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A YACHTING STORY.
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BY W.H_A.,

T was old Joshua (ioff's cottage an nsed
to stan’ by the water’s side & mile ar s
from (}nn{ord. Kincumher way. That
waa the white patch with the green be-
hind it ma all of us chaps knew when
we were lmis; an' you ¢onld mee it
from moat places round Brisbane
Water.

I remember na old Josh had it built
afier his miseia died, when be gev up goin' to
mea, to look after his little gal. He fonnd it &
hard job te guit his old ketch that he'd sailed
80 lang, and when Sam Donhleday took charge
and wanted to buy the vesae! offof bim old Josh
spoke np right sharp es he'd never pell that
ketch as long as he lived. * There ain't a smarter eraft on
the eomst,” he said, ¢She's made me a livin', and she'll
make a livin’ for my Mapgie when I'm gone ; so there’s an
end on it. Let me here no more abont buyin’ and sellin’.
She's earried me in gond weather and in bad—me an’ mine.
Why, when her as is dead an' gone was a thin slip of a gal,
an’ we was firat married, that vessel waa our firat home, an' I
kep' her like & yacht; an’ you, Sam Doubleday,if you want te
keep eharge o' her, you miust keep her like a yacht, ton, 1
know the kind o' seaman yon are, fur I larped ye myself, or
I'd never let ye stan’ no the tiller. I'd rather lay her up on
the beach in front of the honse, an' let her go to pieces in
the sun, than see her driftin’ ahout, with them sails onay
half set, and the riggin' full of Irisb pennants, like most of
the vessels as sails this ceast. So jest you eee to it, Sam
Doubleday, and eay no more about bnyin”.’

SSIK'S CABRKRIED ME N GOOD WEATHER AND IN TADR, ME
AND MINE'

T was & rough lout of & led when Joah it eame ashore,
He went in tor timber eontractin’ thea, aod afore the down
on my chin was tong enough to tarn round your first linger,
he hegan to get on a bit. You see he was o reliable soyt o
chap and was pretty well koown, ati' he never sent o poor
stuff away from his rawpits.

The firat thing aa he did when he found ae he pot along
ashore wan to whitewash the coltage outside and paper it
inside ; for Meggie, the' she was only & bit of a gal then,
liked to see things nice. Afterwarda he made her B flower
garden in front, an’, my word, she kep' it neat. That was
all right, but Mag wanted fruit trees, a0 Josh planted a bit
of & orchard, an’ what with ir provements ineide and ootside
the place got a pretty nice sort of a home,

It wea built of slabs, bowsoever, and by-and-bye the
white ant gotioto it and et it awny, an’ that is why the old
place, aa everybody knowed when I was s lad, ain't thete
now, It's & good whils ago, an’' I'm tarnin’ 76, but lor,
blers yer, that's nothin'in Lhese parts where men lives to
be 100 an' over sotnetimes. Yes, un' old Josh’s ketch, the
Dairy Maid, gone toe, an’ I'm a-goin' to tell yon how she
was Jost, She might & bin afloat to this dey, ac strong an’
sound was she if it hadn't & bin for that damned villain
Lionel Loosdale —God forgive him,

Well, Maggie she grew up a fine gal, an’, my word, I don’t
know whether the old man was pioudest or tondest of ber.
Hhin wae straight and shapely as & spar, sbe hed black hair
an' lots of it, an’ & forebead white aod smooth as mother o'

ear]. Her cheeks waa rich an' brown, with the red show.
in' through, Ao’ round ber lips an' nostrila an' about her
ears there sllus sgemed to me to be a kind o' tawny ander
the ekio, miskin' 1t & shede darker, juat like you ree the
dark points on & good heifer. It's & sign o’ sood staff in
most animals, | notis, to see dark points, an’ I think it's
just the same in wimmen.

Aoyhow, the young chaps mbout the distric—sawyers,
sallors, tishermen an’ setch—was falr mad about her.  But

nhe would he’ none o' them. Not as she was prond nr any-
thing o’ that sort, becoz when Jim Oakn got capsized in &
' buster,' in the Broadwater an’ was bronght sshore more
dead thau alive, dide't she Lave him carried up to the
hatiee and nurse him and look after him aotil he got over
it? Poor Jim hed better a bin drowned after all. You
never see & man so cub op as he wae afterwards when she
wonldn’t have him.

Old Joshna was a bit of a cure, too. He used to slap hia
thigh, an’ swear as no man should have Maggis bat he as
was fit to eail the Dairy Maid.

4 When that man comes,’ savy Joah, * Mag and tha ketch
‘ll go togsther, each bein’ the beat o' her kind. Me an’ the
missus begna lifa that way, an' there ain't no batter way.
With care the Maid ‘Il last 'em long enongh, aud if no
better luck serves ‘em they can boild B hauvse with the staff
2@ ;n he'r, by-and-bye, when it's time fer 'em to come ashore
to live.

