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WLud I,” soid James, ¢ would have
willten a journal, and put it on the cabin
table, to be found after 1 was dead, &s poor
Bir Hugk Willoughby did ; or, if there
wrere nd glen, iuk and paper, 1 would have
cut notches in the mast, tonumber the days,
like Robinson Crusoe.”

X/ think you are @ bit of a blockhead,
Jemnly,” said the young sailor ; if yondid
nothing in your days, they would not be
worth notching and numbering. I would
have got the Captain’s chart and compass,
and tried to make a course of one sort or
another, and then, if1 was wrecked at last,
it would be time enough to think of playing
Robinson Crusce.”

¢ As for me,” said the grandfather,
smiling, “my first feeling, when 1 found
myselt fairly over the Bar, was joyat having
escaped from my savage shipmates. They
are angryenough aow, thought I, and swear-
ing at me atadesperate rate, but they cannot
get at me this time. 1Ishall have plenty
to eat and to drink, oud the cat-o’-nine-
tails and X shall be friends this voyage, I
went to the captain’s cabin, I made some
og, and drank to my own health, to the
health of Old England, to the good ship
Ravensworth, and to cauny Newecastle ;
and growing: bolder, noisier, and merrier
with every toast, at last I filled a glassto my
mother,

¢ My mother I Scarcely bad I heard
myself pronounce her nnme, when the word,
the single woid,in themidstofall my revelry,
sobered me. Y ou don’t know how fearfully
it sounded in the dark, silent skip ! Inone
instant, I felt all the loneliness, all the
danger, all the horror of my situation. My
mother ! she was weeping for me now, but
srhat would she say to-morrow, when she
heard that 1 was gone alone on the wide
gsea ? 1 had left her sick and sorcowmg ;
should I eversce her again 2 My mother!
abe might look out far, and look out long ;
my ship and I were on a ¢ wide turnpike ;’
the salt waves might roll over us for years,
wjthout bearing a plank or 2 cask, oru rope
within the reach of man, that could tella
dumb tale of the wreck of the good old ship
Ravenswaorth.

&T'heseand muny other thoughts, crowded,
on my mind, as I started at the words my
Lips had uttered,.and felt the silence of the
ship. At length, I threw myself on the
Iooz‘,?ﬁ'g Durstinto tears ;—into that agony,
-shat heart-bursting grief which only childeen
gurrender themsclves wholly to one impres-
sion,  When that impression had worn atselt
‘out, fatigue, aided by the quantity of spirits
T had taken, did its usual work, and X sok~
bed myself to sleep.

'QV;hen T awoke in the morning, the
alseve of my checked shirt was still wet
with my tears, and that helped me to.re-
gemberwhere Iwas. Igot up, andranon
decloto: fook gbout me. 1 was glad the
§00d west wind still bjew mo away from

-

laud, for I had sense emough to know that
the worst that could happen to ine would be,
to be cust on therocky coust of Northumber-
land or Yurkstire. My last hope was, to
fall in with sone vessel either from Holland
or the Baltic, and 1lvoked round for a suil,
butnot one was to be scen along the cledr
line of the horizon. The ocean looked grey,
the sky looked clear, the morning stur was
ghttering, the clouds were pushing one
another away tomake room for the sun, and
a fresh, steady breeze, still came over the
waters,

* Now, for the first time I began to con-
sider whether 1 could do any thing towards
my own safety. 1 thought, thut aslong as
tho provisions lasted, and as long as there
was plenty of sca-room, 1 was safe, and
thatat Just I must fall into the course of
some shi%, home-bound, as 1 said betore,
from the Baltic. But my vessel was drift-
ing about hither and thither, at the will of
the winds and tides. How should 1 nanage
to wuke her keep a straight course, und
preventher from driving too much to lec-
ward 2 I knew about as much of navisa-
tion as you do, Willy; thatis, 1 conld
make a little boat of my own maunufacture
sail across u pood. L remembe.ed, that
when 1 put the rudder in a particular posi-
tion, the boat always used to get scross at
last, and 1 thought perhapsthe Old Ravens-
worth might do so likewise, ¢ ¥ will make
her carry sail,’ said I, < and fasten the rud-
der, and she must go somewhere ; she s only
a bigger boat in a broader pond.” Forta-
with, 1 set to work ; with some difliculty t
hoisted the fore-stay sail, aud hauled out the
mizen; 1 lushed the helm midships, and
then, being casier in my n1nd, 1 went to got
sume breakfast. .

