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IT3 MOST INTERESTED READERE,

My NAged Parents,
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Bramsiur JUNIATA,
AT BEA OFF THE (4FES OF DELLWARE BaYy,
Batnrday Evening, Feb. 2dth, 1572

Bovwp for & land of perpetusal summer, we take
a farewell backward look at the dark and frown-
ing sky of winter. A oold gray mist blors the
outline of the ive-bound shores, where the black
gulle of winter fap their broad wings over the
surf, A chill north wind blews, but it only
hisstens ve southward toward sunlit seas and
radiant skies. The last glimpse of the dim shore
of homeland fades away, and our thoughts turn,
ns the prow of the vessel points, to the warm
snd geninl Bouth

1*
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Sunday, February 25th.~—3Railora have a tra-
ditional saying, that therc is “no Bunday be-
yond flve fathome soundings,” and it is appa-
rent that the day has no formal characteristic
at sef.

The wind is light, and the waves give os but a
gentle swaying motion; yet it is enough to keep
onr fellow-passongers in their state-rooms, on ac-
count of sen-gickness. Ho the day puasses guietly
away, while we graduslly become accwstomend to
the new surroundings of sight, sovud, and mo-
tlon; the deep respiration of the steam-exhaust,
the pulsating tbrobs and heavy strokes of tha
engine, pending a tremor through the frame of
thie great sea monster; the solemn tone of the
ship’s hell, repeated every half hour; and, to us,
a bell, increasing hourly in attractions, which
calls ws to the wellspread cabin table. The gea
continues so quiet that there would seem to be
no ¢ause for seasickness, but the captain atates
that the gilment is much under the influence
of the imagination, as passengers often repeat
the inguiry as fo whether we are “ outside yet,”
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and on belog enswered in the affirmative, retire
to their staterooms and geo through the for-
malities. '

Yet there must be a miserable reality in sea-
slckness, which requirea great resignation to bear
it patiently. A gentlemen, whose histrionic fame
is koown to every one, being at sea and suffering
from sea-sickness, which Le bore with extreme
impatience, a fellow-passenger strove to console
him with the example of other and more resigned
safferers, and even alluded to the Saviour's being
st ses In a tempesi. The petnlant invelid re.
plied: * That is so; but, if my memory is not at
fault, he got out and walked! and I cannot do
that."

This starting out to sea reminds me of my only
previous experience, in & time lomg ago, when
with feelinge different indeed 1 first saw the
ocean’s expanse. 1 recsll vividly, but with a
shade of sadness, an affectionate parting on start-
ing off, youthful, buoyant, and carelese. Then
life seemed an endless morning, and the vista an

nnlimited horizon. The present voyaging seems
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as but a mid-day rest in a toilsome way; or, per-
haps, with the day, it may be, far spent, when I
should be locking trustingly forward as being

“ Hoarer to the weyside inn,
W here toil shall oease and rest begin.'’

Of one of that little home-circle there is nothing
left bot her memory; the snow of this parting
winter is melting on the marble that encloses her,
snd the slanting rays of a glowing winter sunset
are emiling over her repose.

- Twesday, February 27¢h.—If the © three wise
men of G{:.rhha.m," of infantile literature, who
itwent to ses in & bowl,” had chosen this ans-
picious time their story wonld have been longer.
The zes continnes 83 the guiet aurface of a mill-
pond; even the traditionsl stormy locality of
“off Cape Hatterss,” s passed without wind or
waves, The sun shines warmly, the sky i= a deep
blue, and the air is like the balmy breath of June.
This transition from the cheerless breaking up
of winter, from flelds of floating ice to the drift-
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ing seaweeds of the warm waters of the Gulf
Btream, iz excecdingly grateful.

Thursday, February 29th.—The sea has still
an unruffied surface, and evidences of the trop-
ical change are increasing ; the sun comes up red
from its hot-bath io the gulf waters, and glows in
a clondless sky until it dips again in the crimson
WAt

Thero is a tranguilizing infloence in this warm
gea air of the Sonth, which tends to mental re-
pose and an idie and dresmy existence. It ia
oceupation encugh to lie on deck and gaze on the
blue expanse; to watch the heavy flight of the
pelicans, the wayward flapping of the gulls, the
antigs of the flying-fish, or the wind-borne fleets
of nantilos,

The vessel has been since yesterday morning
ronning along the cosst of Florida, near enpugh
to diseern persong, if any existed on that barren
strand ; bot with the exception of several lovely
light-honses, and, in the evening, some Indian
camp-fires, no signs of human life were seen,

Some wrecked vessels loom up as ghostly warn-




