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atranga problams and ite struggles were it not that

moat of us have been endowed with that thriee
happy facnicy which enables ue to look forward to the
futare, in which we nsnelly see a gleam ot brightness, or
back om thosa days of the past when our patha lay in
pleasant places. Amnd it is a thoosand pities that more
people do not realisa what a splendid investment ia obtain-
able in healthy enjoyment when opportunity offara. Take,
for example, & summer’s boliday. Not only does It afford
ondlesa pleasare in &nticipation, bat after it is over how
many of oar pleasaptest hours are spent in fighting cur
battlen o'er again, especially if our pleasures have been
taken in the open air in the pursnit of some favourite sport
—shooting, cycling—or beat, tar beat of all, yachting.

TER[{IBLE indeed would be this life of oors with all its

The pleasnres of cruising in a stannch little yacht, atiff
and bandy, have been sung befors, and by far abler writers
than he who now tekes np the song, but certainly by uo
greater enthosiast. And this excase—that be in an en-
thusinst—must be that ofered by the writer for the talling
of the vecy simple story of n brief holiday eroise in a centre-
board yacht in the beantiful waters of the Hanrakl Gulf.
If it induces ona reader to join the 1anke of yachtamen it
will not have been written in vain, for that man will pro-
bably leave a trifls in his will to the amataur scribbler
whose random article Grat led bim to try and to enjoy the
greatest of homan plessares.

And pow let me up snchor, w0 to speak, and get on with
my yarp. Loog before the holidays eame we had decided,
1 and my pals, that obr * week off* should be spent croising
ronnd the Hauraki Gulf in the little four tonner Waitangi,
a worthy little namesske of the Wellington orack both in
staffaens and in possessiog & Hoe torn of speed. The
weather had been so conslatently essterly this season that
we determined to run down to the Great Barrier by way of
aatart.  The splendid scenle and fishing attrastions which
would in sny case hava Inclined oa thither wera sapple-
mented by & certain amounnt of eariosity td sea what was
feit of the poor Walrarapa at the foot of Miner's Head,

On the Batarday before Christmne, then, we
were on the yacht as soon as aver we conld get
away from our offices.

There wus little stowing to be done, bot it
was getting on for five before everything
was right and tight—not ourseives, of conree—
and we could get awsy. A strong N.E. wind
waa blowing, this being, of course, dead ahead
for un if we atuck to our programme, and thie
we decided to do. Come fair or foul, to the
Barrier we would go, and we dropped oor
moorings determined to beat out the whole &0
miles to windward—not a bad undertaking for
& four-tou belf-decked centre-board all thioge
considered. The last of the sbb tids was nearly
done a8 we slipped the moorings and stood well
down the harbour past Eean rock lighthouse and
then down Rangitoto Channel. We made a couple
of short boards, and about six o’clock passed
close to the! Beacon. The Viking, &ls0 bound
for the Earrier, was now in our company, end
@ fine pittore she made with her noble spread
of enowy canvas, and her megnificently shaped
haoll, threshing threogh the water like a prond
#64 queen, the zea roaring away past her bowa
in batfled anger. Over to the Wade shors we
both stood putting round on the port side in
due course, 50 an to weather the Noises' rocks-
Thence we atood away for Cape Colville, n nice
open course, There wan now a fine wholesail breeze pre-
vailing, so the good little yacht moved throogh the watar
at & very fair pace despite the heavy ocean swell against
her. And now we began to feel that we wore fairly away
on oot craise.  Our apiritsa were high and our hearts glad,
as those of all good yachtamen must aver ba when the fresh
wind blows boistercusly round, driviag away blue devils,
cares and worries as if they had pever existed, and when
each dash of salt spray seems like the welcoms of an
old friend—as indeed it is. As the dark cama down
on the sea we were just mble to mee the Viking at
aboat ball & mile to windward. She was plunging
away heavily, making more of the weather than we were.
‘We did bot see snything more of her all night till day.

igtit, when we mer hor again off the Watehman, whery we
kept in scompany for & short time. As she was going to
Fitzeoy Harboor she bors away from us on she starboard

. tack whilst we kept on beating to wisdward to make Blind

Bay. Bhortly after the Viking parted eompany with us
we goi & good broeze.  We eventually resched Elind Bay av
9.45 a.m. on the 22ad after  rattling good asil 0 windward,
doing the sixty miles in 16 hours, 0t & bad performance by
ANy meabs.

On oor srrivel in Blind Bay, we wers meb by Mesars J,
and T. Ryan, and with troe eclonisl hospitality did thess
gentlemen entertain s during our stay. They nevar
allowsd ue to have a meal aboard scarsely, and in every way
Iaid thomselves out to make our stag sn enjoyable one.

In the afternoon we weat shark bonting — thoronghly
equipped for the fray with harpoons, swivel hooks, and all
the paraphernalia for hooking monsters. It waa probably
thia that cansed the brates to disappear when we came on
the scene, for nos one did we catch or even see, though be-
fore we arrived there wers any nnmber of them abont. We

_ooald see their fins in plenty above the water.

Monday tuorning saw us early aativ, sa we wera going to
viait the seens of the wreek of the Wairarapa ab the other
end of the island at Miner's Head. Wa got off at 6 am,,
and & nies light easterly breezs prevailed,so wo soon akipped
past the tovely Wangaparapara Harbour, sud threugh 1he
picturesgue islands ontside Pork Fitzroy, where some marvely
of natore can be seen. We passed betwern the high-
wooded Nelson Island and Wellington Island, snd soon were
acroeg Port Abercrombie, whers we saw the Vikiog coming
ont of Maozi Bay. The bresze now began to freshen, and
we got eome atiff puffs off the high land round Miner's Head,
As there was 8 good breeze aod ocean roll in at the wreck,
we decided to go into Coppermine Bay with the yacht and
leave ber at anchor there, becanse there would be no anchor-
age near the wreck. We left the yacht sanug at anchor and
went round Minetr's Head in the dingy to the wreck, about
three-quarters of s mile away. The wreck was in juss the
same position as when she sank, bot ail the hurricane deck
was carried away, so that she appeared to ba deeper in

-bhe water. There was a grest quastity of wreckage foating
abont, and we wsecured mome relics of the ill-fated vessel.
After taking soms photos we loft the wreck, and bad a
rough trip back in the dingy to the yacht; in fact, we
nearly got swamped with two heavy soas which cama over
os.

When at last we got safely back to Coppermine Bay we
went aahore to see the deserted copper workings. Busy
indead must the scene have been here whon the fifty honses
of the settlemens were full of miners, and when thers was
the elank of the heavy machinery round the mine woath,
There is nothing left now. Ti-tree and scrub once more
reign supreme, and the ouly sign of lifa left was the number-
less herds of wild goata.  All ronnd this const it is literally
Jied with them. We had wome very good sport stalking
them whilst in Mine Bay, and got several,

After baving & good meal we got nnderway agsin for
Maori Bay, whers we went on shore and visited the lovely
cemerery where so many of the Wairarapsa passengers ara
Iaid to rest. A more beautiful spot conld bardly have been
chosen on sil the Barrier for & cametery. After chattiug
with the Maoris on shore for & time wa got onderway again
for Port Fitzroy. The wind was now very light, so progress
wax slow. When we reached Port Ab bie it died
sway to a dend calm, so we started o tow the yacht to
Rarohara Bay, which we reached at % p.m., very tired after
a very good day’s onting. We snchored off Mr Warren's
residence. He soon came off and invited we ashora for the

OFFr THE WATCHMAN.



