Under Sail

An Account of a Veyage Arvownd Cape SHIT to Honolulw and Keturn in One of the Last of the Big American Windjammers,
the Ship A, 1. Fuller, az Told by One of Her Foremast Hands,

The Seagoing Yesterdays
AKE your old square-rigger as she
I wis; yes, as she was at her best,
in those almost forgotien days when
South Street presented © arilime appear-
gnce. Then tail masts and tapering yards,
garrying their tracery of shroud snd rig-
ging, filled the view above the wharves
from the Battery to the Bridege—a vista
pow smudged by smoke from many stacks,
a factory aspect far removed from the
rammantic days of =ail,

Looking back, and as time goés it is not
g very far away, we cam, in our mind’s
eve, see the old wood-built craft that lined
the waterfront. Honest traders entering
and clearing from and to every seaport
pnder heaven, Mot the famous California
clippers of an carlier day, or the swift West-
ern oeean packet ships, or the storied tea
ships of the China trade, but their legiti-
mute successors.  These were larger ships,
as 5 rule, vessels built for the lomg haul,
for the gr.qin trade, for the sugar prade,
and as carriers of general cargo o the
Cirient and the western coast of North
America,

Among the survivors of that noble flee
of sail at the time of which T am writing,
the last years of the nineties—1807, to be
precise—were such vessels as the El Capi-
tan. the Charmer, the A, [, Fuller, the
Pactolus, the Roanoke, and the Shenan-
doah. Larger ships than those of an earlier
day and manned by smaller crews. They
brought to the seven teas a reputation for
relentless driving and manhandling never
before equalled. They bred a type of sea
officer peculiar to the time, Hard-fisted
they were, for discipline was enfareed by
mipht as well as by right, and also they
mostly Teked in the polish acquired by sea
officers of an carlier day when the sailer
was a passepger-tarrier and interconrse
with people of refinoment had its infuence
an the men of the after guard,

These craft were rigged right, and that
meant  ship vigged—none of  your her-
maphrodite messes of a schooner chasing n
full brig and all on the same keel. They
were noble square-rigged craft, mostly
ihreeomasted with the exception of a few
like the Roanoke and the Shenandoah, and
with perhaps here and there a bark,  All

7 them were of wood, "huilt apon honor,”
and in their rig and lines they ernbadied
the best traditions of the sea.

Then men still signed articles, vovage afl-
ger wovape, for the long drill around the
Harn, or, to vary the monotony, if such it

i be called, madeé the passape to. Aus-
~5s “Running their Easting down” from
b Cape of Good Hope to Melhourne or
ar they shipped for an oceasional
1 In the main, however,
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seeape to China.

By FELIX RIESENBERG

the vovages were to the West coast of the
United States or (o the Hawaian Tslands,

These men were, many of them-at least,
real sailors gt & Ume when being a zailor
meant something more than being a sea
laharer dressed up in 3 rig resembling that
of ‘an organ grinder's monkey.  An aiie
seaman, o man tated AH., needed to be a
person of experience and long training in
the lore of the sea. The complicated gear
of a-shitp was as simple to him as the A, B,
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C, of the primer. He could, besides being
able to “hand, reef and steer,” pass the,
weather earing of a course gr tops'l; he
wis able to turn in o lead eve in wire or
hemp, and could cast a lanyard kool in the
stiff four-stranded tarred hemp rope, now
largely replaced by steel screws and turm-
Lueleles,

With the passing of the #ailing ship of
the old days went the real sailorman. The
breed, while not dead yet, for the old salts
die hard, has, by force of circumstances,
failed to rear a younger gpeneration to lake
its place, In not many more years those
who know the sea and the old ships of the
days of sail will have passed beyend to
that snug harbor from which no mariner
retums. . Going to sea nowadays is differ-
ent, Tt isa safer and an easier life, so far
as traveling goes: and in the passenger
lines at least, the deck hands—never call
them sailore—are more likely to soffer
from the gout than from the scarvy.

313

THREE-ARYSATL-YARDER BATH-WLLT SHIF A. J. FULLER.
THE AUTHER MADE ON THE YOYAGE

So let us go back for a spell of years,
a mere score or so, and sign on, as 1 did at
the age of eighteen, having just graduoated
from the: old St. Mary's, the New York
State schoolship in which I had served a
two vears’ apprenticeship, for a voyage
aroond Cape Horn in a wooden ship, pro-
pelled by sail alone—a  ship withont a
donkey engine ; a wooden Bath-huilt packet ;
a Yankee three-skysail-yarder; a2 vessel
in her prime in point of age and upkeep.

