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The anthology, *The True Story vs. Myth of Witchcraft*, presents a comprehensive examination of witchcraft through a tapestry of narratives blending historical analysis, literary exploration, and mythological critique. This collection grants readers an unparalleled journey through the multifaceted world of witchcraft, framed within its literary and historical contexts. The works gathered within this volume each contribute unique perspectives'Äîranging from vivid storytelling to analytical discourses'Äîcapturing the enduring intrigue of witchcraft and its role across cultures and epochs. Noteworthy pieces uncover the nuanced interplay between fact and fiction, inviting exploration into the resilient fascination these themes hold. The diverse array of contributors'Äîluminaries such as Bram Stoker, Walter Scott, and Jules Michelet'Äîbring together an impressive spectrum of voices from the literary and historical canon. Collectively, their inquiries provide a thorough dissection of witchcraft, drawing from various cultural and historical viewpoints. These authors, whose work spans the Enlightenment to the Gothic Revival, offer invaluable context about how witchcraft has been perceived, feared, and romanticized throughout history. As these voices converge, they form a rich dialogue that enhances the anthology'Äôs thematic cohesion, illuminating the myriad interpretations of witchcraft. This collection offers readers a unique opportunity to explore witchcraft's enduring mystique through a prism of scholarly and narrative inquiry. Its diversity encourages a deeper appreciation of the cultural and historical forces shaping our understanding of the phenomena. Ideal for students, scholars, or any inquisitive mind, this anthology serves as a testament to the educational value and breadth of insight possible within a single volume. It invites readers to partake in a literary conversation that spans centuries and continents, enriching the dialogue surrounding one of history'Äôs most enigmatic subjects.
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In "The Sea Around Us," Rachel Carson skillfully blends scientific inquiry with elegant prose to illuminate the mysteries of the ocean and its vast ecosystems. Published in 1951, this landmark work reflects both the emerging field of oceanography and the mid-20th century's growing concern for environmental preservation. Carson'Äôs lyrical style captivates readers, inviting them to explore complex scientific concepts through vivid descriptions and anecdotal narratives that bridge the gap between science and poetry. By intertwining geologic, biological, and atmospheric processes, she elevates the ocean from mere backdrop to a protagonist in its own right, revealing the intricate relationships that define marine life. Rachel Carson was not only a pioneering marine biologist but also a passionate advocate for environmental awareness. Her background studying zoology and her experiences with government agencies like the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service shaped her perspective on nature'Äôs fragility. "The Sea Around Us" emerged as a response to her extensive fieldwork and her conviction that humanity must respect and protect natural ecosystems, a belief that would later be central to her influential work, "Silent Spring." This essential reading is highly recommended for anyone interested in ecology, marine science, or environmental literature. Carson'Äôs eloquence and insight provide not only a comprehensive understanding of oceanic processes but also a clarion call for ecological responsibility, making this book a vital contribution to both science and literature.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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    Vast and intimate at once, The Sea invites readers to meet the ocean as a living totality where scientific curiosity, poetic feeling, and ethical concern converge, exploring how humanity’s urge to measure, classify, and master collides with the ever-moving immensities that both nourish and humble us, and suggesting that to know the sea is not merely to describe it, but to enter a conversation with the restless element that shapes climates, creatures, and imaginations.

Composed by the French historian Jules Michelet, La Mer (The Sea) is a work of nonfiction that blends natural history with reflective prose, first published in France in the early 1860s, during a period when Michelet turned from national chronicles to the study of nature. Neither travelogue nor technical treatise, it belongs to a nineteenth-century lineage that sought to reconcile science and sensibility. Its subject is the ocean as a world-system: waters, winds, shores, and the forms of life they make possible. Readers encounter a writer trained in history applying his interpretive imagination to physical phenomena without abandoning respect for observation.

The book offers a guided encounter with the sea’s visible motions and hidden architectures, presented in lucid, essayistic chapters that move from description to meditation. Michelet’s voice is ardent and exhortatory yet attentive, inviting general readers into a domain often reserved for specialists. The mood shifts between wonder and sobriety: awe at the intricacy of marine forms, caution before elemental force, and compassion for fragile life. While informed by learning available in the nineteenth century, the narrative proceeds by evocative synthesis rather than exhaustive catalog, aiming to cultivate a sensibility as much as to impart knowledge.

