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acrose—the-herbour-st-Cow-Gove, 0ld men &4y he was the /finest wood-carver in the
province. - : i n. in = town of ship-carpenters, each
ofmwhen»-eou&dw’sux%eq’ hand fine work when he chose, th:t is ssying something.
His father was lost in the bfrque Warema in 1848, and =t fifteen Albert was
epprenticed to & ship-builder in Mslton. Each morning he rowed across the mile of
water to work, and each evening We returned to Cow Cove, where the silent tregic
woman his mother kept the lonely wooden house. He was a lanky boy, withthe bemused
gait of an ox-te:zmster, with a $#¢¥/9# yellow lick of hair always hanging over one
eye, end his eyes a pale blue wibl-semething “glaset “shewbebhen, so~if-ihe-were forever
stering at something far W beandfud . _
He was gifted with tools. " Touched", s#me said; for he could do things with $6618
wood that seemed uncanny -- =8 if he;\ﬁurned the hard fibre to clay and moulded it.
It was not long before Will MacDon=1ld, at the shipysrd, put him on fine work, scrolls,
mouldings, and such-like.

One fine Sunday, driving around the har bour past Cow Cove in his shining
gig, big Alexander Dewson saw him at work in q{“ghed by the house. He pulled up at
once, for he was a pious masn, was Dawson, antf,'{’something oi%g%/?ﬁg}zdal lord in Malton,
and here was young Albert bresking the Sabbath. But when saw the work, he changed

Ao blre text.ofshis—ssemon. Albert was putting the finishing touches to a human figure

in wood, and on a bench sat his model, a sleepy negro from the back street of Malton,
stripped to the waist, the afternoon sinshine pouring past the dusty windows to shine
on the smooth black skin. Figure and model were one. Albert had even worked into
those wooden features +the bored expression of the sitter. It wasn't canny, Dawson
s=id; but he offered Albert = job #$R$AGIPEEUr 868385 in his yoerd, end /lbert refused.

ihen He was twenty, Albert Dangley, gave up #feshipysrd work in Malton
end returned acrese=bhe=-herbewr to Cow Cove -- for good, He announcgggthat he would
do wood-cerving by the job. People thought it queer tez to drive all the way
around the harbour, or row = mile in a bo:zt, to consult a wood=-carver, at a time when
wood=carvers grew on every bush. But they brought him their work. Ya u can see some
of that work in Malton $ff to this day; the fine mahogany lectern, the osk pulpit
with its elsborately figured cenopy, =nd the pew ends, in $B8 our small church of
Saint Matthies on the hill; thewardens' cheairs in the Masonic lodge; the §Bpainted
pine statue of Captain 33ask Hugh Taerrel which stends in the h=11 of the old Tarrel
house, end scares child-visitors out of their wits; and here and there in attics and
barns a bit of scroll work, carefully stowed out of herm's way "because 'twas made
by ilbert Dangley in the old,time." But :lbert Dangley's best work is lost and gone,
For~£ifdeen-yeare=he mode iﬁz figur cheads for #He ships that came out Malton yards
and venished over the horizon, never to return. He made the last when he was
thiﬁty five, at the height of his powers, and the Reverend Neal Thompson ws calling
him“a ® Michael Angelo in wood." That wes in 1868, ths year which brought = sudden
end to Malton's golden age.

In the spring of that yesr, on a fine April aft:rnoon, lean Alexander
Dawson drove difedid to Cow Cove with his wife and daughter. They were in the phaeton.
drawn by Dawson's bays, famous the country round; and young Shaddock Watkins, sevent-
een, Dawson's stgble-boy, was at the $$f8 reins. The winter's snow was still hanging
on in the shadﬁf@ocds, but the dirt rosd was bare, and the frost coming out of it.
The cerriage wheels whirled in mud. The sun shone and it was werm. The bbooks were
riomridfyg benk high. In the shore fields, where the sérmen hed spreed their fish -
compost sndwsesweed reody§ for spring ploughing, théwﬁéégging flocks of herring gulls
rose =2nd settled in r-ucous white clouds.

Cow Cove was m>me# e then = nick in the steep east shore, surrounded by
thick second-growth spruce and firg, except the sm=1l knoll where the Dangley house
stood. Only sme1ll boats could use it, for the great rock we call the Cow sits in
the narrow mouth of it, andjbeyond (sre)others; showing only 2t low tide, which
sailormen call The Calves.
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Young Shad pulled up outside Albert Dangley's workshop and jumped down to the horse's
hezds, =nd Dawson got out. Mrs. Dawson, & plump M caustic and fifty-two,
celled after him , " Mind, there's to be no more posin' an' modelin' thsn can be
helped." Iggg Sandy Dawson nodded. He had a geunt Scots face with bushy peppe r-and-
salt wi§8k$88 side-whiskers, and grey twinkling eyes that could see a dollar a mile
eway. He owmed the busiest shipysrd in the county, and opersted four big barques in

the timber trade to Britain , and owned a third of the Malton Banking Company; but

when Lizzie Dawson spoke, he pistened.

