
THE

WRECK OF THE CHANCELLOR

I.

Charleston, September 27, 1869.—We have
just left the Battery wharf, at 3 p.m. The ebb-

tide is fast carrying us out to sea. Captain

Huntly has put on all sail, and the north-wind
is wafting the Chancellor across the bay. We
soon double Fort Sumter, and the batteries

flanking us along the cost are passed on the

left. At four o'clock the entrance to the har-

bor, through which rushes a rapid ebb current,

gives egress to the vessel. But the open ocean

is still distant, and in order to reach it we must
follow in the narrow channelb '//hich the waves
have hollowed out in the sand-banks. Captain

Huntly therefore enters the southwest channel.

The sails are nearly trimmed, and by seven in

the evening our vessel has left behind the last

sandy point on the coast, and is fairly launched
upon the Atlantic.

The Chancellor, a fine three-masted ship of

nine hundred tons burden, belongs to the

wealthy house of the Lairds, of Liverpool. She
is two years old, sheathed and fastened with
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