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being still under the impression that she had 
something to communicate, kept on our 
course; but it soon became evident that 

her captain intended passing almost too 
near us for safety. Ifhe had his ship well 
in hand, however, he might with ease 
prevent any disaster arising from our proxi- 
mity. Some dark clouds were rising up, 
the wind blew now strong and in gusts, and 
we could not imagine how the other skipper 

could be so insane as to keep his topgallant 

studding sails set. 
Being soon within hailing distance, our 

captain raised the speaking-trumpet to his 
mouth, and shouted out, in a stentorian 

voice, “Ship ahoy! What ship’s that?” 
No answer. “Ship ahoy !” again rang over 

the waters. Still no reply to the summons. 

““What does this mean?” said the captain 
to the first mate and a knot of passengers, 
myself among the number, standing by him 

on the break of the poop. We all looked 
at one another, and then at the ship 
anxiously. What indeed could be intended 
by this silence? Was it a ruse to carry out 
some diabolical purpose? It was dusk, 
and stories that I had read, when at school, 
of the Flying Dutchman and other old 
sea-legends, involuntarily recurred to me 
and raced unbidden through my brain. 
Not a soul could be seen on her decks, 

which were now distinctly visible. “Ship 
ahoy!” for the third time Captain Harvey 
bellowed out, and then ran off the poop on 
co the quarter-deck ; for it was now awfully 
certain there must be a collision. 

“Put the helm hard up!” he shouted 
out to the quartermaster as he descended 
the ladder ; but it was too late. 

I saw how it was to be, and caught hold 
of the cross-jack lists to steady myself. 
Like lightning the huge mass of wood and 
tall spars and towering canvas struck us 
full on the port bow, a blow that caused 
every timber and plank in the vessel to 
creak and groan with the concussion. So 
terrific was the shock that our ship seemed 
absolutely to stand still as if aghast; the 
masts and yards shook and reeled like a 
forest of trees when blown by the passing   

gale; and the sails for an instant were 
thrown flat aback, in spite of the fresh breeze 
that was bellying them out and stretching 
the canvas to its utmost tension. 

I saw that several of the crew and pas- 

sengers were thrown down; and, as is usual 

on such occasions, the ladies fainted right 
and left. Some only wrung their hands, 
and screamed in an agony ef terror; but 

the gentlemen hurried them all down indis- 

criminately into the cuddy—not a very safe 
place, certainly, if we were going to founder; 

but there was confusion enough on deck 
without its being “ worse confounded” by 

the persons of insensible ladies, young and 
old. 

When the ship struck us on the port bow 
her bowsprit was right over our decks. At 
the last moment, when it was too late to be 
of much service, our helm had been put 
“hard up,” thereby paying the Amphitrite’s 

head off. Instead, therefore, of the stranger 

steering alongside of us, she carried on her 
way, with her huge bower anchor, the flukes 
of which were hanging over the side, tearing 

all along our bulwarks, carrying away 

“dead-eyes” and “lanyards,” and laying 
the ship’s side open. Up aloft matters were 
much worse ; for the yards, and studding- 

sail booms, and all the gear were caught in 
inextricable confusion, and came rattling 
about our ears; most of the spars, 
fortunately for the safety of those below, 
falling overboard. The noise of the creak- 
ing timber and tumbling booms and yards 
was terrific. Nothing could be done; for 
the two ships had each great way on them, 
and it was evident they would soon clear 
each other, even if all the masts were to go 
“by the board” in the struggle. Three ot 
our men were seriously injured by the fall- 
ing débris, and had to be carried below; 
one poor fellow with both legs broken. 

In the meantime, how had our opponent 
fared through all this business? One of 
her studding-sail yards fell on the poop with 
its sail, and the spar, falling “end on,” 
dashed a hole through the deck, nearly 
knocking my brains out at the same time. 
Her foretopmast went like a reed, carrying


