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traced very lightly, but so that any one
could read it, the name of the port from
which she hailed, and which (as I felt
certain now, from what [ had seen on the
poor wrecked ship) must have been San
Salvador ; and the three last letters were
so plain, that I scarcely had to touch
them.

Now this being done, and an old worn
painter shipped instead of the new one,
which seemed to have been chopped off
with an axe, I borrowed a boat and stood
off to sea from Porthcawl Point, where
they beach them, having my tackle and
bait on board, as if for an evening off the
"Tuskar, where turbot and whiting-pollack
are. Here I fished until dusk of the
night, and as long as the people ashore
could see me ; but as soon as all was dark
and quiet, I just pulled into Newton Bay,
and landed opposite the old “ Red
house,” where my new boat lay in ordi-
nary, snug as could be, and all out of
sight. For the ruins of this old “Red
house” had such a repute for being
haunted, ever since a dreadful murder
cast a ban around it, that even I never
wished to stop longer than need be there
at night ; and once or twice I heard a
noise that went to the marrow of my back ;
of which, however, 1 will say no more,
until it comes to the proper place.—
Enough that no man, woman, or child,
for twenty miles round, except myself,
had a conscience clear enough to go in
there after dark, and scarcely even by
daylight. My little craft was so light and
handy, that, with the aid of the rollers
ready, I led her down over the beach my-
self, and presently towed her out to sea,
with the water as smooth as a duck-pond,
and the tide of the neap very silent. The
weather was such as 1 could not doubt,
being now so full of experience. There-
fore, I had no fear to lie in a very danger-
ous berth indeed, when any cockle of a
sea gets up, or even strong tides are run-
ning. This was the west-end fork of the
Tuskar, making what we call “ callipers;”
for the back of the Tuskar dries at half-
ebb, and a wonderful ridge stops the run
of the tide, not only for weeds but for
fish as well. Here with my anchor down,
I slept, as only a virtuous man can sleep.

In the grey of the morning, I was up,
ere the waning moon was done with, and

found the very thing to suit me going on
delightfully. The heavy dew of autumn,
rising from the land by perspiration,
spread a cloud along the shore. A little
mist was also crawling on the water here
and there ; and having slept with a watch-
coat and tarpaulin over me, I shook my-
self up, without an ache, and like a good
bee at the gate of the hive, was brisk for
making honey.

Hence 1 pulled away from land, with
the heavy boat towing the light one, and
even Sandy Macraw unable to lay his
gimlet eye on me. And thus I rowed,
until quite certain of being over three
miles from land. Then with the broad
sun rising nobly, and for a moment bow-
ing, till the white fog opened avenues, I
spread upon my pole a shirt which mother
Jones had washed for me. It was the
time when Sandy Macraw was bound to
be up to his business ; and I had always
made a point of seeing that he did it. To
have a low fellow of itchy character, and
no royal breed about him, thrust by a
feeble and reckless government into the
berth that by nature was mine, and to
find him not content with this, but even
in his hours of duty poaching, both day
and night, after my fish ; and when I de-
sired to argue with him, holding his
tongue to irritate me,—satisfaction there
could be none for it ; the only alleviation
left me was to rout up this man right
early, and allow him no chance of nap-
ping.

Therefore, 1 challenged him with my
shirt, thus carly in the morning, because
he was bound to be watching the world,
if he acted up to his nasty business, such
as no seaman would deign to ; and after
a quarter of an hour perhaps, very likely
it was his wife that answered. At any
rate there was a signal up, and through
my spy-glass I saw that people wanted to
launch a boat, but failed. Therefore I
made a great waving of shirt, as much as
to say, “extreme emergency; have the
courage to try again.” Expecting some-
thing good from this, they laid their shoul-
ders, and worked their legs, and presently
the boat was bowing on the gently fluted
sea.

Now it was not that I wanted help, for
I could have managed it all well enough
but I wanted witnesses. For never can]