It was downright amusin' to ree the yonng chaps takin’
to the water like dncks, hopin’ to catch the old man's eya.
Tt was that struttin' fal-de lal Lonedake as ueed to come np
here a fishin’, and a shootin’, and sich like, as first canght
the oal's eye, He was a gentleman born and eddicated,
more shame to him ; an’ thongh some folks considered him
a bit ! looney,’ or hare-brained, or somethin’, he allus know'd
enongh, Arunk or sober, to hold hia tongue abont himself.

It might a bin es a kind o’ offset to Lonsdale thas old
Josh first took np with young Hal Stephens.  Hal waa a
likely lad, smart, handy, wnd eperrited, He came from
Bathurst way not & month before, and ha'n't never seen the
sea. The chapa thought to ¢haff him & bit at firat, but they
soon found out s he was one too many for 'em, and after a
while there wasn’t & aore poplar chap in all Brishane Water
than Hal. I'm blowed if he didn’t learn to row inside of a
fortnight, and lick tbe head off * Mackerel,’ as they need to
¢all Joe Badler, the fastest man in the district. That got
Hal's name up, I can tell Fou.

But Hal wes clean gone the minnit he clapt eyes on
Maggie, I see it myself, Thia is how it was: T wasa
sittin’ on the wharfi mindin’ my neta one day when Hal
fust ~ome. Him and we was havin' a bit of a yarn. He
wanted a job, an’ I wan tellin’ him how I made a livin' &'
catehin' an’ dryin' and emokin’ fish an’ selling ‘em—some
to the Governmint, rome to the deep sea ships, and soma to
the men.o’-war, While we was talkin’ Maggia and littis
Clara, the ophiog =al as lived with 'am, come rowin' past
in a light skift, They often nsed to go out together when
the work was done up at home. Yes, and sail too. My
word, I recollect it as well as anything. Mag waa pnllin’,
an' as she swayed back'ards and for'ards as graceful as
conld be, she looked up at the wharf an’ give me & nod an’
a smile, I see Hal looked at her pretty hard, and he went
to tha edge of the wharf an' kep' his eyes on her until they
was out of sight.

' Who's that? he says after a while, when he came
slowly back with his hande in bis pockets.

' Mappie Goff,' saya 1, * the prettiest gal an’ the best gal
in all the distriet.’

' My word, you're right,” he eays, ' an’ you might just as
well ha’ paid in the whole colony. I never see sunch w face
and figger before. I see her yesterday in the town.’

Then he zrat about ber an’ old Josh, an'I told him all,
an' as how the chap ae wanted her 'ud have to eatisfy the
old man Bs he was fit to eail the Dairy Maid, which hap-
pened to be lyin’ off the wharf at the time. He didn't say
nothin’ for eome minutens, hut keg‘ his hands in his pocketa,
and bis head dowp, thinkin,’ could see right enough
what was io hie mind, After a bit I says—

"That's the Dairy Maid lyiny over there—not the black
ope, but the grey one with the black bulwatks an’ taut
tiggin'. Aintshe a beruty ? I reckon as the chap ma gets
her, and Mag, too, 'll be in it. Now, I #'pose yon thinka &
smart chap might esrily learn to sail ber?

* \ell,' he says nlowly, *men has learoed more'n that.’

' Right you are,’ I says ; * bat how long do you think as
it’d take you now ¥

"Couldn't say. May be a year or a0 if a fellow give his
mind to it.’

I burat out larfin’ in his face.

* What 're you larfin’ at " he saya qnite hot,

*At yon,” 1 says; ‘it’s easy seen as you come from the
country ;' an' 1 iarfed again.

¢ Knock it off now, knock it off," he pays, for he dida't
like bein’ Imited at. ' 1'¢ like to see you smengst the cattle
ntx: Bathurat Plains, an' see if yon'd be so mighty knowio’
then.’

‘ Well,” I sayk, ‘every man to his trade, but don’t yon
come for to think as you can learn to smil that erafy so as w
satisfy old Joshas Gotf in year, or apythin' like ir. You
might tearn to steer & bit an' set #nils an’ handle cargo, but
that nin’'t seamanship, Thst aivn'c about the bar, an’ the
tide, an’ the winde, an' the sandbanks, an’ the *southerly
busters,’ an'the constlioe, an'the wearan'tear, an' the paintin’
Bo’copperin,’an’ the pointao’teim, an’the dockin’sn' repairs,
an’ sewin', an’ rplicin,’ an' riggin’. That sin't about band-
Jin* het when she's flyin® light, an’ when she’s over deep
loaded. That ain't abont leadin' marks, an’ hauodlin’ in
poles o' wind. ‘L'bet ain't about canlkin’ an’ kedpin', an’
warpia’, sa' moorin’ an’ ceterer. To sny nothin' on luffia’,
an’ shootin', an' rtern boards, an' doctorin’ eails, an' a
hundred mora things. No,' [ says, It takes some of the
best years ¢ your life to larn it all, eo’s it'n like second natuor,
You're s Jikely sncugh lockin' chap,' [ saye, lookin® bard at
bim, ¢ but you min't agoin' ¥' win her that way, mind me.’