FROAL A SKEEICH BY

The advance notes have been eashed by our
hoarding mazters who bave us i tow, and,
after deducting ninety per cent of it for
hoard and dunnage, the last remaming dal-
lars are blown in on the Bowery under the
watchful eves of the runners, who see fo it
that we are delivered on board.

Our ship is the A. J. Fuller, of New
York, Captain Charles M. Nichols, and she
waits her crew, ready to cast off from her
berth in the East River at the turn of the
tide at davbreak on December 5, 1847,
having cleared for the port of Honoluln,
capital of the Republic of HFlawaii, with a
general cargo consigned to the old island
house of Brewer & Company.

CHAPTER 1
Outward Bound
“Cook!” bawled au deep voice from a
door that burst open with a flood of vellow
light under the break of the poop, “Serve
a ponind of hot cafey nore to them passen-
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rera! And Mr. Stoddard,” added the mate,
from whom these orders issued, addressing
the second officer, who strode from the
edge of light toward the group of men
tumbling on board, “turn all hands to in
, fve mnutes! Stand by o cast off lines!”

Some of the shove crowd from the board-
ing hotses helped o pass up the chests aind
bags of dunnage and the bundles of
“donkey's breakfast” as we clambered to
the jce-enernsted deck of the ship Fuller,
lying at her whard near the foot of Maiden
Lane. A flickering light, and the eattle of
stove lids in the galley as we passed for-
ward to the fo'c'sle, told us that the cook
was stirring, and the snorfing of a tug
under the starboard guarter gave nolice of
an early stare,

It was dark when we came aboard;
cold December wind rippled the black
waters of the East River, chilling o the
marrow Lhose few stragglers who walked
the cobble stones of Sonth Street ar that
wirly morming hour,

An odd ot of bumanity dunped their
few belongings on the fo'c'sle Heck; strang-
ers all, excepting a few who had jost de-
serced from the British bark Talls of Et-
trick: men jumbled together by strange
fate and destined ta long months of close
compantonship, of hard knocks, and end-
less dave and nights of unremitting labor.

No time was lost, howeyver, in senti-
mental mooning © the chill motning amr was
charged with activity, the “after guard”
was all astir and an ebb tide flowed, ready
ta help us on our way. Gulping down the
“cafay nore” that presently was passed for-
ward in a bucket, all hands dipping in with
hock pots and pannikins, hastily dug from
chest and bag, we were barely able to stow
away this refreshment before a heavy fist
thiemy the fn'e'sle doors.

“Turn tol Turn to! This ain’t a pri-
vate yachtinng tour!” was the sarcastic in-
vieation that sent ws scrambling to the
deck,

Here! You, | mean,” yelled the mate,
“eome forward " for T had headed aft, and,
at thic command, 1 found myself with some
others hanling a heavy water-soaked haw-
ser phoard the fo'csle head.

“AN clear? came the query from aft.

“hye, aye! Allclear!”

A long whistle sounded from our fug as
we hacked slowly from the wharf; the es-
wori of hoarding house runners, shivering
on the string piece of the dock, gave us a
dismal cheer, and the voyage aronnd Cape
Horn had fairly begun.

The first level rays of morning light be-
gan o filter over the house Lops on the
Brooklyn side, the misty span of the bridge
laomed above the river, and a dozen blood-
shot eves among the crew forward east
their farewell glanres at the Tom amd
Jerew signa in the saloon windows on his.
torie South. Strect.

We were a lumbering lot, pushed and
cuffed from station o station, our best men
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TTHE FTEAM  FILOT WIAT NEW YOLE RODE THE
SWELL AHREAD OF U8

weting like dolts, until the exercise and erisp
morng air zipping above the river wore
off the effects of o last night spent at the
Atlantic Garden.  Governor's Island, the
Statue, the Narrows snd the Hook were
passed unnoticed i the ceaseless hostle on
our decks. The running gear, left by the
shore riggers in a hopeless tangle, hail to
be pit to rights, and the mates worked us
likke demons to get things in some sort of
shape before we should be called npon to
work the veszel under sail,

Gradually order of some sort jssued from
the ¢haos, and as the day wore on we sét
our foresle, all tops'ls, main t'gan’sl, jth
and stays'ls hefore a stiff off-shore breeze
that causerd the towline to slecken, and or-
ders were given to cast off the tug. The
new -steam pilot boat Wew York rode the
ewell ahead of ns remdy to take off the
pilot. ‘
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“Weather main braces!” canie the or-
dlers; the yards were braced aback, a yawl
from the New York touched our side for
an instant as we surged ahead slowly
against the back push from the main, and
the pilot, linging from a Jacob's ladder,
dropped mto his hoat.