Albert was werking-od a carving for the stem of oq?{%qfﬁthe Anderson
schoonegs, absorbed as usual, and Dawson had to give him a heewy %ap# on the shoulder
m_get-&?attention. PifEeen years hed not changed Albert much; the lean gawky figure.,
the lustreless yellow hair, the day-dresming eyes were those of the boy Dawson had

found cerving the wooden negro. o b s
"Albert ", ssid Sandy Dawson, " I've a2 commission & me - i . Y&7knew the barque

I'm buildin' | "

Albert nodded slowly, and the yellow lock swung. Fverybody knew the barque Dawson was

building. Not the biggest, she was certesinly the finest vessel ever to come out of

a Malton yzard,P Mdlbe'&va-building since esrly in '67, =Ad Wéw to be launched in

September.

# “e—-soereby—ilbert. I'm namin' her after my daughter; end for the

figurehead I want ye to model Kate herself. Ye can set your own price.”

" I never modelled s woman," Albert muttered. He hed made Indien chiefs ( modelled

mostly from old Noel Knock Wood, who lived by the salt marsh with his squaw) and

rajehs and African princes from Melton negroes, and Melville merchante from their

importent selves, stiff in Sunday cloth; and he had mede femsles by copying one or

two of the old figureheads lying about Malton wharves; but he had never modelled a

wom:n alive, and the eyes he truned to Sandy were blesk with refusasl. He had shunned

women all his Juedr life.

Dewson did not let him get as far as No. He was quick and shrewd, was Dawson.

"Kete's out in the carriage now. Ye—esn Fake a few measurements an' meke a sketch,

can't ye 7 #$ No need o"%delin', man. Look —-- this is the finest vessel that ever

ceme out o' Melton. Tt My be the last, shippin' ##¢8& the way it is. There's no

wood-carverﬁ}ce you in ths worl Albeﬁj&. Will ye stand by an' see a foreigner from

outside do /figurehead s ¥ e my ship§ followin' a bit a for=ign work

ebout the sea § " e,

Albert smffj;wed_,m_,apd,qﬁd;;ggﬂ the chisel over and over in his hands, He 8
“hright compelling eye.wfbgws@ Bubsde-geve—in, When Kate cawe <

gggg the chipped edge with his long

we¥l girl with Dawson's nose and eyes

efitered: she saw him standing at his befnch, clut
hands behind him, as if for support. She was a
and her mother's brown heir, She-uwee-e-Tively-smi¥imp-girl, ond vhen she smiled there
was a dimple in one cheek and her teeth had a moist and—ﬁéﬁy shine. She had a
figure to bf-i-'g‘g%{eﬁ‘aﬁ sculptor's eye, even in hoops and four petticoats. She-hed-
been-e-buby-when-ilbert-Dengley-earved-his first-~figlire, and she was now twenty two—
and.the.belle-of.the.county. She went up to Albert and put out her hand, smiling,
and *lbert gesped -- and gurrendered, He-thought-he-eould-do Fhe sketch,in two or
three sittings, he saidegféc Cornadoraliorc

Bt After four or five sittings he announced WM, E&his flat monotonous
voice,$B8$ and looking up =t the dusty rafters, that she must ocome, often, evem=when-

+ She must come at least twice a week until the figurchead was
finished. There were things that couldn't be set d#fhon psper, thet must be carved into
the wood, he said.

. .This 3$8916855164885132458 news made Lizzie Dawson sniff. She had #iils

thé& mse of respectability that a later generation knew as Victorian. So with
a gene;,gg}&-no less Victorian she s=w that Kate had e#f escort on her visits to Cow
Cove. was the son of John Thorpe, msnager of the lialton Benking Company. Roy

Thorpe weas acal@fidersyoung.fallow of five-and-twenty,with black heir end curly black
side-whiskers snd fun-warmed brown eyes. He had been away to college Pedetime,
without learning enough to dull his good humour, and¥he was(now suppoved=he~be learning
the banking business, he spent mogt of his time drivi‘ﬁ';a smart gig about
Malton's streets in summer, and in winter,fwas the life of lalton's o€i®f drawing rooms.
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Roy Thorpe was the most eli e young men in MZ?W

On the firsts g to Albert Dengley's shed, Roy sat on one of the carpen-
ter's benches, smoking cigers and telking im=hie eo éam vhile Kete posed
and Albert busied himself with pemcil and calipers . The wood-carver was irritated and
nervous. ‘After that Kate mede her escort wait outside, end he sst, bored, in the gig,
looking down on Cow Cove fram the rise of the harbour roed , and watchlng the shipping
a—-midewamed. across the water Malton wharves.

