strand hemp, but as we felt the strain, we
thought it would never hold him. Fighting desperately,
we managed to drag him just clear of the water and, as
we did so, with a last furious convulsion he lashed him-
self free.

‘Come up the line!" yelled the old man and, as we
dropped it, flung the hook back into the water.

Then we had an example of the shark's voracity.

The hook had hardly touched the water before the
great brute leapt at it again, biting so furiously that he
almost swallowed the pork and the barb came through
halfway down his throat. There was no doubt about it
this time. Putting all our strength into it, we dragged
his head well above water. He was too big a fellow to
haul aboard in the same way as our previous capture, so
a running bowline was sent down the line, shaken over
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his body and hauled taut close to histail. The bight was
then passed through a snatch-block made fast to the
boom-end and we hauled him up horizontally. When
high enough, he was swung inboard with lines to head
and tail, dragged to the break of the poop and dropped
down to the lower deck with a crash.

He was a good ten feet long and lashed about so
furiously that he completely took charge. For a few
minutes we couldn't get near him. Then Stedman
managed to ram a windlass bar down his throat as the
rest of us hung on to the lines that were fast to either
end of him, and Chips, sliding a hatch under his after
part, cut off his tail with an axe.

After that we set to work to cut both fish up. The
tail of the bigger one was triumphantly carried for'ard
and nailed to the extremity of the bowsprit, the longer
lobe uppermost. This is aways the custom when a
bigger shark than usua is caught, and constitutes the
time-honoured decoration of a deep-waterman.

Next day we caught two more sharks, both about
six feet long. The men caled them 'shovel-nosed
sharks and | cut out thejaw of one, with its triple rows
of triangular knife-edged teeth, to keep as a curiosity.

For awhole week we lay drifting about on awindless
sa Save for a few minutes at a time, when a catspaw
ruffled the surface of the water, we were without steer-
age way. The excitement afforded by the sharks — we
caught eight during the week — was a welcome relief to
the wearisome monotony of hauling the creaking yards
round to every puff of air.
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One morning the skipper soied a dolphin gliding
and darting through the water on the port sde of the
poop. He sent for the grains, a weapon like a double
trident with five barbed points, fitted to adender wooden
haft and having a line attached. Then he climbed out
on the bumpkin and, watching his opportunity, drove
the grains down just as the dolphin flashed beneath him.
He geared it the very first shot, a piece of skill worthy
of our Nimrod of a skipper.

We quickly hauled the dolphin aboard and a glorious
fish he was, nearly five feet in length, with scintillating
metallic hues He looked superb gliding through the
water like a flash of many-coloured light, but his
brilliancy soon dimmed as he lay quivering on our sun-
soorched deck. We carried him for'ard and cut him up,
and cabin, focde and half-deck had a sumptuous tea,
for the flesh of the dolphin is white, dry and very good
eating.

The many kinds of fish we saw caused the old man
to overhaul his gear, and very soon the poop was
decorated with the implements of the degp-sea fisher-
man's craft. On one Sde, dung in beckets, was a heavy
two-flanged harpoon fitted to an eight-foot shaft, with
a thick line attached and almost strong enough to hold
awhale. On the other 9de was a smaller harpoon with
a dngle barb that drew aoross in the shape of a T, a
deadly weapon of the type usad by the Yankee whale-
men of Nantucket and New Bedford. Underneath
were the grains and coiled near the rail the shark hook
and line. All wereready for instant use and the old man
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never | et slip anopportunity of bringingtheminto action.

Al these things helped to wil e away the tedium of the
doldrums. And then, at last, to our relief, wind came.
It was at sunset on the eighth day of windless drift that
we saw, well out on the port bow, a dark line on the
water and felt the merest suggestion of movement stir
the heavy air. The dark line drew closer and, as it did
s0, resolved itself into a ruffled patch on the surface of
the greasy sea. The old man was watching it intently.
A few moments satisfied him of what he saw, for,
coming to the poop-rail, he gave the order 'Starboard
fore brace' in a tone that betokened he anticipated a
change of some sort.

The little ripples touched the ship's side and a cool
breath of air fanned our cheeks. At the order we sprang
to the braces and hauled cheerily.

The heavy yards swung round, the sils flapped
and filled and the barque began to make way through
the water.

The welcome breeze kept on blowing gently, but
steadily. The main sheet was hauled aft and the hitherto
useless staysls set. The gear was coiled down and still
the gentle breeze blew and the cheerful sound of rippling
water arose.

At eight bells the wind still held and the ship was
logging an easy five knots. As the wheel was relieved
and we turned away for'ard, Mac voiced the genera
opinion -

‘Lay your shore-gear handy, me lucky boys," said he,
'the port watch ha' brought ye the Trades.'
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And so it proved; all night the breeze held, blowing
steadily from the sou'-sou-east and imperceptibly
increasing in force. It was about i° North latitude
where we picked them up and next morning, the
14th of February, word went round that we should be
crossing the Line that day.

The time-honoured ceremony of crossing the Line
has been so often described that | do not propose to
inflict an account of it upon the reader here. In its
main features the procedure was the same on all ships,
and only differed in details according to circumstances.
Invariably it began with much laughter and practical
joking, culminated in an orgy of Stockholm tar and
salt water, on the part of the unfortunate novitiates, and
ended in a bottle of whisky being sent for'ard to the
men and in the singing of many shanties by all hands.

Onemight call it rough humour, but it isaquaint old
custom nevertheless, and one that only takes place on a
contented ship where all hands pull well together. It is
‘excellent fooling' and does much to enliven the routine
of along passage. Al these old sea-customs are rapidly
dying out, more's the pity. They are passng with the
passing of Sail and soonwill be but amemory.

After crossing the Equator, for afortnight we bowled
steadily along through the south-east trades. Day after
day, with all sail sat and yards braced up on the port
tack just clear of the backstays, we surged south over
summer sees and under soft blue skies. All hands were
employed aloft, overhauling the rigging and reeving
new running gear in readiness for the great sees and gales
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of the 'roaring forties." In the watch below the older
men, with the wisdom of experience, mended sea-boots
and oilskins against the bitter days ahead; even the
steward rigged up a contrivance of wood and canvas to
fit over his weatherdoor and save his leaky galley from
being washed out; but we boys fleeted the time carelessly
as they did in the golden world. We spent our leisure in
reading, sing-songs and boxing — the latter under the
tuition of the Third Mate, who brought along a pair of
old gloves and under the guise of instruction knocked
us about most unmercifully. But we progressed and our
whole-hearted set-to's were sometimes conducted under
the patronizing eye of the captain himself.

So the days pased in fair summer contentment. The
present sufficed us, but the writing on the wall was not
wanting. ‘'Just you wait," the Second Mate used to say,
‘just you wait, my bold young sailormen, till we're off
the pitch of the Cape!

One night we passed a large homeward-bound
barque. It was bright moonlight and she swept past a
couple of cables length away. Very beautiful but
ghostly she looked, swaying silently by, with the moon-
shine gleaming on her snowy canvas and the pae green
of her starboard side-light glimmering like a spectra
eye. For a few moments she was visible and then,
ghostlike, was swallowed up by the night.

After a week of such idea sailing we sighted one
morning the little island of South Trinidad, far out to
sa off the Brazilian coast. At the cry of 'Land-ho!" |
ran out on deck and climbed into the foretop. Fine on
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the starboard bow it lay, a small cloudy speck, motion-
less on the horizon. It was the first land we had seen
since leaving England and the sight of it held me
fascinated.

Some hours later we passed quite close to it and a more
rugged and romantic spot | never saw. It isvery lofty,
with bare, precipitous cliffs rising sheer out of the sea -
split into deep ravines, scarred and jagged with black,
fantastic rocks and ringed with athunderous line of surf.
Far out to e on the port hand we could just discern a
broken cluster of rocks - the Martin Vaz Islands.

As though Trinidad stood sentinel at the portals of
sterner sses the weather gradually changed. As soon
as the island was astern the air grew more chilly and the
nights turned downright cold. Day after day the sky
assumed a harder tinge, the wind came more and morein
gusts, and the frequent sprays that leapt through the
fore-rigging struck one's face with a vicious sting.
Slowly we laid asde our thin tropical gear and donned
warmer garments. The flying fish disappeared, our
hunting tackle was put away and almost insensibly we
reached the boisterous realms of the great West Wind.
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CHAPTER FOUR
The Pitch of the Cape

THEN suddenly, on the night of Sunday, March ist, the
weather broke up. Al day the wind had been freshening
and when we of the port watch came on deck at mid-
night the prospect looked threatening. The ship was
still carrying every stitch of canvas, but at times, to a
fresher puff than usual, she staggered under the tremen-
dous pressure and a long, white cascade foamed aboard
over the almost submerged lee bulwarks. The mate,
who hadn't spent his life in the tea clippers for nothing,
wedged himself into the corner of the poop-rail and let
the barque rip. And rip she did. Paddy, Beckett and |
stood ready under the break, momentarily expecting a
call. But Mr. Thomas hung on to his canvas. One
bell was struck; two bells; a moment later a few sharp
drops of rain began to patter on the deck and the wind's
note shrilled to a keener edge.

'Stand by your stays| halyards!' came the order, and
then-to the rising drone of the gust-'Leggo! Aft
here, and brail in the spanker!"

'‘Brail in the spanker!" shouted Paddy, springing to the
pin-rail and throwing off the coils, as the men came
blundering along from for'ard.

'Lee brails, some of you! - Clear that head-outhaul! -
Leggo your gaff-tops| halyards!" The squall shrilled
fiercely, and under the strain the barque hummed like a
top al oft.
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Cursing the darkness and the beating rain, the men
searched for the ropes and with quick cries began to spill
the wind from the shaking canvas. Hardly was the sail
snugged in to the mast before there was a sharp crack
for'ard, aquick rattle of chain and a noise like avolley
of pistol shots.

