w

~w

H

e 2

PEA

v

119 Pib4

o

i

v

2

AND RELIGION.

hardly effzce that scene from my mind. The stern of the boat,

- . - » '
had been carried completely away, and it was sinking by lne‘
weight of the human beings that clung to jt.  As it gradunlly dis-j

zppeared, the miseralic wretehies stiaggled forware tothe bows,;

and with horrid scieams and insprecations Lutded fora u:omenti
adwnd the dying

for what little support it tmight vicld,  The de

. . L - . ]
were floating and splashing around them, wiile a derp erimson

tnge marked Low fatal had been thet discharge. [lopes were

]

t.rown over, and every thing done to save thoss thal were mnot))

)
destroyed by the capnon-shot, but ouly three out of the boal's

crew of twenty-four were saved ; the greater part
witlt the hoat to which tliey clung.

was again quie?.

ship. Trom some the Llood was gently ouzing, and floating

around them 5 others stifi in the convulsion in whizh they had|

died, were grinuing or frowning with horrilile exprossion. |

But where was the schaoger 2 She lay for a tew winetes afler
the destruction of her boat ; and whether alurmed @t oar appear-
ance, or horrified at the loss of so many of Ler wen, U know not,
but she slipped her foresail, and stood away us eluse to the wind
as possible.  We saw no more of her.

The excitement of the ezenes we had just passed through, pre-
vented our mising the coptain ; but so soon as the schooner bore
away, all naturally expected his voice to give somo order for
getting agan under weigh, But no order came. Vhers waa he !
The musket discharge from the boat, with the uneartiily voice that
couveyed the ordees for the parts to be thrown apen, flashed)
across my wind. | ran tothe platform. The capizin was there
lytng on his fuace beside the gun that he had pointed with such
deadly cffuct.

He still grasped the speaking-treinpet in Lis hand,

and I shuddered as 1 beheld its mouth-picce covernd with blood. ||
' The captuin®a killed 1 cried, and stooped to raise Lim. ¢ |
believe Y am,’ said he ; A deze:
ready hands were stretehied to receive him, and he was taken be-
low, and carcfully laid on a sofa.

“take e to the eabin”
“Ay,” he said, ¢ 1 heurd the
erash ; my car knows too well the crash of sbol aoainst a plank

o be mistaken, and iy eye has pointed too many zuns to tuiss

went down{{
|;

Iy
The whole scene of destraction did not lust ten minutes, and al)

The bodies of those who had buren «hot did noti
sink, but were driven by the wind and sea against the ¢ide of the !

its mark easily now. But tell me, is any one else et 2°7 ¢ No,
thank heaven,” Isaid ; *“ and 1 bope you are not so badly hi.”’
** Bad enough. Al
wouthful of bload stopped his utterance, hat he painted to his right
wide,

jut cut oprn my, waistcoat—tis here.

I wiped his mouth, and we eut ofi' his wauisteont as gently
as possible.

There was no blood ; but on removing his shirt,
we discovered, about three inches on the right of the pit of the)
stomach, a discoloured spot. alioutthe size of half-a-cruwn, dark-
A
musket ball had struck him, and from there heing no ootward
bleeding, I feared the worst,

aning towards its centre, where there was a small woand,

We dressed the wonnd s well os!
circumstances would periniv ; bat externaliy it was teifling—the

fatal wound was within. The unfortunate safivrer motioned for al)
to leave b hut e ; and caliing me to his sude, <4 feel,” said he,
“that Lam dying 1 the letter—promise me that vou will get it
forwarded—"tiz to my poor widow, \Vell, I've tompted this
death often and es-aped, and *ts hard to be struck by a vilfain's
hand.

Bat Ged's will be done.” 1 prosmised  that | would per-

sutally deliver the letter, for that 1 intended returning to New-
York from Curacon.  **Tha

"

Koyou tru'y " said  the dying man

“Cyou will then gee my Helen and my elild, and can tell them

that their untortanate hushawd and Cither died thinking of thei. |

1y - . . . - !
Fhis <lip and cargo are mive, and will belong 1o my fumily.

T
e

Stranger, Twasnot always what I now scem. But 1eounld ot

bear that the Yankeo shipper should be kuowa as he who once

¥ A sudden tlow of blood prevented hisfiai=hing the sentenss.
1tried to relicye Jin by u chinge of josturs, but invain ; he
muttered some incohercnt seateners, by which s wind seemed 1o
dwell wpon former scencs of Lattle for the repablic and of ua-

deserved treatiment. e rallied for one tnstant, and, with a bless-

Ing for his family, aud the nzine of Holan on kis Dips, be ceased
1o bireathe.