On one—of*~ ’H‘r%‘é“thundery July efternoons, *wlwn a mass of plled white
cloud, black-tipped, mov% restlessly about the ho:rizon and the sea snimmered in the
heat, while Kate sat in the shed under ilbert's blue eye, and Roy in the sest of the
gig, on one of those deys the directors of the Malton Banking Company held a meeting.
The benk was a single storey wooden bujlding on Main 3Street, next to the Lord Raglan
Hotel, with a false front M& height and d:l.gm.ty, and wih a flagsteff
on the flet roof. thet flagstaff, mroning endrevening, one of th  clerks hoisted %
and Yowered the old flsg of the province ofAWve &6dtda, the blue St. Andrew's cross
on the white field, msde by the di rectors' womenfolk; Nova Scotia had engtered
into & confederatlon with the other Canedien provinces the year%before, under promise/
of a A6érsd subsidy, and tewng like Malmnwwum{ifeﬁ“ politics sertousty, “Cctos
betdeved firuly th?/ : had been sold dnto bondage "for fO}‘ty cents a head --
ythe price of a shdep skin. "oy lvins Grr® {harst petadins st
Stendihg tsid thep.yank you could look: edong=iedn=Street under tlfe a_rchlng elmg to
the pddde wheresn« curved -e=¥ittle by the Dawson house. heim Street r=n close the
harbour there, with Dawson's humming shipysrd on one side and Dawson's mansion sitting
white and square on the other, shddtered by old end mighty trees. The bowsprit of the

new barque wes wet over the street, so that tesms drove underneeth, and the flying
jib-boom reached high over mDawson s fence into th: shade of Dawson's W. trees. '
Dawson was geingwdo leaunch her fully rigged, cenmtraby-to-delbon-custom. Her masts Meed

WWM wtepped.~Paey were of southern pine, theonly wood in the e
#85p" that hod not come out of the local forest. lien were busy with palm and needle in

Miller's sail loft, in Castor's, in Hewlett's, mak#two complgete suits of sails for
her. McHarg the blckmaker M fashioned wblocks and dead-eyes; and sll her
ironwork was coming from Pell's foundry, on the lane running up the hill, where only
a pasture is now.

The men in the directors' room were talking of those things/ Thepsmwene
/ﬁerchants end shipbuilders and ship owners, with a finZer in every Malton pie, and
both thumbs in the Malton Benking Company. They sat sbout the long tablefg rs(plr:mg in
the hezst, under wood-panelled walls hung with y’a;ﬁéi‘ﬁ’ of Malton ships, dens In ports
half over‘the world; men with fine homes along the shady end of Main Street -- Dawson,
Enslow, Pakenham, Millock, Finucane —-- the merchant aridmpecracy of the time long gone.
Some of the houses are summer hotels now, and strangers live in ell. Thege men in

the bsnk were holding a wake evesrsijslbeniemgelien-ege, but they did not know,{,even then.

John Thorpe was speaking. A hesvily built men, with C(VW indoar face& rigid end, grey:
eadmoodd seive, Hé-was,avoiding Dewson's-eye-end-telking to—thre-rest $h' the =2 of
2 men who has made up his mind to sone thing unpleassant and will have it out #Aé%, hell
or hlga water. Ol P
" You've gone agsinst my o‘{srn:vn on our last three loans. On thls, youha#eni‘b even
asked it. But I will tell you, ssked or not, that the bank can't s#@ély loan epother
dollar to Mr. Dawson on the new barque -- or any other -- at the present time."
et | temporary drop in o &ean freights. Och, man 1 " Dawson cried out, rolling his r's

“Pried

5% “’ ' *A oh é.m.«((.lz{(m‘e
" we'lve M d/ Sesions 1949@91‘6,;i 8aid Enslow.

nd wee ;{% g ‘em,“ declared Millock, with a pull gt his whigkers.
t," John Thorpe s=id. " You've se Mn yet. Or you've

forgot‘ whet times were like, fifteen or twenty years M"
" Ah, that !" smigped the handsome red-faced white-haired men Flnucane. ' imetent
hisbory. No Bignificance today. None. :
" I wish to God I could, fi& so sure," s=id Thorpe." This bank oe%eed business in
'54, THet yesr-eeme thi in the Crimea, and the British govanment buying snd
chertering every ship i could find. That lasted till '56. THen, . in '57, came the

