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The anthology '60 Gothic Classics' offers an expansive exploration into the depths of Gothic literature, capturing the essence of eerie atmospheres and complex narratives that characterize the genre. The collection encompasses a wide array of literary styles, from the haunting stories of psychological terror to the romantic and mysterious tales of suspense. Each work contributes to the rich tapestry of Gothic tradition, inviting readers into shadowy labyrinths of the macabre and the sublime. This collection stands out for its ability to showcase not only timeless tales of fear and wonder but also the diverse voices that have shaped the Gothic movement through history. Edited with care, '60 Gothic Classics' brings together luminaries who span across countries and centuries, offering readers insights into historical, social, and cultural currents that influenced Gothic literature. The authors within this collection, including pioneering figures like Mary Shelley and Edgar Allan Poe, and lesser-known yet influential writers like Ann Radcliffe and Arthur Machen, unite to illustrate the Gothic's enduring appeal. Through these diverse voices, readers can appreciate the evocative power of Gothic literature as it evolved from its inception in the 18th century to a significant influence on modern storytelling. With '60 Gothic Classics,' readers are afforded a unique opportunity to immerse themselves in a multiplicity of dark and brooding perspectives that Gothic literature captures so well. This anthology serves not only as a comprehensive educational resource for understanding Gothic themes but also as a vessel of profound entertainment and reflection. Journey through the chilling and captivating narratives compiled within this volume, and experience the dialogues that these masters of Gothic fiction maintain across the ages, enhancing the literary landscape with their haunting, beautiful, and intellectually stimulating contributions.
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In "TALES OF THE SEA 'Äì Premium Collection: 12 Maritime Adventure Novels in One Volume (Illustrated)," famed author James Fenimore Cooper harnesses the vast and tumultuous expanse of the ocean to explore themes of adventure, heroism, and the complex interplay between man and nature. Richly illustrated and meticulously compiled, this anthology showcases Cooper's mastery of marine storytelling, reflecting the romanticism and realism of early 19th-century American literature. Each tale immerses the reader in the chaotic yet enchanting world of the sea, fattened with Cooper's lush descriptions and vivid characterization, distinguishing his work within the broader context of American maritime literature. James Fenimore Cooper, born in 1789, was a pioneering American novelist whose experiences as a sailor and his deep appreciation for maritime life profoundly influenced his writing. His keen observations of the sea and its lexicon stemmed from living near the waters of New York and participating in naval activities, making him an authority on maritime adventure. With a penchant for depicting rugged individualism against the sublime backdrop of the sea, Cooper's narratives serve as a testament to American spirit and exploration. This collection is highly recommended for readers captivated by the allure of nautical tales and those interested in the early foundations of American literature. Cooper's narratives are not only adventurous but also thoughtfully crafted, appealing to both literary scholars and casual readers seeking thrilling escapades amidst the briny deep.
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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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    At the heart of Masterman Ready; Or, The Wreck of the Pacific lies the drama of a family cast into extremity and guided by an old seaman whose hard-won judgment, patience, and practical skill turn disaster into a rigorous schooling in cooperation, foresight, and moral steadiness, suggesting that true security is not found in the comforts of civilization but in the habits of mind and character that allow people to read their circumstances, master their fears, and work together with courage and humility when the sea, the weather, and sheer chance threaten to unmake both plans and certainties.

Frederick Marryat, a Royal Navy officer turned novelist, published Masterman Ready; Or, The Wreck of the Pacific in 1841, contributing to the flourishing of Victorian juvenile literature. The book is a children’s adventure in the Robinsonade tradition, set in the Pacific and focused on life after a shipwreck on a remote island. Marryat’s professional seafaring background supports the nautical and survival detail, while his turn to writing for younger readers shapes the book’s measured, instructive tone. Emerging from early Victorian Britain, the novel straddles the line between gripping sea story and moral education, inviting readers to learn while they are carried along by peril and discovery.

The premise is simple and compelling: a family’s voyage ends in shipwreck, and with them is Masterman Ready, an elderly seaman whose experience becomes their chief resource. From this opening, Marryat builds a survival narrative attentive to shelter, food, water, and routine, presented in a voice that favors clarity and calm over breathless sensation. The mood balances hazard with reassurance, letting danger register without eclipsing agency. Readers encounter a story that explains rather than merely thrills, one that offers procedures, reasons, and habits alongside scenes of exposure and uncertainty, making the book both an adventure and a primer in patient, practical problem-solving.

Several themes organize the novel’s appeal. Resourcefulness is reframed as a learned discipline rather than a sudden inspiration, and the passing of knowledge from the seasoned to the inexperienced anchors the group’s progress. Family loyalty and interdependence shape priorities and decisions. The book also reflects period-typical moral instruction, including an emphasis on duty, gratitude, and steadiness under trial. Nature appears as both adversary and tutor, testing endurance while rewarding method and observation. Together, these threads question what it means to be prepared, how character is formed under pressure, and why humility can be as decisive as strength when circumstances narrow possible choices.

Stylistically, Marryat writes with a didactic but humane clarity, inviting young readers to understand processes without condescension. His scenes often pivot on practical reasoning, turning tools, food gathering, and shelter building into episodes of inquiry and explanation. The pacing is deliberate, trading relentless action for steady accumulation of competence and confidence. Dialogue and narration work together to sketch character through choices and responsibilities rather than through rhetoric alone. Marryat’s naval sensibility lends concreteness to the environment, while his sense of audience keeps descriptions accessible, crafting a tone that reassures even as it acknowledges real risk and the sober arithmetic of limited means.

