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my throat, and began my tale, and before I

had done talking that night, I had told them

all that I have told in this little book to you,

good reader, almost word for word.

Thus ended my first voyage to the South

Seas. Many and many a trip have I made

since then, and many a wonderful sight have

I seen, both in the south and in the north.

But if I were to write an account of all my
adventures, my little book would grow into

a big one ; I must therefore come to a close.

The profits^ of this voyage were so great,

that I was enabled to place my mother in a

position of comfort for the rest of her life,

which, alas ! was very short. She died about

six months after my return. I nursed her

to the end, and closed her eyes. The last

word she uttered was her Saviour's name.

She died, as she had lived, trusting in the

Lord ; and when I laid her dear head in the

grave my heart seemed to die within me, for

I felt that I had lost one of God's most pre-

cious gifts—an honest, gentle, pious mother.

I'm getting to be an old man, now, but,

through the blessing of God, I am comfort-


