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The Chronicles of Pirates 'Äì The Truth Behind the Legends: Complete History of Piracy & Biographies of the Most Famous Buccaneers is a compendium that plunges into the tumultuous seas of piracy, unraveling the myth from the reality. This anthology skillfully weaves together nine distinct works that explore the allure, chaos, and brutality of piracy. The collection captures a wide array of literary styles, from adventurous narratives and historical accounts to analytical commentaries, offering a panoramic view of pirate lore and legacy. Each piece shines a light on the shadowy figures who roamed the seas, crafting tales that captivate both the informed historian and the casual reader. The anthology redeems notorious characters from mere myth, portraying them as complex individuals within historical contexts. The contributing authors, a stellar consortium of historians and storytellers, bring a wealth of diverse experiences and perspectives to this volume. Figures like Daniel Defoe and Howard Pyle offer timeless narratives that unveil the socio-political currents driving the Golden Age of Piracy. By including voices such as Ralph D. Paine and Charles Ellms, the collection aligns with both Romantic and Enlightenment-era interpretations of piracy, creating a literary mosaic that spans centuries and genres. Together, these authors enrich our understanding of piracy as more than criminal escapism, framing it as a social phenomenon that transcended national boundaries. For readers with a thirst for adventure and historical insight, The Chronicles of Pirates offers an unparalleled journey through the high seas of time. This anthology invites readers to explore the multifaceted narratives of piracy, from visceral stories of swashbuckling exploits to deeper examinations of pirate culture and its enduring legacy. It affords a rare opportunity to engage with a multitude of perspectives in one immersive volume, acting as both an educational odyssey and a provocation for further exploration. This collection is an essential read for those eager to navigate the waters of history with both curiosity and skepticism, teasing apart the threads of legend to reveal the fabric of truth beneath.
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In the evocative anthology *Stories of New York*, the urban landscape of the iconic city is explored through a tapestry of narratives that encapsulate its dynamic essence. This collection offers a varied palette of literary styles, ranging from poignant realism to imaginative fiction, capturing the vibrancy and complexity of New York. The anthology stands as a testament to the diversity of experiences that the city harbors, weaving together pieces that highlight the multifaceted identity of New York—from its bustling streets to the intimate lives of its inhabitants. The contributing authors, including Annie Eliot Trumbull, George A. Hibbard, Bliss Perry, Edith Wharton, and John Seymour Wood, bring a rich historical and cultural context to the collection, drawing from late 19th to early 20th-century literary traditions. Each writer offers a unique lens on the city, reflecting and contributing to movements such as realism and modernism, and infusing their narratives with personal insight and broader social commentary. Their collective voices enrich the anthology, painting a comprehensive portrait of New York as not just a place, but an emblem of broader societal transformations and diverse human experiences. For readers seeking an insightful journey through the Big Apple's myriad stories, *Stories of New York* provides a compelling exploration of a metropolis that has long fascinated storytellers. This anthology affords a singular opportunity to traverse the city's myriad narratives, each contributing a valuable perspective on its multifarious nature. It invites readers to engage with its pages for both their educational depth and the rich dialogue they foster, presenting a multifaceted exploration of one of the world's most iconic cities.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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    A solitary human confronts the indifferent sea and an untouched shore, forced to remake a world from almost nothing. At heart, this narrative traces the drama of survival and self-invention, where scarcity sharpens attention and habit becomes salvation. The novel studies how a person learns the grain of place—wind and weather, tides and terrain—while wrestling with conscience and fear. It turns the ordinary acts of building, counting, planting, and planning into scenes of discovery. In this austere classroom of necessity, the body’s labor and the mind’s reckonings meet, and a life is measured not by society’s clocks but by sun, season, and resolve.

Robinson Crusoe is widely regarded as a classic because it helped establish the novel as a dominant literary form. Its striking realism, patient attention to daily process, and persuasive first-person voice showed how fiction could mimic the texture of lived experience. Generations of readers recognized themselves in its hopes and anxieties, while writers learned from its methods of pacing, observation, and interior reflection. The book’s synthesis of adventure, spiritual introspection, and practical know-how broadened the horizons of prose narrative. Its influence spread across languages and centuries, proving that a story anchored in particulars can speak powerfully to universal questions of risk, endurance, and meaning.

The novel’s legacy includes a vast family of tales often called robinsonades—stories of castaways, improvised shelters, and hard-won sustenance that test the limits of human adaptability. Educators and moralists long praised its lessons in perseverance and resourcefulness, while later authors reimagined its premise to probe freedom, authority, and culture. Its basic scene—a human alone with tools, time, and a landscape—reappears in children’s literature, philosophical treatises, and modern films about isolation and return. By offering a template at once simple and elastic, Defoe’s narrative seeded an enduring plot engine that subsequent creators have modified to explore changing views of technology, nature, society, and the self.

The Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe was written by Daniel Defoe, an English author active in the early eighteenth century. First published in 1719, the book appeared in London at a time when travel narratives and reports of distant voyages captivated readers. It is presented as the life account of a mariner who suffers shipwreck and must survive far from familiar shores. The 1808 edition reflects the work’s uninterrupted circulation and the breadth of its audience well into the nineteenth century. Situated between journalism and fiction, the narrative uses the authority of a personal memoir to lend immediacy and credibility to its events.

The story’s premise is simple and arresting: a restless traveler goes to sea, endures catastrophe, and finds himself stranded on a remote island. With scant resources and uncertain prospects, he salvages what he can, surveys the terrain, and begins the long labor of making shelter, securing food, and establishing order. He keeps records, marks time, and subjects each new challenge to experiment and calculation. Alongside these practical efforts, he undertakes a steady inward reckoning, assessing fortune, fear, gratitude, and obligation. The narrative builds from this dual effort—hands at work, mind in dialogue with circumstance—into a sustained portrait of ingenuity under pressure.

Defoe’s narrative invites readers to experience instruction and delight together. It offers lively incident and concrete detail while opening space for meditation on chance and providence, enterprise and conscience. The book’s method turns daily tasks into moral and intellectual inquiry: inventory becomes self-examination, and planning for winter becomes a study in prudence. Without prescribing dogma, the voice weighs risk and reward, discipline and desire. This balance of action and reflection suggests a purpose larger than entertainment alone: to examine how character is formed through repeated choices, how fear can be trained into foresight, and how the ordinary, rightly attended to, becomes a theater of meaning.

Much of the novel’s power lies in its style. Defoe writes in a plain, exact manner, favoring sequence, lists, and measured description. The result feels like a logbook of survival, where small increments accumulate into suspense and satisfaction. Tools are named, steps are counted, and time is tracked with care. This procedural clarity generates credibility and draws the reader into the work of problem-solving. The voice is at once practical and speculative, eager to test an idea and inclined to reflect on its implications. Such technique grounds the extraordinary in the everyday, allowing the island to become both material environment and moral laboratory.

The book also bears the imprint of its historical moment, when maritime commerce, exploration, and empire were reshaping the world. It imagines distant coasts and unknown passages through the lens of trade, settlement, and resource extraction, reflecting an age confident in human mastery yet dependent on nature’s terms. Readers today may find in these pages both the energy of invention and the tensions of possession, property, and power. The narrative’s focus on labor and ownership raises questions that continue to animate debate, including how survival, profit, and stewardship intersect, and how stories of discovery can illuminate, and complicate, the ethics of encounter.

From the outset, Robinson Crusoe found an enthusiastic readership. It was quickly reprinted, translated, and adapted, joining schoolrooms and private libraries and circulating far beyond Britain. Critics have read it as a milestone in the rise of the English novel and as a touchstone for discussions about narrative realism. Its staying power owes as much to its craft as to its archetypal situation: it offers a gripping first read and bears rereading, yielding new layers with changing times. The existence of numerous eighteenth- and nineteenth-century editions, including this early nineteenth-century text, attests to a long, varied life in print.

To approach the book today is to enter a story that rewards different kinds of attention. It satisfies the appetite for adventure, yet it also invites a slower pleasure in process—the patient accumulation of skills, the rhythm of seasons, the stubborn hope invested in a garden or a wall. The sensory world is vivid without ornament: the feel of rough timber, the shock of a storm, the hush after danger. Moments of calm punctuate crises, and planning becomes a form of suspense. The narrative’s steadiness makes triumphs believable and setbacks instructive, keeping the reader close to the grain of experience.

Its relevance for contemporary audiences is clear. In an era concerned with resilience, sustainability, and the ethics of resource use, the novel models how attention, thrift, and iterative learning can sustain a life under stress. In a hyperconnected world, it also speaks to solitude—both its burdens and its clarifying force. Readers attuned to cultural history can engage the book as a lens on early modern global entanglements, while makers and problem-solvers relish its spirit of hands-on experiment. It remains engaging because it combines narrative drive with reflective depth, enabling each generation to test its own questions against a durable plot.

What follows is a tale of survival and self-fashioning, of work made meaningful by necessity and of thought tempered by exposure to wind and time. It joins practical knowledge to moral inquiry, setting an individual’s will and wits against contingency. Its themes—perseverance, ingenuity, accountability, faith, and the making of order from chaos—continue to resonate. As a foundational work of fiction, it shaped literary history; as a human story, it still feels immediate. Whether read for its procedures or its parable, Robinson Crusoe retains a rare capacity to entertain and to provoke, offering new bearings to readers navigating their own uncertain seas.
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    Robinson Crusoe opens with an English youth from York who longs for the sea despite his family’s wishes for a steadier life. Narrated in the first person, the story follows his determination to pursue maritime ventures as a path to fortune and experience. Early reflections frame his decisions in practical terms—opportunity, risk, and the pull of adventure—while hinting at lessons learned through hardship. The narrative promises an account of travel, trade, and unexpected trials that will test judgment and stamina. From the start, the tone is factual and methodical, establishing a record of choices and consequences that guide what follows.

He embarks on initial voyages that reveal both the perils of the sea and his aptitude for navigation and trade. A severe storm nearly ends his career before it begins, but subsequent travel to the coast of Africa offers profits and confidence. Captured by pirates near Sallee, he experiences captivity and calculates a careful escape by boat along the coast, aided by a companion. A Portuguese ship takes him aboard, and he reaches Brazil, where practical-minded observation and steady work earn him footing in a new land. These episodes present a steady progression from hazard to opportunity, shaped by discipline and chance.

In Brazil, Crusoe becomes a planter, applying patient labor and method to build a modest estate. Seeking expansion, he joins a trading voyage aimed at procuring labor for plantations, a decision portrayed with commercial detail rather than sentiment. The ship is wrecked in a violent storm off a desolate island, and he alone reaches shore alive. The narrative turns from commerce to survival, replacing ledgers with inventories of tools, provisions, and tasks. He systematically salvages supplies from the stranded ship, recording food, arms, and materials that might sustain him, and begins planning for shelter, safety, and long-term subsistence.

