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I was much more suitably employed when I was 

twenty-six days making me a deal board. 

It was now the beginning of the year 1693, when 

my nephew, whom, as I have observed before, I had 

brought up to the sea, and had made him commander 

of a ship, was come home from a short voyage to 

Bilboa, being the first he made. He came to me, 

and told me that some merchants of his acquaintance 

had been proposing to him to go a voyage for them 

to the East Indies and to China, as private traders. 
“ And now, uncle,” says he, “if you will go to sea 

with me, I will engage to land you upon your old 

habitation in the island; for we are to touch at the 

Brazils. I hope it may not be an unlucky proposal, 

sir,” says he; “I dare say you would be pleased to 

see your new colony there, where you once reigned 
with more felicity than most of your brother monarchs 

in the world.”’ 

In a word, the scheme hit so exactly with my tem- 

per, that is to say, the prepossession I was under, 

that I told him in a few words, if he agreed with the 
merchants, I would go with him; but I told him I 

would not promise to go any farther than my own 

island. ‘ Why, sir,” says he, “ you don’t want to be 

left there again, I hope?” “ Why,” said I, “can 

you not take me up again on your return?” He told 

me it would not be possible to do so; that the mer- 

chants would never allow him to come that way with 

a laden ship of such value, it being a month’s sail 

out of his way, and might be three or four. “ Be-


