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    Curatorial Vision
This collection assembles Daniel Defoe’s adventure narratives, pirate chronicles, travel writings, historical portraits, poems, and essays to reveal a single creative intelligence testing the boundaries between experience and invention. From Robinson Crusoe and Captain Singleton to A Journal of the Plague Year, the selection displays his signature eyewitness cadence, practical reason, and moral bookkeeping. The historical works—A General History of the Pirates, The History of the Devil, The Storm, and London in 1731—stand beside imaginative counterparts, while shorter curiosities such as The Consolidator, Dickory Cronke, and A True Relation of the Apparition of One Mrs. Veal broaden the spectrum of tone, experiment, and inquiry.
Uniting these diverse books is a through-line of mobility and enterprise: voyages, campaigns, trades, and schemes test the conscience as rigorously as the body. Defoe’s characters and narrators keep accounts—of money, time, sin, and providence—while the essays theorize the same accounting in civic and domestic spheres. The collection traces an arc from survival and improvisation in Robinson Crusoe through the reflective self-audit of Serious Reflections of Robinson Crusoe. The Complete English Tradesman, An Essay upon Projects, and Everybody’s Business is Nobody’s Business translate narrative instincts into social analysis, illuminating how prudence, risk, and reinvention govern both individuals and commonwealths.
Placing travel books and military memoirs next to the sea tales shows how observation becomes art. A Tour thro’ the Whole Island of Great Britain, A New Voyage Round the World, and From London to Land’s End map the same corridors navigated by Captain Singleton or the mariners of The Storm. Memoirs of a Cavalier, The Military Memoirs of Captain George Carleton, and The Memoirs of Major Alexander Ramkins introduce campaign knowledge—supply, terrain, rumor—that reappears in civilian guises across the novels and essays. The Pirate Gow, The King of Pirates, and Atlantis Major carry the method into geopolitical speculation.
Gathered in one place, these works create resonances unavailable when approached singly. Narrative, reportage, satire, and moral counsel can be followed as an evolving conversation rather than as discrete performances. The inclusion of verse—The True-Born Englishman, Hymn to the Pillory, and Caledonia—sharpens the line between invective and reform, while the biographical portraits and self-defensive pieces such as An Appeal to Honour and Justice complicate the voice behind the page. The two critical essays on Robinson Crusoe by Arthur Quiller-Couch and W. P. Trent further frame debates that continue to shape how the novel, and Defoe’s method, are understood.
Thematic & Aesthetic Interplay
The novels speak to one another as case studies in self-fashioning. Robinson Crusoe and The Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe test solitude and sociability; Captain Singleton probes the seam between piracy and commerce; Colonel Jack and Moll Flanders consider legitimacy, labor, and reform; Roxana: The Fortunate Mistress explores performance and identity under the pressure of fortune. Across them, Providence is tracked like a creditor, and confession reads like an audit. Serious Reflections of Robinson Crusoe returns to codify the moral physics implicit in the adventures, converting narrative experiment into a grammar of conduct attentive to chance, gratitude, and discipline.
Shorter fictions and satires deepen the dialogue. A True Relation of the Apparition of One Mrs. Veal stages the tension between testimony and proof, anticipating the documentary poise of A Journal of the Plague Year. Dickory Cronke: The Dumb Philosopher replaces speech with example, making restraint itself a commentary. The Consolidator: Memoirs of Sundry Transactions from the World in the Moon projects current affairs onto a lunar screen, a technique echoed by the sharpness of The Shortest-Way with the Dissenters and Augusta Triumphans. The History of the Devil supplies a global theater for temptation, policy, and credulity.
Travel writings continuously echo the sea passages and storms found in the fiction. The Storm records peril and civic response in a manner that clarifies the technical texture of nautical scenes elsewhere, while A New Voyage Round the World and From London to Land’s End sketch horizons that reappear as psychological frontiers in characters who calculate routes to safety or profit. A Tour thro’ the Whole Island of Great Britain measures trade, roads, and ports, complementing The Complete English Tradesman and An Essay upon Projects, where infrastructure and credit become instruments of national character as much as economic practice.
Biographical and criminal histories form a counter-chorus to the rogues and repentant figures of the novels. The History of the Remarkable Life of John Sheppard and The Life of Mr. Richard Savage explore notoriety, reputation, and authorship, themes mirrored by the self-justifying narrators of Moll Flanders and Roxana. The History of the Life and Adventures of Mr. Duncan Campbell asks what counts as evidence or wonder, overlapping with the credence tested in Mrs. Veal and The History of the Devil. Military lives—Carleton and Ramkins—dialogue with Memoirs of a Cavalier, refining the ethics of obedience, plunder, and honor.
The pirate histories—A General History of the Pirates, The History of the Pirates, The King of Pirates, and The Pirate Gow—shadow Captain Singleton, complicating the romance of the sea with logistics, governance, and community under duress. Essays on policy and civility—A Vindication of the Press; Reasons Against the Succession of the House of Hanover; A Seasonable Warning and Caution against the Insinuations of Papists and Jacobites in Favour of the Pretender; And What if the Pretender Should Come?—converse with The True-Born Englishman and Caledonia about allegiance and identity. Critical essays by Quiller-Couch and W. P. Trent crystallize this network around Robinson Crusoe.
Enduring Impact & Critical Reception
The collection remains vital because it captures the formative convergence of narrative plausibility, economic imagination, and civic argument. The novels helped consolidate the English-language tradition of realistic adventure and the figure of the castaway problem-solver. A Journal of the Plague Year continues to be read as a touchstone of urban memory and observational method. The travel books shaped habits of looking that underwrite later documentary and ethnographic prose. Poems and pamphlets supplied a template for topical satire fused with practical counsel. Together, these works established a versatile model for telling the truth through invented cases and reported detail.
Reception has long circled around Defoe’s distinctive first-person stance, an idiom that persuades without dazzling and blurs reportage with invention. Critics have emphasized the moral ledger that governs both rogues and merchants, often debating whether the narratives finally commend prudence, penitence, or opportunism. The pirate histories and criminal lives fed popular appetite and scholarly curiosity about sovereignty, commerce, and spectacle. The Education of Women continues to provoke discussion about literacy and work, while Conjugal Lewdness and Everybody’s Business is Nobody’s Business animate arguments over private manners and public order. The result is a corpus both portable and consequential.
