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self, what moves you to tell it to me?” “ I am moved,” 
says he, “‘ by the imminent danger you are in, and, 
for aught I see, you have no knowledge of it.” “I 
know no danger I am in,” says I, “ but that my ship 
is leaky, and I cannot find it out; but I intend to 
lay her aground to-morrow, to see if I can find it.” 
“ But, sir,” says he, “leaky or not leaky, find it or 
not find it, you will be wiser than to lay your ship 
on shore to-morrow, when you hear what I have to 
say to you: do you know, sir,’”’ said he, “the town 
of Cambodia lies about fifteen leagues up this river, 
and there are two large English ships about five 
leagues on this side, and three Dutch.” “ Well,” 
said I, “and what is that to me?” “ Why, sir,’’ said 
he, “is it for a man that is upon such adventures as 
you are to come into a port and not examine first 
what ships are there, and whether he is able to deal 
with them? I can tell you but part of the story, sir; 
but I have a Dutch seaman here with me, and I 

believe I could persuade him to tell you the rest, 
but there is scarce time for it; but the short of the 

story is this, the first part of which I suppose you 
know well enough, namely, that you was with the 
ship at Sumatra; that there your captain was mur- 
dered by the Malays, with three of his men; and 
that you, or some of those that were on board with 

you, ran away with the ship, and are since turned 
pirates. This is the sum of the story, and you will all 

be seized as pirates, I can assure you, and executed 

with very little ceremony; for you know merchant


