
and whirls in its pat eddies of sand. I lean back 

the Somerset 

aced. Overhead there is a 

for a moment through a rift 

e wooden walls of the Som- 

which he b:id heen practicing on the sea-gulls. He  said it 
was time we were starting for home. There had been no 
storm tho sun  was sinking in splendor and the peaked hills 
were casting gaunt shadows on the beach. I glanced invol- 
untarily at the ancient wreck. All that the relic-hunters had 
spared remained half imbedded in the sand. Then we trudged 
slowly over the sandy wastes into the town. 

LETTER OF INFORMATION 
Received from the Secretary of the Ad- 

miralty, Whitehall, London. 
I 

The following letter was received from the Secretary of 
the Admiralty by one of our interested citizens, giving reli- 
able data regarding the Somerset 

w a s  wrecked off C 
Commissioners of 

The Somers 
H. M Dockyard 