The presence of biographical studies by George Chalmer, William Minto, and Henry Morley, alongside An Appeal to Honour and Justice, frames an author whose public interventions and narrative experiments were inseparable. The essays by Arthur Quiller-Couch and W. P. Trent on Robinson Crusoe reflect a tradition of appraisal that recognizes its emblematic status while probing its ethical ambiguities. Across genres, these works have been adapted, summarized, debated, and taught, influencing adventure writing, historical narration, and political argument. Read together here, they invite renewed attention to how enterprise, faith, and imagination continue to organize modern understandings of identity and community.
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    Socio-Political Landscape
Daniel Defoe wrote across the unsettled decades bridging the late Stuart and early Hanoverian regimes. After the Glorious Revolution of 1688, a constitutional monarchy and a confessional settlement empowered Parliament yet left deep tensions between Church of England conformists and Protestant Dissenters. The Toleration Act eased penalties but social exclusion lingered, shaping the dissenting voice audible in AN APPEAL TO HONOUR AND JUSTICE and THE EDUCATION OF WOMEN. The anthology’s pamphlets and poems emerge from this contested public sphere, where mercantile ambition, confessional ideals, and the duties of citizenship were under renegotiation and where new readers demanded explanation, guidance, and reform.
Party conflict between Whigs and Tories set the stage for sharp-edged interventions. THE SHORTEST-WAY WITH THE DISSENTERS mimics High Church intolerance to expose its perils, while A VINDICATION OF THE PRESS defends debate in an era recently freed from prepublication licensing. EVERYBODY’S BUSINESS IS NOBODY’S BUSINESS critiques civic indifference, and AN HUMBLE PROPOSAL TO THE PEOPLE OF ENGLAND pursues pragmatic remedies. In these pieces, the pamphlet becomes both weapon and forum, translating metropolitan quarrels into national discourse. Defoe’s stance shifts across crises but consistently prizes commercial vitality, public credit, and Protestant liberty, threading moral counsel through acute observation of factional maneuvering.
Wars abroad and at home supply the scaffolding for multiple narratives. MEMOIRS OF A CAVALIER and THE MILITARY MEMOIRS OF CAPTAIN GEORGE CARLETON explore campaigns and character under fire, while A SHORT NARRATIVE OF HIS GRACE JOHN, D. OF MARLBOROUGH situates leadership within the long War of the Spanish Succession. THE MEMOIRS OF MAJOR ALEXANDER RAMKINS exposes the porous boundary between documentary and romance in martial life. Such works mirror a Britain financing continental war through expanding credit and taxation, and they reckon with discipline, logistics, and reputation. Peace and prosperity, these texts imply, rest upon drilled bodies, steady revenue, and persuasive print.
The maritime sphere—naval power, privateering, plantation trade—pervades this collection. ROBINSON CRUSOE, THE FARTHER ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON CRUSOE, CAPTAIN SINGLETON, and A NEW VOYAGE ROUND THE WORLD register the opportunities and perils of global commerce. The pirate histories—A GENERAL HISTORY OF THE PIRATES, THE HISTORY OF THE PIRATES, THE KING OF PIRATES, and THE PIRATE GOW—frame seaborne outlawry as the dark twin of empire, interrogating labour discipline, maritime law, and the boundaries of legitimate violence. These texts emerge alongside Navigation Acts, convoy systems, and Atlantic slavery; they dramatize how wealth, risk, and sovereignty stretch across oceans, bringing distant conflicts into British harbours.
Urban growth and the credit economy furnish a second empire: London itself. THE COMPLETE ENGLISH TRADESMAN anatomizes shopkeeping, apprentices, and bills of exchange; AN ESSAY UPON PROJECTS imagines insurance schemes, academies, and public works; AUGUSTA TRIUMPHANS envisions civic solutions to vice, noise, and poverty. The boom-and-bust cycle culminating in the South Sea Bubble shadows these concerns, as do bankruptcies and prosecutions reflected in THE HISTORY OF THE REMARKABLE LIFE OF JOHN SHEPPARD and THE LIFE OF MR. RICHARD SAVAGE. These works engage the moral ambiguities of improvement, dramatizing how industrious self-fashioning might slide into speculation, imposture, or desperate crime.
Public calamities tested information systems and authority. A JOURNAL OF THE PLAGUE YEAR retrospectively orders the 1665 epidemic through bills of mortality, civic edicts, and neighbourhood voices; THE STORM and THE LAY-MAN’S SERMON UPON THE LATE STORM meditate on the catastrophic tempest of 1703, its theology, and its administrative lessons. Such writing maps the interface of providence and policy, where weather, disease, and rumor demand new forms of reportage and civic governance. The same impulse animates FROM LONDON TO LAND’S END and A TOUR THRO’ THE WHOLE ISLAND OF GREAT BRITAIN, which register roads, posts, and markets as instruments of resilience.
Sovereignty questions haunted the century. AND WHAT IF THE PRETENDER SHOULD COME? and A SEASONABLE WARNING AND CAUTION AGAINST THE INSINUATIONS OF PAPISTS AND JACOBITES IN FAVOUR OF THE PRETENDER probe anxieties about dynastic legitimacy after the Hanoverian succession. REASONS AGAINST THE SUCCESSION OF THE HOUSE OF HANOVER reveals the paradoxes of partisan argument and political disguise in a climate of surveillance and treason law. CALEDONIA remembers Scotland’s Darien failure while foreshadowing the 1707 Union’s promise and strain, themes developed empirically in A TOUR THRO’ THE WHOLE ISLAND OF GREAT BRITAIN. Across these polemics, nationhood appears as a negotiated, often fragile compact.
Intellectual & Aesthetic Currents
These works unfold amid the rise of experimental philosophy and practical empiricism. A TOUR THRO’ THE WHOLE ISLAND OF GREAT BRITAIN counts bridges, manufactures, and turnpikes; A JOURNAL OF THE PLAGUE YEAR sifts mortality tables; THE STORM correlates observation and testimony. THE COMPLETE ENGLISH TRADESMAN draws case histories from ledgers and shop floors. Even imaginative texts like A NEW VOYAGE ROUND THE WORLD and THE CONSOLIDATOR organize experience through travel itinerary and mechanical metaphor. The anthology’s documentary voice habitually tests claims against records, rumor against bills, and passion against price, reflecting a culture convinced that facts could reform manners.
The prose fictions develop a hybrid form fusing spiritual autobiography, criminal biography, and mercantile arithmetic. ROBINSON CRUSOE, MOLL FLANDERS, COLONEL JACK, and ROXANA: THE FORTUNATE MISTRESS adopt first-person retrospection to weigh providence against calculation, repentance against profit. SERIOUS REFLECTIONS OF ROBINSON CRUSOE makes explicit the moral ledger implicit in adventures, converting episode into emblem. DICKORY CRONKE: THE DUMB PHILOSOPHER experiments with disability as a vantage point for worldly wisdom. These narratives helped normalize everyday detail—inventory, contracts, wages—as fit material for high narrative, anticipating later fascination with the self as a text written by work, chance, and conscience.
Satire, speculation, and technological wonder animate the reformist imagination. THE CONSOLIDATOR uses a lunar voyage and fantastical engine to parody institutions while testing the reach of reason. AN ESSAY UPON PROJECTS prefigures modern policy writing with proposals for banks, maritime insurance, academies, and pensions. AUGUSTA TRIUMPHANS and AN HUMBLE PROPOSAL TO THE PEOPLE OF ENGLAND frame city-planning and civic discipline as applied science. A TRUE RELATION OF THE APPARITION OF ONE MRS. VEAL probes credulity and print’s authority, balancing skepticism with curiosity. Throughout, instruments, roads, and presses are aesthetic objects, and language itself is treated as a device for social engineering.