P

big mutiny in India, troops and supplies to be carried eround the Cape, and sustained
there through a ¥emg cempsign. After that, W subs—résd:a,xmle, working down
i, :tﬁ;;’* et £l
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towards asﬁnal, if you want the truth. Then came the war across the border, the war
between the States, and for five yeers shipping end shipbuilding climbed to the skies.
At the war's end it dropped like a stone. Itiouh-on-dpoppilgmouaa—ainee. We haven t
seen bottom yet. I'll tell you why. ¥ d arsy-but Gu
of the American warf ¢eme & lot of fast steamers, bullt for blockade runnlng, and iﬁ@?&fé
on the trade routes now. They make quick runs from port to port. They can give a
definite sailing date -- no waiting for winds; they cen give a date for arr;val and
hit it yreeqw close. They re getting all the freight they cen hendle -- wWith more
stesmers being built." Y/

" You're not suggesting thet steamers will ever replace @ sail¥pgZgwips 7" iﬁi&%é&J
Enslow.

Ll sugéest nobhinge=dsbeld-you we've been living in a rool's peradise thEss—fourteen

WMM“. ‘tnd I tell you the beank 8 20 m
,"’ﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁéﬁiﬁﬁrth##f,”‘;a#QJ deep water as a result é£%t; all our funds in local

shlps end shipyards and the like. They've g¥l been losing money hand over fist since
'65-~ even Mister Dawson--"
"“That's a lie !" Dawson roared.
Icily Thorpe said, " It's what you'v /}déme, et any raté, whenever IVwe asked for a
payment on a¢?hnﬂbﬂhﬁ prineipal " ot orm,
" 1've peid my interest," Sandy Jawson said virtuously." On the date. Every cent."
o %e?. Some of aven't even done that.
oy $a e, ' After all,I'm a shareholder ' -- as if that mede everything right.
That's the worst of a bank like ours -- all fMe eggs in one basket$§. Well, I say it's
time to face the truth.'smd=bepimebe FHFiFs/oFsLT o8 ing-aboUtit. " :
The voices booke out in a storm, with John Thorpe in the midst like the
Cow Rock in e scuth-e=ster. The directors were all active in shipping and shipbuilding,
but much of the bank stock was held by retired merchants and captains or their easy-
going heirs, All of Thorpe's own savings mere in the bank. He saw the thing as a
monster suddenly determine: to devour the 4. But the men in the room over-ruled him,
shouted him down, as if the heat of the July dey had got into their blood. Lean Sandy
Dawson's loan was put to a vote and pessed -- $40,000 to finish the barque and pay
debts already incurred in the building. Thorpe went home with a look of.death on his
face. Dawson never spoke to him again; and Kete was forbidden to see his son.

The figurehead was findjhed in August. There was some debate about the
figure part of it, Dawson wenting thg gustomery flow1ng robe§ and Lizzie resemtimpg
sharply tﬁﬁz she would have " no r of Kate,in a wet sheet put up where men could
see", Red Hugh Tarrel settled the matter was the best of Deawson's capteins, chosen
for the new barque..People called him B.% to mark him from Black Hugh his cousin.”
" Don't give us a wumman wi' clo'es an' hair % blowin' aft, es if we'd an everlastin'
head wind," growled Red Hugh Tarrel. So Albert modeled Kate in the little jacket and
bodice she favour:=d that summer, with the outward sweep of hip and hoops melgwgg away
into the line of the stem-head, every fold, every hair in order, as if there wouid be
no winds in her life, fair or foul.

Kate liked to watch Albert at work. He had made most of his tools himself,
neerly a hundred; chisels of m-ny widths, some short, some long, some with straight
shanks, some with shanks bent for difficult places; and gouges whose edges ran all the
wzy from a deep U to an edge that seemed straight to the unknow1ng eye, These he kept
sharp with a variety of special stones. For blocking out he stpuck—ﬁﬂrﬁxmirmith-a
mellet that looked like a swollen potato masher; but after that he struck the butt of
chisel or gouge with the hard palm of his B&#i§ right hand. The tools for immediate use

were always laid out cBrefubly on'a strip of baize, with their glittering edges
towards him, and it was fescinating to #4$ see his slim clever fingers going out to
pick tien up, swiftly, exactly, as if there were eyes in their tips, or a brain that
knew which was wanted. Albert never looked. His strange eyes were always on the wood,
with swift under-glances at thessidderdas . Aows -
The wood was a balk of English elm, specially imported by ##638#$888 =,Dawson ship

. White pine was usual, being easily worked and durable end
teking paint well; but Dswson would have nothlng common for the vessel that all Malton

was now c:=lling The Kate. aﬁ‘uﬁ {
pShe tried to get h¥m to talk et first, . He could not work under
such a handicap. So she talked, to pass the time, and because it amused her, the belle

nk,




of the county, to prattle her prettiest and get no response. /ind one day, after meleing
some touches with a fine tool held in the very tips of his fingers, he leid the thing
down very carefully and s=id, without looking up, " It's finished."

