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THE SHARK,

A RECOLLECTION OF THE WEST INDIES.

RY ANDREW L. PICKEN.

“ But ah!—a shark bit through his waist,
His heart’s blood dyed the main.”

BRYAN AND PEREENE.

f‘(;n:’lBYRON has sung so often and so well of
Vi]lap endours of Italy and Greeee, that every
ge bas blew and library lounger has learnt to
E:.:e” of “Erean wavesj’ andh“ Adri?.n. gondo-
as c;‘ !?nd though, I believe, his descriptions are
edituble as they are delightful, yet I must
amfmt that his lordship hadnever beenin the West
Ndies, or the beauties of the Occident would at
€ast have shared his culogium. le had never
Seen the sup setting on the blue mountains of
amaicap—rising like pyramids of opal, and
gleaming with a thousand prismatic hues. He
8d never beheld its meridian glories sleeping
UPOR the waveless bosom of the Caribbean sea,
1or heard the wild choral songs of the turtlers
and manati-men, converted by the elysian soft-
7ess of the land winds into the most fairy-like
armony; and though .
“I ply but vainly on a broken string,*
Lhave gt least the advantage of him in this res-
Pect. T have seen and heard both.

(?f the places in the West Indies to which the
v‘_"”ed excursions of the coasting trader may lead
him, thag of the gulf or inlet of Dulce, on the
is:“i‘hel'n extremity of the peninsula of Yucatan,
5 ,en every Point of romantic loveliness, perhaps
the Mog delighttful.  Scldom ﬁ'?queme(l, but for :,
c“mf"“l'['!ose of inland smuggling, or lng'\’yuud ;
asin tf’ It presents a secne as l‘mlely and silent
the o ];? era of early discovery might have gu:oeted
ﬁmid ior\s of Alyam(!n and Co.lum‘mxs.' b«,nme-
the c‘a.ter scudding in a ‘‘yein (»Ij \V}n(]. " as
u(itu:r“‘"th‘ are termed tI?nt prv.\'m.l in those
nlet ]'ei‘ thr(jafhng the deh‘c;\té windings of the
. !l;r: C' a bird upon the wing—through sounds
Bentinef“ that the cocoa.trees and pz\ll-noltos that

the shores are hustled and distarbed in
inetgzssage~you are bluffed up in a dead calm
cl(llhedv:ry c?ntre of. an :.nnphnhe;.m‘e uf !111]s,
and ref o their s}xmmlls. with luxuriant foliage,
ected, as in a mirror, by waters as blue

and .
franslucent as the skies thut hang over them.
ohn Martin ™
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ight have been cluirroyant of
Paradise when he dreamt of his * Nuiad's §

or the “Temptation,” for such a scene §

could only have been present to the gloomy
painter in his most serene and cloudless mood.

T was overtaken, during one of the last voyages
of the Mayflower, in such place as I have des-
cribed, by one of those breathless calms that ave
common to the last month of the dry season.
The sun had declined below the superior heights,
but a flood of radiance still lingered like a diadem
around them, and poured lavishly through the
divisions of the lower hills upon the waveless
surface of the waters, affording the most fairy-
like contrast of light and shade. Theanchorage
where we lay was “glassed in light,” and the
little vessel seemed like a white-winged albatross
sleeping in middle air; but the shores had already
darkened into a dreamy purple hue, and even the
most prominent features were growing shapeless
and indistinct. The fireflies were sailing across
the gulf with their topaz-coloured lights, like
troupes of elves,and here and there were glimpses
of gypsy fires to be traced by their white wind-
ing smoke, seen flickering through the bush as
the evening deepened. I had two Spanish pas-
sengers on boasd—as silent and unsociable as if
they had supped with Trophonius—who had pur-
chased largely at Honduras, of Sheffield and
Manchester goods, and engaged me to carry
them up the gulf, as far as Moodiun Landing—
the terminus of an Indian byroad, much used for
the contraband trade-—in order to evade the har-
bour dues of Omon.  They regarded our deay
with every manifestation of impatience and dis-
may, and besoughy the aid of every saint that rose
to their memory. or could be numbered on their
chaplets.  Night closed in, however, and the
schooner floated like a log; nothing seemed stir-
ring but the tame marmoset that was still sport-
ing in the shrouds, as if invulnerable, either to
drowsiness or futigue, and the senores sulkily
resisted every attempt I made to comfort them
under their disappointment.  QOue of them took
up his guitar and played, thus affording a little
wusic to the bine devils, while the other stretched
himself out, as it for sleep, on bis bales and pata-
kees; and I, after idly pacing the quarter deck,
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