Crusoe establishes a fortified dwelling on higher ground, mindful of weather, visibility, and defense. Using planks, canvas, and nails recovered from the wreck, he builds barriers and storage, then experiments with agriculture. He learns to bake bread, fire earthenware, and preserve meat, documenting processes step by step. Daily entries mark rainfall, harvests, and repairs, converting uncertainty into routines. Exploration of the island yields fresh water, fruits, and goats, which he domesticates to secure milk and meat. The account highlights patience and iterative problem-solving, depicting survival as a series of practical experiments rather than feats of sudden inspiration.

Illness forces a pause in his labors and brings introspective passages in which he measures setbacks against recoveries. He adopts a schedule for work, rest, and reflection, noting how planning reduces risk. Attempts to craft a canoe demonstrate both ambition and miscalculation; the vessel proves too heavy to move, underscoring the cost of acting without full foresight. Over the years, he refines tools, improves his dwellings, and keeps careful calendars to track time’s passage. The island becomes a managed environment, with fields, fences, and stored grain, described through clear procedures that show learning built on repeated trials.

A single footprint in the sand interrupts this orderly existence, introducing uncertainty about the island’s solitude. Further signs suggest occasional landings by visitors engaged in rites that he observes from concealment. In response, he increases fortifications, conceals pathways, and adds hidden storage, treating security as another problem to be solved. The narrative balances vigilance with patience, emphasizing observation before action. He avoids unnecessary risk, gathers information, and prepares tools and strategies for a range of contingencies. The tone remains practical and restrained, showing fear translated into plans, and plans into structures meant to withstand sudden, unpredictable threats.

An attack on the shore presents him with a chance to intervene, and he rescues a captive who becomes his companion, named Friday. Communication begins with simple words and gestures, gradually expanding to shared tasks and mutual instruction. Crusoe teaches farming methods, tool use, and hunting techniques; Friday provides knowledge of regional peoples and routes. Their cooperation increases productivity and security, transforming solitary routines into collaborative work. The book describes these changes in procedural detail, noting how division of labor accelerates improvements. The partnership also broadens horizons, raising the possibility of travel beyond the island under safer conditions.

Further encounters bring new challenges and decisions. Visitors arrive unexpectedly by sea, including groups whose purposes range from ritual to commerce and others whose loyalties are divided. Situations on the beach and at the harbor require careful negotiation, defensive planning, and rapid construction or repair of equipment. Narration focuses on logistics—positions, supplies, signals, and timing—while hinting at broader ramifications for freedom and responsibility. Opportunities emerge that might alter their situation decisively, yet the account avoids haste, tracing each step from reconnaissance to action. The progression maintains suspense without departing from the methodical, practical framework that defines the story.

Throughout, the narrative emphasizes resourcefulness, routine, and the management of risk, presenting adversity as a sequence of solvable problems. Brief reflections on fortune, duty, and gratitude accompany inventories and schedules, linking material survival to moral consideration without interrupting the factual tone. The book’s central aim is to show how observation, labor, and prudence can transform isolation into stability, and uncertainty into ordered life. By following events in their natural sequence, the story conveys its message clearly: practical knowledge, steady effort, and measured judgment shape outcomes, even in extreme conditions, while leaving room for larger forces that lie beyond control.
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    Daniel Defoe situates Robinson Crusoe within the mid- to late-seventeenth-century Atlantic world, a period defined by maritime expansion, mercantile regulation, and imperial rivalry. The protagonist is said to be born in 1632 and shipwrecked in 1659, surviving 28 years on an island near the mouth of the Orinoco River, off the coasts of present-day Venezuela and Trinidad. He is rescued in 1686 and returns to England in 1687. That chronology places the narrative amid the Commonwealth and Restoration eras in England, the Navigation Acts, the consolidation of plantation economies in the Americas, and an evolving global network of trade linking Europe, West Africa, and the New World.

The book’s geography follows real trade routes of the period: from York and London to the “Guinea” coast of West Africa; from there to Portuguese Brazil, where Crusoe becomes a planter; and finally to an island in the southeastern Caribbean. The Brazilian scenes align with sugar zones in Bahia and Pernambuco, where Portuguese planters, often with Dutch and English commercial partners, intensified production in the 1600s. The island’s proximity to the Orinoco recalls Spanish territories along the “Main,” dotted with missions and forts. Crusoe’s eventual return via Lisbon also reflects enduring Anglo-Portuguese commercial ties and the use of Portuguese shipping corridors after 1660.

Mid-seventeenth-century maritime policy framed Crusoe’s world. The Navigation Act of 1651 (Commonwealth) and its Restoration successors (1660, 1663, 1673) aimed to reserve colonial trade to English ships and merchants, constrain Dutch intermediation, and organize the triangular traffic in sugar, tobacco, and enslaved labor. These statutes promoted English shipbuilding and coastal entrepôts like London and Bristol. In the book, Crusoe’s repeated ventures—outfitting ships, seeking cargoes, and distributing colonial produce—mirror the mercantile incentives and constraints born of these laws, which favored self-reliant, risk-seeking traders operating within a regulated imperial economy.

Anglo-Portuguese relations directly inform the Brazilian portion. Portugal’s Restoration War (1640–1668) ended Spanish rule and reopened avenues for English alliance and commerce, culminating in the 1661 marriage treaty between Charles II and Catherine of Braganza (marriage celebrated 1662), which conveyed Tangier and Bombay and expanded trade privileges. After expelling the Dutch from Brazil in 1654, Portugal relied on European partners to revive sugar. English merchants secured concessions and credit networks at Bahia and Pernambuco. Crusoe’s apprenticeship as a planter among Portuguese neighbors, and his ease traversing Lusophone circuits, reflect these post-1660 commercial synergies binding English capital to Portuguese colonial production.

The transatlantic slave trade and the plantation complex formed the economic engine driving the world Crusoe inhabits. Between the early 1500s and the late 1800s, roughly 12.5 million Africans were embarked across the Atlantic; about 10.7 million disembarked. In the seventeenth century, Portuguese traffickers dominated West Central African routes from Luanda and Benguela to Brazil’s sugar zones in Bahia and Pernambuco, while English, Dutch, and French networks expanded along the Gold Coast, the Bight of Benin, and the Bight of Biafra. English involvement intensified after the Company of Royal Adventurers (1660) and the chartering of the Royal African Company (1672), which shipped tens of thousands of captives before 1713, often with mortality on the Middle Passage ranging from 12% to over 20%. The triangular trade moved manufactures from Bristol and London to Africa, enslaved people to the Americas, and colonial staples—sugar, tobacco, dyewoods—back to Europe. Brazil’s engenhos (sugar mills) demanded relentless labor, and after 1650 enslaved Africans overwhelmingly replaced earlier indigenous and indentured workforces. The costs and credit structures of plantations hinged on Atlantic financiers, insurers, and factors. Within this system, Crusoe’s decision in Brazil to outfit a voyage to “Guinea” for the purpose of purchasing enslaved Africans, the economic calculus he makes as a planter, and his casual familiarity with slaving routes precisely mirror contemporary practice. His island plantation—clearing land, organizing labor, and extracting surplus—transposes plantation logics into isolation. The novel thus aligns with, and inadvertently documents, the normalized assumptions of seventeenth-century Atlantic capitalism. When later British policy shifted—such as Parliament’s abolition of the slave trade in 1807, just before many 1808 editions—the historical frame of Crusoe’s actions also became a lens through which readers could reassess the ethical and political foundations of that earlier world.

The English conquest of Jamaica in 1655 under Admiral William Penn and General Robert Venables transformed the Caribbean balance, fostering an English plantation colony and a buccaneering hub at Port Royal. Henry Morgan’s 1671 sack of Panama exemplified the era’s licensed violence and fluid boundaries between privateering and piracy. The 1692 earthquake that devastated Port Royal underscores the volatility of this maritime frontier. Crusoe’s encounters with mutiny, roving seamen, and hostile “Spaniards” near the Spanish Main evoke the same Caribbean milieu—commercially opportunistic, militarized, and only loosely governed—out of which both plantation fortunes and lawless crews emerged.

Dutch Brazil (1630–1654), administered by the Dutch West India Company and notably modernized under Count John Maurice of Nassau-Siegen (1637–1644), reorganized sugar production, mapped resources, and experimented with religious and commercial pluralism. After Portugal retook Pernambuco and surrounding areas, Dutch, Sephardi, and Brazilian expertise migrated into the Greater Antilles and Guianas, accelerating sugar’s spread to places like Barbados and Suriname. Crusoe’s Brazilian apprenticeship reflects a plantation world already shaped by this Dutch-Portuguese competition: improved milling, transnational credit, and the integration of Atlantic know-how that made sugar both profitable and brutally labor-intensive.

The island placement near the Orinoco connects the narrative to Spain’s provinces of New Andalucía and Guayana. Spanish forts and Capuchin and Jesuit missions along the Orinoco and its tributaries sought to convert and control Indigenous communities in the 1600s. European discourse labeled certain Carib/Kalinago groups as “cannibals,” a term with sixteenth-century legal force used to justify enslavement. Reports of ritual killing and warfare mingled with propaganda. The novel’s scenes of ritual consumption and rescue of Friday echo these colonial representations, situating Crusoe’s island within the contested frontier between Spanish missions, Indigenous polities, and rival interlopers.

Seventeenth-century Atlantic labor also relied on indentured servitude and penal transportation. Tens of thousands of poor English, Irish, and Scots migrated under indenture to Virginia, Barbados, and later Jamaica, especially in the 1640s–1670s. After the Monmouth Rebellion (1685), Judge Jeffreys’s “Bloody Assizes” condemned rebels to transportation to the Caribbean. Marooning—a seafaring punishment—entered pirate practice. Crusoe’s collaboration with an English captain to suppress a mutiny, and his power to maroon conspirators on the island, reflects contemporary maritime discipline and the coercive spectrum from indenture to slavery that structured Atlantic labor regimes.

The Glorious Revolution (1688–1689) replaced James II with William III and Mary II, codified in the 1689 Bill of Rights, and was followed by the Toleration Act (1689), which eased—though did not end—restrictions on Protestant Dissenters. Daniel Defoe, a Dissenter, felt the force of these politics in his journalism, prosecutions, and advocacy. The novel’s emphasis on providence, sin, repentance, and scriptural self-scrutiny sits within a Protestant moral economy shaped by confessional conflict and the gradual normalization of Dissent. Crusoe’s solitary devotions and covenantal language reflect the era’s religious debates about conscience and discipline.