“See you in Liverpool!™ shouted the
pilot, standing m the yawl and waving =
fnnl farewell to Captain Nichols,

“Brace up mam yards, sir!” ordered the
skipper, addressing the mate, and we
ewung them ground with a will,

The day was well advanced by then, a
low bank of clovd over the land shut in
the sunset, and a spanking breeze from
N.E, by N brought our port tacks to the
deck., The Foller heeled easily beneath the
farce of the wind. (T to leeward, and rap-
ully falling astern, was the American ship
Tam o' Shanter, bound for China; we
hesird afterwand that she was lost.

Lp to the frst dog watch all hamds Tad
libipred withount & moment's rest, and at
eight bells in the afternoon the courses and
all plain szil to royals were diawing nicely.
As =oon as the BeAT wWas sllipslta.p:: and
coiled on the ping, all hands were mustered
aft. There was p feeling of unceriainty
among the crew as we filed aft to the waist,
danding in an awkward group about the
mmin fife rail, a nondescript, hard-fisted,
weatherbeaten 1ot of men.

Above towered the wvast expanse of
sngwy canvas, looming out of all propor-
tion in the dark half light of the winter
evening; beneath us was the rolling, pal-
pitating sweep of deck. yvielding and sway-
ing i the constant balance "tween the
wind and sea. To windward, above the
line of bulwark, a ragged mackerel sky
drove across the cloud rack of scattered
cirrus, touched with dull red from the lagh
shafts of the setting sun.

The watche: were aboit to be chosen,
The two mates came deown inte the waist
and Captain Nichols stood at the break
of the poop o ohserve this time-honored
CRTEMOny of the sea, For better or for
worse, in sunshing or in storm, we were to
be pareeled off to oor respective msk-
masters far the long months of the voyage
ahiead.  The fate of friendships was to be
decided, for watchimates are far closer than
mere shipmates, and a general desire to
escape the clutehes of the mate made all of
us anxiois for the ordeal to be concluded.
Maost of the men were in favor of the
second mate, Mr: Stoddand. The mate,
Mr. Zerk, was a driver, a bully, and what
not, hut the second mate seemed 1o be
easier in epite of the fact that he lost no
npportunity  to bawl out everyone that
came across his path.

“He'll he all right when we get outside.”
was the remark that wvoiced the general
apinion. O Smith, perhaps the wisest
af the real zailormen on board, came as
near to hitting the relative values of the
mates as was possible. T don’t see no
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chaice between them,” he =aid, “Ohne may
be easier, but give me the hest sailor. A
gond eailor aft szves work for his wateh
forward. See if | don't figger it night,
Take it any way you like, there's no chaos-
ing hetween them rotten apples afl, ard
let it o at that.”

Me. Zerk, a man of about forty, medium
in height, Droad shanldered, Tull necked.
with close cropped vellow hair, grey eves
get in a very red, smooth-shaven face, ex-
cept for a sweeping Dlomd mustache, was a
rative of Nava Scotia, brovght up in “blne
nose” ships. He eyed vs with the cold
lock of a surgean about to ampulate.
Walling vp to the group just abaft of the
meaintaast, he made his first choice withouat
g mornent’s liesitation.

UFrenchy, come here” and Vicbos
Mathes of Duenkirk werl to the port watch,
chazen by the mate,

“Smith,” was the laconic reply o Mr
Spaddard to the firet choice of the male
Honors were even, “ot i wis g toss up
between the fwo men.

Brenden, a huasky, well-set-up  sailor,
traine:d in the sailing ships ol of TTam-
burg, with plenty of beef aml a good head,
was the second choice of the mate.

“Axel” saic the second male, ICOTITE
the first advantage in the choosing of the
watches, Axel sraved one of the best men
in the crew, a big, bavish Swede, a sailor
and a genlleman.