The poetry participates in national self-definition and media critique. THE TRUE-BORN ENGLISHMAN: A SATIRE challenges racialized myths of English purity, using swift couplets and catalogues to deride xenophobia while defending mixed commerce and mixed ancestry. HYMN TO THE PILLORY transvalues a punitive spectacle into a platform for free expression, converting shame into authorship. CALEDONIA blends lament and aspiration, dramatizing colonial failure, maritime ambition, and unionist hope. These poems occupy the noisy pamphlet marketplace, borrowing its immediacy and topicality while seeking durable moral effect; they are designed to be recited in coffeehouses and reprinted in newspapers as interventions.
Pamphleteering itself becomes both theme and method. A VINDICATION OF THE PRESS theorizes publicity as a civic good, anticipating later liberal defenses of open debate. CONJUGAL LEWDNESS, THE EDUCATION OF WOMEN, and EVERYBODY’S BUSINESS IS NOBODY’S BUSINESS show prose tuned to the rhythms of sermon and ledger, inviting readers to audit their households as they might a shop. THE HISTORY OF THE DEVIL embraces learned compilation to dramatize credulity, demonology, and satire in one capacious register. Biographical writings—THE HISTORY OF THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF MR. DUNCAN CAMPBELL and LONDON IN 1731—combine anecdote, urban ethnography, and moral diagnosis.
Legacy & Reassessment Across Time
Reception and remembrance have continually refashioned these texts. THE LIFE OF DANIEL DE FOE by George Chalmers, DANIEL DEFOE by William Minto, and THE EARLIER LIFE OF DANIEL DEFOE by Henry Morley helped shift emphasis from polemicist to novelist, crafting the image of an industrious, wronged projector who invented modern prose fiction. Their biographies codified a canon in which ROBINSON CRUSOE and MOLL FLANDERS anchor a life crowded with journalism. They also registered doubts about attribution for certain histories, including seafaring compilations, thus inaugurating debates about pseudonyms, collaboration, and the porous borders between reportage, commerce, and invention.
ROBINSON CRUSOE soon generated a durable ‘Robinsonade’ pattern—castaway ingenuity, colonial encounter, and spiritual ledger-keeping—against which THE FARTHER ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON CRUSOE has been measured. Expanding empire and later abolitionist sentiment altered readings of CAPTAIN SINGLETON and COLONEL JACK, whose engagements with slaving economies and criminal apprenticeships prompt ethical scrutiny. Post-imperial contexts reframed the island as a laboratory of domination as much as of self-reliance. SERIOUS REFLECTIONS OF ROBINSON CRUSOE, long sidelined, has gained interest for exposing the moral machinery behind the adventure, recasting the tale not as escapism but as an experiment in economic theology and self-government.
The crime and scandal materials aided the evolution of ‘true crime’ and shaped debates about reform. THE HISTORY OF THE REMARKABLE LIFE OF JOHN SHEPPARD and THE LIFE OF MR. RICHARD SAVAGE fed a voracious curiosity about biography’s blend of authenticity and theatre. MOLL FLANDERS and ROXANA: THE FORTUNATE MISTRESS invited later feminist, economic, and legal readings of sex, property, and consent. THE HISTORY OF THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF MR. DUNCAN CAMPBELL and DICKORY CRONKE have been revisited within disability studies for their treatment of language, gesture, and agency. Together they trace how punishment, publicity, and narrative mutually constitute social order.
Documentary modes in this anthology have repeatedly become timely. A JOURNAL OF THE PLAGUE YEAR has served readers during nineteenth-century cholera waves, the 1918 influenza, and more recent pandemics as a primer in rumor control, statistics, and neighborhood ethics. THE STORM reads newly in eras of environmental risk, as does FROM LONDON TO LAND’S END with its attention to infrastructure and coastlines. A TOUR THRO’ THE WHOLE ISLAND OF GREAT BRITAIN supplies economic historians with snapshots of regional specialization, transport, and consumption. These texts are mined not just for period color but for methods: assembling facts, staging voices, and testing policy.
Critical judgments within the collection chart shifting taste. In ROBINSON CRUSOE from Adventures in Criticism, Arthur Quiller-Couch elevates the tale’s primitive sincerity and nautical plainness, while W. P. Trent’s ROBINSON CRUSOE refines its moral and structural analysis, both consolidating the novel’s pedagogical status. They helped install Crusoe as exemplary of British character, even as later scholarship questioned empire’s ethics and the authorship of certain pirate histories. The anthology’s political pamphlets—A VINDICATION OF THE PRESS, AND WHAT IF THE PRETENDER SHOULD COME?, and others—are now read as laboratories of style and ideology, revealing how information capitalism forged the modern public.
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    Robinson Crusoe
A mariner is cast away on a remote island and must build a life from wreckage, habit, and faith. The narrative blends practical survival, ledger-like detail, and moral self-scrutiny as resourcefulness becomes a spiritual discipline. Its steady, matter-of-fact tone turns adversity into a study of work, providence, and individual conscience.
The Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe
Crusoe’s story expands into a globe-circling sequence of voyages where settlement, commerce, and conversion complicate his earlier solitude. The book weighs stewardship and authority as he revisits and manages the colony he helped found. The tone is episodic and didactic, shifting from survival to the ethical frictions of empire.
Captain Singleton
An orphan-turned-adventurer crosses Africa and the Indian Ocean, sliding from exploration into piracy. Scenes of navigation, trade, and risk are punctuated by a Quaker companion’s moral counterpoint. The result is a brisk picaresque where profit, conscience, and comradeship continually collide.
Memoirs of a Cavalier
Cast as a soldier’s journal, this narrative traces campaigns in the Thirty Years’ War and the English Civil War. Tactical detail and calm observation create a documentary illusion that weighs discipline against fortune’s turns. Its restrained voice highlights the costs and routines of professional arms.
A Journal of the Plague Year
A sober witness chronicles London in 1665 through street-level vignettes, mortality tallies, and rumors that reveal how fear and charity intermingle. The piece balances empirical method with intimate observation to show how a city manages contagion. It reads as early reportage and civic anthropology at once.
Colonel Jack
A street urchin rises through crime, service, and colonial enterprise toward repentance and respectability. The story explores the economics of survival and the moral ambiguities of labor, war, and enslavement. Its penitential tone frames self-betterment as a ledger of choices and consequences.
Moll Flanders
A woman negotiates marriage markets, theft, and reinvention to secure comfort and independence. The narrative treats love and livelihood as intertwined calculations within a precarious social economy. Candid and ironical, it probes gendered agency without abandoning moral accounting.
Roxana: The Fortunate Mistress
A courtesan converts wit and beauty into wealth while struggling with secrecy, loyalty, and remorse. The story heightens psychological tension as success threatens identity and ties. Its darker, self-analytical tone complements Defoe’s interest in economic survival with a sharper portrait of conscience.
The Consolidator: Memoirs of Sundry Transactions from the World in the Moon
A lunar voyage frames satire of science, politics, and public credulity. By re-siting earthly institutions on the moon, the tale turns curiosity and invention into mirrors of faction and folly. Playful allegory softens targeted critique.
A True Relation of the Apparition of One Mrs. Veal
