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(leod Htcuring herself .striiiglit before the gale, and

as there were no regular following waves there

was no fear of her broaoliing to. The boats, that

had at the commencement of the storm been

hanging from the davits, were all gone or useless.

One or two had been smashed to pieces by heavy

seas striking them; others had been torn from

their fastenings and blown clean away.

The long-boat alone remained lashed amidships

on the deck. Jack pointed to her, but an old

sailor shook his head and pointed to the sea. No

boat could hope to live in it a minute. Once in

the breakers it wo')ld be swamped instauJy. The

officers made their way forward.

" It is all over, ladsl" the captain shouted; "but

some of us may reach the shore on pieces of the

wreck as she breaks up. We will get the long-

boat ready for launching: some of you may cling

to her. Now, lads, let us shake hands all round,

and meet our fate as British sailors should do-

calmly and bravely. At any rate some of us may

be saved yet."

The crew of the Wild Wave had been a happy

one. Discipline had been good, although every in-

dulgence had been allowed the men, and all were

fond of her officers. There was a silent hard-clasp

all round, and then some of the sailors followed


