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the various sects of Christians, who have passed
their lives in running one another down, throw
themselves into one another's arms. It will be a

scene n«ver to be forgotten.

Yes, I repeat it, the voyage from Liverpool

to New York is monotonous and wearisome in

the extreme. It is an interval in one's existence,

a week more or less lost— decidedly more than
less.

One grows gelatinous from head to foot, especi-

ally in the upper part of one's anatomy.
In order to see to what an extent the brain

softens, you only need look at the pastimes the poor
passengers go in for.

A state of demoralisation prevails throughout.
They bet. That is the form the disease takes.

They bet on anything and everything. They bet

that the sun will or will not appear next day at

eleven precisely, or that rain will fall at noon. They
bet that the number of miles made by the boat at

twelve o'clock next day will terminate with o, i, 2,

3j 4» 5> 6, 7, 8, or g. Each draws one of these

numbers, and pays his shilling, half-crown, or even
sovereign. Then these numbers are put up at

auction. An improvised auctioneer, with the gift of

the gab, puts his talent at the service of his fellow-

passengers. It is really very funny to see him
swaying about the smoking-room table, and using
all his eloquence over each number in turn for sale.

A good auctioneer will run the bidding so smartly
that the winner of the pool next day often pockets
as much as thirty and forty pounds. On the eve of

arrival in New York harbour everybody knows that

twenty-four pilots are waiting about for the advent
of the liner, and that each boat carries her number
on her sail. Accordingly, twenty-four numbers are

rolled up and thrown into a cap, and betting begins

again. He who has drawn the number which


