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might have lived afterwards I know not, though I 

know they have a notion in the Brazils that they live 

an hundred years. My dog was a very pleasant and 

loving companion to me for no less than sixteen years 

of my time, and then died of mere old age. As for 

my cats, they multiplied, as I have observed, to that 

degree, that I was obliged to shoot several of them at 

first, to keep them from devouring me and all I had; 

but at length, when the two old ones I brought with 

me were gone, and after some time continually driv- 

ing them from me, and letting them have no provi- 

sion with me, they all ran wild into the woods, ex- 

sept two or three favourites, which I kept tame, and 

whose young, when they had any, I always drowned ; 

and these were part of my family. Besides these, I 

always kept two or three household kids about me, 

whom I taught to feed out of my hand; and I had 

two more parrots, which talked pretty well, and would 

all call “ Robin Crusoe,” but none like my first; nor 

indeed did I take the pains with any of them that I 
had done with him. I had also several tame sea- 
fowls, whose names I knew not, that I caught upon 

the shore, and cut their wings; and the little stakes 

which I had planted before my castle wall being now 

grown up to a good thick grove, these fowls all lived 

among these low trees, and bred there, which was 

very agreeable to me; so that, as I said above, I 

began to be very well contented with the lite I led, 
if I could but have been secured from the dread of 

the savages. But it was otherwise directed.


