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PREFACE

‘WeLL remembering that, when I was myself a
child, T always skipped over all prefaces and advertise-
ments, 1 do not now address myself to the yon& read-
ers for whom the following pages are written. This
advertisement is for the information of judicious pa-
rents, teachers, or friends, who, in turning over the
numerous publications which crowd the juvenile Ii-
brary, seek some indication of the contents of -each
work, before they can decide on what will suit the
age or taste of the child for whom the purchasé is
designed.

The history of Congo is written for children from
ten to twelve years of age. Its pretensions to their
favour are founded on the facts which it contains,
and which, in a verbal narration, have entertained
and interested so many children, that the writer was
induced on that account to commit them to paper.

Every anecdote in the following pages is taken from
real life, and all the circumstances of the shipwreck
were related to the author by one of the sufferers,
whose veracity can be relied on; and, as children

early display a preference of truth to fiction, the au-
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thor has often rejoiced in being able to reply in the
affirmative to the earnest inquiry,  Is it all ¢rue that
you have been telling us ?” This merit in the eyes of
children will also recommend the work to such pa-
vents, as think with the author, that it is a great pity
the young mind should ever lose its preference for
truth, and that much harm has been done by allowing
so ]ar& a portion of juvenile reading to consist of
baby novels.

The history of Congo, though merely serving to
connect the various anecdotes it contains, is also in-
tended to illustrate the force and value of a religious
education, and to show how good principles, early
imbibed, will enable even a child to resist temptation,
and struggle through the greatest difficulties ; and
that a proper trust and confidence in God soothes the
most trying hours, and has its reward even in this

world.
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THE

ADVENTURES OF CONGO.

CHAPTER I
BIRTH OF THE HERO.

“ Goop morning, massa, glad see you look
clebber dis morning, massa ! said the af-
fectionate Congo, as he suddenly entered his
master’s dressing room ; at the door of
which he had been anxiously listening for
an hour, in the hope of hearing some noise,
which might prove that his master was up,
so eager was he to communicate to him the
circumstance which had made his own heart
overflow with joy. Mr. Stewart was dress-
ing, and Congo’s entrance, a few minutes
earlier than usual, would have surprised him,
had he not instantly read, in the animated
countenance of 'his black servant, that he
came to announce something which he could
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hardly repress long enough to give his mas-
ter his usual salutation; with the same
breath he added, “ me got great news
for massa.”

“ Indeed, Congo! what may it be 2”

“Congo got a little one.”

“Ah! I give you joy, and what is it 2”

« Massa guess.”

“«A girl??

« No, massa, not a girl ; guess again.”

“ A boy, Congo ?”

« Ah, massa! somebody tell you!”

Mr. Stewart could not refrain from laugh-
ing at this simple observation, and Congo
laughed too, though from a different cause.
Joy in his breast was like that of a child,
and his happiness on this oceasion made him
laugh, dance and sing all the day long. Nor
was his mirth imputed to him as a fault by
any of Mr. Stewart’s family. Unlike some
heartless and selfish people, who dislike that
cheerfulness of disposition which generally
characterizes men of colour when well treat-
ed, Mr. Stewart delighted in it; and often
used to say, that the gaiety of a negro’s dis-
position is a striking instance of the goodness
of Providence, who gives to the most op-
pressed -part of mankind 'a bueyancy of
spirits, which enables them to enjoy to the
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utmost whatever intervals of happiness are
allowed them.

Mr. Stewart was a native of Virginia, one
of the most fertile and extensive of the atlan-
tic states of North America, but one in
which slavery still exists. The chief pro-
duction of that part of the country is tobac-
co, and the large tracts of land called plan-
tations, on which it is grown, give the name
of planters to their possessors. Mr. Stew-
art’s father was one of the richest of the
Virginian planters, and left to his eldest son
very large estates, and an immense number
of slaves; the former in a most flourishing
condition ; the latter as happy as men can
be, who, deprived of liberty, are entirely
dependent on the will of an individual.. Mr.
Stewart had been educated in Philadelphia,
the capital of a state where no species of
slavery is allowed, and where the raws are
as mild as is consistent with personal securi-
ty ; there he had imbibed such sentiments
and opinions as made him revolt from the
idea of being a slave-holder; and when, on
the death of his father, he returned to Vir-
iinia, and took possession of his estate there,

is detestation of  the principles of 'slavery
was not lessened, by finding that the state
of his father’s slaves formed a happy con-
trast to that of the greater part of this un-
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fortunate race. He considered, that whilst
a few had good masters, and were rendered
comparatively comfortable, there must al-
ways be thousands. who are daily suffering
from the inhumanity of their owners, or the
brutality of their overseers ; he knew that
the dependence of a slave degraded his
character, and that the cxercise of power
in a slave-holder hardened and corrupted
the heart ; he cven dreaded the effect of it
on his own mind, and resolved either to pro-
cure the emancipation of slaves in Virginia,
or to give up the possession of his estates
there. b :
Mr. Stewart was at first extremely san-
guine in his project of immediate emancipa-
tion, and thought, like many others, that it
might easily be accomplished; he was well
acquainted with the venerable President of
the United States, who was, like himself, a
Virginian, and deeply affected by the condi-
tion of his coloured brethren in slaver
there. Numerous were the schemes whic
they together formed for the abolition of
slavery, throughout the republic; but to
each of these some objection presented it-
self, which was, for the present, msurmount-
able, and, after two years spent in fruitless
endeavours to accomplish his favourite pro-
jeet, Mr, Stewart found himself obliged to
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relinquish it ; and leaving to the legislature
the care of gradually doing away that griev-
ance, which he ‘had vamly attempted to
abolish at once, he resolved to give up his
estates to his younger brother, whose kind
heart would, he knew, render him a good
master, though, from being brought up in a
slave country, his sentiments were not exact-
ly like his own. s

Mr. James Stewart was, in fact, so wholly
incapable of entering into his elder brother’s
feelings, upon the subject of slavery, that he
secretly suspected him of being a little de-
ranged in his intellects, and could with diffi-
culty be persuaded to accept the very advan-
tageous propositions made him by his broth-
er; by these he became much theé richer of
the two, and stepped into a situation of ease
and luxury, whilst his crazy brother, as he
called him, left the country, to establish
himself as a merchant in Philadelphia.” -

The sacrifice of property to right princi-

le and good fecling, produced a rich reward
in the breast of Mr. Stewart, and was attend-
ed, in his future career, by the Divine bless-
ing. Successful in all his undertakings, and’
beloved by all who knew him; happily
married, and the father of a large family,
he never ceased to bless the hour when he
resolved to exchange the life of a Virginian
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planter for that of a Philadelphian mer-
chant.

It was some years after this change of
residence, that the black servant already
mentioned, was so happy as to claim his no-
tice ; and as the circumstances, under which
Congo first met his future master, were such
as interested the kind heart of Mr. Stewart,
we shall give them at length in the follow-
ing chapter.

CHAPTER. IL
- ACCOUNT OF CONGO’S FATHER.

THE very hot weather which, in Phila-
delphia, continues throughout September,
had just given place to the chill gales of Oc-
tober; the storms, which generally prevail
about the time of the autumnal equmox, had
just set in; and the merchants, whose prop-
erty was afloat on the broad ocean an(i) ex-
posed to their influence, began to watch
anxiously for the arrival of those ships
which were supposed to be approaching the
coast, when Mr. Stewart paid his usual
morning visit to the quays.
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The city of Philadelphia is finely situated
near the mouth of the river Delaware ; and
on the handsome stone quays, one hundred
feet broad, which extend along the sides of
that magnificent river, are landed the vari-
ous productions of the four quarters of the
globe ; whilst the inhabitants of opposite
gemispheres meet there and exchange the
news of their far distant countries.

Mr. Stewart had taken his usual number
of turns on the quay, had ascertained all the
fresh arrivals, and heard the tidings of the
day, when he was accosted by the master
of a vessel, just arrived from the West-In-
dies, and asked if he would like to treat
with him for a fine negro he had just
brought from St. Jago. The question start-
led him extremely, and he was upon the
point of returning to it a short but positive
negative, when he recollected that he was
not in a slave country, and thought he must
have misunderstood the stranger’s question.
On inquiry, he found that the Captain had
just come from an island, where the inhabi-
tants were suffering from a scarcity of pro-
visions, and had brought with him several
blacks, who had agreed to serve him for five
years, provided he would take them away
with him, and that it was one of these men
whom he now wished to dispose of.  This
explanation satisfied Mr. Stewart that the

)

-~



14 CONGO IN SEARCH

Captain was not offering him, for sale, a fel-
low creature, as he would one of the brute
creation, but that he merely wished to trans-
fer him the services of a man, who had vol-
untarily engaged himself for a certain peri-
od ; and the grief and indignation, which he
had at first felt, gave place to a benevolent
wish to oblige the Captain, whom he consid-
ered towhave done a kind act, in bringing
away some of the starving imhabitants of
St. J{lgo. He thought it a pity that the man
should be overburthened by the people he
had rescued, and was easily persuaded to
walk with him to that part of the quay
where the vessel laid, and see the negro of
whom he wished to dispose.

% Congo ! you woolly-headed dog, come
here !” roared out the Captain.

These epithets, though they really meant
nothing in the mouth of the Captain, shock-
ed the feelings of Mr. Stewart, and made
him look with increased interest at the fine
athletic figure which obeyed that unchris-
tian summons. As he approached, Mr.
Stewart spoke kindly to him, but he under-
stood so little English and spoke it so badly
that he did not venture any reply, and the
Captain proceeded to make his Eargain with
Mr, Stewart, saying he had five years to
serve, and he would take one hundred dol-
lars for his time, On this the black turned
quickly round upon the Captain and uttered,
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with great vehemence, a few words of bro-
ken English, which were perfectly umntelli-
gible to Mr. Stewart. The Captain was
much irritated by the interruption, and, pre-
tending not to understand his meaning, en-
deavoured to silence him, but in vain; as
often as he recommenced his conversation,
the negro renewed his vehement gesticula-
tions and his attempts to speak. The dis-
tress of the poor creature, at not being able
to make himself understood, with his great
cagerness to be heard, and the Captain’s -
anxiety that he should not be attendﬁad to,
excited the curiosity of Mr. Stewart, and
fixed his attention on the gestures of the
black. He now perceived that he frequent-
ly held up three of his fingers in the Cap-
tain’s face and stamped his foot violently, n
token of affirmation, and this action was
soon rightly interpreted by Mr. Stewart.
It meant that he had agreed to serve but
three, instead of five years, and a severe
reprimand from Mr. Stewart made the un-
principled Captain confess that to be the
truth.

The anxiety and distress which the ne-
gro had shewn, before he was able to make
himself understood, and the ingenuity with
which he at last accomplished his purpose,
completed the interest which Mr. Stewart
had felt for him, on hearing him so coarsely
summoned into his presence, and, paying the
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Captain sixty-five dollars for his time, he
took him into his own family.

