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ing intently on our starboard quarter;
where a fold in the cioud-canopy was
lifted, disclosing a streak of duli green
lo-ht, verging to red on the horizon. AI-
miost as 1 looked, I saw the old, confi-
dent sniile tremble on his lips wben lic
called out:

.'Stand by your top-sail balliards and
sheets !"

By this tirne, the Whitkirk haci rolied
most of the water f rom lier decks, but
the men were stili in a half-drowned,
stunnled condition. Before they reached
the halliards, the xvind was right aft
again; it came out witb a low moan,
followved by an angry snari, rising ai-
Most to a sbriek, as peal after peal of
Heaven's artillery echoed and re-ecboed
across the sky-a sky from which the
light of day had suddenly been quenched.

I tried desperately, to keep bier before
the sea; but, in that pandemonium oi
contending forces, it wvas mere guess-
.work. The shriek was foliowed by the
entire force of the hurricane. At the
first blast, I heard the sourid of hal-
liards on the run and f elt Matson's hand
grip miy shoulder, bis finigers acting as
a signal; for no voice of man could
penetrate tbe bowling d iscord of raging
wind and detonating thunder
twice lie l)ressed miy shoulder down, and
twvice I ptlt the wheel down-once,
lie almost lifted nie off my feet with a
sudden, upward grip, wbich caused me
to send the wheel flying round; and I
saw~ the boiiing foani on another nmonm-
tain of water pass like ensbadowed, drift-
ing snow on either side.

Ili the midst of it ail-as if to *add
the fury of fire to the battie of the wincIs
-lashi after flash of slcy-splitting light-
ning r-an in jaggecl rivers of licjuicl fire
froni zenith to sea. Thieir liellislh ligbt
hiad scarcely vanishied, wvhen, right over-
head, an awful crack of thunder ex-
1)lociec with such terrific force that the
raging sea and tenipest seemied stilled
by its vibrations-vibrations wvhich sbook
niy bands on the wheel, and set ail the
loose boits in the yards dancing the
cievil's bornpipe to tbe awesome light of
firebails at our mast-heads, clectric fire
ýn iron yard and wire rigging, and the
snfie11 of burning suiphur in Our nostrils.

The climax lasted but a few moments,
but moments seeni hours wben the eie-
mients are at war and man stands by,
hielpless.

After the thunclerboît, torrents of bail
beat clown upon our decks-not the pret-
ty, white pellets of the conimon hailstorni,
but bail, ilce frost-encrusted shrapnel;
whichi scoreci my hands and drove the
remnants of our crew, who biad not al-
reacly hidden, into any nook or corner
to cower from their lacerating force. But
the hailstones did more-they rnastered
and baif quelled the sea, whichi ceased to
boil and foani, even its iauntains be-
came swelling- plains of water under
their perforating force; and the wind-
the foc that had seemec omnipotent-
was sliced into millions of air-shafts.
The storm, in its inception, had a sting
ini its tail wvhich was self destructive.
Scarcely had the burning titillation, re-
sulting from tbat sting, passed from my
hands and face, when-out f rom the star-
board quarter, whiere the skipper had
watched the duil light, came a gentie
breeze frorn the East; the precursor of
the North-east trades, our landward
breeze resuming its rightful place on the
ocean. The hurricane would pass on,
gatbering for ce and area on its course,
whilst wecieared up the wreckage and
ciung to the f ringe of the xveicorne
trades; wvith our yards sharp up on the
starboard tack; a lumpy, troubled sea;
and just a glint of the setting sun glow-
ing angriiy on the Western horizon.

But, what of the IVarmion? Barelyý
hiad our yards swung round, than, away
on our quarter, we sigbted our rival

- a shattered wreck, onlv,
lier mizzeni-mast pointed skywards; the
fore and main t'gallent and top-niasts
were miere encumbering wreckage, liang-
ing over bow and waist like the dishev-
elleci hair of a storm-tossed merniaid

-our men stopped pulin,-
Matson strode aft; as he passed nief
saw a strange, gray sbadow. on bis face.

Obedient to a motion of bis band,
I put the bielm down and brought the
ship to the wind, deadening bler way,
and wondering at the lifeless, forlora
aspect of the crippled ship-it was un-
like Captain Styles to stagnate in a crisis.
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