England’s financial revolution reoriented commerce. The Bank of England (1694) stabilized state credit; joint-stock companies proliferated; and marine insurance matured around Edward Lloyd’s coffee house (founded 1688, moved to Lombard Street by 1691). Risk-sharing, bottomry, and average adjusted the perils of long-distance shipping. Crusoe’s methodical record-keeping, valuation of cargoes, and cost-benefit judgments mirror a culture in which merchants hedged against storms, capture, and wreck through contracts and syndicates. The novel’s meticulous attention to inventories and returns evokes a world where calculation and book-keeping were as essential to survival as seamanship.

The War of the Spanish Succession (1701–1714) reshaped imperial commerce. By the Treaty of Utrecht (1713), Britain secured Gibraltar and Minorca, and, via the South Sea Company, the lucrative asiento (monopoly) to supply enslaved Africans to Spanish America. Though Crusoe’s adventures predate this settlement, Defoe wrote for readers whose horizons were widened by post-1713 opportunities. The narrative’s easy transit between English, Portuguese, and Spanish spheres foreshadows an eighteenth-century British strategy of leveraging treaties, navies, and chartered companies to penetrate rival empires’ markets—an outlook that made the earlier Restoration-era ventures seem like precursors to a larger imperial design.

Seventeenth-century Guiana and Suriname formed a mosaic of European colonies and Indigenous territories. The English established Suriname (c. 1651) under Francis Willoughby; the Dutch seized it in 1667 (Treaty of Breda) as the English consolidated New York. Dutch Suriname developed sugar and later coffee, with significant Maroon communities (e.g., Saramaka) forming in its interior by the eighteenth century. The Orinoco delta, riverine, and mangrove-choked, impeded centralized control. Crusoe’s island near this littoral echoes an environment of scattered posts, Indigenous polities, and inter-imperial raiding, where castaways, traders, and missionaries navigated shifting sovereignties.

The marooning of Alexander Selkirk (1704–1709) on Más a Tierra in the Juan Fernández Islands, rescued by Woodes Rogers’s privateering expedition in 1709 (with William Dampier as pilot), provided a celebrated precedent. Selkirk survived alone for over four years, hunting goats and fashioning shelter, and his story circulated in Rogers’s A Cruising Voyage Round the World (1712) and the press. This singular episode furnished concrete survival techniques and a template for solitary endurance. Crusoe’s domestication of the island—taming animals, building fortifications, and timing seasons—translates Selkirk’s Pacific ordeal into an Atlantic-Caribbean theater closely aligned with contemporary maritime experience.

British sea power expanded steadily after 1650. The Acts for the more effectual suppression of piracy (1698) extended Admiralty jurisdiction; royal pardons (1717–1718) and Woodes Rogers’s 1718 governorship of the Bahamas broke pirate confederacies. The Royal Navy’s convoy systems and blue-water reach secured merchantmen against privateers. Crusoe’s ultimate rescue by an English captain and the restoration of authority after mutiny reflect this slow consolidation of lawful maritime order. The narrative’s implicit trust in British seamanship and command foreshadows the eighteenth century’s Pax Britannica at sea, which underwrote commerce, colonization, and the circulation of goods and people.

The book functions as a social critique by exposing the moral premises of Atlantic commerce and colonization: that land could be seized, labor coerced, and profits justified as providential reward. Crusoe’s attempt to launch a slaving voyage from Brazil, his re-creation of a plantation on the island, and his paternal relation to Friday lay bare the hierarchies of race, religion, and power that sustained seventeenth-century empire. By dramatizing how necessity hardens into habit—and habit into entitlement—the narrative invites readers to interrogate the supposed naturalness of ownership, mastery, and the violent exclusions underpinning colonial wealth.

The novel also illuminates class and political tensions at home. Crusoe’s rise from middling origins, shaped by credit, maritime risk, and colonial returns, signals new avenues of mobility while revealing the precarity of those outside capital networks—sailors, indentured servants, and the enslaved. Its Protestant discourse of self-discipline critiques both aristocratic idleness and unregulated greed, aligning with post-1689 arguments for industrious citizenship under law. Read against the 1807 abolition of the British slave trade, the 1808 context sharpened its political edge: the story that once normalized slaving now helps expose the injustices of that system and the imperial policies that enabled it.
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    Daniel Defoe was an English writer, journalist, and political pamphleteer active from the late seventeenth to the early eighteenth century. He is widely recognized as a major architect of the English novel and a versatile practitioner of nonfiction prose. Best known for Robinson Crusoe, he also produced influential works of satire, economic thought, travel writing, and moral instruction. Defoe wrote with a distinctive realism grounded in observation, statistics, and reportage, bringing the idioms of commerce and public debate into literary form. His career, shaped by dissenting Protestant culture and the tumult of party politics, bridged mercantile experience and imaginative narrative with unusual energy and range.

Born in London around 1660, Defoe was educated outside the established universities at a dissenting academy in Newington Green, associated with the teacher Charles Morton. That training emphasized languages, logic, history, and practical subjects congenial to commerce and public life. As a young man he entered trade and pursued various ventures, experiences that furnished him with a lifelong interest in credit, risk, and economic policy. He lived through the Restoration crises and the upheavals of the 1660s, events that later informed his sense of contingency in human affairs. His reading in Puritan spiritual writing and contemporary travel narratives also left clear marks on his mature prose.

Defoe first gained wide notice as a pamphleteer addressing trade, religion, and national identity. An Essay upon Projects outlined schemes for improving roads, insurance, bankruptcy law, and education, including a notable argument for women’s academies. The True-Born Englishman, a bestselling satirical poem, challenged xenophobia and celebrated the mixed origins of the nation. The Shortest Way with the Dissenters, a biting parody of anti-Nonconformist rhetoric, was read by some as literal, drawing official prosecution. These early writings display hallmarks of his style: brisk argument, empirical appeal, and an ability to inhabit opposing voices, often blurring the line between persona and authorial stance.

His confrontation with the authorities led to imprisonment and a sentence in the pillory, which he answered with the defiant Hymn to the Pillory. Soon after, Defoe worked as a government writer and occasional intelligencer, notably under the statesman Robert Harley. He founded and edited the Review, a long-running periodical that mixed political commentary with essays on trade, manners, and European affairs, anticipating later journalism. He also wrote in favor of the union between England and Scotland, undertaking political assignments that involved travel and close observation. Throughout this phase he cultivated a pragmatic voice, seeking to reconcile commercial interest, national policy, and religious toleration.

In the 1710s and 1720s Defoe turned decisively to long prose narratives that helped define the emerging novel. Robinson Crusoe achieved immediate popularity and was followed by works such as Captain Singleton, A Journal of the Plague Year, Moll Flanders, Colonel Jack, and Roxana (The Fortunate Mistress). These books often use first-person narration, documentary detail, and the rhetoric of confession or memoir to create a striking illusion of factuality. They probe themes of survival, labor, crime, repentance, and social mobility, frequently staging encounters with markets and empires. His narrators, practical and resourceful, reflect the moral ambiguities of a world organized by credit, opportunity, and risk.

Defoe continued to publish substantial nonfiction, extending his reputation as a guide to the nation’s culture and economy. A Tour thro’ the Whole Island of Great Britain offered a panoramic survey of towns, roads, manufactures, and landscape. Works such as The Family Instructor, Religious Courtship, and The Complete English Tradesman advanced practical ethics for household, faith, and business. Across these books he advocated industriousness, prudence, and a broad, tolerant Christianity, while acknowledging the perils of speculation and debt. Much of his output appeared anonymously or under pseudonyms, a common practice that can complicate attribution, yet the core of his canon is securely established and widely studied.

Defoe wrote prolifically into the late 1720s, despite recurrent financial strain that reflected both business reversals and the precarious economics of authorship. He died in the early 1730s, by which time his narratives and essays had secured a large readership. Subsequent critics have placed him among the founders of realist fiction, noting his influence on later novelists and on the development of journalism and travel writing. Today his works are read for their narrative verve and for their insights into early modern commerce, belief, crime, and empire. They remain central to discussions of how documentary techniques and economic reasoning entered the modern literary imagination.
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Daniel De Foe[1] was descended from a respectable family in the county of Northampton, and born in London, about the year 1663. His father, James Foe, was a butcher, in the parish of St. Giles's, Cripplegate, and a protestant dissenter[2]. Why the subject of this memoir prefixed the De to his family name cannot now be ascertained, nor did he at any period of his life think it necessary to give his reasons to the public. The political scribblers of the day, however, thought proper to remedy this lack of information, and accused him of possessing so little of the amor patriae[4], as to make the addition in order that he might not be taken for an Englishman; though this idea could have had no other foundation than the circumstance of his having, in consequence of his zeal for King William, attacked the prejudices of his countrymen in his "True-born Englishman[5]."

After receiving a good education at an academy at Newington, young De Foe, before he had attained his twenty-first year, commenced his career as an author, by writing a pamphlet against a very prevailing sentiment in favour of the Turks who were at that time laying siege to Vienna. This production, being very inferior to those of his maturer years, was very little read, and the indignant author, despairing of success with his pen, had recourse to the sword; or, as he termed it, when boasting of the exploit in his latter years, "displayed his attachment to liberty, and protestantism," by joining the ill-advised insurrection under the Duke of Monmouth[3], in the west. On the failure of that unfortunate enterprise, he returned  again to the metropolis; and it is not improbable, but that the circumstance of his being a native of London, and his person not much known in that part of the kingdom where the rebellion took place, might facilitate his escape, and be the means of preventing his being brought to trial for his share in the transaction. With the professions of a writer and a soldier, Mr. De Foe, in the year 1685, joined that of a trader; he was first engaged as a hosier, in Cornhill, and afterwards as a maker of bricks and pantiles, near Tilbury Fort, in Essex; but in consequence of spending those hours in the hilarity of the tavern which he ought to have employed in the calculations of the counting-house, his commercial schemes proved unsuccessful; and in 1694 he was obliged to abscond from his creditors, not failing to attribute those misfortunes to the war and the severity of the times, which were doubtless owing to his own misconduct. It is much to his credit however, that after having been freed from his debts by composition, and being in prosperous circumstances from King William's favour, he voluntarily paid most of his creditors both the principal and interest of their claims. This is such an example of honesty as it would be unjust to De Foe and to the world to conceal. The amount of the sums thus paid must have been very considerable, as he afterwards feelingly mentions to Lord Haversham, who had reproached him with covetousness; "With a numerous family, and no helps but my own industry, I have forced my way through a sea of misfortunes, and reduced my debts, exclusive of composition, from seventeen thousand to less than five thousand pounds."

At the beginning of the year 1700, Mr. De Foe published a satire in verse, which excited very considerable attention, called the "True-born Englishman." Its purpose was to furnish a reply to those who were continually abusing King William and some of his friends as foreigners, by shewing that the present race of Englishmen was a mixed and heterogeneous brood, scarcely any of which could lay claim to native purity of blood. The satire was in many parts  very severe; and though it gave high offence, it claimed a considerable share of the public attention. The reader will perhaps be gratified by a specimen of this production, wherein he endeavours to account for--

"What makes this discontented land appear

Less happy now in times of peace, than war;

Why civil feuds disturb the nation more,

Than all our bloody wars had done before:

Fools out of favour grudge at knaves in place,

And men are always honest in disgrace:

The court preferments make men knaves in course,

But they, who would be in them, would be worse.