Among its central themes is interdependence: the sea as a cradle of vitality and a regulator of earthly balance, a medium in which minute organisms and sweeping currents participate in shared cycles. Michelet treats nature as a moral teacher, emphasizing kinship rather than dominion. He considers how instability and renewal coexist—coasts reshaped, species adapting, humans drawn to both harvest and contemplate. The sea’s vastness becomes an ethical mirror, prompting reflections on humility, care, and measure. Without prescribing policies, the book repeatedly poses a practical question: what does it mean to live responsibly beside a power that outlasts us?

Situated at a moment when oceanic science was gathering momentum, The Sea engages contemporary knowledge while insisting on accessibility and breadth. Michelet integrates information about marine phenomena into a literary form that privileges the lay reader’s intuition and curiosity. Personification serves as a bridge, not a substitute for inquiry, enabling him to translate complex processes into comprehensible images without denying their material basis. The result is a hybrid—part natural history, part philosophical meditation—that reflects its century’s ambition to unify disciplines and to study the physical world in ways that speak to intellect, imagination, and conscience together.

For today’s audiences, the book’s relevance lies in its early articulation of an ecological imagination: an insistence that facts about seas and shores also carry implications for human conduct and collective futures. Michelet highlights limits as well as abundance, reminding readers that systems we depend on can be both generous and vulnerable. He asks us to attend to scale—microscopic life and planetary patterns—and to the continuity between scientific attention and ethical response. In a time of heightened environmental awareness, this posture feels prescient, encouraging a form of understanding that does not end with knowledge but begins there.

Readers approaching The Sea can expect prose that is ornate yet clear, shaped by the rhythms of nineteenth-century French letters and rendered in translations that preserve its rhetorical energy. The structure is deliberate but not rigid; chapters digress, return, and refract, echoing the subject’s ceaseless motion. Descriptions are vivid without sensationalism, supported by comparisons that illuminate rather than decorate. It is a contemplative, companionable book—one that rewards patient attention and invites rereading. Whether one comes for natural history, for a study in style, or for a humane meditation on our planetary home, Michelet offers a capacious and enduring guide.
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    Jules Michelet’s The Sea presents a wide-ranging natural history and meditation on the ocean, arranged to guide readers from basic phenomena to human affairs. He begins by introducing the sea as a vast, formative environment that moderates climate, shapes coastlines, and nourishes life. Declaring neither a technical treatise nor pure reverie, the book draws on observation and learning to make the ocean’s workings legible. Michelet positions the sea as a living context that sets the stage for later chapters: the physics of water, the geography of shores, the diversity of marine organisms, the power of storms, and the labor and institutions that surround maritime life.

The narrative first surveys the sea’s physical properties. Michelet explains the composition of seawater, the roles of salt and temperature, and the interplay between evaporation, clouds, and rainfall in the hydrological cycle. He outlines the mechanics of waves and tides, identifying the influence of the Moon and Sun, and describes currents that carry heat and materials across basins. Through this groundwork, the sea emerges as a regulator that absorbs, transports, and redistributes energy. He emphasizes how the ocean’s apparent uniformity masks dynamic circulations, and he establishes the premise that understanding these motions is essential to grasping both marine life and coastal human activity.

From the open waters, Michelet moves to the littoral, where sea and land meet in continual negotiation. He describes cliffs, dunes, sandbars, and rocky foreshores, noting how tides and storms sculpt their forms across seasons and centuries. Estuaries and deltas appear as transitional zones that concentrate nutrients and foster complex communities. Particular attention goes to regions of great tidal range, whose ebb and flow expose vast habitats twice daily. The shore is presented as a laboratory of change, a zone where geological forces, currents, and sediment create temporary stability, and where life adapts to alternating immersion and exposure.

The book then turns to living beings, proceeding from the simplest forms to more complex animals. Michelet introduces microscopic life, medusae, polyps, and other soft-bodied organisms that drift or attach, followed by mollusks and crustaceans with sturdier defenses. Further along appear fishes and marine mammals, with attention to their movement, feeding, and specializations for saline, pressurized, and light-limited environments. He emphasizes abundance and interdependence: how small creatures sustain larger ones, how reproduction compensates for predation, and how the ocean’s productivity underpins food webs. This ordering places each group within a broader pattern, highlighting adaptation as a recurring principle.