¢* For three weeks ¥ wes upon the German
Ocean, without sceing a movmyg ship or a
living creature. Yes, hving cicatures dud
{ see, by the bye, fur numbers ot tishes used
$o surronnd the ship, and sometinles two or
three great oues would follow her fur a
whole day. Severel times 1 fancied they
were waittg far e, nod then L Lisked tear-
tully at the great waves rewed atonmt me
likea wall, and thought, what is there to
preveut me from beigs swallowed up by the
sea, aud devoured by those frightful huugry
things?  Quoue of these vozeasions, L found
mysell’ repeating a prayer that my mother
had tau.ht me a long while ago, batore §
went tosea. Itwaesthe Lords Puayer; and
though 1 said itut the time mechautcally,
ratheras a churm than asa prayer, 1t brought
to my mind son.e other thigs my motlier
used to tell ure, of kowthere s a heaven to
go to when we have dune with tlus world,
and a greatdeal beside, that you know and
feel, but which 1 only half knew, and had
sever felt before, - :

¢ Well, to cut my story short, after having
been three weeks at sea, one morning when
Lwenton-deck, I saw ldad't Yes, Isaw

plainly a flat, low live of land, to tho cast-
ward, I did thank God thenin the depth
of my heart, as well as with my lips, and
with a trembling hand I hoisted a signal of
distress, Soon after, I saw a fish'ng-haat
«on.ing out towards me, and assoon as I
could discorn plainly tho shapes and faces
of the men, aud hesr them Ymil I was so
overjoyed that I could scarcely refrain froi
throwing myself into the sea, to swim to-
wards them. Assoonas I caught aglimpse
of their blue caps and broad brecches, 1
kuew them for Dutchmen—1 was on the
coast of Holland.

¢ The fishermen'’s wives rcceived me
with untold kindness, They could not un-
derstand & word Lsaid, but they kissed me
and fed we, and wiped my tears awny, My
story was soonmade known. A gentlenton
of Harlaem inunediately wrote word to the
proprietors, of the fate of their vessel, and
soon afterwards 1 was sent back to my
mother, as happy esa king, with my pockeis.
full of money, to tell the marvelions tale,
and shine the hero of the day ut Newcastle..

“ This was not all. My adventure
brought e into notsee, and was the cause of
all my successin atter lite; for many of the
friends 1 then gained, aremy triends stll,—
and the word friend,.among North-country
people, dees notsean nothng. My motaer
lived in pewce and plenty the rest of lir
days, and 1 was set Isee trom my tyrannical
master, and, what was better than all, one
| goud man sent e toschool, where L learned
to read :

*To read—by the-way, thut reminds me
that the candles ae come, and 1 must finisy
Napoleun before Lgoto bed ;5 so oft wia
' you, luds, und lenve mein peace.”

RIRD’S-EYE VELW OF GONSTANTINOPLE.
The finest point fro. which Constantino-
ple can be viewed 13 just above our place of
sbode. 1t is from a Lelvidere busit by-M.
Truqui on the tervaced roof of s house,
Tlus belvidere conununds the entire group.
of the hills of Pera, Galata, and the little.
taitlocks which susrounded the port on the
fresh water sides It is tha: eagle’s flight
vver Constantinog le und.the sea.  Europe,
Asia, the entrance of the Bosphorus, and
the sea of Maruora, are all under theeye
atonce. The city lies under the foot of the
spectator. If we were ullowed to take a
glance at only one point of the earth, this
would be the voe to choose, Whenever £
ascend to the belvidere to enjoy this view,
(and 1 do so several times a day, and in
variably every cvening,) I cannot concene
how, of themany travellerswho have visited
Coustautinople, so few have felt the beauty
whichit presentstomy eye and to my mind,
Why has no oue described it? 1sit be
cause words have neither space, horizon, nor
colours, and that painting is the only lan-
gusge of the eye 7 But painting itself hav