In the broader history of adventure fiction, the novel sits within the line that runs from Robinson Crusoe into the nineteenth century, but it adapts that lineage for juvenile readers by centering a family and an elderly mentor rather than a solitary castaway. It also reflects the maritime culture of its era, where seamanship, discipline, and observation were prized as civic and personal virtues. Readers may notice assumptions typical of its time, an aspect that can prompt contextual discussion without diminishing its literary intentions. The book’s enduring place stems from this blend of tradition, instruction, and atmosphere, which together create a distinctive, steady mode of suspense.

For contemporary readers, Masterman Ready offers more than period charm. It models cooperation across generations, shows how knowledge translates into action, and encourages a calm attentiveness to the material world. The questions it raises—about leadership, teachability, fair division of labor, and perseverance—remain relevant in classrooms, book clubs, and family reading alike. Its careful explanations can engage practical-minded readers, while its moral seriousness invites reflection without heavy-handedness. Above all, the novel presents resilience not as bravado but as a set of cultivated habits, making its survival story feel both accessible and quietly profound for anyone curious about how people learn to live well under strain.
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    Frederick Marryat’s Masterman Ready follows the Seagrave family—parents with three children and a servant—who leave England to emigrate to Australia aboard the merchant ship Pacific. Among the crew is Masterman Ready, an elderly, experienced seaman whose calm manner contrasts with the restlessness of others at sea. Early chapters trace the routine of a long voyage, the children’s curiosity, and Ready’s patient explanations of shipboard life. The narrative sets its didactic tone by pairing practical knowledge with simple moral reflections, establishing roles within the family and foreshadowing the value of discipline, order, and foresight that will become essential as the journey grows perilous.

A succession of severe storms transforms the voyage into a struggle for survival. Damage to the Pacific, tension among sailors, and faltering leadership among certain crew members culminate in a crisis. Ready refuses panic and stays with the Seagraves when others choose to abandon the ship. He helps them provision hurriedly and plan for contingencies, placing food, tools, and water where they can be reached. The vessel’s fate sealed, the family and Ready ride out the final emergency and make their way to land. The transition from ship to shore shifts the story’s focus from navigation to shelter, food, and safety.

Initial days ashore are devoted to survival basics: securing fresh water, establishing a temporary camp from spars and sails, and rescuing whatever can still be salvaged. Ready institutes orderly routines—daily tasks, watches, and careful inventories—so nothing is wasted. He involves the children, instructing them in safe methods for collecting shellfish, managing fire, and maintaining tools. Mr. Seagrave continues the children’s lessons to preserve structure and morale, while the servant tends to domestic needs and the youngest child. Practical challenges—rain, exposure, and hunger—frame this stage, and the group’s measured responses emphasize prudence, patience, and mutual dependence over impulsive action or force.

Once immediate needs are met, they select a more secure site inland yet within reach of the shore. Using timber, lashings, and recovered nails, they erect a sturdier dwelling and storehouse, improve bedding, and fence the area against animals. Trips to the beach retrieve casks, sailcloth, rope, and provisions, while foraging yields fruits and roots. With Ready’s guidance, they experiment with drying and salting food and protecting supplies from damp and vermin. Gardens are started with saved seeds, and simple tools are fashioned or repaired. A signal post is raised on a vantage point, and time is divided between building, gleaning, and maintaining a lookout.

Daily life begins to follow a pattern blending work, instruction, and vigilance. The eldest child learns to handle tools, set snares, and read weather signs, while the younger’s curiosity is channeled into safer tasks. Mrs. Seagrave organizes cooking, clothing repairs, and care of the small ones, preserving health through cleanliness and regular meals. Ready coaches the family in safety practices—never wandering alone, keeping sparks contained, and rationing scarce items like candles and ammunition. Wildlife, heat, and sudden squalls introduce risk, but the routine brings confidence. Evenings are used for reading and quiet reflection, reinforcing discipline and hope across the household.

As weeks pass, larger challenges arise. The wreck shifts and breaks, making salvage hazardous. With difficulty, they recover essential items—ironwork, carpentry tools, spare sails, gunpowder, and a few weapons—then reorganize storage to keep powder dry and food secure. Weather worsens with a violent blow that tests their roof and palisade; repairs follow, alongside improvements such as drainage trenches and better hearths. They experiment with small craft and rafts for inshore work, learning the island’s reefs and currents, but surf limits what can be attempted. Throughout, Ready’s attention to preparation—bundled emergency kits, hidden reserves, and clear signals—adds layers of resilience.

Evidence appears that the island is not always unvisited: canoe marks, an abandoned fire, and distant movements on the water. Ready explains seasonal patterns and the likelihood of hostile landings. In response, the family reduces smoke, conceals pathways, and strengthens their defenses, while arranging places to retire unseen and caches of water and food. Plans balance caution with restraint; they prefer avoidance to confrontation and rehearse quiet drills for dispersing and reassembling. Discussions of right conduct under threat accompany practical steps, and the children are made to understand silence, patience, and obedience as safeguards equal to fences and arms.

