
328 LK/rrKRS.

? 1

friends, to nnnotinco our arrival, or s:iy wc were alivo.

On passinf; "Hocdiy Head," liowever, a Deal pilot-boat

nUiiidi'il UH that opj)ort»inity, and ^ave our most anxious

friends a sliort nott'.

Our ship was towed into Shecrness by two powerful

8toani-t«i;^s, in the midst of a north-west ^ale. All our

sick, fifly-two in number, were sent to the hospital. l*oor

fellows, what d*.'light they led the ship with ; they had

improveil in health from the etl'ect of inhalinf^ their

mother climate, but many of them were beyond all hopes

—walking spectres, oidy held together by Nature's last

impulse.

ihe anchor was scarcely let go when the letter-bag

arrived on board. I had been exactly one year and eight

months without a letter. I did not know whether all

my friends may bo dead or alive. I eajferly tore (ipen

my letter. '' Thank God ! " I exclaimed ;
" not only

alive, but ' all well.' " Not so, I grieve to say, with many
others. i

Letters lay unclaimed, unojieiicd, for those long

since committed to the deep sea—mouldered away to

duHt, or torn to fragments by demons of the ocean;

others expecting letters from those who had ceased to

exist. It was a moment of singular uniting of pain and

pleasure.

We were "mustered" (that is, our names called over)

and inspected by the admiral, and (as on every other

(tccasion when going tlirough this onleal) highly compli-

mented on the general efficiency, cleanliiK'8.s, and disci-

pline of the ship. This was exceediugly complimentary

anil «»ratitying to all, but tin; credit was wholly due to a


