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     Oh, dream not helm or harness




    The sign of valor true;




    Peace hath higher tests of manhood




    Than battle ever knew.




    - John G. Whittier
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    James Baldwin (1841 - 1925)




    According to his biography in the Junior Book of Authors (1951), Baldwin, a native of Indiana and largely self-educated, began teaching at the age of 24. After several years he became superintendent of the graded schools in Indiana, a post he held for 18 years. The last 37 years of his life he worked with publishers, first with Harper and Brothers and later with the American Book Company. In addition to editing school books, he started writing books of his own. After the publication in 1882 of The Story of Siegfried, he went on to write more than 50 others. 




    His influence was widely felt because at one time it was estimated that of all the school books in use in the United States, over half had been written or edited by him. Unfortunately, his works are much less widely known today. So far as known, only some of his books are in print and published today.
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FOREWORD
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    DANIEL DEFOE




    IN the year 1719 an Englishman whose name was Daniel Defoe wrote a very long story, which he called "The Life and Surprising Adventures of Robinson Crusoe." His story was not designed for children, and therefore it contained a great deal of hard reading. There was much in it, however, that was interesting to young people, and from that day to this, the marvelous tale of Robinson Crusoe has been a favorite with boys as well as men. I have rewritten the story in words easy for every child, and have shortened it by leaving out all the dull parts.




     




     


  




  

     
I WISH TO BE A SAILOR





    MY name is Robinson Crusoe. I was born in the old city of York, where there is a broad river, with ships coming and going.




    When I was a little boy, I spent much of my time looking at the river.




    How pleasant was the quiet stream, flowing, always flowing, toward the far-away sea!
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    I liked to watch the ships as they came in with their white sails spread to the wind.




    I liked to think of the strange lands which they must have visited, and of the many wonderful things they must have passed.




    I wished to be a sailor. I thought how grand it must be to sail and sail on the wide blue sea, with the sky above and the waves beneath. Nothing could be pleasanter.




    My father wanted me to learn a trade. But I could not bear the thought of it. I could not bear the thought of working every day in a dusty shop.




    I did not wish to stay in York all my life. I wanted to see the world. I would be a sailor and nothing else.




    My mother was very sad when I told her.




    A sailor's life, she said, was a hard life. There were many storms at sea, and ships were often wrecked.




    She told me, too, that there were great fishes in the sea, and that they would eat me up if I fell into the water.




    Then she gave me a cake, and kissed me. "How much safer it is to be at home!" she said.




    But I would not listen to her. My mind was made up, and a sailor I would be.




    When I was eighteen years old, I left my pleasant home and went to sea.




     




     


  




  

     
I MAKE MY FIRST VOYAGE





    I SOON found that my mother's words were true. A sailor's life is indeed a hard life.
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    There was no time for play on board of our ship. Even in the fairest weather there was much work to be done.




    On the very first night the wind began to blow. The waves rolled high. The ship was tossed this way and that. Never had I seen such a storm.




    All night long the wind blew. I was so badly frightened that I did not know what to do. I thought the ship would surely go to the bottom.




    Then I remembered my pleasant home and the words of my kind mother.




    "If I live to reach dry land," I said to myself, "I will give up this thought of being a sailor. I will go home and stay with my father and mother. I will never set my foot in another ship."




    Day came. The storm was worse than before. I felt sure that we were lost. But toward evening the sky began to clear. The wind died away. The waves went down. The storm was over.




    The next morning the sun rose bright and warm upon a smooth sea. It was a beautiful sight.




    As I stood looking out over the wide water, the first mate came up. He was a kind man, and always friendly to me.




    "Well, Bob," he said, "how do you like it? Were you frightened by that little gale?"




    "I hope you don't call it a little gale," I said. "Indeed it was a terrible storm."




    The mate laughed.




    "Do you call that a storm?" he asked. "Why, it was nothing at all. You are only a fresh-water sailor, Bob. Wait till we have a real storm."




    And so I soon forgot my fears.




    Little by little, I gave up all thoughts of going home again. "A sailor's life for me," I said.




    My first voyage was not a long one.




    I visited no new lands, for the ship went only to London. But the things which I saw in that great city seemed very wonderful to me.




    Nothing would satisfy me but to make a long voyage. I wished to see the whole world.




     




     


  




  

     
I SEE MUCH OF THE WORLD





    IT was easy to find a ship to my liking; for all kinds of trading vessels go out from London to every country that is known.




    One day I met an old sea captain who had been often to the coast of Africa. He was pleased with my talk.




    "If you want to see the world," he said, "you must sail with me." And then he told me that he was going again to Africa, to trade with the black people there. He would carry out a load of cheap trinkets to exchange for gold dust and feathers and other rare and curious things.




    I was very glad to go with him. I would see strange lands and savage people. I would have many a stirring adventure.




    Before ten days had passed, we were out on the great ocean. Our ship was headed toward the south.




    The captain was very kind to me. He taught me much that every sailor ought to know. He showed me how to steer and manage the vessel. He told me about the tides and the compass and how to reckon the ship's course.




    The voyage was a pleasant one, and I saw more wonderful things than I can name.