Congo’s conduct proved him worthy of
Mr. Stewart’s kindness, and he soon became
a great favourite, both in the parlour and
the kitchen.  His broken English, and
childish mistakes, were a constant source of
amusement to his fellow servants, and were
often carried by the children to the parlour,
and remembered amongst the family anec-
dotes. Amongst these, it was never forgot-
ten, that one morning, soon after Congo’s
arrival, he was sent to draw water from a
water cask ; there had been a hard frost in
the night, but as Congo had never before
seen ice, he could not tell what to think of
it; and having tried in vain to make it flow,
by beating and shaking the cask, he return-
ed to the kitchen all astonishment, and de-
clared he had “ caught the water napping,
and could not wake him up.”

Long before the three years were expir-
ed, for which he was bound, Congo had for-
gotten all about the terms on which he had
entered his master’s service. Well fed and
clothed, and kindly treated, he had not a
thought or a wish beyond the present ;
and when he was told by Mr. Stewart
that he was now free to go where he
pleased, that he was his own master, and in-
stead of being dependent upon him for food
and clothing, he was now to receive wages,
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and go or stay, as he pleased, his counte-
nance fell, and he turned away in silence
from the presence of his master, to hide
the tears which rushed into his eyes, and to
ponder on his altered situation, Congo had
been so perfectly happy in Mr. Stewart’s
service, that he considered any change must
be for the worse, and as he did not clearly
understand the nature of that change which
his master had communicated to him, he
feared he was about to be abandoned by his
best friend, and separated from those he
most loved. Whifst this was passing in
Congo’s mind, " e little children of the fam-
ily observed that he was not like himself ;
instead of playing with them, he only wept
over them, and carried them quietly about
in his arms, instead of running and jumping
as usual.  Instead of being the life of the
kitchen party, he was found in the evening
sitting under a tree in the yard, with his el-
bows fixed on his knees, and his face resting
i his hands.  The eldest of Mr. Stewart’s
children, a fine boy of seven years old, pull-
ed Congo’s hands from his face, and insisted
upon knowing what was the matter with
bim ; his fellow servants also gathered round
him, and begged him to tell them what dis-
tressed him. ~ At last, the poor fellow sob-
bed out, ¢ Massa tell Congo me no longer
his man, me be free, but me got no fad, no
mod, no jack,no breech, me no want be free!”
o : b
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“ And 3s this all that ails you, Congo 2"
exclaimed the servants, as they all laughed
aloud at his simple expression, and all strove
at once to explain to him, that he had no
cause for uneasiness.

Little Charles Stewart had run off to re-
peat Congo’s words to his father, who was
deeply touched by them, and sent the child
to call Congo into the parlour.  The poor
fellow was considerably relieved by what his
friends in the kitchen had said to him, but
he was not restored to his former tranquilli-
ty, until assured by his master that he
should remain in his family on the same
footing as before, and that if he liked it bet-
ter, he should still be provided with his
jacket and breeches. Mr. Stewart assured
him the only difference should be, that of
his having it in his power toleave him when
he wished 1t ; but that privilege implied a
possibility so painful, that Congo was again
made wretched by the bare mention of it,
and as Mr. Stewart could not make him
comprehend the value of possessing a pow
er over himself, which he felt sure he should
never wish to exercise, he allowed him the
pleasure of believing himself inseparably
connected with the family of his benefac-
tor ; and thus was peace restored to the
breast of the simple-ﬁearted and affection-
ate Congo.



OF HIS MASTEF. 19

Shortly after this, Congo married, with
the consent of his master, an industrious,
well-behaved young woman, of his own col-
our, named Dinah; and it was on the birth
of his first child that he announced his hap-
piness to his master, in the manner describ-
ed in the first chapter. His joy was then
at its height, and all the family participated
largely in it.  The children were at first
displeased by the colour of the baby, and
wondered at its not being like their mam-
ma’s babies ; but this novelty soon wore off,
and as neither Dinah nor Congo were half
so particular abcut ‘their child, as their
mamma was about her’s, they were allowed
to pull about little Congo, as they called
him, and nurse him as much as they liked.
The child was remarkably quiet, and was
very rarely heard to cry, even when carried
about under the arm of master Charles, or
in the pincloth of Miss Mary, and there-
fore Dinah was well pleased to let them
make a plaything of him; and though she
sometimes found him left alone on the floor
of the room, or pushed into the corner of a
large chair, whilst his young nurses were
pursuing other amusements, no serious acci-
dent ever befel him, and his mother’s dispo-
sition saved her from any of the fears,
which Mr. and Mrs. Stewart often express-
cd, at seeing her child in such young hands.
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CHAPTER IIL

DINAH’S DEATH.

Wueny Charles Stewart was nine years
old, his father determined on sending him to
a school, which, though at a great distance
from Philadelphia, he preferred to all oth-
ers, on account of his Eigh esteem for, and
intimate acquaintance with the gentleman
who conducted it.  Charles, though a boy
of high spirit and good courage, was a little
cast down at the 1dea of gomg so far from
home, to be entirely among strangers ; his
father perceived this, and as his business
would not allow of his accompanying his son
himself, he resolved to send Congo with
him, and give him leave to stay a few days
there, until Charles should become recon-
ciled to his new situation. This arrange-
ment quite satisfied the child, and he would
have gone off in tolerable spirits, had it not
becn for the infection of Congo’s grief, at
leaving his wife, though only for two or
three weeks.  Since Congo had first enter-
ed his master’s family, he had never slept a
night from under his roof, and this separa-
tion cost him a flood of tears. That weak-
ness, however, he soon checked, on his mas-
ter representing to him that it greatly in-
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creased Charles’s suffering, and made him
doubly regret leaving home.  On their way
to the vessel, by which they were to go,
Mr. Stewart exl};orted Congo to be a cheer-
ful companion to his young charge, and de-
sired him, when about to leave him at school,
to make light of the separation ; and such
was the real affection of Congo’s heart, that
he conquered his own feelings, and did ex-
actly as his master desired.

Genuine and disinterested affection much
oftener requires the suppression of one’s
feelings than their indulgcence, and Congo’s
was of that description.

The day after Congo sailed, his wife fell
il of a fever, which soon assumed a
dangerous character ; all possible care was
taken of her, and her kind friends spared
neither pains nor expense to save her life.
Their exertions, however, proved vain, and
Dinah expired, on the eleventh day after her
husband left her, much lamented by all the
family, both for her own sake and that of
Congo. Her child was too young to feel her
loss, but all dreaded the effect it would have
on her affectionate husband ; and about the
time that his return was expected, Mr.
Stewart spent most of the day upon the
quays, watching for the arrival of his ser-
vant, that he might prevent his hearing the
sad news that awaited him in any sudden or
improper manner. He knew that he pos-
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sessed more influence over Congo than any
other person, and that the poor fellow could
better bear to hear of his loss from him than
from any one clse, and therefore determined,
painful as was the task, to break the news
to him himself.

At last Congo arrived ; it was late in the
day, but his master was on the quay to re-
cerve him. The happy countenance, and
cheerful salutation of the unconscious wid-
ower, gave a pang to the heart of Mr.
Stewart, and he was glad to hear him enter
instantly on the history of his voyage, and
tell all the circumstances of his leaving
Charles at school, as it allowed them time to
reach the house before he communicated to
him the fatal news.

To attempt a description of Congo’s
grief, on hearing that his (i)ear Dinah was no
more, would be a useless trial of the read-
er’s feelings; it is sufficient to say, that his
sorrow, like his joy, was extravagant. For
mar(x{y days he could with difficulty be per-
suaded to take any nourishment, and his
nights were spent by the grave of his de-
ceased wife.

Mr. Stewart knew that employment would
be the best restorative for the mind of his
servant, and therefore, after the first few
days which he allowed to the violence of
Congo’s feelings, he required from him his
customary services, and this necessary exer-
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tion, together with the consolation he deriv-
ed from occasionally talking of his loss with
his master, and the amusement which his
child afforded him, restored him to a certain
degree of tranquillity.  From time to time
his grief would break out afresh, and vent
itself in expressions of sorrow the most
touchingly simple; among the number
we must record an epitaph,* which Congo
is said to have spoken extempore over the
grave of Dinah, on visiting it in company
with one of his fellow servants a few weeks
after his return. This little ditty he was
afterwards frequently heard repeating to
himself, in his own sing-song way.

Here lie Dinah, Conge's wife,
Congo lub her like his life ;
Dinah, she die six week go,
Congo’s massa tell him so.

The little Congo thrived well, and his
lively prattle did much towards restoring his
father’s good spirits. When he was six
years old, Mrs. Stewart interested herself
m his being taught to read; and, preparato-
ry to his being sent to school, she gave him
a little spelling-book, telling him, if he would
learn his letters she would give him half a
dollar, and let him go to school. The child

was much pleased, and entered cheerfully

* This epitaph was really composed by a Negro over the
grave of his' wife.
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upon his task ; but at the end of a week he
brought back the book to his kind mistress,
saying in a melancholy tone, that he had
rather not have the half-dollar than learn all
his letters.

% How is this, Congo ?” said Mrs. Stew-
art, quite surprised at his want of persever-
ance; “why, you knew as far as H two
days ago.”

“ Yes, missee, but me can never learn all
de letters, for all de book is full of dem, and
me can never know dem all.”

This was indeed an idea calculated to fill
him with despair: but on Mrs. Stewart’s
explaining the matter to him, he resumed,
with fresh spirit, the study of those twenty-
six letters, the repetition of which he had
mistaken for so many additional characters.

His letters were soon learnt, but he never
showed any quickness or made much pro-
gress during the period he was at school.
His imagination was so lively and his spirits
so high, that he could never be made to fix
his attention on his book, and, though very
apt at learning whatever was taught him
by word of mouth, and very dexterous at
imitating whatever he saw done, he never
looked into a book of his own accord, or
wrote a line fit to be seen, until one of the
young ladies of the family undertook to im-
prove him in that branch of his education ;
then indeed his progress was rapid, for grat-



OF HIS MASTER. 25

itude and affection had power to fix even his
wandering attention.

Mrs. Stewart was in the habit of reading
the Scriptures aloud to her family every
morning, and then questioning the younger
branches of it in what they had just heard;
by this means Congo acquired a very good
knowledge of the sacred writings. Mrs.
Stewart never failed to point out the moral
and religious obligations enforced by the por-
tions of the Bible which she read to them,
and to teach her young auditors to try their
actions by that unerring standard.

