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cv was,a lovely day 

early in the month 

of February, and 

the ship was bowl- 

ing along “close 

hauled,” with a 

splendid breeze. 

We were nearing the line, and 
had lost the north-east mon- 

soon, which blows with varying 

force all the year round north 

of the equator, and were fortunate in having 

fallen in with a good steady south-easterly 

wind, that promised to last some time, and 

carry us perhaps into southern latitudes ; 

for we had experienced a long run of bad 

weather in the ‘‘chops of the Channel.” 

The winter had been unusually severe, and 

the gales during the months of November 

and December very frequent. After a 

great deal of knocking about we felt the 

more pleased with the change. As I was 

saying, there was a fine spanking breeze— 

what is called by sailors a “ topgallant 

breeze ;” that is, when a ship can just carry 

well her topgallant sails. The beautiful 

morning had given place to as beautiful an 

afternoon ; the sea was smooth, with a long 

swell; and the dancing waves, with their 

crests just ruffled by the wind and tipped 

with foam, came tumbling one over the 

other in a joyous way, as if running a race 

to meet the ship; but, on encountering the 

apposition of the bows, these “white 

horses” speedily succumbed, and, after an 

angry buffet against the stern, disappeared 

in the black depths under her bilge. 

The Amphitrite was a new ship, marked 
A 1 at Lloyd’s, of 1800 tons burden, and 
this was her first voyage; she was clipper- 

built, and the fastest vessel I ever sailed in. 

We never looked out for ships astern, but, 

whenever a sail was sighted, it was always 

ahead, and before night fell we were cer- 

tain to leave her hopelessly behind. Many 

a storm and gale have I experienced on 

    

  

A MYSTERIOUS COLLISION. 

board her, and right nobly she always 

behaved in them, riding over the waves tg 

spite of the immense weight aloft of the 

heaviest and squarest spars ever fitted to a 

ship of her size. Once in a hurricane, 

when we were lying to quite snugly, a large 

China trader went down.before our eyes. 

On the roth of February, the day of which 

I am writing, the Amphitrite was sailing 

with her yards “braced sharp up” on the 

port tack, and every stitch of canvas was 

drawing, she having all “plain sail” set. 

The passengers (myself among the number) 

were all standing on the poop, talking and 

joking, and looking forward to doing justice 

to a good dinner, for which this pleasant 

sea breeze gave us an appetite. Ona long 

sea-voyage dinner is the great event of the 

day, to which every one looks forward as 

breaking the tedious monotony in an 

agreeable manner. The heat of the day 

had been great, although tempered by a 

double awning spread over the poop, under 

which we had placed our easy-chairs, and, 

with our books in our hands as a make- 

believe, we enjoyed the sweets of the dolce 

far. niente. Conversation naturally turned 

on crossing the Line and its attendant 

ceremonies, which were pretty generally 

spoken of as follies, especially by some 

young cadets going out to join the army, 

who were looking forward, half with feelings 

of curiosity and half of dread, to the 

advent of Neptune with his motley crew 

and bucket of slush. Of all senseless 

customs and traditions, this Line folly is 

about the most unreasonable. There can 

be no harm in the sailors’ dressing up and 

blundering through a performance, but the 

manner in which passengers are often ill- 

used is monstrous. This nuisance is now 

considerably abated, and it is hoped will 

soon entirely cease to disgrace the mercan- 

tile marine. Few respectable merchant- 

captains allow their passengers to be thus 

| insulted. The practical joking is frequently


