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vessel, for the West Indies, 

and reached the vicinity of 

that latitude which bears the 

name of the Tropic of Cancer, 

It would be difficult to con- 

ceive a more perfect calm. 

Not a cloud marred the soft 

even tone of the vast blue 

firmament, mellowed and en- 

riched with a glowing tinge by the warm 

settled flood of light that permeated the 

arch above and around us; not a breath 

disturbed the unruffled surface of the deep : 

when suddenly the smooth surface of the 

waters was roused into action, and with 

our yards braced up we were again driving 

through the breaking billows with an ad- 

verse wind. 

But it was not to last. A growing gloom 

was now spreading itself around us, save 

only where, at intervals, the solar rays 

pierced through the rifts in the clouds. The 

sails collapsed and swelled alternately, 

flapping the masts. In the meantime the 

sea had changed its hue from a pure trans- 

lucent blue to a greenish murky cast. Its 

crested and graceful undulations had also 

  
broken into a cross unequal action, as ifin | 

the throes of hopeless impotency. The 

sails hung heavily from the yards, while the 

brief, half-whispered remarks among the 

crew, who stood gazing around, imparted a 

livelier sense of the silence they disturbed. 

It was a solemn scene, and yet how beauti- 

ful!—beautiful, and, it might be, fearful. 

Above, below, around the circling expanse, 

all seemed spell-bound in a breathless pause. 

All was dark and murky, except to the 

eastward, where a long streak of the blue 

ether still appeared beneath a rugged arch, 

formed by the straggling edges of the wide- 

spreading vapours which had so suddenly 

conspired to shroud the face of heaven from 

our view.   
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But the central point of the gloomy mass, 

which had appeared settling immediately 

above our heads, had imperceptibly moved 

more to the westward, and now hung lower, 

with a bulging curve towards the waters, as 

if sustaining some ponderous weight, or, re- 

plete with the material of storm, was about 

to burst its bounds and scatter desolation 

around it. 

“Stand by your topsail and top-gallant 

halliards! See your top-gallant sheets all 

clear there !” exclaimed the captain. 

“ All clear, sir!” was the brief reply ; and 

the order and response alone disturbed the 

prevailing silence, and, for a moment, di- 

verted fixed attention from the threatening 

point of attraction which was now palpably 

in motion. Still,no breath of air moved 

the sails, or raised a ripple upon the 

smooth dark waters, or even disturbed the 

light feathers that formed the dog-vane. 

Still, we gazed intently upon the moving 

mass—black, compact, and ponderous— 

that now within a hundred yards, in one 

vast convoluted heap, gravitated towards 

us, and threatened to eject its mighty bur- 

den into the sea beneath. : 

But look, look to the eastward! The 

arch has increased its span; its jagged 

edges are breaking and rolling into fantas- 

tic fragments, and in patches it is slowly 

scudding across the mottled area of the 

gloom above. Above, below, around the 

circling expanse, all now seems gliding into 

motion, and yet all is silent and breathless ; 

and the gloom itself, as if rallying its 

strength, concentrates with an increasing 

intensity of blackness above and round the 

rolling mass upon which our glances in- 

stinctively settle. See, see! its curving 

outline is now protruding toa point below; 

now, like some monster’s limb, thrusting out 

the integument that conceals the mighty 

conflict within it. Look! the sea beneath 

is now agitated into a ripple ; now rises