'Tis not at foreigners that we repine,

Would foreigners their perquisites resign:

The grand contention's plainly to be seen,

To get some men put out, and some put in."


It will be immediately perceived that De Foe could have no pretentious to the character of a poet; but he has, notwithstanding, some nervous and well-versified lines, and in choice of subject and moral he is in general excellent. The True-born Englishman concludes thus:

Could but our ancestors retrieve their fate,

And see their offspring thus degenerate;

How we contend for birth and names unknown,

And build on their past actions, not our own;

They'd cancel records, and their tombs deface,

And openly disown the vile, degenerate race.

For fame of families is all a cheat;

'TIS PERSONAL VIRTUE ONLY MAKES US GREAT.


For this defence of foreigners De Foe was amply rewarded by King William, who not only ordered him a pension, but as his opponents denominated it, appointed him pamphlet-writer general to the court; an office for which he was peculiarly well calculated, possessing, with a strong mind and a ready wit, that kind of yielding conscience which allowed him to support the measures of his benefactors though convinced  they were injurious to his country. De Foe now retired to Newington with his family, and for a short time lived at ease; but the death of his royal patron deprived him of a generous protector, and opened a scene of sorrow which probably embittered his future life.

He had always discovered a great inclination to engage in religious controversy, and the furious contest, civil and ecclesiastical, which ensued on the accession of Queen Anne, gave him an opportunity of gratifying his favourite passion. He therefore published a tract entitled "The shortest Way with the Dissenters, or Proposals for the Establishment of the Church," which contained an ironical recommendation of persecution, but written in so serious a strain, that many persons, particularly Dissenters, at first mistook its real intention. The high church party however saw, and felt the ridicule, and, by their influence, a prosecution was commenced against him, and a proclamation published in the Gazette, offering a reward for his apprehension[1]. When De Foe found with how much rigour himself and his pamphlet were about to be treated, he at first secreted himself; but his printer and bookseller being taken into custody, he surrendered, being resolved, as he expresses it, "to throw himself upon the favour of government, rather than  that others should be ruined for his mistakes." In July, 1703, he was brought to trial, found guilty, and sentenced to be imprisoned, to stand in the pillory, and to pay a fine of two hundred marks. He underwent the infamous part of the punishment with great fortitude, and it seems to have been generally thought that he was treated with unreasonable severity. So far was he from being ashamed of his fate himself, that he wrote a hymn to the pillory, which thus ends, alluding to his accusers:

Tell them, the men that plac'd him here

Are scandals to the times;

Are at a loss to find his guilt,

And can't commit his crimes.


Pope, who has thought fit to introduce him in his Dunciad (probably from no other reason than party difference) characterises him in the following line:

Earless on high stood unabash'd De Foe.



[1] St. James's, January 10, 1702–3. "Whereas Daniel De Foe, alias De Fooe, is charged with writing a scandalous and seditious pamphlet, entitled 'The shortest Way with the Dissenters:' he is a middle-sized spare man, about 40 years old, of a brown complexion, and dark-brown coloured hair, but wears a wig, a hooked nose, a sharp chin, grey eyes, and a large mole near his mouth, was born in London, and for many years was a hose-factor, in Freeman's Yard, in Cornhill, and now is owner of the brick and pantile works near Tilbury Fort, in Essex; whoever shall discover the said Daniel De Foe, to one of her Majesty's Principal Secretaries of State, or any of her Majesty's Justices of Peace, so as he may be apprehended, shall have a reward of 50l. which her Majesty has ordered immediately to be paid upon such discovery."



London Gaz. No. 3679.


This is one of those instances of injustice and malignity which so frequently occur in the Dunciad, and which reflect more dishonour on the author than on the parties traduced. De Foe lay friendless and distressed in Newgate, his family ruined, and himself without hopes of deliverance, till Sir Robert Harley, who approved of his principles, and foresaw that during a factious age such a genius could be converted to many uses, represented his unmerited sufferings to the Queen, and at length procured his release. The treasurer, Lord Godolphin, also sent a considerable sum to his wife and family, and to him money to pay his fine and the expense of his discharge. Gratitude and fidelity are inseparable from an honest man; and it was this benevolent act that prompted De Foe to support Harley, with his able and ingenious pen, when Anne lay lifeless, and his benefactor in the vicissitude of party was persecuted by faction, and overpowered, though not conquered, by violence.

The talents and perseverance of De Foe began now to be properly estimated, and as a firm supporter  of the administration, he was sent by Lord Godolphin to Scotland, on an errand which, as he says, was far from being unfit for a sovereign to direct, or an honest man to perform. His knowledge of commerce and revenue, his powers of insinuation, and above all, his readiness of pen, were deemed of no small utility, in promoting the union of the two kingdoms; of which he wrote an able history, in 1709, with two dedications, one to the Queen, and another to the Duke of Queensbury. Soon afterwards he unhappily, by some equivocal writings, rendered himself suspected by both parties, so that he once more retired to Newington in hopes of spending the remainder of his days in peace. His pension being withdrawn, and wearied with politics, he began to compose works of a different kind.--The year 1715 may therefore be regarded as the period of De Foe's political life. Faction henceforth found other advocates, and parties procured other writers to disseminate their suggestions, and to propagate their falsehoods.

In 1715 De Foe published the "Family Instructor;" a work inculcating the domestic duties in a lively manner, by narration and dialogue, and displaying much knowledge of life in the middle ranks of society. "Religious Courtship" also appeared soon after, which, like the "Family Instructor," is eminently religious and moral in its tendency, and strongly impresses on the mind that spirit of sobriety and private devotion for which the dissenters have generally been distinguished. The most celebrated of all his works, "The Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe," appeared in 1719. This work has passed through numerous editions, and been translated into almost all modern languages. The great invention which is displayed in it, the variety of incidents and circumstances which it contains, related in the most easy and natural manner, together with the excellency of the moral and religious reflections, render it a performance of very superior and uncommon merit, and one of the most interesting works that ever appeared. It is strongly recommended by Rosseau as a book admirably calculated to promote  the purposes of natural education; and Dr. Blair says, "No fiction, in any language, was ever better supported than the Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. While it is carried on with that appearance of truth and simplicity, which takes a strong hold of the imagination of all readers, it suggests, at the same time, very useful instruction; by shewing how much the native powers of man may be exerted for surmounting the difficulties of any external situation." It has been pretended, that De Foe surreptitiously appropriated the papers of Alexander Selkirk, a Scotch mariner, who lived four years alone on the island of Juan Fernandez, and a sketch of whose story had before appeared in the voyage of Captain Woodes Rogers. But this charge, though repeatedly and confidently brought, appears to be totally destitute of any foundation. De Foe probably took some general hints for his work from the story of Selkirk, but there exists no proof whatever, nor is it reasonable to suppose that he possessed any of his papers or memoirs, which had been published seven years before the appearance of Robinson Crusoe. As a farther proof of De Foe's innocence, Captain Rogers's Account of Selkirk may be produced, in which it is said that the latter had neither preserved pen, ink, or paper, and had, in a great measure, lost his language; consequently De Foe could not have received any written assistance, and we have only the assertion of his enemies to prove that he had any verbal.

The great success of Robinson Crusoe induced its author to write a number of other lives and adventures, some of which were popular in their times, though at present nearly forgotten. One of his latest publications was "A Tour through the Island of Great Britain," a performance of very inferior merit; but De Foe was now the garrulous old man, and his spirit (to use the words of an ingenious biographer) "like a candle struggling in the socket, blazed and sunk, blazed and sunk, till it disappeared at length in total darkness." His laborious and unfortunate life was finished on the 26th of April, 1731, in the parish of St. Giles's, Cripplegate.

[page viii]

Daniel De Foe possessed very extraordinary talents; as a commercial writer, he is fairly entitled to stand in the foremost rank among his contemporaries, whatever may be their performances or their fame. His distinguishing characteristics are originality, spirit, and a profound knowledge of his subject, and in these particulars he has seldom been surpassed. As the author of Robinson Crusoe he has a claim, not only to the admiration, but to the gratitude of his countrymen; and so long as we have a regard for supereminent merit, and take an interest in the welfare of the rising generation, that gratitude will not cease to exist. But the opinion of the learned and ingenious Dr. Beattie will be the best eulogium that can be pronounced on that celebrated romance: "Robinson Crusoe," says the Doctor, "must be allowed by the most rigid moralist, to be one of those novels which one may read, not only with pleasure, but also with profit. It breathes throughout a spirit of piety and benevolence; it sets in a very striking light the importance of the mechanic arts, which they, who know not what it is to be without them, are so apt to undervalue; it fixes in the mind a lively idea of the horrors of solitude, and, consequently, of the sweets of social life, and of the blessings we derive from conversation and mutual aid; and it shews, how, by labouring with one's own hands, one may secure independence, and open for one's self many sources of health and amusement. I agree, therefore, with Rosseau, that it is one of the best books that can be put into the hands of children."

G.D.
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I was born in the year 1632, in the city of York, of a good family, though not of that country, my father being a foreigner of Bremen, who settled first at Hull: he got a good estate by merchandise, and leaving off his trade, lived afterwards at York, from whence he had married my mother, whose relations were named Robinson, a very good family in that country, and from whom I was called Robinson Kreutznaer; but by the usual corruption of words in England, we are now called, nay we call ourselves, and write our name Crusoe, and so my companions always called me.

I had two elder brothers, one of which was lieutenant-colonel to an English regiment of foot in Flanders, formerly commanded by the famous Colonel Lockhart, and was killed at the battle near Dunkirk against the Spaniards. What became of my second brother I never knew, any more than my father or mother did know what was become of me.

Being the third son of the family, and not bred to  any trade, my head began to be filled very early with rambling thoughts: my father, who was very ancient, had given me a competent share of learning, as far as house education and a country free-school generally go, and designed me for the law; but I would be satisfied with nothing but going to sea; and my inclination to this led me so strongly against the will, nay the commands of my father, and against all the entreaties and persuasions of my mother and other friends, that there seemed to be something fatal in that propension of nature tending directly to the life of misery which was to befal me.

