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being so hurtful in these climates as the rain upon 

the flesh under the clothes. 

I had a short jacket of goats’ skin, the skirts hang- 

ing down to about the middle of my thighs; anda 

pair of open-kneed breeches: the breeches were made 

of the skin of an old he-goat, whose hair hung down 

such a length on either side, that, like pantaloons, it 

reached to the middle of my legs. Stockings and 

shoes I had none; but I had made me a pair of some- 

thing, I scarce know what to call them, like buskins, 

to flap over my legs. 

I had ona broad belt of goats’ skin dried, which I 

drew together with two thongs of the same, instead 

of buckles: and, in a kind of frog, on each side of 

this, hung a saw and a hatchet. I had another belt 
not so broad, fastened in the same manner, which 

hung over my shoulder; and at the end of it hung 

two pouches, in which I kept my powder and shot. 

At my back I carried my basket, on my shoulder my 
gun, and over my head a great clumsy goats’-skin 
umbrella, but which, after all, was the most necessary 

thing I had about me, next tomy gun. As for my 
face, the colour of it was really not so mulatto-like 

as one might expect from a man not at all careful 
of it, and living within nine or ten degrees of the 

equinox. My beard I had once suffered to grow 
till it was about a quarter of a yard long; but as I 
had scissors and razors, I had cut it pretty short, ex- 
cept what grew on my upper lip, which I had trim- 
med into a large pair of Mahometan whiskers, such


