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CHAPTER 1


Shipwreck!
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For many days, our ship was tossed in terrible storms. We were thrown about the sea and were terribly off course. Our mast was split, there were leaks all around, and water rushed in, rising quickly. Our crew gave up all hope and feared the worst. All seemed lost.


I gathered my family on the deck, and we prayed on our knees in the pelting rain. Suddenly, we heard a crew member shout out, “Land! Land!”


Our prayers had been answered. But just then, the ship wedged between two huge rocks and began to crack to pieces as water poured in from all sides.


“Lower the boats! We are lost!” yelled the captain. Our ship began to come apart. I ran to my boys and my wife and cried, “We are still above water and land is near! We can still make it!”


But as I turned, I saw that the crew had jumped into all the lifeboats. It broke my heart. How could I tell the family we had been left by our shipmates?


“Children, ” I shouted over the rain, “if we stay on board, after the storm we can make it to shore!” My boys were relieved, but my wife saw that I was still worried as the broken ship swayed and rolled in the waves.


“We need to find food, ” I yelled. “We have to stay strong for what is ahead.”


As the night wore on, the waves and rain kept taking more of our ship, but we managed to stay in our cabin, above water.


We searched what was left of the ship in a panic, finding food and putting together a meal for the family.


Just then, Fritz, my oldest son, said, “Father, why don’t we find something to make life jackets or float belts, and then we can all swim to the shore?”


It was a great idea. We found empty flasks and cans that we connected together to make life jackets of sorts and put them on so that we might survive if we were washed overboard. The life jackets wouldn’t last for a long swim, but they might give us a moment or two more. We also found matches, knives, rope, and other useful things to carry, just in case. Fritz, Ernest, Jack, and Franz could now sleep on the broken ship, while my wife and I waited up all night, watching the storm.


Finally, when day came, we saw that the sky had begun to clear, and we woke the boys. They were surprised that the other shipmates had deserted in the lifeboats but we told them not to fear.


“But Papa!” they cried. “What has become of everyone? Are all the sailors gone? Why did they leave us?”


“We should swim to shore now, ” Fritz interrupted.


“I think we should build a raft and use that to get there safely, ” said Ernest. “These float belts may not do the trick.”


“First let’s search the rest of the ship to see what we can find, ” I answered. “Let’s all meet back here with whatever we think will be useful.”


My youngest son, Franz, who was only seven, went to look for fishing hooks, and my wife went to feed and comfort the animals on the ship, which were all full of fear. The rest of us set out to find what we could. Fritz went to find weapons, I looked for fresh water, and Jack went to the captain’s quarters.


Jack opened the door only to be knocked over by two leaping dogs that were thrilled to be rescued. They licked him all over, and Jack climbed up on the biggest dog and proudly rode him to where I was. We joined the others and went through all we had found.


Fritz had found guns, gunpowder, and bullets. Ernest had nails, a saw, an axe, a hammer, and other tools in all of his pockets. Little Franz proudly showed us a box of fishing hooks, which I told him were the most important. My wife told us that there was a donkey, two cows, two goats, six sheep, a ram, a flock of chickens, a rooster, and two pigs on board.


Jack hit upon the idea of finding some barrels to float to shore in. They could be used to build a raft for all of us. I sawed the barrels each in half until there were eight. I joined the half-barrels together with large boards until we had built a sort of a boat of tubs. We placed rollers made from cut up poles under our boat and managed to create a lever to launch it into the water. We tied it to our broken ship and then loaded it with all of our tools, food, water, and everything else we found that might be useful. Then, we found some oars that we could row for shore with. After a busy day of preparing the raft, it was nightfall once again, and we waited tensely in the dark in hopes that another storm would not come. In the morning, we prepared to row to shore.


“Before we go, ” I told the boys, “make sure to leave lots of feed for the animals and make them as comfortable as you can. We may be able to come back for them in a few days.” Just as we were about to leave, we heard the rooster’s crow, which made us decide to gather all of the chickens to take with us.


My two eldest boys, Ernest and Fritz, took the oars. With that, it was time to head for shore. We all bravely put our lives into the little boat.
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CHAPTER 2


A New World
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We soon glided away from the wreck and into the open sea. We all looked for land, but we kept spinning around and around until I learned how to steer the boat properly.


We had left the dogs, as we could not carry them, but as we sailed away, they jumped into the water and came after us yowling and barking. They made their way to the boat and rested their paws against it until we pulled them in, taking pity on them. We were especially glad to see the happy face of our own dog, Turk, barking at us on board.


