
1 My favourite breed of dog is the Bearded Collie.  This is because it was the first dog I can 
remember.  She was called Sue, why I don’t know.  We used to play tig on the garden.  As she 
got older her fur became more matted and I 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.   
 
 

2 We used to have a cat called Tipsy.  We got him when I was a baby, so I never thought about 
why a cat might be called Tipsy.  Later when I was a teenager I 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.  I think it was nice to have a completely unique name for a cat. 
 
 

3 
 

Of this kind are most of the works of Guðmundur Friðjónsson (1869-1944), a radical who later 
turned to conservatism--and the best works of Jón Trausti (1873-1918). These, who had their 
debut as writers about the turn of the century, are the authors of the next two stories in our 
collection. Both were North-countrymen. The former, a farmer's son from a district enjoying a 
high standard of culture, himself settled down as a farmer in his native locality in order to earn a 
living for his large family. In his youth he had attended a secondary school in the neighbourhood 
for a couple of winters, but he never had his experiences enriched by foreign travel and was 
during the whole of his life anchored to his native region. Jón Trausti, the son of a farm labourer 
and his wife, who had been born on one of the northernmost farms in Iceland in a barren and 
outlying district, was brought up in dire poverty. From an early age he had had to fend for 
himself as a farmhand and fisherman, finally settling in Reykjavík as a printer. Apart from his 
apprenticeship with the printers, he never went to any sort of school (school education was first 
made compulsory by law in Iceland in 1907); but on two occasions he had travelled abroad. 
 

4 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 illness 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.  
 
  



SMALL-BOAT SAILING 
 
A sailor is born, not made. And by "sailor" is meant, not the average efficient and hopeless 
creature who is found to-day 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 sailor 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. 
 
The deepwater sailor of to-day 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. I shall never forget my child-astonishment when I first encountered one 
of these strange beings. He was a runaway English sailor. I was a lad of twelve, with a decked-over, 
fourteen-foot, centre-board skiff which I had taught myself to sail. I 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, I took him for a sail. With all the trepidation of the veriest little amateur, I 
hoisted sail and got under way. Here was a man, looking on critically, I was sure, who knew more 
in one second about boats and the water than I could ever know. After an interval, in which I 
exceeded myself, he took the tiller and the sheet. I sat on the little thwart amidships, open-
mouthed, prepared to learn what real sailing was. My mouth remained open, for I learned what a 
real sailor was in a small boat. He couldn't trim the sheet to save himself, he nearly capsized 
several times in squalls, and, once again, by blunderingly jibing over; he didn't know what a 
centre-board was for, nor did he know that in running a boat before the wind one must sit in the 
middle instead of on the side; and finally, when we came back to the wharf, he ran the skiff in full 
tilt, shattering her nose and carrying away the mast-step. And yet he was a really truly sailor fresh 
from the vasty deep. 
 
Which points my moral. A man can sail in the forecastles of big ships all his life and never know 
what real sailing is. From the time I was twelve, I listened to the lure of the sea. When I was fifteen 
I was captain and owner of an oyster-pirate sloop. By the time I was sixteen I was sailing in scow-
schooners, fishing salmon with the Greeks up the Sacramento River, and serving as sailor on the 
Fish Patrol. And I was a good sailor, too, though all my cruising had been on San Francisco Bay and 
the rivers tributary to it. I had never been on the ocean in my life. 
 
Then, the month I was seventeen, I signed before the mast as an able seaman on a three-top-mast 
schooner bound on a seven-months' cruise across the Pacific and back again. As my shipmates 
promptly informed me, I had had my nerve with me to sign on as able seaman. Yet behold, I WAS 
an able seaman. I had graduated from the right school. It took no more than minutes to learn the 
names and uses of the few new ropes. It was simple. I did not do things blindly. As a small-boat 
sailor I had learned to reason out and know the WHY of everything. It is true, I had to learn how to 
steer by compass, which took maybe half a minute; but when it came to steering "full-and-by" and 
"close-and-by," I could beat the average of my shipmates, because that was the very way I had 
always sailed. Inside fifteen minutes I could box the compass around and back again. And there 
was little else to learn during that seven-months' cruise, except fancy rope-sailorising, such as the 



more complicated lanyard knots and the making of various kinds of sennit and rope-mats. The 
point of all of which is that it is by means of small-boat sailing that the real sailor is best schooled. 
 