My father, a wise and grave man, gave me serious and excellent counsel against what he foresaw was my design. He called me one morning into his chamber, where he was confined by the gout, and expostulated very warmly with me upon this subject: he asked me what reasons more than a mere wandering inclination I had for leaving my father's house and my native country, where I might be well introduced, and had a prospect of raising my fortune by application and industry, with a life of ease and pleasure. He told me it was for men of desperate fortunes on one hand, or of aspiring superior fortunes on the other, who went abroad upon adventures, to rise by enterprise, and make themselves famous in undertakings of a nature out of the common road; that these things were all either too far above me, or too far below me; that mine was the middle state, or what might be called the upper station of low life, which he had found by long experience was the best state in the world, the most suited to human happiness, not exposed to the miseries and hardships, the labour and sufferings of the mechanic part of mankind, and not embarrassed with the pride, luxury, ambition, and envy of the upper part of mankind, he told me, I might judge of the happiness of this state by this one thing, viz. that this was the state of life which all other people envied; that kings have frequently lamented the miserable consequences of being born to great  things, and wish they had been placed in the middle of the two extremes, between the mean and the great; that the wise man gave his testimony to this as the just standard of true felicity, when he prayed to have neither poverty nor riches.

He bid me observe it, and I should always find, that the calamities of life were shared among the upper and lower part of mankind;[1q] but that the middle station had the fewest disasters, and was not exposed to so many vicissitudes as the higher or lower part of mankind; nay, they were not subjected to so many distempers and uneasinesses, either of body or mind, as those were, who by vicious living, luxury, and extravagances, on one hand, or by hard labour, want of necessaries, and mean or insufficient diet, on the other hand, bring distempers upon themselves by the natural consequences of their way of living; that the middle station of life was calculated for all kind of virtues and all kind of enjoyments; that peace and plenty were the handmaids of a middle fortune; that temperance, moderation, quietness, health, society, all agreeable diversions, and all desirable pleasures, were the blessings attending the middle station of life; that this way men went silently and smoothly through the world, and comfortably out of it, not embarrassed with the labours of the hands or of the head, not sold to the life of slavery for daily bread, or harassed with perplexed circumstances, which rob the soul of peace, and the body of rest; not enraged with the passion of envy, or secret burning lust of ambition for great things; but in easy circumstances sliding gently through the world, and sensibly tasting the sweets of living, without the bitter, feeling that they are happy, and learning by every day's experience to know it more sensibly.

After this, he pressed me earnestly, and in the most affectionate manner, not to play the young man, not to precipitate myself into miseries which nature and the station of life I was born in seemed to have provided against; that I was under no necessity of seeking  my bread; that he would do well for me, and endeavour to enter me fairly into the station of life which he had been just recommending to me; and that if I was not very easy and happy in the world, it must be my mere fate or fault that must hinder it, and that he should have nothing to answer for, having thus discharged his duty in warning me against measures which he knew would be to my hurt: in a word, that as he would do very kind things for me if I would stay and settle at home as he directed, so he would not have so much hand in my misfortunes, as to give me any encouragement to go away: and to close all, he told me I had my elder brother for an example, to whom he had used the same earnest persuasions to keep him from going into the Low Country wars, but could not prevail, his young desires prompting him to run into the army, where he was killed; and though he said he would not cease to pray for me, yet he would venture to say to me, that if I did take this foolish step, God would not bless me, and I would have leisure hereafter to reflect upon having neglected his counsel when there might be none to assist in my recovery.

I observed in this last part of his discourse, which was truly prophetic, though I suppose my father did not know it to be so himself; I say, I observed the tears run down his face very plentifully, and especially when he spoke of my brother who was killed; and that when he spoke of my having leisure to repent, and none to assist me, he was so moved, that he broke off the discourse, and told me, his heart was so full he could say no more to me.

I was sincerely affected with this discourse, as indeed who could be otherwise? and I resolved not to think of going abroad any more, but to settle at home according to my father's desire. But, alas! a few days wore it all off; and in short, to prevent any of my father's farther importunities, in a few weeks after I resolved to run quite away from him. However, I did not act so hastily neither as my first heat of resolution  prompted, but I took my mother, at a time when I thought her a little pleasanter than ordinary, and told her, that my thoughts were so entirely bent upon seeing the world, that I should never settle to any thing with resolution enough to go through with it, and my father had better give me his consent than force me to go without it; that I was now eighteen years old, which was too late to go apprentice to a trade, or clerk to an attorney; that I was sure, if I did, I should never serve out my time, and I should certainly run away from my master before my time was out, and go to sea; and if she would speak to my father to let me go one voyage abroad, if I came home again, and did not like it, I would go no more, and I would promise by a double diligence to recover that time I had lost.

This put my mother into a great passion: she told me, she knew it would be to no purpose to speak to my father upon any such subject; that he knew too well what was my interest to give his consent to any such thing so much for my hurt; and that she wondered how I could think of any such thing after such a discourse as I had had with my father, and such kind and tender expressions as she knew my father had used to me; and that, in short, if I would ruin myself, there was no help for me; but I might depend I should never have their consent to it: that for her part she would not have so much hand in my destruction; and I should never have it to say, that my mother was willing when my father was not.

Though my mother refused to move it to my father, yet, as I have heard afterwards, she reported all the discourse to him, and that my father, after shewing a great concern at it, said to her with a sigh, "That boy might be happy if he would stay at home; but if he goes abroad, he will be the most miserable wretch that was ever born; I can give no consent to it."

It was not till almost a year after this that I broke loose, though, in the meantime, I continued obstinately deaf to all proposals of settling to business, and  frequently expostulating with my father and mother about their being so positively determined against what they knew my inclinations prompted me to. But being one day at Hull, where I went casually, and without any purpose of making an elopement that time; but I say, being there, and one of my companions being going by sea to London, in his father's ship, and prompting me to go with them, with the common allurement of seafaring men, viz. that it should cost me nothing for my passage, I consulted neither father or mother any more, not so much as sent them word of it; but leaving them to hear of it as they might, without asking God's blessing, or my father's, without any consideration of circumstances or consequences, and in an ill hour, God knows, on the first of September, 1651, I went on board a ship bound for London. Never any young adventurer's misfortunes, I believe, began sooner, or continued longer than mine. The ship was no sooner gotten out of the Humber, but the wind began to blow, and the waves to rise in a most frightful manner; and, as I had never been at sea before, I was most inexpressibly sick in body, and terrified in mind. I began now seriously to reflect upon what I had done, and how justly I was overtaken by the judgment of Heaven for my wicked leaving my father's house, and abandoning my duty; all the good counsel of my parents, my father's tears and my mother's entreaties, came now fresh into my mind; and my conscience, which was not yet come to the pitch of hardness to which it has been since, reproached me with the contempt of advice, and the breach of my duty to God and my father.

All this while the storm increased, and the sea, which I had never been upon before, went very high, though nothing like what I have seen many times since; no, nor like what I saw a few days after: but it was enough to affect me then, who was but a young sailor, and had never known any thing of the matter. I expected every wave would have swallowed us up, and that every time the ship fell down, as I thought,  in the trough or hollow of the sea, we should never rise more; and in this agony of mind I made many vows and resolutions, that if it would please God here to spare my life this one voyage, if ever I got once my foot upon dry land again I would go directly home to my father, and never set it into a ship again while I lived; that I would take his advice, and never run myself into such miseries as these any more. Now I saw plainly the goodness of his observations about the middle station of life, how easy, how comfortably he had lived all his days, and never had been exposed to tempests at sea, or troubles on shore; and I resolved that I would, like a true repenting prodigal, go home to my father.

These wise and sober thoughts continued all the while the storm continued, and indeed some time after; but the next day the wind was abated, and the sea calmer, and I began to be a little inured to it: however, I was very grave for all that day, being also a little sea-sick still; but towards night the weather cleared up, the wind was quite over, and a charming fine evening followed; the sun went down perfectly clear, and rose so the next morning; and having little or no wind, and a smooth sea, the sun shining upon it, the sight was, as I thought, the most delightful that ever I saw.

I had slept well in the night, and was now no more sea-sick, but very cheerful, looking with wonder upon the sea that was so rough and terrible the day before, and could be so calm and so pleasant in so little time after. And now, lest my good resolutions should continue, my companion, who had indeed enticed me away, comes to me: "Well, Bob," says he, (clapping me upon the shoulder) "how do you do after it? I warrant you were frighted, wa'n't you, last night, when it blew but a capful of wind?"--"A capful do you call it?" said I; "it was a terrible storm."--"A storm you fool you," replied he, "do you call that a storm? why it was nothing at all; give us but a good ship and sea-room, and we think nothing of such a squall  of wind as that; but you're but a fresh-water sailor, Bob. Come, let us make a bowl of punch, and we'll forget all that; do you see what charming weather it is now?" To make short this sad part of my story, we went the old way of all sailors; the punch was made, and I was made drunk with it; and in that one night's wickedness I drowned all my repentance, all my reflections upon my past conduct, and all my resolutions for my future. In a word, as the sea was returned to its smoothness of surface and settled calmness by the abatement of that storm, so the hurry of my thoughts being over, my fears and apprehensions of being swallowed up by the sea being forgotten, and the current of my former desires returned, I entirely forgot the vows and promises that I made in my distress. I found, indeed, some intervals of reflection, and the serious thoughts did, as it were, endeavour to return again sometimes; but I shook them off, and roused myself from them as it were from a distemper, and applying myself to drinking and company, soon mastered the return of those fits, for so I called them; and I had in five or six days got as complete a victory over conscience, as any young fellow that resolved not to be troubled with it could desire: but I was to have another trial for it still; and Providence, as in such cases generally it does, resolved to leave me entirely without excuse: for if I would not take this for a deliverance, the next was to be such a one as the worst and most hardened wretch among us would confess both the danger and the mercy.

The sixth day of our being at sea we came into Yarmouth Roads; the wind having been contrary, and the weather calm, we had made but little way since the storm. Here we were obliged to come to anchor, and here we lay, the wind continuing contrary, viz. at south-west, for seven or eight days, during which time a great many ships from Newcastle came into the same roads, as the common harbour where the ships might wait for a wind for the river.

We had not, however, rid here so long, but should  have tided it up the river, but that the wind blew too fresh; and after we had lain four or five days, blew very hard. However, the roads being reckoned as good as a harbour, the anchorage good, and our ground tackle very strong, our men were unconcerned, and not in the least apprehensive of danger, but spent the time in rest and mirth, after the manner of the sea; but the eighth day in the morning the wind increased, and we had all hands at work to strike our topmasts, and make every thing snug and close, that the ship might ride as easy as possible. By noon the sea went very high indeed, and our ship rid forecastle in, shipped several seas, and we thought once or twice our anchor had come home; upon which our master ordered out the sheet anchor; so that we rode with two anchors ahead, and the cables veered out to the better end.