A major storm arrives, followed by the approach of strangers. The family’s preparations are put into practice under sustained pressure, and the camp’s arrangements—palisade, concealed stores, and signals—prove their worth. Strain, fatigue, and setbacks challenge spirits, yet the group adapts, shifts duties, and follows established plans. Ready’s steadiness, long memory of the sea, and readiness to shoulder the hardest work help carry them through. In the aftermath, they repair what is damaged, reconsider risks, and refine their routine once more. Their watch on the horizon resumes with renewed seriousness, prudence guiding hope as they wait for change.

As circumstances evolve, the narrative gathers its strands toward resolution by the same means that sustained it: work well planned, order steadily kept, and trust shared among adults and children. Outcomes follow from character and preparation as much as from fortune. Ready’s counsel frames events as lessons in patience, foresight, and duty; the parents’ constancy shapes the children’s courage and judgment. Without sensational turns, the story closes its castaway arc in keeping with its practical, instructional spirit, underscoring the value of industry, self-command, and reliance on Providence, and leaving readers with a clear sense of the family’s hard-won coherence and hope.
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    Set during the early decades of the nineteenth century, the narrative follows an English family voyaging to New South Wales before their ship, the "Pacific," is wrecked in the South Pacific. The temporal setting straddles the late Georgian and early Victorian worlds, when British maritime routes connected London, the Cape of Good Hope, and Sydney. The geographical canvas moves from the regulated spaces of Atlantic and Indian Ocean trading lanes to an uncharted island environment, typical of the Pacific archipelagos frequented by whalers and merchantmen. The era’s reliance on sail, chronometers, and evolving Admiralty charts frames a world of opportunity and danger, where navigation errors, storms, and reefs regularly produced castaways.

The expansion of British settlement in Australia shaped the book’s premise of a civilian family sailing to Sydney. After the First Fleet founded New South Wales in 1788, transportation of convicts (1788–1868) and rising numbers of free settlers created steady transoceanic traffic. By the 1830s, assisted immigration schemes increased arrivals, while Van Diemen’s Land (Tasmania) expanded from 1803 and South Australia was established in 1836. Ships commonly routed via the Cape of Good Hope and the Southern Ocean to Port Jackson. The novel’s voyage, cargo, and passenger mix reflect these migration and supply streams, and the wreck dramatizes the risks accompanying Britain’s imperial settlement of the Antipodes.

The maritime ethos derives from the Royal Navy’s ascendancy during the French Revolutionary and Napoleonic Wars (1793–1815) and the War of 1812. Trafalgar (1805) secured British sea power, while decades of blockade and convoy duty forged a culture of seamanship, discipline, and improvisation. Frederick Marryat, a veteran officer, carried this experience into fiction and invented the Marryat Code of Signals in 1817, widely used by merchant shipping. The competence, calm, and procedural knowledge displayed by Masterman Ready mirror this professional naval inheritance. The narrative’s detailed handling of storms, rigging, rationing, and command underscores how naval practice migrated into civilian vessels in the postwar commercial boom.

Pacific whaling and sealing, concentrated between the 1790s and 1840s, created dense traffic and notorious hazards. Boston and Nantucket fleets joined British and colonial vessels operating from Sydney and Hobart. Wrecks were frequent: the Essex was stove by a whale in 1820 (2,000 nautical miles west of South America), and the Charles Eaton (wrecked 1834) was lost in the Torres Strait. Intercultural violence occurred, as in the Boyd incident (Whangaroa, 1809). The novel’s island survivalism, resource salvage, and wary encounters with raiders closely track these realities. Its reliance on provisioning, makeshift boatwork, and shore-based craft reflects the practices of whalers and castaways documented in Admiralty reports and newspapers.

Evangelical missions transformed the Pacific social landscape in the novel’s era. The London Missionary Society (founded 1795) sent the Duff to Tahiti in 1797; Pomare II’s conversion and the 1819 Tahitian legal code exemplified Christianization’s institutional reach. In Hawai‘i, American Protestant missionaries arrived in 1820, following the 1819 abolition of the kapu system by Liholiho (Kamehameha II). Mission stations spread to Samoa and Tonga through the 1830s. The story’s prayerful tone, Sabbath observance, and providential framing align with this evangelical climate that fused practical labor, domestic order, and faith. Its portrayal of islanders and moral instruction echoes philanthropic and missionary rhetoric circulating in British periodicals and reports.

Scientific and hydrographic advances both expanded and exposed maritime ventures. After Cook’s voyages (1768–1779) mapped key Pacific routes, the widespread adoption of marine chronometers by the 1820s improved longitude calculation, while the Nautical Almanac (from 1767) standardized data. Francis Beaufort, appointed Hydrographer of the Navy in 1829, professionalized charting and weather notation; the Beaufort scale shaped seamanship training. Yet reefs, uncorrected charts, and cyclones still caused losses. The National Institution for the Preservation of Life from Shipwreck (1824) signaled growing public concern. The novel’s meticulous attention to weather signs, currents, and coastal reconnaissance, and its hard lessons about wreck causation, dramatize the limits of technology amid expansive oceanic ambitions.

Imperial expansion in Australasia brought fraught frontier dynamics that inform the novel’s anxieties about coastal attack and defense. The Musket Wars in New Zealand (c. 1807–1832), the Black War in Van Diemen’s Land (peaking 1820s), and atrocities such as the Myall Creek massacre (1838) exposed violent contestations of land and law. Britain’s Treaty of Waitangi (1840) attempted to regularize sovereignty in New Zealand amid coercive realities. While the book situates conflict on a remote island, its depiction of sudden raids and fortified domesticity reflects metropolitan fears and justifications current in 1830s–1840s discourse, projecting frontier siege mentalities onto Pacific spaces frequented by traders and settlers.

