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have said good-bye to the Atlantic and its troubles,

and can now reckon with tolerable certainty upon a
speedy completion of what the captain considers " a
good passage/'

Sea voyages, I suppose, are usually pretty much
such as we have hitherto had, for I imagine that what
I have seen enables me to form a good idea of an
ordinary ocean trip, and I do not see that this idea is

much different from my preconceived notions of such
an excursion ; and probably your notions of the same
would very much coincide with mine, and so I shall

not trouble you with any attempt at a lengthy de-
scription of so hackneyed a subject. " Nothing in

the world to do, with plenty of time to do it in," to
my mind, is the most brief and accurate description

of a passenger's life on board ship ; and I cannot see
that a sailor's life, in such weather as we have had, is

much more than an elaborate working out of the same
satisfactory arrangement. Perhaps I ara hard upon
the seafaring race

; possibly I am so constituted that
I cannot extract from a continued contemplation of
the "vasty deep" that mental and bodily exercise

which land-lubbers like myself are taught to seek as

necessary to salvation of soul and body. All I know
is that I can imagine no life which I would mt choose
rather than a sailor's in good weather, wlien there

seems to me to be such an absence of employment of

hand or brain as no other occupation in the world