With these advantages, it will be readily
believed, that the youthful Congo acquired
a just abhorrence of every thing wicked and
deceitful, and, though not exempt from the
faults of childhood, he discovered few that
were likely to grow up with him. His word
could always be relied on; and his respect
for the property of others was remarkable,
in the meanest trifles. He discovered at an
carly age a quickness of repartee, which,
though very amusing in the family, was
rather checked than encouraged by Mr. and
Mrs. Stewart ; as they feared it might de-
generate into ﬂinancy among his equals, and
mmpertinence towards his superiors.  They
could not however prevent their friends and
acquaintances from amusing themselves with
Congo’s quickness, and the following anec-
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dote is still remembered of his childhood.
When Congo was only six years old, a gen-
tleman of the name of King threatened
good-humouredly to throw him into the riv-
er: “You won’t do any such thing,” said
the boy archly, “for though you are a King,
you have no power over me.”

This answer so delighted the gentleman,
that he always told it with great spirit, and
even wished to hayve the author of it in his
own service. But Mr. Stewart hoped to
make something better of the boy than a
mere jester, and had he felt no particular
attachment to him or his father Ee would
not have resigned Congo into the hands of
a master, whose predilection for him was
founded on the child’s knack at repartee ;
a quality alwaf’s dangerous to its possessor,
and particularly so to a child,

CHAPTER 1V,
PREPARATIONS FOR A LONG VOYAGE.

Severaw years had elapsed, and Mr. Stew-
art’s family began to grow up around him.
His eldest son had finished his education at
school, and spent three years at college, and
was now very desirous of travelling. His
wishes naturally pointed towards England ;
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and he longed to take a near view of that
proud little island, doubly interesting to an
American as the mother of his own countr
and the arbitress of Europe: nor did his
excellent father deny him so reasonable an
indulgence. ~ Mr. Stewart only required of
his son that he should devote one year to
business, previous to the commencement of
his travel};; as he would then be enabled to
combine present pleasure and information
" with future advantages as a merchant.
Charles saw the propriety of this arrange-
ment, and though he burned with impatience
to set off, he readily submitted to this delay,
and endeavoured to second his father’s views
by devoting his whole time and attention to
the transactions of the counting-house.
These were at first very disagreeable to
him, and he often longed to push aside the
day-book and ledger, and return to those
studies in which he had taken so much de-
light, during the latter period of his stay at
college. By degrees, {;owever, he became
more interested in the business, and found
his perseverance rewarded by a growing
fondness for its occupations. The year,
which would, he imagined, pass heavily
away, flew over his head almost impercepti-
bly, the natural consequence of constant em-
ployment ; and he saw with delight the
spring advancing in which he was to embark

for Europe.  The fondness of his mother
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and sisters rendered his foreign tour a pain-
ful subject to them, he therefore seldom
spoke of it in the parlour; but as it was his
earliest and his latest thought, he often amu-
sed himself with raising Congo’s astonish-
ment, by stories of the land he was going to
visit.  But as these conversations with the
lad who waited on him, were more the over-
flowings of his own thoughts, than informa-
tion adapted to the capacity of his young
auditor, they produced a strange confusion
of ideas in the child’s mind, as will after-
wards appear.

Young Congo was now about fourteen
years old, tall of his age, and capable of be-
ing useful m the family, though he often suf-
fered his love of play to interfere with his
duties. On Charﬁas Stewart’s becoming a
constant resident in his father’s house, the
boy who was once his plaything, became his
most assiduous attendant ; he attached him-
self to his person, and was proud of ren-
dering him those 'services which he saw his
elder master received from his father ; and
every one was pleased to observe that since
Congo waited on Mr. Charles he was but
seldom to be seen lounging in the streets, or
playing at childish games. i

Congo did not like occupation for its own
sake ; he did not understand the pleasure
which well regulated minds feel in a sense
of usefulness ; but he possessed an affection-
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ate temper, and the delight he felt in serv-
ing those he loved was sufficient to overcome
his idleness ; and Mr. Stewart hoped that
in time a habit of industry might be formed.

The conversations just mentioned, which
Charles Stewart used to hold with his little
attendant, fired the child’s imagination, and
excited his curiosity ; and he often begged
his young master to take him with him to
the land of wonders he described. But as
Charles had never given the request a seri- -
ous thought, he only put him oft’ with some
vague answer : and once when Congo had
been more urgent than usual, he thought to
silence him by saying, ¢« What, Congo, would
you leave your goo(f old father, and go so
many thousand miles off 2 I thought you
were more affectionate.” ;

Congo looked a little confused, then tim-
idly answered, “ You love your good father,
and mother, and sisters, but you leave them
all to see the fine things in ﬁngland ; and 1
love my father, but I leave him to go with

ou.”

Charles was struck with this reply, and
felt that Congo less deserved the charge of
doing violence to his affections than he ‘did
himself.

As the time of his embarkation approach-
ed, he saw that the boy’s personal attach-
ment t: him, far more than his curiosity,

3
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prompted his desire of accompanying him.
Congo was constantli; bewailing tge fate of
his young master, when he should be alone
in a strange land ; and though frequently
assured that he was going where there were
thousands of people like himself, and where
he would soon make many acquaintances,
some of them old friends of his father’s, he
Fersisted in calling a separation from his
amily and dependents being alone, and at
last he succeeded in making Charles dread
that kind of loneliness as much as he dread-
ed it for him; and Charles applied to his
father for permission to take gongo with
him.

Mr. Stewart felt, at first, many objections
to the proposal ; his kind concern for the
eternal, as well as temporal welfare of all
persons entrusted to his care, made him fear
that Congo’s morals might suffer by a for-
eign tour; not that he doubted the good
example which his son would set him,or the
care he would endeavour to take of him;
but he feared the influence of bad associa-
tion, and thought he could not escape the
corruption of English servants. Charles,
however, was so urgent, and promised to
take such good care of him, and seemed so
confident that Congo’s principles and hab-
its of candour would preserve him, even
‘amidst temptation, that his father at last
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consented to let the boy go, provided his
own father did not object to it.

The elder Congo so loved his own de-
pendence on Mr. Stewart, and was so hap-
py in feeling himself inseparably connected
with him, that his first desire, on becoming
a father, was that his son should be equally
inseparable from the eldest son of the
house ; and it was in order to procure him
that privilege that Congo had been made,
as soon as born, Master Charles’s plaything;
and, so far from feeling the least reluctance
to let him now accompany him to England,
he received the proposal with pleasure al-
most equal to his child’s, and rejoiced that
the seEaration which he had dreaded, be-
tween his own son and that of his benefac-
tor, was to be changed for an union more
close than ever.

Never did travellers prepare for a jour-
ney with more heartfelt joy and delight,
than the master and servant whom we are
now describing ; the former busied in pre-
paring his journal and sketches, the latter
Faying daily, almost hourly, visits to the tai-

or, who was employed to equip him in a
new livery suit, the first he ever had, and
now ordered for him by his young master :
who, after duly consulting with his sisters on
the colours most becoming to Congo’s com-
glexion, resolved to adopt, as his hvery, a
ark green turned up with yellow, green
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trowsers, and yellow waistcoat. Congo nar-
rowly watched the progress of his new
suit, and some private directions given b
him as to pockets and paddings were good-
humouredly complied with by the tailor.
Nor was the shoemaker without his instruc-
tions ; Congo having observed that his mas-
ter’s shoes creaked as he walked, thought
the noise added greatly to the consequence
and style of the tread ; he therefore desir-
ed the shoemaker to put a shilling’s worth
of «squeak leather” into the shoes he was
making for him, as he was willing to pay as
much as that out of his own pocket, for
creaking shoes. Crispin pocketed the shil-
ling and published the joke, and Congo was
well laug‘;led at by his fellow servants.

As Congo’s livery was one of his master’s
own inventing, that young gentleman was
much surprised, on going to pay his farewell
visit to a family with whom he was intimate,
to see a youth in the very same livery walk-
ing with a grave and conscttlential air up to
the back door of the same house, and there
gaining easy admission, whilst he rapped in
vain several times. Whilst Charles was
thus kept waiting at the door, he wondered
who could have anticipated him in his livery,
and what nice looking lad he had seen in it:
but without a suspicion of the truth until
- the door was opened, and through a long
passage, at the end of which was a well
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lighted kitchen, he beheld the youth in liv-
ery dancing with a black girl of his own
age, and recognized young Congo, cutting his
usual capers, the wonder and admiration of
a group of servants, who were begging him
to be quiet that they might examine his new
dress, and one of whom had reluctantly
quitted the scene of action, to answer the
knocks at the door.

When Congo heard his master was in the
parlour, his gaiety was checked, by a fear
that he would be displeased at his having
shewn himself, in his new livery, to his
young friend Flora, before he had been seen
by his master. The fact was, Congo had
watched the finishing stitches in his clothes,
had dressed himself in them at the tailor’s,
and had come, with conscious vanity, to ex-
hibit himself to the admiring eyes of Flora.
Congo’s fears were without foundation, his
master was not jealous® of Flora’s seeing
the suit before he did; but, sending for
him, he took care not to feed the boy’s van-
ity, by making any other remark upon it,
than that the clothes fitted tolerably well,
and then told him he must go home and
pack them up in his trunk, as the vessel
would sail at day-break the following morn-
ing, and all the luggage must be on board
that night.

Congo did as he was ordered, but having
bidden his- kitchen friends adieu, and taken
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an affectionate leave of Flora, his gaiety
was gone ; and on his return home, he won-
dered that his father and fellow servants
found any diversionin the change which his
livery made in his appearance. When call-
ed upon to show himself to the young ladies
in the parlour, he did it with reluctance;
por could he muster a smile when most ad-
mired by them. He brushed away the
tears, which would force themselves into his
eyes, and said by way of apology, « My
eyes sweat so, I don’t know what ails them.”
1t would have been difficult to conceal the
smile, which poor Congo’s simple expression
was calculated to excite, had not the feel-
ings of the family party been somewhat in
umson with those of the boy. The young
ladies had recourse to their handkerchiefs,
and Congo left ‘the room to pack up his
trunk. The approaching separation of
Charles Stewart from his family was much
felt by them all, though each made it a dutly]'
to hide and repress their emotions as muc
as possible; by dwelling on the pleasures of
his return, they passed the last evening to-
gether without being much overcome, until
the moment when they took leave of him.
This they did, by Mr. Stewart’s advice, on
retiring to rest; and before any of the fam-
ily, except the travellers and their fathers,
were awake, the next morning, the former
were embarked.



Congo.
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Mr. Stewart had observed, that amidst all
the preparations of master and servant, a
great coat for Congo had been forgotten,
and his last act of kindness was presenting
him with a new and very thick one, which
he had had made expressly for him, and now
gave him, with many charges to take great
care of it, and never leave it behind him
any where. The two fond fathers now em-
braced their sons, with similar emotions of
paternal solicitude for their welfare ; and
perhaps Congo’s complaint of his own eyes,
the evening before, might at that moment
have been applicable to them all.

CHAPTER V.
THE ICEBERG.

