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@ very strange encounter with them: of which in its 

place. 
The perturbation of my mind during this fifteen 

or sixteen months’ interval was very great. I slept 

unquiet, dreamed always frightful dreams, and often 

started out of my sleep in the night; in the day 

great troubles overwhelmed my mind; and in the 

night I dreamed often of killing the savages, and of 

the reasons why I might justify the doing of it. But, 

to waive all this for a while. It was in the middle 

of May, on the sixteenth day I think, as well as my 

poor wooden calendar would reckon, for I marked 

all upon the post still; I say, it was on the sixteenth 

of May that it blew a very great storm of wind all 

day, with a great deal of lightning and thunder, and a 

very foul night it was after it. I knew not what was 

the particular occasion of it, but, as I was reading 

in the Bible, and taken up with very serious thoughts 

about my present condition, I was surprised with the 

noise of a gun, as I thought, fired at sea. I started 

up in the greatest haste imaginable, and, in a trice, 

clapped my ladder to the middle place of the rock, 

and pulled it after me; and mounting it the second 

time, got to the top of the hill the very moment that 

a flash of fire bid me listen for a second gun, which 

accordingly, in about half a minute, I heard; and, 

by the sound, knew that it was from that part of the 

sea where I was driven down the current in my boat. 

I immediately considered that this must be some 

ship in distress, and that they had some comrade, or


