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that spoke to me; for just in such bemoaning lan- 
guage I had used to talk to him and teach him; and 
he had learned it so perfectly that he would sit upon 
my finger, and lay his bill close to my face, and cry, 
“ Poor Robin Crusoe! Where are you? Where 
have you been? How came you here?” and such 
things as I had taught him. 

However, even though I knew it was the parrot, 
and that indeed it could be nobody else, it was a good 
while before I could compose myself. First, I was 
amazed how the creature got thither, and then, how 

he should just keep about the place, and nowhere else: 
but as I was well satisfied it could be nobody but 
honest Poll, I got over it; and holding out my hand, 

and calling him by his name, “ Poll,’’ the sociable 
creature came to me, and sat upon my thumb, as he 

used to do, and continued talking to me, Poor Robin 

Crusoe! and how did I come here? and where had I 
been? just as if he had been overjoyed to see me 
again; and so I carried him home along with me. 

I now had had enough of rambling to sea for some 
time, and had enough to do for many days, to sit 

still and reflect upon the danger I had been in. I 
remained near a year, living a very sedate, retired 

life, as you may well suppose; and my thoughts 

being very much composed as to my condition, and 
fully comforted in resigning myself to the dispositions 

of Providence, I thought I lived really very happily 

in all things, except that of society. 
T improved myself in this time in all the mechanic


