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CHAPTER I.
SIGHTS AT SEA
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It was a lovely morning towards the end of April, and the
blue waves of the Atlantic Ocean danced merrily in the
bright sunlight, as the good ship Columbia, with all her
canvass spread, scudded swiftly before the fresh breeze.
She was on her way to the great western world, and on her
deck stood many pale-faced emigrants, whom the mild
pleasant day had brought up from their close dark berths,
and who cast mournful looks in the direction of the land
they had left a thousand miles behind them.

But though fathers and mothers were sad, not so the
children—the ship's motion was so steady that they were
able to run and play about almost as well as on land; and
the sails, filled full by the favorable wind, needed so little
change that the second mate, whose turn it was to keep
watch, permitted many a scamper, and even a game at
hide-and-seek among the coils of cable, and under the folds
of the great sail, which some of the crew were mending on
the deck. Tom and Annie Lee, however, stood quietly by the
bulwarks, holding fast on, as they had promised their
mother that they would, and though longing to join in the
fun, they tried to amuse themselves with watching the
foaming waves the swift vessel left behind, and the
awkward porpoises which seemed to be rolling themselves
with delight in the sunny waters.

"For shame, Tom," said his more patient sister, "you know
what mother means? Suppose you should fall overboard!"



"I should be downright glad, | can tell you! I'd have a
good swim before they pulled me out—aye, and a ride on
one of those broad-backed black gentlemen tumbling about
yonder!"

"Oh, Tom!" sighed the gentle little girl, quite shocked at
her brother's bold words, and she turned from him to watch
for her father. To her great content, his head presently
appeared above the hatchway.

"You look very dull, Tom," said he as he joined them;
"what are you thinking of?"

"Why, father," replied Tom, "l don't want to be standing
about, holding on always, like a baby. | wish mother wouldn't
be so afraid of me. She won't let me run up the rigging, or
do anything | like."

"You mean she will not let you break your neck, foolish
boy. You know well, Tom, your mother refuses you no
reasonable amusement. Hey, look there!" As Mr. Lee spoke,
a dozen or so of flying fishes rose from the sea, and fell
again within a yard of the ship's side. As the sun shone on
their wet glittering scales, you might have fancied them the
broken bits of a rainbow. Annie clapped her hands and
screamed with delight, and even Tom's sulky face
brightened.

"Why, father," cried he, "I never knew before that there
were fishes with wings!"
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"These have not exactly wings, though they resemble
them," answered Mr. Lee, "but long fins, with which they
raise themselves from the water, when too closely pursued
by their enemies. But | came to call you to dinner—your
mother is waiting. Should it be pleasant to-night, we will
bring her on deck, when George and Willie are in bed, and
show her the sights."

"What sights, what sights?" cried both the children at
once, but their father was already on the ladder, and did not
reply.

The night was mild and clear, and the bright full moon

shone high in the heavens, when the little Lees came up
again with their father and mother. Tom was no longer the



discontented grumbling boy he seemed in the morning, for
though he often spoke thoughtlessly, and murmured
sometimes at his parents' commands, he knew in his heart
that all they wished was for his good, and soon returned to
his duty, and recovered his temper. He was just turned
twelve, and considered himself the man of the family in his
father's absence, often frightening poor Annie, who was a
year younger, and of a quiet, timid disposition, by his
declarations of what he "wouldn't mind doing." Little
George, who was seven, admired and respected him
exceedingly.

"I promised to show you some sights, this evening," said
Mr. Lee, as they walked slowly up and down the deck, "and
is not this ship bounding over the heaving ocean, with its
white sails spread, and its tall masts bending to the wind, a
most striking one? Is it not a great specimen of man's skill
and power? And look above at that starry sky, and that
bright lamp of night which shines so softly down on us—Ilook
at the dashing waters, whose white crested waves sparkle
as they break against our vessel—are they not wonderful in
their beauty?"