Within this overview, Michelet lingers on emblematic species and structures. He considers the oyster and other shellfish as models of simple industry and environmental sensitivity. Coral-building polyps are presented as engineers whose collective labor gradually forms reefs and islands. Seaweeds and algal forests appear as fundamental producers that feed and shelter countless organisms. Michelet discusses reproductive strategies, from broadcast spawning to brooding, to show how life secures continuity amid hazards. He draws attention to the rhythm of growth and renewal along the shore, emphasizing that what seems inert or monotonous in the ocean often hides intricate cycles and incremental constructions.

Shifting focus from organisms to forces, Michelet describes maritime weather and its consequences. He contrasts tranquil seas with the violence of gales, following the formation of waves, squalls, and prolonged storms. He examines hazards of navigation, including fog, shifting bars, and sudden changes in wind and swell. Polar ice and seasonal conditions are noted for their distinct challenges. Throughout, he underscores how these phenomena arise from interactions between water, air, and heat, rather than caprice. This section clarifies why mariners must read signs in clouds and currents, and it lays groundwork for later appeals to vigilance, infrastructure, and support for seafaring communities.

Human engagements with the sea form the next strand. Michelet surveys fisheries, shellfish gathering, seaweed harvesting, saltworks, and coastal trade, outlining techniques that match local environments. He considers navigation routes, ship design as an answer to weather and cargo, and the role of lighthouses, beacons, and charts in reducing risk. Alongside exploitation, he notes efforts to cultivate resources such as oyster beds and to consolidate coastal defenses where floods threaten. Examples from maritime nations illustrate contrasting strategies of accommodation and control. The chapter emphasizes work, skill, and cooperation, presenting coastal life as a practical response to natural conditions rather than a romantic pursuit.

From these observations arise proposals and reflections. Michelet argues for institutions that protect life at sea, including coastal watch, rescue services, and training. He urges fair recognition of maritime labor and measures that balance productivity with safeguarding habitats. He points to education as a means to improve seamanship and to cultivate respect for natural limits, suggesting that careful management can sustain both livelihoods and resources. The sea, in this view, rewards foresight and common organization. By framing safety, justice, and conservation as complementary, he links scientific understanding with social commitments that reduce suffering and prevent avoidable losses.

The closing pages gather these themes into a unified message: knowing the sea clarifies humanity’s place within nature’s larger order. Michelet sustains that the ocean, as origin and regulator, teaches patience, interdependence, and prudence. Physical laws, living communities, and human institutions are presented as parts of one system, where observation can guide action. The Sea thereby offers a concise natural history that leads to practical conclusions about labor, safety, and stewardship. Its sequence—from waters and shores to creatures, storms, and society—aims to show how understanding emerges step by step, preparing readers to meet the ocean with informed respect.
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    Published in 1861, The Sea (La Mer) arises from mid-nineteenth-century France under the authoritarian yet modernizing Second Empire of Napoleon III (1852–1870). Michelet observes the Atlantic and Mediterranean littorals—Brittany’s granite coasts (Brest, Saint-Malo), Normandy’s tidal flats (Mont-Saint-Michel), and the bustling southern ports of Toulon and Marseille—while reaching imaginatively across the globe’s oceans. The book’s temporal horizon is contemporary: steamships, lighthouses, naval bases, and fishing communities that labored in the 1850s and early 1860s. It is also a historian’s seascape, layered with memories of exploration and warfare. From this vantage, Michelet treats the sea as both natural reality and civic lesson, a space where French society’s conflicts and hopes are refracted.

The legacy of the French Revolution of 1789—opening with the Estates-General (May 1789), the National Assembly, and the Declaration of the Rights of Man and of the Citizen (26 August 1789)—frames Michelet’s historical conscience. The Revolution’s radical phases (1792–1794), the Terror, and Thermidor (1794) shaped debates about sovereignty, citizenship, and popular agency. Michelet, born in 1798, made his reputation with Histoire de la Révolution française (1847–1853), celebrating the people as history’s subject. In La Mer, the ocean becomes a democratic emblem: vast, life-giving, and leveling. Its rhythmic tides and shared resources implicitly vindicate 1789’s egalitarian promise against hierarchy, privilege, and fatalism associated with ancien régime and clerical authority.