The book functions as a social and political critique by elevating experienced seamen’s prudence over commercial haste and lax discipline in the merchant service. It scrutinizes emigrant optimism and speculative colonization by showing how inadequate preparedness, poor seamanship, and fragile supply chains imperil families. Paternal authority and cooperative labor are presented as correctives to class friction and panic, implicitly rebuking profit-driven shipowners and negligent officers. Its paternalistic portrayal of islanders exposes contemporary racial hierarchies, yet also indicts metropolitan complacency about safety, welfare, and duty at sea. By staging survival as moral governance, the novel questions the ethical foundations of Britain’s oceanic expansion in the 1820s–1840s.
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It was in the month of October, 18—, that the Pacific[1], a large ship, was running before a heavy gale of wind in the middle of the vast Atlantic Ocean. She had but little sail, for the wind was so strong, that the canvas would have been split into pieces by the furious blasts before which she was driven through the waves, which were very high, and following her almost as fast as she darted through their boiling waters; sometimes heaving up her stern and sinking her bows down so deep into the hollow of the sea, that it appeared as if she would have dived down underneath the waves; but she was a fine vessel, and the captain was a good seaman, who did what he considered best for the safety of his vessel, and then put his trust in that Providence who is ever watchful over us.

The captain stood before the wheel, watching the men who were steering the ship; for when you are running before a heavy gale, it requires great attention to the helm: and as he looked around him and up at the heavens, he sang in a low voice the words of a sea song:


“One wide water all around us,

All above us one black sky.”






And so it was with them;—they were in the middle of the Atlantic, not another vessel to be seen, and the heavens were covered with black clouds, which were borne along furiously by the gale; the sea ran mountains high, and broke into large white foaming crests, while the fierce wind howled through the rigging of the vessel.

Besides the captain of the ship and the two men at the wheel, there were two other personages on deck: one was a young lad about twelve years old, and the other a weather-beaten old seaman, whose grisly locks were streaming in the wind, as he paced aft and looked over the taffrail of the vessel.

The young lad, observing a heavy sea coming up to the stern of the vessel, caught hold of the old man’s arm, crying out—“Won’t that great wave come into us, Ready?”

“No, Master William, it will not: don’t you see how the ship lifts her quarters to it?—and now it has passed underneath us. But it might happen, and then what would become of you, if I did not hold on, and hold you on also? You would be washed overboard.”

“I don’t like the sea much, Ready; I wish we were safe on shore again,” replied the lad. “Don’t the waves look as if they wished to beat the ship all to pieces?”

“Yes, they do; and they roar as if angry because they cannot bury the vessel beneath them: but I am used to them, and with a good ship like this, and a good captain and crew, I don’t care for them.”

“But sometimes ships do sink, and then everybody is drowned.”

“Yes; and very often the very ships sink which those on board think are most safe. We can only do our best, and after that we must submit to the will of Heaven.[1q]”

“What little birds are those flying about so close to the water?”

“Those are Mother Carey’s chickens[2]. You seldom see them except in a storm, or when a storm is coming on.”

The birds which William referred to were the stormy petrels.

“Were you ever shipwrecked on a desolate island like Robinson Crusoe?”

“Yes, Master William, I have been shipwrecked; but I never heard of Robinson Crusoe. So many have been wrecked and undergone great hardships, and so many more have never lived to tell what they have suffered, that it’s not very likely that I should have known that one man you speak of, out of so many.”

“Oh! but it’s all in a book which I have read. I could tell you all about it—and so I will when the ship is quiet again; but now I wish you would help me down below, for I promised mamma not to stay up long.”

“Then always keep your promise like a good lad,[2q]” replied the old man; “now give me your hand, and I’ll answer for it that we will fetch the hatchway without a tumble; and when the weather is fine again, I’ll tell you how I was wrecked, and you shall tell me all about Robinson Crusoe.”

Having seen William safe to the cabin door, the old seaman returned to the deck, for it was his watch.

Masterman Ready, for such was his name, had been more than fifty years at sea, having been bound apprentice to a collier which sailed from South Shields, when he was only ten years old. His face was browned from long exposure, and there were deep furrows on his cheeks, but he was still a hale and active man. He had served many years on board of a man-of-war, and had been in every climate: he had many strange stories to tell, and he might be believed even when his stories were strange, for he would not tell an untruth. He could navigate a vessel, and, of course, he could read and write. The name of Ready was very well suited to him, for he was seldom at a loss; and in cases of difficulty and danger, the captain would not hesitate to ask his opinion, and frequently take his advice. He was second mate of the vessel.

The Pacific was, as we have observed, a very fine ship, and well able to contend with the most violent storm. She was of more than four hundred tons burthen, and was then making a passage out to New South Wales, with a valuable cargo of English hardware, cutlery, and other manufactures. The captain was a good navigator and seaman, and moreover a good man, of a cheerful, happy disposition, always making the best of everything, and when accidents did happen, always more inclined to laugh than to look grave. His name was Osborn. The first mate, whose name was Mackintosh, was a Scotsman, rough and ill-tempered, but paying strict attention to his duty—a man that Captain Osborn could trust, but whom he did not like.