" It's much better-looking then I em," said candid Kate.

" WREASENSS V6685640858888 Tt is you," he answered quietly." When the wood came I saw
you alive in the heecrt of it. I have set you free,fthat is all."

" It's beautiful,” Kote said, standing before it.

" I can't besr #OF them bevgome.emd take it awasy," Albert saidfi§ dully.

"ihy3" o B il il \

"Beocause ¥ble-so-beautiful., Because you are so besutiful, end your voice is like water
running in the woods in April."

"Why, Albert," she said laughing, " how nice of you to sey that."™ And suddenly Albert
was on his knees in the chips and shavings, pressing her skirt to his cheek and weeping
that he loved her. Her face went scarlet.B She had a notion to call out for young

Shed “etkins, sitting $68588898 in the gig outside.

"Albert," Kate said sharply, " don't be so silly. Albert -- Albert Dangley ! "

When she said "silly" he got on his feet and stood very straight. A passion burned in
his pale blue eyes where there had never been anything but a dreem, and it wes startling,
like seeing a face in the window of a house long empty.

"You say 'silly' ! But you are going to marry that young loafer who knows nothing but
horses, and stinks of cigars -- that Thorpe '."

"I'm net", very coldly." And it's none of your business. Now, let me pass, please."

He moved sside, dragging his worn boots, as if very tired of a sudden, and when she
reached the door he celled out to her.

"sh, that Thorpe ! No good ! None of them ! They live by the work of people like me
-- them and their great houses and fine horses, and the daughters of honest shipwrights
waiting on their tables -- ah !" She was going out $HBSUER, head in§ eir.

"It's rotten. Rotten !. Rotten ! All of it ! You'll see §l"

Kate pesused. " I'11l sesc -~ what §"8curiously.

" The rot -- the rot !, I don't know." He was whining like a beaten boy, but with thet
Apo% bewitched look on his pele face." Like a vétten stump in the woods, thet looks
sound, and goes to dust at 2 kick. I see it like that. And &€ you <wiyeuri-=- down
on your knees somehow -~ with your face ¥f%éd to me, fresh and beautiful. On your
knees to silly Albert. You !. It makes me cry." o

" You make me laugh," snapped Kate, and #he laughed to rpove it. “&.ﬂﬂﬁ"“gyk‘&(

" ‘hen you come to me on your knees," ilbert said, " I shall ddugh.I shall leugh then !
You hear g *®

But she did not hear. She was stepping into the gig and telling young Shad to meke a
fast pace for Melton, and when Albert reached the door he saw nothing but her parasol
floating away over &he brown dust Figihg fr m‘the‘§333} He looked towrads the house then
and saw his mother's white face angh 7é6. They stared at esch other. fbe-a-long
time, :

The launching was = gela affair. Soon after deylight people begen to$§ arrive
in buggies and wagons from the country, and before noon all the stables were full,
end the hitching racks outside the stores on Main Street; and in the vacent lots behind
the Lord Raglen Hotel and Murphy's bakery the horses were tehered in rows, with «
bounty of hay strewn €¥1 about their feet. There was no work in the shipysrds end
stores, there was silence in the ssil lofts and rigging lofts, no smoke in the foundry
chi ney,- Main Street was a mass of people in Sunday clothes, wandering up and down,
telking exitedly, calling out to each other in passing. The sh=dows of trees crept in “fen
tSwerds their trugnks , as, if for shelter from the noon sun. It was a hot still
September dsy, and the‘%ﬁﬁ%ﬁi%oﬁéﬂggig on the town's plank sidewlsks sent up a dull
sound of thunder,lgut there was no cloud in the high blue sky. The green of the lawns
and shrubs was jaded after the summer drouth. Half the wells of the town had gone
dry. The dust of the strect had csked on the shop fronts and on the neat picket fences
that gus=rded the big houses past Dawson's yard, and the clothes of the country people
were grey with the dust of the road$