Presented as documentary testimony, this short account blurs the line between sober report and supernatural tale. It probes how credibility is constructed through names, times, and places. The cool tone invites readers to weigh belief as a social fact.
Dickory Cronke: The Dumb Philosopher
Framed as papers left by a mute savant, the piece mixes life-sketch, aphorism, and moral economy. Pragmatic reflections on money, mortality, and conduct give it the feel of a pocket philosophy. The odd, didactic voice showcases Defoe’s taste for pseudo-documentary experiment.
Pirate Histories (A General History of the Pirates; The History of the Pirates; The King of Pirates; The Pirate Gow)
Lives of sea rovers are compiled with trials, mutinies, and cruises rendered in brisk, nautical detail. The narratives mix cautionary moralizing with irresistible incident, shaping the modern pirate myth while claiming factual authority. Commerce, law, and reputation are constant undercurrents in the surge of adventure.
Lives of Rogues and Remarkable Persons (The History of the Remarkable Life of John Sheppard; The Life of Mr. Richard Savage; The History of the Life and Adventures of Mr. Duncan Campbell)
These portraits of a jailbreak artist, a troubled poet, and a famed fortune-teller balance notoriety with sympathy. Fact, rumor, and editorial asides assemble careers made in and against the marketplace of London fame. They read as moral anatomies of talent, opportunity, and performance.
Military Memoirs (The Memoirs of Major Alexander Ramkins; The Military Memoirs of Captain George Carleton; A Short Narrative of His Grace John, D. of Marlborough)
Campaigns and commanders are surveyed through practical concerns—logistics, fortification, discipline—rather than romantic heroics. Personal observation anchors broader assessments of strategy and statecraft. The tone ranges from matter-of-fact soldiering to compressed portraiture of leadership.
The History of the Devil
A wide-ranging ‘life’ of Satan assembles theology, folklore, and satire into a critical history of fear and superstition. The pseudo-scholarly stance allows commentary on contemporary politics and credulity under a doctrinal veil. It is both catalog and critique of how evil is narrated.
The Storm
A landmark chronicle of the Great Storm of 1703 collects eyewitness letters, casualty lists, and reflections on causes. Weather, shipping, and public piety converge in a case study of national shock. Its method anticipates investigative journalism and disaster sociology.
Atlantis Major
An island commonwealth becomes an allegorical map of Britain’s institutions and factions. Policy and personality are refracted through satire that aims at diagnosis rather than pure lampoon. The piece reads as an anatomy of power under the mask of fiction.
London in 1731
A topical sketchbook of the metropolis surveys trade, manners, crime, and spectacle with quick metrics and sharper morals. Civic pride alternates with admonition as the city’s engines of wealth strain its ethics. It functions as both panorama and pamphlet.
Travel Writings (A Tour thro’ the Whole Island of Great Britain; A New Voyage Round the World; From London to Land’s End)
The Tour offers a county-by-county survey of roads, ports, manufactures, and curiosities, translating landscape into economic intelligence. A New Voyage blends imaginative circumnavigation with the logic of trade and discovery, while From London to Land’s End narrows focus to the southwest’s routes and resources. Together they prize observation, utility, and the traveler’s ledger of risks and returns.
Satirical Poems (The True-Born Englishman: A Satire; Hymn to the Pillory; Caledonia)
These public verses defend mixed national identity, attack hypocrisy, and turn punishment into platform. Their rhythms serve civic argument, wedded to wit and provocation. Patriotism and reform are pitched through satire rather than sentiment.
Serious Reflections of Robinson Crusoe
Using Crusoe’s persona, Defoe recasts solitude and providence as themes for moral meditation and practical counsel. Brief narratives give way to essays on society, conscience, and habit. It reframes adventure as a handbook of self-government.
Projects and Trade (An Essay upon Projects; The Complete English Tradesman)
Speculative schemes for credit, insurance, education, and infrastructure meet the shopkeeper’s daily ethics and arithmetic. The proposals are both visionary and grounded, treating the nation as a portfolio to be prudently improved. Tone: practical-utopian, with a pedagogy of industry and credit.
Civic Morals and Domestic Life (Conjugal Lewdness; Everybody’s Business Is Nobody’s Business; Second Thoughts Are Best; The Education of Women; An Humble Proposal to the People of England; The Lay-Man’s Sermon upon the Late Storm)
Household economy, sexual conduct, and public manners are examined for their effects on communal welfare. Advocacy for women’s education and self-correction in policy sit beside sermons that read calamity for civic lessons. The counsel is plainspoken, mixing satire with reform-minded pragmatism.
Liberty, Church, and State Polemics (The Shortest-Way with the Dissenters; Augusta Triumphans; And What if the Pretender Should Come?; An Answer to a Question That Nobody Thinks Of; Reasons Against the Succession of the House of Hanover; A Seasonable Warning and Caution Against the Insinuations of Papists and Jacobites in Favour of the Pretender; A Vindication of the Press)
Irony and earnest alarm animate arguments over toleration, urban improvement, press freedom, and dynastic security. The pamphlets dramatize the risks of faction while insisting on civil liberties and public order. Defoe toggles provocation and policy to force readers into active judgment.
An Appeal to Honour and Justice, though it be of His Worst Enemies
A personal apologia recounts service, prosecutions, and misunderstood motives in the pamphlet wars. It argues that loyalty and utility to the public outweigh partisan caricature. The tone is defensive yet principled, casting authorship as civic labor.
Robinson Crusoe: Two Critical Essays (Arthur Quiller-Couch; W. P. Trent)
These essays weigh Crusoe’s achievement as adventure and moral fable, attending to voice, realism, and afterlife in culture. They consider how plain style and detail generate authority and myth. The verdict is analytic and appreciative, situating the novel amid travel writing and conduct literature.
Biographies of Daniel Defoe (George Chalmers; William Minto; Henry Morley)
Three studies trace Defoe’s path from trade to pamphleteering and fiction, arranging a long life of topical writing against national upheaval. They differ in emphasis—political context, bibliography, or early formation—but converge on industry and versatility. Together they frame the oeuvre as the product of a restless, empirical mind.
Through-Lines Across the Collection
Across genres, Defoe turns observation into authority: ledgers, lists, travel notes, and testimonies ground stories in the paperwork of life. Commerce and conscience—how people make a living and make themselves—are the paired engines of plot and argument. Satire, pseudo-documentary technique, and a reforming temper connect pirates to shopkeepers, courtesans to colonists, and storm-tossed cities to solitary islands.
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  Start in Life
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  I was born in the year 1632, in the city of York, of a good family, though not of that country, my father being a foreigner of Bremen, who settled first at Hull. He got a good estate by merchandise, and leaving off his trade lived afterward at York, from whence he had married my mother, whose relations were named Robinson, a good family in that country, and from whom I was called Robinson Kreutznear; but by the usual corruption of words in England we are now called, nay, we call ourselves, and write our name, Crusoe, and so my companions always called me.