And if a man is a born sailor, and has gone to the school of the sea, never in all his life can he get 
away from the sea again. The salt of it is in his bones as well as his nostrils, and the sea will call to 
him until he dies. Of late years, I have found easier ways of earning a living. I have quit the 
forecastle for keeps, but always I come back to the sea. In my case it is usually San Francisco Bay, 
than which no lustier, tougher, sheet of water can be found for small-boat sailing. 
 
It really blows on San Francisco Bay. During the winter, which is the best cruising season, we have 
southeasters, southwesters, and occasional howling northers. Throughout the summer we have 
what we call the "sea-breeze," an unfailing wind off the Pacific that on most afternoons in the 
week blows what the Atlantic Coast yachtsmen would name a gale. They are always surprised by 
the small spread of canvas our yachts carry. Some of them, with schooners they have sailed 
around the Horn, have looked proudly at their own lofty sticks and huge spreads, then 
patronisingly and even pityingly at ours. Then, perchance, they have joined in a club cruise from 
San Francisco to Mare Island. They found the morning run up the Bay delightful. In the afternoon, 
when the brave west wind ramped across San Pablo Bay and they faced it on the long beat home, 
things were somewhat different. One by one, like a flight of swallows, our more meagrely sparred 
and canvassed yachts went by, leaving them wallowing and dead and shortening down in what 
they called a gale but which we called a dandy sailing breeze. The next time they came out, we 
would notice their sticks cut down, their booms shortened, and their after- leeches nearer the 
luffs by whole cloths. 
 
As for excitement, there is all the difference in the world between a ship in trouble at sea, and a 
small boat in trouble on land-locked water. Yet for genuine excitement and thrill, give me the 
small boat. Things happen so quickly, and there are always so few to do the work--and hard work, 
too, as the small-boat sailor knows. I have toiled all night, both watches on deck, in a typhoon off 
the coast of Japan, and been less exhausted than by two hours' work at reefing down a thirty-foot 
sloop and heaving up two anchors on a lee shore in a screaming south-easter. 
 
Hard work and excitement? Let the wind baffle and drop in a heavy tide-way just as you are sailing 
your little sloop through a narrow draw-bridge. Behold your sails, upon which you are depending, 
flap with sudden emptiness, and then see the impish wind, with a haul of eight points, fill your jib 
aback with a gusty puff. Around she goes, and sweeps, not through the open draw, but broadside 
on against the solid piles. Hear the roar of the tide, sucking through the trestle. And hear and see 
your pretty, fresh-painted boat crash against the piles. Feel her stout little hull give to the impact. 
See the rail actually pinch in. Hear your canvas tearing, and see the black, square-ended timbers 
thrusting holes through it. Smash! There goes your topmast stay, and the topmast reels over 
drunkenly above you. There is a ripping and crunching. If it continues, your starboard shrouds will 
be torn out. Grab a rope--any rope--and take a turn around a pile. But the free end of the rope is 
too short. You can't make it fast, and you hold on and wildly yell for your one companion to get a 
turn with another and longer rope. Hold on! You hold on till you are purple in the face, till it seems 
your arms are dragging out of their sockets, till the blood bursts from the ends of your fingers. But 
you hold, and your partner gets the longer rope and makes it fast. You straighten up and look at 
your hands. They are ruined. You can scarcely relax the crooks of the fingers. The pain is sickening. 
But there is no time. The skiff, which is always perverse, is pounding against the barnacles on the 
piles which threaten to scrape its gunwale off. It's drop the peak! Down jib! Then you run lines, 
and pull and haul and heave, and exchange unpleasant remarks with the bridge-tender who is 



always willing to meet you more than half way in such repartee. And finally, at the end of an hour, 
with aching back, sweat-soaked shirt, and slaughtered hands, you are through and swinging along 
on the placid, beneficent tide between narrow banks where the cattle stand knee-deep and gaze 
wonderingly at you. Excitement! Work! Can you beat it in a calm day on the deep sea? 