'There goes the fore-royal,’ said someone.

‘L et go your royal halyards," shouted the mate, and we
dashed for'ard to carry out the order. The yard came
down with arun and as it did so, bang went the fore-
t'gallant sheet. For a moment the sail blew out, tugging
wildly at the bolt-ropes, then sp it into ribbons and a
thousand tatters of canvas whirled away into the dark-
ness.

'T'gallant halyards!' bellowed Paddy, 'damn it all,
what are ye standin' lookin' at?

A man sprang to the halyards and as the fall whirred
through the sheaves there was another roar, a quick
rattle of hanks in the bows, and we heard the |ook-out
man'svoice; 'Innerjib'sblown away, sir!"

Things were getting lively and a tumbling green seg,
rearing above the weather bulwarks, hung for a
moment, then crashed aboard and filled the decks
waist-high in a welter of foam.

'‘Call all hands,’ sad the mate quietly, 'and you,
Beckett, rouse the carpenter and sailmaker out.'

A man ran to the foc'se door, flung it open and
shouted into the dim slumbrous warmth of the interior:

"All hands on deck to shorten sa-a-ail! Turn out, me
sons, she'sin a ruddy mess al oft.’
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An uneasy stir of tired men answered him; the hands
rolled out of their bunks, reaching hastily for coats and
boots as they made for the door.

| ran aft to waken the second mate. He bounced out
of his bunk and was pulling on his trousers almost before
| had delivered the order. 'All hands on deck' is the
ordinary call and permitsleisurely dressing; the addition
'to shorten sail!' is the emergency one and demands
instant action.

As | dashed for'ard again, with Mr. Miller close
behind, cursing and buckling hisbelt, both watcheswere
clewing up the t'galantsls. The buntlines were no
sooner snugged up than there came an order to furl the
mains'| and, glancing aft, we saw that the old man had
come on deck.

Thislooked as though it would prove aticklishjob.
The wind was piping up in great gusts, green ses were
pouring aboard and darkness and driving rain enveloped
everything.

Mr. Miller essed the sheet and the mate clawed his
way over to the tack, ready to let go as soon as clew-
garnet and buntlines were manned.

"All ready, sir," sang out Paddy, as soon as the hands
were at their places.

'‘Leggo, then,’ said the mate, slipping the tack,
'haul away!"

The tack whipped round the chesstrees, the great
sail bellied out, thrashing heavily, and all hands hauled
furiously at the spilling-lines, heedless of everything
except mastering the sail before anything carried away.
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It wastoo late: we heard a sharp warning - 'L ook out
there!l hang on everybody!" and cag an ingant's glance
towind'ard. Right above the bulwarkstowered a great
foam-crested sea. Even as we looked, it fell, sweeping
across the deck with the volume and impetuosity of a
burg dam. All hands were thrown off their feet and
washed into the scuppers. Clew-garnet and buntlines
were torn from our gragp and before we could regain
them the mischief was done. T he great sail took charge.
With avolley of reportslike a battle-ship's broadside, the
canvas soared upwar ds like a balloon, thrashed madly for
a moment, then, with a swift ripping and rending, split
from earring to earring a foot below the jackstay and
collapsed bodily into the sea to leeward.

For afew minutes our handswere full. Gilroy and |
were snt to cut the boltrope and fluttering drips of
canvas from the jackstay, while the men, up to their
necks in water, climbed on the lee-rail and by main
strength dragged the sail back on board. We carried the
tattered remnants aft and then systematically started to
snug the ship down.

For hours we were at it. The t'gallantsls were
clewed up and when the ship was sufficiently shortened
down we had to lay aloft and furl everything.

It was five o'clock and near daybreak when the last
man was down from aloft and the order was given to
relieve the wheel and look-out. By this time it was our
watch below and we turned into our bunks in our wet
clothesto snatch a couple of hours deep.

Coming on deck at eight bdls we found a change
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indeed. The wind was blowing harder than ever and
the great grey sees rushed past, streaked with foam and
indescribably wild and grand in appearance. The ship
was plunging heavily, under only topsls, lower staysls
and foresl. The canvas aloft was still our fine weather
suit and was standing the strain badly. The foresail had
splitintwo placesand Neilsenand | weresent aloft with
palms and needles to try and stay the rents from spread-
ing further. We might as well have taken sticking-
plaster with us. The rents soon stretched from head to
foot and the old man decided to furl the sail. Before
tack or sheet was started, however, two other seams split
and thejoblooked pretty hopeless. Still, it had to be done.

Al hands were called, the clew-garnets manned, the
tack slipped and we started to haul away. The tack
was barely athird of the way up when the sail gave two
or three flutters and split literally into ribbons. In an
instant we were caught in a tornado of lashing rope and
canvas. Something hit me on the side of the head and
knocked me flying. | lay for a few moments helpless
under the crab-winch, with my head going round like a
top. Stedman came and picked me up; he was bleeding
himself and several others had received cuts from the
flying ropes.

It took us a couple of hours to lash the remnants of
the sail to the yard and then the order was given to
unbend the top'sls and get up storm canvas in their
places. Till six bells in the afternoon the job took us.
Then, dinnerless, but with good ‘number nought'
canvas above our heads, the watch was sent below.
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Again it was our turn and the unfortunates in the star-
board watch remained on deck to clear up. They got
altogether the worst of this first touch of bad weather,
for they had been on deck a full twenty out of the last
twenty-four hours.

The wind moderated a little during the night and
we st the main t'gallants'|, but the air had turned
bitterly cold and | was glad to bend all my winter
clothing.

This blow was our first indication of what was
coming and reminded us that the roaring forties lay
ahead. The summer s of the trades were done with
and we could look forward to a battering off the Cape
and a long run through the Great Southern Ocean, to
the accompaniment of gaes and heavy sees

As usual, our leaky old half-deck got its fair share of
the water that came aboard. The floor was awash and
everything we posssssed was soaked. Wet through it
remained for three solid weeks. During that time there
wasn't a dry patch in the place. Fifteen inches deep, to
the top of the threshold, the water swirled and splashed
with every roll of the ship. Clothes, sea-chests, bedding
—all werewringing wet. Weturned into our bunksall
standing, to wake four hours later with garments moist,
warm and steaming. T he sensation of turning suddenly
out into the raw, bitter air was horrible and like the
stabbing of innumerable spear-points. Y et no one ever
caught cold. Colds are unknown at seq, the sat water
and salt-impregnated air prevent continual drenchings
from being more than merely unpleasant.
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Now, too, the scantiness of our food became more of a
hardship. In the tropics we had often been able to
supplement our farewith adish of flying-fish, bonito, or
even shark steaks, but now, with the air keener and our
appetites more ravenous, we were straitly confined to
pound and pint. Stedman used grimly to tell usthat the
regulation breakfast in a lime-juicer was two draws of
one's pipe and reefing another hole in on€e's belt.

A step-motherly Board of Trade indsts that her
apprentices and merchant seamen shall receive 'full and
plenty." It constituted a difficulty for economically-
minded shipowners, but they overcame it. They did
so by providing sea-biscuits, any number of them,
which might be had for the asking. These biscuits, or
‘crackers' as apprentices affectionately called them, were
hard as bricks, tasteless as leather and infested with
maggots and weevils. Precious few of them made 'full
and plenty.'

The breaking-up of the weather and the fact that we
were nearly two months out and each of the men had a
few pounds due to him, brought to the fore another
desp-seainstitution. Thiswasthe slop chest, which was
provided, not by the owners, but by a far-sighted
commander who knew the improvidence of foremast
Jack and laid in a stock of clothing and other necessaries
with which to provide him — at aprice.

Every Saturday night the slop-chest was thrown open,
and the steward attended at the pantry hatch with piles
of clothing and oddments, while the men drifted along
and made their purchases. Shirts and jerseys, seaboots
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and oilskins, blankets and suits of dungarees were all
largely in demand. The steward was provided with a
book in which he entered against each man's name the
extent of his purchases. 'Sea-price’ was charged, and
sea-price is often a figure which a Maltee Jew would
hesitate to ask, but our commander was content with a
reasonable profit and there was some relation between
value and pricein the articles supplied.

Tobacco was aso served out at the same time, and
this found good customers in the half-deck. It was
American caketobacco, put upinsolid half-pound plugs
- 'Buckskin' and 'Lucky Hit'-and sold to us at three
shillings a pound. It served as a kind of currency on
board for the primitive buying and selling that we had
occasion for.

As the nights grew cold and we could no longer lie
down comfortably on a coil of rope, we took up our old
station at the break of the poop and resumed our long
yarnswith Paddy.

Sometimes when there was no work doing the mate
would come down from the poop to light his pipe, and
stop for a few words. He was a little, elderly, grizzled
man, and, as a rule, not much given to talking. For
many years he had served in the famous China clippers
and when he could be opened out he was chock-full of
information about remote corners of the Celestia
empire. Clipper habits still lingered; he was a terror for
‘carrying on' and an awful fidget - never quiet himself
and always raking up some little job or other for the
watch.Hisfavourite employment for us boyswas over-
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hauling buntlines. Every time he went along the deck
he would give a pull at each in turn and break the stops,
then, as soon as he got for'ard, whistle for Beckett and
me with the order 'Aloft and overhaul those buntlines.'

We got tired of this habit of his after a time and
stopped them up with ropeyarns so securely that he
couldn't break them. We tried it once, but never again.
We watched him swigging on the main t'gallant bunt-
line and chuckled, but our triumph was short-lived. He
blew his whistle.