Ready we have already spoken of, and it will not be necessary to say anything about the seamen on board, except that there were thirteen of them, hardly a sufficient number to man so large a vessel; but just as they were about to sail, five of the seamen, who did not like the treatment they had received from Mackintosh, the first mate, had left the ship, and Captain Osborn did not choose to wait until he could obtain others in their stead. This proved unfortunate, as the events which we shall hereafter relate will show.
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Master William, whom we have introduced to the reader, was the eldest boy of a family who were passengers on board, consisting of the father, mother, and four children: his father was a Mr Seagrave, a very well-informed, clever man, who having for many years held an office under government at Sydney, the capital of New South Wales, was now returning from a leave of absence of three years. He had purchased from the government several thousand acres of land; it had since risen very much in value, and the sheep and cattle which he had put on it were proving a source of great profit. His property had been well managed by the person who had charge of it during his absence in England, and he was now taking out with him a variety of articles of every description for its improvement, and for his own use, such as furniture for his house, implements of agriculture, seeds, plants, cattle, and many other things too numerous to mention.

Mrs Seagrave was an amiable woman, but not in very strong health. The family consisted of William, who was the eldest, a clever, steady boy, but, at the same time, full of mirth and humour; Thomas, who was six years old, a very thoughtless but good-tempered boy, full of mischief, and always in a scrape; Caroline, a little girl of seven years; and Albert, a fine strong little fellow, who was not one year old: he was under the charge of a black girl, who had come from the Cape of Good Hope to Sydney, and had followed Mrs Seagrave to England. We have now mentioned all the people on board of the Pacific: perhaps we ought not to forget two shepherd’s dogs, belonging to Mr Seagrave, and a little terrier, which was a great favourite of Captain Osborn, to whom she belonged.

It was not until the fourth day from its commencement that the gale abated, and then it gradually subsided until it was nearly a calm. The men who had been watching night after night during the gale now brought all their clothes which had been drenched by the rain and spray, and hung them up in the rigging to dry: the sails, also, which had been furled, and had been saturated by the wet, were now loosened and spread out that they might not be mildewed. The wind blew mild and soft, the sea had gone down, and the ship was running through the water at the speed of about four miles an hour. Mrs Seagrave, wrapped up in a cloak, was seated upon one of the arm-chests near the stern of the ship, her husband and children were all with her enjoying the fine weather, when Captain Osborn, who had been taking an observation of the sun with his sextant, came up to them.

“Well, Master Tommy, you are very glad that the gale is over?”

“I didn’t care,” replied Tommy, “only I spilt all my soup. But Juno tumbled off her chair, and rolled away with the baby, till papa picked them both up.”

“It was a mercy that poor Albert was not killed,” observed Mrs Seagrave.

“And so he might have been, if Juno had not thought only of him and nothing at all about herself,” replied Mr Seagrave.

“That’s very true, sir,” replied Captain Osborn. “She saved the child, and, I fear, hurt herself.”

“I thump my head very hard,” said Juno, smiling.

“Yes, and it’s lucky that you have a good thick woolly coat over it,” replied Captain Osborn, laughing.

“It is 12 o’clock by the sun, sir,” said Mackintosh, the first mate, to the captain.

“Then bring me up the latitude, Mr Mackintosh, while I work out the longitude from the sights which I took this morning. In five minutes, Mr Seagrave, I shall be ready to prick off over our place on the chart.”

“Here are the dogs come up on deck,” said William; “I dare say they are as glad of the fine weather as we are. Come here, Romulus! Here, Remus!—Remus!”

“Well, sir,” said Ready, who was standing by them with his quadrant in his hand, “I should like to ask you a question. Those dogs of yours have two very odd names which I never heard before. Who were Romulus and Remus?”

“Romulus and Remus,” replied Mr Seagrave, “were the names of two shepherds, brothers, who in ancient days founded the city of Rome, which eventually became the largest and most celebrated empire in the world. They were the first kings of Rome, and reigned together. History says that Remus affronted Romulus by leaping over a wall he had raised, and Romulus, in his anger, took away his life; but the history of early days is not to be depended upon.”

“No, nor the brothers either, it appears,” replied Ready; “however, it is the old story—two of a trade can never agree. One sometimes hears of Rome now—is that the same place?”

“Yes,” replied William, “it is the remains of the old city.”

“Well, one lives and learns,” said Ready. “I have learnt something to-day, which everyone will to the last day of his life, if he will only ask questions. I’m an old man, and perhaps don’t know much, except in the seafaring way; but I should have known much less if I did not ask for information, and was not ashamed to acknowledge my ignorance; that’s the way to learn, Master William.”

“Very good advice, Ready,—and, William, I hope you will profit by it,” said Mr Seagrave; “never be ashamed to ask the meaning of what you do not understand.”

“I always do, papa. Do I not ask you questions, Ready?”

“Yes, you do, and very clever questions for a boy of your age; and I only wish that I could answer them better than I can sometimes.”

“I should like to go down now, my dear,” said Mrs Seagrave; “perhaps Ready will see the baby down safe.”

“That I will, ma’am,” said Ready, putting his quadrant on the capstan: “now, Juno, give me the child, and go down first;—backwards, you stupid girl! how often do I tell you that? Some day or another you will come down with a run.”