The hurr‘y and bustle attendant on get-
ting a vessel under way, generally operates
very powerfully in dissipating the sorrows
of parting ; and Congo, encouraged to ex-
ertion by his master, was soon as busy and
animated as any of the sailors.

There were many passengers on board
the vessel besides our Eero and his master ;
but as most of them were assailed by sea-
sickness, and confined to their births the
first few days they were at sea, and as the
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weather was unfavourable, they did not see
much of each other, until the bright sun-
shine of a fine April morning invited them
all on deck, and the cabin and steerage pas-
sengers were to be seen sunning themseFves
m distinct groupes. On one side of the
quarter-deck sat a fine old gentleman, a Mr.
Harvey, supporting the head of his daugh-
ter on his shoulder, and listening to an in-
teresting account, which Charles Stewart
was giving his son, of certain caves which
had lately been discovered near the banks
of the Ohio; whilst on the other side the
captain of the vessel was pacing backwards
and forwards, in his narrow limits, accompa-
nied by a young Irish officer, whose humour-
ous stories kept pace with the captain’s mar-
vellous ones. E urther forward, a pretty
young girl was, with the assistance ofP Con-
go, and other obliging fellow passengers,
placing her grandmother in the sun. ~She
was a very fat old woman, whose weight and
helplessness made it very difficult to get her
on deck ; but with so pretty and amiable a
grand-daughter near her, she -was always
sure of being well assisted. It was soon re-
marked, that a certain young miller on board
was almost as attentive to the old woman as
Pheebe herself could be. Several gentle-
men and many of the sailors amused them-
selves with ﬁs{ing; and children were to be
seen staggering about the deck, catching at
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every object pear them, to avoid being
thrown down by the motion of the vessel,
or sitting in a corner, hopeless of ever mov-
ing without falling. In less than a week,
however, all had what sailors term their sea
legs on board ; that is, they could run about
as well on the moving deck as on the firm
ground, and the children found in Congo a
most accommodating and merry playfellow.
By degrees the cabin passengers ﬁecame n-
terested in those of the steerage ; they
heard their various histories, and listened to
their future plans and prospects ; and whilst
Mr. Harvey, the old gentleman before-men-
tioned, gave, the fat old widow advice how
to recover ‘for her grand-daughter the pro-
perty of her late son, Charles Stewart con-
versed with some of the younger adventur-
ers, correcting their expectations, and mod-
erating their wishes. liss Harvey admin-
istered largely to the bodily wants of her
poorer fellow passengers, by sharing with
them the more luxurious fare with which
her father had amply provided her ; Con-
go was often commissioned to usher into her
cabin the rosy little rebels his layfellows,
and by making a visit to Miss I}'}arvey the
reward of good behaviour, they became
more orderly and quiet.

A fortnight’s prosperous sailing had ad-
vanced them a thir({)of their voyge, when

4
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a violent storm arose, which continued three
days and nights; during this time the vessel
could make no progress towards her destin-
ation, but, 1osse£ up and down on the mighty
waves, it seemed next to impossible that
she should escape being swallowed up by
them. The dead lights* were in, and the
trembling passengers, shut up below, kept as
close as possible to their births, in order to
avoid the accidents which were constantly
arising from various articles of furniture,
luggage, &c. breaking loose. Congo was on
the deck when the storm commenced, and
centinued there, until completely terrified
and dripping wet, he ran to his master to
describe the danger they were in, and com-
municate his terror ; but instead of impart-
ing his own ungoverned fears, he gained
courage from the composure of the cabin
passengers, and learnt from his master to
rely on Providence, and be resigned, though
not insensible to his perilous situation.

The morning of the fourth day the storm
was abated, though the sea still ran moun-
tains high, and the joy which the return of
fine weather would have occasioned was
damped by finding that the vessel had been
so strained during the storm, as to become
leaky. The pumps, however, worked well,
and by pumpmng nine hours in the twelve,
the vessel could be kept clear of water.

# Shutters, which exclude all daylight from below the deck.
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To do this, all the male passengers lent their
assistance, and b({ degrees the spirits of the
company revived.

During the storm the vessel had been
driven considerably out of her course, in a
northerly direction, and the severe cold
which they now experienced, together with
the exertion of pumping, completely disa-
bled several of the crew ; and the rest were
so exhausted, that the Captain was glad to
accept the proffered services of some of
the passengers to keep the middle watch,
and let all the sailors turn in, as they call
going to bed.

Accordingly, at twelve o’clock at night,
George Williams, the young miller, took the
helm, and with two gentlemen passengers,
one landsman from the steerage, and Congo,
had the charge of the ship. The vessel
laid her course, and there was no shifting of
sails to be done : the mate was ill, and the
captain extremely fatigued, so that neither
of them remained on deck. The latter,
before he went below, stationed Congo in
the bow, and desired him to keep a sharp
look-out. ~ This order surprised him not a
little, and he interpreted it into an expecta-
tion, on the part of the captain, that the
vessel was approaching land, and he gladly
flew to his post, being extremely anxious
to be the first person to anmounce to

his master the white cliffs of Old Eng-
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land, which he had so often heard him
say he longed to see. Poor Congo little
thought how far he was from discovering
the captain’s meaning, how distant they
were from land, and what a different kind of
island from any he had anidea of he was
that night to see ; he did not even consider
that in looking out for land, it is necessary to
be placed at the top of the mast, as, on ac-
count of the earth’s convexity, land can be
seen from the top-mast head long before it
it visible from the deck. All this was for-
gotten, and he took his station by the bow-
sprit, hoping socn to discern the white
cliffs, even by moonlight. 'The landsman
by his side was soon asleep, and one of the
gentlemen passengers retired to his birth be-
fore the watch was half over ; the other, a
Scotch gentleman, Williams, and Congo
were soon the only persons on board that
were not enjoying the sweets of repose.
The night was clear and fine, the crescent
moon gave a feeble light ; the wind was fair,
and the vessel moved swiftly over the calm
surface of the waters; the Scotchman
whistled sweetly one of his native melodies,
and the helmsman was lost in a pleasing rev-
erie, in which Pheebe bore a part. An hour
had thus passed away, when Congo sprang
from his station in the bow, and exclaim-
ing vehemently, ¢ There is England! there
are the white chiffs of Old England!” he
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disappeared in a moment down the cabin
stairs. Williams was roused from his rev-
erie, and half inclined to thing the black
boy was beside himself ; but not at all aware
of the imminent danger which at that mo-
ment threatened them all.

When Charles Stewart was awakened by
Congo’s assurance that he had seen the
white cliffs of old England, and that thel);
were just arrived, he was inclined to laug
at the boy’s idea ; but no sooner did the
captain catch his words, than he jumped
from his birth with a face of terror, and
exclaiming ¢ We are all lost !” he rushed
upon deck, seized the helm, and endeavour-
ed to alter the direction of the vessel. It
was too late—at that moment the ship
struck, and so violently as to rouse every
one on board ; the sailors were on deck the
next instant ; the captain ordered every
thing that was possible to be done, but in
vain. The vessel struck a second and a
third time, and then remained immoveably
fixed upon a projection of ice under water,
which Formed part of an immense iceberg,
the white promontories of which towered
far above the masts, and almost touched the
yards of the vessel. Death stared them in
the face ; -and those on board who under-
stood the nature of their situation hastened
to let down the boats and escape from the

4*
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ship, which must either sink or be crushed
to pieces in a few minutes.

he moment Charles Stewart felt the
vessel strike, he was fully sensible of the
imminent peril to which all on board were
exposed ; and hurrying on some of his
clothes, he bade Congo take care of him-
self by getting into one of the boats direct-
ly, and then flew to Miss Harvey’s cabin ;
she was already alarmed, and the manner
and countenance of Charles so heightened
her terror, that she only exclaimed, “ my
father ! my brother !” and instantly fainted
away. He lifted her from her birth, and
wrapping a blanket round her, carried her
in his arms on deck ; there all was confu-
ston and terror ; he made his way to the
side of the vessel, and scrambled into the
long boat, which was already crowded, just
as 1t was pushing off. Having deposited his
still insensible burden, he looked anxiously
around for Congo; he was not there, but
stood stretching his arms to his master from
the side of the ship they had just quitted.
Charles implored the captain to go back for
him; but this he positively refused to do,
saying it would be the sacrifice of all their
lives, as the boat was already sufficiently la-
den, and if he again went alongside numbers
more would jump in, and then all would in-
evitably sink together. On the long-boat’s
pushing off, all on deck crowded to the oth-



OF HIS MASTER. 43

er side of the ship, where the sailors were
securing their retreat in the jolly boat : all
except Congo ; his confidence in his master
kept him there, and his piteous signs to him
to come for him half distracted poor Charles.
At last he thought of an expedient for sav-
ing Congo without endangering any other
life, and the captain having consented to it,
he with some dificulty made Congo under-
stand, that if he would go below and get
some rum and biscuit, and then make his
way over the bows of the vessel, and along
the bowsprit on to the island of ‘ice, the

would take him off from a little bay, Whicf;
they ponted out to him. On hearing this,
Congo disappeared in quest of the rum and
biscuit, and the captain ordered those who
were at the oars to pull away from the vi-
cinity of the ship, as there was great dan-
ger, 1f they remained near her, of their be-
ing drawn into the vortex which she must
make on going down. Charles could scarce-
ly bear to be distanced from Congo, for
whose appearance on the bowsprit he now
eagerly watched. After a few moments of
breathless anxiety, he discovered a figure,
encumbered by a great coat, yet scrambling
with great activity over the bowsprit and
along the ice; the person approached,
climbing the high peaks which bounded the
island on that side : it was certainly Congo;
he carried something in his hand, and they
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now pulled eagerly towards the little bay
formed in the ice. But alas ! poor Congo
never reached it, and the kind heart of his
master was agonized by seeing his faithful
servant slip, stagger, an: fall into one of the
chasms in the ice that yawned beneath him.
Charles shuddered, and uttered an involun-
tary groan ; but fancying' he heard the
splashing of water, and hoping the boy had
escaped being dashed to pieces among the
icy crags, he begged the captain to turn
round in search of him : his request was not
heard, for at that moment every ear was as-
sailed by the shrieks and lamentations of the
unfortunate persons for whom there was no
escape, and who were then sinking rapidly
with the ship, as she went down stern fore-
most. The captain gave orders to pull away
from the vortex ;—a dead silence ensued on
board the boat; all were struck with horror
at the fate of those whom they had just seen
perish, and at the small hope which they
could entertain of prolonging their existence
many hours. They had no light nor compass,
nor provisions in the boat, and they feared
they had only exchanged one mode of per-
ishing for another.  In this hopeless situa-
“tion Charles did not regret that the suffer-
ings of Congo were probably at an end, and
he now directed all his attention to Miss Har-
vey. In gazing on the pallid face of the
precious charge he held n his arms, he al-
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most wished that the gentle spirit which
once animated it might be fled for ever: at
any rate he hoped her consciousness might
not return until he had ascertained whether
her father and brother had been saved in
the other boat, or had perished amongst the
number that went down in the vessel.

