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ly get along even to "reel and stagger like a drunken man," nevertheless.
it came to an end as we got behind the shelter of Tory island, and the
bold rocky coast of Donegal.

Our conpany was a sinall one, but very mixed. Two Yankee cap-
tains going on a seal fishinig venture to Iceland, but first to obtain their
ships fitting out in Scottish ports. Good natured, rather intelligent
men in their way. As a first officer for one of them, was Manual Sil-
va, a Portuguese, and in one re3pect the most extraordinary man I
ever met. He was swarthy, short, thick-set, pleasant-faced, and aimost
absolutely suent. He never read, except for two or three minutes once
or twice, tho' lie could read well enough. He knew the games and
tricks of cards, and would sit foi hours, watcling all that was done, most
attentively, but not eagerly ; and neveronce had1 a card in his band. He
knew the games of chequers and chess, and wouild sit looking on steady
and silent as a statue, but never put his hands to a piece ; and so on with
Silva, day after day, fron breakfast to bed time. He was happy, and
had nuch of it in seeing others trying to find it. One lesson he taught
that, when he was not a party to what was going on, he could keep to
himself his own thoughts about others, and their doings. After all, ho
miglit not be a wise nan, but certainly, he acted with great propriety the
part of one. Silva the silent, I wish him well. We had a couple of
Spanish captains, and a Chilian brunette as the wife of one of them, and
none knew a word of English ; happy people, willing to make and to be
made happy. We had an Israelite to help to make up our tribes and
tongues, but of all the doleful, woefui, sea-sick striken beings I ever be-
held, this Son of Abraham was far the worst. He was sick, he was ter-
ribly frightened, and he was disconsolate; lie got down to half a skeletoi,
unshaven, uinwashed, and looking the very picture of unutterable misery.
We had a Frenchman, who, after his sickness was over, brightened up in
fine style. I knew not who or what lie was, for lie appeared to keep him-
self a profound secret, but lie had a head that seemed as if you could see
the brain thro' the skull, and a brain, at times, that flashed like lightning.
For hours he would sleep, or appear to do it, and at once, unasked and
unexpected, lie would rise and pour out a strean of the most delightful
song ; and agaii lie would burst forth in the nost magnilicent orations,
in a voice of compass, pathos and power, that seemed to have conmaid
to stir on to grand deeîds all the logions of Gaul ; or equally, at bis will.
te more and mîelt then te be tender as weeping women. We were wont
te stare at himu ini utter wonder and admiration, and then look at each
other, as much as to say, " did you ever hear the like of that, did you
ever see such an extraordinary man ?" and then, te close al], he would
wrap lis whole features in one beautiful smile, as to say that lie had given
and gotten pleasiire, but also that lie had a proud joy in keeping his
mystery, which he believed we were eager te solve. We had one Irish-
man, but he was dull as ditch water, and, very unlike most of the people
of Erin, did not seeni to claini one of bis birthrights, or to use the gift
that the Green Isle is believed to lavish on her sons. The inevitable Scot
was there, of course-for in what place, or mixed company of travellers
will you not find him. Was'nt it to Parry, on setting out in search
of the North Pole, some envious Englishman said that, if ho gnt
there, lie would find a Scotchnan before him, sitting on the top of it.
claiming the best bit of it and saying: " chap me first."-Wo had
the dapper Scut, who is a coinpound of conceit, seltishness, keen-
ness, agreeableness, and cleverness; and we had the sawny Scot,
mindiig carefully iumbur one, stiff, lumpish and grumpish; and we had
the Scotchman, every inch of hi, who had been first rubbed up in


