
'rîcuurAS EYNE, THE GRAVE PILOT,

AND OTHER SKETCHES.

In a few moments the cutter was alongside the vessel.

s tc sun set one eveniulg in the rnonth of
Fcbruary, cverything, betokened what tho

'» fislhermen eall a 'Ocoarse nighIt;" briglit
crirnson, Nvine-!torxi clouds clustercd around imi
a-, lie sank to rest, and the moon rose pale and
watery.

IlWind alof t, N->eC," said a tali -%veather-beaten mani
to his son; "the gale -%vill be upon us beforo xnorning.
Keep a sharp look-otit for the West Indian boat,
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Ned, and have the cutter roady. I reekon wc'd Lest
cruise about aftcr dark."

Thoinas Lyne, whvlo spoke, thutse %words, wvas as fine
a sailor as ever stepped. le knew every current,
rock, or shoal in thc coast, as well as you know the
streets and turnings of your native towvn. 'Many a
time, when the night wvas black as a Nvolf'i inoutl,,
and the distant nioaning of thc sea on the rock
foretold a coming storin, lie hall laid-to i hiis cutter
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