The body of our unfortaaste capinim was nest dey comuiitted to

the waves, amidst the tears of us all. Our vovage was prosecated
1o an end without further interrvption. il not foraet the wishes
of the dyine man ; how Cithfully I fulilled theas, and how | have
been rewarded. or how satisfactory to me wius the previous history

of the poar eaptain, need not Lie told. Rutlice 1t to sav, that 1

aim seltled in lm Cottage, Bloomingdale. and am  the happicst
son-in-Yaw, husbaad. and father, in the Umited States,

Y At B i — e s ety o W e

R AW TR e R S
To the Putlsher of thie Peari.

Sir—~Mecting reeentlv with an article on the rave of 4 Prar—und
the wttentinn of the pullic hvin: been called to the inprevement of Hluli-
fat Common, i price adeertisement of the Mechanies™ laustitute, 1 am in-
drced to engnire wihethier the Peat, whut 1g, or Las been, in course of dig-
ging and remaoving trom the Comuot, micht not he used ¢ e welighlbour-
W surtace wita cond epicr. oo vol v sk i tiad fault GoLecesaanidy, and
yethaps Loow write without suicient huowledee, but it does appear swrange
vhat o quantity erstuft, valuable with a little preparatiosn, as a msonre, shonld
be renoved from a place aiready too low, and the first step to improve which
would be n 200d thick topalres~ing. The wisdom of crravating af afl, cx-
cght for deepening the stream-course, 1n the situation alloded to, has heen

Wh cucetinned hat me ( am nat awate of the plans of the Comniisstunesy,
perhops what appears unpromising now may be turned to good account.

June, 1339, OusiRYER.

The husband of Mrs. Sigourney, the poetess of America, re-|
cently sold his beaut/ful country seat near Hartford, Conn. The;
fullowing lines were oceesioned by her departure from it.

Fa YELL TO A RURAL RESIDENCE.

SIGCURNEY.
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BY BIRS. L. H.

ITow beautifal it stands,
Behind its elm tree’s sereen,
With pure and Attie cornirc crowned,
All graceful and serene.
Most sweet, yet sad, 15,
Upon yon seene to gaze,
And list its inhorn melody,
The voice of other days.

For thiere, as many a vear,
Lis waried chart unrolied,
I bid mie in these quict shades,
And called the joys of old.
I calied them acd they cune,
Where vernal buds appearcd,
Or where the vine-clad sumer-bower,
Its temple reof upreared.

Or where the o’erarching grove,
Spread forth its copses green,
While eye-bright, and asceplias reared,
Their untraieed stalls between---
And the sguirrel from the Lough
1ts broken nuts let full,
And the merry, merey litle birds,

Sung at his festival.

Yon old farsuiien nests.
Returning spring shall cheer,
And thence the untledged robin send.,
s greciing wild sud clear,---
And from yon clustering vine
I'hat wreathes the ciasement round,
The hamining bird’s unresiing wing

a sound.---

Sent forth in whirring

And where alternate springs
The lilac’s purple spive,

Fast by its snowy sister’s side,
Or where, with wings of tire,

The kingly oriole glancing went
Amid the folinge rure,

Shall wany a group of children tread,
But mise will not be there.

Iain would I know what forms
Pl mastery boere shall keep :
Wit wother in my nursery fuir
Roek her young bubes to sleep j—
Yet blessing= on the hallowed spot,
Thoush here no more 1 stray,
Aund Llessings on the sitanger babes
\Vhio in those halls skall play.

Tleaven Lless you oo, my plants.
And every parent-bird,

That here, among the nested bonghs,
Above its youuz hath stirred,---

1 kiss your trunks ye ancient irees,
That often o’er my head

The blossoms of your tlowery spring
In fragrant showers have shed.

Thou too, of changeful mood,
1 thank thee sounding stream,
That blent thine echo with my thought,
Or woke iy musing dream.
¥ kneel upon the verdant turf,
T'or sure ny thanks are due,
To moss cup, aud to clover-leaf,
That gave me draughts of dew.

To each percunial flower,
0ld tenants of the spat,
The broad-leafed lily of the vule,
And the meek forget-me-not—
Tao cvery daisy’s dappled brow,
Ta every violet blue,
Thanks !---thanks ---may each returning year
Your changeless loom renew.

Pruize to our Father God---
High praise in solemn lay---
Aiike for what his hand hath given,
And what it 1akes away-—
And to some other loving heart
May all this beauty be N
The dear retreat, the Eden-home,
It long bath been 10 me.

|

For the Pearl.
QUACKERY A SCIENCE.
FREE TRANSLATION FROM TUE ITALIAN OF GIUSEPPE DROGHLIO.