“Roth, come here,” and John Roih, late
af the opal mices in Avstraliz, one of the
deserters from the Falls of Ettrick, and
the artis® of the crew, went to port. We
sooil dubhed him “Australia.”

The mte
sent “Australia” to relieve the wheel and
the secand -nate pavsed a moment, weigh-
ing the merits of the remaining i,

Tenn was biz choice, and arother sailor,
also # deserter irom the Fiirick, went to
starbonril.

Things were fining down, and the re
maining raembers in this heartless process
ai elinination were hecoming increasingly
apprehensive, while those who had Teen
shosen grinned al us with aggravating can
dew. The mates were getting lesz and loexs
aure of their choice as the pirking2 Decame
more and miove undesirable,  Trwas gering
e be a question of brains versus lrawi,
Husky voung clodboppers, shipped as AL
by the greedy hoarding masters; voung
meles with ncthicg hut their thick hides
amdl an abumlance o main sieength and
sropidisy to reconunend them, placed in the
halance with sach old fellows as limmy
Varshall and Jack Hitwchen, JTimmy, who
chaimed 1o be sixty-fve, a wizened licle
old sea-horse, but & wonderful “Mchanty
man,” won the choiee and was taken by
the mate.

Hiteher was called to starboard, and the
henors 2hill T-Q‘:T[I.'{i]l&-‘.l ghCI:f ewen it the con-
test of wit and experience, for hoth mates
had stedied the paces of each individual
with critical eves during that eventfial day.
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The next cloice wias u painful one.
There was a short pavse; it seemed to vs
that “Charlie Horse,” who had once Leen
mate o oa coaster in the oyster trade, or
Dage Tony, woult surcly be chosen next

“Felix, come here,” said the mate, run-
ning hiz eyve over the daga and Charlie znd
lighting on me. T stenped over to the Doy
lined up on the les side, a weight lifted
froms my mind, az Frenchy, destined tw be
ITI::." IC,'.I'I'.'II"II moved near me,

It was getting on by then; Claps went
alt, ;:-,_r|_':,-ir~g the zide lights, amd Captam
Wichals was slemping the poop with some
impetense, a5 a hinl w his officess o bring
things to o close

The sccond mate
CGzeorge g, or ©
him, was token by the mate

chose Charlie, amd
Shonse,” a5 owe called
Dago Tony

FULLEK'S Maid DRCE ANT FORWARL
Lo RING TN ARTS 'CELE HEALD,
#HATY FIFE RALL AKD PUMP
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wenl to e second mate, and Fred B
zom, @good sailor. alen an Etriek desorter,
went to oorl.

Mike, the wood wrner, went to stir-
laridl, and Joe Johnson, one lime a eoh-
hler's apprentice, and general all-rouid
hinsky san af toil, was tzken by e male

The lett-overs, Martin and Peter, were
divided by the call of Peter Stewart to the
sturboard watch, amwl the last man, hartin,
fell o the mate.  'eter, a true Amcricen,
exoreporier om A Worcesler papor, one tine
foreman in a corset factory, aml = bright,
wide awake hay of something cver twenty
ome, had shipped for eight dollars o naanth
gaid Jir heafth, T am sure the voyage has
netted him hiz pavday many tres oyer,
for he was endowed with baing and,
starting out & wreck, he came hack a
tovgh-handed decp-watsrman,

“8pgrlard  wateh lelow  Zor

trcker ¥*

ardered the mate; and then turning to the
men of his watch, he ordered, “Man the
punp !

It was davk as we bent to the eranks of
the big pump, and with the huom of wind
and the swish of water in our ears we
realized that we were truly at sea: insig-
pificant mortals riding cn the low deck of
a wvast fatric of woold and canvas, ventur-
ing far from land on the mighty stretches
of the Western Cleean,

Thar first aight at the pump, forerunmer
af many, many other nights, our little
hamed af watchmates (oiled in silence, ex
cept for & few monosyllables. Four men to
each crank, two on a side, facing each
ather, our tired anmnz and back reciprocated
to the action of rotation like so many toy
figures actated by some  hidden clock-
work ;s the new lahor was almost o rest
after the constant pulling and haunling of
the diy. Finally the low, raucous wheazing
ol the valves told us we were sucking air,
aml the mate, fram the darkness ol the
poap, called out, “Pelay pump !