'What have you boys been doing to these buntlines,
he said, 'putting wire seizings on 'em?

'No, sir!" said we, in innocent surprise.

'Well, jump aloft and clear 'em." And aloft we had to
go and pess a knife through our frappings. X

No sooner had we got back on deck that the old
villain tried the buntlines again. 'Ah," said he, 'that's
better! 'Way aloft and overhaul these buntlines, you
boys." And aloft we had to go and make a proper job of
it, reflecting that the old mate was distinctly one up on
us.

Now too that the sun was often obscured at mid-day
dead reckoning became of importance and another of our
duties was to heave the log every two hours, to ascertain
the ship's spead through the water, and enable her posi-
tion to be worked out on the bess of course and
Spoeed.

Beckett took the glass, | held the reel and Paddy
attended to the log-line. The latter was paid easily over
the rail while a fourteen-seconds sand-glass ran out, and
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was then abruptly checked and held fast the moment the
man at the glass called 'Stop!"

T he number of knots that had passed out over the rail
gave the ship's speed in sea-miles through the water.yA
sharp jerk was then given to the line to spill the water
out of the logship and it was hauled in, reeled up and
put away till next time.

With the change in the weather sea-birds of many
kinds put in an appearance, and right across the Great
Southern Ocean our course was followed by great flocks.
Pre-eminent amongst them were wandering albatross,
the very queen of sea-birds, with a wing-spread averag-
ing fromten tofifteen feet.

Glorious birds these latter are, with snow-white
breasts, black markings on their long, narrow wings and
powerful hooked beaks. They live entirely at s and
must even deep in the air, for they only go ashore, on
one or other of the rocky, desolate islands scattered about
these high latitudes, during the breeding season. They
seem fond of a vessd's company, or perhaps experience
has taught them that such intruders usually leave a trail
of scrgps in their wake, for two or three are nearly
always in sight from a sailing-ship's deck. When they
alight on the surface of the sea in search of food they
splay out their broad, webbed feet, pushing the water
before them and so deaden their way.

Their powers of flight are wonderful and most
fascinating to watch. They fly for hours without a
movement of their wings more than an occasional,
almost imperceptible, tilt that changes their elevation.
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They seem, too, to have the faculty of remaining almost
stationary in the air, but when they do decide to go
ahead, they can pass a running clipper as though she
were standing still. And the harder the gale blows, the
more calm and serene is the abatross. With the wind
howling across the great spaces of ocean, with never a
thing to break its force between New Zealand and the
Horn, and the ship under a goosewinged main-top'sl, the
abatrossfloatsintheair with never aflicker of itswings,
unconcerned that the wind is rising eighty miles an
hour. Head on, running, or even athwart the wind,
they plane or hang motionless with never an effort.
The abatross consummate mastery of the air has never
been satisfactorily explained and must, | should think,
give aviation experts food for thought.

The many old superstitions in regard to these birds
are dying out and we caught large numbers every time
we went south of 38 °. The method employed is similar
to fishing, but with a difference. An ordinary fishing-
line is used, carrying, instead of a hook, a piece of brass
shaped like a diamond, thus . Around the edges are
sewn strips of pork fat and it is towed some fifty feet or
so astern of the ship. The abatross swoops down on the
pork and the hook of its beak is caught in the diamond.
Thefisherman at once hauls in the line, keeping it taut
so that the albatross is unable to get its beak free. The
bird splays out its broad feet, resenting its undignified
passage through the water, and often gives its captor all
that he can do to haul it aboard. The critical moment
comes when the bird is directly beneath the counter and
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Just asitislifted into theair, for if thefishermanis not
very careful the line will slacken, and the abatross flap
itself free. Once the bird islifted clear of the water its
fate is seded and it is only necessary to seize it by the
neck and lift it over the taffrail. It doesn't do to grab it
anyhow, as Beckett did the first time he caught one. In
his excitement he dackened the line, and the offended
albatross gave him a peck which took a three-cornered
piece of flesh out of his hand and required months to
heal.

As soon as the dbatross is landed on deck it becomes
quite helpless and rolls and flaps about, looking very
ruffled and ridiculous. It is usually seasick and disgorges
a lot of undigested fish over the decks. A blow on the
head kills it, and its humiliated body is put to many
different uses. Sometimes the head, breast and wings are
cured and mounted in one piece, making a very hand-
some decoration. More often the bird is dismembered
and its thick plumage and soft down plucked to make a
luxurious pillow. The head is scraped and cleaned and
turned into aletter-holder. The bones in the upper part
of the wings are carved into paper-cutters; those in the
lower into pipe stems; and the broad webbed feet have
the bones removed and make handy tobacco pouches.
Finally, if the bird be a young one, fillets are cut from
the breast and make a second appearance in the wet-hash
at supper time.

Thekillingof albatrossalwaysstruck measanatroci-
ous deed. They are such splendid birds and the romance
and mystery of their existence fascinating in the extreme.
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Among sailors they have earned an ill-name on account
of their habit of pecking at the eyes and scap of any
unfortunate floating in the water, but | believe this
misdeed is more properly attributable to the giant petrels.

There are two other types of abatross, even more
frequently met with than the peerless 'wanderer' — the
sooty albatross and the molly-hawk. The first is some-
what smaller and not nearly such astriking bird. Itisa
uniform sooty brown in colour. 'Molly-hawk' is the
name bestowed by sailors upon the smaller albatross;
it is caught in the same way as its larger relative and we
captured numbers for the sake of their plumage.

Al the time we were running our 'easting down' we
were followed by huge numbers of Cape pigeons and
petrels. There was aways a cloud of them swooping
and darting astern, waiting for scraps to be thrown
overboard. Such a sgquawking and hullabaloo there
would be when the steward emptied his bucket over-
board. They squabbled desperately among themselves
for the choicest bits, until some lordly abatross swooped
down, gave a sharp peck here and there and scattered
the lot until his own regal appetite had been satisfied.
Then back they would all come and squabble and gabble
until not the smallest morsel was left. We used to catch
them in the same way as their larger kindred, save that
we used an ordinary fish-hook, which the greedy little
beggars would snap at quite readily. We did it for the
fun of the thing, for they were no use and we always | et
them fly again.

One of the men served a stormy petrel a very cruel
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trick. Hedid it once, but only once — at least, while he
was in the Arethusa. Having caught one, he tied a 71b.
bully-beef tin, with a hole punched in the bottom, to the
petrel's legs and threw it overboard again. The tin
prevented the petrel from flying and gradually filled and
sank, dragging the little bird, struggling gamely, down
with it. Paddy spotted what Johnson was doing and,
as the latter hung over the rail watching the petrel
drown, he ran up behind and landed him a terrific kick
that made his teeth rattle. It brought Johnson down
with a run and left him squirming on the deck. Paddy
was much too free with fist and boot, but on this occa-
sion at least, he used the latter to noble purpose. The
darky walked stiffly for days.

On March 4th we passed close to the Tristan d'
Acunha group of idands. We saw them when day
broke, two or three misty little bulges on the horizon.
They soon took shape as bare, rock-girt idands and
when eight bells struck | went aloft to have a look at
them. The one nearest to us, Nightingale Island, was
small and square-topped, with some isolated pinnacles of
rock off its northern end. Farther off lay Inaccessible
Island—sea-battered, destitute of any blade of green and
inhabited only by sea-fowl. Just for'ard of the beam lay
Tristan d'Acunha itself.

It was a thick, gloomy day, with more than a suspic-
ion of bad weather to come, and the high, precipitous
cliffs, iron-bound and with a smother of foam at their
base, looked wild and inhospitable to a degree. Tower-
ing above them, looming dimly through the drifting
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patches of fog-smoke, was the great pesk - the unique
feature of Tristan —that risss from its lofty plateau
another 6,000 feet in air. Fitting outposts of the Great
Southern Ocean the idands looked, with the league-
long rollers bursting on their ramparts, cut off by a
thousand miles of stormy sea from the nearest land.

With Tristan astern and the barque's head still
slanting to the south'ard of east the weather grew still
colder. Sharp squalls rattled down on us, deet and hail
took the place of rain, but a roaring wind held steadily
out of the sou-west and under t'gallantsls we ran
romping before it.

Eight days brought us to the longitude of the Cape.
As the second mate had predicted, it was a far cry from
the holiday-making of the Trades. However, one
expects change at sa and takes it as all in the day's work.
It helped to turn us first-voyagers into sailormen; our
oilskins were almost worn out, our bedding was wet and
our searboots always full, but we chewed tobacco and
jumped to an order with seamanlike alacrity.

Very glad we were to put the dreaded Cape of Storms
behind us. The African mainland itself was far to the
nor'ard, our latitude on the meridian of Cape Town
being 43° and some minutes. The weather looked very
threatening the day we got round; the long westerly
swell took on amightier swing and the wind tuned up to
a higher key. In the dog-watch Stedman and Mac
dropped into the half-deck for ayarn. The talk, appro-
priately enough, swung round to superstitions and the
wild legends of the sea The right setting such stories
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had that night. The confined space of the half-deck,
cumbered with sea chests, and with oilskins and sea
boots a-swing on the bulkhead - the rough figures in
sou-westers and pilot jackets-the air thick with
smoke that cleared fitfully to gusts of wind through
cracks of the weather-door. Through the open door-
way to leeward loomed the blackness of the sea, weirdly
streaked with lines of foam; and over all sounded the
endless noises of the labouring ship.

And the yarns-wild tales they were! Mac, as he
sat there - bull-throated, bare-armed, hairy-chested -
might have been none other than Kipling's Merchant®
man, telling of the wonder and the terror of the sea as he
himself had known it. An implicit believer we found
he was in the stories he narrated. He said there were
'bad peopl€e' in the parts from where he came, by which
he must have meant ghosts and fairies, and he gave us
the story of the 'flying Dutchman' as a bald matter of
fact.