* Well,' says he, ‘you're m strait for'srd spoken chap, an’
»o At I, an' I don't mind tellin' you as I'n1 agoin® to try my
luck, Yes,' ha saye, " if it takes years, ns you say, it'd be
worth it to win » gnl like that. It ooly happeas once iu w

lifetime, an' it al! the diftersuce between a bappy life an' s
wretched ona, I don't ears il you Llab it about, becar it's
bound to come out afterwards. Anyhow the sooner the
better, so's we all underatan’ one another. 1 got & good eye
for & wornan, an’' [ ean ree aa the man as wine Maggie Goft
‘il have the greatest blessing m man esan got in this world,
Now, you're & old hand about the sea, fer your years thas
ia, can't you tell na how to wake n start?

I looked at bim amilin’ a bit an' [ says, * The devil | How
do you koow I ain't got & eya that way myself t'

He turned roun’ sharp, an' looked me hard in the face,
an' thin be larfod & bit an' said : * Not yoo, old boy; you
woanldp’t have no show.’

¢Tha devil I' I says, pretty wrothy, Bnot I was over it
agen in & minit, for [ couldn’t be wrothy with him, some-
how; there was somethin’ o nateral an' manly an' open
about him. *Yon're right,’ I says, *I got no show, so I
Rive it up long ago. Bat look here," I says, ' yon ain't gnt
much more of & show, 1 ean tell you that now. If yon take
my ’dvine you'll ciear ont, an' git over it as soon aa yoo

[ i1
‘N’In. 1'll not go,” he mays; ‘you didn't clear ons, did
you

‘No,' I says, 'I didno't." .

*No, voun didn"t,' says bhe. * Nummore'll I," -

¢ Well, bat you ain't got no ehow, I can tell you that. I
3ee her listenin’ to that Lonsdale,' I aays.

* No matter,’ says he ; *tell me how to atart, an' that'll
do for me.’

I never seen such a straight ahead chap, an’ such 8 one to
get round tbe soft side o you. So 1 jest told bim ail I
could, an’ advised him to go an’ sea old Joshua an' arst for
& job at the eawpits, an it was no good bis goin' to sea,

I'll be blowed if he dide't walk right off theve an’ then,
an' aret for a job on the keteh ; but aa there was no openin’
aboard of her at preaing, he took a job at the sawpits, an’
after workin® thers hard all day he'd go for a four mile pull
Mhtl:'"'d as he eonld lick, jest aa if sawin' all day was
nothin'.

After be'd licked ' Mackerel,’ as I told sbout afore, old
Josh began to take notice of him, and to think as he was
& pretty likely sort of a chap.

Well, thin 'are Lonadale, to give the devil his due, wasn't
bad lookin', nnd was wonderful iosiouatin’ with gals. I
conld see ws Magp was a bit teok with his fine manoers,
nod neat clothes, and such At first, an’ the best of gals
is up to & bit o' fan or firtin' sometimes, you know;
but she mocn found bim out for what he was, and
wouldn't have nothin’ more to do with him. He seemed
to ha’ gone clean crazy after her. You never see n
chap so stirred mp.  He ran after ber atall times of the day,
beggin' mo’ prayio' an’ threstenin® like s looonatic. Efe
worried the life out of the gal, s’ ahe couldn’s go & step, or
for & pull, bub he'd turn up and drive her back into the
house, Old Josh didn’t know whab the devit to do, an’ at
laat he arst Hal to the house, thinkin’ perbaps it was some
protection te have s young chap like him wbout the place
sometimen,

Hal soon gob to know how things was, an' when he told
os we held a meeting ooe night, I mean & few of us young
chaps s had wisters, as Mister Lonsdale 'd made rather too
free with, an' we settled to nab Mister Lousdale an’ tar and
feather him, Aux" I don'v think we did more'n he deserved, °
nor the half of what he deserved fer that matter, becuz he
was 8 real bad lot. An’ when we met him on an old horse
focin’ the tail and sterted him off on the Peat's Ferry-road
we &ll thought as we'd eeen the last of him. Sach a site as
he looked, for miod you we mll knew how to tar a vessel’s
bottom, aa’ we give him & good coat au’' lots of feathers®

Lord, how old Josh did Jaugh and clap bis thigh when he
heerd on it ; an’ e sent for young Hal an' gave him charge
of the eawpits thers an' then,

It muoet & bin nigh & couple of months after that when
Sam Dounbleday come op from Bydney one morpin' with the
Dairy Maid, all taut and trim as mausl. I bappened t'be
on the whar{, an' was talkin’ to old Josh, when Sam come
ashore in the boat.

' Bam,’ I saya, ‘ what craft ia that down Blackwall way
Lyln‘l"“ aochur with the maiosail sot? Yoo must & passed

er

tWell, I'm blowed," says ha;
hawk. What do you thiok she is

*Bleat 1f I know,' sayn 11 * [ never seen ber up bere be
fore, but it looks like one o' them big Sydoey yachte.'

;_you'u Rot ayes like a



