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certain quantity of provisions, being the stores for our 
voyage, and intended, in a week or a fortnight’s time, 
to open the dock, and launch out our boat. I was 

busy one morning upon something of this kind, when 

I called to Friday, and bid him go to the sea-shore, 

and see if he could find a turtle or tortoise, a thing 
which we generally got once a week, for the sake of 

the eggs as well as the flesh. Friday had not been 

long gone when he came running back, and flew over 

my outer wall or fence like one that felt not the 
ground, or the steps he set nis feet on; and before I 

had time to speak to him, he cries out to me—‘‘O 

master! QO master! O sorrow! O bad!” ‘ What's 
the matter, Friday?” says I. ‘“O yonder there,” 

says he, “one, two, three canoe; one, two, three.” 

By this way of speaking, I concluded there were six; 

but, on inquiry, I found it was but three. ‘“ Well, 

Friday,” says I, “do not be frightened—we must 

resolve to fight them. Can you fight, Friday?” “Me 

shoot,’’ says he, “‘ but there come many great num- 

ber.” “No matter for that,” said I again; “ our 

guns will fright them that we do not kill.” So I 

asked him whether, if I resolved to defend him, he 

would defend me, and stand by me, and do just as I 

bid him. He said, ‘‘ Me die when you bid die, mas- 

ter.” So I went and fetched a good dram of rum, 

and gave him; for I had ‘been so good a husband of 

my rum that I had a great deal left. When he drank 

it, I made him take the two fowling-pieces which we 

always carried, and loaded them with large swan- 
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