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antic postures and gestures; and all the while he did 

this he would be talking to him, and telling him one 

story or other of his travels, and of what had hap- 

pened to him abroad, to divert him. 

But this is a digression: I return to my landing. 

It would be needless to take notice of all the cere- 

monies and civilities the Spaniards received me with. 

The first Spaniard, who, as I said, I new very well, 

was he whose life I had saved; he came towards the 

boat, attended by one more, carrying a flag of truce 

also; and he not only did not know me at first, but 

he had no thoughts, no notion of its being me that was 

come, till I spoke to him. “ Seignior,” said 1, in Por- 

tuguese, ‘do you not know me?” Atwhich he spoke 
not a word, but giving his musket to the man that was 

with him, threw his arms abroad, and saying some- 

thing in Spanish that I did not perfectly hear, came 

forward and embraced me; telling me he was inex- 

cusable not to know that face again, that he had once 

seen as if an angel from heaven sent to save his life. 
He said abundance of very handsome things, as a well- 

bred Spaniard always knows how, and then beckon- 

ing to the person that attended him, bade him go 

and call out his comrades. He then asked me if I 

would walk to my own habitation, where he would 

give me possession of my own house again, and where 

I should see they had made but mean improvements. 

So I walked along with him; but alas! I could no 

more find the place again than if I had never been 

there ; for they had planted so many trees, and placed