“And break my head,” said Juno.

“Yes, or break your arm; and then who is to hold the child?”

As soon as they were all down in the cabin, the captain and Mr Seagrave marked the position of the vessel on the chart, and found that they were one hundred and thirty miles from the Cape of Good Hope.

“If the wind holds, we shall be in to-morrow,” said Mr Seagrave to his wife. “Juno, perhaps you may see your father and mother.”

Poor Juno shook her head, and a tear or two stole down her dark cheek. With a mournful face she told them, that her father and mother belonged to a Dutch boer, who had gone with them many miles into the interior: she had been parted from them when quite a little child, and had been left at Cape Town.
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The next morning the Pacific arrived at the Cape and anchored in Table Bay.

“Why do they call this Table Bay, Ready?” said William.

“I suppose it’s because they call that great mountain the Table Mountain, Master William; you see how flat the mountain is on the top.”

“Yes, it is quite as flat as a table.”

“Yes, and sometimes you will see the white clouds rolling down over the top of it in a very curious manner, and that the sailors call spreading the tablecloth: it is a sign of bad weather.”

“Then I hope they will not spread the tablecloth while we are here, Ready,” said William, “for I shall certainly have no appetite. We have had bad weather enough already, and mamma suffers so much from it. What a pretty place it is!”

“We shall remain here two days, sir,” said Captain Osborn to Mr Seagrave, “if you and Mrs Seagrave would like to go on shore.”

“I will go down and ask Mrs Seagrave,” said her husband, who went down the ladder, followed by William.

Upon the question being put to Mrs Seagrave, she replied that she was quite satisfied with the ship having no motion, and did not feel herself equal to going on shore; it was therefore decided that she should remain on board with the two younger children, and that, on the following day, Mr Seagrave should take William and Tommy to see Cape Town, and return on board before night.

The next morning, Captain Osborn lowered down one of the large boats, and Mr Seagrave, accompanied by Captain Osborn, went on shore with William and Tommy. Tommy had promised his mamma to be very good; but that he always did, and almost always forgot his promise directly he was out of sight. As soon as they landed, they went up to a gentleman’s house, with whom Captain Osborn was acquainted. They stayed for a few minutes to drink a glass of lemonade, for it was very warm; and then it was proposed that they should go to the Company’s Gardens[4] and see the wild beasts which were confined there, at which William was much delighted, and Tommy clapped his hands with joy.

“What are the Company’s Gardens, papa?” inquired William.

“They were made by the Dutch East India Company, at the time that the Cape of Good Hope was in their possession. They are, properly speaking, Botanical Gardens; but, at the same time, the wild animals are kept there. Formerly there were a great many, but they have not been paid attention to lately, for we have plenty of these animals in England now.”

“What shall we see?” said Tommy.

“You will see lions, Tommy, a great many in a large den together,” said Captain Osborn.

“Oh! I want to see a lion.”

“You must not go too near them, recollect.”

“No, I won’t,” said Tommy.

As soon as they entered the gates, Tommy escaped from Captain Osborn, and ran away in his hurry to see the lions; but Captain Osborn caught him again, and held him fast by the hand.

“Here is a pair of very strange birds,” said the gentleman who accompanied them; “they are called Secretaries, on account of the feathers which hang behind their heads, as the feather of a pen does when a clerk puts it behind his ear: but they are very useful, for they are snake-killers; indeed, they would, if they could, live altogether upon snakes, which they are very great enemies to, never letting one escape. They strike them with their feet, and with such force as to kill them immediately.”

“Are there many snakes in this country?” inquired William.

“Yes, and very venomous snakes,” replied Mr Seagrave; “so that these birds are very useful in destroying them. You observe, William, that the Almighty, in his wisdom, has so arranged it that no animal (especially of a noxious kind) shall be multiplied to excess, but kept under by being preyed upon by some other; indeed, wherever in any country an animal exists in any quantity, there is generally found another animal which destroys it. The Secretary inhabits this country where snakes exist in numbers, that it may destroy them: in England the bird would be of little value.”

“But some animals are too large or too fierce to be destroyed by others, papa; for instance, the elephant and the lion.”

“Very true; but these larger animals do not breed so fast, and therefore their numbers do not increase so rapidly. For instance, a pair of elephants will not have more than one young one in the space of two years or more; while the rabbits, which are preyed upon and the food of so many other beasts as well as birds, would increase enormously, if they were not destroyed. Examine through the whole of creation, and you will find that there is an unerring hand, which invariably preserves the balance exact; and that there are no more mouths than for which food is provided, although accidental circumstances may for a time occasion a slight alteration.”

They continued their walk until they came to the den of the lions. It was a large place, in closed with a strong and high wall of stone, with only one window to it for the visitors to look at them, as it was open above. This window was wide, and with strong iron bars running from the top to the bottom; but the width between the bars was such that a lion could put his paw out with ease; and they were therefore cautioned not to go too near. It was a fine sight to see eight or ten of these noble-looking animals lying down in various attitudes, quite indifferent apparently to the people outside—basking in the sun, and slowly moving their tufted tails to and fro. William examined them at a respectful distance from the bars; and so did Tommy, who had his mouth open with astonishment, in which there was at first not a little fear mixed, but he soon got bolder. The gentleman who had accompanied them, and who had been long at the Cape, was relating to Mr Seagrave and Captain Osborn some very curious anecdotes about the lion. William and they were so interested, that they did not perceive that Tommy had slipped back to the grated window of the den. Tommy looked at the lions, and then he wanted to make them move about: there was one fine full-grown young lion, about three years old, who was lying down nearest to the window; and Tommy took up a stone and threw it at him: the lion appeared not to notice it, for he did not move, although he fixed his eyes upon Tommy; so Tommy became more brave, and threw another, and then another, approaching each time nearer to the bars of the window.

