
Why are Virgos blacklisted

 So it was, next morning, when Ford came along, that I plunged

into the wonderful water for a swim of indeterminate length. 

Astride of our surf-boards, or, rather, flat down upon them on our

stomachs, we paddled out through the kindergarten where the

little Kanaka boys were at play.  Soon we were out in deep water

where the big smokers came roaring in.  The mere struggle with

them, facing them and paddling seaward over them and through

them, was sport enough in itself.  One had to have his wits about

him, for it was a battle in which mighty blows were struck, on one

side, and in which cunning was used on the other side—a struggle

between insensate force and intelligence.  I soon learned a bit. 

When a breaker curled over my head, for a swift instant I could

see the light of day through its emerald body; then down would

go my head, and I would clutch the board with all my strength. 

Then would come the blow, and to the onlooker on shore I would

be blotted out.  In reality the board and I have passed through the

crest and emerged in the respite of the other side.  I should not

recommend those smashing blows to an invalid or delicate

person.  There is weight behind them, and the impact of the

driven water is like a sandblast.  Sometimes one passes through

half a dozen combers in quick succession, and it is just about

that time that he is liable to discover new merits in the stable land

and new reasons for being on shore. Joan tried to enthuse; but

the words came haltingly.  She suggested to Joan a candle that



some wind had suddenly blown out.  The paint and powder had

been obvious, but at least it had given her the mask of youth. 

She looked old and withered.  The life seemed to have gone out

of her.    The Snark was forty-three feet on the water-line and fifty-

five over all, with fifteen feet beam (tumble-home sides) and

seven feet eight inches draught.  She was ketch-rigged, carrying

flying-jib, jib, fore-staysail, main-sail, mizzen, and spinnaker. 

There were six feet of head-room below, and she was crown-

decked and flush-decked.  There were four alleged water-tight

compartments.  A seventy-horse power auxiliary gas-engine

sporadically furnished locomotion at an approximate cost of

twenty dollars per mile.  A five-horse power engine ran the pumps

when it was in order, and on two occasions proved capable of

furnishing juice for the search-light.  The storage batteries

worked four or five times in the course of two years.  The

fourteen-foot launch was rumoured to work at times, but it

invariably broke down whenever I stepped on board.
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