CHAPTERII
[JIABA 2

Failure as a fisherman (Pribak-Heygaunuk) — A voyage around the world
projected (51 obmymbiBato KpyrocBeTHoe myteriectBie) — From Boston to
Gloucester (Ot Boctona o I'mocrepa) — Fitting out for the ocean voyage
(Cuapsokenne okeanckoit skcrieguipu) — Half of a dory for a ship's boat
(TTonoBuHa phibaubeli TIOCKOJOHKKM BMECTO cynoBoi mumornkd) — The run from
Gloucester to Nova Scotia (Ot I'nocrepa mo Hogoii [llotmianauu) — A shaking
up in home waters (B pogubix Bogax) — Among old friends (Cpegu crapbix

npy3ei).

Failure as a fisherman--A voyage around the world projected—From
Boston to Gloucester--Fitting out for the ocean voyage--Half of a dory for
a ship's boat--The run from Gloucester to Nova Scotia--A shaking up in

home waters--Among old friends.

I spent a season in my new craft fishing on the coast (Llenbiii ce3oH
pbi0aunst Ha "Cripee"), only to find that I had not the cunning properly to bait a
hook (ToKkyza oOKoHUaTenbHO He yOemuics B Moel HeCroCOOHOCTH TpaBUIBHO
HaKUBJIATH KProuky). But at last the time arrived to weigh anchor and get to sea
in earnest (HakoHel], HacTymu/Ia 1opa MOJHATh SKOPb W OTIPAB/ISATHCS B HACTOsIIlee
nnaBaHve). I had resolved on a voyage around the world (TBepmo peiuus
TIPeATIPUHATE KpyrocBeTtHoe myTemiecTBre), and as the wind on the morning of
April 24, 1895, was fair, at noon I weighed anchor (s Bocmosb30BaCs
G/1arONPUATHBIM BETPOM U B TOJIZIeHb 24 aripenst 1895 rofa cHsiics ¢ axkops ), set sail,
and filled away from Boston, where the «Spray» had been moored snugly all
winter (roctaBu/ rapyca 4 Bbiities u3 boctoHa, rie "Cripeli" BClO 3UMY MOKOW/ICS Y
npuuasa). The twelve-o'clock whistles were blowing just as the sloop shot ahead
under full sail. A short board was made up the harbor on the port tack, then
coming about she stood seaward, with her boom well off to port, and swung past
the ferries with lively heels (ITongHeBHBIe (haOpyuHbBIe TYIKA pa3faivch Kak pa3 B
TOT MOMEHT, KOI/la MO€ CY/I€HBIIITKO, COBEPIITUB HeOObIIYI0 JTAaBUPOBKY, 11O/l BCEMU
rapycaMu H7is IeBbIM rajicOM, B3sJI0 KypPC B OTKpPbITOe Mope U, 60po TMpoiiiss MUMO
1apoMOB, ycTpeMu/aoch Briepes). A photographer on the outer pier at East Boston
got a picture of her as she swept by, her flag at the peak throwing its folds clear
(Kakoii-to (ororpad, HaxoguBIIMICS Ha BHelllHeM BonHope3e Vcr-bBocToHa,
chotorpadupoBan "Chopei" C mNOAHATBIM (iaroM, U HaAyTbIMA Mapycamu). A
thrilling pulse beat high in me. My step was light on deck in the crisp air



(Owgyiasi cuibHOe GueHre mynbca, s 6oapo 1aran no namybe). I felt that there
could be no turning back (Co Bceli ICHOCTBIO 51 TOHUMa/I MOJHYI HEBO3MO)KHOCTh
orctymienusi), and that I was engaging in an adventure the meaning of which I
thoroughly understood (1 3HaUMTE/ILHOCTH TIPEAIIPUHATOrO MHOKO MyTellecTBUs). I
had taken little advice from any one (MaJio ¢ kem rocoBeToBaBIIUCh), for I had a
right to my own opinions in matters pertaining to the sea (s pemmI MoJOXUATHCA
Ha cobcTBeHHBINM MopexoAHbIi orbIT). That the best of sailors might do worse than
even I alone was borne in upon me not a league from Boston docks (ITpumepom
TOTO, YTO JlaXke OTbITHeUIlIMe MOPSKU MOTYT COBepIlaTh Xy/IINe OLIWOKH, YeM S -
OJJMHOKHI MOpeTl/IaBaTe/ib, ObIT BbIOpOIIIeHHbIN Ha Oeper HeBiasieke oT 60CTOHCKOTO
nopTa), where a great steamship, fully manned, officered, and piloted (6osb1110i1
MapoXo/i, pacriojiaraBIdi SKUTIa)KeM, KOMaHAHbIM COCTaBOM M JiollMaHaMmH), lay
stranded and broken. This was the «Venetian». She was broken completely in
two over a ledge (OToT mapoxo/;, HOCUBIIUI Ha3BaHue "BeHelvieH", nomnana Ha pud
1 packosoJicsi HagBoe). So in the first hour of my lone voyage I had proof that the
«Spray» could at least do better than this full-handed steamship (B riepBbiit uac
MO€ero MyTeLIecTBUs s TIOYyUn/l HeOCIIOpUMbIe JjoKa3aTebCTBa, uTo "Cripeil” MoxeT
TUlaBaTh yBepeHHee MHbIX Oosbiimx mapoxozoB), for I was already farther on my
voyage than she (ockosbKy st IpoMyIbLI Aasiblile, UeM ToTeprieBiliee aBapyuio Cy[HO).
"Take warning, «Spray», and have a care," (- beperuch, "Cnpeii", u 0Oyab
BHuMarenbHei!) I uttered aloud to my bark, passing fairylike silently down the
bay ( - cka3an s TpOMKO, KOrjia B BOJIIIEOHOW THIIIMHE MbI CKOJIB3WIU TIO 3aJIUBY).
The wind freshened, and the «Spray» rounded Deer Island light at the rate of
seven knots (Betep ctan cBexxeTh, 1 "Cripeil”’, UMes X0/l CEMb y3J/I0B, 000THY/T Masik
Ha ocTpoBe [lup).

| spent a season in my new craft fishing on the coast, only to find that
| had not the cunning properly to bait a hook. But at last the time arrived
to weigh anchor and get to sea in earnest. | had resolved on a voyage
around the world, and as the wind on the morning of April 24, 1895, was
fair, at noon | weighed anchor, set sail, and filled away from Boston, where
the «Spray» had been moored snugly all winter. The twelve-o'clock
whistles were blowing just as the sloop shot ahead under full sail. A short
board was made up the harbor on the port tack, then coming about she
stood seaward, with her boom well off to port, and swung past the ferries
with lively heels. A photographer on the outer pier at East Boston got a
picture of her as she swept by, her flag at the peak throwing its folds
clear. A thrilling pulse beat high in me. My step was light on deck in the



crisp air. | felt that there could be no turning back, and that | was
engaging in an adventure the meaning of which | thoroughly understood.
| had taken little advice from any one, for | had a right to my own
opinions in matters pertaining to the sea. That the best of sailors might do
worse than even | alone was borne in upon me not a league from Boston
docks, where a great steamship, fully manned, officered, and piloted, lay
stranded and broken. This was the «Venetian». She was broken completely
in two over a ledge. So in the first hour of my lone voyage | had proof
that the _Spray_ could at least do better than this full-handed steamship,
for | was already farther on my voyage than she. "Take warning, «Spray»,
and have a care" | uttered aloud to my bark, passing fairylike silently
down the bay. The wind freshened, and the «Spray» rounded Deer Island

light at the rate of seven knots.