The happiness of others besides Miss
Harvey depended on the contents of the
jolly boat, and many were the silent prayers
offered up by the fatherless, the widowed,
and the cﬁ)lildless, in each boat, that the oth-
er might contain their lost relations. After
half an hour’s suspense, during which time
they laid in the bay before mentioned, the
sound of oars was heard, and such was the
dread which the poor sufferers felt of hav-
ing their last hopes destroyed, that none of
them dared to ask after those who were
dearest to them.

At last the captain hailed the boat, and
desired to know who was on board; he was
answered by his mate, that he did not know
whom he had got: « AllI know is that I've
got too many, and I wish that snivelling
fellow who wrecked us, and a few more
were at the bottom of the sea, with the
black dog who kept such a fine look out.”

This brutal speech raised the indiznation
of all who heard it, and the dead silence
before observed by the company in the long
boat now gave way to exclamations against
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the mate and eager inquiries after their lost
relations. Many were the false hopes rais-
ed by incorrect answers to their questions,
and by mutual mistakes; but at last the
melancholy truth was ascertained, that
every female on board the ship, except
Miss Harvey, had perished ; of all the chil-
dren but two boys had escaped, and out of
forty people, who were on board the two
boats, then side by side, but one child
found a parent, and one young man a broth-
er. Old Mr. Harvey was in the jolly boat,
and was with difficulty roused from a state
of stupefaction, to understand that his daugh-
ter was near him ; when at last he compre-
hended it, he called upon her to speak to
him, and entreated to hear the sound of her
voice, that he might be assured of her ex-
istence. She was still insensible, and an-
swered not : despair again seized the heart
of her father, and Charles Stewart exerted
himself in vain to reassure him, and to rouse
his daughter from her faintness. He now
feared the vital spark was fled for ever, and
he eagerly inqured whether any one on
board either boat had a drop of spirits for a
dying woman. There was none in the long
boat, but several voices answered from the
other that they had part of a bottle of rum
with them. Soon, however, the mate’s
voice was heard above the rest, swearing
that he would not part with a drop of it to
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any one out of his own boat, much less to a
woman, who could do nothing if she lived,
and was much better out of the way at
once ; Charles could with difficulty restrain
his indignation and horror at sucg savage
conduct ; but knowing, that in order to com-
mand others it is first necessary to command
ourselves, he suppressed his feelings, and
calmly remonstrated with the mate on his
allowing the love of life so to get the better
of all other feeling, as to render him insen-
sible to the sufferings of a helpless woman,
who, with far less strength to bear them,
was exposed to equal hardships with him-
self, and shared a common misfortune with
them all.

The mate muttered, in reply, that he did
not think the chance of life was equal for
them all, as his boat was much more crowd-
cd than the captain’s.

“ I will reheve you of my weight ina
moment,” cried Mr. Harvey, who now be-
gan to understand what was going forward ;
“ give my daughter the rum, and I will in-
stantly jump overboard: life may still be
sweet to her, but I care not-for it, deprived
of both my children.”

“ Stop, stop !” cried the captain, ¢ let
nothing rash be done ; 1 only reserved my
arguments, till I should see whether your’s
would avail, Mr. Stewart. Here,” said he,
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turning to the mate, “give me half your
rum, and I will relieve you of two of your
passeniers : let Mr. Harvey and the young
man who has found his brother come into
my boat.” This proposal was joyfully ac-
cepted by all in the jolly-boat. The tobacco
boxes of the sailors in the long-boat were
filled with rum,—Charles Stewart made
Miss Harvey swallow the contents of one
of them, and her father was seated beside
her, just in time to receive her first long-
drawn breath of returning animation. Su
orted between her father and the friend
who had rescued her from certain destruc-
tion, she was gradually made acquainted
with the nature of her present situation,
and the loss of her brother. To the latter
circumstance, both the father and daughter
were reconciled by the judicious representa-
tions of Charles Stewart, who, by dwelling
on the extreme uncertainty of their own
fate ; and the great probability that they
were only saved from one mode of perish-
ing to die by another, taught them to be
thankful, and almost to rejoice, that the suf-
ferings of their beloved Henry were at an
end.

The captain having now done all that was
n his power to relieve the jolly-boat, con-
sidered what would be the best means of
saving the twenty-six lives in his own boat.
He knew that they were too far from land
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to entertain a hope of being saved, in any
other way than by meeting with a passing
vessel ; and he thought the best chance of
that was by running m a northerly direction,
and so approaching the track of the New-
foundland fishing vessels. ~ As they must in-
evitably starve, if not picked up in a few
days, they determined not to lose a moment ;
the long-boat had sails as well as oars ; the
the wind was favourable, and not too much
of it ; the sea, too, was pretty smooth, and
all on board being of one opinion, they made
sail directly.

At parting from the jolly-boat, the cap-
tain warned those on boar(i against remain-
ing in the bay, as there was great danger of
their being overwhelmed by the ice 1sland,
in one of the revolations,* which those mas-
ses of ice are continually making, and advis-
ed their following him in a northern course.

The wind was fresh, and the people in
the jolly-boat had no inclination to com-
mence rowing that night; so they merely
drew off to the entrance of the bay, and
laid on their oars, under shelter of the island,
till morning. They had just taken up their
station for the night, and nothing broke the
silence that reigned save the rippling of the

* Owing to the part under water melting away, until it he-
comes lighter than that above, and then it turns over.
3
J
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water against the side of the boat, and the
deep sobs which ‘occasionally burst from
poor Williams ; when feeling something
gently touch the bottom of the boat, a pas-
senger put his hand overboard, and discover-
ed it to be the body of a man, wrapped in
a great coat, so thick that the water had
not yet penctrated it ; “ here,” said he, « is
one poor fellow who floats well.”

“ Who is it 2” exclaimed several voices
at once ; “ how is he drest 2°—¢ hold him
fast 1”—¢ he may not be dead yet !”

« He seems quite insensible,” replied the
gentleman who held him ; « but [ find by
his head that it is Congo, the black boy.”

« Congo !” exclaimed the mate with an
oath, « then let him alone ; that fellow
must be bewitched, or he could not be float-
ing here.”

A general murmur rose of “ haul him up,”
« take him in ;”—< if the boat be overload-
ed, we know who to get rid of.”

The mate was silenced, and even fright-
ened by this threat ; and, “ take the poor
fellow in,” was reiterated many times.

The gentleman who held him begged to
be heard. He said he differed from the
mate as much as they could ; and thought
.with them, that if any life there was less
precious than another, it was that of such a
brute as the mate had shown himself to be ;
but that, under present circumstances, he
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thought there would be no kindness in tak-
ing up the body of the black boy. « His
sufferings in this world,” continued Mr. K.,
« are passed ; if left here, he will never
feel another pang, and by restoring him to
life, you will only be preparing for him
another and more dreadful death.” He ad-
ded, that if it were his own case, he would
not thank any one to bring him back to life,
and therefore strongly urged their leaving
the body in the water. This cool calcula-
tion was, happily, of no avail: the sailors
judged of Congo’s love of life by their own,
and attending more to the impulse of their
own feelings than to the reasoning of Mr.
K—, they all insisted on giving Congo anoth-
er chance for his life ; and his cold and
stiffened body, wrapped in the coat his old
master had given him, was accordingly tak-
en in-and deposited in the bottom of the
boat. But what was the surprise and relief
to all on board, when they discovered, in the
grasp of Congo’s right hand, a painted can-
vas bag filled with biscuit! The humanity
of those who had insisted on taking up the
body was now turned into a blessing for
them all, and each felt anxious that the in-
strument of it should be restored to anima-
tion, and partake with them of the addition-
al chance of life which they had thus deriv-
ed from him.  The sailors having the bis-
cuit in their own possession. now insisted on
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the mate’s giving up all authority over
them; they made him take his place at an
oar, and appointed one among themsclves to
take the command of the boat, and the care
of dealing out in equal shares their scanty
stock of provisions; this arrangement made,
they awaited in silence the return of day-
light.

23Leaving them now in deep meditation on
the very awful events of the last two hours,
we must now relate some circumstances at-
tendant on the jolly-boat’s leaving the
wreck, and which we could not notice soon-
er.
Whilst the captain and part of the crew
were securing to themselves a retreat in the
long-boat, the mate and six sailors were
equally busy in lowering the jolly-boat into
the water and taking possession of her.
Several of the passengers followed them in-
to the boat ; among the number was Wil-
liams, who being on deck when the vessel
struck, was one of the first to know his
danger. He had, therefore, time to go be-
low, awaken Pheebe, and take her, partly
by force and partly by persuasion, from her
grandmother, whose size and helplessness
rendered it impossible to save her; he
brought the half-distracted girl to the side
of the ship, and charging her to spring fear-
lessly into his arms as soon as Ee had his
footing below, he dropped himself into the
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boat ; but on turning round to receive his
beloved Pheebe, she sorrowfully shook her
head, and suddenly tearing herself away
from the side of the vessel, she voluntaril
returned, to perish with her helpless grand):
mother ;¥—thus sacrificing her life, and her
attachment to her lover, to her sense of
duty.

This generous act of self-devotion was
not lost upon those who saw it ; many of
the sailors groaned aloud as they beheld the
noble sacrifice.  Williams would have fol-
lowed her, but they forcibly detained him ;
the side of the vessel became crowded, and
many more having jumped into the boat,
they were obliged to push off immediately,
to avoid being overloaded. This account of
the noble-minded and lovely Pheebe will ex-
plain the grief and sobs of poor Williams,
which we have before mentioned, and
which, after Congo was placed in the bottom
of the boat, continued for some hours the
only sounds which, mingled with that of the
water, broke the dead silence of that mem-
orable night.

* A Fact.
5%
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CHAPTER VI

REPEATED DISAPPOINTMENTS.

O~ tl}e (]aWp o.f morning, the following
day, a slight noise in the bottom of the boat
directed the attention of a gentleman to
the body of Congo ; and discovering him to
be frothing at the mouth, he raised his head,
found the body pliant, with evident signs of
returning apimation. A small portion of
spirit was poured down his throat, and half-
an-hour afterwards he was as well as any
one on board the boat.

Congo’s surprise was great, on recovering
his senses, to find himself separated from
his master ; and it was not until he had re-
ceived repeated assurances that Mr. Stewart
was in the long-boat, and had as good a chance
of being saved as they had, that he could

‘give any attention to that part of his own
story with which he was unacquainted ; or
answer the questions which were put to him
concerning his great coat and the bag of bis-
cuits. Having explained the terms on which
he went back for the biscuit, and his mode
of escape over the bowsprit, he told them,
that in Fooking for a bag to hold the bread,
he had seen the great coat given him by his
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master’s father, and recollecting his injunc-
tion never to leave it behind him any where,
he had slipped it on. The sailors were sur-
prised, by such an act of literal obedience,
and at such a moment too! But they con-
gratulated him upon it, and assured him his
great coat had saved his life. .

