
[image: Cover: Robinson Crusoe, by Daniel Defoe]


Robinson Crusoe

Daniel Defoe

Supplementary materials written by Allen Michie Series edited by Cynthia Brantley Johnson

Pocket Books

New York London Toronto Sydney






Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.








INTRODUCTIONRobinson Crusoe: A PARABLE OF THE INDIVIDUAL
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So, what would you bring to a desert island?

The question is so familiar that it has become a cliché—a way to start a conversation with friends about which books, music, and possessions we value most. But Robinson Crusoe, the well-known novel about a castaway’s struggle on a remote island, isn’t primarily about conversation, friends, or even about possessions. It is about individuality, or what it means to be a human being. In 1719, when this novel first appeared, the concept of individuality was in the process of being completely transformed. The eighteenth century was a period known as the Age of Enlightenment, when scientists and philosophers made remarkable intellectual strides and revolutionized the way people saw the universe, the world, governments, and even their own bodies. The power of pure reason, the rights of all humans to freedom and equal treatment under the law, and the invisible workings of nature were all subjects of debate and exploration among leading thinkers. Robinson Crusoe encapsulates many of the “radical” political and philosophical ideas of its time in compelling fictional form. It is a tribute to author Daniel Defoe’s artistry that this deceptively plain adventure book captures its own electrifying period in history so thoroughly that it has emerged as one of the few genuinely timeless classics.

The story of Robinson Crusoe—the shipwrecked man struggling to maintain his humanity in adverse circumstances, the longing for friendship, the footprint in the sand that sparks both fear and hope—is familiar even to those who have never opened the novel. Indeed, the basic story is so well known that it is easy to forget how original the book really was. Not only was the story itself somewhat unusual, but the manner in which it was written was also entirely new. Literary critics consider Robinson Crusoe to be one of the very first “novels,” or long fictional stories written in prose. The early novel was a hybrid form of literature that took the best of travel narratives, sermons, guidebooks, crime stories, journalism, romances, political tracts, and pretty much all of the other prose that was already out there. The end result was a puzzling but exciting genre that caught on immediately with young, middle-class readers in the early eighteenth century—a population not traditionally interested in books. Robinson Crusoe captivated readers who, for once, found they could see a bit of themselves in a fictional hero. Crusoe is not landed gentry. He does not spend his days courting a beautiful lady with exaggerated declarations of his undying love. He is the son of a merchant who sets off on his own and, with the help of almost no one, establishes himself as a leader on the basis of his hard-won faith and the work of his own two hands.

With its everyday hero and its story of the power of the individual to triumph in extraordinary circumstances, Robinson Crusoe claimed a readership and a literary terrain that would characterize the novel for the next three hundred years. From the bawdy eighteenth-century novels of Henry Fielding to the blockbuster hits of J. K. Rowling, the novel has become the genre for stories about the lives of average people working their way through opportunities and temptations, with wisdom earned through experience.

The Life of Daniel Defoe

Daniel Defoe was a master of survival. He was born in London in 1660, the son of a fairly prosperous candle maker, James Foe, and his wife, Alice. While he was still very young, he survived the London disasters of a plague in 1665 (which killed about 100,000 people) and the “Great Fire” in 1666 (which destroyed 80 percent of the city). His mother died in 1668, and he faced other hardships as well. As nonconforming Presbyterian Dissenters from the official Anglican Church, the Foes suffered religious persecution. Defoe was not permitted to attend the usual schools and universities of England. Instead, he attended an academy for Nonconformists at Newington Green where he was taught nontraditional subjects such as astronomy and geography.

Defoe initially planned a career in the ministry, but he soon abandoned that goal, opting to find a greater fortune as a merchant. He dealt in hosiery, woolen goods, and wine, among other things. But he had ambitions beyond the “middle way” of life, and he began by changing the plain name “Foe” to “DeFoe,” which sounded more genteel. His ambitions proved expensive, and his purchase of a ship and a country estate began his long life of constant debt. He married Mary Tuffley in 1684, with whom he later had seven children. She brought a dowry of £3,700, but this was little help in the long run. By 1692, Defoe had declared bankruptcy and was imprisoned for debt totaling £17,000, a vast sum at a time when footmen made around £8 per year.