Passing it, she squared away direct for Gloucester to procure there some
fishermen's stores (MuHoBaB ero, s B3si1 Kypc Ha [yocrep, Tme cobupasncs
npuobpecTy pa3Hble pbIOOIOBHBIE cHacTh). Waves dancing joyously across
Massachusetts Bay met her coming out of the harbor to dash them into myriads
of sparkling gems that hung about her at every surge (BocTtop>xeHHO TisLy1He
BOJIHBI 3a/MBa MaccauyceTc BCTpeTwi d mipubnmkasinerocst "Cripes" Mupuazamu
CBEpPKAlIIMX CaMOL[BETOB, TMOBMCABIIMX Ha TPyAd CyJHa MOCAe KaK[Ooro yzaapa
BosiHbl). The day was perfect, the sunlight clear and strong (/leHp Obin
6mcratesnibHO conHeuHbIM). Every particle of water thrown into the air became a
gem (4 Kakzas 1moAOpoIlleHHasi KBepXy Karuisi BOAbI MpeBpailiajiach B AparoljeHHbI’
kameHb), and the «Spray», bounding ahead, snatched necklace after necklace
from the sea ("Crpeii", onpaBabiBasi CBOe Ha3BaHWe, BbIXBaThIBal Y MOPSI OJHO
JiparoijeHHoe o)kepesnbe 3a Apyrum), and as often threw them away (4 Tak >xe
CTpeMHUTeNbHO oTOpackiBasi He TioHpaBuBIIHMecs). We have all seen miniature
rainbows about a ship's prow (YacTeHbko NpUXOAUTCA BUEeTb MUHHATIOPHBIE
pajlyTy BOKPYT Hoca Kopabssi), but the ”Spray” flung out a bow of her own that
day (Ho TO, uTO Mpoucxoauno ceiiuac), such as I had never seen before (s Buzen
BriepBbie). Her good angel had embarked on the voyage; I so read it in the sea
(Buaumo, 106pkbIii aHres OTITPABU/ICS BMeCTe C HaMU B Ty TellleCTBHe).

Bold Nahant was soon abeam, then Marblehead was put astern (Bckope
BIlepe/iv MoKa3ascs BeIcOKui b6eper HaxanTta, a Map6nxen ocrascst o3agu). Other
vessels were outward bound (Bce apyrue cyna i mopuctee), but none of them
passed the «Spray» flying along on her course (1 Tonbko "Cripeit" 0JUHOKO MUIBLT



ceoum Kypcom). I heard the clanking of the dismal bell on Norman's Woe as we
went by (ITpoxogs mumo HopmaHc-Bo»s, 51 ycbiian nevasbHbld 3B0OH CUTHAIBHOTO
kosiokosia); and the reef where the schooner «Hesperus» struck I passed close
aboard. The "bones™ of a wreck tossed up lay bleaching on the shore abreast (a
pud, Ha KoTopoM pa3buack mixyHa "Tecriepyc", Mbl TIPOILA MTOYTH BIJIOTHYIO). The
wind still freshening, I settled the throat of the mainsail to ease the sloop's helm,
for I could hardly hold her before it with the whole mainsail set (Betep Bce
Oosbllle CBeXKes, U MHe TMPHUIIOCh Y6aBUTh TPOT M TeM 00eryuThb yrpaB/ieHue
pysneM). A schooner ahead of me lowered all sail and ran into port under bare
poles, the wind being fair (ILlemiias Briepegu MeHsi IIXyHa yOpasa Bce Tapyca H,
T0JIb3Y$SICh TOMYTHBIM BETPOM, HarpaB/sijlaCb C OrOJieHHbIMA MauTaMd B MOPT). As
the “Spray” brushed by the stranger (Korza "Cripeii" npoxoaun MUMO LIXYHBI), 1
saw that some of his sails were gone, and much broken canvas hung in his
rigging, from the effects of a squall (1 yBugen, uto MHorme mapyca Ha Hel
CODBaHbI, a JIOCKYThI O0TAI0TCsl Ha CHACTSAX: BUJUMO, CYJHO TIOTajo0 B LIIKBa).

Passing it, she squared away direct for Gloucester to procure there
some fishermen's stores. Waves dancing joyously across Massachusetts
Bay met her coming out of the harbor to dash them into myriads of
sparkling gems that hung about her at every surge. The day was perfect,
the sunlight clear and strong. Every particle of water thrown into the air
became a gem, and the "Spray” bounding ahead, snatched necklace after
necklace from the sea, and as often threw them away. We have all seen
miniature rainbows about a ship's prow, but the "Spray” flung out a bow
of her own that day, such as | had never seen before. Her good angel had
embarked on the voyage; | so read it in the sea.

Bold Nahant was soon abeam, then Marblehead was put astern. Other
vessels were outward bound, but none of them passed the «Spray» flying
along on her course. | heard the clanking of the dismal bell on Norman's
Woe as we went by; and the reef where the schooner «Hesperus» struck |
passed close aboard. The "bones" of a wreck tossed up lay bleaching on
the shore abreast. The wind still freshening, | settled the throat of the
mainsail to ease the sloop's helm, for I could hardly hold her before it with

the whole mainsail set. A schooner ahead of me lowered all sail and ran



into port under bare poles, the wind being fair. As the «Spray» brushed by
the stranger, | saw that some of his sails were gone, and much broken

canvas hung in his rigging, from the effects of a squall.

I made for the cove (HampaBus "Crpei" k Gepery), a lovely branch of
Gloucester's fine harbor (s BbiOpan ang CTOAHKH HeOOMBINYI0 OyXTOUKy B
OT/IMYHOM TJIOCTEPCKOM raBaHu), again to look the «Spray» over ad again to weigh
the voyage, and my feelings, and all that (Tam s npeanonaran eme u eie pa3s
ocmorpeTh "Cripeit”, B3BeCUTh BCe 00CTOSTEIbCTBA, TPOBEPUTH MOM JINUHBIE UyBCTBA
1 BCe, UTO CBsi3aHO C mpejicTosiyuM nyteiiectBuem). The bay was feather-white as
my little vessel tore in, smothered in foam (Ceiiuac, korma "Crpeil" Bxoqun B
OyxTty, oH Bech ObLT B OGenocHexHOi meHe). It was my first experience of coming
into port alone, with a craft of any size, and in among shipping (fI BnepBsie
npuObIBa/i B MOPT Ha CyfHe, He uMmetolleM 3kunaxa). Old fishermen ran down to
the wharf for which the «Spray» was heding, apparently intent upon braining
herself there (Crapnie pbibaku MocCHemmad K TIPUCTaHHW, KyJa s Aepkan Kypc,
BUIUMO cuuTas, uto "Cripeil" TBepAo pelina pa3MoKuTb cebe rosory). I hardly
know how a calamity was averted (He 3Haro, Kak yaasoch IpefoOTBPAaTUTh
karactpody), but with my heart in my mouth, almost, I let go the wheel, stepped
quickly forward, and downed the jib (Y MeHs gyimia yiiia B NSTKWA, Koraa s,
OCTaBMB py/ieBOe yIipaBiieHHe, Opocuics cryckath KiavBep). The sloop naturally
rounded in the wind, and just ranging ahead (C ymeHbIlleHHON MapyCHOCTBIO
CYZIHO MeJ/lJIeHHO TMpojo/bkano Asuratbcsi Brepen), laid her cheek against a
mooring-pile at the windward corner of the wharf (u kocHynoce 6Goprom
NpUYaJbHOM CBau Ha TO/IBETPEHHO CTOpOHe TIpUCTaHM), so quietly, after all, that
she would not have broken an egg (c Takol /IerKOCTbIO U OCTOPOXXHOCTBIO, MPHU
KOTOpPOU Hesb3s pa3buTth Jake SSUUHOM cKopsytibl). Very leisurely I passed a rope
around the post (He crieiiia st Hazies1 111BapToB Ha TIpUuaibHyi0 Tym0y), and she was
moored (1 "Cripeii" yBepeHHO BcTan y npuuana). Then a cheer went up from the
little crowd on the wharf (Torma s yciblman BOCTOp)KeHHBIE TIPUBETCTBUS
HeOO/MbIION KyuKM JHo[ed, cTosiBiled y mpuctanu). "You couldn't 'a’ done it
better," cried an old skipper, "if you weighed a ton!" (- JIyuiiie u 6bITb He MOXeT...
- BCKpHYaJl CTaphbli IIKUIep, - Jaxe ecmv ObI BbI BeCUIH BCero ofHY TOHHY!) Now,
my weight was rather less than the fifteenth part of a ton (B 3ToT MOMeHT Moli Bec
COCTaBJIsI/T MEeHee OZIHOM MATHaALaToi ToHHbI), but I said nothing, only putting on
a look of careless indifference to say for me, "Oh, that's nothing" (Ho #
npoMosidasi 06 3TOM W OrpaHUYM/ICS 0Oe3pa3MuUHBIM  B3I/ISAJOM, KOTOPBIN
KpacHOpeunBO roBopus 3a MeHs: nycTsku!); for some of the ablest sailors in the
world were looking at me (Jlyuiive B Mrpe MOPSIKM CMOTpeJd Ha MeHs), and my
wish was not to appear green, for I had a mind to stay in Gloucester several days
(4 s BOBCe He XOTes MOKa3aThCs Tiepe], HUMU HOBHUYKOM, TeM 0ojiee uTto cobupascs
npoObIThE B I'1ocTepe Heckonbko AHei ). Had I uttered a word it surely would have