The July Revolution of 1830, which deposed Charles X and ushered in the July Monarchy of Louis-Philippe (1830–1848), and the Revolution of 1848, which proclaimed the Second Republic, marked Michelet’s political formation. The 1830 uprising, rooted in press freedom and civic militancy, reanimated republican traditions; 1848 universal male suffrage and the ferment of clubs broadened political participation, even as the June Days (June 1848) revealed social fracture. Michelet’s public lectures at the Collège de France in the 1840s advanced an anti-clerical, civic pedagogy. In La Mer, storms, shipwrecks, and the labor of sailors and fishers mirror these upheavals: the sea’s turbulence figures the volatility of revolution, while maritime solidarities model a fraternity absent on land.

The coup d’État of 2 December 1851, by Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte, dissolved the National Assembly, curtailed civil liberties, and led—after plebiscites in 1851 and 1852—to the proclamation of the Second Empire (2 December 1852). Michelet refused to swear loyalty and was removed from public positions, including his teaching at the Collège de France and his role at the National Archives (1852). Censorship and surveillance redirected many republicans from overt polemic to coded critique. La Mer (1861) belongs to this context: by exalting the sea’s free forces, Michelet indicts despotism and uniformity. His insistence on observation, natural law, and the dignity of humble maritime work contests the centralized, militarized, and clerical alliances of the regime.

France’s maritime campaigns and naval modernization during the Crimean War (1853–1856) and after shaped public consciousness of the sea. Franco-British fleets besieged Sevastopol (1854–1855); logistics and troop transport depended on steam. A national trauma, the wreck of the troopship La Sémillante on 15 February 1855 off the Lavezzi Islands (Corsica) killed about 693 soldiers and sailors en route to the Crimea. Shortly after, France launched La Gloire (1859) at Toulon, the world’s first ocean-going ironclad, designed by Henri Dupuy de Lôme, signaling a new era of armored navies. La Mer meditates on peril and prowess alike, contrasting industrialized war at sea with the ocean’s primordial maternity and moral economy.

Mid-century advances in oceanic science reframed public knowledge. Matthew Fontaine Maury’s The Physical Geography of the Sea (1855) mapped winds, currents, and routes; the French Dépôt de la Marine improved hydrographic charts; and debates over deep-sea life followed Edward Forbes’s Aegean dredging (1841–1844) and his contested “azoic” zone hypothesis. Darwin’s On the Origin of Species (1859) reoriented thinking on adaptation and struggle. Michelet reads in this milieu. La Mer popularizes currents (the Gulf Stream), tides, and marine fauna, but transposes data into civic instruction: the sea’s circulations suggest interdependence; its fecundity counters fatalism. By naturalizing change and reciprocity, he arms republican pedagogy with contemporary scientific authority.

French imperial expansion and commercial maritime growth provided another matrix. The conquest of Algeria began with the 1830 landing at Sidi Ferruch; Abd el-Kader’s surrender in 1847 consolidated rule, and colonial administration expanded in the 1850s. In the eastern Mediterranean, Ferdinand de Lesseps secured 1854 concessions for the Suez Canal; works commenced in 1859, to be completed in 1869, promising to reorder global trade. Ports like Marseille and Le Havre boomed; the Compagnie Générale Transatlantique was founded in 1855. La Mer registers this Mediterranean and transoceanic horizon, observing the tension between extraction and stewardship. While attentive to commerce and navigation, Michelet elevates coastal communities and the sea’s ecology as moral limits to imperial appetite.

As social and political critique, La Mer exposes authoritarianism, militarization, and clerical paternalism by celebrating a realm where law arises from balance, not decree. The sea’s ceaseless exchange models mutual obligation against class arrogance; its dangers indict regimes that sacrifice lives to prestige projects and wars. Michelet’s sympathy for fishers and sailors foregrounds labor’s dignity amid industrial transformation, while his reliance on public science contests monopolies of knowledge. In an age of censorship, the book’s natural history becomes republican ethics: freedom as disciplined cooperation, equality as shared resource, and fraternity as vigilance for the vulnerable—an implicit rebuke to the Second Empire’s hierarchies and a call for civic education.
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BOOK FIRST.

A GLANCE UPON THE SEAS.





CHAPTER I.

THE SEA AS SEEN FROM THE SHORE.