« Not, so, exactly,” said Mr. K—; ¢ you
would have put on your great coat in vain,
had it not been for these kind-hearted fel-
lows; for I said all I could to persuade them
to leave you afloat, but they would not listen
to me,—they insisted on taking you on
board ; so you must thank them for your
life, if you think it worth having, with a
prospect before you of starving, or drowning
a second time.”

Congo’s expressions of gratitude to his
deliverers, convinced Mr. K— how ill he
had calculated, in judging of Congo by him-
self ; and having explained to the boy his
motives for acting as he had done, he was
glad to receive from him an assurance that
he bore him no ill-will for it. The buoyan-
cy of Congo’s spirits, together with his Kve-
ly hopes that t{:cy should all be saved, not
only made Mr. K— rejoice that his opinion
the preceding evening had been overruled,
but lessened his own despair, and inclined
him to share with the rest the cheering in-
fluence of Congo’s presence.
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Each person having swallowed a small
portion of rum, and caten half a biscuit,
they began rowing, and found the exercise
absolutely necessary, to preserve their limbs
from becoming benumbed with cold.

Congo had now an opportunity of delibe-
rately viewing those icy peaks and crags,
whic{; he had mistaken for the white chifs
of Old England; and so huge were their pro-
portions, that he could with difficulty believe
that the iceberg before him was a floating
mass, and liable every moment to turn over.
They rowed round it in search of provisions
that might have floated from the wreck, but
none were to be found ; not a trace remain-
ed of the dreadful catastrophe of the night,
save their own frail bark and its contents ;
and, shuddering at the fate of those who
had sunk with the vessel, they pulled away
from the spot in a northern direction.

The weather being fine, and the sea
smooth, every exertion was made to advance
their little bark towards the track of the
Newfoundland fishing vessels; and every
eye was fixed on the broad expanse of wa-
ter that surrounded them, in hopes of dis-
covering the means of escape from their
dangerous predicament. After some hours,
the welcome sound, “a sail ! a sail I’ was
repeated from mouth to mouth ; and every
one redoubled his exertions at the oar. The
sail which had been announced was too far
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off’ for any but sailors’ eyes to see it; but as
it was directly to the north of the iceberg,
they all hoped the long-boat either had
reached or would reach it, and that on the
information that there was another boat full
of unhappy wretches afloat on the ocean,
the vessel would make towards them.

In this hope they pulled manfully at the
oars, all day and all mght too: by day the
steered for the speck in the horizon, whici:
the sailors called a vessel, and by night they
stecred by the stars a northern course.

The following morning many were of
opinion that they had lost their labour dur-
ing the night, and in this they were confirm-
ed by discovering, far to the east of them,
what they believed to be the same vessel
they were pulling for the day before. They
now altered their course, and rowed for
many hours in anxious silence ; at last one
of the sailors declared they neared it rapid-
ly 5 the landsmen declared they could only
sce a speck in the horizon, whilst the sailors
fancied they could discover the course of
the vessel,and that she was making towards
them.  With fresh courage they now tug-
ged at the oar, though their strength was
cvidently diminished.  But what was their
disappointment and dismay on discovering
that all their exertions were vain! The
object which had lured them on from sun-
rise until past noon, was nothing more than
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a light cloud, which now spread itself and
floated away, as if in mockery of their
pains.

All their rum was now gone ; their bis-
cuit was nearly consumed ; and several on
board had lost the use of their lower ex-
tremities, in consequence of the intense cold-
ness of the weather. In proportion as their
anxiety increased, they more frequently fan-
cied they discovered vessels in the horizon;
and they so often changed their course to
no purpose, and rowed after the mere crea-
tions of each other’s brain, that it was at
last agreed, that every one who thought he
saw a sail should whisper to the cozswain, or
man at the helm, what appearances it bore,
and in what direction he saw it, and that the
course of the boat should not be altered un-
less two or three gave the same description.

During the afternoon of this second day
the communications to the corswain were
numerous ; but as no two persons agreed in
their opinions, they pulled steadily forward
towards the north. The third might now
closed in"upon the sufferers ; it was cold and
cloudy, ami)a heavy shower of rain added
great]’;’ to their suffering, by freezing upon
every part of them asit fell. Some began
to feel the powerful effects of the frost, and
the better informed could scarcely persuade
the rest to resist the fatal inclination to
slecp. Despair had seized their hearts ;
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and many wished to forget their sufferings
in sleep, even though it should prove the
sleep of death. Two or three, who were
the least affected by frost, insisted on the
others keeping the oars in motion ; and this
had the desired effect of prolonging their
lives till morning. The sun then rose with
unusual splendour ; a gentle breeze srrang
up from the south ; the sea was completely
smoothed by the rain, and, as the sun rose
higher in the heavens, the warmth of its
rays was sensibly felt by the half-frozen
company in the jolly-boat. The coxswain
was the first to remark the goodness of God,
in thus rendering the elements propitious to
them ; and, dropping on his knees, he pro-
" ceeded to offer up a loud, a solemn prayer
to the Almighty, that he would in mercy de-
liver them from their great peril, and send
them relief that day; he then divided
among them the last remains of the biscuit,
advised them all to trust in God and hope
for the best ; to keep a sharp look-out, and
tell him what they saw.

It was not long before several of the
sailors agreed in their report of a sail being
in sight, to the north-west ; and soon it be-
came visible even to landsmen’s eyes! There
was no longer any doubt that there was a
vessel within a few miles of them ; but, un-
less she were making towards them, there

was no hope of .their being picked up by
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her; for they could not now pull at the oars
as they had done, and though they could
plainly see her, they must approach many
miles nearer before they could be visible to
any one on board of her. ~ 'They, however,
exerted what little strength remained to
them ; and after pulling for two hours,
found that she was certamly sailing in such
a direction as gave them hopes of being
very near her before sunset. ~ Their pro-
gress was considerable, and they began to
think it possible that they were seen; as
they had hoisted a white handkerchief on
the end of a pole, and hallooed, and done
every thing to attract attention. But they
were doomed once more to feel the horrors
of despair; for whilst it was yet light
enough for them to discover the movements
of the vessel, they beheld her tack and
leave them far behind her. It is impossible
to describe the feelings of agony and wretch-
edness with which they now saw their last
hopes destroyed : a change of weather,and
a near prospect of being saved was all that
had kept them alive during the day, and
now it seemed that they had only been
mocked with false hopes, which rendered
their present despair tge more bitter. They
had now been three days and three nights
upon the ocean, without shelter or rest, or
food enough to satisfy nature. = The fourth

night now approached, and abandoning them-
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selves to despair, they refused all further
cxertions at the oars, sank into silence, and
courted the sleep of death.  One only in
that little band of sufferers was less to be
pited that night than at any other moment
since the wreck. To Williams death was
welcome, as the means of re-uniting him to
his beloved Pheebe ; and it was only when
deprived of all prospeet of prolonging his
own existence, that he could at all reconcile
the fate of the dear object he had lost.

During the preceding day, when hope
presented a flattering picture of speedy re-
lief, Congo had been much dejected, and
was continually heard to lament that his
dear master was not with him ; but, when
the scene changed to one of deepest gloom,
the affectionate boy was less uneasy, and
drew comfort from the circumstance of Mr.
Stewart’s not being in the jolly-boat. Dar-
ing the night he was less wretched than the
rest, and his thoughts were more for his
master than himself. Itis true, he had had
a larger share of biscuit than any one else,
and he could not so fully realize: the danger
of his situation, as did the more experienced
persons around him.

The mildness of the weather denied the
fate which wisery had invoked; the moon
had set some time before the sun rose, and
the hours passed heavily in darkness and

6
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despair.  We may, however, say with a
modern writer, “ there is not, cannot be, in
the affairs of man, a lot too dark to be illu-
mined by the future.” At the very time
when this little band of hopeless sutferers
considered their prayers unheard, and their
fate unnoticed, they were held in remem-
brance by their heavenly father ; and the
trust they had before shown in his mercy,
was answered by finding themselves, at the
return of daylight, within hail of the vessel
whose near approach they had despaired of ;
they were so close to her, as to be easily
seen by all onboard of her. This very un-
expected deliverance was almost too much
for their exhausted state of mind and body;
it produced such a revulsion of feeling, as
rendered some of them quite childish, and
there was scarcely recollection enough
amongst them to prompt their hoisting a
white handkerchief ; the only means now
possessed of attracting notice, as no one had
strength or spirit left to hail the vessel, or
pull an oar. ~ They were soon observed by
the people on board the Shawrock, and
Captain O’Connor ordering the vessel to be
hove to, hailed the boat, and desired those in
her ‘to pull alongside; but it was not in
their power either to answer or obey the
welcome summons. Captain O’Connor was
wholly at a loss how to interpret this strange
conduct ; he however dispatched a boat,
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with orders to ascertain the nature of their
situation, and to offer them assistance. The
sailors from the Shamrock quickly compre-
hended the extremity to which they found
these sufferers reduced, and with looks of
deep concern, and expressions of kind en-
couragement, they took them immediately
on board their vessel, and long before they
could give any account of themselves, or at-
tempt to express their gratitude, either to
God or man, for this amazing deliverance,
they shared the pity and good offices of all
on board the Shamrock. The captain su-
perintended the administering of food to
them, in order to prevent their empty
stomachs from being overwhelmed, and the
sailors vied with each other in stripping,
rubbing, and clothing their benumbed and
swollen bodies. The instruments of this
great deliverance were almost as much af-
fected by it as those whom they had saved;
and for some time after they were received
on board the Shamrock, there was not a dr

eiye to be seen. Congo having been better
clothed than the rest, and of a more active
and sanguine disposition, had suffered less
both in mind and body, and was now the
first to describe their shipwreck, and re-
count the misery of the subsequent four
nights and three days, which they had spent -
at sca in an open boat; and the tale lost
none of its effect by the simplicity and feel-.
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ing with which “he related it. He dwelt
much on the uncertain fate of the long-boat,
and though all thought it most probable that
she was picked up by the first sail they saw,
his affection for his master made fear pre-
dominate over hope, more than it had ever
done when his own life was in danger.

This anxiety of Congo greatly affected
his spirits, and it required all the kindness
of those around him to soothe and comfort
him. Captain O’Connor liked the boy, and
always flattered him with the hope of find-
ing his master in England ; so, without con-
sidering that in the event of Charles Stew-
art’s being in safety, they might arrive at
very.distant ports, he entertained a vague
hope of meeting him as soon as he should
land.