Although Defoe had begun writing political tracts in 1683, it was not until he wrote from prison a series of proposals for social and economic improvement titled An Essay Upon Projects, published in 1697, that he made much impact. Four years later, he drew attention with The True-Born Englishman (1701), a poem that defended the king’s foreign origins and satirized English claims to racial purity. It outsold any previously published poem written in English. But Defoe’s turn toward politics brought him more trouble than acclaim, and in 1703 he was convicted of seditious libel (not for the last time) for The Shortest Way with the Dissenters, a satire on Anglican extremism and religious intolerance.

When Defoe’s prison term was over, and while still reeling from another bankruptcy, he began work as a propagandist and secret agent for both the Tories and Whigs. In 1704, he began writing for The Review, an instrument of the Tories promoting Anglicanism, religious intolerance, and foreign entanglements. He needed the money, so he continued as its sole writer for ten years, even though the politics of the magazine often contradicted his own. Scholars have speculated that Defoe’s mysterious disappearance from the public during his final years of life was because old friends filed a suit against him for old debts. Even though he had written both England’s best-selling poem and best-selling novel up to this time, he died alone and hunted on the poor side of London in 1731.

Literary Context

Empiricism and the Enlightenment

The themes of solitude, survival, and self-invention pervade all of Defoe’s great novels, whether they be set in the wilderness or the overcrowded city. However, in Robinson Crusoe characters react to these kinds of pressures not with outbursts of dramatic emotion, but with an almost detached stoicism. Modern film versions of Robinson Crusoe (or various spin-offs) usually make the imagined emotional distress of the hero the core of the drama, but the novel itself is notable for its restraint. Victorian author Charles Dickens later wrote that it is the “only instance of an universally popular book that could make no one laugh and could make no one cry.” What comes between modern readers and Defoe’s lifetime, however, was the highly influential literary period of Romanticism that took shape around the time of the French Revolution in 1789. The emotional, spontaneous, and freedom-loving Romantics were in many ways reacting against the literary culture that was established during Defoe’s lifetime. The early decades of the 1700s are sometimes called the “neoclassical” period, dominated by the philosophies of empiricism and the Enlightenment.

The “classical” period in ancient Greece and Rome was admired by many eighteenth-century writers, as seen in Alexander Pope’s “Essay on Criticism” (1711), for its principles of balance, decorum, and attention to the unchanging aspects of human nature. Empiricism, as defined by Enlightenment philosopher John Locke, was about turning away from intuition and spiritual revelation as sources of truth and relying instead on what your five senses tell you about the world. Empiricism made possible a new age of scientific confidence and exploration, reinforcing an “enlightened” optimism that the dark ages of superstition and reliance on traditional authorities were coming to an end, and a new era of commonsense ethics and a “marketplace of ideas” was going to take its place. Neoclassicism and Enlightenment thinking did not prevent the expression of strong emotions—indeed, the Enlightenment in many ways made the American Revolution possible—but neither did they particularly promote them. The word enthusiasm had a negative connotation in these years as something that blinded people from rationality, which was seen as the trait that distinguishes us from the beasts that God placed below us on the “great chain” of life. Crusoe has his moments of intense feeling, most tellingly when his rational mind is disabled by a high fever, but most of the time he is far too busy making sensible plans for the future to think much about the fleeting emotions of the moment.

The Rise of the Individual

The great epic poem about Eden, John Milton’s Paradise Lost, had been published in 1667, shortly after Defoe was born in 1660. Milton was a Puritan, as was John Bunyan, who wrote the enormously popular The Pilgrim’s Progress soon afterward. Both were influences on the Puritan-leaning Defoe with their themes of fate versus free will, the metaphor of a spiritual journey, the struggle to overcome temptations, and the ultimate isolation of the single individual before the eyes of God. But when Defoe took up these themes, the seventeenth century had given way to the eighteenth, and the culture was shifting, with profound implications for how people saw themselves. To oversimplify things a bit, up to the eighteenth century, the political influences of the old feudal system (the king having all the power, supported by aristocrats who inherit their positions) caused the great majority of average people to see the individual as something that comes after the larger community. With the eighteenth century, however, political and economic changes gave a new power to the emerging middle class, causing the majority of average people to see the individual as something that comes before the larger community.