  I had two elder brothers, one of which was lieutenant-colonel to an English regiment of foot in Flanders, formerly commanded by the famous Colonel Lockhart, and was killed at the battle near Dunkirk against the Spaniards; what became of my second brother I never knew, any more than my father and mother did know what was become of me.


  Being the third son of the family, and not bred to any trade, my head began to be filled very early with rambling thoughts. My father, who was very ancient, had given me a competent share of learning, as far as house-education and a country free school generally goes, and designed me for the law, but I would be satisfied with nothing but going to sea; and my inclination to this led me so strongly against the will, nay, the commands, of my father, and against all the entreaties and persuasions of my mother and other friends, that there seemed to be something fatal in that propension of nature tending directly to the life of misery which was to befall me.
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    "My Father, a wise and grave Man, gave me serious excellent Counsel against what he foresaw was my Design."

  


  My father, a wise and grave man, gave me serious and excellent counsel against what he foresaw was my design. He called me one morning into his chamber, where he was confined by the gout, and expostulated very warmly with me upon this subject. He asked me what reasons more than a mere wandering inclination I had for leaving my father’s house and my native country, where I might be well introduced, and had a prospect of raising my fortunes by application and industry, with a life of ease and pleasure. He told me it was for men of desperate fortunes on one hand, or of aspiring, superior fortunes on the other, who went abroad upon adventures, to rise by enterprise, and make themselves famous in undertakings of a nature out of the common road; that these things were all either too far above me, or too far below me; that mine was the middle state, or what might be called the upper station of low life, which he had found by long experience was the best state in the world, the most suited to human happiness, not exposed to the miseries and hardships, the labor and sufferings, of the mechanic part of mankind, and not embarrassed with the pride, luxury, ambition, and envy of the upper part of mankind. He told me I might judge of the happiness of this state by one thing, viz., that this was the state of life which all other people envied; that kings have frequently lamented the miserable consequences of being born to great things, and wished they had been placed in the middle of the two extremes, between the mean and the great; that the wise man gave his testimony to this as the just standard of true felicity, when he prayed to have neither poverty nor riches.


  He bid me observe it, and I should always find that the calamities of life were shared among the upper and lower part of mankind; but that the middle station had the fewest disasters and was not exposed to so many vicissitudes as the higher or lower part of mankind. Nay, they were not subjected to so many distempers and uneasiness either of body or mind as those were who, by vicious living, luxury, and extravagancies on one hand, or by hard labor, want of necessaries, and mean or insufficient diet on the other hand, bring distempers upon themselves by the natural consequences of their way of living; that the middle station of life was calculated for all kind of virtues and all kind of enjoyments; that peace and plenty were the handmaids of a middle fortune; that temperance, moderation, quietness, health, society, all agreeable diversions, and all desirable pleasures, were the blessings attending the middle station of life; that this way men went silently and smoothly through the world, and comfortably out of it, not embarrassed with the labors of the hands or of the head, not sold to the life of slavery for daily bread, or harassed with perplexed circumstances, which rob the soul of peace, and the body of rest; not enraged with the passion of envy, or secret burning lust of ambition for great things; but in easy circumstances sliding gently through the world, and sensibly tasting the sweets of living, without the bitter, feeling that they are happy, and learning by every day’s experience to know it more sensibly.


  After this, he pressed me earnestly, and in the most affectionate manner, not to play the young man, not to precipitate myself into miseries which Nature and the station of life I was born in seemed to have provided against; that I was under no necessity of seeking my bread; that he would do well for me, and endeavor to enter me fairly into the station of life which he had been just recommending to me; and that if I was not very easy and happy in the world it must be my mere fate or fault that must hinder it, and that he should have nothing to answer for, having thus discharged his duty in warning me against measures which he knew would be to my hurt; in a word, that as he would do very kind things for me if I would stay and settle at home as he directed, so he would not have so much hand in my misfortunes, as to give me any encouragement to go away. And to close all, he told me I had my elder brother for an example, to whom he had used the same earnest persuasions to keep him from going into the Low Country wars, but could not prevail, his young desires prompting him to run into the army, where he was killed; and though he said he would not cease to pray for me, yet he would venture to say to me, that if I did take this foolish step, God would not bless me, and I would have leisure hereafter to reflect upon having neglected his counsel when there might be none to assist in my recovery.


  I observed in this last part of his discourse, which was truly prophetic, though I suppose my father did not know it to be so himself — I say, I observed the tears run down his face very plentifully, and especially when he spoke of my brother who was killed; and that when he spoke of my having leisure to repent, and none to assist me, he was so moved that he broke off the discourse, and told me his heart was so full he could say no more to me.