A}1 the ship-carpenters were out with their femilies, and the caulkers and riggers,
gl the shop-clerks and stevedores, the loafers, the crews of ships in port; fishemen
from Entry Cove and Deep Cove and the 1ittle"§£ “stagings that clustered under the
ramparts of East Head; $4ABé#héASf#oR hands from the sawmills at Grenville, end farmers
and lumber jacks from all the FHAGSFIAE SoALEY FOédé beek countryirimsol :
And the object of all eyes was the besutiful thing in Dawgggfq‘yard, a=flutter with
bunting from stem to stern by way of the mastheads. She Seemed immense aloft,for she
carriéed three royals and the wide yards went up like steps to heaven, and Fhe hull
#8émddwes slim below. Bé3349681P404048498 She dwarfed the tall trees of Mein Street,
and the glitter of her peint and varnish made a shebbiness &f all about her -- the
littered ysrd, the sheds end warehouses with their unpeinted sun-curled shingles,
the thick dust of Main Street, yes, and the dusty hot-faced people in Sunday clothes
now gethering like a se:= under her forefoot. The launching platform was set up, and
dreped in bunting, and there was a white sheet over the figurehead that all'Malton wes
esger to see.
At two o'clock in the afternoon there was a burst of martial music, end
the Malton brass band came down from the fire hall, with the red coats and gleaming
Enfield barrels of the militia company behind, and the crowd parted to let them through.
They formed a square about the launching platform and fixed their long glittering .
bayonets, es if determined to prevent this M##bi®wl monster from following her bowpsrit
into Dawson's houss. 'nd at that moment the big front door of the Dawson mension opened ,
end ¢#6$84485 in decorous pairs, conscious of their worth  dmdmwimbwe, ond full of
sherry and biscuits, forth ceme,the aristocracy of Malton, a stately procession of
stovepipe hats and Yaty parasols. They marched out of the Dawson gete ##8é# in the
very shadow of the jib-boom, and toock their stations, with much fluttering end hitchin
2 2 ine giif about the launching platform, surroundeéd in their turn by the m!ltie%ﬁ;WWL
red bl Ligures—¢3i686548358545600889 “bnewed. And @$n the platform stood Sandy and Lizzie and
: Kate, with a select company, creme de la creme, of Enslows and Finucanes.
There were speeches, which everybody hesrd raptly. Oratory flouri-hed in the small
towns in thos e days -- .andewhere i® ft-nmow.j Then rose the clamour of B§R$s$ mauls
umder the hull, where under Dan Fordyce's slfayn eye andwsherperebengwe, men began ... (-
splitting out the $3$8R8 keel blocks. On the barques deck Red Hugh had gathered a
gang of volunteers to attend the anchors and lines, tW#® assisted by7e#tubw by the
usual $9488565384431 mebof sm=ll boys, who had swarmed aboard/from the road by the
dolphin~striker,~ e
ﬁoaagzz. t a nod from Fordyce, Dawson toughed his deughter's arm, and Kete
stepped to the dangling chempegne bottle,/ $8896544 ewmd Fhe people cheered.
She was in blue silk from bonnet to hems, and people eevld=met~help co rihgfhero with
the ship thet was to sail under her namep Both wérfs slim and handsome; 2 bit over—sparred
, but none the worse felhet. Kate swung the bottley aldﬁSt gave a gentle
bump on the hull end came back. She czught it and swung %gain. THZo—biems Lt struck
harder but not hard enough. There were loud i below, where the
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block—splitters,upggﬂjuﬁg:ng clear, and the hullgave a d@dtinct shudder of life,
"Quick " \gnapped/ DawsonY snatchiigiaway the shroud from the figurchead. Kate grasped
the bottle by neck and with an unladylike swing brought it hard on the now moving

stem, Glass and champagne flew in a shower, but nobody ==w at. 5411 eyes were turned
imr—detbahiiod—alerm to the towering mest-heads. Would she bemeve herself 3 Would she
jem on the weys 7 Would she topple on her side and ruin the Dawsons, the dsy and
herself in one earth-sheking crash ? She did none of these things. She went into the
harbour with a swoop, and in a minute there was silence and sunlight where she had
been born, and all the people staring at Kate, the flesh-and-blood blue-si te.
A chunk of the flying bottle had gashed her hand and Pe blood web drippiuzzgzznnher

#¥im fingers. Gallant old Finucene bound it up with a handkerchief, in a thin gﬁble
of female alarm, and Kate was smiling. But the sailors and stevedores shook their 5
heads at an omen. : :

As the barquetaokz the water there was a grest surge, and the plenks of the
launching weys spewed out underneath, a,wet tangle of wood. The gang on the bow let go
both anchors and paid out a good length of chain to give her e spring to bring up on,
end the stern line, passed beforchand to the he=d of the packet wharf, was now hesved in
mightily, to keep her stern off the flats,



¥a
Mayer/}fat;? she was at McGarry's wharf, loeding deals for England; and
that evening young Shad, Wtkins saw Kate and “oy Thorpe in the warm dusk under the
yeung locust trees Qq%‘l the stable..The #§ bandage on Kate's hand shone white in the
murk, and Shad saw Roy 1lift thed=whit®ness to his lips. Their voices were very, low,
and presently they stood ###ficlose , and the psle glimmer of their faces wScane i 1
end Kate's hat fell to the ground,unheeded. Shad Watkins preserved thet secret mor
then seventy years. " I was young then," he $§4R38Q said in his old dry rustling
voice." Seventeen -- cighteen, mebbe. $$ S‘t,rugﬁ me &W}%éﬁiﬁ@ﬁ&ﬂ dumb, B'raps .