A gallant Dutch seaman, a cool and stern observer, who has passed his whole life at sea, frankly tells us that his feeling on first seeing the ocean was fear. For all terrestrial animals, water is the non-respirable element, the ever heaving but inevitably asphyxiating enemy; the fatal and eternal barrier between the two worlds. We need not, all things being considered, be at all surprised, if that immense mass of waters which we call the sea, dark and inscrutable in its immense depths, ever and always impresses the human mind with a vague and resistless awe.

The imaginative Orientals see it only and call it only, as, the Night of the Depths. In all the antique tongues, from India to Ireland, the synonymous or analogous name of the sea is either Night or the Desert.

Ah! With what a great and a hallowed and a hallowing, with what an at once soothing and subduing melancholy  it is that, evening after evening, we see the Sun, that great world's joy, that brilliant, life-quickening, and light-giving Sun of all that lives, fade, sink, die—though so surely to rise and live again! Ah! as that glorious light departs, how tenderly do we think of the human loves that have died from us—of the hour when we, also, shall thus depart from human ken, lost, for the time, to this world—to shine more gloriously in that other world, now dark, distant, unknown, but certain.

Descend to even a slight depth in the sea, and the beauty and brilliancy of the upper light are lost; you enter into a persistent twilight, and misty and half-lurid haze; a little lower, and even that sinister and eldritch twilight is lost, and all around you is Night, showing nothing, but suggesting everything that darkness—handmaiden of terrible Fancy—can suggest. Above, below, beneath, all around, darkness, utter darkness, save when, from time to time, the swift and gracefully terrible motion of some passing monster of the deep makes "darkness visible" for a brief moment—and, then, that passing gleam leaves you in darkness more dense, more utter, more terrible, than ever. Immense in its extent, enormous in its depth, that mass of waters which covers the greater part of our globe seems, in truth, a great world of shadows and of gloom. And it is that which, above all, at once fascinates and intimidates us. Darkness and Fear! Twin sisters, they! In the  early day, the at once timid and unreasoning Childhood of our race, men imagined that where no Light was, neither could there be Life; that in the unfathomed depths, there was a black, lifeless, soundless, Chaos; above, nought but water and gloom—beneath, sand, and shells, the bones of the wrecked mariner, the rich wares of the far off, ruined, and vainly bewailing merchant;—those sad treasures of "that ever-receiving and never-restoring treasury—the Sea."

The waters of the sea afford us no encouragement by their transparency. Look not there for the seductive, brightly sparkling, and ever-smiling nymph of the fountain. Opaque, heavy, mighty, merciless, your sea is a liquid Polyphemus[1], a blind giant that cares not, reasons not, feels not—but hits a terribly hard blow. Trust yourself upon that vast and ever-heaving bosom, bold swimmer, and marvellously will you be upheld; the mighty thing that upholds you dominates you, too; you are a mere weak child, upheld, indeed, for the instant by a giant-hand—in another moment that giant-hand may smite you with a giant's fatal force.

Her anchor once tripped, who can tell whither the good ship may be urged by some sudden wind, or some unsuspected but irresistible current? Thus it was that our northern fishermen, not only without their intention, but even in spite of it, discovered polar America, and supped full of the horrors of funereal Greenland. Not  a nation upon the earth but has its tales and traditions of the sea. Homer and the Arabian Nights[3], have handed down to us a goodly number of those frightful legends, of shoals and tempests and of calms no less murderous than tempests—those calms during which the hardiest sailor agonizes, moans, loses all courage and all hope in the tortures of the hours, days, haply even weeks, when, with cracked lip and blood-shotten eye, he has around him, heaving upward and sinking downward, but never progressing a cable's length,

"Water, water, everywhere,

 But not a drop to drink."


Thrilling and saddening legends have all our old writers handed down to us of the Anthropophagi[5], those loathsome man-eaters, and of the Leviathan[4], the Kraken, the great sea-serpent, &c. The name given to the great African desert—The Abode of Terror—may very justly be transferred to the sea. The boldest sailors, Phœnicians and Carthaginians, the conquering Arabs who aspired to encircle and grasp the whole world, seduced by what they heard of the Hesperides[2] and the land of gold, sailed out of the Mediterranean to the wide ocean, but soon were glad to seek their port again. The gloomy line eternally covered with clouds and mist which they found keeping their stern watch before the equator, intimidated them. They lay to; they hesitated; from man to man ran the murmur  "It is the Sea of Darkness—and, then, back went they to port and, there told to wondering landsmen what wonders they had seen, and what horrors they had imagined." Woe to him who shall persist in his sacrilegious espionage of that dread region! On one of those weird and far isles stands a sternly-threatening Colossus, whose sempiternal menace is—"Thus far thou hast come—farther thou shalt not go!"

