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easily discern what they were, though we could not 
tell their design; and I easily found they were some 

of my old friends, the same sort of savages that I had 

been used to engage with; and in a short time more 
they rowed a little farther out to sea, till they came 
directly broadside with us, and then rowed down 
straight upon us, till they came so near that they 

could hear us speak. Upon this I ordered all my 
men to keep close, lest they should shoot any more 
arrows, and make all our guns ready; but being so 
near as to be within hearing, I made Friday go out 
upon the deck, and call out aloud to them in his lan- 

guage, to know what they meant: which accordingly 
he did. Whether they understood him or not, that 

I knew not; but as soon as he had called to them, 

six of them who were in the foremost or nighest boat 

to us, turned their canoes from us, immediately Friday 

cried out they were going to shoot: and unhappily 

for him, poor fellow, they let fly about three hundred 

of their arrows, and, to my inexpressible grief, killed 

poor Friday, no other man being in their sight. The 

poor fellow was shot with no less than three arrows, 

and about three more fell very near him; such unlueky 

marksmen they were! 

I was so enraged at the loss of my old trusty ser- 

vant and companion, that I immediately ordered five 

guns to be loaded with small shot, and four with great, 

and gave them such a broadside as they had never 

heard in their lives before, to be sure. They were 

uot above half a cable length off when we fired: and 
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