Tt is the eustom of the sea, handed down
fram tie Fnmemarial, that “The Captain
takes her ont aml the mate hrings her
haek” That is, the first regular watch at
zen 33 taker Dy the captain’s waich on vhe
petward passage, and the same watch s
tplkeen by the port, or mate’s watch, on the
ctart for home, (f course the second
Fiate stends the starboard watch except in
case of emergency.

Accordingly, at four hells, we went br-
low. and after a hasty supper we sought
our bunks iar a brief rest before turning
oul for the watch irom eight to midnight.
We were tired—some of us to the point
of wrer exhanstion—and not a few of the
older men elaimed that we were heing
cheated cut of our right to the first fonar-
et watch below, ours having mercly been
a dogwatch of two hours, froim 6 to &,
Anvhow, whatever we thuught about that,
prtlivg was s2ic above 2 mild prowling in
the fo'e'sle, and as we Lm‘n.hled_ out at
aighr Lells, and noth  watches  lined up
i1 the waist to muster, the chill wind cut
throngk us, aml a moment later we were
vreeted by an order from aft,
¥ iHands aloft o overhanl the t'gallanl
and royal hentdines 1 ’

Up I went o the mizzen, NeVerT caring
w Tag behind on an order to lay alaft, a
piece of twine in my pocket, The gear
was overhauled and stopped just below l."|'1|t~.
Llacks, so the bantlines would not chafe
the saile, amd ab the same time the sbops
01 cotton twine were frail ennugh to be
casily hioken, When at times they were
not, some unlucly  wight would clamber
aleft at the criticel mmuent of taking in
spil amid the slasting of canwvas aml the
most profuse showers of artistic abuse,

Coming down from this tasl, 1 was in
Hme to witiess o hurst of profanity on the
nart of the mate, “‘Keep moving, you
heach-cambing— ——! Every Ilopusy
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[ won't have no lime juice
sleeping on deck this voyage. DFve hear
that?"  All heard, for there was a shuffle
of weary feet about the main batch, where
severdl of the watch had perched comfort-
ably in the dark, and, after a moment of
indecision sprinkled with derogatory mut-
terings, we paired off in little growps of
twas, wallang the swaving deck: wherever
we could fnd places frec from the back
draft of the sails,

Frenchy was my frst chum on the
Fuiier, aml thovogh for periods we drifted
apart through sheer mutual exhaustion of
our imterchangeable ideas, wvet we always
came together again and again,  Somehaw,
on the very start of the vovage, wlen the
crimpe and runners bade vs that sad fare-
well from the port of New York, we were
dreawn together. Frenchy was a lieavy-
whiskered, ruddy specimen, sporting the
square-cut heard of the French ssilor. He
wat an ex-naval mat, and one-time prison

ard in the penal settlement of New

aledoma.  Tramed o the sea since boy-
blood 1n He Ashing feet of Dunkirk, for
many vears # rigger in the naval yards at
Brest, a sailor man dn every type of craft
Irom the Mediterranian xebec to a ship,
Victar Mathes was one of the finest types
of the Gallic seaman, and 1 hope 18 as hale
and hearty to-dav as the dav we parted in
the office of the shipping commissioner at
New Yaork, where we had assembled to
draw onr pay for the vovage.

Might after night we paced the deck dur-
ing the long, ecold watches, and belween
the calls to man this rope or that, and the

harsing and rustling about that was always
indulged in, we swapped information of all
kinds, related all sorts of experiences,
truthful and otherwise, and each man un-
folded his meager mental storehouse for
the amusement and benefit of his chum.
For hours at a time Frenchy would talk
of good things to eat: this was a hobby, n
fact @ sort of passion, with him and often
drove me to the verge of distraction, He
would go into the minutest detail of how
his sister, Madeline, back i Dunkirk, pre-
pared some particular dish, telling not only
of the delightful flavor and sueculent quak-
ties, but he would go into the subject of
the way things smelled: roast fowl, with
all sorts of fancy stuffing, My mouth
would water at these ervel recitals, and 1
lmow Frenchy suffered as much as 1 did
at the pﬂi?'naul recollections of gastro-
nomic joys long past,

When well clear of the const we ronsed
the bower anchors up on the [o'e’sle head
and lashed them. “A sure sign, sonny, that
vou are off soundings” suid Brenden:
“these wind wagon: don’t take no chances
till they get n saie offing.™ The cables
were unshackled, and the end: stoppered
ahaft the wildeats. Canvas coats were put
on to-them just over the chain pipes leading
to the locker, *'Jackaszes" were then
howsed intn the howse holes for foir, taking
the “fails" 1o the windlass. With the
ground tckle secured, the “cat” and “fish"”
were untove, and this gear stowed away
in the forepeak. We had entered upan the
real deepwater stage of the voyage, with
lee shores and soundings many miles away,