Childish as we may think those terrors of the long by-gone ages they really were much the same as the emotions which we may any day see evinced by an inland-born novice who for the first time looks upon the sea. And not merely man, but all animals, experience the same surprise, the same shock, when suddenly brought face to face with the mighty water-world. Even at ebb tide, when the water so gently and so lovingly caresses, as it leaves, that shore to which it shall so boisterously return, your horse quite evidently likes it not; he shudders, balks, snorts—and very often bolts from it at the very top of his speed. Your dog recoils, howls, and, after his own canine fashion, returns insult for insult to the waves that annoy and terrify him; he never concludes a real peace with the element which to him seems less doubtful than positively hostile. A certain traveller tells us that the Kamtschatkan dogs, accustomed as they are to the sight of the sea, are nevertheless irritated and alarmed by it. During the long nights  immense troops of them howl back to the howling waves that break, in their furious might, upon the iron-bound shores of the northern ocean.

The natural introduction, the portico, the ante-room, of the Ocean, which prepares us thoroughly to appreciate its vast and melancholy extent, is to be found in the dreary course of the rivers of north-western France, the vast sands of the South, or the sad and rarely trodden Landes of Brittany. All who approach the sea by any of those routes are greatly impressed by that intermediate region. All along the rivers, there is a seemingly infinite chaos of roots and stumps, of willows and the like water-loving vegetation, and the waters becoming more and more brackish, at length become absolutely salt—the veritable sea-water. In the Landes, on the other hand, as we approach the sea, we have a preliminary and preparatory sea of low-growing and coarse shrubs, broom, and bushes. Proceed a league or two, and you see sickly and drooping trees which seem, after their manner, to tell you how much they suffer from the blighting breath of their near neighbor, and great tyrant, the Sea. Evidently, if they were not held there by their great strong roots they would fly to some climate more genial and some soil more generous; they turn every branch from the sea and towards the earth, as though they were a routed host, disorganized, panic-stricken, and prepared to seek safety in flight. Fixed  to the soil, they bend themselves eastward, twisting, writhing, mutely agonized at every new assault of the storm-winds from the seaward. Still nearer to the Sea, the trunk of the tree is slender, its stature dwarfish, and its few poor branches spread themselves confusedly to the horizon. On the shore, on the very margin and boundary line between land and Sea, where the crushed shells rise in a fine and pungent dust, the trees are invaded, covered, choked up with it; their pores are closed, they inhale no air, they are stifled; still living as to form, they are mere petrified trees, spectral trees, melancholy shadows which have not even the privilege of departing—sad prisoners—even in death! Long before we are face to face with the Sea, we can hear and imagine that grand and terrible entity. At first, we hear only a dull, uniform, and distant moaning, which grows louder and louder still, until its majestic roar silences, or covers, all meaner sounds. Very soon we perceive that that roar is not monotonous, but has its alternating notes; its full, rich, mellow tenor, and its round, deep, majestic bass. The pendulum of the clock oscillates less regularly than that alternating moan and roar of the Ocean in its grand unrest. And this latter, let me repeat it, has not the monotony of the pendulum, for in "what those wild waves are saying," we feel, or fancy that we feel the thrilling intonations of life. And in fact, at high flood, when wave rears  its crest upon wave, immense, electric, there mingles with the tumultuous roaring of the fiercely rushing waters, the sound of the shells and pebbles, and the thousand things animate as well as inanimate that they carry with them in their shoreward rush. When the ebb comes, a soft murmur tells us that, together with the sands, the sea carries back into her depths all with which for a few brief hours the shore had been adorned or enriched.