"They are indeed beautiful," replied his wife, "and man's
work shrinks into nothing when compared with them! And
how fully the sense of our weakness comes upon us while
thus tossing about upon the broad sea. What a consolation
it is to remember, that He who neither slumbereth nor
sleepeth, protects us ever."

"Father," cried Annie, after a short silence, "I do not
understand at all how the captain finds out the way to
America. It is so many miles from any other land! Tom
knows all about it, but he says he can't exactly explain."

"Come, come, Tom," said his father, "try; nothing can be
done without a trial; tell us now what you know on the



subject."

"Well, father," answered Tom, "the man at the wheel has
a compass before him, and he looks at that, and so knows
how to point the ship's head. As America is in the west, he
keeps it pointed to the west."

"Quite right, so far," said his father, "but tell us what a
compass is."

"Oh! a compass is a round box, and the bottom is marked
with four great points, called North, South, East, and West;
then smaller points between them; and in the middle is a
long needle, balanced, so that it turns round very easily,
and as this needle always points to the North, we can easily
find the South, and East, and West."

"But, father," cried Annie, "why does that needle always
point to the North? my needle only points the way | make it
when | sew."

"Your needle, dear Annie, has never been touched by the
wonderful stone! You must know that some few hundred
years ago, people discovered that a mineral called the
loadstone, found in iron mines, had the quality of always
pointing to the North, and they found, too, that any iron
rubbed with it would possess the same quality. The needle
Tom tells us of has undergone this operation. Before the
invention of the compass, it was only by watching the stars
that sailors could direct their course by night. Their chief
guide was one which always points towards the North pole,
and is therefore called the Pole star. But on a cloudy night,
and in stormy weather, when they could not read their
course in the sky, think what danger they were in! Such a
voyage as ours, they could never have ventured on."

"Listen!" cried Mrs. Lee, "do you know, | fancy | hear the
twittering of birds."



"Yes, ma'am, and no mistake," said the mate, who was
pacing the deck, near them, wrapped up in a great
dreadnaught coat, and occasionally stopping to look up at
the sails, or at the compass, or over the ship's side; "Mother
Carey's chickens are out in good numbers to-night."

"Are they not a sign of rather rough weather, Mr. James?"
asked Mr. Lee.

"Why, so some say, sir; but | have heard them night after
night in as smooth a sea and light a wind as you would wish
for."

"What a funny name they have," said Annie. "I wonder it
they are pretty."

"Can we catch them?" asked Tom, eagerly.

"I have caught them," said Mr. James, "but it was many
years ago, and perhaps they have grown wiser; but we can
try if you like. Only remember, no killing; we sailors think it
very unlucky!"

"It would be very cruel, because very useless," said
Mrs. Lee; "but are they not also called Stormy Petrels?"

"Yes, ma'am, in books, | believe; but come, Tom, fetch
some good strong cotton, such as your mother sews with,
and | will show you how to catch some of Old Mother Carey's
brood."

Off ran Tom, and soon returned with a reel from Annie's
work-box; Mr. James fastened together at one end a number
of very long needlefulls, which he tied to the stern of the
vessel, where they were blown about by the wind in all
directions. Tom and Annie were very curious to know how
these flying strands could possibly catch birds, but their
father and mother could not explain, and Mr. James seemed
determined to keep the secret. So they had no alternative



but to await the event. As they leaned over the stern to
fasten their threads, they were surprised to see the frothy
waves which the vessel left behind shine with a bright clear
light, and yet the moon cast the great black shadow of the
ship over that part of the sea. Their astonishment was
increased, when their father told them that this luminous
appearance was produced by a countless number of insects,
whose bodies gave forth the same kind of lustre as that of
the glow-worm, and Mr. James assured them that he had
seen the whole surface of the ocean, as far as the eye could
reach, glittering with this beautiful light.

"And now, children," said Mrs. Lee, "l think it is bed-time—
say good night to Mr. James."

"And kiss father!" cried Annie, as she jumped at his neck,
and was caught in his ever-ready arms.