betrayed me (Cka)ku 1 B 5TOT MOMEHT XOThb OZJHO CJIOBO, S Bbifian Obl cebsi), for I
was still quite nervous and short of breath (Tak kak Bce eirie 6511 B3BOJTHOBaH U
MPEePbIBUCTO JbILIanN).

| made for the cove, a lovely branch of Gloucester's fine harbor, again
to look the «Spray» over ad again to weigh the voyage, and my feelings,
and all that. The bay was feather-white as my little vessel tore in,
smothered in foam. It was my first experience of coming into port alone,
with a craft of any size, and in among shipping. Old fishermen ran down
to the wharf for which the «Spray» was heding, apparently intent upon
braining herself there. | hardly know how a calamity was averted, but with
my heart in my mouth, almost, | let go the wheel, stepped quickly forward,
and downed the jib. The sloop naturally rounded in the wind, and just
ranging ahead, laid her cheek against a mooring-pile at the windward
corner of the wharf, so quietly, after all, that she would not have broken
an egg. Very leisurely | passed a rope around the post, and she was
moored. Then a cheer went up from the little crowd on the wharf. "You
couldn't 'a' done it better," cried an old skipper, "if you weighed a ton!"
Now, my weight was rather less than the fifteenth part of a ton, but I said
nothing, only putting on a look of careless indifference to say for me, "Oh,
that's nothing"; for some of the ablest sailors in the world were looking at
me, and my wish was not to appear green, for | had a mind to stay in
Gloucester several days. Had | uttered a word it surely would have

betrayed me, for | was still quite nervous and short of breath.

I remained in Gloucester about two weeks, fitting out with the various
articles for the voyage most readily obtained there (B I'moctepe s Tpo6bia 0K0/10
IBYX Hedesb, mprobpeTasi Bce Heobxomumoe Ajisi TipefcTosiiiero TiaBaHusi). The
owners of the wharf where I lay (Bnagenbijpl mpuctaHud, y KOTOpOH s
npuiBapToBascs), and of many fishing-vessels, put on board dry cod galore, also
a barrel of oil to calm the waves (a Takke MecTHble pbIOaKM [JOCTAaBWIA MHE
OrPOMHO€ KOJTMUeCTBO BsJIEHOW TPeCKH U Jaxke O0UKy HeTH, UTOOBI yCITOKaWBaTh
BosiHbl). They were old skippers themselves (Byayun crapeiMu MopckuMH



Bosikami), and took a great interest in the voyage (oHM mposiBUIM 60JBIION
uHTepec K moeMy nytemecTButo). They also made the «Spray» a present of a
"fisherman's own" lantern (u mogapumm "Crpero" HacTOSIIMI PhIOAI[KMK (hOHAPH),
which I found would throw a light a great distance round (6pocatomuii cBeT Ha
6osnbirioe paccrosinue). Indeed, a ship that would run another down having such a
good light aboard would be capable of running into a light-ship (Tot, kT0 HaneTur
Ha Cy[HO C TakuM (poHapeM, HACKOUMT U Ha miaByuuii Masik). A gaff, a pugh, and a
dip-net, all of which an old fisherman declared I could not sail without, were also
put aboard (Kpome Toro, Ha 60pT "Cnpesa" OblTM MOrpy>XeHbl OCTpPOra M Mpoure
PBIOOJIOBHBIE CHACTH, 0€3 KOTOPBIX, KaK yTBepsKJald OJWH CTapblii pbIOaK, Heb3s
nyckaTbcsl B TiaBaHue). Then, top, from across the cove came a case of copper
paint, a famous antifouling article, which stood me in good stead long after (C
ITPOTHBOIIO/IOKHOTO Oepera OyXTbl MHe IPHBE3/M SIIUK OYeHb CTOMKOM MeIHOMU
KpPaCKH - BeJTMKOJIETTHOTO Cpe/[CTBA MPOTUB obpacTtanus aAHa). I slapped two coats of
this paint on the bottom of the «Spray» while she lay a tide or so on the hard
beach (Korma "Cnpeit" BO BpeMs OT/IMBa OUYYTWICS Ha TPYHTe, s MOKPbUI JHULLE
JBYMSI CJIOSIMHU 9TON KpacKH).

