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A sea life is a curious medley of ei-
ts.
sor new pains,  Novelty is the altar
ore which Jack worships: and Fidlers’
en. a pliee sitnated according to the
:umnnn of old tars, three miles beynnd

o called Belzebub, is, according to his
ed, the final resting place of the sons
the sea.  Groe is the solace of the old
n-of-war's man—zroz and its accoms-

iment tobacco-—with a full ean and a
| pouch, with a shot in the locker, and
Bunday suit. he rides the ocean with a
» planks between him and cternity, and
istles a merry strain, amid  the awful
inz of the lmdm-_:ht storm.  An old
lor is a great curiosity 3 his whole
pvnl in endeavoring o ont-wit his offi-

: but when he has played his pranks,

i.~; generous to a fault, e eannot en-

¢ the tears of a woman, and many a
¢ [ have seen a blufl old sea doz. hali
s over, throw a third of his hard earn-

ile he wiped his eyes with his apology
a pocket handkerchief, sing out in a

sorrtow—the longest storm must have
end,” and then depart, hitching up his
hoard waistband before the astonished | ®
pient of his favor found words with
-BlBich to return her heart-telt thanks.
Ml 'here has of late, however, been a|
at revolution worked by philanthro-
s in the condition of the seamen, both
he naval and merchant service. The |
e jacket now worships at the aliar of |
GOJ and from beneath the Bethel |

a5

Loud hallelnjahs to the Lord,
Die sweetly on the distant sea,

eyl el =

here is another elass of persons, how-
r, who ride the leaping ocean who dif- |
from the scamen in every particular, |
y are the souls of the trumpet, the
sters of thunder, the monarchs of the |
pled deck. Their hail is as omnipo- |

A

sultan’s hands.  Sky pole and o:lop |
k answer trl:.nhll;:j_:ly to their sumn-
ns; and even the very rats in a war
yshow by their scampering whenever
first lutl has the sulks—that

By the itching of their thumbs
Something savage to’ards them comes.
th this class of sea-faring men, those
tlemen who enter the cabin windows,
ead of working their way up throuzh |
B hawse-loles—we have had something |
do in our early days, and feeling in the |
wor of SI{)I",-IU”IIIL‘.’, we trust we shall|
be Umdcmllul for noticing some ol |
laughable peculiarities incidental to
Ir lives at sea.

he captain of a ship of war is the first
al man on board—he, like the king.

" 4 g Sm_ sn o gs m= ey

] do no wronz. He can break his own

fulations, and r(-prunnnd himself in pri-
e for the offence. He, in fact, is the
<At grand Turk, and if he see fit he can
«BEEP his officers in as pretty a little To-
:; et as one can well conceive of. The
L in rank and power is the firs§ylicu-
"Nt —he i« the executive officerPhe is
Ui

Every day brings forth new pleas- |

location of a certain fiery old gentle-

|1ft°-

gains into a weeping widow’s lap, and |

ky voice—* Belay there your pumps

t from stem to stern as the clapping of |

b T

the oracle of the !-Ilill, O O nm.-;l differ
with him, for rank i powerlul and must
prevail.  He Knows best what every one
ought to have.  Does a home-sick middy
thram an old fiddle in the steerage, the
first lientenent knows whether he makes
too much noise—he knows too when he
has done playing, for he tells him when
to bag his fiddle and ride the mast-head ;
the first lieutenant knows, too, when a
person wants to zo on shore, for he teils
'him to go at nine in the morping, and he
‘knows when Le will desire to come on
'hoard, for e tells him to come off at ten
‘in the eveninz ; he knows when a man
'has had sleep enongh, for he sets the fo-
[y stones and wet sand a woing at six bells
'in the morning, and he knows, further-
more, when he wishes to go 1o bed, for
‘he claps a stopper upon his talking taclks
and sends the master-at-arins 1o extii-
enigh his licht at nine in the evening —
[Ie knows, too, when to whip. and when
to sit in jewels, when to administer tarred
rope ends, and when to cool off with cold |
iiron.  He knows how much water is
‘drank, how many tacks and sheets of
sand-paper are used in the ship: and

iana,

[above all things, he knows his own ]m\ er.

