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contained tlirct- wondcn l)nnks, with tluir appropriate
cuinplcintiit ol ruj^^s and ManUcls; and a small and prim-
ilivc open stove devoted to the service «»f the sliip's cook-
ery, took up ahnost all the vacant sjiace in the center of

the \v<'ll. leavinir hardly room for the self-sacrificmjj; vol-

unteer who undertook the functions of i)urveyor and hoi-

tle-washer to turn ahont in. Hut tiie ItK-kiis were amply
stored with fresh bread, tinned meats, and other simple

necessaries for a week's cruise; while food for the mind
existed on a small shelf at the stern in the crude shape of

the "Coaster's Comi)anion," the Sailing; Directions issued

by Authority of the Honorable llrethreii of the Trinity

House, and the charts of the Thames, constructed from
the latest official surveys of her Majesty's T.oard of Ad-
miralty. Thus ecpiipped and accoutered Warren Keif was
accustomed to live an outdc^or lite for weeks together

with his one like-minded chum and C(jmpanion: and if

the spray was sometimes rather moist, and the yellow fojj^

rather thick and slabby, and the early mornint^^s rather

chill and raw, and the (ierman ( )cean rather loppy and
aji^ressive on the digestive faculties, yet the good dose
of fresh air, the delicious salty feeling of the free breeze,

and the perpetual sense of e;i^ and lightness that conn.'S

with yachting, were more than enough fully to atone to

an enthusiastic marine artist for all these petty passin;'^

inconveniences.

As ft)r Hugh Massinger, a confirmed landsman, the

first few hours' sail down the crowded Thames appeared
to him at the outset a perfect phantasmagoria of ever-

varying perils and assorted terrors. He composed his soul

to instant death from the very beginning. Xot, indeed,

that he minded one bit for that: the poet dearly loved

danger, as he loved all other forms of sensation and excite-

ment: they were food for the Muse; and the Muse, like

lUanche Amory, is apt to exclaim, "11 mc faut des emo-
tions!" lUit the manifold novel forms of enterprise as

the lumbering little yawl made her way clumsily among
tlie great East-Indiamen and big ocean-going steamers,

^larting boldly now athwart the very bows of a huge
Monarch-liner, insinuating herself now with delicate pre-

cision between the broadsides of two heavy Rochester