Religious Wars and Persecution in Europe

In 1517, the German monk Martin Luther sparked a lasting and bloody conflict between Roman Catholics and Protestants with the publication of his 95 Theses, a tract critical of the Catholic Church. By 1536, King Henry VIII of England also demonstrated his discontent with the Roman Catholic Church by dissolving its monasteries and abbeys in England. Throughout the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, many European royal families were divided by these religious disputes, with some branches defending Roman Catholicism and others embracing Protestantism. These choices on the parts of the members of the ruling classes had both political and personal ramifications. While many kings and queens were genuinely devout in their particular beliefs, religion often served as a cover or excuse for political maneuverings and power struggles. Several wars were fought among the main powers of Europe over the question of religion, including a series of civil wars in France from 1562 to 1598, a war between Catholic Spain and Protestant nations England and the Netherlands (the British defeat of the Spanish Armada in 1588 occurred during this conflict), and the Thirty Years War (1618 to 1648) between the various states of the Holy Roman Empire.

As power changed hands from one side to the other, those whose faith fell out of favor were often persecuted. In its most extreme form, the religious persecution amounted to mass murder. During the St. Bartholomew’s Day Massacre of 1572, for example, France’s Catholic king ordered his army to hunt down and execute members of a Protestant group known as the Huguenots. In three days, the army killed twenty thousand people. More commonly, the members of a persecuted faith were denied the right to worship publicly according to their beliefs, hold state office, or own property. Violence among religious groups was common. During the early seventeenth century, many Europeans began to seek religious freedom (and freedom from state-sanctioned attacks) in the Americas.

While the worst convulsions of Europe’s struggle with religious difference were over by the time he was born, Daniel Defoe’s family was still persecuted for its religious beliefs. The clash between Protestants and Catholics certainly did not end in the seventeenth century. In fact, the schism is still plainly visible in Northern Ireland, where peace between the Protestant majority and Catholic minority was only achieved in 2005 after generations of sectarian bloodshed.

Naval Exploration

The period stretching from the fifteenth to the seventeenth century is often labeled the Age of Exploration. European navies traveled where they had never gone before—across both the Atlantic and Pacific oceans—in search of trading routes, gold, silver, and spices. The explorers of this era (such famous sailors as Christopher Columbus, Samuel de Champlain, and Francis Drake) were truly setting off into the unknown. Their navigational equipment was imprecise, and they had no idea what lay before them. By Defoe’s time, the ships, the maps, and the navigational knowledge of the world’s navies had improved dramatically. Ships could travel virtually anywhere in the world and did so with increased frequency as England, the Netherlands, Spain, Portugal, and France all raced to lay claim to the riches they discovered in exotic, faraway lands. Better ships and better navigation did not make sailing around the world particularly safe, however, and shipwrecks were common.

Interestingly, the real-life inspiration for Robinson Crusoe was not the victim of a shipwreck. Alexander Selkirk had put to sea with a pirate captain in 1703, and after a battle damaged the ship, he became convinced the vessel was not seaworthy. He asked to be put ashore on an uninhabited island off the coast of Chile. The captain obliged, and Selkirk lived alone on the island until he was rescued in 1709. He later wrote about his experiences.






CHRONOLOGY OF DANIEL DEFOE’S LIFE AND WORK
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	1660: Daniel Foe born on an unknown date in London, son of a fairly prosperous candle maker, James Foe, and his wife, Alice.

	1662: The Act of Uniformity, forcing allegiance to the Church of England, compels the Foe family to become Presbyterian “Dissenters.”

	1668: Alice Foe dies.

	1671–73: Attends the Reverend James Fisher’s school at Dorking, Surrey.

	1674–79: Prepares for a career in the ministry, attending an academy for Dissenters at Newington Green where nontraditional subjects such as astronomy and geography are taught.

	1681: Renounces ministerial goals.

	1683: Established as a trader near the Royal Exchange in London. Publishes first political tract.

	1684: Marries Mary Tuffley, with whom Daniel Foe has seven children.

	1685–92: Works as a merchant, ship owner, and importer, traveling widely.

	
1688: Publishes a pamphlet supporting the Revolution of 1688 and begins service to William III.

	1690–91: Contributes to the Athenian Mercury.


	1692: Declares bankruptcy and is imprisoned for debt.

	1695: Begins using the name “DeFoe” publicly while working as a manager of royal lotteries.

	1697: Draws attention for publication of An Essay Upon Projects.


	1701: Publishes The True-Born Englishman defending William III’s Dutch origins. The poem outsells any poem previously published in English.

	1702: Death of William III ends chances for political advancement. Publishes The Shortest Way with Dissenters, a satiric attack on Anglican extremism.

