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had even killed the fatted calf for me; for, hearing 
the ship I went in was cast away in Yarmouth Roads, 
it was a great while before he had any assurance that 
I was not drowned. 

But my wayward disposition pushed me on 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 rushed 
on with my eyes open. 

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 shak- 
ing his head, asked me how I did; telling his father 
who I was, and how I had come this voyage only 
for a trial, in order to go further abroad. His father, 
turning to me, with a 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 aseafaring 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 has all befallen us on your account, like Jonah 
in the ship of Tarshish: pray,” continues he, “ what