For a boat to take along, I made shift to cut a castaway dory in two
athwartships, boarding up the end where it was cut (bpoilileHHYI0 TJI0CKO/IOHHYO
JIOAKY s PacrWIW TIoTiepeK, CKOJOTU/ U3 JOCOK HOBYIO KOPMY U TpeBpaTW/ CBOHO
HaxozKy B cyznoByto numorky). This half-dory I could hoist in and out by the nose
easily enough, by hooking the throat-halyards into a strop fitted for the purpose.
A whole dory would be heavy and awkward to handle alone (Takyto nosoBuny s
BCerJja MOT CaMOCTOSITe/TbHO C TIOMOIIbIO0 Tadesb-rap/ie/l BLITAIUTh W3 BOJBI, a C
1[eJI0M TIJIOCKOJIOHKOW O/IHOMY CMpaBUTHCS ObLIO OBl TPYAHO H3-3a ee TSHKeCTH U
rpomo3akocty). Manifestly there was not room on deck for more than the half of
a boat (/la u Ha mamy6e xBaTasio MecCTa TOJBKO /IJisl IOJIOBHHBI 1071k ), which, after
all, was better than no boat at all, and was large enough for one man (xotopoii
BIOJIHE [IOCTaTOUHO [/l OIHOTO YesIOBeKa; Jydyllle MMeThb TOJIOBUHY JIOAKH, UeM
Huuero). I perceived, moreover, that the newly arranged craft would answer for
a washing-machine when placed athwartships (OnHoBpemeHHO s1 pe/iBUZieN, UTO
COOpPY’KeHHOe MHOIO T/laByuyee Cpe/CTBO OyleT OTIMUHBIM KODBITOM [Jisi CTUDKHU
6enbsi), and also for a bath-tub (a Takke BaHHOH A/ MbIThs). Indeed, for the
former office my razeed dory gained such a reputation on the voyage that my
washerwoman at Samoa would not take no for an answer (Takoe npesHa3HaueHHe
TIJIOCKOJJOHKH OBbIJI0 HaCTOJBKO OUeBHZHBIM, UTO KOrjla Ha octpoBax Camoa siBUIach
MeCTHasi Tipayka, OHa 0e3 wMaseliliero BO3pakeHUsl TIPUHSAIACh CTUpPaTh B
TiockozioHKe Moe Genbe). She could see with one eye that it was a new invention
which beat any Yankee notion ever brought by missionaries to the islands, and
she had to have it (ITpauka HecOMHEeHHO MPUHS/IA ee 3a HOBOe N300peTeHue, ropaszio
Oosiee cylllecTBeHHOe, ueM BCe TIpeMeThl TrajlaHTeped, KOTOpble aMepHUKaHCKUe
MHCCUOHEPbI OCTaB/ISIIOT Ha OCTPOBA).



| remained in Gloucester about two weeks, fitting out with the various
articles for the voyage most readily obtained there. The owners of the
wharf where | lay, and of many fishing-vessels, put on board dry cod
galore, also a barrel of oil to calm the waves. They were old skippers
themselves, and took a great interest in the voyage. They also made the
«Spray» a present of a "fisherman's own" lantern, which | found would
throw a light a great distance round. Indeed, a ship that would run
another down having such a good light aboard would be capable of
running into a light-ship. A gaff, a pugh, and a dip-net, all of which an old
fisherman declared | could not sail without, were also put aboard. Then,
top, from across the cove came a case of copper paint, a famous
antifouling article, which stood me in good stead long after. | slapped two
coats of this paint on the bottom of the «Spray» while she lay a tide or so
on the hard beach.

For a boat to take along, | made shift to cut a castaway dory in two
athwartships, boarding up the end where it was cut. This half-dory | could
hoist in and out by the nose easily enough, by hooking the throat-
halyards into a strop fitted for the purpose. A whole dory would be heavy
and awkward to handle alone. Manifestly there was not room on deck for
more than the half of a boat, which, after all, was better than no boat at
all, and was large enough for one man. | perceived, moreover, that the
newly arranged craft would answer for a washing-machine when placed
athwartships, and also for a bath-tub. Indeed, for the former office my
razeed dory gained such a reputation on the voyage that my
washerwoman at Samoa would not take no for an answer. She could see
with one eye that it was a new invention which beat any Yankee notion

ever brought by missionaries to the islands, and she had to have it.

The want of a chronometer for the voyage was all that now worried me
(EmuHCTBEHHOE, UTO Terepb MeHs1 0ecroKOW/o, - 3TO HeoOXOAUMOCTb TMpHobpecTH



xpoHomeTp). In our newfangled notions of navigation it is supposed that a
mariner cannot find his way without one (B Hammx HOBOMOZAHBIX MpaBU/axX
KopaOsieBOXKZIeHHs TOBOPUTCS, uTO 0e3 XpOHOMeTpa HeJ/b3s OIpeAeuTb CBOe
mectoHaxoxeHue); and I had myself drifted into this way of thinking (1 naxe s
cam zasn cebs yoequts B 3ToM). My old chronometer, a good one, had been long in
disuse (Mo npeXXHUM OT/IMYHBIA XPOHOMETP JJaBHO HaxXoaw/cs B OesmeiictBum). It
would cost fifteen dollars to clean and rate it ( a 3a YMCTKy U peryIMpoOBKY Hajio
Obi10 yruiaTuTh TisATHaAATh AosapoB). Fifteen dollars! For sufficient reasons I
left that timepiece at home (Llenbix naTHaALATE AosmapoB! 1o BrosHe TTOHSITHBIM
MIPUYMHAM sI OCTaBWJI XpoHOMeTp Joma), where the Dutchman left his anchor
(momo6Ho TOMy Kak "Jleryuwmii ['ommanzel” moctymua co cBouM sikopem). I had the
great lantern, and a lady in Boston sent me the price of a large two-burner cabin
lamp (OgHa 6ocToHCKash Jama MpHc/iajga MHe JeHer Ha TIOKYIIKY [BYXTOPeKOBOM
namrtel), which lighted the cabin at night, and by some small contriving served
for a stove through the day (kotopas mo HouaM ocBelllajia KatOTy, a [JHeEM MpHU
HeOOJBIINX YXUIIPEeHUSIX CJTy>KUIa KyXOHHOW TUTUTOM).

Being thus refitted I was once more ready for sea (3akoHuMB Ha 3TOM
OCHalleHue, s1 ObUT TOTOB K OTIUIBITHIO), and on May 7 again made sail (u 7 mas
Bhiiies1 B Mope). With little room in which to turn (He umest foctaTouHo mecta ayis
pa3Bopora), the «Spray», in gathering headway ("Cripeit", Habupas xop),
scratched the paint off an old, fine-weather craft in the fairway (o mytu cozgpan
KpacKy Ha CTapoM IpOTry/IouHOM cyaHe), being puttied and painted for a summer
voyage (koTopoe Kpacuiu K JjieTHel HaBurauuu). "Whe'll pay for that?" growled
the painters (- Kro Ham yniatuT 3a 3107 - 3apbeiuanu masnspsl). "I will,” said I (- {1
ymiauy... - orBetun s). "With the main-sheet,” echoed the captain of the
«Bluebird» (- Pa3Be uTo rpoTa-mIKoTOM... - 0TO3Basics KaruraH "Bmobepaa”), close
by, which was his way of saying that I was off (npoxoausiiero psizom c Hamuy,
HaMeKasi Ha To, 4To s oTruibiBaio). There was nothing to pay for above five cents'
worth of paint, maybe (Brnpouem, ratuts 6bUIO He 3a UTO, pa3Be KaKMX-HHOyIb
IISATh LIEHTOB 3a Kpacky), but such a din was raised between the old "hooker" and
the «Bluebird» (Ho wmexay wmansgpamMu €O CTapod KalOllM M KalUTaHOM
"bmtobepaa”), which now took up my case (HeOXHWJAHHO TMPUHSIBIIMM MO
cTopoHy), that the first cause of it was forgotten altogether (rogHsinace OypHas
CJIOBeCHasi Tieperiaska, B Xofie KOTOpoii Oblsia 3a0biTa 0CHOBHAsl TeMa MPOUCILIe CTBYS ).
Anyhow, no bill was sent after me (Hukro Tak ¥ He mnpuc/ian cyeta 3a
TIPUUMHEHHBIN YOBITOK).

The want of a chronometer for the voyage was all that now worried
me. In our newfangled notions of navigation it is supposed that a mariner
cannot find his way without one; and | had myself drifted into this way of

thinking. My old chronometer, a good one, had been long in disuse. It



would cost fifteen dollars to clean and rate it. Fifteen dollars! For sufficient
reasons | left that timepiece at home, where the Dutchman left his anchor.
| had the great lantern, and a lady in Boston sent me the price of a large
two-burner cabin lamp, which lighted the cabin at night, and by some
small contriving served for a stove through the day.

