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the ship. ‘Hands, shorten sail! Clear 

away the bow gun!” were the orders. Ina 

very short time the little craft was under 

bare poles, and the gun ready with a blank 

charge; but the column took a sudden 

curve, the water at the base roaring in a 

very unpleasant manner, and was soon seen 

dissolving with the others, rendering the fire 

of the bow gun unnecessary, a blank charge 

from which would have been sufficient to 

have broken any waterspout coming too 

close ; but, happily, they all passed clear. 

Then a perfect calm ensued ; steam was 

soon got up, amidst a perfect deluge of 

rain, which lasted about an hour, and the 

little ship steamed away on her passage. 

  

REMARKABLE 

“ EHOLD how great a matter 

x i a little fire kindleth.” Wit- 

y ) ness the unextinguished 

embers left by many a 

camping - party in nature’s 

wilds. Fanned by the 

breeze, and wafted a few 

yards to dry grass or stub- 

ble, a conflagration has been 

sent roaring over leagues of 

prairie ground, consuming 

miles of forest, driving the 

wild animals away in terror, and the smoke 

of the country has gone up like the smoke 

of a furnace. The overheating of a baker’s 

oven once set London in a blaze, and re- 

duced half the metropolis to ashes, from 

the Tower to Temple Bar. This event, 

the Great Fire of our annals, occurred in 

the year after the Great Plague. It broke 

out early in the morning of Sunday, Sep- 

tember 2, 1666, close to the present Monu- 

ment, and raged for four days and four 

nights with unabated fury. Everything 

favoured the progress of the devouring 

element. The dwellings were generally of 

wood pitched on the outside; the roofs 

were thatched ; the streets were narrow, the 

upper stories of the houses on opposite 

sides projected so as nearly to touch each 

other; the woodwork was dry and com- 

bustible, owing to the heat and drought of 

the preceding month; and at the same 

time the wind blew furiously from the east. 

Thus aided, the Fire King marched victori- 

  
  

CONFLAGRATIONS. 

ously from east to west, and took posses- 

sion of more than four hundred acres of 

ground. He made his meal of four hundred 

streets and lanes, thirteen thousand houses, 

eighty churches, besides chapels and public 

buildings, and gormandized over from ten 

to fifteen millions’ worth of private property. 

His course was only arrested on the fol- 

lowing Thursday, when the wind abated, 

and an immense gap was made by the 

blowing up of the buildings in the path of 

the flames. 

There are several contemporary accounts 

of this terrible catastrophe, but none more 

| real and striking than that by John Evelyn. 

“Oh,” remarks he, “the miserable and 

calamitous spectacle! such as happily the 

world hath not seen since the foundation 

of it, nor can be outdone till the universal 

conflagration thereof. All the sky was of. 

fiery aspect, like the top of a burning oven, 

and the light seen above forty miles round 

about. God grant mine eyes may never 

behold the like! The noise, crackling, and 

thunder of the impetuous flames, the shriek- 

ing of women, the hurry of people, the fall 

of towers, houses, and churches, was like a 

hideous storm, and the air all about was so 

hot and inflamed that at last one was not 

able to approach it,so that they were forced 

to stand still and let the flames burn on, 

which they did for near two miles in length 

and one in breadth. The clouds also of 

smoke were dismal, and reached upon com- 

putation near fifty miles in length. Thus I


