200 A DESCENT INTO

THE MAELSTROM.

letting off their steam altogether.  We were now
in the belt of surf that always surrounds the whitl;
and I thought, of course, that another moment
would plunge us into the abyss, down which we
could only see Yndistinetly, on account of the
amazing velocity with which we were borne along.
The boat did not seein to sink into the water at,
all, but to skim like an air bubble upon the surface
of the surge.  Her starboard side was neat the
whirl, and on the larboard arose the world of
ocean we had left. 1t stood like & huge writhing
wall between us and the horizon.

‘It may appear strange, but now, when we
were in the very jaws of the gulf, I felt more
composed than when we were only approaching
it. Having made up my mind to hope no more,
T got rid of a great deal of that terror which un-
manned me at first. I suppose it was despair
that strung my nerves.

atempt this act—although I knew he was a mad-
man when he did it—a raving maniac through
sheer fright. 1 did not care, however, to contess
the point with him, I knew it coukd make no
difference whether either of us held oun at all; so
I let him have the bolt, aud weut astern to the
cask.  This there was no great difficulty in doing;
for the smack flew round steadily enough, and
upon an even keel, only swaying to and fro with
the immense sweeps and swelters of the whirl,
Scarcely had T securcd myself in my new position
when we gave a wild Jurch to starbonrd, and
rushed headlong into the abyss. I muttered a
hurried prayer to God, and thought all was over.

“ As 1 felt the sickening sweep of the deseent
1 had instinctively tightened my hold upon the
barrel, and closed my eyes. For some scconds
I dared not open them, while I expected instant
destruction, and wondered that I was not already

“It may look like boasting—but what I in death-struggles with the water.  But moment
tell you is truth—I began to reflect how maguifi- | after moment elapsed.  Istililived, The sense of
cent a thing it was to die in such a mauner, and | falling had ceased ; and the motion of the vessel
how foolish it was in me to think of so paltry a; seemed much as it had been before, while in the
consideration as my own individual life, in view of | belt of foam, with the exception that she now lay
8o wonderful a manifestation of God's power. T do, more along. I took courage and looked once
believe that I blushed with shame when this idea ; Again upon the scene.
crossed iy mind.  After a little while I became | ““Never shall T forget the sensations of awe,
possessed with the keenest curivsity about the‘horror, and admiration with which I gazed alout
whirl itself. T positively felt a wish to explore its me.  The boat appeared to be hanging, as if by
depths, even at the sacrifice I was going to make 5, magic, midway down, upon the interior surtace of
and my principal gricfwas, that I should never be | afunuel,vast in eircuniference, prodigiousin depth,
able totell my old companions on shore about the |, and whose perfectly smooth sides might have been
mysteries I should see. These, no doubt, were sin- | mistaken for ebony, but for the bewildering
gular fancies to occupy a man’s mindin such extre- | rapidity with which they spun around, and for the
mity ; and I have often thuught since, that the | gleaming and ghastly radiance they shot forth,
revolutions of the boat around the pool mighthave  as the 1ays of the full moon, from that circular
rendered me a little light-headed. D iift amid the clondswhich I have already described,

“There is another circumstance which tended | streamed in a flood of golden glory along the black
to restore my sclf-possessions and this was the, walls, and far away down into the jumost recesses
cessation of the wind, which could not reach us|of the abyss. .
in our present situation; for, as yousaw yourself, | ¢ At first T was too much confused to observe
the belt of surf is considerably lower than thej anythingaccurately.  The general burst of terrific
general bed of the ocean, and this latter now , grandeur wasall that Theheld. When Yrecovered
towered above us, a high, black, mountainvus , myself a little, howes er, my gaze fell instinctively
ridge. If vou have never been at sea in a heavy | dowaward.  In this direction T was able toobtain
gale you can form no idea of the confusion of | an unobstructed view, from the mannerin which
mind uceasioned by the wind and spray together. | the smack hung on the inclined surfac. of the
They Ulind, deafen, and strangle you, and take) pool. She was quite upon an even keel—that is
away all power of action and reflection.  But we | to say, her deck lay in a plane parallel with that
were now, in a great measure, rid of these annoy- | of the water—but this latter sloped at an angle of
ances—just as death-condeimned felons in prisun | more than forty-five degrees, so that we scemed
are alluwed petty indulgences, forbidden while, to be lying upon her beam-ends. I could not
their doom was yet uncertain, help observing, nevertheless, that 1 had scarcely

“Tow often we made the circuit of the belt it | rore difficulty in maintaining my hold and footing
is impossible to say. We curcered round and | in this situation, than if we had been upon a dead
round for perhaps an hour, flying rather than level ; and this, I suppose, was owing to the speed
floating, getting gradunally more and more into the | at which we revolved.
middic of the surge, and then nearcr and nearer  *“ The rays of the moon seemed to search the
to its horrible inner edge.  All this time I had | very bottona of the profound gulf; butstill I could
nover let go of the ring-bult. My brother was at, make out nothing distinctly, on account of a thick
the stern, Lolding on to a small empty watcrcask ;nist in which everything there was enveloped,
which had been securely lashed under the coop, and over which there hung a magnificent rainhow,
of the counter, » 4 was the only thing on deck | like that narrow and tottering bridge which Mus-
that had not been swept overboard when the gale | selimen say is the only pathway between Time and
first took us,  Aswe approached the biink of the | Eternity.  This mist, or spray, was no doubt
pit he fet go his hold upon this, and mude for the | oceasioned by the clashing of the great walls of
ring, from which, in the agony of his terror, he | the funnel, as they all met together at the Lottom
endeavoured to force my hands, as it was not, —but the yell that went up tv the Heavens from
Jarge cirough to afford us both a sceure grasp. 1 out of that mist, I dare not attempt to describe.
never fnlt deeper griel than when I saw himl «Our first slide into the abyss itsell {from the