  I was sincerely affected with this discourse, as indeed who could be otherwise? and I resolved not to think of going abroad any more, but to settle at home according to my father’s desire. But alas! a few days wore it all off; and, in short, to prevent any of my father’s farther importunities, in a few weeks after I resolved to run quite away from him. However, I did not act so hastily neither as my first heat of resolution prompted, but I took my mother, at a time when I thought her a little pleasanter than ordinary, and told her that my thoughts were so entirely bent upon seeing the world that I should never settle to anything with resolution enough to go through with it, and my father had better give me his consent than force me to go without it; that I was now eighteen years old, which was too late to go apprentice to a trade, or clerk to an attorney; that I was sure if I did, I should never serve out my time, and I should certainly run away from my master before my time was out, and go to sea; and if she would speak to my father to let me go but one voyage abroad, if I came home again and did not like it, I would go no more, and I would promise by a double diligence to recover that time I had lost.


  This put my mother into a great passion. She told me she knew it would be to no purpose to speak to my father upon any such subject; that he knew too well what was my interest to give his consent to anything so much for my hurt, and that she wondered how I could think of any such thing after such a discourse as I had had with my father, and such kind and tender expressions as she knew my father had used to me; and that, in short, if I would ruin myself there was no help for me; but I might depend I should never have their consent to it; that for her part, she should not have so much hand in my destruction, and I should never have it to say, that my mother was willing when my father was not.


  Though my mother refused to move it to my father, yet, as I have heard afterwards, she reported all the discourse to him, and that my father, after showing a great concern at it, said to her with a sigh, “That boy might be happy if he would stay at home, but if he goes abroad he will be the miserablest wretch that was ever born: I can give no consent to it.”


  It was not till almost a year after this that I broke loose, though in the meantime I continued obstinately deaf to all proposals of settling to business, and frequently expostulating with my father and mother about their being so positively determined against what they knew my inclinations prompted me to. But being one day at Hull, where I went casually, and without any purpose of making an elopement that time; but I say, being there, and one of my companions being going by sea to London, in his father’s ship, and prompting me to go with them, with the common allurement of sea-faring men, viz., that it should cost me nothing for my passage, I consulted neither father nor mother any more, nor so much as sent them word of it; but leaving them to hear of it as they might, without asking God’s blessing, or my father’s, without any consideration of circumstances or consequences, and in an ill hour, God knows, on the first of September, 1651, I went on board a ship bound for London. Never any young adventurer’s misfortunes, I believe began sooner, or continued longer than mine. The ship was no sooner gotten out of the Humber, but the wind began to blow, and the waves to rise in a most frightful manner; and as I had never been at sea before, I was most inexpressibly sick in body, and terrified in my mind. I began now seriously to reflect upon what I had done, and how justly I was overtaken by the judgment of Heaven for my wicked leaving my father’s house, and abandoning my duty; all the good counsel of my parents, my father’s tears and my mother’s entreaties, came now fresh into my mind, and my conscience, which was not yet come to the pitch of hardness which it has been since, reproached me with the contempt of advice and the breach of my duty to God and my father.


  All this while the storm increased, and the sea, which I had never been upon before, went very high, though nothing like what I have seen many times since; no, nor like what I saw a few days after. But it was enough to affect me then, who was but a young sailor, and had never known anything of the matter. I expected every wave would have swallowed us up, and that every time the ship fell down, as I thought, in the trough or hollow of the sea, we should never rise more; and in this agony of mind I made many vows of resolutions, that if it would please God here to spare my life this one voyage, if ever I got once my foot upon dry land again, I would go directly home to my father, and never set it into a ship again while I lived; that I would take his advice, and never run myself into such miseries as these any more. Now I saw plainly the goodness of his observations about the middle station of life, how easy, how comfortably he had lived all his days, and never had been exposed to tempests at sea, or troubles on shore; and I resolved that I would, like a true repenting prodigal, go home to my father.


  These wise and sober thoughts continued all the while the storm continued, and indeed some time after; but the next day the wind was abated and the sea calmer, and I began to be a little inured to it. However, I was very grave for all that day, being also a little sea-sick still; but towards night the weather cleared up, the wind was quite over, and a charming fine evening followed; the sun went down perfectly clear, and rose so the next morning; and having little or no wind, and a smooth sea, the sun shining upon it, the sight was, as I thought, the most delightful that ever I saw.


  I had slept well in the night, and was now no more sea-sick but very cheerful, looking with wonder upon the sea that was so wrought and terrible the day before, and could be so calm and so pleasant in so little time after. And now lest my good resolutions should continue, my companion, who had indeed enticed me away, comes to me: “Well, Bob,” says he, clapping me on the shoulder, “how do you do after it? I warrant you were frighted, wa’n’t you, last night, when it blew but a capful of wind?” “A capful, d’you call it?” said I; It was a terrible storm.” “A storm, you fool you,” replied he; “do you call that a storm? Why, it was nothing at all; give us but a good ship and sea-room, and we think nothing of such a squall of wind as that; but you’re but a fresh-water sailor, Bob. Come, let us make a bowl of punch, and we’ll forget all that; d’ye see what charming weather ’tis now?” To make short this sad part of my story, we went the old way of all sailors; the punch was made, and I was made drunk with it, and in that one night’s wickedness I drowned all my repentance, all my reflections upon my past conduct, and all my resolutions for my future. In a word, as the sea was returned to its smoothness of surface and settled calmness by the abatement of that storm, so the hurry of my thoughts being over, my fears and apprehensions of being swallowed up by the sea being forgotten, and the current of my former desires returned, I entirely forgot the vows and promises that I made in my distress. I found indeed some intervals of reflection, and the serious thoughts did, as it were, endeavor to return again sometime; but I shook them off, and roused myself from them as it were from a distemper, and applying myself to drink and company, soon mastered the return of those fits, for so I called them, and I had in five or six days got as complete a victory over conscience as any young fellow that resolved not to be troubled with it could desire. But I was to have another trial for it still; and Providence, as in such cases generally it does, resolved to leave me entirely without excuse. For if I would not take this for a deliverance, the next was to be such a one as the worst and most hardened wretch among us would confess both the danger and the mercy.


  The sixth day of our being at sea we came into Yarmouth roads; the wind having been contrary and the weather calm, we made but little way since the storm. Here we were obliged to come to an anchor, and here we lay, the wind continuing contrary, viz., at southwest, for seven or eight days, during which time a great many ships from Newcastle came into the same roads, as the common harbor where the ships might wait for a wind for the river.