1 -wee-creay. abowb-her : ) o6 f. Roy Thorpe wasn't good enough
for her, but he loved her, ZA-¥how; and mey the good Lord rest them kindly wherever

$869388 it was they went. For Malton never saw 'em again. The West, some say. A hard
life then —- and neithep ed#whem hed ever done gshand's turn. bpfo1# Dut—bhey were—in

i
ke, e b / om———

Sandy Dawson was a thrifty men and never shipped & crew watill ¥hér seiling
day, so when the "Katherine M. Dewson" wes drawing sixteen feet, and hed to be taken
over the bar to complete her lozding, ¥t a gang of Dewson's longshoremen whe took
her out, under Red Hugh's tongue and eye. They anchored her opposite Fish Point, and .xg/

: her deck cargo was towed out in ra£ta by, Paddy Mahan's paddle-wheel tug. When=thethid 6
Aeed2 Corsowa - e lashing planks rx&iﬁa-gé, and the skipper, the mates and the cook
U skreeslyr settled in their fine new quarters, Sandy Dawson signed a crew in the old
shipping office at the corner of Dock Street and Wentworth Lane. Threy-all had-a drink
They stopped for a last drink here and there in the little sailors' rum shops along

Doc gg;r et d went o f in the tug with their ses-bags and straw-sacks, roaring ./
a M’:ﬂb"‘rresa{h Muldoon's boarding house theat evo;?body W&ﬂ S
now. . S Nt les “"%

e pivsctlimg in the mornin'," Dawson told Red Hugh.s The whole town'll

oo =

ovLer~welgn P,

want to see how she feels her canvas."

"ihat about my papers ; " Red Hugh said.

" 711] fix 'em up before breakfast. There's the insurance, too. All in g-od time.
We've hed a long day."

Red Hugh gave him & ghrewd, glang

. Dawson, Jooked old. The=mewswef Kate's elopement
hed hit him \ bomednit! Fy—wad rumoured imbews: Dewson had ##arges
aceused John Thorpe &27a hand in it, and there had been high words. Some said Thorpe {
bre? mudischarged by the bank dir:ctors, and some that he had resigned; bmt »
fthe men was down with a stroke, #pdldging, complaining of a great weight on
his chest, as if the top-heav@y bank itself had settled there.
- It was a fair Sfeptember evening when the sun went down, with a light breeze
off the blue hills s west. People worked long in those days and slept i
By ten o'clock Phe—towa was d rk, and=desd,  iEitrink ifiwep and the air &6 still as
death. It was #%¥84 like that when John Thorpe died, at two o'clock in the mornipg,
with his wife and Doctor Barnsby at ¥#@ bedside. At thr e @desh it wad” b18wilhe” o
whole gale from the south-esst. It came as quick as that -- the famous Line Gale of /-
$68'68. The town awoke in a clapter of unfastened shutters and doors, and trees M
the air i , and loose e-% blowing esbout the streets, and rain a A He
. filleds the air like something solid. Women scurried from windew—%e windowd 77 ebe
Bubsdbhe Mon pu led on boots and trousers and ceme running,in little (shouting groups
along Main Street, past Dawson's, past the §$Béfother mansions, heading for the=leme
#0 Fish Point. South-east the narrow b%f pﬁz‘e‘a like a gun, with the wind thrusting
093488 808838 straight up the barrel. The storm had found the fatal weakmess of
Malton Harbour and howled its triumph to the hills. W,,;,,/
Fish Point was crowded soon with half-drssed men stsring ot over the water. The

barque was riding to both bowers, a shape, & mere, prgsence in khe furious dark. They

