A sailor is born, not made. And by "sailor" is meant, not
the average efficient and hopeless creature who is found
today in the forecastle of deepwater ships, but the man
who will take a fabric compounded of wood and iron and
rope and canvas and compel it to obey his will on the
surface of the sea. Barring captains and mates of big
ships, the small-boat salilor is the real sailor. He knows, he
must know, how to make the wind carry his craft from one
given point to another given point. He must know about
tides and rips and eddies, bar and channel markings, and
day and night signals; he must be wise in weather-lore;
and he must be sympathetically familiar with the peculiar
qualities of his boat which differentiate it from every other
boat that was ever built and rigged. He must know how to
gentle her about, as one instance of a myriad, and to fill
her on the other tack without deadening her way or
allowing her to fall off too far.



AS%”OI’ IS bo qgt m%de ﬁﬁnd b¥4"s%lor |(§ mes%nt %)t
i‘be average e |qé|ent anc% hopeét?ss cregture who Is fou.ggd
today In the forecastle deegwater shlps bu the man
6

who WI|| (:)ake a f%brlc qﬂmpounded 0 wood&nd iron and

rope an canvas and compel it to oi)ey hIS will on the '
144 1507 153 106 189, 1163

strface of 'the sea. arrlng ca&talns an ma es of bi Ig

Sﬁlps the small-boat SEII|OI’ S the real sailor. IQIe knows he
195 .2 198 201 204 210, 1218 209 222, 2025 | 228
must know, how to ma & thé wind carry his craft from one
23 94y @ST, 240 243,246 249, 250 | 295, 1288 260 004
ven pomt (¢ anot er given olnt e must KNnow abou

07 o Al (5 279 88, 291
t| es and ripé ant eddles bar an annel marklngs and

ya??& night Signals; he r?*n st be wisé in wéather—lor§’24
33 t bég%ympgﬁ%etf’é%”ﬁ%m?ﬁ%r with' the pé(%llar

%lglltngg of hl%g%oat gg%nlch glggerentlate Jgﬁ'om SV rgl 1other

boat that was ever built an rgged He must know how to
417 42%6423 X126~ 429 432. 447 424

qen tle her about, as ogle Instance of am rlad and %o f|
her on t e o er tack wﬂhou% de%genlng e;)r way or

aﬁowin ﬁerA{o fall oﬁtooq‘ar >10
519 522 528 531 537



The deepwater sailor of today needs know none of these
things. And he doesn't. He pulls and hauls as he is ordered,
swabs decks, washes paint, and chips iron-rust. He knows
nothing, and cares less. Put him in a small boat and he is
helpless. He will cut an even better figure on the hurricane
deck of a horse. | shall never forget my child-astonishment
when | first encountered one of these strange beings. He
was a runaway English sailor. | was a lad of twelve, with a
decked-over, fourteen-foot, centre-board skiff which | had
taught myself to sail. | sat at his feet as at the feet of a god,
while he discoursed of strange lands and peoples, deeds of
violence, and hair-raising gales at sea. Then, one day, | took
him for a sail. With all the trepidation of the veriest little
amateur, | hoisted sail and got under way. Here was a man,
looking on critically, | was sure, who knew more in one
second about boats and the water than | could ever know.
After an interval, in which | exceeded myself, he took the
tiller and the sheet.
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My favourite breed of dog is the Bearded Collie.
This is because it was the first dog | can
remember. She was called Sue, why | don’t know.
We used to play tig on the garden. As she got
older her fur became more matted and | used to
clip her. My next door neighbour has a dog, who is
also a Bearded Collie, called Ben. He is getting
very unsteady on his feet and by a remarkable
coincidence has the same back problem as she
does.




We used to have a cat called Tipsy. We got him
when | was a baby, so | never thought about why
a cat might be called Tipsy. Later when | was a
teenager | finally asked my parents why he got
that name and discovered that they neutered him
before he had a name and as my father was a vet
he came back up to the flat as soon as the deed
was done and was very tipsy for a couple of
hours. | think it was nice to have a completely
unique name for a cat.



Audunn went on his way until he reached the city of
Rome in the south. When he had stayed there as
long as he wished, he turned back, and a severe
liness attacked him, and he grew terribly
emaciated. All the money which the King had given
him for his pilgrimage was now spent, and so he
took up his staff and begged his food. By now his
hair had fallen out and he looked in a bad way. He
got back to Denmark at Easter, and went to the
place where the King was stationed. He dared not
let the King see him, but stayed in a side-aisle of
the church, intending to approach the King when
he went to church for Nones. But when Audunn
beheld the King and his courtiers splendidly
arrayed, he did not dare to show himself.
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