'This same rampagin' ould cape is the everlastin'
haunt av her,’ said he. 'An ould Dutch windbag she
was, with ahowlin' haythin on her poop. An' for al he
couldn't weather this same divil's thrap av a cape,
phwat does he do but curse the blessd saints. B'me
sowl! he does-he curses iviry wan av thimbyname.
An' for pinance it was given him to thry for iver to
round the Cape an' nivir to do it. For all his baytin'
‘an' baytin', the divil an inch was he to get to the
eastard. An' still he's a thryin'—bad luck to him!-
and badder luck to the poor sailorman that claps eyes on
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hisdamned ould hooker. B'th' powers! they'll cometoa
bad end, iviry mother's son av thim, and die cursin' the
day they raised the onlucky topsls av her.'

'I hope we don't see a ship to-night,' said Gilroy, 'or
Il feel dead sure shesthe Dutchman.'

'No fear 0' that,' said Stedman, 'the Dutchman's one
o' them old-fashioned rigs. Sap into the wind's eye
she goes, with all sail st and the stars shinin' thro' 'em,
and sounds coming from her like the howlin' o' dogs.'

'Shure they are,' echoed Mac, 'may all the saints be
good to the poor sowl that hearsth' noiseav thim!'

Starting in thisway the two regaled uswith avariety
of fearsome yarns. Old Chips came in later and nodded
his head in grim approbation at the unfolding of each
fresh horror. Stedman seemed doubtful of the tales he
told, but big Mac - a true seaman and atrue Irishman -
believed in them wholeheartedly.

Most sailors seem to have a streak of superstition
in their character. Certainly all the old-time sailing-
ship men had. Itishardly to be wondered at; the lonely
nature of a sealife, spent amid wide, unpeopled spaces,
lends itself to weird imaginings. The wonders of the
deep, spoken of by the psalmist, is not a chance phrase.
'They that go down to the s in ships' do sometimes
e unaccountable things.
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CHAPTER FIVE
The Roaring Forties
*

T H E Cape, wefound, did not intend to belieitsreputa-
tion. T he promise of bad weather was fulfilled and for
a few days we had a particularly wet and weary time.
M r . Thomassaid it was the result of a cyclone far to the
nor'ard.

At any rate, the wind blew a full gale and was con-
stantly hauling and veering in violent sgualls of hail and
rain. A nasty cross sea, running from all directions at
once, rose up and green water tumbled aboard over both
rails. Theinky, racing clouds were so low as almost to
envelop us and for forty-eight hours, even at mid-day,
the air was scarcely lighter than the glimmer of a grey
dawn. Lightning stabbed and flickered all round, but,
strangely enough, without any accompanying thunder.

To add to our discomfort, the galley-fire was put out
by an unusually big sea that curled along the whole
length of our starboard rail and fell aboard in tons.
Little Tommy was almost drowned among his pots and
pans, but floated to the top and struggled gamely back,
trying ineffectually to re-light his fire. For twenty-four
hours we had only sea-biscuits to eat. We had nothing
at all todrink, for we were unableto rig the fresh-water
pump at the main fife-rail. We made several attempts,
but the main deck was constantly flush to the rail and the
salt water got down and would soon have spoilt our
whole drinking supply.
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Stowing the inner jib | cut my fore-finger length-
ways to the bone. | plastered it well with Stockholm tar
and wrapped it up in a strip of canvas— an unfailing
remedy for cuts at ssa— but the constant soaking with
sdt water made it long a-healing and gave me agonies
every time a sail was made fast and | had to hand the
board-like canvas.

Our wretched old half-deck was pretty well sub-
merged all the time. My bunk was to leeward and
almost under water. For eight or ten watches | had to
deep in Gilroy's bunk; he was in the starboard watch, so
we took turn and turn about at it. As we lay down
‘all-standing' —just, in fact, aswe came in dripping from
the deck, without even troubling to take our oilskins off
— there soon wasn't much to choose in the matter of
wetness between his bunk and mine.

We ran all oneday and night with only lower topsls
and foresail spread, but with the wind steadying in the
south-west and signs of a break showing, we put the
upper topsls on her. Wind and sea gradually lost their
cyclonic character, and without delay we shook out
the main t'gallants| and drove 'hell-for-leather' to the
ead.

The fresh sou'-westerly gale held true and for the
next six or seven days we did some grand sailing — lee
rail under water most of the time and decks as steep as
the roof of a house. It was a quartering ssa and didn't
bother us much, so the old man piled sail on her and she
ran like a stag with the hounds on her track. Never
less than ten and more often a full twelve knots she
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made, and when the log was hove, it was all the man
holding the reel could do to prevent it beingjerked out
of his hand.

The rattling good days runs we were making put
everybody in agood temper and compensated for coming
an occasional cropper with the soup or getting our tin
of tea filled up with salt water. Even Paddy forbore
to curse everybody and everything with his usua ve-
hemence and impartiality, though he cas many a con-
temptuous glance aloft at the bare sticks above our
straining topsls.

'Why don't he put the t'gallantsls on her? he
growled. 'l tell you, Clements,' he said to me one day,
*if this ship was a "down-easter" she'd be flauntin' a
main-royal. Aboard those packets they put a man on
the foc'de Jiead to report when the cathead's in sight.
He sings out as soon as he sess it shoving up out of the
water to leeward, and the order comes instanter, "Give
her the jib"!"

| laughed, for thislittle fable took some swallowing.
When a ship lies over so that the cathead is submerged
sheis pretty well on her beam ends, and the order would
more likely be 'Cut away!' than 'Loose the jib!"' But
| pessed on Paddy's yarn and it tickled everybody.
Thereafter, whenever we took a bigger sea than usual
or looked like having a particularly dirty night, some-
body would remark dispassionately, 'Give her thejib!"

A good part of our time, when we weren't actually
aloft shaking out a t'gallants'| or picking it up again,
was spent under the foc'sle head making sennit. We
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worked ropeyarns up into four-foot rovings to lash the
heads of the sails to the jackstay and replace those that
were constantly being worn out. A 'stand-by' job was
this, one only done when the weather would not
permit of scrubbing or repairing about the decks and
the watch was kept 'standing by' in readiness for a call.
John Neilson and | were sent aft to help the sail-maker
on the poop with palm and needle. It was a pleasant
job, for one was clear of the swirling maindeck and in
comparative comfort under the lee of the weather-
dodger.

Al the time we were steering more and more to the
southward. The captain was a firm believer in the
famous Maury's theories and shaped a composite great
circle course through the roaring forties. A typical
taste of their quality they gave us. With the 45th
paralel to the nor'ard, heavy weather set in in earnest
and we ran due esdt to a ceasdess accompaniment of
howling winds and bursting sses Catching birds was
out of the question, the t'gallants|s were fast and re-
mained fast, and watch after watch we simply stood by
and carried out orders.

Ten days or so after rounding the Cape we passed the
lonely Crozets. They were sighted at daybreak one
morning and | first sasw them when | came on deck at
eight bells. They were not far distant, and as | poked
my head out of the half-deck door | stared at them in
amazement.

Across a monstrous foam-streaked sea, through which
our little barque plunged under her ribbons of topsls,
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a bare two miles distant rose a mighty jagged bastion of
granite. Grey, naked and snow-crowned, it stood out
againgt the steel-clear sky, the great sea thundering at
its base. And, ye gods, what a seal It was impossible
to realize the power of those great rollers through which
we had been running until one saw a barrier interposed
to their onrush. It made one almost hold one's breath
to watch some great roller, winged by a thousand miles
of storm, rush towards the nearest island. With a roar
plainly audible on board it hurled itself on the rocks,
sending the spray flying hundreds of feet into the air.
One amost looked to s the solid granite crumble and
give way before such an onslaught, but as the foam fell
back the rock shone out again, cold, glistening and
defiant as ever. Never did | s such an awe-inspiring
display of the forces of nature as here, where these
ocean-strongholds oppose their ramparts to the mighty
sweep of the West Wind and its attendant sea.

If the old man had come so far south in the hope of
getting plenty of wind he had no cause to complain.
It blew like ten furies. We got more wind than we
well knew what to do with, and the night we left the
Crozets astern it came on to blow in a way that the
packet-rats called a 'rip-snorter.'

The mercury dropped steadily till it looked as if it
would fall through the bottom of the barometer. The
wind felt like pins and needles and rose in great gusts.
Thedest that fell in the driving squalls was not so much
snow or rain as little splinters of ice ; it filled up all the
corners and froze in a solid mass that made going aloft
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a hazardous performance. Everything was slippery and
one had to break the frozen mush on the yards with
numbed fingers to get a grip on the jackstay.

The sa was a magnificent sight —an endless suc-
cesson of swiftly-moving hollows and ridges. The
mighty, league-long greybeards, stretching out to the
horizon on either hand, swept cardessly past the ship,
shouldering her a point or two off her course, first on
one side and then on the other, and pouring over both
rails in such cataracts that from aloft the barque looked
like a half-tide rock.

All hands were kept aloft most of the watch passing
extra gaskets round the sals that were stowed and
lashing with rovings the heads of those still set. It was
fine to be aoft above the panorama of that wind-
swept, regal sea At times one could have shouted at the
wild exhilaration of it, but such moments soon ended in
a shrieking squall of hail that blotted everything out,
and left one only able to hang on, buffeted and gasping,
with the feeling that one's ears were being cut off by
red-hot knives.