'With all this knowledge, would you be-
Hlieve it, he has a hard task, for he takes
the fault-finding, fresh from its fountain-
head, the clpl.nn,uml receives the sly
lcuts of the juniors, when they whip the

The officer of the deck is the next
'oreat man—Tfor four hours he is vicegerent
| —he holds the trumpet ; at his command

gale, or come

' pinions and woo the dying |
At his com-

thundering in like l!"hilllll

 bell—his eye is upon the water and the |

. sky—he sees to saguing of a yvard—the

fultering of a rope—the flapping of a
'splitting sheet—and the spitting to wind-
ward of a land lubber. as easy as any one |
can see his own face in the water. lle
humws when the cook’s pudding is boiled, |
and when the meat is fit to eat. Il
knows the strength of the rroo tuh, and
the decree of temperature reached by any
one of the ship’s eompany. He knows
every body, and every bo l» knows him.

T'he purser and the doctor are the pext
|zreat men,  The boatswain is not always
a great man—=le swears and drinks groc
| —talks with the sailors—and telis hnprop-

er stories, and when he cets a hitle cleva-
w“l‘ he whips the whole party, and goes
home with a black eye—the boatswain is
not a great man; he never wears whiie
oloves, and it 1s allitmed that but one was
‘ever known to wear a smelling bottle and
‘sing psalins,

Here, perhaps, the reader may think |
that orizinal characters are to be sketch- |
ed, but in this he will find that he is mis-
taken. Follies will be rapped, but per-
sonalities will be left out of the question,

Having thus briefly shewn our colors—|
“oll hands up anchor '—¢ man the bars'—
“walk away with the cat’—* ha, there it
‘comes '—* lay aloft '—¢ sheet home the
topsails'—*sct the jib and spanker’—
» there comes the breeze '—* haul aft the
main sheet '—*she pays off sweetly '—

‘ pipe down, boatswain’s mate ——"nntl
bye, Mr. Pilot '—*we are at sea.’ |

Let us now go down into the ward-)
room—this is easily accomplished, the
companion-way is just forward of the bin-'

devil around a stump, .
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! :u-l--. and 1!!0 mn‘.n(-!‘;r is just forward of
the wheel, and the wheel is just forward
of the mizen-mast.  After descending the
companion-way we reach the gnu-deck,
the heavy battery of a ship, and turning
round the ward room sky-lizht, which rises
like ¥iu' roof of a house, 1 the ecntre of
the deck, jnst forward of the cabin bulk-
head, we deseend another ladder which
lands us in the steeraze, (lh(- younge gens
tleman’s apartment, as it is |~rmf~d) which
is on the birth deck. and turring to the
rigcht., we enter the ward room—the aris-
tocratic corner of a ship of war. Here
reigns rank in cacle buitons, and colden
cap-hands: here glory lincers aronnd the
proud monstachie ; and honor rides upon
a full blown swab.  This is the second
heaven to the middy, but pot to uts ine
males, '
The mess are at supper ;
cxtends

a long table
fiomn side to side of the mess
romn : the starheard end si's the first
Hontenan Pis, tur el ghn'--
puaddine alwars loxurinte under his rubi-
bund nose—at his rizht, at the side of the
table, sits the second licutenant, then the
third, then the fourth, and then the mas-

Lov @
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ter; at the opposite end sits the purser— i

the lord of fish, pies and jellics—caviare
and old cherce—at his richt, at the side of
the table,
oflicer, then the chaplain:
next the first heatenant's
the fifih. the vounuest of
knows the ¢xact

the mess—he
leneth of a dor waleh,

and ean tell the exaet time when his rehel
lizhis are lm\'[
the studding-sails spread out their giant brouzht in and plac d upon the table; a another and heavier ‘pull at the halyards,

shulll | ¢coine o) tll i I\' -

substantial supper sinokes before the hun- |
agry mess.  The first lieutenant has de-

dipping his spoon in the mvsterious mus- |
tard pot, u.lm h appears to have
Thompson’s mark upon it, M, T, (empty)
when lo! in pops the gonner and master-
at-arms, while the ship’s cooper and two
cunner's mates stand at the doar,  "he
gunner ina lone Ham el seit, free from
buttons and buckles, with a long
batze nizht cap on his head, and the mas-
rer=nt-arms 1 his ever v day torgery. with
a bull’s eve lantern in his hand, comylete
the var ¢ty of the groap,

“The caprain

Lias :In cetod the ma a-

zine to he aree (l. “avs Lhe cunner.
2iving his eyes o twist towards the savory
1IESS,

“What do von cir.!
Lientenant, who is a

tends to be still

£V, savs the first
litile deaf, and pre-
more o, holtine at the

sume time a square inch nf heef, and send-|

e down after it a large allowance of

;slit': d ontons.

