
A Gloucester (Mass.") correspondent tells this plain tale of
suffering onthe GrandBanks, ia theSt.PaulPionee?-Press:—

The other day Iheard the story of one fisherman's fsarful
experience,who just missedagravein the fog-hauntedwaters ojt the
fishing banks, frombis own lips. His name is HowardfilacWburn.
His wasoneof the most startling and thrilling adventures of;its
kind. He andThomas Welch left the schooner GraceL.Fears,on
BurgeoBank,30 miles off the Newfoundland coast, to pass a day, in
fishing for halibut. A snow-storm came upand, losingthe schooner,
they passed thenight and thenext day in the opendory.

Said Blackburn :—
" We threw our trawls overboard and

pulled tothe eastward,-where wethought the land lay, thoughhow-
far we hadno idea. AsIafterward learned our course was almost
parallelwith the coast and we might haverowed on forever almost
without reaching ib. Thegale increased in strength and thesea ran
so highthat we werein imminent danger ot being swamped. We
made a'drag,' out of a trawlkeg andlay head to the wind,spending
our time in bailing out theboat, which was constantly being filled
by the breaking waves. While riggiag the

'
drag

'
Ihad the great

misfortune to lose my mittens overboard. There was nothing to
prevent my hands from freezing andsoonmy fingers began to stiffen
up. We hadnothing to eatordrink, were half frozen and almost
exhausted. Finding thatIwasfast losing control of my freezing
fingersIseizedthe barsand,squeezingmy fingersaroundthehandla?,
Iallowedthem to freeze in that shape, so that Imight be able to
row later on.for Iknew that wasmy only chance for life. We lived
inhope that wemight be pickedup by somepassing vessel, but we
sawnone, andall that day and the following night we lay &t the
drag. Work as hardas we could wecould hardly prevent the dory
from filling and sinking. The ice which formed continually and
rapidly on theboat's sides and gunwales had to be broken off in
order to lighten her. We took turns and the exercise kept us from
freezing to death."Welchbecame discouraged at last and lay down inthebow to
die. Itried tokeep him up, buthebecame blind with the cold and
wouldor coulddonothing. Itook off my socks and put them on
my frozenhands, but they afforded little, protection. .Welch soou
wentmadand begau thrustinghis feet over the sides of the boat
into the water. Hekeptbegging for a drink of water, and about
midnight Ifound him a frozen corpse. Itried to put on Welch's
mittens, but my bands >were" so stiff and swollen that Icould
not. Seizing the bailer, which was made out of a trawl
keg,Iworkeduntil morning, and with the first gleam of light my
courage increased. The wind hadmoderated slightly, soIpulled up
the drag and pufled in search of' laud. The Wisdom of having
allowedmy hands to freeze in a curved position was now made
apparent. There was no feeling, but the friction of the handles
woreaway theskin andflesh likepowder.

"As the light increased,tomyinfinite joyIsaw landindistinctly
inihe distance andat oncestarted for it. Allday longItugged at
the oars,hungry/- thirsty and wornout, and when night came on
againIbadnot reachedit. The windhad gone down, fortunately,
asIhave to the dory and got whatrest Icould that night. Early
in themorningImade another attempt to reach the land in sight,
butIwasso weak thatIdidnot landuntil sunset. Itwasnear the
mouth of a river. On landing Idiscovered a house, but it was
deserted. Ispent;the dreirynight in walking the floor and eating
somesoowIhad gathered

—
theonly thingIhad hadsince Ihadleft

the vessel four days and four nights before. Ihave often wondered
howIkeptalive since. InthemorningIfound that the dory had
poundedon the rocks anddrivenout theplug in the bottom,so that
she filled with the water and sank. To lighten her Ilifted out
Welch's body, butbeing weak I.droppedit anditsank in 12 feet of
water. Itwasafterwardrecovered and buried.

.«' Ifixedup the dory andstarted up theriver, ja search of help.
Seeing two vessels in the offing,Imadefor them instead, but after
a hard pull the windcameupand they sailed out of sight. Now
throughly disheartened,Ireturned to thehouse and spent thenight.
ToBhorfcen my storyImay say that thenext day

—
the fifth— -I went

upLittleRiver, discovered three houses, found friendsand was well
takencareof,"
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ments of their native land ? If Ireland is ever to bewonover to
settled order andcontentment,her affectionsmustbecaptivated,'and
her honourable ambition toadministerher.ownaffairsgratified. This
willnot be done by the renewal of the state of siege— a national
humiliation that theCabinet seem to be contemplating. There are
individualsno doubt whoask for separation,but the Irishpeople,as
a body, seek self-government. They want the same local liberties we
haveconceded to the colonies,and whichareriveting rather thandis-
integrating the Empire. Union betweenthe two countriesis essential
to the welfareof both. (Cheers.) But concord and amity are not
incompatible with the repealof the ill-starred Act of .180.0, Home
Rule might not work aa well as its supporter's"expect1,but.'it is
humanly impossible forit to work worse than the covenant of evil
memory which was carried by bribery, and has been upheldby un-
constitutional force. No people once fairly vested with legal powjer
has shown any disposition to abuse it or to indulge ia acts of re*
actionary vengeance. Ido not believe the Irishwill. (Hear,hear.)"
While newspapers, then,like the Times and the Saturday Reviewand
others of high repute,are prostituting their powers and abusing .the
standing they enjoyby brutalising the(popular mind in England, or
keeping it brutalised by the maintenance of gross, unfounded,- and
degrading prejudice and ignorance, it is a relief to find that their
influence is in some degree being coiinteractedby the candour and
boldness of men like Mr. Cowen, whose words it is impossible to
distort,explainaway,orsilence,

A FISHERMAN'S TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE.
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