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drown.’ Then I presently asked him if there were 

any white mans, as he called them, in the boat? 

“ Yes,” he said, “the boat full of white mans.” 1 

asked him how many? He told upon his fingers 

seventeen. I asked him then, what became of them ? 

Ile told me, “ They live, they dwell at my nation.” 

This put new thoughts into my head; for I pre- 

sently imagined, that these might be the men be- 
longing to the ship that was cast away in the sight 

of my island, as I now called it; and who, after the 

ship was struck on the rock, and they saw her in- 

evitably lost, had saved themselves in their boat, 

and were landed upon that wild shore among the 

savages. Upon this, I inquired of him more criti- 

cally what was become of them: he assured me they 

lived still there; that they had been there about four 
years; that the savages let them alone, and gave 
them victuals to live on. I asked him how it came 

to pass they did not kill them, and eat them? He 

said, ‘‘ No, they make brother with them ;’’ that is, 

as I understood him, a truce; and then he added, 

‘They no eat mans, but when make the war fight;”’ 

that is to say, they never eat any men but such as 

come to fight with them, and are taken in battle. 

It was after this some considerable time, that, 

being upon the top of the hill, at the east side of the 
island, from whence, as I have said, I had, in a clear 

day, discovered the main, or continent, of America, 

Friday, the weather being very serene, looks very 

earnestly towards the mainland, and, in a kind of