Being thus refitted | was once more ready for sea, and on May 7
again made sail. With little room in which to turn, the «Spray», in
gathering headway, scratched the paint off an old, fine-weather craft in
the fairway, being puttied and painted for a summer voyage. "Who'll pay
for that?" growled the painters. "I will," said I. "With the main-sheet,"
echoed the captain of the «Bluebird», close by, which was his way of
saying that | was off. There was nothing to pay for above five cents' worth
of paint, maybe, but such a din was raised between the old "hooker" and
the «Bluebird», which now took up my case, that the first cause of it was

forgotten altogether. Anyhow, no bill was sent after me.

The weather was mild on the day of my departure from Gloucester (B neHb
oTIibITUsE U3 [7iocTepa morofa Obia Tuxas). On the point ahead (Y Bbixoga u3
OyxThl), as the «Spray» stood out of the cove ( otkyza ornpaBuics "Crpeii'), was a
lively picture, for the front of a tall factory was a flutter of handkerchiefs and
caps (s yBUZe/n WHTEPECHYI0 KapTHHY: BAOJIb BBICOKOro dacaja 3maHus ¢dhabpuku
TpereTasnu TIaTKy U 11anku). Pretty faces peered out of the windows from the top
to the bottom of the building, all smiling «bon voyage» (/130 Bcex 0KOH CMOTpe/x
TIPUBET/IMBbIE JIMLIA; BCE KelaJi MHe CYacT/IMBOro IyaBaHusi). Some hailed me to
know where away and why alone (Koe-kTo OKIMKan MeHs, Kak Obl cripaiivBas,
KyZia U 3aueM s 1bIBy B ofuHouecTBe). Why? When I made as if to stand in ({1
Jenan Buj, OyaTro xouy npruyannTh), a hundred pairs of arms reached out (1 Torza
COTHU PYK TSIHY/MCh), and said come (1eMOHCTPUPYSI TOTOBHOCTh MJIBITb BMECTE CO
MHOM), but the shore was dangerous (Ho 6eper 6b11 cymiiikom omaceH)! The sloop
worked out of the bay against a light southwest wind (Vzas B kpyToii GetimeBun
npu crnabom roro-3amazHoM BeTpe), and about noon squared away off Eastern
Point ("Crnpeii" Bbimiesn u3 OyxThl, U B TO/NJeHb s MuHOBaja VctepH IIoWHT),
receiving at the same time a hearty salute — the last of many kindnesses to her at
Gloucester (ronyuuB cep/ieuHbli MpOIjaAbHbIA TIPUBET - TOCAeAHUN W3 MHOTHUX
3HAaKOB BHMMaHMUs, oKa3aHHbIX MHe B ['mocTepe). The wind freshened off the point,
and skipping along smoothly (Betep 3acBexer, 1, 60ipo pBaHyBIIUCh Briepefn), the
«Spray» was soon off Thatcher's Island lights (Cnpeii" ckopo ouyTtwics Ha



TpaBep3e Masika Tetuepc-AiisieHs;). Thence shaping her course east, by compass, to
go north of Cashes Ledge and the Amen Rocks (B3sB Kypc Ha BOCTOK U Mpoijs K
ceBepy ot 6anku Kari-JIlemk u ckan AmeH Poke), I sat and considered the matter
all over again, and asked myself once more whether it were best to sail beyond
the ledge and rocks at all (s errje u erre pa3 3aziaBan cebe BOTIPOC, He ydIlle JIH
Jep>KaTbcs rogasbiie ot ckaa u 6apos). I had only said that I would sail round the
world in the «Spray» (OTBeTUB camomy cebe, uTo 00s13yr0Cch coBepiIUTh Ha "Cripee”
KpyrocBetHoe TiyTemiecTBue), "dangers of the sea excepted,” (Borpeku
ornacHoCTsM, Tasiumcs B mope) but I must have said it very much in earnest (s
CKasaJ 3T0 co Bcel cepbe3HocThio). The "charter-party” with myself seemed to
bind me, and so I sailed on (Takum o6pa3om, 3acTpaxoBaB caMOro ceOs, s
orripaBu/icsi B TiaBaHue). Toward night I hauled the sloop to the wind, and
baiting a hook, sounded for bottom-fish, in thirty fathoms of water, on the edge
of Cashes Ledge (BeuepoMm, Haxozsich HeBasieke oT Ganku Kari-Jlemk, s mipuBest
"Cripeii" K BeTpy, HacaJu/i HaXWBKYy Ha DbIOOJIOBHYIO CHacTh, omycTuB ee Ha 30
MOPCKUX Ca’KeHeH, ¥ TIPUHS/ICS JIOBUTh ITyOOKOBOAHYIO phiOy). With fair success I
hauled till dark, landing on deck three cod and two haddocks (S pwibaunn c
OTMEHHBIM yCIIeXOM [0 HAaCTyTJIeHUs] TEMHOTBI U TOMMas TpU TPeCKH, JIByX TIHKIII),
one hake, and, best of all, a small halibut, all plump and spry (, ofHy MOpCKyt0
YKy Y, 4yTO ObIJIO TIpUsiTHee BCero, HeOOJbIIOro, HO KUPHOTO U FOPKOTO MasTyca).
This, I thought, would be the place to take in a good stock of provisions above
what I already had (PemmB, uTo s1 HaX0XKyCb Ha CaMOM yZOOHOM MecTe, Ijle MOXKHO
TIOTIOJIHUTH 3ariac TPoJoBoJIbCTBYSA); SO I put out a sea-anchor that would hold her
head to windward (s oTman riaByuMii SIKOpb, KOTOPBIM JJOJDKEH ObUT yaep>KUBaTh
Hoc "Cripesi” npotuB BeTpa). The current being southwest, against the wind (FOro-
3araZiHoe TeueHHe TakKke ObI/I0 TTPOTHBOIIONIOKHO BeTpy), I felt quite sure I would
find the «Spray» still on the bank or near it in the morning (1 3T0 JaBano mMHe
yBepeHHOCTh, UT0 HayTpo "Crpeit" OymeT HaXOAMTHCS TIOUTH Ha TOM >Ke MecTe).
Then "stradding" the cable and putting my great lantern in the rigging (3arem s
BLICTaBWUJI MOM OO/BITION CUTHAMLHBIM oHaph), I lay down, for the first time at sea
alone (1 BriepBbIe B MOJIHOM OIMHOUECTBE CpPe/ii MOPCKOTO TIPOCTOpa yJiercs), not to
sleep, but to doze and to dream (Ho He criaTh, a JMIlIb peMaTb U MeUTarhb).

The weather was mild on the day of my departure from Gloucester.
On the point ahead, as the «Spray» stood out of the cove, was a lively
picture, for the front of a tall factory was a flutter of handkerchiefs and
caps. Pretty faces peered out of the windows from the top to the bottom
of the building, all smiling «bon voyage». Some hailed me to know where
away and why alone. Why? When | made as if to stand in, a hundred pairs

of arms reached out, and said come, but the shore was dangerous! The



sloop worked out of the bay against a light southwest wind, and about
noon squared away off Eastern Point, receiving at the same time a hearty
salute — the last of many kindnesses to her at Gloucester. The wind
freshened off the point, and skipping along smoothly, the «Spray» was
soon off Thatcher's Island lights. Thence shaping her course east, by
compass, to go north of Cashes Ledge and the Amen Rocks, | sat and
considered the matter all over again, and asked myself once more whether
it were best to sail beyond the ledge and rocks at all. | had only said that |
would sail round the world in the «Spray», "dangers of the sea excepted,”
but | must have said it very much in earnest. The "charter-party” with
myself seemed to bind me, and so | sailed on. Toward night | hauled the
sloop to the wind, and baiting a hook, sounded for bottom-fish, in thirty
fathoms of water, on the edge of Cashes Ledge. With fair success | hauled
till dark, landing on deck three cod and two haddocks, one hake, and, best
of all, a small halibut, all plump and spry. This, | thought, would be the
place to take in a good stock of provisions above what | already had; so |
put out a sea-anchor that would hold her head to windward. The current
being southwest, against the wind, | felt quite sure | would find the
«Spray» still on the bank or near it in the morning. Then "stradding" the
cable and putting my great lantern in the rigging, | lay down, for the first

time at sea alone, not to sleep, but to doze and to dream.