All of a sudden the lion gave a tremendous roar, and sprang at Tommy, bounding against the iron bars of the cage with such force that, had they not been very strong, it must have broken them. As it was, they shook and rattled so that pieces of mortar fell from the stones. Tommy shrieked; and, fortunately for himself, fell back and tumbled head over heels, or the lion’s paws would have reached him. Captain Osborn and Mr Seagrave ran up to Tommy, and picked him up: he roared with fright as soon as he could fetch his breath, while the lion stood at the bars, lashing his tail, snarling, and showing his enormous fangs.

“Take me away—take me on board the ship!” cried Tommy, who was terribly frightened.

“What did you do, Tommy?” said Captain Osborn.

“I won’t throw any more stones, Mr Lion; I won’t indeed!” cried Tommy, looking terrified towards the animal.

Mr Seagrave scolded Tommy well for his foolish conduct, and by degrees he became more composed; but he did not recover himself until they had walked some distance away from the lion’s den.

They then looked at the other animals which were to be seen, Tommy keeping a most respectful distance from every one of them. He wouldn’t even go near to a Cape sheep with a broad tail.

When they had seen everything, they went back to the gentleman’s house to dinner; and, after dinner, they returned on board.
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The following morning the fresh water and provisions were received on board, and once more the Pacific stretched her broad canvas to the winds, and there was every prospect of a rapid voyage, as for many days she continued her passage with a fair wind and flowing sheet. But this did not continue: it fell calm, and remained so for nearly three days, during which not a breath of wind was to be seen on the wide expanse of water; all nature appeared as if in repose, except that now and then an albatross would drop down at some distance from the stern of the vessel, and, as he swam lazily along with his wings half-furled, pick up the fragments of food which had been thrown over the side.

“What great bird is that, Ready?” inquired William.

“It is an albatross, the largest sea-bird we have. Their wings are very long. I have seen them shot, and they have measured eleven feet from the tip of one wing to the tip of the other when the wings have been spread out.”

“It is the first one that I have seen,” said William.

“Because you seldom meet them north of the Cape, sir: people do say that they go to sleep on the wing, balancing themselves high up in the air.”

“Papa,” said William, turning to Mr Seagrave, who stood by, “why is it that one bird can swim and another cannot? You recollect when Tommy drove the hens into the large pond, they flounced about, and their feathers became wet, and would support them no longer, and then they were drowned. Now, how does a sea-bird contrive to remain so long on the water?”

“Because a sea-bird, William, is provided with a sort of oil on purpose to anoint the outside of its feathers, and this oil prevents the water from penetrating them. Have you not observed the ducks on shore dressing their feathers with their bills? They were then using this oil to make their feathers waterproof.”

“How odd!”

“Don’t say how odd, William; that is not an expression to use when we talk of the wonderful provisions made by the Almighty hand, who neglects not the meanest of his creatures—say rather, how wonderful!”

“That’s very true, sir,” observed Ready; “but still you must not be too hard upon Master William, for I have heard many a grownup man make use of the same expression.”

On the third day of the calm, the barometer fell so low as to induce Captain Osborn to believe that they should have a severe gale, and every preparation was made to meet it, should it come on. Nor was he mistaken: towards midnight the clouds gathered up fast, and as they gathered up in thick piles, heaped one over the other, the lightning darted through them in every direction; and as the clouds rose up, so did the wind, but at first only in heavy gusts, and then lulling again to a calm.

“Ready,” said Captain Osborn, “how do you think we shall have the wind?”

“Why, Captain Osborn, to tell you the truth, I don’t think it will be steady to one point long. It may at first blow hard from the north, but it’s my idea it will shift soon to some other quarter, and blow still harder.”

“What think you, Mackintosh?”

“We’ll have plenty of it, and a long steady gale, that’s my notion; and the sooner we ship the dead lights the better.”

Mr Seagrave, with William, happened to be standing by at the time of this conversation, and at the term dead lights Willy’s face expressed some anxiety. Ready perceived it, and said—

“That’s a foolish name they give to the shutters which go over the cabin windows to prevent the water from breaking into the cabin when a vessel sails before the wind; you know we had them on the last time that we had a gale.”

“But, Ready,” said Captain Osborn, “why do you think that we shall have a shift of wind?”

“Well, I don’t know; perhaps I was wrong,” replied the old man, “and Mr Mackintosh is right: the wind does seem to come steady from the north-east, that’s certain;” and Ready walked away to the binnacle, and looked at the compass. Mr Seagrave and William then went below, and Mr Mackintosh went forward to give his orders. As soon as they were all gone, Ready went up again to Captain Osborn and said:

“Captain Osborn, it’s not for me to contradict Mr Mackintosh, but that’s of little consequence in a time like this: I should have held to my opinion, had it not been that the gentleman passenger and his son were standing by, but now, as the coast is clear, I tell you that we shall have something worse than a gale of wind. I have been in these latitudes before, and I am an old seaman, as you know. There’s something in the air, and there has been something during the last three days of calm, which reminds me too well of what I have seen here before; and I am sure that we shall have little better than a hurricane, as far as wind goes—and worse in one point, that it will last much longer than hurricanes generally do. I have been watching, and even the birds tell me so, and they are told by their nature, which is never mistaken. That calm has been nothing more than a repose of the winds previous to their being roused up to do their worst; and that is my real opinion?”