The long southern night rolled down on us, with
threat of still worse weather, and the barque's lurchings
became more and more violent. A hand had been sent
to the lee wheel, but it was obvious we were carrying
more than we could stand, and at four bells the order
was given to take in the main upper topsl. The fore
was already fast.

Anawful job thesail gave us. The canvaswas frozen
and as hard as a board. It was as black as the Pit aloft,
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and we almost lost one another on the yard. But it was
done at last and the watch sent below, the old man
being grimly determined to hang on to his foresl.
Under that and the narrow band of the lower topsls we
drove blindly all night to the eastward, the watch on
deck gathered on the poop and two A.B's at the wheel.

It was just after daybreak next morning, when the
starbowlines were on deck, that we of the port
watch were aroused out of our bunks by a sudden
shout:

"All handson deck! Out, everybody, smartly! Main
hatch hes lifted.'

We rushed out, helter-skelter, in answer to the call.
The main hatch is the most vulnerable part of the ship
and there was not amoment to lose. One big ssa would
have finished us.

The ship was being run off before the wind, with the
captain himself at the helm. The second mate was
lying flat on the deck to wind'ard with the water swirl-
ing over him, hanging doggedly on to the tarpaulin to
keep the loose hatches in place. Chips, naked except for
his shirt, was sitting astride a corner hatch smiting
furiously at the wedgeswith ahammer; while the watch
were hastily endeavouring to pess a line from side to
side to prevent the hatches being washed away.

The danger was imminent. |f once the hatches had
got adrift the sss would have poured down the hold
and sunk us in a few minutes. We didn't need telling
what to do; we flung ourselves on the hatches and,
despite the green water pouring in on us, held them
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down in place while two or three of the men hastily
knocked in a few wedges.

Well battered and half-drowned aswe were, we dare
not let go. Old Jamieson was swept off his feet and
hurled against the crab-winch. He got a nasty gash on
the head that stunned him, and Beckett and the steward
carried him along to the foc'sle. The rest of us got the
wedges driven home. The immediate danger was over,
and we started to secure the hatch more thoroughly.

An old mooring-line was brought along from for'ard
under the mate's orders. Wi th this we took a number of
turns round and round the hatch-coamings, sweating
each turn tight with the 'handy billy" and frapping the
whole lot together. This served to protect the wedges,
but it was a long job, waist-deep in the pouring sees

Eight bells came and went; the galley-fire was out;
there was no coffee for anybody and the work went on.
The whole hundred and twenty fathoms of line were
served round the coamings, each turn frapped to the
next, and finally lashed with lengths of rattlin-line
tightly across the top of the hatch. It was near mid-day
before the job was finished and the order given for the
watch to go below.

All that day and night the storm lasted. Through-
out the whole time the old man scarcely left the deck.
Occasionally he went below to take alook at the barom-
eter, or shelter himself for a few moments in the
companion to drink a cup of coffee brought him by the
steward. For the rest of the time he stood near the
weather rail and watched the sa and the ship. He
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hardly spoke and, when he did, it was simply to give an
order to the officer on watch.

Our masterful old skipper, | always thought, ap-
peared at his best in heavy weather. Personally | always
felt more comfortable when he was on the poop, and it
seemed to me the barque herself behaved better under
the direct eye of her commander.

He handled her wonderfully. Often, looking at our
tiny sea-swept hull, with its towering fabric of spar and
cordage, | marvelled how a man could drive that con-
trivance of sted and string across five thousand miles of
stormy ocean and find his way to a particular cluster of
human habitations on the other side of the globe.

A seaman, and a master one, was Captain West.
Skilled in searlore and limbed like a Viking, he was no
unworthy descendant of the Devon seadogs of old.
His powers of endurance were extraordinary. When
necessity arose he seemed able to do without food or
deep indefinitely. Grim and grey of face, with drenched
side-blown whiskers and indomitable eyes, he would
stand for hour after hour through day and night by
weather-rail or helmsman, sole master of his ship and
crew and, taking counsel of none, beat the storm-fiend
at his own game.

On this occasion he kept the deck for thirty-six hours.
It wasthe morning of the second day before the weather
moderated sufficiently to enable us to make sail, and he
went below and left the deck to the mate.

The maintops'| was the first to be put on her again
and glad we were to be able to st it. We took the
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halyards to the capstan and splashed round the wet
decks, sweating the leaches taut to the rousing tune of
'Reuben Ranzo.'

'‘Oh, Ranzo was no sa-a-ailor,
Ranzo, bo-o0-oys, Ranzo!

They shipped him aboard of awhaler,
Ranzo, boys, Ranzo!

With the lessening wind the barque began to roll
heavily, heeling over in sickening lurches, and we
hoisted the mizzen and maintopmast stayslsto try and
steady her. The halyards of the latter carried away as
we hauled it up the stay and the block came down full
on Mac's head, hitting him an awful crack. It knocked
him flat but he was up again in a moment and jumped
to the downhaul, hauling away cheery as ever with the
blood trickling down his face and dripping off the end
of his yellow beard. Coming on top of what we had
just been through during thelast forty-eight hours, with
nothing more than sea-biscuits to eat, | thought it a fine
exhibition of pluck and great-heartedness. Even Paddy,
who wasn't given to fulsome flattery, admitted Mac
had plenty of 'guts." Some, as the poet says, are 'born
great' and even then can'tliveuptoit. Mac was merely
an A.B., but hefilled that far-from-starry sphere with
a right royal sufficiency.

This was the worst spell of bad weather we had
during the passage. We did not sight the misty tops of
Kerguelen, but edged a little to the north'ard and left
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that lonely sentinel of the Antarctic well to the south.
Snow and blow of course still followed us, but every
day saw us farther to the east and we began to count the
days that should bring usto our destination.

We boys were keenly looking forward to our first
foreign port. We began to feel we had spent all our
lives at sea. At least, we had learnt a lot since we took
our last look at old England. The roaring forties
are a fine training-ground for sailormen; not even the
North Atlantic can beat them in the matter of gales and
big sees

TheThird Mate, as | think | have mentioned, was
a perfect encyclopaedia of facts about the old-time
clippersand their wonderful runs, and we listened to his
yarns with avidity. The old man, too, in moments of
expansiveness, could relate personad experiences of fast
passages and critical happenings. He had been in com-
mand of ships since he was twenty-two years of age and
for nearly a score of years previous to taking over the
Arethusa had commanded one of the cracks of the
Shaw Savill Line to New Zealand.

Unfortunately for the peace of the ship the old man
and Paddy hated one another. Hardly a week passd
but the stern masterfulness of the one and the furious
bad-temper of the other produced a most terrific row.
Paddy, | must say, never spared himself- or others. He
was really a good seaman and he fairly boiled over when
the skipper found fault with the stow of a sail or the
trim of a yard and talked to him as though he were a
clumsy hobo working his passage.
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The culminating row of all occurred afew days after
we pasd the Crozets. A little thing started ft. We had
been hauling taut the braces and the old man found
fault with the trim and told Paddy he was 'no seaman.’
Paddy flared up and said something about the old man
coming and trimming the yards himself.

'What's that you say? shouted the old man.

Paddy repeated it: 'Y ou'd better come and trim 'em
yourself'

Theold man exploded at half-cock and the two went
at it ding-dong in reverberating concussions of language,
to the intense appreciation of the men. It ended by the
skipper telling Paddy he 'wouldn't carry him asballast'
and ordering him to his cabin, where he went sullenly,
with the thunderous threat hurled after him of being
‘covered with broad arrows' as soon as we reached port.

The matter was adjusted between them somehow,
for Paddy was permitted to resume duty next morning.
Thethunder-cloud still lingered, however, and we were
on the verge of an electrical discharge every time an
order was given and obeyed.

Whether the old man's temper had been frayed by
his recent encounter with Paddy or not | don't know,
but he was in a very truculent mood for weeks. In the
longitude of Cape Leeuwin we hauled up a couple of
points to the north'ard and shaped a course for Kangaroo
Island. We passd the Cape, the most sou'-westerly
point of Australia, on April 7th and a day or two later,
when the air had grown considerably warmer and we
were bowling comfortably along with the main-royal
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set, some genius discovered that the next day would be
Good Friday. The men decided to ask the old man for
a holiday, not, | fear, from religious motives, but as an
opportunity to wash and mend their dilapidated clothes.
Accordingly, at eight bells next morning they all
marched aft, we boys dodging unobtrusively in the rear.
The old man was majestically pacing the poop and
Stedman stepped forward as spokesman:

'‘Beggin' y'r pardon, sir, but seein' as it's Good
Friday,' he said, 'we're askin' you for a day's holiday,
todoabito' washin'.'

The old man stopped in his walk, came for'ard to the
poop rail and surveyed the men comprehensively up and
down and all over.

'Do you se that truck? said he, pointing to the
golden ball on the main-masthead.

'Yes, sir,' said Stedman.

'Well," sad the old man, 'if the Devil himself was
sitting up there, piping a genera holiday, you'd still
work. Now,'-and his voice rose- 'get for'ard, the
whole damn lot of you!'

He resumed his stately walk and the men, realizing
it was hopeless to look for a soft spot in him, marched
for'ard again and were promptly turned to at scrubbing
paint-work.

Thiswas the only service | can call to mind ever held
in the Arethusa. We growled, of course, and said hard
things about the skipper, but 'growl you may, go you
must' held good then and always, and there the matter
always ended.
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We made pretty good time across the fringe of the
Great Australian Bight till we were within three hun-
dred miles of Kangaroo Island. Then the wind hauled
ahead and blew a dead muzzier. For eight long days it
hung in the esst and constrained us to tack every two
hours, beating every inch of the remaining way across
the Bight. Coming at the end of a long passge it dis-
gusted everybody. A solitary whale came up and
spouted near by, remaining in sight a considerable time,
while we hurled anathemas at it as the cause of all our
trouble.