There was one among the shipwrecked
band now safe on board the Shamrock, who
liad no hopes from the future, no consolation
from the present; poor Williams revived a
little the first few days after they were
picked up, but he soon drooped agam; and
it was remarked that he never spoke an un-
necessary word, and was never seen to smile.
His honest friends, the sailors, who had wit-
nessed the sad event which depressed him,
often tried to rouse and cheer him, but in vain.
He gradually pined away, and died in sight
of land; a victim to his affliction for the
loss of Pheebe! According to his own desire,
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he shared her watery grave: his body was
sewn up in the hammock in which he slept
whilst alive, as is the custom of burial at
sea; and the solemn service appointed for
such occasions was read over it by the cap-
tain, in presence of all on board; ‘the re-
mains of poor Williams were then with
proper decency consigned to the ocean; nor
was there wanting many a friendly tear,
dropped by the spectators, for his untimely
fate.

The Shamrock was bound to Cork, and
arrived there without the occurrence of any
other circumstance worthy of notice.

CHAPTER VIL
DANGEROUS COMPANIONS.

Ox a fine morning in the month of May,
the Shamrock entered the mouth of the
Cork river, and dropped anchor seven miles
below the city, opposite a small town called
Cove, where large vessels are discharged,
as the river is not deep enough to allow of
their going up it to Cork. All on board was
joyous bustle; boats came and went, and all
were busy in giving and ‘receiving intelli-
gence, =l{)rcparing to quit the vessel, or re-

6
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ceiving their friends on board. Even Congo
caught the infection of this cheerful mo-
ment, and gaily lent his puny aid, in furling
the sails and bringing all into order. Though
at every pause he fetit a vague anxiety about
himself, and was overheard asking a stran-
ger if he:had seen his master, he was, as
yet, far from appreciating his really desolate
situation. Comtorting himself with the idea
that he was still too far from the ecity,
where he supposed his master to be, to
hear any tidings of him, he bore with good
humeour the harmless jokes to which his
uestion gave rise. As the day advanced,
,%l:,’}vever, he became uncasy at learning
nothing of his beloved master, whom he had
almost expected to find waiting for him on
the first shore he made ; and when, towards
evening, the hurry and bustle of a first arri-
val had ceased, and the novelty of surround-
mng objects had worn off; when the captain
and all the passengers had left the hip and
the sailors who had suffered with him were
gone on shore, Congo’s spirits forsook him.
¢ was leaning disconsolate over the side
of the vessel, when the mate accosted him,
and ‘inquired what he meant to do with
himself.
“To look for my master, sir,” was Con-
go’s reply.
“Well, then, the sooner you set out the
better, my good fellow, for you have a long
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ciuise before you; and as we begin dis-
charging to-morrow, we shall have no room-
for idlers; so here are a couple of shillings
for you, and you had better go on shore
with the first boat to-morrow morning.”

The mate meant this in kindness, but he
did not sufficiently consider Congo’s forlorn
situation, or his 1gnorance of the world: a
little advice would have been a better gift
than money; but he knew not how much
the boy nceded it, or how wretched his
words rendered him. Though Congo had
no intention of remaining on board the Sham-:
rock, he was hurt at being thus abruptl
sent out of her, and he retired to his cot for
the last time with a heavy heart, and a
vague anxiety about the future. ]

The next morning Congo landed at Cove;
the sailors were fond of him, and, with the
generosity belonging to the Irish character,
each in taking leave of him slipped a ten-
penny or fivepenny bit - into his hand ; they
bade him take care of himself, and get into
no mischief, and strongly recommended his
going to Captain O’Connor’s, and taking
iis advice how to proceed. One of them
repeated to him several times the name of
the street where the captain lived, and the
number of .his house, and Congo promised
to remember it, and to go there if he did
not find his master directly.
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The sailor’s suit, which Congo wore the
night he was wrecked, the great coat which
had saved his life, and the five shillings he
had just received, was all he now possessed
in the world ; and in the singular dress of a
handsome cloth great-coat over a short
blue jacket and trowsers, he began his walk
to the city of Cork. As he followed the
road, which winds beautifully among the
wooded hills that skirt the Cork river, he
cast some glances of affection at the vessel
which had saved him from destruction, had
sheltered him since his wreck, aud was now
the only spot resembling a home, which he
possessed on this side the Atlantic. ~On
H)sing sight of that last familiar object, his
reflections took a very melancholy turn, and
he continued his route in deep meditation
on the sad event, which had separated him
from his master; at last, the idea suggested
itself of how distressed his father would be,
could he see him n his present situation :
he burst into a flood of tears, and seated by
the road-side wept bitterly. Having indulg-
ed this flow of grief a few minutes, he jump-
ed up, and brushing away his tears, exclaim-
cd at bis own folly in weeping there, when
his master was perhaps waiting for him in
Cork. The hope that such was the case
again led him briskly forward. He had
learnt on board the Shamrock, that England
and Ireland were all one kingdom, and that
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had reconciled him to landing in Ireland.
His ignorance of geography made him be-
lieve that all vessels gomg to England ar-
rived in the same port: and foolishly sup-
posing that his master, if alive, must be m
Cork, he advanced cheerfully mto the city,
and passing through the prmcipal streets,
eyed every gentleman whom Ee saw, In
hopes of discovering the one he was in
search of. After some time, he thought of
going to all the taverns, as he called the
hotels and inns, and inquiring there for a
gentleman of the name of Stewart. He
applied in vain at the bar of several inns;
but was at last informed that a gentleman
of that name was above stairs, and asked
what his business was.

“Oh! let me see him! let me go to him!”
exclaimed Congo; “he is my master, my
own dear master!”

At that moment an elderly and stern
looking man was descending the stairs, close
to the part of the bar where Congo was
standing.

“ There he is sure, his ownself!” said the
bar-maid, “an’ if he is the master you are
looking for, I can tell ye he is not worth
the finding;” and pushing Congo towards
the stranger, she repeated, “sure there is
his honour! there is Mr. Stewart!”

Congo’s heart sunk within him; the mo-
ment before it had beaten with the liveliest
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hope of being instantly admitted into the
presence of his beloved master, and the dis-
appointment was indeed severe. With feel-
ings too big for utterance, he left the inn,
and wandered about some time at random.
Having inquired. at all the first-rate houses,
his anxiety induced him to pursue his search
in those of an inferior description. In one
of these, the smell of savoury viands re-
minded him that it was many hours since
be had eaten any thing, and as the evening
was closing in, and he felt himself much
tired and exhausted, he resolved to secure a
a bed and a supper, and defer all further
search till the morrow, when he intended
finding out Captain O’Connor, and asking his
advice. :

Entering a large ill-lighted kitchen, he
addressed himself to a dirty bustling hag,
whose high tone of authority convinced him
she was the mistress, and requested some-
thing to eat, and that a bed mi%ht be allot-
ted him. The mistress eyed him with a
scrutinizing glance, and begged to know if
he was as well able o pay, as to order.

“To be sure I am,” said Congo, with
some indignation: and pulling out all his
money, he convinced the cautious landlady
that she might safely set before him some
of the Irish stew, which she was then sery-
ing up to a party of men seated round a
table in a corner of thc same apartmeni.
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She was about to place Congo and his dish
at a table by himself, when the party just
mentioned very cordially mvited him to a
seat at their board. Warmed and fed, and
encouraged by the cheerfulness of his com-
panions, Congo began to enter into their
conversation, and soon brought upon himself
a string of interrogations, Whicﬁ ended in
his telling them the whole of his adventures
since he left his native country.

Congo was pleased to observe the inter-
est which his tale excited, and bore very
patient]y the sort of cross-questioning inflict-
ed on him by the eldest of the party. As
the story he told was the exact truth, he
had no gifﬁcult / in answering any of these
inquiries; and his ready answers, together
with his artless manner, gained him full be-
lief with an audience not very apt to credit
such narratives. Congo conclutﬂad his his-
toré of himself by saying, he was now come
to Cork to find his master.

“ Not the master that you lost at sea!”
said one of the strangers.

% The very same,” replied Congo ;  they
tell me England and Ireland are all one, and
as my master was bent on coming to Eng-
land, I do not doubt he is here ; for he
would be sure to wait awhile for me before
he travelled inland.”

Poor Congo’s ignorance quite astonished
and puzzled his shrewd companions, from
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whom he had now to learn the mistake
under which he laboured. After many ex-
clamations at the boy’s wrong notions, much
disputing amongst themselves, and many
attempts at explanation, in which all so
eagerly joined, that none were intelligible,
the distressing truth broke upon Congo’s
mind, and he was made to understand, that
in the event of his master’s being alive (on
the probability of which they debated a-
mongst themselves, without any regard to
the feelings of his faithful servant,) it was
impossible to tell in what quarter of the
world he would be found ; and even should
he have been picked up by a British vessel,
it would be very difficult to discover at
which of the numerous ports of England,
Ireland, Scotland, or Wales he might have
arrived. Congo’s officious friends seemed un-
necessarily anxious to convince him of the
hopelessness of his search. The poor boy
felt it in all its force; he could only reply
by his sobs and groans, and piteous exclama-
tions of love and regret for his lost mas-
ter and friend. Overwhelmed with grief,
he could no longer bear the conversation of
his companions, who continued to canvas the
subject so painful to him, and he was about
to withdraw, when they became more at-
tentive to his sufferings, expressed their
sorrow for his desolate condition, and offer-
ed him their friendship and advice.  Then
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lowering their voices, they talked awhile
among themselves; after which the eldest
of the party, familiarly called by them Paddy
O’Leary, addressed Congo, and offered to
supply to him the place of his lost friend;
he endeavoured to convince him he had
better relinquish his hopeless search, and
do for himself where he was. But to this
advice Congo would not even listen ; and
the cunning adviser, fearing that opposition
would but fix the boy’s purpose, soon silen-
ced the noisyipersuasi'ons of his party, and
told Congo, if he were resolved to look
after his master, he would assist him in do-
ing so; and that, in the mean time, he had
better go home with him: for the house
they were in was too expensive for one in
his situation, and not a very safe place for
him neither; promising him board and lodg-
ing at his house, at a cheaper rate than any
where else in Cork : he insisted on paying
for his supper, and taking him home with
him. In Congo’s present distress, the ap-
parent kindness of O’Leary won upon him,
in spite of his rough voice and stern counte-
nance, and he thankfully surrendered him-
self to his guidance and protection.

A miserable dirty garret in a small house,
situated In a filthy dark alley in the worst
part of Cork, was the apartment allotted to
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Congo; and on a heap of dirty materials,
called a bed, the unhappy lad wept himself
to sleep.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE BEGGARS.