“Well, and I’m inclined to agree with you, Ready; so we must send topgallant yards down on deck, and all the small sails and lumber out of the tops. Get the trysail aft and bent, and lower down the gaff. I will go forward.”

Their preparations were hardly complete before the wind had settled to a fierce gale from the north-east. The sea rose rapidly; topsail after topsail was furled; and by dusk the Pacific was flying through the water with the wind on her quarter, under reefed foresail and storm staysail. It was with difficulty that three men at the wheel could keep the helm, such were the blows which the vessel received from the heavy seas on the quarter. Not one seaman in the ship took advantage of his watch below to go to sleep that night, careless as they generally are; the storm was too dreadful. About three o’clock in the morning the wind suddenly subsided; it was but for a minute or two, and then it again burst on the vessel from another quarter of the compass, as Ready had foretold, splitting the foresail into fragments, which lashed and flogged the wind till they were torn away by it, and carried far to leeward. The heavens above were of a pitchy darkness, and the only light was from the creaming foam of the sea on every side. The shift of wind, which had been to the west-north-west, compelled them to alter the course of the vessel, for they had no chance but to scud, as they now did, under bare poles; but in consequence of the sea having taken its run from the former wind, which had been north-east, it was, as sailors call it, cross, and every minute the waves poured over the ship, sweeping all before their weight of waters. One poor man was washed overboard, and any attempt made to save him would have been unavailing. Captain Osborn was standing by the weather gunnel, holding on by one of the belaying-pins, when he said to Mackintosh:

“How long will this last, think you?”

“Longer than the ship will,” replied the mate gravely.

“I should hope not,” replied the captain; “still it cannot look worse. What do you think, Ready?”

“Far more fear from above than from below just now,” replied Ready, pointing to the yard-arms of the ship, to each of which were little balls of electric matter attached, flaring out to a point. “Look at those two clouds, sir, rushing at each other; if I—”

Ready had not time to finish what he would have said, before a blaze of light, so dazzling that it left them all in utter darkness for some seconds afterwards, burst upon their vision, accompanied with a peal of thunder, at which the whole vessel trembled fore and aft. A crash—a rushing forward—and a shriek were heard, and when they had recovered their eyesight, the foremast had been rent by the lightning as if it had been a lath, and the ship was in flames: the men at the wheel, blinded by the lightning, as well as appalled, could not steer; the ship broached to—away went the mainmast over the side—and all was wreck, confusion, and dismay.

Fortunately the heavy seas which poured over the forecastle soon extinguished the flames, or they all must have perished; but the ship lay now helpless, and at the mercy of the waves beating violently against the wrecks of the masts which floated to leeward, but were still held fast to the vessel by their rigging. As soon as they could recover from the shock, Ready and the first mate hastened to the wheel to try to get the ship before the wind; but this they could not do, as, the foremast and mainmast being gone, the mizenmast prevented her paying off and answering to the helm. Ready, having persuaded two of the men to take the helm, made a sign to Mackintosh (for now the wind was so loud that they could not hear each other speak), and, going aft, they obtained axes, and cut away the mizen-rigging; the mizen-topmast and head of the mizenmast went over the side, and then the stump of the foremast was sufficient to get the ship before the wind again. Still there was much delay and confusion, before they could clear away the wreck of the masts; and, as soon as they could make inquiry, they found that four of the men had been killed by the lightning and the fall of the foremast, and there were now but eight remaining, besides Captain Osborn and his two mates.
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Sailors are never discouraged by danger as long as they have any chance of relieving themselves by their own exertions. The loss of their shipmates, so instantaneously summoned away,—the wrecked state of the vessel,—the wild surges burying them beneath their angry waters,—the howling of the wind, the dazzling of the lightning, and the pealing of the thunder, did not prevent them from doing what their necessity demanded. Mackintosh, the first mate, rallied the men, and contrived to fix a block and strap to the still smoking stump of the foremast; a rope was rove through the block, and the main-topgallant sail hoisted, so that the vessel might run faster before the gale, and answer her helm better than she did.

The ship was again before the wind, and comparatively safe, notwithstanding the heavy blows she now received from the pursuing waves. Night again came on, but there was no repose, and the men were worn out with exposure and fatigue.

The third day of the gale dawned, but the appearances were as alarming as ever: the continual breaking of the seas over the stern had washed away the binnacles, and it was impossible now to be certain of the course the ship had been steered, or the distance which had been run; the leaky state of the vessel proved how much she had already suffered from the violent shocks which she had received, and the certainty was apparent, that if the weather did not abate, she could not possibly withstand the force of the waves much longer.

The countenance of Captain Osborn showed great anxiety: he had a heavy responsibility on his shoulders—he might lose a valuable ship, and still more valuable cargo, even if they did not all lose their lives; for they were now approaching where the sea was studded with low coral islands, upon which they might be thrown by the waves and wind, without having the slightest power to prevent it in their present disabled condition.
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