The constant re-iteration of the order 'All hands
'bout ship!" made us very expert at the operation. Every-
one knew his station and jumped for it smartly when
the word was given. Port watch for'ard, starboard aft,
and cook to the fore-sheet was the way of it. Then
'Ready-ho!" from the old man and down went the helm.
'Hard-a-lee!" and the fore and head sheets were let fly.
Up into the wind's eye came the ship and as she did so
'Mainsail haul!' and the great yards swung round, the
men taking in the slack and shouting for all they were
worth. As soon as the main was braced up 'Fore bow-
line!" was the order and the fore yards were hauled
round to the new tack. The ship gathered way through
the water, the yards were trimmed, the fore and main
sheets hauled aft and the gear coiled up. Twenty
minutes sufficed for the job and two hours later the
performance had all to be gone through again.

After about a week of tack and tack we sighted the
low shores of Kangaroo Island right ahead late one
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afternoon. It was our ninety-seventh day out, and
delighted we were to se brown earth after so long of
endless salt water. As though it realized we had won
through, the wind came fair and we ran in just close
enough to distinguish the low white cliffs of the island
and make sure of our position, then stood away on the
opposite tack to round Cape Borda, the headland at its
western extremity.

We pasad the latter during the night, ran up the
Investigator Strait and, when morning broke, found
ourselves well into the Saint Vincent Gulfand in sight
of a small island crowned by a lighthouse and signal
station. We spoke the latter, reporting our name and
port of departure, and at three in the afternoon sighted
a low sandy shore right ahead, with a signal-station and
a few scattered houses in the background. It was Port
Addaide.

Sail was shortened a few minutes later, the anchors
put over the side and the ensign run up to the gaff-end.
As we closed with the land we saw a steam-launch
coming off with the customs officers and port doctor In
the stern. A ladder was flung over the sde and they
clambered aboard. Down below they went with the
old man, but were up again a minute or two later;
the ship was rounded to, the topsls lowered, and the
order given 'Let go!' Chips, standing on the cathead,
knocked out the pin of the ring-stopper, the cable
roared out and we brought up fast to our starboard
bower in about twelve fathoms of water, distant a couple
of miles from the land.
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A1l hands were sent aloft to furl the sails. A "harbour
stow' we gave them, rolling the canvas into a heat skin
as though it were covered with ajacket, and passing the
gaskets at regular intervals like seizings. Then, after
coiling down, all hands were knocked off for the rest of
the day.

How strange the ship looked and felt as we came out
on deck after tea for asmoke! After so many dayswith
tiers of bellying canvas above our heads — to see nothing
but the naked spars: instead of the unending dip and roll
of the hull — to tread a motionless and steady deck: in
place of the rustle of wind aloft and murmur of water
overside — an uncanny silence. It all seemed very flat.

All night in was an unmixed pleasure though. We
stood 'anchor watch,' that is to say, each one of us had
an hour on duty and turned in for the rest of the night.
My spell was from nine to ten, and after walking the
deck and trying to realize that here we were — anchored
on the other side of the world — | was relieved by Sted-
man and went to my bunk.

| dept like a top and effectually disproved the truth
of the ancient jest, that when a deep-water sailor gets
to port he is so accustomed to watch and watch that he
has to get somebody to throw a bucket of water against
the window and jangle abell in his ear every four hours,
or he would never deep. It's a myth, he doesn't even
dream.
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CHAPTER SIX
Colonia Days
*

EARLY next morning a tug came off, passed her hawser
aboard and towed us up to Port Adelaide.

My first feeling on reaching port was one of dis-
appointment. Notat Port Adelaide, which wasabright,
pleasant little place, with inhabitants hospitality itself,
but from the very fact that we were in harbour again
and that the sight and movement of the sea were shut
out for a season. After all, the way of life in Adelaide
was very similar to that which we had set out from,
14,000 miles away. The regular hours for work and
meals, the traffic in the streets, the shops, even the very
look of the buildings and appearance of the land itself,
were not so very different. Australia was but another
England, and orderly rows of houses seemed a poor
substitute for long-ridged rollers, and a milkman's cart
for a sea-shouldering whale.

Gone was the sense of vastness, of loneliness, of
titanic grandeur or untroubled beauty, and all the magic
and the mystery of the sea In its place was the well-
known routine of daily work and nightly deep, of dusty
solid earth and unimaginative days. '"Who hath desired
the s=P the sight of salt water unbounded," esteeming
'her excellent loneliness' rather than the comfortable
ways of well-trodden cities? | know not what ancestral
longing stirred in my blood, nor what dim avatar
posessad me, but certainly | desired it beyond all that
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foreign lands could offer. The feeling remained
throughout my sealife and made me never sorry to
exchange even the quaint picturesqueness of Japan, the
mysterious jungles of Malaya, or the snowy Andes of
Ecuador for the fascination of the lonely sea

Not that | didn't enjoy our stay in Port Adelaide.
Far from it. The Colonies are a very pleasant part of
theworldinwhich to spend aweek or two, the Colonials
the nicest people imaginable, and we took advantage of
both the one and the other. There could not be a more
delightful port of call for voyagers across the Indian and
Pacific Oceans than Australia, and as a port of call |
appreciated it. But when all is said and done, the earth
is a globe mostly covered with water and though, it is
true, pieces of land are stuck here and there about the
sees, they are merely in the proportion of one to five,
and this earth of oursisevidently intended for sailormen
and the adoption of a seafaring life.

Nevertheless in the scheme of things ports fill a place
and at this— our first— we looked with interest.

Our days from dawn to dusk were occupied in work
on board. We had first of all to unbend the sails and
rig cargo gear in readiness for the stevedores men. A
gang came aboard on the second morning, hatches were
taken off and the process of discharging commenced.
Only about half our cargo we found was for Adelaide,
the remainder was consigned to Newcastle, our next
port of call. A heterogeneous assortment of goods was
soon being hoisted out of the hold. Cases of whisky and
foodstuffs, crates of machinery and hardware, baes of

107



A GIPSY OF THE HORN
various kinds, drain-pipes, cement and corrugated iron,
wer e swung ashore in a continuous stream.

Sevedores did all the work; the ship's company had
no concern with the cargo. We were all employed in
chipping and painting overdde and, as the holds began
to empty, in scraping and painting the sringers and
"tween-deck beams. From d€x in the morning till the
same hour in the evening our day's work lasted, after
which we were free to do aswe liked.

Most evenings we went ashore We found Port
Adeaide a cheery, go-ahead little town, very pleasad to
greet apprentices. The first place we made for was the
Missions to Seamen, the padre of which had been down
on board as soon as we made fast. It proved to be a
snug little rendezvous, with a reading-room where
writing materials were provided for all comers. Good
use we made of the latter during our first few evenings
in port. The Missonsto Seamen, as | then for the first
time realized, does a fine work for sailors in the sea-
ports of the world. North, south, east and west flutters
the 'Flying Angel,' asauring seafarers of a hearty wel-
come and all those English virtues and characteristics
one mises after long sojourn in far sss and foreign
lands. Its padres are the finest type of sky-pilot - real
'men' as well as parsons Sailors as a rule, don't take
kindly to clergymen, but the Mission padres are in a
dassapart, and soregarded. Therearefew seafarerswho
haven't at some time or other received a good turn
from one of them. In the Arethusa we had to thank
them for many a pleasant day and jovial evening from
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Cape Town and Calcutta to 'Frisco and the States,
besides other kindnesses of no less worth.

After the Mission the next place we hunted up was a
restaurant, and were agreeably surprised to find we
could get a good dinner of meat and two vegetables for
fourpence. We didn't neglect that sde of the amenities
of shore-life, either.

The people proved very kind and friendly. They
are much more free and easy than folk in England and
seem to have a soft spot in their hearts for sailors. All
sorts of people came down to look over the ship and a
number of invitations to houses ashore were extended
to usin consequence. There was only one other sailing-
ship in port besdes ourselves— the Torrens, a regular
South Australian trader-so hospitality was concen-
trated upon us two. We went to several picnics and
almost every other evening one of us was out to supper
and a sing-song somewhere.

Two or three times we went up to Adelaide, the
capital of South Australia, and a very fine city. The
main thoroughfare - Rundle Street - is wide and tree-
lined, with handsome public buildings standing in their
own grounds on either side. The Torrens Gardens,
the city's place of recreation, is a delightful spot with
lakes and meadows and woodlands well laid out. It was
moonlight the first time we went there, and a beautiful
prospect it presented in the soft silvery light.

One Sunday Paddy and | set off early on a long
excursion. Keeping parallel to the coast we had a
twenty-five mile tramp in the direction of Port Wake-
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field. The coast was low and swampy, but a line of hiPs
— the Gawler Range - was visible all the time inland.

We took our revolvers with us in the hope of getting
a little sport. We didn't bag much; only, in fact, a
couple of small birds like sparrows. Paddy possssed a
little derringer and I, contrary to all regulations, had
brought away a revolver and box of cartridges from
which we had extracted the bullets and filled them up
with buck-shot. The change was very detrimental to
the rifling; I don't think it made much difference to the
birds.

The last Sunday we spent in Adelaide it blew a gale.
Severa lighters broke adrift from their moorings, the
Lightship in the bay parted her cable and drove ashore
and the mailboat was delayed some hours by the short
nasty sea that set up. We ran out extra moorings, made
all snug aloft and congratulated ourselves we weren't at
sa. The lightning was incessant and a tree close at
hand was struck, but the ship sustained no damage. It
was a new experience to be on board in a storm and to
hear no cry of "All hands!' no crash of breaking sees,
nor be called upon to spend hours in a hard tusde aloft.