    When, at last, we sailed back to London, we had gold enough to make a poor man rich.




    I had nearly six pounds of the yellow dust for my own share.




    I had learned to be a trader as well as a sailor.




    It would take too long to tell you of all my voyages. Some of them were happy and successful; but the most were unpleasant and full of disappointment.




    Sometimes I went to Africa, sometimes to the new land of South America. But wherever I sailed I found the life of a sailor by no means easy.




    I did not care so much now to see strange sights and visit unknown shores.




    I cared more for the money or goods that I would get by trading.




    At last a sudden end was put to all my sailing. And it is of this that I will now tell you.




     




     


  




  

     
I UNDERTAKE A NEW VENTURE





    I HAD grown very tired of being a sailor. I was so tired of it that I made up my mind to try something else.
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    It happened that I was then in Brazil. I bought some land there and began to open a plantation. The ground was rich, and it would be easy to raise tobacco and sugar cane.




    But I needed many things. I must have plows and hoes and a sugar mill. Above all I must have men to do the work on the plantation.




    But neither men nor tools could I get in Brazil.




    I sent to London for the tools. I tried to buy some slaves of the planters near me, but they had not enough for themselves.




    "We will tell you what to do," they said. "We will fit out a trading vessel for Africa. We will put aboard of it everything that you need. As for your part, you shall be the manager of the business; and you shall do the trading for us. You need not put in a penny of your own."




    "But how is that going to help me?" I asked.




    "Listen, and we will tell you," they said. "With the goods which we send, you will buy as man black slaves as the ship will hold. You will bring them here, and we will divide them equally. You shall share with us, just as though you had paid the money."




    The plan pleased me very much. I figured that each one of us would have thirty or forty slaves.




    It was very foolish of me to go to sea again; but the offer was so good that I could not say No.




    The ship was soon fitted out for the voyage. Her load was not very heavy. But there were plenty of goods such as were most fit for trade.




    There were boxes of red and blue beads, of bits of glass, and of other trinkets. There were also knives and hatchets and little looking-glasses. We reckoned that each one of these would buy a slave.




    The ship was to carry fourteen men besides the captain and myself. She was as fine a little vessel as ever sailed from the coast of Brazil.




     




     


  




  

     
I AM SHIPWRECKED





    AT length all things were ready for the voyage, and I went on board the ship.
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    It was just eight years to the day since I had left my father and mother and my pleasant home in good old York.




    I felt that I was doing a foolish thing; but I did not dare to say so.




    The wind was fair. The sails were spread. Soon we were out to sea.




    For several days the weather was fine. The ship sped swiftly on her way, and every one was happy and hopeful.




    Then a great storm came up from the southeast. I had seen many a fierce storm, but never one so terrible as this.




    We could do nothing but let the ship drive before the wind. Day after day we were tossed by the waves; and day after day we expected the ship to go down.




    The storm grew fiercer and fiercer. The men gave themselves up as lost.




    But on the twelfth day the wind went down. The waves were not so strong. We began to hope for our lives.




    Early the next morning a sailor cried out, "Land! land!"




    I ran out of the cabin to look. But at that very moment the ship struck upon a great bank of sand over which the fierce sea was rolling.




    She stopped short. She could not move. The great waves dashed over her deck. All of us would have been washed overboard if we had not hurried back to the cabin.




    "What shall we do?" cried the men.




    "We can do nothing," said the captain. "Our voyage is at an end, and there is no longer any hope for our lives. We can only wait for the ship to break in pieces."




    "Yes, there is one chance for our lives." cried the mate "Follow me!"




    In the lull of the storm we rushed again to the deck. One of our boats was still there.




    We slung her over the ship's side. We jumped aboard of her. We cut her loose, and floated away upon the wild sea.




    No boat could live in such a sea as that. But we saw land ahead of us; and perhaps some of us might be cast alive upon the beach.




    This was our only hope.




    The raging waves carried us nearer and nearer to the shore.




    We could see the breakers dashing upon the great rocks. The land looked more frightful than the sea.




    Then all at once, a huge wave overset the boat. We had no time to speak or think. We were thrown out into the raging sea. We were swallowed up by the waves.




     




     


  




  

     
I AM CAST UPON A STRANGE SHORE





    THE next thing I knew I was lying on the beach and the breakers were rolling over me.
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    Some wave, kinder than others, must have carried me there.




    I got upon my feet and ran as fast as I could.




    I saw another wave coming after me. It was high as a hill.




    I held my breath and waited. In a moment the wave was upon me. I could feel myself carried farther and farther toward the dry land.




    The water covered me. But I held my breath and tried to swim.




    The wave became smaller and weaker as it rolled farther and farther up the long beach.




    At last I could keep my head and shoulders above water. I could breathe again.




    I felt the ground under my feet. I struck out with all my might for the dry land.




    But now the water was rushing back from the shore. I feared lest I should be carried out to sea again.




    I swam, I ran. I held on to the rocks. Then another great wave came and lifted me high upon the shore.




    In another moment I was safe on dry land.




    I was worn out with the hard struggle, I lay down upon the green grass. I looked up at the sky and thanked God that I was alive and safe.
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