By this time it blew a terrible storm indeed; and now I began to see terror and amazement in the faces even of the seamen themselves. The master, though vigilant in the business of preserving the ship, yet as he went in and out of his cabin by me, I could hear him softly to himself say several times, "Lord be merciful to us! we shall be all lost, we shall be all undone!" and the like. During these first hurries I was stupid, lying still in my cabin, which was in the steerage, and cannot describe my temper: I could ill reassume the first penitence which I had so apparently trampled upon, and hardened myself against: I thought the bitterness of death had been past, and that this would be nothing like the first: but when the master himself came by me, as I said just now, and said we should be all lost, I was dreadfully frighted: I got up out of my cabin, and looked out; but such a dismal sight I never saw; the sea went mountains high, and broke upon us every three or four minutes: when I could look about, I could see nothing but distress round us: two ships that rid near us, we found, had cut their masts by the board, being deep loaden; and our men  cried out, that a ship which rid about a mile ahead of us was founder[6]ed. Two more ships being driven from their anchors, were run out of the roads to sea, at all adventures, and that with not a mast standing. The light ships fared the best, as not so much labouring in the sea; but two or three of them drove, and came close by us, running away with only their sprit-sail out before the wind.

Towards evening the mate and boatswain begged the master of our ship to let them cut away the fore-mast, which he was very unwilling to do: but the boatswain protesting to him, that if he did not, the ship would founder, he consented; and when they had cut away the fore-mast, the main-mast stood so loose, and shook the ship so much, they were obliged to cut her away also, and make a clear deck.

Any one may judge what a condition I must be in at all this, who was but a young sailor, and who had been in such a fright before at but a little. But if I can express at this distance the thoughts I had about me at that time, I was in tenfold more horror of mind upon account of my former convictions, and the having returned from them to the resolutions I had wickedly taken at first, than I was at death itself; and these, added to the terror of the storm, put me in such a condition, that I can by no words describe it. But the worst was not come yet; the storm continued with such fury, that the seamen themselves acknowledged they had never known a worse. We had a good ship, but she was deep loaden, and wallowed in the sea, that the seamen every now and then cried out, she would founder. It was my advantage in one respect, that I did not know what they meant by founder till I inquired. However, the storm was so violent, that I saw what is not often seen, the master, the boatswain, and some others more sensible than the rest, at their prayers, and expecting every moment when the ship would go to the bottom. In the middle of the night, and under all the rest of our distresses, one of the men that had been down on purpose to see, cried out, we  had sprang a leak; another said, there was four foot water in the hold. Then all hands were called to the pump. At that very word my heart, as I thought, died within me, and I fell backwards upon the side of my bed where I sat, into the cabin. However, the men roused me, and told me, that I that was able to do nothing before, was as well able to pump as another; at which I stirred up, and went to the pump and worked very heartily. While this was doing, the master seeing some light colliers, who, not able to ride out the storm, were obliged to slip and run away to sea, and would come near us, ordered to fire a gun as a signal of distress. I, who knew nothing what that meant, was so surprised, that I thought the ship had broke, or some dreadful thing happened. In a word, I was so surprised, that I fell down in a swoon. As this was a time when every body had his own life to think of, nobody minded me, or what was become of me; but another man stept up to the pump, and thrusting me aside with his foot, let me lie, thinking I had been dead; and it was a great while before I came to myself.

We worked on; but the water increasing in the hold, it was apparent that the ship would founder; and though the storm began to abate a little; yet as it was not possible she could swim till we might run into a port, so the master continued firing guns for help; and a light ship, who had rid it out just ahead of us, ventured a boat out to help us. It was with the utmost hazard the boat came near us, but it was impossible for as to get on board, or for the boat to lie near the ship's side, till at last the men rowing very heartily, and venturing their lives to save ours, our men cast them a rope over the stern with a buoy to it, and then veered it out a great length, which they after great labour and hazard took hold of, and we hauled them close under our stern, and got all into their boat. It was to no purpose for them or us, after we were in the boat, to think of reaching to their own ship; so  all agreed to let her drive, and only to pull her in towards shore as much as we could; and our master promised them, that if the boat was staved upon shore he would make it good to their master: so partly rowing and partly driving, our boat went away to the northward, sloping towards the shore almost as far as Winterton-Ness.

We were not much more than a quarter of an hour out of our ship but we saw her sink, and then I understood for the first time what was meant by a ship foundering in the sea. I must acknowledge I had hardly eyes to look up when the seamen told me she was sinking; for from that moment they rather put me into the boat, than that I might be said to go in; my heart was, as it were, dead within me, partly with fright, partly with horror of mind, and the thoughts of what was yet before me.

While we were in this condition, the men yet labouring at the oar to bring the boat near the shore, we could see, when our boat mounting the waves we were able to see the shore, a great many people running along the shore to assist us when we should come near; but we made but slow way towards the shore, nor were we able to reach the shore, till being past the light-house at Winterton, the shore falls off to the westward towards Cromer, and so the land broke off a little the violence of the wind. Here we got in, and, though not without much difficulty, got all safe on shore, and walked afterwards on foot to Yarmouth, where, as unfortunate men, we were used with great humanity, as well by the magistrates of the town, who assigned us good quarters, as by particular merchants and owners of ships, and had money given us sufficient to carry us either to London or back to Hull, as we thought fit.

Had I now had the sense to have gone back to Hull, and have gone home, I had been happy, and my father, an emblem of our blessed Saviour's parable, had even killed the fatted calf for me; for hearing the ship  I went away in was cast away in Yarmouth Roads, it was a great while before he had any assurance that I was not drowned.

But my ill fate pushed me on now with an obstinacy that nothing could resist; and though I had several times loud calls from my reason and my more composed judgment to go home, yet I had no power to do it. I know not what to call this, nor will I urge that it is a secret over-ruling decree that hurries us on to be the instruments of our own destruction, even though it be before us, and that we push upon it with our eyes open. Certainly nothing but some such decreed unavoidable misery attending, and which it was impossible for me to escape, could have pushed me forward against the calm reasonings and persuasions of my most retired thoughts, and against two such visible instructions as I had met with in my first attempt.

My comrade, who had helped to harden me before, and who was the master's son, was now less forward than I. The first time he spoke to me after we were at Yarmouth, which was not till two or three days, for we were separated in the town to several quarters; I say, the first time he saw me, it appeared his tone was altered, and looking very melancholy, and shaking his head, asked me how I did, and telling his father who I was, and how I had come this voyage only for a trial, in order to go farther abroad; his father turning to me with a very grave and concerned tone, "Young man," says he, "you ought never to go to sea any more; you ought to take this for a plain and visible token that you are not to be a seafaring man."--"Why, Sir," said I, "will you go to sea no more?" "That is another case," said he; "it is my calling, and therefore my duty; but as you made this voyage for a trial, you see what a taste Heaven has given you of what you are to expect if you persist: perhaps this is all befallen us on your account, like Jonah in the ship of Tarshish. Pray," continues he, "what are you? and on what account did you go to sea?" Upon  that I told him some of my story; at the end of which he burst out with a strange kind of passion; "What had I done," says he, "that such an unhappy wretch should come into my ship? I would not set my foot in the same ship with thee again for a thousand pounds." This indeed was, as I said, an excursion of his spirits, which were yet agitated by the sense of his loss, and was farther than he could have authority to go. However, he afterwards talked very gravely to me, exhorted me to go back to my father, and not tempt Providence to my ruin; told me I might see a visible hand of Heaven against me. "And young man," said he, "depend upon it, if you do not go back, wherever you go, you will meet with nothing but disasters and disappointments, till your father's words are fulfilled upon you."

We parted soon after; for I made him little answer, and I saw him no more: which way he went, I know not. As for me, having some money in my pocket, I travelled to London by land; and there, as well as on the road, had many struggles with myself, what course of life I should take, and whether I should go home, or go to sea.

As to going home, shame opposed the best motions that offered to my thoughts; and it immediately occurred to me how I should be laughed at among the neighbours, and should be ashamed to see, not my father and mother only, but even every body else; from whence I have since often observed, how incongruous and irrational the common temper of mankind is, especially of youth, to that reason which ought to guide them in such cases, viz. that they are not ashamed to sin, and yet are ashamed to repent; nor ashamed of the action for which they ought justly to be esteemed fools, but are ashamed of the returning, which only can make them be esteemed wise men.

In this state of life however I remained some time, uncertain what measures to take, and what course of life to lead. An irresistible reluctance continued to going home; and as I stayed a while, the remembrance  of the distress I had been in wore off; and as that abated, the little motion I had in my desires to a return wore off with it, till at last I quite laid aside the thoughts of it, and looked out for a voyage.

That evil influence which carried me first away from my father's house, that hurried me into the wild and indigested notion of raising my fortune; and that impressed those conceits so forcibly upon me, as to make me deaf to all good advice, and to the entreaties and even the command of my father: I say, the same influence, whatever it was, presented the most unfortunate of all enterprises to my view; and I went on board a vessel bound to the coast of Africa; or, as our sailors vulgarly call it, a voyage to Guinea.

It was my great misfortune that in all these adventures I did not ship myself as a sailor; whereby, though I might indeed have worked a little harder than ordinary, yet at the same time I had learnt the duty and office of a foremastman; and in time might have qualified myself for a mate or lieutenant, if not for a master. But as it was always my fate to choose for the worse, so I did here; for having money in my pocket, and good clothes upon my back, I would always go on board in the habit of a gentleman; and so I neither had any business in the ship, or learnt to do any.

It was my lot first of all to fall into pretty good company in London, which does not always happen to such loose and unguided young fellows as I then was; the devil generally not omitting to lay some snare for them very early: but it was not so with me. I first fell acquainted with the master of a ship who had been on the coast of Guinea; and who, having had very good success there, was resolved to go again; and who taking a fancy to my conversation, which was not at all disagreeable at that time, hearing me say I had a mind to see the world, told me if I would go the voyage with him I should be at no expense; I should be his messmate and his companion; and if I could carry any thing with me, I should have all the  advantage of it that the trade would admit; and perhaps I might meet with some encouragement.

I embraced the offer; and entering into a strict friendship with this captain, who was an honest and plain-dealing man, I went the voyage with him, and carried a small adventure with me, which, by the disinterested honesty of my friend the captain, I increased very considerably; for I carried about 40l. in such toys and trifles as the captain directed me to buy. This 40l. I had mustered together by the assistance of some of my relations whom I corresponded with, and who, I believe, got my father, or at least my mother, to contribute so much as that to my first adventure.

This was the only voyage which I may say was successful in all my adventures, and which I owe to the integrity and honesty of my friend the captain, under whom also I got a competent knowledge of the mathematics and the rules of navigation, learnt how to keep an account of the ship's course, take an observation, and, in short, to understand some things that were needful to be understood by a sailor: for, as he took delight to instruct me, I took delight to learn; and, in a word, this voyage made me both a sailor and a merchant: for I brought home five pounds nine ounces of gold-dust for my adventure, which yielded me in London at my return almost 300l. and this filled me with those aspiring thoughts which have so completed my ruin.

