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292 ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

ordmaty fwwtrons; though, had the result beeu
more fortunate, most people would hav^« com-
mended my prudence and foresight. We deter-
mined, however, to bear np manfully against
our ilLfortttne, and trust to th^it Providence which
never ^eserts those who do not forget their- own
duties i6 trying circumstances. •

It is curious how, on such occasions, some stray
staliiias, which hang about the outskirts of the
memory, will suddenly come to our aid. Thus, I
often caught myself humming over some of the
verses of that excellent moral song, « The Pilot,"
and repeating, with a peculiar, emphasis, the con^
eluding lines of each stanza,

« Fear not
!
but trust iii>Pn)vidence,

Wherever thou may'st be."

Such songs do good; and a peculiar blessing seems
to attend every composition, in prose or verse, which
inculcates good moral .sentiments, or tends to
strengthen our virtuou* resolutions. This fine song
I feel assured^ will live embalmed in the memory'
of taankind long after the sickly, affected, and
unnatural ditties of its author have gone to^ their
merited oblivion. Sometimes, however, in spite
of my good resolutions, when left alone, the dark
clouds of desp#ndency would close around me, and
I could not help contrasting th? happy past in our
life with my gloomy anticipations of the future.
Sleep/which should bring comfort and refreshment,
often only aggravated my painful regrets, hy rp!
calling scenes which l^ad nearly escaped my waking


