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went as unwillingly as an old
smells the knacker’s yard ; a fact

was inanimate.”

His memories are mainly of the lumber and
nitrale ports, in the days when they were the
sailing ship’s last hope. He recalls perhaps
the most utiful, as it was one of the last
to survive, of all the old sailing ship usages,
the cheering of the homeward-bounder in
accordance with the time-honoured * West
Coast custom.” The f inf:

crimps, otherwise boarding masiers, and
boarding mistresses into the bargain, on the
West Coast in his day, and, true to the say-
ing, the female of the species was more fero-
cious than the male. The modern seaman,
he tells us, prefers—shades of "s Goose
and ttiMnE;‘rny Bar |—a whist drive lo any
other form of shore-going recreation. But
there are probably a good many still to whom
that celebrated public house he writes of, with
its name in large white letters on its roof, is
a more familiar London landmark than the
dome of St. Paul's. Why not, after all ? Ev:;

uncomfortable pilgrimage, do not think of
their destination in terms of statues and
cathedrals.

It is a little unusual 1o find a seaman sub-
scribing to the popular view of the sailor-
folk as unduly superstitious. True, they had
their own peculiar beliefs. They thought—
with reservations—that Finns were unlucky,
and that whistling brought head winds. But
it is more than doubtful if, taking them by
and large, they were any more credulous than
most of their conlemporaries, Nay, are there
not modern airmen who will not go up without
the moral support they derive from some grin-
ning Billiken or * Fumsup " or rabbit’s foot
of West Indian voodooism? The book
ends, by way of contrast, with an account
of Rum Row from the inside. Truth to
tell, it reveals it as a mercenary, prosaic
and even sordid business, with precious little
money in it by way of recompense. The

r's trade a hundred years ago, allow-
ing for the mellowing influence of time upon
the popular view of it, was probably wvery
much the same. But it will take a good deal
more than a century to mellow Rum Row.

There are a few errors 1o be noled, some of
which, but not all, may be due to faulty proof-
reading. Thus we get * Juan de Fuga " for
“ Juan de Fuca,” the “ Colombia ™ River (at
Asloria) and several limes “ Ludenburg ™ for
“ Lunenburg.” And it is with something of a
shock that one finds “The Wreck of the
Hesperus ™ (one of the few classic sca poems,
by the way, which survives the destructive
ordeal of the expert’s crilicism) ascribed to
Wordsworth. Miss Freda Bone’s woodculs
add considerably to the altractiveness of the
book. though they are ps a thought too
consciously quaint for their period. And even
the steel spike bowsprit of the eighteen-
nineties was never the stumpy affair she shows
in her cover-picture.




