T N
e T ey o

o JOHN WOOLMAN, 233
¢row till we camie near the land in England,
when they again crowed a few times.

In obferving their dull appearance it fea,
and the pining ficknels of {ome of them, I
often remembered the fountain of goodnefs,
who gave being to all créatures, and whofe
Jove extends to that of caring for the {par-
rows ; and believe, where the love of God i1s
verily perfected, and the true {pirit of go-
vernment watchfully attended to, a tender-
nefs toward all creatures made fubject to us
will be experienced ; and a care feltin us, that
we do not leffen that {weetnefs ‘of life, 1n
the animal creation; which the great Creator
intends for them under our government.

The fourth day of thé month. Wet wea-
ther, high winds, and fo dark that we could
{ee but a little way: I perceived our feamen
were apprehenfive of danger of miffing the
Channel ; which; I underftood; was narrow.
In a while, it grew lighter; and they faw the
land, and they knew where we were. Thus
the Father of mercies was pleafed to try us
with the fight of dangers ; and then graci—
oufly; from time to time, deliver from them 2
thus fparing our lives, that in humility and
teverence, we may walk before him, and
put our truft in him: s £

About noon a pilot came off’ from Dover ;
where my beloved friend Samuel Emlen went
“on fhore, and thence to London, about {feven-
ty-two miles by land ; but I felt eafy in
ftaying in the fhip.

The
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