The children were beginning to doubt Mr. James's power
of catching Stormy Petrels, when early one morning, as they
were dressing, they heard the three knocks he always gave
on the deck when he wanted to show them something. They
hurried up, and to their delight found him-untwisting the
cotton strands from the wings of a brownish-black bird,
which had entangled itself in them during the night.

"Oh! what a funny little thing!" cried Annie; "what black
eyes! and what black legs it has!"

"Is that one of Mother Carey's chickens?" asked Tom; "I
thought they were much larger."

"Yes," replied Mr. James, "this is one of the old lady's
fowls, and a fine one, too; her's are the smallest web-footed
birds known. Just feel how plump it is—almost fat enough for
a lamp."

"For a lamp!" cried Tom. "What do you mean, Mr. James?"



"Just what | say. Master Tom. | once touched at the Faroe
Islands, and saw Petrels often used as lamps there. The
people draw a wick through their bodies, which is lighted at
the mouth; they are then fixed upright, and burn
beautifully."

"How curious they must look!" said Annie.

"Rather so; but now watch this one running on the deck; it
can't fly unless we help it by a little toss up such as the
waves would give it."

The odd-looking little thing, whose eyes, beak, and legs
were as black and bright as jet, ran nimbly but awkwardly
up and down, to the great amusement of the children. Annie
made haste to fetch her mother and father, George, and
even Willie, who laughed and clapped his hands, and cried,
"Pretty, pretty!" At length Mr. James thought the stranger
had shown himself quite long enough, so taking it up, he
threw it into the air, and it disappeared over the ship's side.
Every one ran to get a look at it on its restless home, but in
vain—it could be seen nowhere.

Mrs. Lee, however, was surprised by the color of the
water in which they were then sailing; it was of a beautiful
blue, instead of the dark, almost black hue it had hitherto
appeared: immense quantities of sea-weed were also
floating in it. Mr. James informed her that this water was
called the Gulf Stream; a great current flowing from the Gulf
of Mexico northwards along the coast of America. "In the
sea-weed," added he, "are many kinds of animals and
insects; | will try what | can find for Georgy." So saying, he
seized a boat-hook, and soon succeeded in hauling up a
great piece, from which he picked a crab not much bigger
than a good-sized spider. Georgy nursed it very tenderly
until he went to bed, and, even then, could with difficulty be
persuaded to part with it till morning.



A few days after this, a cry of "Land!" was heard from the
mast-head, and when just before tea the Lee family came
on deck it was to watch the sun set amid clouds of purple
and gold, behind the still distant but distinctly seen shores
of the land which was to be their future home. By the same
hour on the following day, the good ship Columbia had
borne them safely across the deep, and was anchored in the
beautiful bay of New York.
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Mr. Lee was a religious, kind-hearted, sensible man, and
his wife as truly estimable as himself. They both loved their
children dearly, and were unceasing in their efforts to
secure their happiness and prosperity. Still it is possible they
would never have thought of seeking fortune in the wild
back-woods of the United States, had it not been for the
repeated entreaties of Mrs. Lee's only brother, John Gale, an
industrious, enterprising young man, who had gone there
some four years before this tale commences. John soon
perceived that all his brother-in-law's exertions in England
would never enable him to provide as well for his children,
nor for the old age of himself and wife, as he could in
America. Privations at the outset, and very hard work, would
have, it is true, to be endured; but John believed him and his
wife to be endowed with courage and patience to sustain
any trial. He therefore spared no pains to prevail on them to
cross the Atlantic, and settle on some small farm in one of
the western States. He promised his help until they felt able
to do without him, if they would only come. After some
hesitation and deliberation, Mr. Lee determined to follow
John's advice. He therefore gave up his situation as foreman
in a large furniture manufactory in London, sold off all his
household goods, and only adding somewhat to the family
stock of clothes, which are cheaper in England than any
where else, he left his native country for the strangers' land,
with but a hundred pounds in his pocket; but with a stout
heart, a willing hand, and a firm reliance on the never-failing
protection of Divine Providence.