People md¥ be surprised, and particularly medical men, that
Quackery should be viewed in the light cf a science. But people
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:lification, professional conduct.

| . .
ments of his province !

do not always see things in their proper place or form. Hence it
'is that for so many erag of mankind Quackery has never been
iconsidered in the manner 1 now present it. Nor can I help think-
ing thut considerable inportance is due to the new views which
are likely to arise out of the originality of this consideration. As
I proceed philosophically T think the world will follow my argu-
meat with its approval.

Philosophers say that the elements of almost all our knowledge
are afloat long befure they are gathered into the order and arrange-
ment of a science. Allowing this to be true the conclusion I draw
is inevituble. Let us look around us and we perceive the wonder,
the credulity, the fuith,—the love of mystery, miracle, and hum-
bug,—the prevulence of ignorance and prejudice that are afloat in
the world : and these are the elemeuts which when brought toge-
ther and collated by cbservation and experiment may be rendered
at any motment into the most fruitful foru of science. Yet when
the Quack passes by, will learned and honarable men call out “*A
Quack, a fou!, conceited ignorant fellow—bah !> This is inja-
dicious, this is colpuble in learned and honorable men. How lit-
tle they reflect when making so bold a charge, so load an excla-
mation of contempt, that he on whom it is cast, ia one, who, upon
the very principles of Bacon himself, upon the principles of obser-
vation and experiment is a wise and acute philosopher! “lama

!philosopher,”” says the Quack of himself, ¢“ and you, sir, who
‘now cnnsult me cannot doubt it—nay, sir, vou believe me the first

of philosophers, and mine the greatest of sciences.”® Here the

Quack asserts his own rank, commnands his own privileges, and

‘,phces himse!f in his true position—and lct Doctors say what they

will, he is a philosapher in every sense of ‘the word and as far as
{I¢ beholds
around the mass of material which 1 have just mentioned, and
which the Creator secems to have placed at his disposal—as nan-
na on the trees of the desert it is abundant, and the heads of the
populace are almost lost nnder its growth—in some places it spreads
like a web of chick weed over the commanity, and its plastie vir-
tues are such that 1 sometimes wonder that gentlemen professing
education, training, and information, like our dortors, should re-
ject the blessings which providence appears to have provided for
them—house, and shop, practice and all, for a miserable pittance
arising {rom what they term prolessional honor, professional qua-
Is this credituble of learned, cle-
Does not the worid louk upon it with asto-
For myself I stare at the idea ! As I view it, they
have mistaken the side of the carpet altogether—they have chosen
the wrong eide for their footing. The Quack is the man who sees
it—he has turned the coiour and the thread the right way and he
maves smanthly. He is the real doctor—tha real profession is
Ais,—--not theirs. 1t i3 he who should prosecute them for infringe-
It is he who should call them a parcel of
vile nick-names ; ignorant, seif-conceited, bimd boobies,—having
neither observation, practise, or experience, or brains enough to
gather the fruits which circumstunces huave cast at their feet.

In this light the Quack becomes a professor of undoubted an-
thority and consequence—the profession of Quackery one of un-
questionable reality and jinportance—and Quackery itself, as I
have already stated, a bona fide Science. There is nota greater
error in the whole circle of modern knowledge than that arising
from the neglect of Quackery. In itself though powerfully great
and conspicuous it has been so modest (pardon me, sir)—so mo-
dest, as to have nover claimed for uself a school, college, or pro-
fession---fur with remarkable humility it has hitherto confined it-
self entirely to persons who aro merely professors ! But these
quick and clever men have discovered the twants of mankind---
they have systematized its faults, failings, and nilings—they have
approprinted remedies in all—they have 2dwministered with confi

observation and experiment ean make bim one.

ver, practical men?
nishment ?

dence to the longings and cravings of nature—they have glorious
restoratives for weak bodies and weak minds—they reanimate the
dying by exciting curiosity and confidence and hopes ;—and when
they fail to cure, there is always some kind loop hnle aboat the
doings of Providence which reccnciles them to their failure—and
‘the patient to his inevitably predestined fate.

The poor heart-broken vietim of cancer—sinking under the
hopeless, careless treatment of the rezular physician—I mean
one of those I have just shown to be on the wrong side of the car-
pet—wo:n down. by pain, poverty, and despair, stimulated by
hope, musters the last fraction to purchase that which can no where
else be obtained—ease, sleep, and recovery,—the Quack is sent
for—and he comes ! Mis very first expression has filled the sink-
ing soul with joy,—the forlorn wretch already thanks lieaven for
her deliverance—she pours a thousand blessings upon the head of
‘her deliverer—her countepance, her langunge, her heart are att
lichted up with raptare and hope—the torch of life ance more be-
gic+ to brighten before her :~—for a while her sufferings have been
rendered relief—she has smiled once more~—and whea she dies in
a little while longer, yet she has bad ali this to boast of-—-she has