The Fuller carried a complement of
seventeen hands forward, not counting the
“idlers"—that is, the carpenter, cook and
cabin steward—a small enough crew for a
vessel displacing in the neighborhood of
2,500 tons, a craft 229 feet between per-
pendiculars, 4154 feet beam and 23 feet
depth of held: ship rigged, with skysails,
rovals, single t'gans'ls, double tops'ls, and
courses. Her main yvard was too feet from
tip to tp. A crojik was carricd as well as
a spanker. On her stays, she. carried fly-
ing jib, jib tops'l, jib and fore topmast
staysL main t'gallant stays’l, main topmast
stavs’l.  Mizzen t'pallant stays'l and main
spencer completed her spread of canvas,
'jl-l'll:n on a wind, in a whole-gail brecze,
with crojik furled and spanker set, the ship
Fuller spread twenty-hve kites to the
wind.

Now think of the handsome way in
which they manmed their ships in the olden
days of the tea clippers when a vessel half
her sire would carry forty men forward|
As it was. we were hard put to it in an
emergency and “all bands” 'was the rule on
every occaston demanding quick worlke in
poing ahout or in making or taking in sail.
When tacking, it was “all hands, and the
cook at the fore sheet™ One wateh canld
not hoist the main upper topsle except in
the finest kind of weather, and then onl
by taking the halvards to the main dec
capstan and “Inching” the great vard up
in stow” and painful fashion with much
singing and “yo ho-ing.”

(To be contimued).

An Old-Time Cruiser

Cruising az It Was Done in the Early Fifties and the Type of Boat Then in Use

IXTY-THREE years ago, when Eng-
S land was entering on a period of
commercial prosperity, there ap-
poared the Brst nomber of “Hunt's
Yachting Magazine,” the first attempt Lo
preserve inoan enduring form records of
the racing, crnising and constroction of
yachts. The magazine found its publae,
and the cruising mai, ever the mamstay
of undertakings of this nature, began (o
comtribute, In Oetober appeared an ac-
coumt  of a “Crpise from  Blackwall to
Boulogne and Back in the Idas™ She was
only 514 tong (.M —quite a small erait,
though no particulars are given, The log
ig a dull record of times of arrival and de-
parture, with nothing in the way of ad-
ventiire or abservation of human nature
get down. Tot it was evidently regarded
as @ great performance by the editor, who
aclds at the opd: "Crising, even to

Bv ALBERT STRANGE

tCowrteay of The Yorhdimg Monthlyd

Houlogne in a small ernit like the I[das,
will not exactly suit gentlemen much given
to kid gloves and patent leather boots, bt
the practical knowledge that may be picked
up in.a five- or six-tonner is by none of us
to he- despised,”  Thi= is the first indication
1 have come across of the contempl sop-
posed o be felt by the handy cruiser for
any of the refinements of such civilization
as existed in the 'fifties,

In January, 1853, appeared the first
:haplers of ”l:ircumn.'wlgm:inn, or the Log
of the Pet,” by R, E, H, Written in clear,
vignrois Fnglish by one who was evidently
a “scholar and & gentleman,” this log ex-
actly sets the style in which such reminis-
cences should be written. The only possi-
ble fault 1hat can be found with it 13 for
the wvery meagre amount of aciual detail
about the yachit and its fittings, though 1
stippose all eight-ton ootters of thar day

were practically esactly  alike — over-
sparred, overcanvassed and overballasted,
in imitation of the comtemporary racing
vacht. What few details are granted are
offered in a very apologetic way, with the
excuse that they are inflicted because n
“cailor loves his craft™ These are the
author’s words:

“The Pet is a Poole boat, built by Wan-
kill, very deep, drawing zix feet and a
half, very sharp, and wery much ower-
sparred.  Her boom projects seven feet
over her taffrail. and ber other sticks are
in proportion, or rather i similar dispro-

rtion, She carries seven ftons of iron

ast, and in her cabin vou =it, move and
live a long way under water, 5She has
shown herself a good little sea boat in
many a rough berth : in forereaching we did
nat think much of her, but in working to
windward we seldom met anyvthing that