I had read somewhere of a fishing-schooner hooking her anchor into a
whale (I'me-To s uuras, Kak ofiHa pbibalfkas 1IXyHa, OPOCUB SIKOPb, 3alleluiach 3a
cnuHy KuTa), and being towed a long way and at great speed (koTopbiii C GerieHo
CKOpOCThIO yHecC ee B OTKpbiToe mMope). This was exactly what happened to the
«Spray» — in my dream (VMmeHHo 3T0 cayuunock U co "CripeeM" - BO CHe,
koHeuHO)! I could not shake it off entirely when I awoke and found that it was
the wind blowing and the heavy sea now running that had disturbed my short
rest (1 He MoOr oT[enarbCsi OT 3TOTO BIlEUAT/IeHWS, [Ja)ke KOTZAA TIPOCHYJCS U
0oOHapy»Xusi, UTo BeTep JAyeT BOBCIO M UTO pasrysisiBllieecsi MOpe MOTPeBOXKUIO MOM
KpaTkuii ot/pix). A scud was flying across the moon (JIyHa ocBelljajia TOHUMbIe
BeTpoM oOsaka). A storm was brewing (HazBurasncs mropm); indeed, it was



already stormy . I reefed the sails, then hauled in my sea-anchor, and setting
what canvas the sloop could carry (Torza, octaBuB /uIIb CaMyt0 MasOCTh NApPyCoOB,
s 3apudui ux, BbIOpan TaByunid sikopb), headed her away for Monhegan light,
which she made before daylight on the morning of the 8th (1 HanpaBuncs K masiky
Ha oCcTpoBe MoHXeraH, KOTOporo foctur Ha paccBete 8 masi). The wind being free, I
ran on into Round Pond harbor, which is a little port east from Pemaquid (1zs
TIOJIHBIM BeTpOM, si BoIlles1 B raBaHb PayHz-IToHJ ManeHbKMM TIOPT K BOCTOKY OT
[Temakyug). Here I rested a day (3zeck s mipobbin Bech jeHb), while the wind
rattled among the pine-trees on shore (moka Betep OyIlieBan cpeay MPUOPEKHBIX
coceH). But the following day was fine enough (Ha ciienytoiiuii feHs morogia crasia
JocTaTouHo xopoiueii), and I put to sea, first writing up my log from Cape Ann (u
s BbIlLIeJT B MOpe, TpeABapUTe/IbHO BHeCS BCe 3alMCU B Cy[OBOM >XypHas), not
omitting a full account of my adventure with the whale (He 103a0bIB yrIoMsAHyTH O
MOeM "TIDUK/IFOUeHUH C KUTOM").

The «Spray», heading east, stretched along the coast among many islands
and over a tranquil sea (Ckonb3si Boo/b Gepera 1o CTIOKOMHOW TTOBEPXHOCTH MOPH,
"Criper" pmepkal KypC Ha BOCTOK, MPOXOJs MHMO MHOXECTBa OCTPOBKOB). At
evening of this day, May 10, she came up with a considerable island (K Beuepy 10
Masi Mbl JIOCTUI/IA OOMBIIIOTO OCTpPOBa; considerable — 3HauumenbHbill, 601bWON),
which I shall always think of as the Island of Frogs (koTopslii ocTaeTcsi B MOUX
BOCTIOMHHAHUSIX 110/, Ha3BaHueM JIsryiaubero), for the «Spray» was charmed by a
million voices (Tak Kak OH TbITa/ica oyapoBarh "Cripeil" MU/UTMOHAMM JISTYIIAUbUX
ronocoB). From the Island of Frogs we made for the Island of Birds, called
Gannet Island (Ot JIsryiiaubero octpoBa Mbl nofiolinu K [ITuubemy, Ha3bIBaeMOMY
Takke ckanamu ['eHHeta), and sometimes Gannet Rock, where on is a bright,
intermittent light, which flashed fitfully across the «Spray's» deck as she coasted
along under its light and shade (Ha HeM ycTaHOBMeH CU/IbHbI MUTAIOIIUNA Masik,
SPKUMM BCIIbIIIKAMM OCBeIaBIIMKM TuibiBylUid Mumo "Cripeit"; bright — sapkutl,
intermittent — npepbigucmnill, fitfully — ypbiekamu, coast — nobepedicbe, niagams
800/1b nobepedicbs, shade — ommeHok, meHb, 3ameHsimb). Thence shaping a course
for Briar's Island (OTctoza s B3si1 Kypc Ha 0-B bpatiep-Aiinen; thence — omciooa,
shape — ¢opma, popmuposams), I came among vessels the following afternoon on
the western fishing-grounds (1 Bo BTOpoOii MO/IOBMHE C/I@AYIONMIEr0 AHS OUYTH/ICS
cpeay peIbaubMX CyZOB Ha 3aragHOM pbl0OIOBHOM OaHKe; among — cpedu, following
- cnedyrouwjuli), and after speaking a fisherman at anchor, who gave me a wrong
course (IToroBopuB €O CTOSIBIIMM Ha SIKOpe pbIOAKOM, KOTOpBIM Jani MHe
HeTpaBU/bHBIA Kypc), the «Spray» sailed directly over the southwest ledge
through the worst tide-race in the Bay of Fundy (s mén noa napycom BAo/b 1OT0-
3amaIHOM OKOHEUHOCTH Oapa uyepe3 camylo TIOTaHyl OBICTPUHY, Kakas TOJBKO
uMmeeTcs B 3anuBe PaHau; worst — Hauxyowutl ), and got into Westport harbor in
Nova Scotia, where I had spent eight years of my life as a lad ( yroaun npsimo B
¥Ysctnopt B HoBout llloTnanaum, rae Korga-To B FOHbIE TOAbI IPOBE/I BOCEMb JIeT; get
— nosyyams, nonacms, harbor — 2agamb, nopm, lad — napeHb, MAIbUUK).



| had read somewhere of a fishing-schooner hooking her anchor into
a whale, and being towed a long way and at great speed. This was exactly
what happened to the «Spray» — in my dream! | could not shake it off
entirely when | awoke and found that it was the wind blowing and the
heavy sea now running that had disturbed my short rest. A scud was flying
across the moon. A storm was brewing; indeed, it was already stormy. |
reefed the sails, then hauled in my sea-anchor, and setting what canvas
the sloop could carry, headed her away for Monhegan light, which she
made before daylight on the morning of the 8th. The wind being free, |
ran on into Round Pond harbor, which is a little port east from Pemaquid.
Here | rested a day, while the wind rattled among the pine-trees on shore.
But the following day was fine enough, and | put to sea, first writing up
my log from Cape Ann, not omitting a full account of my adventure with
the whale.