	1703: Arrested, tried, and convicted of seditious libel for writing The Shortest Way. Publishes the hugely successful Hymn to the Pillory. Becomes bankrupt again.

	1703: Secures release from prison and begins work as a political journalist, adviser, and secret agent for both the Tories and the Whigs.

	1704: Publishes first book, The Storm, following a storm’s destruction of thousands of homes, churches, and buildings. Begins spying in England and Scotland for Robert Harley, a prominent government minister.

	1704–13: Writes and edits The Review.


	1709: Publishes The History of the Union of Scotland and England, promoting the union of those countries.

	1713–14: Arrested several times for debt and political writings.

	1715: Begins working as a political journalist for Secretary of State Charles Townshend. Publishes The Family Instructor.


	1717: Begins to write for the Tory paper Weekly Journal.


	1718: Publishes a second volume of The Family Instructor.


	1719: Publishes Robinson Crusoe and Further Adventures of Robinson Crusoe.


	1720: Publishes Memoires of a Cavalier; Captain Singleton; and Serious Reflections.


	1722: Publishes Moll Flanders; Religious Courtship; A Journal of the Plague Year; Colonel Jacque; and Due Preparations for the Plague.


	1724: Publishes The Fortunate Mistress (Roxana); A General History of the Pyrates; A Tour thro’ the Whole Island of Great Britain.


	1725: Publishes A New Voyage Round the World and The Complete English Tradesman.


	1726: Publishes The Political History of the Devil.


	1727: Publishes Conjugal Lewdness; An Essay on the History and Reality of Apparitions; A New Family Instructor.


	1728: Publishes Augusta Triumphans and A Plan of the English Commerce.


	1729: Writes The Compleat English Gentleman (published 1890).

	1731: Dies “of a lethargy” (i.e., stroke) on April 24, alone and pursued by creditors, in Ropemaker’s Alley, London.








HISTORICAL CONTEXT OF Robinson Crusoe
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	1660: The monarchy is restored when Charles II returns to England from France. The “Restoration” becomes a period marked by the elaborate indulgences of the court, including witty and risqué stage comedies.

	1664: The start of the Second Dutch War, in which England combats Dutch trade domination.

	1665: A plague kills nearly 100,000 people living in and around London.

	1666: France and Holland declare war on England. Also, as much as 80 percent of London is destroyed in the Great Fire, leaving thousands destitute.

	1672: The Act of Indulgence permits Dissenters to assemble. England and France declare war on the Dutch.

	1678: A false allegation of a “Popish Plot” to assassinate Charles II and put a Catholic on the throne generates widespread anti-Catholic sentiment. John Dryden publishes MacFlecknoe; John Bunyan publishes The Pilgrim’s Progress.


	1679: Whigs in Parliament pass the Bill of Exclusion hoping to block succession of Charles’s Catholic brother, James.

	1681: John Dryden publishes Absalom and Achitophel.


	1685: Charles II dies and James II ascends the throne.

	1687: James II issues the Declaration of Liberty of Conscience, extending toleration to all religions.

	1688: During England’s “Glorious Revolution,” the Protestant William III of Orange is brought in to rule England, and the Catholic James II flees to France.

	1689: Constitutional monarchy is established. William III and Mary II become joint monarchs of England and Scotland. The Toleration Act grants freedom of worship to Dissenters in England.

	1690: John Locke publishes An Essay Concerning Human Understanding.


	1694: Mary II dies; the Bank of England is established.

	1698: Jeremy Collier publishes A Short View of the Immorality and Prophaneness of the English Stage.


	1701: England goes to war with France.

	1702: William III dies and Anne ascends to the throne. The Bill to Prevent Occasional Conformity aims to restrict Dissenters’ property rights, university attendance, and ability to hold public office. England enters the War of Spanish Succession.

	1703: The Great Storm causes massive destruction to thousands of homes and buildings.

	1707: The Act of Union unites England and Scotland into Great Britain.

	1708: Robert Harley, prominent government minister, is forced to resign his office.

	
1709: Alexander Pope’s first published works appear in Tonson’s Miscellanies. Richard Steele publishes The Tatler.


	1710: Jonathan Swift publishes The Examiner. The Tories come to power.

	1711: Alexander Pope publishes An Essay on Criticism; Joseph Addison and Richard Steele begin publishing The Spectator.