  We had not, however, rid here so long, but should have tided it up the river, but that the wind blew too fresh; and after we had lain four or five days, blew very hard. However, the roads .being reckoned as good as a harbor, the anchorage good, and our ground-tackle very strong, our men were unconcerned, and not in the least apprehensive of danger, but spent the time in rest and mirth, after the manner of the sea; but the eighth day in the morning the wind increased, and we had all hands at work to strike our topmasts, and make everything snug and close, that the ship might ride as easy as possible. By noon the sea went very high indeed, and our ship rid forecastle in, shipped several seas, and we thought once or twice our anchor had come home; upon which our master ordered out the sheet anchor, so that we rode with two anchors ahead, and the cables veered out to the better end.


  By this time it blew a terrible storm indeed, and now I began to see terror and amazement in the faces even of the seamen themselves. The master, though vigilant to the business of perserving the ship, yet as he went in and out of his cabin by me, I could hear him softly to himself say several times, “Lord be merciful to us, we shall be all lost, we shall be all undone”; and the like. During these first hurries I was stupid, lying still in my cabin, which was in the steerage, and cannot describe my temper; I could ill reassume the first penitence, which I had so apparently trampled upon, and hardened myself against; I though the bitterness of death had been past, and that this would be nothing too, like the first. But when the master himself came by me, as I said just now, and said we should be all lost, I was dreadfully frighted; I got up out of my cabin, and looked out but such a dismal sight I never saw: the sea went mountains high, and broke upon us every three or four minutes; when I could look about, I could see nothing but distress round us. Two ships that rid near us we found had cut their masts by the board, being deep loaden; and our men cried out that a ship which rid about’s mile ahead of us was foundered. Two more ships being driven from their anchors, were run out of the roads to sea at all adventures, and that with not a mast standing. The light ships fared the best, as not so much laboring in the sea; but two or three of them drove, and came close by us, running away with only their sprit-sail out before the wind.


  Towards evening the mate and boatswain begged the master of our ship to let them cut away the foremast, which he was very unwilling to. But the boatswain, protesting to him that if he did not the ship would founder, he consented; and when they had cut away the foremast, the mainmast stood so loose, and shook the ship so much, they were obliged to cut her away also, and make a clear deck.


  Any one may judge what a condition I must be in all this, who was but a young sailor, and who had been in such a fright before at but a little. But if I can express at this distance the thoughts I had about me at that time, I was in tenfold more horror of mind upon account of my former convictions, and then having returned from them to the resolutions I had wickedly taken at first, than I was at death itself; and these, added to the terror of the storm, put me into such a condition that I can by no words describe it. But the worst was not come yet; the storm continued with such fury that the seamen themselves acknowledged they had never known a worse. We had a good ship, but she was deep loaden, and wallowed in the sea, that the seamen every now and then cried out she would founder. It was my advantage in one respect, that I did not know what they meant by founder till I inquired. However, the storm was so violent that I saw what is not often seen, the master, the boatswain, and some others more sensible than the rest, at their prayers, and expecting every moment when the ship would go to the bottom. In the middle of the night, and under all the rest of our distresses, one of the men that had been down on purpose to see, cried out we had sprung a leak; another said there was four foot water in the hold. Then all hands were called to the pump. At that very word my heart, as I thought, died within me, and I fell backwards upon the side of my bed where I sat, into the cabin. However, the men aroused me, and told me that I, that was able to do nothing before, was as well able to pump as another; at which I stirred up and went to the pump and worked very heartily. While this was doing, the master seeing some light colliers, who, not able to ride out the storm, were obliged to slip and run away to sea, and would come near us, ordered to fire a gun as a signal of distress. I, who knew nothing what that meant, was so surprised that I thought the ship had broke, or some dreadful thing had happened. In a word, I was so surprised that I fell down in a swoon. As this was a time when everybody had his own life to think of, nobody minded me, or what was become of me; but another man stepped up to the pump, and thrusting me aside with his foot, let me lie, thinking I had been dead; and it was a great while before I came to myself.


  We worked on, but the water increasing in the hold, it was apparent that the ship would founder, and though the storm began to abate a little, yet as it was not possible she could swim till we might run into a port, so the master continued firing guns for help; and a light ship, who had rid it out just ahead of us, ventured a boat out to help us. It was with the utmost hazard the boat came near us, but it was impossible for us to get on board, or for the boat to lie near the ship’s side, till at last the men rowing very heartily, and venturing their lives to save ours, our men cast them a rope over the stern with a buoy to it, and then veered it out a great length, which they after great labor and hazard took hold of, and we hauled them close under our stern, and got all into their boat. It was to no purpose for them or us after we were in the boat to think of reaching to their own ship, so all agreed to let her drive, and only to pull her in towards shore as much as we could, and our master promised them that if the boat was staved upon shore he would make it good to their master; so partly rowing and partly driving, our boat went away to the norward, sloping towards the shore almost as far as Winterton Ness.


  We were not much more than a quarter of an hour out of our ship but we saw her sink, and then I understood for the first time what was meant by a ship foundering in the sea. I must acknowledge I had hardly eyes to look up when the seamen told me she was sinking; for from that moment they rather put me into the boat than that I might be said to go in; my heart was, as it were, dead within me, partly with fright, partly with horror of mind and the thoughts of what was yet before me.


  While we were in this condition, the men yet laboring at the oar to bring the boat near the shore, we could see, when, our boat, mounting the waves, we were able to see the shore” great many people running along the shore to assist us when we should come near. But we made but slow way towards the shore, nor were we able to reach the shore, till being past the lighthouse at Winterton, the shore falls off to the westward towards Cromer, and so the land broke off a little the violence of the wind. Here we got in, and though not without much difficulty got all safe on shore, and walked afterwards on foot to Yarmouth, where, as unfortunate men, we were used with great humanity as well by the magistrates of the town, who assigned us good quarters, as by particular merchants and owners of ships, and had money given us sufficient to carry us either to London or back to Hull, as we thought fit.


  Had I now had the sense to have gone back to Hull, and have gone home, I had been happy, and my father, an emblem of our blessed Saviour’s parable, had even killed the fatted calf for me; for hearing the ship I went away in was cast away in Yarmouth road, it was a great while before he had any assurance that I was not drowned.


  But my ill fate pushed me on now with an obstinacy that nothing could resist; and though I had several times loud calls from my reason and my more composed judgment to get home, yet I had no power to do it. I knew not what to call this, nor will I urge that it is a secret overruling decree that hurries us on to be the instruments of our own destruction, even though it be before us, and that we rush upon it with our eyes open. Certainly nothing but some such decreed unavoidable misery attending, and which it was impossible for me to escape, could have pushed me forward against the calm reasonings and persuasions of my most retired thoughts, and against two such visible instructions as I had met with in my first attempt.