The gae had blown itself out by next morning and
the work of unloading was not interrupted.  We moved
the ship over to Government Wharf during the day,
as much of our cargo consisted of stores for the dock-
yard there, and made fast under the stern of H.M.S.
Protector, the new Australian cruiser that had just
been added to the Imperial Navy. She was a very
smart little vessdl and the people were very proud of her.
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Severd of our men cleared out that night. Amongst
them were Johnson and the sailmaker, both of whom
we could very well spare; Lopez aso and Schmidt
disappeared. Seamen were plentiful in the port just then,
so the old man didn't trouble to search for the absentees
but wrote them off as deserters.

The old Torrens was lying near us and severa
times we went on board her. She was quite a famous
old craft and for long years one of the most popular
passenger shipsin the Australian trade.  Her popularity
was due to her fine sea-qualities, for she was not only
very fast and dry in heavy weather, but could wing her
way in light airs when other ships had difficulty in
keeping steerage way. The famous novelist, Joseph
Conrad, was for some time mate of her. She left port
before us and had a very stormy passage home, ending
up by running a vessd down in the mouth of the
Thames - through no fault of her own. It was her last
voyage under the British flag, for on reaching London
she was sold to the Italians, to spend her old age under
an alien name - the fate of many a fine clipper.

In three weeks our consignment of cargo for Ade-
laide was discharged, and with the last load swung
ashore we started to bend sail again. The same evening
we said good-bye to all the friends we had made, and
quite a number of them came down next day to se us
off. Our moorings had been singled up in the forenoon,
and at mid-day the captain came on board with the
ship's papers and four new hands in place of those who
had deserted.
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A little 'puffing Billy' of a tug was made fagt for'ard,
our mooring-lines were let go and as they fell with a
gplash into the dock, good-byes were shouted, the ensign
was dipped and we were off.

An hour later we passed the Snapper, rounded Pelican
Point, and commenced to set sail. Off Glenelg the tug
let go and one after another the kites were piled on her.

For all our pleasant memories of Adelaide | jumped
aloft with delight to cast loose the gaskets. Very
different the setting out seemed from our previous one:
that was only four short months ago, but we had learned
a lot in the meantime. We boys looked on the royals
now as our own property and could furl them and be
back on deck ten minutes after the order to lay aloft;
a downright disgrace it would have been for one of the
men to have got there before us.

The food, too, was no longer nauseating, nor watch
and watch a hardship; our stock of knowledge was
increasing daily and we took pride in jumping to an
order. Moreover, we stood our 'wheels' and 'lookouts,’
and were learning to regard sea-boots as effeminate and

to affect a 'hard-case’ bearing in face of the day's duties.

A fresh breeze was blowing down the Gulf and we
dlipped gaily through the water, hoisting t'gansis to the
tune of 'Whisky Johnny' and sending the royal yards
aloft to a rattling hand-over-hander.

Glenelg soon dropped astern and with the breeze
fair on the quarter and all sail s&t and drawing, a course
was shaped for the inside passage and the watch ordered
below.
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It was fine to be at seaagain, with canvas a-stretch
and the Upper of water overside. The hull lifted, the
good sticks leaned and | realized then what later | grew
heartily convinced of, that it's a grand thing to have a
hand to the wheel, the topsls sheeted home, and the
world, the flesh and the devil fading out astern.

The wind being fair, the old man determined to run
through Backstairs Passage, the strait between the
eastern end of Kangaroo Island and the mainland. We
managed to scrape through that narrow waterway
successfully and a good many miles it saved us. All that
night we ran steadily to the south-east, the coast of
Victoria hull down to port and a spanking breeze
a-rustle overhead.

W e were kept at it till late clearing up the decks and
getting rid of the inevitable litter of a spell in port.
The old man was steadily pacing the poop; we had not
seen much of him in Adelaide, now he let us know that
he was still in command.

After glancing at us once or twice he came down the
poop ladder and looked Gilroy up and down as though
he found him profoundly interesting. It was discon-
certing, particularly as the shirt 'Crackers' was wearing
was none of the cleanest. The old man looked hard at
it for a few moments, then told him to get a bucket of
water and a broom. Gilroy did so and put them down
in silence.

'"Now,' said the old man, 'take your shirt and trousers
off and scrub them. And see you get 'em CLEAN!'

He went back to the poop while Gilroy, who was

113



A GIPSY OF THE HORN
wearing nothing beyond the afore-mentioned shirt and
trousers, stripped and spent half-an-hour on his knees
scrubbing hard. He squirmed a good deal during the
process, for the mates didn't trouble to hide their amuse-
ment and Gilroy found it difficult to be naked and
dignified as well. He was feeling very aggrieved when
later he trooped along to the half-deck, mother-naked,
and with his wet clothes on his arm.Our light-hearted
condolements didn't do much to soothe his ruffled
feelings.

The breeze held fair and enabled us to make the
passage of the Bass Straits and so avoid rounding
Tasmania, which would have added some hundreds of
miles to the length of the pesssge At sunsat on the
fifth day out we sighted King Island ahead. It lies full
in the fairway of the strait and hes been the scene of
innumerable wrecks. At midnight, we passed through
the Narrows, off Flinders Island: the rocky cliffs come
down on either side within a few cables lengths of the
ship. Fortunately the breeze held fair; to have tacked
through such a place would have been well-nigh impos-
sible. All hands were on deck for a couple of hours
while the navigation was most intricate, but before
dawn the last outlying rocks were well astern and we
were stemming the waters of the wide Pacific.

At the first glance that ocean justified its name. It
was only a glance though, for that very night it took
pains to undeceive us and we had an astonishing electric
storm. The s did not rise very much but flashed and
flickered all over with phosphorescent light. The
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water sparkled so brightly that we hauled some of it up
in a bucket to investigate the reason of its strange
illumination, but were no wiser when we had donie so.
The weird shgpes of corposants alit on our spars, un-
cannily running up and down in pale livid flames. The
lightning display, too, was most curious — broad sheets
erratically switching on and off like a gigantic electric
light.

For an hour or two the disturbance lasted and proved
the precursor of a stiff blow from the north-west, of the
type known as a 'brickfielder." The wind sprang up
with extraordinary rapidity and the incessant lightning
was no longer sheet but forked, while the thunder gave
off a continuous ear-splitting roll of sound. To work
aloft under such conditions was anything but pleasant,
though a ship offers so many points to the electric fluid
that she is seldom severely struck.

We made land on the port bow on the forenoon of the
next day, the 23rd of May, and were off Newcastle
Heads by eight bells in the afternoon. As we drew
near we could make out the position of the port by the
veritable forest of masts that rose up over the low fore-
shore. Our tops| and t'gallant halyards were let run as
soon as we observed a tug coming out to us. There was
a few minutes haggling on the part of the tug-boat
skipper and our old man, but it didn't do to dawdle, for
the breeze had hauled into the south-east and was
blowing freshly, dead on shore. A bargain was quickly
struck, the tug's hawser was passed aboard and, as she
forged ahead, we laid aloft to hand our canvas.
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Pretty soon it became evident we were not going to
have thingsall our ownway. Wind and seawere setting
usdown to leeward of the harbour mouth and, for all our
footy little tug could do, we were unable to hold our
own. The tug-boat struggled gamely and nearly burst
her boiler in the attempt to hold us. But from the first
it was alosing fight. We were showing a high side out
of water, owing to the quantity of cargo we had dis-
charged in Adelaide, and every minute the rising wind
and sea set us nearer to the rocks on the northern shore.

The old man hung on till he saw there was no chance
to weather them, then gave the order to loose topsis
and t'gallants|s and cast off the tug-boat. Damning the
|atter heartily, we let the hawser go, made sail and began
to claw our way off the coast. To be so near and yet so
far was exasperating, and the hopes we had entertained
of a Saturday night ashore vanished with the receding
shore-line. Butworsewasto come.

It was 'all hands on deck' — it had been ever since
breakfast - and throughout that night there was no
deep for anybody. We spent the whole time beating
off and on, going about every two hours. Wearisome
work it was; wewould beat up to wind'ard and, having
got weather-board enough, stand in for the land again.
It was after noon the next day-Sunday, to boot-
before we were back in our old position off the harbour-
mouth, with signals flying for a tug- a real one this
time, and not a confounded kerosene-tin fitted with a
screw.

We were so tired we could have dropped off to deep
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as we hauled; everybody had been on deck for over
thirty hours, going hard all thetime. The sightof atug
- abig, powerful boat - coming out, woke us up and we
speedily got her hawser aboard and headed in for the
harbour-mouth. Lying amost in the fairway, what
should we s but the madts of a barquentine sticking
up above water, which we were told had hit the rocks
and foundered the previous night. We had had a
gruelling, but fared better than she did.

It was growing dusk before we made fast. We tied
up some distance up stream alongside the Iredale, the
very ship that, strange to say, we had laid alongside in
the East India docks five months previously. We didn't
spend much time looking about us; as soon as the lines
were fast, we rolled into our bunks, hardly stopping to
drink a pannikin of tea, and slept the deep of the just
till five-thirty next morning.

When we turned out we were in a better condition
to take stock of our surroundings. It was a busy scene
that greeted us. The harbour was a wonderful sight by
reason of the great number of degp-sea sailing-ships then
in port. There were no less than a hundred and sixteen
of them when we arrived, not counting steamers or
coagters, and a grand show they made. Right away from
Queen's Wharf, just inside the Bluff, up past the Dyke
they lay in an unbroken line as far as Waratah, or

'Siberia," as it was called, from its remoteness to every
where dse. In the Dyke, where we were lying, the
ships lay three deep and there was a double row of them
over on the other side at Stockton, Masts and yards
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were packed as thick as bristles on a hedgehog. During
the day there was as much activity afloat as ashore, in
consequence of the tremendous number of steam-
launches, ferry-steamers, chandlers' boats and ships' gigs
dodging about among the shipping.