And how many other voices hath the mighty sea! Even when least agitated, how her wailings and her deep sighs contrast with the dull dead silence of the deserted shore, which seems to expect, in mute terror, the threatening of that mighty mass which so recently laved it with a gentle and caressing wavelet. And will she not speedily fulfil her threat? I know not, and will not anticipate. I will not, just now, at least, speak of those terrible concerts in which, haply, she ere long will take the principal part; of her duets with the rocks, of the basses, those muttered thunders which she utters in the deep caverns of the rocky shore, or of those strange, wild, weird, shrieking tones in which we seem to recognize the "Help, spare, save me!" of some tortured or fearfully imperilled humanity. No; let us, for the present, contemplate her in her calmer moods; when she is strong, indeed, but not violent.





CHAPTER II.

THE BEACH, THE SANDS, AND THE IRON-BOUND COAST.

We need not be at all surprised if childhood and ignorance are astounded, astonied, when they first find themselves face to face with that vast and mysterious Sphinx of the Great Master's sculpture, the Ocean. Why, in fact, should we be astonished by their gaze of mingled awe, admiration and bewilderment, when we ourselves, despite our early culture and life-long experience, see so much in the great Riddle of that great Sphinx which we cannot even hope to explain?

What is the real extent of the ocean? That it is greater than that of the earth is about as much as, conscientiously, we can at all positively affirm. On the entire surface of our globe, water is the Generality—land the Exception. But what is their relative proportion? That, water covers four-fifths of the globe is probable, though, some say a third or a fourth. It is difficult, not to say impossible, to answer the question precisely. A bold explorer discovers a polar land, lays  it down, latitude and longitude, with scientific precision; in the very next year an equally bold and no less scientific adventurer seeks it in vain; and in all latitudes immense shoals and lovely Coral islands form in the dark depths, rise to the surface, and disappear, just as suddenly and unaccountably as they arose.

The real depth of the sea is still less known to us than its extent; we are only at the mere commencement of our early, few, and imperfect soundings.

The daring little liberties which we take with the surface of the invincible element, and the confidence with which we go hither and thither upon its unsounded depths, have really nothing to say against the grand and well-founded pride of the Ocean, impenetrable as she is as to her secrets, ever moving yet unchangeable, a reality, yet, in all but a few of her phenomena, as unreal to us as the spectres of our actual dreaming. That those mighty depths contain a whole world, a marvellously great and diversified world, of life, love, war, and reproduction of all sorts and sizes, we must imagine and may already with confidence affirm; but we have only, and barely, touched upon the threshold of that world. We are in such a hurry to leave that strange and hostile element! If we need the Ocean, see ye, my brothers, the Ocean in no wise needs us. Nature, fresh from the hand of Deity, scorns the too prying gaze and the too shallow judgment of finite but presumptuous man.



That very element which we term fluid, shifting, capricious, suffers, in reality, no change; on the contrary it is a very perfect model of regularity. The really and constantly changing creature is Man. His body of this year will have evaporated by this time next year, for, according to Berzolius, four-fifths of our frame are water, which at every instant we yield to the ever craving atmosphere. Fragile and fleeting creature as Man is, he has indeed good reason for reflection and for humility when he finds himself in presence of the great unchanging, and, humanly speaking, unchangeable, powers of nature, just, and grand, glorious, as is his hope, his belief, his certainty of a spiritual immortality. Despite that delightful hope, that confident belief, that sustaining certainty, Man yet is necessarily and terribly saddened by the smiting and strange suddenness with which he hourly sees the thread of man's life forever broken. The Sea seems to exult over our fleeting tenure of a life [1q]of which we cannot anticipate, far less command, one added moment. Whenever we approach her, she seems to murmur from her dark, inscrutable depths, unchangeable as His will who made them—"Mortal! to-morrow you shall pass away, but I, I am, and ever shall be, unchanged, unchangeable, mighty and mysterious. The earth will not only receive your bones but will soon convert them into kindred and indistinguishable earth, but I, ever and always, shall remain,  main, the same majestic and indifferent entity, the great perfectly balanced Life, daily harmonising myself with the harmonious and majestic life of the bright far worlds that shine above and around you." A stern and a scorning rebuke that is which is given to our poor human pride when, twice in our every mortal day the sea tears from our vexed shores the stony spoils which twice in every day she scornfully and terribly hurls back again. To any imagination but that of the trained and veteran seaman, the fierce rush of the rising tide infallibly suggests the likeness of a fierce and deadly combat; but when the child, or the Savage, observes that the fury of the sea has its inevitable limits, the terror of the child or Savage is turned—true coward-fashion—into an unreasoning compound of hate and rage, and he as fiercely, as impotently, pelts the terrible waves with the very pebbles which without effort, without consciousness, she has cast, heaps upon heaps, by ship loads, at every vast beat of her semi-diurnal pulse! Foaming, roaring, threatening, the waves rush shoreward; the boy observes that though they may kiss, they cannot, at his safe stand-point, submerge his delicate little feet, returns laughter for their roarings, petty pebbles for their impotent threats.