[<¥ TR

could fancy Red Hugh and his langusge, caught ae~he=wes between the storm and the bar.
They talked confidently of the new cables, $§§if$keof the good holding ground, of Red
Hugh's famous luck; but mostly they talked of the anchors, msde in Pell's foundry on
the hillside. “ach was of wrodught iron, with shank, crown and flukes in one pjl%e,

the shank six feet from shackle to crown, and a spen of six feet from fluke to fluke,
end each fluke fifteen inches long, with a four inch point. The heavy wooden stock was
of yellow birchg in two pieces,each nine feet long, and bound together with six iron




bands to form a solid balk twelve inches through. They weighed a ton apiece, the best
bit of anchor work ever turned out of Pell's, and men thought of them, and the new
hemp cable made fast to each great iron ring, and the cable end parcelled and served
against chafe, and said that ® The Kate® was safe.emnough. Some ofrthem believed it,
even when a great sea began to roll into the harbour, and the "Katherine zwson"
surged and surged in the C}Q@ ,hgm:}fing dark. The bar was breaking gi& the,way across,
now, §#8 roaring under the ‘}‘“,{p'iled 8285, 4 a_llr_xce sea drove the watchers back from
the shore at Fish Point. It ran hipmhk up, taaﬁg at the grass sod, and suekedsback

#i8854580udd ren back, #iteafiedgbdy into the darkness, with a sucking, Zoasing~s6und
that deafened the ears; and then without gﬁrning % cpreng out of the dark again,
a wall, white-foamed i eye level, breaking ingel #1206 thunder

end hurling $88 cobblestones at=their-heeds. ..
There wg 8 a thin sound of wheels and hgovegs, and the men turned and saw
Dawson, in, is gig, with young Shad &4 yeirto
" Does she hold } "™ ®ried éﬂm in a voice they hed never hesrd before.
" She holds " they bawled, but g¥en as they cried this’ Pemgeurcnce they sew the
barque's snchor lights swipgifis. TH8IR4461854AEHEFBHISNE805860ARSRITARS IERORIRETINS,

Be3IPASLHLAL Iy JenGaN IBuL (4he JoveRBARAGNBATEEBLERIDARTEd

Dawson screemed, as if cables and anchors could hear, The lights

" Hold ! Hold }¥ Sandy
moved $8§ ap akspeed HHiM gethtred S mmd-toft 1o dORb L dn.th wminds
¥arque i

" There &gne, = m‘w&bﬁm& He had not
wmernt to sound’ triumphant, but# triumphsnt he seunded, and Dawson turned @on him
harshly. " There," he said, thrusting a bony finger out into the hissing dark, " goes
all Melton '" PBé#:45354085kne0sunat Hasnednt; ibutithéy nénenbensd st Afterwards
they knew what he meant, but not then.
" God help Red Hugh and his men if she strikes em the bar 1"
Red Hugh wes meking, #& that w®$ moment the decision that saved him emd a~r

#@u¢ 64 his men g desst. A bellow sent men sCu¥rying aloft to let fall the stiff
new fore topszil. That brought the baruq stern-towind and sea and gave her steerage
way. Dead to leeward thundered the bar. Four points off the starboard bow he could
see the tall spouts thrown up by the Cow,3#$$$8836uthieLi089i0088 and ke steered for
it, §843R8ATEHEIRALEIIABE5EMEIAapIDELHCEA S r00R andGEHE 18HE28) risking the Calves
on the height of & full moon tide and $¥84$884 apiled-up sea brought in by the wind.
She touched one§ and staggered, but fled on at a speed they coulld only guess. Red Hugh
with his own great paws on the wheel, ran her dead into the gap between the Cow and
the shore. Before she struck he called all hends aft, expecting the masts to go.
But the new rigging held. She struck $fig# and fetched up at once, nipped between
rock and shore, and $he grest se=s bresking over the stern. Red Hugh and the rest /%
on the half deck were swept off their feet and washed along the deck, end Bome were
never—seen-egein. Theypdst clambered into the fore rigging,”out along thef"fore yard arm
and slid down the brace into the woods. It was as neast as theat.
They would not desert their ship, even then, but stayed by the shore. One men hed dry
metches, the quaint stinking card-matches that Chaplﬂegymgl__sﬂe&n‘;}mgr@g in his little
factory on Queen Street, and they 1lit a grest fire) for comfort, I suppose, though
the gale blew the smoke and flame all about them, and would have fired the woods if
it had not been for the rain.

In the small house ﬁbqve Cow Cove, Albert Dangley he=rd the crash of
Red Hugh's berthing, and ran ouf into the storm-beaten woods sndedewn to the shore.
a5d #s he $84888 blundered $858688 0418542688 out of the trees, the fire flamed suddenly ,
and $$$545659463638804000188 88043 AP the barqued$éddsnéds appeared, enormous and
frightful in that narrow space, with spars towering up into nothingness. But Albert
sew $B686540E0 one-thia e-- the ##lf bright figure of Kate, sergne in jacket and
bodice, kneeling at the very edge of the bank, 1lit by the red f1fcker of the fire.
‘,;men Dawson end the others arrived by the harbour road, they found him there, gibbering.

What's he say j-" Dawson bellowed.

" Something about a prophecy."
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