
9 TUE SEA.

riches, wliat heaps o( ^old, what stores of gems, there most be

8catterc(l in lavish profuMion in the ocean's lowest bed I What
spoils from all climates, what works of art from all land8, have been

ingulfed by the insatiable and reckless waves 1 Who shall go

down to examine and reclaim this uncounted and idle wealth ?

Who bears the keys of the deep ? Who but IIo to whom the wild-

est waves listen reverently, and to whom all nature bows ; He who

shall one day speak, and be heard in the ocean's profoundirst caves

;

to whom the deep, even the lowest deep, shall give up its dead,

when the suu shall sicken, and the earth and the isles shall languish,

and the heavens be rolled together like a scroll, and there shall be

KO MORE SEA !

In early times, in the scriptural and classic periods, the great

oceans were ui)kn<twn. Mankind—at least that portion- whose

history has descended to us—dwelt upon the borders of an inland,

mediterranean sea. Tbey had never heard of such an expanse of

water as the Atlantic, and certainly had never seen it. The land-

locked sheet which lay spread out at their feet was at all times

full of mystery, and often even of dread and secret misgiving.

Those who veutured forth upon its bosom came home and told

marvellous tales of the sights they had seen, and the perils they

had endured. Homer's heroes returned to Ithaca with the music of

the sirens in their ears, and the cruelties of the giants upon their

lips. The Argonauts saw whirling rocks implanted in the sea, to

warn and repel the approaching navigator ; and, as if the mystery

of the waters had tinged with fable even the dry land beyond it,

they filled the Caucai>u3 with wild stories of enchantresses, of bulls

that breathed fire, and of a race of men that sprang, like a ripened

harvest, from the prolific soil. If the ancients were ignorant of

the shape of the earth, it was for the very reason that they were
ignorant of the ocean. Their geographers and philosophers, whose
observations were confined to fragments of Europe, Asia, and
Africa, altemat ;ly made the world a cylinder, a flat surface begirt

by water, a drum, a boat, a disk. The legends that sprang from
these confused and contradictory notions made the land a scene of

marvels, and the water an abode of terrors.

At a later period, when, with the progress of time, the love of
adventure or the needs of commerce had drawn the navigator from
the Mediterranean through the Pillars of Hercules into the Atlantic,

and when some conception of the immensity of the waters had
forced itself upon minds dwarfed by the contracted limits of the

inland sea, then the ocean became in good earnest a receptacle of


