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face, perfectly well: as to his habit, I shall describe 
it afterwards. I ordered nobody to go on shore at 

first but myself; but there was no keeping I’riday in 

the boat, for the affectionate creature had spied his 

father at a distance, a good way off the Spaniards, 

where, indeed, I saw nothing of him, and if they had 

- not let him go ashore, he would have jumped into the 

sea. He was no sooner on shore, than he flew away 

to his father, like an arrow out of a bow. It would 

have made any man shed tears, in spite of the firmest 

resolution, to have seen the first transports of this poor 

fellow’s joy when he came to his father: how he em- 

braced him, kissed him, stroked his face, took him up 

in his arms, set him down upon a tree, and lay down 

by him; then stood and looked at him, as any one 

would look at a strange picture, for a quarter of an 

hour together; then lie down on the ground, and 

stroke his legs, and kiss them, and then get up again 

and stare at him; one would have thought the fellow 

bewitched. But it would have made a dog laugh 

the next day to see how his passion ran out another 

way. In the morning he walked along the shore, to 

and again, with his father several hours, always lead- 

ing him by the hand, as if he had been a lady; and 

every now and then he would come to the boat to fetch 

something or other for him, either a lump of sugar, a 

dram, a biscuit-cake, or something or other that was 

good. In the afternoon his frolics ran another way; 

for then he would set the old man down upon the 

ground and dance about him, and make a thousand