Waes Congo awoke the next morning,
be could with difficulty recollect where he
was and what had befallen him; but by de-
grees all the circumstances of his present
wretched condition presented themselves to
his mind, and with a heavy heart, but de-
termined purpose, he rose and dressed him-
self. Guided by the sound of the voices
which he had heard the night before, he
groped his way down a dark staircase ; and
opening a door at the foot of it, found him-
self in a room where eating, drinking, sleep-
ing, and dressing scemed to have been carried
on by a dozen persons at least. Seeing there
two men, whose personal appearance he did
not recognize, he was about to make a hasty
retreat : when a morning salutation from
Paddy O’Leary discovered that person to
him, so disguised in rags and filth, that he
could scarcely be satisfied that it was the
same well-dressed and commanding looking
man with whom he had supped the pre-
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ceding evening. Paddy perceived his aston-
ishment, and exclaiming, “ Och my young-
ster ! sure you don't know Paddy in his
working dress !” he dismissed the person
with whom he had been talking, and invited
Congo to partake of an excellent breakfast
already prepared for him.

During this meal, O’Leary talked with
Congo of his future plans, and finding him
immoveably resclved to pursue his search
after his master, and, in the event of not
finding him, to return to America, he chang-
ed his tone; and with a contemptuous laugh,
and much affected indifference, told the boy
he might do as he pleased, and if he did not
know when he was well off, he had better
pay for what he had had, and set out directly
on his fool’s errand. A little indignant, and at
the same time a little intimdated by his
host’s severe looks, Congo put his hand into
his pocket, determined to release himself
immediately from all obligation to this arbi-
trary adviser. His Pocket was empty ! He
felt in the other: his money was not there!
—He searched every part of his clothes,
but in vain: not a sixpence of his five shil-
lings remained! A suspicion that he was in
bad hands darted across the mind of Congo,
and enabled him to demand in a firm voice
whether his host knew any thing of his
money ?
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% Is it me you mean ?” said O’Leary, with
well counterfeited astonishment : “ sure [
know nothing of it, save and except that 1
saw you tie 1t upin a corner of your eye-
swab last night, and if you have lost your
handkerchiet too, you may be sure it was
borrowed of you by some of the boys that
were doing honour to the new whiskeyshop
round the corner.”

Congo now recollected he had passed
through a mob of half-drunken sailors, on
his way to his present lodgings, and did not
doubt that his pocket had then been picked.
Vexed and distressed to find himself thus
deprived of the means of paying his debts,
he remained a few moments in silent per-
plexity. This was precisely the situation in
which this prince of beggars had success-
fully contrived to place poor Congo. From
the instant he first heard his story, he was
resolved to enlist him in his company of
beggars, or « askers,” as they sty]eg them-
selves; and he had already counted the in-
creased gains which would arise to them
from the compassion which he knew a Ne-
gro boy might easily excite.

The good feeling and high principle dis-
Flayed in Congo’s account of himself, would
have made a less artful and daring charac-
ter than O’Leary despair of cver converting
him into a street beggar : he, however, pro-
mised himself success, by making the boy
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dependent on him, and then working on his
rinciples, his feelings, or his fears. He
Ead purposely led him through the crowd
at the door of the whiskey shop, but it was
his own hand that had picked Congo’s
})ocket, though he now affected concern fqr
iis loss, at the same time assuring him it
might be easily repaired. Congo eagerly
inquired in what manner, and now began
O’Leary’s premeditated attack on Congo’s -
principles and feelings. ;

He represented himself as one who had
been very hardly used by the rich and pow-
erful, and driven by their injustice to a life
of dependence on their bounty ; and invent-
ing, at the moment, such a history of him-
self and his companions as would, he knew,
be the best apology for their mode of life,
he proceeded to justify the practice of ask-
ing, on the grounds of their thus helping the
rich on their way to heaven, and mjuring no
man’s trade ; and he ended his long and art-
ful address, by recommending Congo to try
the business, at least till he had paid his
debts, and had something in his pocket for
his journey.

Congo’s notions of right and wrong were
so far confused by this harangue, that he
began to think it might be right for O’Leary
and his companions to beg; but when he
made the case his own, when urged to join

o ;
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the band, he indignantly rejected the proposal,
saying, “I cannot become a beggar; 1 can’t,
I wor’t do it. I will go to Captain O'Con-
nor, and ask him to pay you for my lodging;
but I can’t become a beg—, an asker like
rou.”

“And I should like to know what’s the
difference between us; if you ask Captain
O’Connor for two shillings, and 1 ask Captain
somebody else for what he will please to
give 2—except indeed that you are much
the boldest beggar of the two.”

Congo looked confused ; and O'Leary, per-
ceiving the advantage he had gained, con-
tinued to urge him. He said he was him-
self distressed for money to pay his rent, or
he would not exact any thing from him;
but, under the circumstances, when he
thought he had shown some kindness to
him, he wondered at his hesitating to do,
what would not only pay his own just debt,
but enable him to serve others: “for I can
put you in a way,” said he, “to make more
in a day than you have lost in a night.”

“Indeed!” said Congo: “1 am not un-
grateful to you, and I would willingly scrve
you, if I could do it honestly.”

“QOch! if you talk of honesty,” replied
O’Leary, “ 1 wonder whether 1t is more
honest to go away in my debt, or to accept
from the rich what they don’t want, and
what they give frecly, to pay me with it ;
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so if you wish to be an honest lad, you'll
take to holding out your hand directly.”

Congo hesitated a moment, and then ex-
claimed, ¢ O, my dear master! what would
you say if you could see poor Congo now !”

“ He would tell you to take the best
means of joining him,” replied the mendi-
cant; “and if you will do as I would have
you, I will engage to find out whether your
master be landed in Ireland or not, and
where you’ll be likely to hear of him.”

“« Will you, indeed 2 said Congo, throw-
ing himself on his knees, and clasping those
of his tempter.

“To be sure I will, and there’s never a
lad in all Ireland has such means of hearing
news as myself; so follow my directions, and
whilst you are working for me, I will be
working for you.”

Congo thanked him, agrced to take his
advice, and give him all his gains. O’Leary
then proceeded to detail to him some of the
principal rules of the company, and required
of him to take an oath to abide by them.
This done, he proposed to him to spend
that day in idleness, and defer till the next
the commencement of his new career; but
Congo, whose chief object was to obtain
sufficient money to release him from all ob-
ligation, begged to make his first essay that
morning. His new master was now in high
good humour, and by making a joke of the
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business, he effected, without the excrcise
of any authority, such alterations in Congo’s
dress, as fitted him for his new employment;
and having exacted from him a solemn oath
not to tell where he had lodged, or in any
way to mention O’Leary or his associates,
he led him forth. -

On their way to the scene of action, he
gave him many instructions ; and having
cautioned him very strongly against telling
too much of his real story, he left him at
the corner of a much frequented street, with
orders to beg within a few yards of that
spot till he came for him, which he would
do about dusk.

It was noon when Congo first took his
station as a’ beggar in the streets of Cork.
The people moved by him in continued suc-
cession, and the hours moved heavily away;
but Congo could not conquer the honest
shame he felt, in that degrading situation,
sufficiently to assume either the voice or
‘manner of a beggar; and no one of the busy
crowd around him suspected him of being
an object of charity. So far from practising
the numerous means of attracting attention,
suggested to him by his able master in the
art, Congo felt ashamed of being seen. If
a second look were directed towards him,
he turned away, and pretended to be occu-
pied. If a scrutinizing eye were bent upon
himn, he shrank from its inquiry; and once
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when a lady kindly asked him what he was
doing there, he with great confusion replied,
that he was waiting for a friend, and thus
made the benevolent inquirer return to her
purse the shilling which she had intended
for him.

Whilst Congo’s better feelings were thus
triumphing over the false reasoning and bad
precepts of O’Leary, he carnestly hoped
some one of his acquaintance would pass
that way. ¢If I could but see some of the
passengers, or Captain O’Connor,” he ex-
claimed, “I would ask their advice ; per-
haps they could tell me some way of paying
my debt, and getting away from this man
without begging for him.” He had scarcely
formed the wish, when he saw Captain O’Con-
nor coming down the street. Iis firstimpulse
was to meet him : hisnext to avoid him. With
a dirty face, and torn garments, and the con-
sciousness of the purpose that had brought
him there, he could not bear to make himself
known to the captain: he therefore darted
across the street, and hiding himself behind
a loaded cart, he lost the best opportunity
of escaping from the bad hands into which
he had unhappily fallen. Captain O’Cobnor
turned down a cross street, and was out of
sight in a moment. Then how bitterly did
Congo lament that he had not summed up
courage enough to address him! «I must
be doing very wrong,” thought Congo, “ or
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I should not be so ashamed of myself. [
will go directly to the captain’s house, and
stay there till {see him, let Paddy O’ Leary
do or say what he will.”

Congo advanced a few paces, and endea-
voured to recollect the address given him
by the sailors of the Shamrock ; but it had
escaped his memory, and ne effort could re-
cal it. He slackened his pace, but not be-
fore he had procecded some distance down
a neighbouring street, and was within view
of the very man who had tempted him to
become what he despised. He could not
but gaze with astonishment and disgust at
the altered appearance of O’Leary. Every
feature was smoothed down into an expres-
sion of mild endurance and humble hope ;
his bent posture and stiffened gait added at
least thirty years to his age, whilst the
tremulous tones of his voice touched the
hearts of all whom he addressed. Having
watched him for some minutes unobserved,
Congo returned to his station, fearful of be-
mg known to have quitted it, but resolved
never to practise the arts of deception he
had just witnessed, and more anxious than
ever to release himself from all dependence
on such a hypocrite. He blamed himself
for having listened to his proposals, or be-
lieved his promises, and he meditated an
immediate escape from him. Many consid-
erations, however opposed themselves to
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this step: his just debt to him for his
board and lodging, and his fear of the power
which this might give O’Leary over his
person, obliged him to give up the idea of
running away then; and to return that night
without having obtained any thing, would
but increase his debt and defer still later the
moment of escape.

Thus every consideration urged him to
scek the means of discharging his debt ;
and as that could now only be obtained by
begging, and the day was far advanced, he
made a desperate effort; and comforting
himself with the idea that he only begged
in order to escape from begging, he Kastened,
whilst his purpose was yet firm, to address
the first person whose appearance was at
all nviting. His choice fel‘J on an old gen-
tleman, who concealed his disinclination to
give under a pretended keenness in discov-
ering imposture ; and though he was never
known to have sought out or relieved a real
object of distress, he always said he reserv-
ed his charity for such persons.

On Congo’s timidly addressing him, he
called him an idle dog, and said he had no
money to throw away on such as would not
help themselves. Congo followed, to assure
him he was most anxious to help himself, if
he could. “Och, so you all say,” the old
gentleman replied, “but I am too keen to
be caught by your stories; so be easy now,
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and let me alone, or I'll give you a warm
jacket with this stick.”

Congo needed not such a threat, he was
completely repulsed ; and, throwing himself
down on the steps of a house, he burst into
a flood of tears. In this unstudied attitude
he soon attracted attention: and of the
many who idly wondered what ailed him,
some gazed a moment and then passed on,
and a few stopped to inquire into his case.
One lady and gentleman, in particular, in-
sisted on his drying his eyes, and t