Yet even in this voyage I had my misfortunes too; particularly, that I was continually sick, being thrown into a violent calenture by the excessive heat of the climate; our principal trading being upon the coast, from the latitude of 15 degrees north even to the line itself.

I was now set up for a Guinea trader; and my friend, to my great misfortune, dying soon after his arrival, I resolved to go the same voyage again, and I embarked in the same vessel with one who was his mate in the former voyage, and had now got the command of the ship. This was the unhappiest voyage  that ever man made; for though I did not carry quite 100l. of my new-gained wealth, so that I had 200l. left, and which I lodged with my friend's widow, who was very just to me, yet I fell into terrible misfortunes in this voyage; and the first was this, viz. our ship making her course towards the Canary Islands, or rather between those islands and the African shore, was surprised in the grey of the morning by a Turkish rover of Sallee, who gave chase to us with all the sail she could make. We crowded also as much canvass as our yards would spread, or our masts carry, to have got clear; but finding the pirate gained upon us, and would certainly come up with us in a few hours, we prepared to fight; our ship having twelve guns, and the rogue eighteen. About three in the afternoon he came up with us, and bringing to by mistake just athwart our quarter, instead of athwart our stern, as he intended, we brought eight of our guns to bear on that side, and poured in a broadside upon him, which made him sheer off again, after returning our fire, and pouring in also his small-shot from near 200 men which he had on board. However, we had not a man touched, all our men keeping close. He prepared to attack us again, and we to defend ourselves; but laying us on board the next time upon our other quarter, he entered sixty men upon our decks, who immediately fell to cutting and hacking the decks and rigging. We plied them with small-shot, half-pikes, powder-cheats, and such like, and cleared our deck of them twice. However, to cut short this melancholy part of our story, our ship being disabled, and three of our men killed and eight wounded, we were obliged to yield, and were carried all prisoners into Sallee, a port belonging to the Moors.

The usage I had there was not so dreadful as at first I apprehended; nor was I carried up the country to the emperor's court, as the rest of our men were, but was kept by the captain of the rover as his proper prize, and made his slave, being young and nimble, and fit for his business. At this surprising change of  my circumstances, from a merchant to a miserable slave, I was perfectly overwhelmed; and now I looked back upon my father's prophetic discourse to me, that I should be miserable, and have none to relieve me, which I thought was now so effectually brought to pass, that I could not be worse; that now the hand of Heaven had overtaken me, and I was undone without redemption: but, alas! this was but a taste of the misery I was to go through, as will appear in the sequel of this story.

As my new patron, or master, had taken me home to his house, so I was in hopes that he would take me with him when he went to sea again, believing that it would sometime or other be his fate to be taken by a Spanish or Portugal man of war, and that then I should be set at liberty. But this hope of mine was soon taken away; for when he went to sea, he left me on shore to look after his little garden, and do the common drudgery of slaves about his house; and when he came home again from his cruise, he ordered me to be in the cabin to look after the ship.

Here I meditated nothing but my escape, and what method I might take to effect it, but found no way that had the least probability in it: nothing presented to make the supposition of it rational; for I had nobody to communicate it to that would embark with me, no fellow slave, no Englishman, Irishman, or Scotsman there but myself; so that for two years, though I often pleased myself with the imagination, yet I never had the least encouraging prospect of putting it in practice.

After about two years an odd circumstance presented itself, which put the old thought of making some attempt for my liberty again in my head: my patron lying at home longer than usual without fitting out his ship, which, as I heard, was for want of money, he used constantly, once or twice a week, sometimes oftener, if the weather was fair, to take the ship's pinnace, and go out into the road a-fishing; and as he always took me and a young Maresco with him to row the boat, we made him very merry, and I proved  very dexterous in catching fish; insomuch that sometimes he would send me with a Moor, one of his kinsmen, and the youth the Maresco, as they called him, to catch a dish of fish for him.

It happened one time, that going a-fishing in a stark calm morning, a fog rose so thick, that though we were not half a league from the shore we lost sight of it; and rowing we knew not whither or which way, we laboured all day, and all the next night, and when the morning came we found we had pulled off to sea instead of pulling in for the shore; and that we were at least two leagues from the shore: however, we got well in again, though with a great deal of labour and some danger; for the wind began to blow pretty fresh in the morning; but particularly we were all very hungry.

But our patron, warned by this disaster, resolved to take more care of himself for the future; and having lying by him the long-boat of our English ship he had taken, he resolved he would not go a-fishing any more without a compass and some provision; so he ordered the carpenter of his ship, who also was an English slave, to build a little state-room, or cabin, in the middle of the long-boat, like that of a barge, with a place to stand behind it to steer and hale home the main-sheet; and room before for a hand or two to stand and work the sails: she sailed with that we call a shoulder of mutton sail; and the boom gibed over the top of the cabin, which lay very snug and low, and had in it room for him to lie, with a slave or two, and a table to eat on, with some small lockers to put in some bottles of such liquor as he thought fit to drink; particularly his bread, rice, and coffee.

We went frequently out with this boat a-fishing, and as I was most dexterous to catch fish for him, he never went without me. It happened that he had appointed to go out in this boat, either for pleasure or for fish, with two or three Moors of some distinction in that place, and for whom he had provided extraordinarily, and had therefore sent on board the boat over-night a  larger store of provisions than ordinary; and had ordered me to get ready three fuzees with powder and shot, which were on board his ship; for that they designed some sport of fowling as well as fishing.

I got all things ready as he had directed, and waited the next morning with the boat washed clean, her ancient and pendants out, and every thing to accommodate his guests; when by and by my patron came on board alone, and told me his guests had put off going, upon some business that fell out, and ordered me with the man and boy, as usual, to go out with the boat and catch them some fish, for that his friends were to sup at his house; and commanded that as soon as I got some fish I should bring it home to his house; all which I prepared to do.

This moment my former notions of deliverance darted into my thoughts, for now I found I was like to have a little ship at my command; and my master being gone, I prepared to furnish myself, not for fishing business, but for a voyage; though I knew not, neither did I so much as consider, whither I should steer; for any where to get out of that place was my way.

My first contrivance was to make a pretence to speak to this Moor, to get something for our subsistence on board; for I told him we must not presume to eat of our patron's bread; he said, that was true: so he brought a large basket of rusk or bisket of their kind, and three jars with fresh water, into the boat. I knew where my patron's case of bottles stood, which it was evident, by the make, were taken out of some English prize, and I conveyed them into the boat while the Moor was on shore, as if they had been there before for our master: I conveyed also a great lump of bees-wax into the boat, which weighed above half a hundred weight, with a parcel of twine or thread, a hatchet, a saw, and a hammer, all which were of great use to us afterwards, especially the wax to make candles. Another trick I tried upon him, which he innocently came into also; his name  was Ismael, whom they call Muly or Moley; so I called to him: "Moley," said I, "our patron's guns are on board the boat; can you not get a little powder and shot? It may be we may kill some alcamies (a fowl like our curlews) for ourselves, for I know he keeps the gunner's stores in the ship."--"Yes," says he, "I'll bring some;" and accordingly he brought a great leather pouch which held about a pound and a half of powder, or rather more; and another with shot, that had five or six pounds, with some bullets, and put all into the boat; at the same time I had found some powder of my master's in the great cabin, with which I filled one of the large bottles in the case, which was almost empty, pouring what was in it into another; and thus furnished with every thing needful, we sailed out of the port to fish. The castle, which is at the entrance of the port, knew who we were, and took no notice of us: and we were not above a mile out of the port before we haled in our sail, and set us down to fish. The wind blew from the N.N.E. which was contrary to my desire; for had it blown southerly, I had been sure to have made the coast of Spain, and at last reached to the bay of Cadiz; but my resolutions were, blow which way it would, I would be gone from that horrid place where I was, and leave the rest to fate.

After we had fished some time and catched nothing, for when I had fish on my hook I would not pull them up, that he might not see them, I said to the Moor, "This will not do; our master will not be thus served; we must stand farther off." He, thinking no harm, agreed, and being in the head of the boat set the sails; and as I had the helm I ran the boat out near a league farther, and then brought her to as if I would fish; when giving the boy the helm, I stepped forward to where the Moor was, and making as if I stooped for something behind him, I took him by surprise with my arm under his twist, and tossed him clear overboard into the sea; he rose immediately, for he swam like a cork, and called to me, begged to  be taken in, told me he would go all over the world with me. He swam so strong after the boat, that he would have reached me very quickly, there being but little wind; upon which I stepped into the cabin, and fetching one of the fowling-pieces, I presented it at him, and told him, I had done him no hurt, and if he would be quiet I would do him none: "But," said I, "you swim well enough to reach to the shore, and the sea is calm; make the best of your way to shore, and I will do you no harm; but if you come near the boat I'll shoot you through the head, for I am resolved to have my liberty:" so he turned himself about, and swam for the shore, and I make no doubt but he reached it with ease, for he was an excellent swimmer.

I could have been content to have taken this Moor with me, and have drowned the boy, but there was no venturing to trust him. When he was gone I turned to the boy, whom they called Xury, and said to him, "Xury, if you will be faithful to me I'll make you a great man; but if you will not stroke your face to be true to me," that is, swear by Mahomet and his father's beard, "I must throw you into the sea too." The boy smiled in my face, and spoke so innocently, that I could not mistrust him; and swore to be faithful to me, and go all over the world with me.

While I was in view of the Moor that was swimming, I stood out directly to sea with the boat, rather stretching to windward, that they might think me gone towards the Straits' mouth; (as indeed any one that had been in their wits must have been supposed to do) for who would have supposed we were sailed on to the southward to the truly Barbarian coast, where whole nations of Negroes were sure to surround us with the canoes, and destroy us; where we could never once go on shore but we should be devoured by savage beasts, or more merciless savages of human kind?

But as soon as it grew dusk in the evening, I  changed my course, and steered directly south and by east, bending my course a little toward the east, that I might keep in with the shore; and having a fair, fresh gale of wind, and a smooth, quiet sea, I made such sail that I believe by the next day at three o'clock in the afternoon, when I first made the land, I could not be less than 150 miles south of Sallee; quite beyond the Emperor of Morocco's dominions, or indeed of any other king thereabouts, for we saw no people.