  My comrade, who had helped to harden me before, and who was the master’s son, was now less forward than I. The first time he spoke to me after we were at Yarmouth, which was not till two or three days, for we were separated in the town to several quarters — I say, the first time he was me, it appeared his tone was altered, and looking very melancholy and shaking his head, asked me how I did, and telling his father who I was, and how I had came this voyage only for a trial in order to go farther abroad, his father turning to me with a very grave and concerned tone, “Young man,” says he, “you ought never to go to sea any more, you ought to take this for a plain and visible token, that you are not to be a seafaring man.” “Why, sir,” said I, “will you go to sea no more?” “That is another case,” said he; “it is my calling, and therefore my duty; but as you made this voyage for a trial, you see what a task Heaven has given you of what you are to expect if you persist; perhaps this is all befallen us on your account, like Jonah in the ship of Tarshish. Pray,” continues he, “what are you? and on what account did you go to sea?” Upon that I told him some of my story, at the end of which he burst out with a strange kind of passion. “What had I done,” says he, “that such an unhappy wretch should come into my ship? I would not set my foot in the same ship with thee again for a thousand pounds.” This, indeed, was, as I said, an excursion of his spirits, which were got agitated by the sense of his loss, and was farther than he could have authority to go. However, he afterwards talked very gravely to me, exhorted me to go back to my father, and not tempt Providence to my ruin; told me I might see a visible hand of Heaven against me. “And, young man,” said he, “depend upon it, if you do not go back, wherever you go you will meet with nothing but disasters and disappointments, till your father’s words are fulfilled upon you.”


  We parted soon after; for I made him little answer, and I saw him no more; which way he went, I know not. As for me, having some money in my pocket, I travelled to London by land; and there, as well as on the road, had many struggles with myself what course of life I should take, and whether I should go home or go to sea.


  As to going home, shame opposed the best motions that offered to my thoughts; and it immediately occurred to me how I should be laughed at among the neighbors, and should be ashamed to see, not my father and mother only but even everybody else; from whence I have since often observed how incongruous and irrational the common temper of mankind is, especially of youth, to the reason which ought to guide them in such cases, viz., that they are not ashamed to sin, and yet are ashamed to repent; not ashamed of the action for which they ought justly to be esteemed fools, but are ashamed of the returning, which only can make them be esteemed wise men.


  In this state of life, however, I remained some time, uncertain what measures to take, and what course of life to lead. An irresistible reluctance continued to going home; and as I stayed a while, the remembrance of the distress I had been in wore off, and as that abated, the little motion I had in my desires to a return wore off with it, till at last I quite laid aside the thoughts of it, and looked out for a voyage.
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  Slavery and Escape
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  That evil influence which carried me first away from my father’s house, that hurried me into the wild and indigested notion of raising my fortune, and that impressed those conceits so forcibly upon me as to make me deaf to all good advice, and to the entreaties and even command of my father — I say, the same influence, whatever it was, presented the most unfortunate of all enterprises to my view; and I went on board a vessel bound to the coast of Africa, or as our sailors vulgarly call it, a voyage to Guinea.


  It was my great misfortune that in all these adventures I did not ship myself as a sailor, whereby, though I might indeed have worked a little harder than ordinary, yet at the same time I had learned the duty and office of a foremast man, and in time might have qualified myself for a mate or lieutenant, if not for a master. But as it was always my fate to choose for the worse, so I did here; for having money in my pocket, and good clothes upon my back, I would always go on board in the habit of a gentleman; and so I neither had any business in the ship, or learned to do any.


  It was my lot first of all to fall into pretty good company in London, which does not always happen to such loose and misguided young fellows as I then was; the devil generally not omitting to lay some snare for them very early; but it was not so with me. I first fell acquainted with the master of a ship who had been on the coast of Guinea, and who, having had very good success there, was resolved to go again; and who, taking a fancy to my conversation, which was not at all disagreeable at that time, hearing me say I had a mind to see the world, told me if I would go the voyage with him I should be at no expense; I should be his messmate and his companion; and if I could carry anything with me, I should have all the advantage of it that the trade would admit, and perhaps I might meet with some encouragement.


  I embraced the offer; and, entering into a strict friendship with this captain, who was an honest and plain-dealing man, I went the voyage with him, and carried a small adventure with me, which by the disinterested honesty of my friend the captain, I increased very considerably, for I carried about L40 in such toys and trifles as the captain directed me to buy. This L40 I had mustered together by the assistance of some of my relations whom I corresponded with, and who, I believe, got my father, or at least my mother, to contribute so much as that to my first adventure.


  This was the only voyage which I may say was successful in all my adventures, and which I owe to the integrity and honesty of my friend the captain; under whom also I got a competent knowledge of the mathematics and the rules of navigation, learned how to keep an account of the ship’s course, to take an observation, and, in short, to understand some things that were needful to be understood by a sailor. For, as he took delight to introduce me, I took delight to learn; and, in a word, this voyage made me both a sailor and a merchant; for I brought home five pounds nine ounces of gold dust for my adventure, which yielded me in London at my return almost L300, and this filled me with those aspiring thoughts which have since so completed my ruin.


  Yet even in this voyage I had my misfortunes too; particularly, that I was continually sick, being thrown into a violent calenture by the excessive heat of the climate; our principal trading being upon the coast, for the latitude of 15 degrees north even to the line itself.


  I was not set up for a Guinea trader; and my friend, to my great misfortune, dying soon after his arrival, I resolved to go the same voyage again, and I embarked in the same vessel with one who was his mate in the former voyage, and had now got the command of the ship. This was the unhappiest voyage that ever man made; for though I did not carry quite L100 of my new-gained wealth, so that I had L200 left, and which I lodged with my friend’s widow, who was very just to me, yet I fell into terrible misfortunes in this voyage; and from the first was this, viz., our ship making her course towards the Canary Islands, or rather between those islands and the African shore, was surprised in the gray of the morning by a Turkish rover of Sallee, who gave chase to us with all the sail she could make. We crowded also as much canvas as our yards would spread, or our masts carry, to have got clear; but finding the pirate gained upon us, and would certainly come up with us in a few hours, we prepared to fight, our ship having twelve guns, and the rogue eighteen. About three in the afternoon he came up with us, and bringing to, by mistake, just athwart our quarter, instead of athwart our stern, as he intended, we brought eight of our guns to bear on that side, and poured in a broadside upon him, which made him sheer off again, after returning our fire and pouring in also his small-shot from near 200 men which he had on board. However, we had not a man touched, all our men keeping close. He prepared to attack us again, and we to defend ourselves; but laying us on board the next time upon our other quarter, he entered sixty men upon our decks, who immediately fell to cutting and hacking the decks
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