The «Spray», heading east, stretched along the coast among many
islands and over a tranquil sea. At evening of this day, May 10, she came
up with a considerable island, which | shall always think of as the Island of
Frogs, for the «Spray» was charmed by a million voices. From the Island of
Frogs we made for the Island of Birds, called Gannet Island, and
sometimes Gannet Rock, whereon is a bright, intermittent light, which
flashed fitfully across the «Spray's» deck as she coasted along under its
light and shade. Thence shaping a course for Briar's Island, | came among
vessels the following afternoon on the western fishing-grounds, and after
speaking a fisherman at anchor, who gave me a wrong course, the
«Spray» sailed directly over the southwest ledge through the worst tide-
race in the Bay of Fundy, and got into Westport harbor in Nova Scotia,

where | had spent eight years of my life as a lad.



m

"'No dorg nor no cat

The fisherman may have said "east-southeast,” the course I was steering
when I hailed him (Bo3Mo)kHO, uTO pbiOaK CKa3an MHe "OCT-3F0HJ-0CT", TO eCTb
MOATBepAWI TIPaBUWILHOCTh HarpaB/ieHusi, KOTOpoe s fiep)ka/l B MOMEHT Tofxo/a K
HeMy; hailed - pacyenena); but I thought he said "east-northeast,” and I
accordingly changed it to that (a MHe MouyU/I0Ch, YTO OH CKa3aa "0CT-HOpPJ-OCT",
U s U3MeHUs Kypc; accordingly - coomeemcmeeHHo). Before he made up his mind
to answer me at all (TTpexxze uem BooOIIle OTBETUTH Ha MOU BOTIPOC; mind — pasym,
MHeHue), he improved the occasion of his own curiosity to know where I was
from (oH Bocronb30BasCsS TIPe/CTaBUBIIIENCS BO3MOXXHOCTBIO Y/IOBIE€TBOPUTH
coOCTBeHHOE JTFOOOITBITCTBO U BBISICHUTH OTKYZAA s IUIBIBY; improve — y/Iyuluamb,
ucnonbzoeamnb Aydywium obpaszom, occasion — noeod, c/ayuali, curiosity -
mobonbimcmeo), and if I was alone, and if I didn't have "no dorg nor no cat."
(moueMy mMyTeIIeCTBYI0 B OAMHOUKY M TOUueMy He KMMel0 Ha OOpPTy HU KOTa, HU
cobakn) It was the first time in all my life at sea that I had heard a hail for
information answered by a question (BriepBble Ha MpPOTSHKEHWHW CBOEM MOPCKOU
)KU3HU 51 Ha BOIPOC MOJYUYW/ BMECTO OTBeTa Lieyto Kyuy BorpocoB). I think the
chap belonged to the Foreign Islands ([Iymato, 3TOT THTI OB He U3 3/EIIHAX MeCT;
belong — npuHadaexcamb, 6bimb 00HUM u3 2pynnbl). There was one thing I was
sure of, and that was that he did not belong to Briar's Island(Bo Bcsikom ciyuae
OH poioM He C 0-Ba bpaviep-AlineHna; thing — eewb, ¢pakm, sure — KOHEUHO,
6e3owubouHblli, belong - npunadnexcams), because he dodged a sea that slopped
over the rail (motomy uro, yBepThIBasCb OT BOJH, XJIECTABIIMX Yepe3 IOPYYHHU;
dodge — ysopauusambcs, rail - nopyuHu), and stopping to brush the water from his
face (u BbITUpass pykamu OpbI3TM BOAbI C Jjula; brush — wémka, nézkoe
npuxkocHoeseHue), lost a fine cod which he was about to ship (on ymyctun
OT/IMYHYIO, TIOMMaHHyI0O UM ObUIO TpecKy; lose — mepsimb, ynyckamb, cod —
mpecka). My islander would not have done that. It is known that a Briar
Islander, fish or no fish on his hook, never flinches from a sea (Xopoiio usBectHo,
YTO >XKUTeM 0-Ba bpatiep-AlineHia, He3aBUCUMO OT TOTO - CUJIUT JIM Y HUX PbIOKa Ha
KpIOUKe W/IM HeT, HUKOT[Ja He OTBOPAUMBAIOTCS OT MOpPCKuX Opwi3r; flinch —
g30pazusaem, yknoHussmbcsi). He just tends to his lines and hauls or "saws.” (A



3TOT TOJILKO 0OOJTanm pykaMu M HeBHHMMAaTe/bHO Trepebupan CHacTh; tend — umemb
meHOeHyuio, uMemb CKAOHHOCMb, haul — mawjums, ya08, 0obbiua, saw — yeuoer,
npouwl.- see) Nay, have I not seen my old friend Deacon W. D, a good man of the
island (ITomHrO, Kak MOW CTapbld NpPUATeNb AbSKOH CO 3/IeIIHUX OCTPOBOB), while
listening to a sermon in the little church on the hill (zaxxe ciymas npornosegs B
1[epkBU U 3ajipeMaB), reach out his hand over the door of his pew and "jig"
imaginary squid in the aisle (HempepbiBHO Tiepebupan pykamu BoOOpa’kaeMyto
pPbI00/IOBHYIO CHAcCTh), to the intense delight of the young people, who did not
realize that to catch good fish one must have good bait, the thing most on the
deacon's mind (ueM Zj0CTaB/Is/T MOOZEXXH HEOITMCyeMOoe yZI0OBOJIbCTBHE).

The fisherman may have said "east-southeast," the course | was
steering when | hailed him; but | thought he said "east-northeast," and |
accordingly changed it to that. Before he made up his mind to answer me
at all, he improved the occasion of his own curiosity to know where | was
from, and if | was alone, and if | didn't have "no dorg nor no cat." It was
the first time in all my life at sea that | had heard a hail for information
answered by a question. | think the chap belonged to the Foreign Islands.
There was one thing | was sure of, and that was that he did not belong to
Briar's Island, because he dodged a sea that slopped over the rail, and
stopping to brush the water from his face, lost a fine cod which he was
about to ship. My islander would not have done that. It is known that a
Briar Islander, fish or no fish on his hook, never flinches from a sea. He
just tends to his lines and hauls or "saws." Nay, have | not seen my old
friend Deacon W. D---, a good man of the island, while listening to a
sermon in the little church on the hill, reach out his hand over the door of
his pew and "jig" imaginary squid in the aisle, to the intense delight of the
young people, who did not realize that to catch good fish one must have

good bait, the thing most on the deacon's mind.



The deacon's dream.

