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slowly after him, to his ship, he jumped up the side,
and in a minute the rigging was manned ; while we
were saluted with three cheers as we came within ca-
ble’s length, and were not long in getting on board of
my old vessel, where we were all received by Captain
Humphreys with a hearty seaman’s weleome.  'T'hough
wa had not been supported by our names and charac-
ters, we should notthe less have claimed from charity,

the attentions that we received, {or never was seen a
more miserable looking set of wretches; while, that we
were but a repulsive-looking people, none of us could
doubt. 1f] to be poor, wreichedly poor, as far as all our
present property was cencerned, was to have a claim
on charity, no one could well deserve it more ; but if
to look so as to frighten away the so-called charitable,

no beggar that wanders in Ireland could have omdonc
us in exciting the repugnance of those who have not
known what poverty can be. Unshaven since I know
not when, dirty, dressed iu the rags of wild beasts in-
stead of the tatters of civilization, and starved to the
very boucs, cur gaunt and grim lcok= when conirasted
with those of the well-dressed 2ud well-fed men around
us, made us all feel; 1 believe, for the first time, what
we really were, as well as what we seemed to otaere.
Poverty is witheut half its mark, unless to be contrast-
ed with wealth; and what we migin have known to
b2 true in the past days, we had forgoiten to think of]
till we were thus reminded of what we truiy were, o

THE PILOT, ON DEATAH.

nor did it fare much better with the rest. It was for
time to reconcile us to this sudden and violent clnnfroa
to break through what had hecome habit ; and to in-
ure us once more 1o the usaze of our former days.

Capt. Ross’s Secendd Veyage of Discorery .

THE PILOL,
BY TLOMAS HAYNES DAYLEDY.

Oh, Pilot! “tisa fearfu! night,
There’s danger on the deep,

I'll come and walk the deck with thee
I do not dare to sleep,

Go down! the zailor cried, zo down,
This is no place for thee;

Fear not! but trust in Providence,
Wherever thou may’st be.

Ab? pilot, dangers often met,
We all are apt to slight,

And theun hast known these raging warves
Dut 10 subdue their might.

It is not apathy Le eried,
That gives this strengih 1o me;

Fear not ! but trust in Providence,
Wherever thou mayst be.

On such a night the sea engulf*d
My father’s lifeless form;

well as we seemad to be.  But the ludicrous scen
took place of all other feelings; in such a crowd and :
such confusion, all serious thought, was imp'cssib!o,g
trhile the new buoyaney of our £piriis made vs abun-,
dantly willing to be amused by the scene which nosw
opened.  Every wman was hung d wasto b2 ﬂ.xl,!
all were ragred, and wese to b2 clothed, there was no
one to whem wasking was nct indispenss ‘u 2, NOi o
whom his baard did notdeprive ofali Baglish semblanc
Al every thing tco, wasio bedoneatenee; it was \\'xr:h
ing, dressing, shaving, eating all intermi .\g'c: uu..mll
" the matcerials of cach jumbled tagether; while in mc
midst of ail, there were Guestions to l~c asked and '
answered on ail sides; the adventvves of the Iictury,
our own ecscapas, the polities of Bagland, and the news
which was now four years old.  Rut all cubsided into
peace at last.  T'he sick were accemmodnied, tie sea-
men disposed of, and all was done for ail of us, which
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My only brethér’s beat went down

In just so wiid a storm ;
And sueh, peshaps, may be wy fate,

But still I say 10 thee,
Fearuct ! but trust in Providence.
TWherever thou may st ke.

ON DEATH.

Y
The fear of death is common to all,—"T'here ne-
jVer wasa man of such hardibcod of nerve, Lut he has
ai one time or other shrunk from peril. Deathis a

“certain evil, (if!ifc ke a gocd) Philosephy may wel-
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come I, and passicn may disregard its appreach;
but cur instinet which is always true, first com-

mands us to fear.—1It is not so much the pain of dy-

care and Lindness conld perform.—Night at leagth ing, nov even the array of death, (though the Pompa
brought quict and cerious thoughts; and I trust these sorlis is sufficiently repelling)—but it is that tre-

was not one man amenz us who did not then express,
where it was due, bis gratitade for that interposition
which had raised us :1'1 fram a despair which none
could now forget, and had brought us from the very
boxdars of a not distant grave, 19 life, and friends, and !
civilization. Long accustomed, however, to a cold hed §
02 thehard snow, or the hare reck, few could sieep amid | g
the comfert of osr new acexmmodaions. 1w as my-
gelf compalle;] to leave the bad which had been kindiy
assigazd iy, and ialke my abode ina chaic for the night 5 |
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"mandous thought—that vast impenctrabla glcom—

, without depti, or breadth, or beund—1which no rea-

son can compass,,and no ivtellect pry into, that
larms us.  Qur favcey is ripe with wonders, and it
'f1ls vp the space between us and heaven.

For my part, I have I confess greatly feared
'Death.  Some persons aread annibilation. But to
sleep forever withouta dream—=what is it if you feel
itnot ? let me not be understood as wishing for this