	1713: England and France negotiate peace and ratify the Treaty of Utrecht.

	1714: Queen Anne dies; George I ascends to the throne. Sir Robert Walpole becomes prime minister.

	1715: Robert Harley is indicted for treason and sent to the Tower.

	1719: Eliza Haywood publishes Love in Excess.


	1720: The overinflated stocks of the South Sea Company crash, causing financial ruin for many people and banks.

	1721: The plague appears in Marseilles.

	1726: Jonathan Swift publishes Gulliver’s Travels, in part satirizing Robinson Crusoe.


	1727: George I dies; George II ascends to the throne.

	1728: John Gay’s The Beggar’s Opera is performed. The first edition of Alexander Pope’s Dunciad appears.

	1729: Jonathan Swift’s A Modest Proposal is published.

	1730: James Thomson’s The Seasons is published.








ROBINSON CRUSOE
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PREFACE
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IF EVER THE STORY of any private man’s adventures in the world were worth making public, and were acceptable when published, the editor of this account thinks this will be so.

The wonders of this man’s life exceed all that (he thinks) is to be found extant; the life of one man being scarce capable of a greater variety.

The story is told with modesty, with seriousness, and with a religious application of events to the uses to which wise men always apply them (viz.) to the instruction of others by this example, and to justify and honour the wisdom of Providence in all the variety of our circumstances, let them happen how they will.

The editor believes the thing to be a just history of fact; neither is there any appearance of fiction in it. And however thinks, because all such things are disputed, that the improvement of it, as well to the diversion, as to the instruction of the reader, will be the same; and as such, he thinks, without further compliment to the world, he does them a great service in the publication.1






I GO TO SEA
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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 goes, 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 befall 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 wished 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.1

He bade me observe it, and I should always find that the calamities of life were shared among the upper and lower part of mankind; 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, nor 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, 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 further 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 anything 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 anything 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 showing 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, nor 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 sea 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 anything 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 seasick 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 seasick, 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, d’you call it?” said I, “ ’twas a terrible storm.” “A storm, you fool, you,” replies 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; d’ye see what charming weather ’tis 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 the 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 southwest, 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 everything 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 bitter 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 too, 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 foundered. Two more ships, being driven from their anchors, were run out of the roads to sea at all adventures,2 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 spritsail out before the wind.

Towards evening the mate and boatswain begged the master of our ship to let them cut away the foremast 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 foremast, the mainmast stood so loose and shook the ship so much, they were obliged to cut her away also, and make a clear deck.

Anyone 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 sprung 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 everybody had his own life to think of, nobody minded me, or what was become of me; but another man stepped 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 us to get on board, or for the boat to lie near the ship 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 strand 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 lighthouse 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;3 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 overruling 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, asking 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.4 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.”






I AM CAPTURED BY PIRATES
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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 everybody 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 awhile, 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 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 learned the duty and office of a foremast man; 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 learned 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 anything 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 £40 in such toys and trifles as the captain directed me to buy. This £40 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, learned 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 introduce 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 £300, and this filled me with those aspiring thoughts which have since 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 calenture1 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 £100 of my new-gained wealth, so that I had £200 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 canvas 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 two hundred 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 chests, 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 some time 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 lie 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 Maresco2 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 longboat of our English ship which 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 stateroom or cabin in the middle of the longboat, like that of a barge, with a place to stand behind it to steer and haul home the main-sheet; and room before for a hand or two to stand and work the sails. She sailed with what we call a shoulder-of-mutton sail; and the boom jibbed 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 fusils3 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 everything 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 had got some fish I should bring it home to his house; all which I prepared to do.






I ESCAPE FROM THE SALLEE ROVER
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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 a fishing business, but for a voyage; though I knew not, neither did I so much as consider whither I should steer; for anywhere 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 biscuit, 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 beeswax into the boat, which weighed above half a hundredweight, 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 pound, 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 everything 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 hauled in our sail and set us down to fish. The wind blew from the north-northeast, which was contrary to my desire; for had it blown southerly, I had been sure to have made the coast of Spain, and at least 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 caught 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 twist1 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 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’ mouth2 (as indeed anyone 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 their canoes, and destroy us; where we could ne’er 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 towards 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 came 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 seashore 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 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 a 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 come, they eat me, you go wey.” “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 hauled the boat in as near the shore as we thought was proper, and so 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 ran 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 he had found good water and seen no wild mans.
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