Yet such was the fright I had taken at the Moors, and the dreadful apprehensions I had of falling into their hands, that I would not stop, or go on shore, or come to an anchor; the wind continuing fair till I had sailed in that manner five days, and then the wind shifting to the southward, I concluded also that if any of our vessels were in chase of me, they also would now give over; so I ventured to make to the coast, and come to an anchor in the mouth of a little river, I knew not what, or where; neither what latitude, what country, what nation, or what river: I neither saw, or desired to see any people; the principal thing I wanted was fresh water. We came into this creek in the evening, resolving to swim on shore as soon as it was dark, and discover the country; but as soon as it was quite dark, we heard, such dreadful noises of the barking, roaring, and howling of wild creatures, of we knew not what kinds that the poor boy was ready to die with fear, and begged of me not to go on shore till day. "Well, Xury," said I, "then I won't; but it may be we may see men by day, who will be as bad to us as those lions."--"Then we give them the shoot gun," says Xury, laughing, "make them run wey." Such English Xury spoke by conversing among us slaves. However, I was glad to see the boy so cheerful, and I gave him a dram (out of our patron's case of bottles) to cheer him up. After all, Xury's advice was good, and I took it; we dropped our little anchor, and lay still all night; I say still, for we slept none; for in two or three hours we saw vast great creatures (we  knew not what to call them) of many sorts, come down to the sea-shore and run into the water, wallowing and washing themselves for the pleasure of cooling themselves; and they made such hideous howlings and yellings, that I never indeed heard the like.


Xury[7] was dreadfully frighted, and indeed so was I too; but we were both more frighted when we heard one of these mighty creatures come swimming towards our boat; we could not see him, but we might hear him by his blowing to be a monstrous huge and furious beast; Xury said it was a lion, and it might be so for aught I know; but poor Xury cried to me to weigh the anchor and row away: "No," says I, "Xury; we can slip our cable with the buoy to it, and go off to sea; they cannot follow us far." I had no sooner said so, but I perceived the creature (whatever it was) within two oars' length, which something surprised me; however, I immediately stepped to the cabin-door, and taking up my gun fired at him; upon which he immediately turned about, and swam towards the shore again.

But it is impossible to describe the horrible noises, and hideous cries and howlings, that were raised, as well upon the edge of the shore as higher within the country, upon the noise or report of the gun, a thing I have some reason to believe those creatures had never heard before: this convinced me that there was no going on shore for us in the night upon that coast, and how to venture on shore in the day was another question too; for to have fallen into the hands of any of the savages, had been as bad as to have fallen into the hands of lions and tigers; at least we were equally apprehensive of the danger of it.

Be that as it would, we were obliged to go on shore somewhere or other for water, for we had not a pint left in the boat; when or where to get it, was the point: Xury said, if I would let him go on shore with one of the jars, he would find if there was any water, and bring some to me. I asked him why he would go? why I should not go, and he stay in the boat?  The boy answered with so much affection, that made me love him ever after. Says he, "If wild mans[8] come, they eat me, you go wey.[2q]"--"Well, Xury," said I, "we will both go, and if the wild mans come, we will kill them, they shall eat neither of us." So I gave Xury a piece of rusk bread to eat, and a dram out of our patron's case of bottles which I mentioned before; and we haled the boat in as near the shore as we thought was proper, and waded on shore; carrying nothing but our arms, and two jars for water.

I did not care to go out of sight of the boat, fearing the coming of canoes with savages down the river; but the boy seeing a low place about a mile up the country, rambled to it; and by and by I saw him come running towards me. I thought he was pursued by some savage, or frighted with some wild beast, and I run forward towards him to help him; but when I came nearer to him, I saw something hanging over his shoulders, which was a creature that he had shot, like a hare, but different in colour, and longer legs; however, we were very glad of it, and it was very good meat; but the great joy that poor Xury came with, was to tell me that he had found good water, and seen no wild mans.

But we found afterwards that we need not take such pains for water, for a little higher up the creek where we were, we found the water fresh when the tide was out, which flows but a little way up; so we filled our jars, and feasted on the hare we had killed, and prepared to go on our way, having seen no footsteps of any human creature in that part of the country.

As I had been one voyage to this coast before, I knew very well that the islands of the Canaries, and the Cape de Verd[9] islands also, lay not far off from the coast. But as I had no instruments to take an observation to know what latitude we were in, and not exactly knowing, or at least remembering what latitude they were in, and knew not where to look for  them, or when to stand off to sea towards them; otherwise I might now easily have found some of these islands. But my hope was, that if I stood along this coast till I came to that part where the English traded, I should find some of their vessels upon their usual design of trade, that would relieve and take us in.

By the best of my calculation, that place where I now was, must be that country, which, lying between the emperor of Moro[10]cco's dominions and the Negroes, lies waste, and uninhabited, except by wild beasts; the Negroes having abandoned it, and gone farther south for fear of the Moors; and the Moors not thinking it worth inhabiting, by reason of its barrenness; and indeed both forsaking it because of the prodigious numbers of tigers, lions, leopards, and other furious creatures which harbour there; so that the Moors use it for their hunting only, where they go like an army, two or three thousand men at a time; and indeed for near an hundred miles together upon this coast, we saw nothing but a waste uninhabited country by day, and heard nothing but howlings and roaring of wild beasts by night.

Once or twice in the daytime. I thought I saw the Pico of Teneriffe, being the high top of the Mountain Teneriffe in the Canaries; and had a great mind to venture out in hopes of reaching thither; but having tried twice, I was forced in again by contrary winds, the sea also going too high for my little vessel; so I resolved to pursue my first design, and keep along the shore.

Several times I was obliged to land for fresh water, after we had left this place; and once in particular, being early in the morning, we came to an anchor under a little point of land which was pretty high; and the tide beginning to flow, we lay still to go farther in. Xury, whose eyes were more about him than it seems mine were, calls softly to me, and tells me that we had best go farther off the shore; "for," says he, "look yonder lies a dreadful monster[11] on the  side of that hillock fast asleep." I looked where he pointed, and saw a dreadful monster indeed, for it was a terrible great lion that lay on the side of the shore, under the shade of a piece of the hill that hung as it were a little over him. "Xury," says I, "you shall go on shore and kill him." Xury looked frighted, and said, "Me kill! he eat me at one mouth;" one mouthful he meant: however, I said no more to the boy, but had him lie still, and I took our biggest gun, which was almost musket-bore, and loaded it with a good charge of powder, and with two slugs, and laid it down; then I loaded another gun with two bullets; and the third, for we had three pieces, I loaded with five smaller bullets. I took the best aim I could with the first piece, to have shot him into the head, but he lay so with his leg raised a little above his nose, that the slugs hit his leg about the knee, and broke the bone. He started up growling at first, but finding his leg broke fell down again, and then got up upon three legs, and gave the most hideous roar that ever I heard. I was a little surprised that I had not hit him on the head; however, I look up the second piece immediately, and, though he began to move off, fired again, and shot him into the head, and had the pleasure to see him drop, and make but little noise, but he struggling for life. Then Xury took Heart, and would have me let him go on shore: "Well, go," said I; so the boy jumped into the water, and taking a little gun in one hand, swam to shore with the other hand, and coming close to the creature, put the muzzle of the piece to his ear, and shot him into the head again, which dispatched him quite.

This was game indeed to us, but this was no food; and I was very sorry to lose three charges of powder and shot upon a creature that was good for nothing to us. However, Xury said he would have some of him; so he comes on board, and asked me to give him the hatchet. "For what, Xury?" said I, "Me cut off his head," said he. However, Xury could  not cut off his head, but he cut off a foot, and brought it with him, and it was a monstrous great one.

I bethought myself however, that perhaps the skin of him might one way or other be of some value to us; and I resolved to take off his skin if I could. So Xury and I went to work with him; but Xury was much the better workman at it, for I knew very ill how to do it. Indeed it took us up both the whole day, but at last we got off the hide of him, and spreading it on the top of our cabin, the sun effectually dried it in two days time, and it afterwards served me to lie upon.

After this stop, we made on to the southward continually for ten or twelve days, living very sparing on our provisions, which began to abate very much, and going no oftener into the shore than we were obliged to for fresh water: my design in this was, to make the river Gambia or Senegal, that is to say, any where about the Cape de Verd, where I was in hopes to meet with some European ship; and if I did not, I knew not what course I had to take, but to seek for the islands, or perish there among the Negroes. I knew that all the ships from Europe, which sailed either to the coast of Guinea or Brasil, or to the East Indies, made this Cape, or those islands; and in a word, I put the whole of my fortune upon this single point,[3q] either that I must meet with some ship, or must perish.

When I had passed this resolution about ten days longer, as I have said, I began to see that the land was inhabited; and in two or three places, as we sailed by, we saw people stand upon the shore to look at us; we could also perceive that they were quite black, and stark naked. I was once inclined to have gone on shore to them; but Xury was my better counsellor, and said to me, "No go, no go." However, I hauled in nearer the shore that I might talk to them, and I found they run along the shore by me a good way: I observed they had no weapons in their hands, except one, who had a long slender stick, which Xury said was a lance, and that they would throw, them a great way with good aim; so I kept at a distance, but talked with them by signs as well as I could; and particularly made signs for something to eat; they beckoned to me to stop my boat, and they would fetch me some meat. Upon this I lowered the top of my sail, and lay by, and two of them ran up into the country, and in less than half an hour came back, and brought with them two pieces of dry flesh and some corn, such as is the produce of their country; but we neither knew what the one nor the other was: however, we were willing to accept it, but how  to come at it was our next dispute, for I was not for venturing on shore to them, and they were as much afraid of us: but they took a safe way for us all, for they brought it to the shore and laid it down, and went and stood a great way off till we fetched it on board, and then came close to us again.

We made signs of thanks to them, for we had nothing to make them amends; but an opportunity offered that very instant to oblige them wonderfully; for while we were lying by the shore came two mighty creatures, one pursuing the other (as we took it) with great fury from the mountains towards the sea; whether it was the male pursuing the female, or whether they were in sport or in rage, we could not tell, any more than we could tell whether it was usual or strange, but I believe it was the latter; because, in the first place, those ravenous creatures seldom appear but in the night; and in the second place, we found the people terribly frighted, especially the women. The man that had the lance or dart did not fly from them, but the rest did; however, as the two creatures ran directly into the water, they did not seem to offer to fall upon any of the Negroes, but plunged themselves into the sea, and swam about as if they had come for their diversion. At last one of them began to come nearer our boat than at first I expected; but I lay ready for him, for I had loaded my gun with all possible  expedition, and had Xury load both the others: as soon as he came fairly within my reach I fired, and shot him directly into the head; immediately he sunk down into the water, but rose instantly, and plunged up and down as if he was struggling for life; and so indeed he was: he immediately made to the shore; but between the wound, which was his mortal hurt, and the strangling of the water, he died just before he reached the shore.

It is impossible to express the astonishment of these poor creatures at the noise and the fire of my gun; some of them were even ready to die for fear, and fell down as dead with the very terror. But when they saw the creature dead, and sunk in the water, and that I made signs to them to come to the shore, they took heart and came to the shore, and began to search for the creature. I found him by his blood staining the water, and by the help of a rope, which I slung round him, and gave the Negroes to hale, they dragged him on shore, and found that it was a most curious leopard, spotted and fine to an admirable degree, and the Negroes held up their hands with admiration to think what it was I had killed him with.
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