I was delighted to reach Westport (51 6bi1 paji HeOXKU/JaHHOMY TIPHUXOAY B
Ysctnopr; delight — eocmope, docmasasimb HacaaxcoeHue, reach - docmuub). Any
port at all would have been delightful after the terrible thrashing I got in the
fierce sou'west rip, and to find myself among old schoolmates now was charming
(Bripouem, mr000¥ TOpT TpuBes ObI MeHSI B BOCTOPT TOC/e OTYassHHOM B30yUKH,
KOTOpyro nonyunn "Cripeit" OT CBUpernoro 3wua-ocra. B Yacr-nopre s ouyTtwiacs
cpeayi CBOMX IIKOMbHBIX Apy3el; terrible — omuasHHbll, cmpawHbili). It was the
13th of the month, and 13 is my lucky number--a fact registered long before Dr.
Nansen sailed in search of the north pole with his crew of thirteen (310 co6niTHe
npousonuio 13 Masi, a TPUHA/LaTh - CaMOe CYACT/IMBOE UKC/IO B MOEW >KU3HU. DTO
YCTaHOBJIEHO 3aI0/ir0 [0 TOro, Kak Aokrtop HaHceH otnpaBuics k CeBepHOMY
TOJIFOCY BO T7laBe 3KCIeAWlMU, COCTOSIBIIEN W3 TpuHajlaTh uesoBek). Perhaps he
had heard of my success in taking a most extraordinary ship successfully to
Brazil with that number of crew (Bo3M0XHO, OH C/IBIIIIA/ O TOM, KaK 51 C SKUIIaXKEM
TaKOM >Ke UHC/IeHHOCTH COBEpIIW HeoObIYHbIN Opasunbckuii pelic; Perhaps —
803MOJ#CHO, hear — cablwams, success — ycnex, take — e3smue, 835mb, 8e3mu, most
— 6onbWUHCMBO, extraordinary — HeoObIUAliHbIl, SKCMpPaopoOUHApHblll, successfully
- ycnewHo). The very stones on Briar's Island I was glad to see again, and I knew
them all (Kak pag Obin s cHOBa yBHWeTb POAHBIe KaMHH O-Ba bpaiiep-Aiinensa,
kotopble 3Has Harepedet). The little shop round the corner, which for thirty-five
years I had not seen (Ha yrny 6bisa Bce Ta ke MajieHbKasl JIaBUOHKA, KOTOPYIO s He
nocetan 35 net), was the same, except that it looked a deal smaller (Ho Tenepb
OHa MHe ToKa3asach ropasqo MeHbllle). It wore the same shingles — I was sure of it
(Jaxe uepermiia Ha Heii 6b11a Tol Ke); for did not I know the roof where we boys
(A y3Hanm Ty >Ke camyr KpbIIlly, Ha KOTOpOM MbI, ManbuuilKy), night after night,
hunted for the skin of a black cat, to be taken on a dark night, to make a plaster
for a poor lame man (TeMHbIMM HOYAaMM OXOTWIMCh 3a ILIKypOM UEpPHOr0O KOTa,
yTOOBI C/le/IaTh U3 Hee TUIaCThIPh /151 OefHOTO XpoMoro yesioBeka)? Lowry the tailor
lived there when boys were boys (3gech ke >xun noptHou 1o umenu Jloypu). In his



day he was fond of the gun (B Te gaBHUe AHU OH OUeHb TOPAUIICS CBOUM DPY>KbeM).
He always carried his powder loose in the tail pocket of his coat (a mopox Hocun B
3agHeM KapMmaHe KypTku). He usually had in his mouth a short dudeen (B 3y6ax y
HEro BCerjia Topyuasia KOpOoTKasi ITMHsIHast TpyOka); but in an evil moment he put the
dudeen, lighted, in the pocket among the powder (koTopyr0 OH B 3/10MO0JTyYHBIN
JleHb CyHY/I HeloTyXx1lieli B KapMaH C OPOXoM...). Mr. Lowry was an eccentric man
(mucTep Jloypu Bceraa OTMuascs SKCLIEHTPUUHOCTBIO TTOCTYTIKOB).

At Briar's Island I overhauled the “Spray» once more and tried her seams
(Ha o-Be Bbpaiiep-Aiinensa s elije pa3 BHUMareabHO ocMoTpesn "Crpeii", 0cobeHHO
ero masel; overhaul — KanumanbHbili peMOHM, once — OOUH pds, try — nonbimka,
ucnbimaHue, seam - wos), but found that even the test of the sou'west rip had
started nothing (u yGexuncs, uTo Tperka, KOTOPYIHO OH TIOJYUYH/J OT CBUPETIOrO
310M/I-0CTa, HUUYTh €My He TIOBpeJua; even — oadce, rip — paspbie, pgamb). Bad
weather and much head wind prevailing outside, I was in no hurry to round
Cape Sable (ITnoxas moroja W HeO/JaroNpUSTHLIM BeTep 3aCTaB/IsIM MeHs He
TOPOIUTBCS C OTIVIBITUEM; prevail — npeobaadams, hurry — moponumbcs). I made a
short excursion with some friends to St. Mary's Bay, an old cruising-ground, and
back to the island (1 BMecTe ¢ HeCKOMBKMMU [IPY3bsIMUA S COBEPLLUM/ MPOTY/KY MO
oyxte Cent-Mepu). Then I sailed, putting into Yarmouth the following day on
account of fog and head wind (Ha crepyrouuii fneHb Tmocie TMPOTYIKU $
BOCTIO/Tb30BaJICsl O/1aroNpHsATHLIM BeTPOM U BhIIIIe/T B MOPe, a ellje uepe3 /eHb U3-3a
TyMaHa ¥ BCTPeYHOro BeTpa mojoiien K ApmyTy; fog - myman). I spent some days
pleasantly enough in Yarmouth, took in some butter for the voyage, also a barrel
of potatoes, filled six barrels of water, and stowed all under deck (rze mpogen
HEeCKOJTbKO TIPUSITHBIX JJHEeM, KyITH/I Ha IOPOTy 3arac Macjia, 6appens KapToderisi, B35
ellje 1IeCTh OOYeK BOABI, Pa3MeCTHWB BCe 3TO Tof, mamyboii; spend — mpamumb,
npogooumb, enough — docmamouHo, fill — 3anonHeHue, stow - ykaaobleamb). At
Yarmouth, too, I got my famous tin clock (B SflpmyTte s npuobpen cBou
3HaMEeHUThIe )KeCTsHbIe uachl), the only timepiece I carried on the whole voyage ( -
e/IMHCTBEHHbIN yKa3aTe/ilb BpeMeHU Ha MPOTsHKeHUU Bcero Moero myreriectsusi). The
price of it was a dollar and a half, but on account of the face being smashed the
merchant let me have it for a dollar (Uace!l croumm nonTopa pomiapa, HO KOpPMIycC
ObLT TTOMST Y TIPOZiaBeL] yCTYIW/I WX 3a O/IUH Z0J1ap).

| was delighted to reach Westport. Any port at all would have been
delightful after the terrible thrashing I got in the fierce sou'west rip, and to
find myself among old schoolmates now was charming. It was the 13th of
the month, and 13 is my lucky number--a fact registered long before Dr.
Nansen sailed in search of the north pole with his crew of thirteen.

Perhaps he had heard of my success in taking a most extraordinary ship



successfully to Brazil with that number of crew. The very stones on Briar's
Island | was glad to see again, and | knew them all. The little shop round
the corner, which for thirty-five years | had not seen, was the same, except
that it looked a deal smaller. It wore the same shingles--I was sure of it;
for did not | know the roof where we boys, night after night, hunted for
the skin of a black cat, to be taken on a dark night, to make a plaster for
a poor lame man? Lowry the tailor lived there when boys were boys. In his
day he was fond of the gun. He always carried his powder loose in the tail
pocket of his coat. He usually had in his mouth a short dudeen; but in an
evil moment he put the dudeen, lighted, in the pocket among the powder.
Mr. Lowry was an eccentric man.

At Briar's Island | overhauled the “Spray» once more and tried her
seams, but found that even the test of the sou'west rip had started
nothing. Bad weather and much head wind prevailing outside, | was in no
hurry to round Cape Sable. | made a short excursion with some friends to
St. Mary's Bay, an old cruising-ground, and back to the island. Then |
sailed, putting into Yarmouth the following day on account of fog and
head wind. | spent some days pleasantly enough in Yarmouth, took in
some butter for the voyage, also a barrel of potatoes, filled six barrels of
water, and stowed all under deck. At Yarmouth, too, | got my famous tin
clock, the only timepiece | carried on the whole voyage. The price of it was
a dollar and a half, but on account of the face being smashed the

merchant let me have it for a dollar.