“The captain has ordered the magazine
to be opened,, sereams the gunner, while
the mess, following the exa m|r|r' of their/
head, m.ul: a dilizent use of their masti-
cators, notwithstandirg they are nearly |
re 'ul\ o sutfoeate with lausliter. By this |

| this time the first lieutenant has dey osited |

the contents of his plate between his teeth

Cand his bread-room, and having swallowed |

acup of coflce ar a draught, springs up |
tand hands the gunner the l\(,\:a of the
mazazine, then turning to the mess, who |
continue with unremitted exertions to Pros|
vide themselves, roars out the cabalistic
words—* Going to open the magazine, |
ventlemoen, uhML‘r at- arms put
hights and drop the sereen’

of the old tar's

sits the doctor, then the marive
ved at the side
lelt hand sits

Mall |

creen

"!(n

nut lhbl

fn o moment all is darkness and confu-
sion © away springs cach mess boy with a
well filled dish 3 away fly the mess to their
varions stations—out go the lights, down
falls the flannel screen—and a marine
with a drawn bavonet enters the ward
room, and paces along the outside of the
table that was so lately filled with anima-
ted countenances—all now is silent ; a
strong sulphurous smoke penetrates the
curtain and fills the ship; while the echo
s curse rises in hollow mur-
murs and dies away in the distance.

Well may Iehabod be now written over
tl e entrance of the ward-room, for surely
its glory has depaited !

A cloomy change has now come over
the spuit of their dreams. A few officers
jace the gun deck in sullen humor, but
the majority loof about the spar deck,
now watching the silver moon as she ri-
<cs beautiflly from the duazzling sca, and
now endcavoring to make out in the dise
iance the appearance ol a ship, or the jet
of a spouting wlale. At length the drea-
ry job is over=—the magazine hatch closes
—up gocs the sereen—and down come
the lights ; a scanty supper is now saved
fiom the ]H“L rers at the galley, and then

‘come the wire bottle and a pine-apple

cleese, Iile two good companiors, faith-
ful even in death.

*Give us a yarn. gentlemen,’ says the
first licutenant, polling down his litile
waistcoat, over his little round belly, and
slewing himeself in his chair so as to turn
his deaf ear towards the company.

“Well, doctor.” says the purser, taking

*did you ever Lear how the old Culloden

| ost lier stick just ubout here many yeats
mand the honrq are tolled upon the ship’s ]msllcd a full allowanee of fried beef-steak |ago ?’

and onions upon his plate, and s _|||~l|

‘ No.” cries the doctor, joned by !he
voices of the whole mess, ¢ let’s hear it

“ Well, then,” says the purser, ¢ here it
ancs,’

THE DEAD MAN'S LEDGE.

¢« Not more than a hundred miles from
the sonthorn oxtremity of England, rise
o awlul majesty ahove the tem)estuous
occan. the dreadful breakers of the Dend
Man's Ledoe,  Nothing ean execed 1l e
solitary appeatance=s=the look of dreary
loncliness that they present to the cve of
watehful ccamaen when the Ixr.a\' ’
swll of Biseay eomes rolling up towards
the northern occan, and the light seud

spreads its flittinge sereen of  frosted silver

before the face of the broad red harvest
moon,  When the night comes on in
black rolling shadows from windward, ar.d
the stormy petre] calls his little band to-
cether, to dance upon the white foam that

Chisses in the vessel's wake, then may be
heard the terrific music of the Dead Man’s

Ledge, louder than the roar of heaven’s
artillery, louder thad the wail of the can-
vass-splitting  tempest, louder than the
‘moan of the ml(lvrnvus of waters, as it
heaves up its blackened breast to own its
God.

*From the days of the earliest naviga-
tors, these vocks have been famous in stoe
ry, and when the shades of evening settle
‘upon the deep, wo be unto the outward
bound mariner that sces not their dark
summits sink into the waste of foamecap-
ped waves astern.

‘It was at the commencement of the
“nineteenth century, when 2 Leavy armed
Corvette, under double-reefed topsails,

"eame running before 1 heavy south-west«