The first thing we did was to put the gig overside.
After breakfast three of us and Paddy pulled the old
man up to town and landed him at the Custom House
steps. 1t was my first experience as an oarsman and not
a happy one. We landed the skipper without mishap
and were told to return to the ship. A gentle breeze
was blowing in our favour and, the boat being fitted
with adipping lug, Paddy determined to sail. It wasan
unwise decision and landed us in a howling mess in no
time.

All three of us boys knew as little about stepping
amast ina seaway as a cow does of handling a musket.
Our inexperience caused Paddy to curse frantically.
The sail was s&t somehow and we had got perhaps a
quarter of amile on our way when an oar fell overboard.
Having once got the sail set Paddy was |oath to lower it,
and we stood after the oar. Pick the wretched thing up
we couldn't. We sailed over it or passed it out of reach
or missed it altogether — anything but what we wanted
to do. Paddy's curses only made us blunder more.

Our efforts were interrupted by a tremendous hail
above our heads and, looking up, we saw the bows of a
large sailing-vessel right on top of us. Paddy stopped
swearing, grabbed an oar and sculled with all his might.
We just managed to escape, but only just - cleared her
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cutwater but got a glancing blow from the bows that
knocked us all in a heap. To an accompaniment of
threats and howls we bumped and drifted aft, while a
line of heads dotting the big ship's bulwarks gave us hot
and hasty advice.

After that we soberly set to and recovered our oar.
Paddy was like a volcano on the edge of eruption. He
made us pull all the way back to the ship, and pull our
hardest, under the fire of his scorching remarks. It was
our first experience of boating, but before we left New-
castle we had learnt something about handling oar and
sail.

We only stayed at the Dyke afew days, then shifted
down to Queen's Wharf to discharge our cargo.
Queen's Wharf was the best berth in port and only a
couple of minutes' walk from Hunter Street, New-
castle's principal thoroughfare. Just ahead of us lay the
lofty Andorinha, her skysail yards almost out of sight,
and astern the Forfarshire, one of the cracks of the
ShireLine.

Stevedores again did all the work of unloading, the
crew being employed in chipping and painting overside.
We boys were put cleaning brasswork and attending to
the gig.

A couple of mornings later | felt very sick when |
woke and didn't turn out with the others. The old
man sent for me in the course of the morning and gave
me atumblerful of castor oil. Heinformed me as he did
so that he wasn't going to have any sick boys on board
and, if I didn't turn to, | could pack my bag, and go to
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hell and the hospital. | turned to: and decided next
time | laid up it should be something fatal, lesser ail-
mentsweren'tworth it.

Castor-oil — how we hated it! The beastly stuff was
Captain West's unfailing remedy; he applied it for
every complaint humanfleshisheir to. On one occasion
Nils fell down the hold; the poor beggar fell a full thirty
feet and dropped across the keelson. We hauled him up
on a hatch and by the time we got him on deck the old
man was along with a stiff dose of castor-oil. By good
luck Nils had no bones broken, and, after two or three
days in his bunk, was able to get about again. | have no
doubt the old man considered it was his castor-oil that
didit: hewould have used it for resuscitating acorpse.

Most of our evenings we spent ashore. We found
Newcastle a very lively and pleasant little town; with so
many ships in harbour the atmosphere of the place was
of the sea salty. Badge-caps of apprentices were thicker
in Hunter Street than blackberries on a hedge in Sep-
tember. Our own houseflag and badge was a diagonal
silver bar on ared field and, the ship not being notorious
for high living, was known as 'the white streak of
starvation on the Red Sea of misery.' Besdes apprentices
there were any number of officers and seamen about too,
but the reefers, being in uniform, made the gallantest
show. It would have taken a bold man to shout 'Light
the binnacle, boy!'-the epithet often called after a
brassbounder in sailor town-in Hunter Street on a
Saturday night.

Different cliques and different companies had their
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favourite haunts, which strangers didn't enter uninvited.
There was one hotel, the 'Clarendon,” which was
common property. It was the best-known hostelry in
town, chiefly in consequence of the popularity of a
barmaid there— Nell, by name — who was often known
to present half a sovereign to a hard-up customer. Her
fame at that time spread over the seven ses, and dis-
credited indeed was the man who hadn't drunk a
schooner of beer at the 'Clarendon.’

A good meal at a restaurant, a walk round the town,
the making of a few purchases from the scanty funds
doled out to us by the skipper, and a glass of beer at
'The Pilgrim's Rest,"” made up our evening's entertain-
ment. There was rarely anything more riotous than
high spirits and practical jokes— for one thing every-
body was aways hard up. The Colonial beer, though,
had a reputation for headiness. 'Sheoke' beer it was
caled and old Australian traders used to spread a net
under the gangway, called therefrom the 'sheoke net,'
whose office it was to save mariners who 'missed stays
when coming aboard from falling into the dock. Each
morning the ends of the net were hauled up and its
slumbering occupants bundled out on deck.

A great institution was the sheoke-net and saved from
a watery end many a mariner whom it would be harsh
to call drunk. 'Drunk' is an opprobrious term and
implies a state of intoxication absolute and irredeemable.
What it means to be really 'drunk’ is well-suggested
by alittle yarn that often went the rounds.

It is said that late one night in Melbourne a well-
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primed seaman returned on board his ship, staggered up
the gangway and collapsed on deck, where he lay deep-
ing peacefully. The mate came on board soon after and,
seeing somebody 'dead-oh,' whistled for the night-
watchman. 'What the hell's this? said he, 'take this
man for'ard; he's dead drunk!" The watchman bent
over the prostrate form for a moment, then looked up
cheerfully, 'No, sir, 'eain't drunk," he said, 'l saw 'im
move!'

The Third Mate left us before we had been long in
Newcastle. He was paid off by the old man, and
personally, | saw him go with more than a tinge of
regret. He was a good sailor, bold and very daring, but
his temper was like a wildcat's and the atmosphere was
certainly clearer after his departure. He stayed ashore
for a few weeks, and he and | had some long tramps
together into the country and up the Hunter River.
Then he signed away as Third Mate on a hard-case
Yankee barque. The unofficial designation of the
Third Officer on those ships was 'blower and striker'
and Paddy would have filled the post to a nicety. His
ship sailed before we did and | never saw him again.

About this time we had a succession of hard gaes of
wind. From our berth at Queen's Wharf we could se
the harbour-mouth and the white-topped racing sess
outside and it was matter for congratulation to us that
we were snug in port. Other ships were not so fortunate
and there were quite a number of wrecks and mishaps on
the coast about that time. A steamer went ashore just
south of the Bluff and a schooner was dismasted, but the
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most spectacular happening was the attempt of the
Norma, a four-masted bald-headed barque, to enter port
under her own sail. She ran for the harbour without
waiting for a tug, but failed to weather the reef on the
northern side of the entrance (the still-standing sticks of
the barquentine might have warned her), and was
within an ace of coming to grief. She made a running
moor to seaward of the rocks, let go both anchors and
brought up within a stone's throw of disaster. She was
in the backwash of the broken water from the reefs and
we looked every minute to s her cables part and her-
self drive ashore.

The lifeboat went out and made fast alongside, but
the skipper wouldn't abandon her and signalled for atug.
Severa went to her assgtance but couldn't do anything,
hawser after hawser parting like rotten thread.

The cables held and the lifeboat stuck to her. All
night she lay almost in the smother of the reef, and next
morning the Champion, the most powerful tug on the
coadt, arrived from Sydney. The latter got a 4%-inch
steel wire hawser aboard and after a hard tusde hauled
her out, made a wide sweep in the offing and towed her
safely into port. For the twenty-four hours she had
been in her perilous position she was in full view of a
large part of the shipping in port, and we cheered her
and the Champion lustily as she towed past to her berth
up the Dyke.

Soon after this, our cargo being all discharged and
freightssolow therewaslittlelikelihood of acharter, we
took in some ballast and shifted ship to alying-up berth
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at Siberia. We towed up past all the shipping, and a
brave show they made. Every sort of rig and nationality
was represented. There were tall and stately British
clippers, four and five-masted American schooners,
white-painted South Sea traders from the Islands, huge
port-painted Frenchmen, sharp, black-hulled Germans,
hard-case Nova Scotiamen, ltalians, Norwegians and
Danes— graceful clippers and lumbering sea-waggons,
barques, barquentines and schooners, lofty or squat,
smart or lubberly, with a sprinkling of steamers and
coasting-vessals and a whole medley of smaller craft.

Arrived at Siberia, there began for us a long wait.
Our days were occupied in the interminable job of
scraping and painting the ship inside and out. The men
were at it all day, but we boys spent a ot of our time in
the boat. We pulled the old man up to Newcastle every
morning and brought him back for dinner. Often we
were out in the afternoon as well on fishing excursions.
We pulled leisurely up the Hunter River amid very
pretty scenery, stopping every now and then to fish.
We made some good hauls, mostly of small kinds of
which | never learnt the name. It was a much more
pleasant way of spending the afternoon than on a stage
slung over the ship's side, tapping away with a chipping-
hammer.

We were so far out at Waratah that we only went up
to town on Saturday nights. It was a three and a half
mile walk and no essy one at that. Thefirst part of the
way was over wide swamps, half-filled with rubbish and
a perfect paradise for mosquitoes. Thereafter we had to
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walk the whole length of the Dyke, with itsendlessline
