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it hovered over us, and finally selected a 

small white fox terrier, who I think really 

. had been principally concerned in the 

death, as the object of its vengeance, pounc- 

ing down upon his head, and giving him 

two or three good pecks, at the same time 

flapping its wings violently. The other 

dogs drove it off, but more than half an 

hour afterwards, while we were looking at 

some horses, nearly a mile from the spot, 

the plucky little owl returned to the charge, 

and again swooped down upon the dog 

with a dismal cry and administered a vigor- 

ous peck to him.” 

It was on the voyage from the River Plate 

to the Straits of Magellan that the Sunbeam 

rescued the crew of the Monkshaven. In 

the after-swell of what had evidently been 

a tremendous gale, they had made out a 

water-logged steamer, which was signalling 

“ship on fire.” There was no appearance 

of either fame or smoke, but on boarding 

her she proved to be the A@onkshaven, of 

Whitby, bound for Valparaiso, with smelting 

coal, which had caught fire, and was 

smouldering below hatches. The crew were 

living on deck under canvas, and when the 

hatches were opened for a moment, there 

came forth a volume of suffocating smoke. 

Nothing could be done for the ship, but the 

men were taken on board the Szsdean ; 

and, although, of course, Mr. Brassey never 

hesitated as to playing the Good Samaritan, 

his charity involved him in discomforts 

and might have entailed serious conse- 

quences. For the united ships’ companies, 

owners and passengers included, had to be 

put on half allowance of food and water. 

Happily they came across one of the Pacific 

Company’s steamers, and were able to trans- 

ship the grateful castaways. It seems that 

the smelting coal is so dangerous a cargo 

that there is a conflagration in one voyage 

out of three, although, of course, in most 

cases the fire is got under. 

Nothing on the voyage was more credit- 

able to Mr. Brassey than the way in which he 

navigated the Swndeam through the Straits 

of Magellan. “Although perhaps I ought 

nit to say so, I cannot help admiring the   

manner in which Tom has piloted his yacht 

through the Straits, for it would do credit, 

not only to any amateur, but to a profes- 

sional seaman. He has never hesitated nor 

been ata loss for a moment, however intri- 

cate the part or complicated the directions ; 

but having thoroughly studied and mastered 

the subject beforehand, he has been able 

to go steadily the whole way at full speed. 

It has, however, been very fatiguing work 

for him, as he hardly ever !eft the bridge 

the whole way.” 

Nor could anything well have been more 

magnificent than the savage Antarctic 

scenery :—“ The stupendous glaciers run 

right down into the sea, and immense 

masses of ice, sometimes larger than a ship, 

were continually breaking off with a noise 

like thunder and falling into the water, 

sending huge waves across to the opposite 

shore, and sometimes completely blocking 

up the channels. Some of these glaciers, 

composed entirely of blue and green ice, 

and the purest snow, are 15 or 20 miles in 

length. They are by far the finest we have 

any of us ever seen, and even those of 

Norway and Switzerland sink into compara- 

tive insignificance beside them.” 

Take this as a companion picture of the 

softer submarine beauties of the South Seas. 

It was off the island of Hao Harpe :— 

“Tt is really impossible to describe the 

beauty of the scene before us—submarine 

coral forests of every colour, studded with 

sea flowers, anemones, and echinide of a 

brilliancy only to be seen in dreamland ; 

shoals of the brightest and swiftest fish, dart- 

ing and flashing in and out ; shells, every one 

of which was fit to hold the place of honour 

ina conchologist’s collection, moving slowly 

along with their living inmates. ‘This is 

what we saw when we looked down from 

the side of the boat into the depths below. 

The surface of the water glittered with every 

imaginable tint, from the palest aquamarine 

to the brightest emerald, from the pure blue 

light of the turquoise to the deep dark blue 

of the sapphire, and was dotted here and 

there with patches of red, brown, and green 

coral rising from the mass below.”


