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FOREW ORD

Tﬂ learn from the experiences of others is an art few

can sincerely boast of. The things we are taught
while bouncing over the rough spots here and there are
perhaps the very things Grandfather could have told us
had we shown a willingness to listen. Still it is this im-
petus, this innate and mute initiotive, that not only dom-
inater but becomes intricate and pervasive in youth. It
was not wntil late introspection that I was impelled to
realize that the motives of my venture—the venture that
frames the retting of this book—uwere not the motives that
I had laid down before my inquisitors. Had I told them
the true regsons, I should have admitted that about my-
self which perhaps they had outgrown, that which they
cotild have no sympathy with, but that which construcis
the elemental substance and soul of youth. And so I sub-
consciously fashioned an wltramotive and refused to ad-
mit, even to myself, that it was not intrinsic. Thus dis-
guised, I pasced the censors and stepped into @ new world,

I was a sailor |—a long-haired, tar-dobbed, hickory-clad,
sun-blacked, “sea-dog”! I was destined to cross the ocean
before the mast of a "wind-jammer,” to visit strange lands,
sirange seas, and strange people; to encounter destructive
winds, fires, and mutiny; in short, I was to become ac-
guainted with the real life of the sea. Here I learned
that the stories we read of such an existence are not the
mere pages of a book, nor the creative genius of Stevenson,
Conrad, and Masefield; nay, the romance of the sea is
immortal, its powers—unconguerable, and its story is never
told.

In the following pages I have taken much from the life
as I have found it. “QUEEN OF THE NIGHT” was
roughly outlined and many fragmentary sections were
swritten in just thet part of the globe the verses describe.
In fact, the greater part of the experiences are true! Of
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