We rowed until we came near the land. Past some cliffs, we saw a green, grassy patch among palm trees.


“I wish I’d thought to bring the telescope, ” I said, just as Jack pulled it from his pocket with a laugh and a twinkle in his eye. I could see through the telescope that there was a small flat beach we could land on. As we reached the shore, everyone jumped out but Franz, who was packed in a tub so tight he had to be pulled out by his mother.


The dogs ran ahead and flamingos and penguins and other birds on the beach began to shriek as they approached.


We quickly unloaded our boat, setting the chickens and rooster free to roam. We all searched madly now for a place to spend the night. Soon, we found two fallen trees, which we wedged into a frame. We draped the sailcloth we had packed in the boat around the trees, fastened it with pegs, and made ourselves a kind of tent, with an entrance we could close.


Then we sent the boys to search for moss and grass to spread out for beds while I made a fireplace near a river that ran next to the tent. We lit it with twigs and dried seaweed, filled a pot with water and food from the ship, and started to cook soup for our dinner. Fritz loaded the guns and left one with me as he went out to explore the coast beyond the river. Ernest and Jack went to look for shellfish in the shallow water along the shore.


As I worked, I suddenly heard Jack yell, and ran to him with an axe in my hands. I found that a huge lobster had clamped itself on his leg. No matter how hard he kicked, he could not get it off. I pulled it from him and Jack hit it with a stone.


“Never hit in anger, Jack, ” I told him. Still, I was glad that we had another piece for our meal.


“When we cook it, ” said Jack, “I want a claw all for myself.”


“I found oysters, but I didn’t want to get wet catching them, ” said Ernest, who had come running up to see what the noise was about.


“Ernest, ” I scowled at him, “you go and get us some of those oysters for our next meal, and don’t let me hear you complain again about getting your feet wet. We all have to work now to survive.”


“I also found some salt in the rocks that had dried from the sea, ” added Ernest, trying to make good.


“Nice work, ” I answered. “Go bring us some. That will be wonderful.”


He used a small stone to scrape some of the salt from the cracks in the rocks and brought it back in his hands, no longer worrying about getting his feet wet. As the soup boiled, we suddenly realized we had no spoons to eat with.


“We could use the oyster shells as spoons!” offered Ernest.


“A great idea, son! You lead the boys to the oysters and clean a few out.”


They went into the water and Jack and Ernest brought a carefully balanced stack of the oysters back. With that, Fritz returned from his hunt with his hands behind his back.


“I didn’t get anything, ” he said, frowning. But his brothers had seen behind his back and were pointing and yelling. Sure enough, Fritz pulled out a small pig he had caught and was hiding behind his back.


He told us what he had found on the other side of the river. The lands there were quite beautiful, with a sloping shore and a field.


“Best of all, ” he said, “it is filled with all sorts of things that we can use that have floated in from the wreck. Tomorrow we will have to go and get them. We should also go back to the ship and get the animals. They can live on the other side of the river.”


“Did you see any of our shipmates?” I asked.


“No, ” he answered, “but you should have seen the strange way this pig behaved! There were lots of them and they hopped instead of walking.”


Meanwhile, Ernest had been looking at the pig closely.


“This isn’t a pig, ” he said, “It’s an agouti. I learned about them in school. Look, it has teeth like a squirrel.”


“Oh, ” scoffed Fritz, “now you’re going to prove my pig isn’t a pig?”


“He’s right, ” I said, looking closely. “It is an agouti, which is a large rodent. I have heard of them before.”


While we had been talking, Jack had been prying open oysters and now handed them to us. We all gulped and tried them and were left with the shells for spoons.


As we ate, we saw that the dogs had surrounded the agouti and were about to attack it. Fritz leaped up in a rage, hit one of the dogs hard, and then threw stones after them. I quickly chased him and gave him a good talking to.


“Fritz, ” I said, “you have to watch your temper. You have scared the dogs, and we need them to help us. You must be calmer.”


Fritz felt badly and said he was sorry. By now, it was getting dark and time for rest. The birds we had brought were all nestled around the rocks. We all settled in after a prayer. The children were surprised at how suddenly the night closed in so near to the equator. Quite quickly, we were alone in total darkness, except for our campfire. It was not quite the first night we had imagined when we set out to be farmers in a new land, as part of a colony to be started in a new world. But it was a night we would never forget in our new home.
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