I saw a battle of this sort at Havre, in July, 1831. A little boy whom I took thither felt his young courage aroused and his young pride stung, by the loud challenges  and fierce threats of the incoming tide, and he returned scorn for threat, feebly-thrown pebble for surging and mighty wave. Greatly, aye, laughably unequal was the strife between that small, white, delicate and feeble hand of the young mortal, and the vast and terrible force which cared not about it, feared it not, felt it not, knew it not. Laughably, said I? Ah! no inclination towards laughter remains with us when we reflect upon the fleeting existence, the ephemeral and impotent fragility of our best beloved, our fellows, our Maker's favored, erring, vain-glorious, and, in the last issue, utterly helpless Humanity, when in presence of that tireless and inscrutable Eternity to which we may at any moment be recalled! Such was one of my earliest glances at the Ocean; such the gloomy meditations, only too truly and too sternly realized, that were suggested to me by that combat between the fierce Sea upon which I look so often, and the glad and laughing, and buoyant child upon whom, alas! I shall look, lovingly and anxiously, no more.





CHAPTER III.

THE BEACH, THE SANDS, AND THE IRON-BOUND COAST, CONTINUED.

Look upon the Ocean where and when you may, you everywhere and alway shall find her the same grand and terrible teacher of that hardest of all the lessons man has to learn—man's insignificance. Take your stand upon some bold headland, from which with earnest and well trained eye, you can sweep the entire horizon; or, wander, with shortened ken, in the sandy desert;—go whithersoever you will, where old Ocean shall lash the shore, and everywhere and alway, I repeat, you shall find Ocean the same—mighty and terrible. True it is, that our finite and dim gaze cannot discern the, humanly speaking, Infinity of the Ocean; but we feel, we instinctively comprehend, that Infinity, and the impression made by that instructive comprehension is even deeper than could be made by Ocean visibly to our material eye, tangibly to our poor human hand.

Such, so deep, so permanent, was the impression  made upon me by that wild tumultuous scene on the scourged-shore where Granville—dear old Granville!—keeps neutral watch between Normandy and Brittany. The wealthy, kindly and hearty, though bluff, and somewhat vulgar Normandy with its vast outspread of orchard and meadow suddenly disappears, and, by Granville and by the frowning Saint Michel we pass all at once into quite another world. For Granville, though Norman as to race, is thoroughly Breton as to aspect. Sternly, solidly, invincibly, the great Rock rears his defiant front, and looks down in a quite insolent contempt upon the wild surges that incessantly assault, but never harm, that passionless and mutely mocking Titan. Let the wild winds, unpent from their northern caverns, sweep the rugged coast; borne on the cross-currents from the angry West, let the wind sweep all things else clear from its path and this stern unconquerable rock ever and alway saith "thus far shalt thou come, but no farther. Strengthened though you are by your mad trans-Atlantic leap of a thousand leagues, against me your fury shall be spent in vain."

I loved that odd and somewhat dull little town, which owes its support to the distant and most perilous fishery. Every family there, feels that it is supported by a dread game in which human life is at stake; and this feeling produces a certain harmonious gravity in the aspect and tone of the dwellers hereabout, and of  all their surroundings. A touching and a hallowing melancholy, that, of which I have often felt the influence, when, walking on the already darkening shore or gazing from the upper town that crowns the great rock, I have seen the sun sink below the far and misty horizon, harshly streaked by alternate rays of luridness and gloom, and not pausing to tint the sky with those glowing and fantastic brilliances which in other climes delight us. Here it is already autumn in August, and twilight scarcely exists. Scarcely has the sun set, when the shrewd winds freshen, and the dark green waves sweep on with added force; below, you see a few spectral forms hurrying along in their dark cloaks, and from afar you hear the melancholy bleatings of the sheep already benighted on their scanty pasturage.
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