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    A family cast ashore in an unknown world discovers that survival is a daily lesson in courage, craft, and compassion. The Swiss Family Robinson; or Adventures in a Desert Island begins with calamity and turns it into an education, making the wilderness a classroom and the household a small republic. At its heart stands the conviction that knowledge applied with steady hands can transform fear into purpose. The tale’s enduring magnetism lies in that conversion: danger becomes discovery, scarcity becomes ingenuity, and the improvisations of one day become the foundations of a life. Readers enter not only an island, but a way of thinking.

This book holds classic status because it captured, and still captures, a rare balance between adventure and instruction. It took the solitary template of earlier castaway narratives and made it communal, giving literature a family-centered model of resilience that countless works have echoed. Its episodes of building, exploring, and naming helped shape the language of children’s adventure and the broader Robinsonade tradition. Translated, abridged, and reinvented across centuries, it has seeped into cultural memory, supplying archetypes of makeshift shelters, ingenious tools, and cooperative problem solving. Its influence persists not by nostalgia alone, but by the clarity of its narrative experiment.

Johann David Wyss, a Swiss clergyman, wrote the story in the early nineteenth century for his sons, aiming to entertain while imparting practical and moral lessons. His son, Johann Rudolf Wyss, edited and prepared the manuscript for publication, and the first German edition appeared in 1812. The narrative is principally voiced by the father, whose calm observation and methodical approach shape the book’s tone. Set against the immediate aftermath of a shipwreck, it presents a family’s resourceful response to isolation. Without revealing later turns, it is enough to say that their predicament becomes the framework for learning in nature, faith, and cooperative industry.

The premise is simple and fertile: parents and their four sons, separated from the world by storm and sea, must make a home on an unknown shore. They salvage what they can from the wreck, survey their surroundings, and begin the patient art of living with what is at hand. Provisions become possibilities; raw materials become tools, shelters, and pathways. Each challenge, from food and safety to exploration and naming, unfolds as an occasion for discovery. The island is not only a setting but an ever-opening book, its pages turned by curiosity and necessity, its lessons embedded in woodgrain, tides, and tracks.

Wyss’s purpose was overtly didactic and warmly humane: to fashion a story that could instruct as it delighted. He aimed to model virtues of diligence, thrift, courage, and gratitude, while awakening interest in natural history and practical arts. The father’s guidance encourages observation before action, experiment alongside prayer, and teamwork above solitary bravado. Tools, techniques, and classifications appear not as digressions but as the pulse of survival. In this way the book melds Enlightenment curiosity with domestic piety, demonstrating how knowledge becomes serviceable when it is shared, tested, and revised. Instruction here is not sermonizing; it is the narrative’s bloodstream.

Formally, the book is episodic, each chapter a problem solved, a skill acquired, or a landscape read anew. Its catalogues of plants, animals, and materials reveal a mind drawn to classification and utility. The island famously gathers creatures and crops from disparate regions, an imaginative geography that privileges pedagogy over strict realism. This composite world invites comparisons, experiments, and projects that advance the family’s comfort and understanding. The prose privileges clarity and process: how something is made, why a method works, what a careful eye might notice. In an age of specialization, this practical curiosity reads as both method and ethic.

As a children’s classic, The Swiss Family Robinson helped cement the appeal of survival narratives that prize constructive intelligence over brute force. Its emphasis on family cooperation reshaped later adventure writing, offering a counterpoint to lone-hero exploits. The work’s afterlife is unusually rich: innumerable translations, condensations, illustrated editions, and adaptations for stage and screen have carried its scenes and solutions into new eras. Each retelling underscores its durable blueprint—obstacle, observation, invention—which continues to inform educational storytelling and hands-on learning. Its legacy is visible wherever stories celebrate the making of things, the mapping of spaces, and the ethics of shared endeavor.

In literary history, it stands in dialogue with Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe and the wider Robinsonade tradition, yet its reorientation is decisive. Where earlier models explored solitary self-reliance, Wyss foregrounded the dynamics of a household: negotiation, instruction, patience with differing strengths and tempers. The shift multiplies the challenges and the satisfactions, as collaboration requires language, empathy, and planning. It also opens the narrative to a broader repertoire of tasks, from domestic crafts to communal engineering. By turning isolation into a laboratory for family life, the book broadened the castaway story’s moral and imaginative range, inviting readers of many ages into its workshop.

The book reflects the concerns and aspirations of its time, when curiosity about the natural world fused with a belief in ordered improvement. Its portrayal of resource use, animal husbandry, and naming carries the early nineteenth century’s confidence in classification and cultivation. Modern readers may notice period assumptions in its depictions of nature and the wider world, yet the core of the narrative—patient inquiry and shared labor—transcends its moment. Read historically, it illuminates values cherished in its Swiss context: moderation, civic-mindedness, and a respect for steady work. Read imaginatively, it presents a hopeful ethic of making and mending in unfamiliar places.

The reading experience is both energetic and reassuring. Peril arises, but so does a plan; wonder follows hazard with rhythmic regularity. The father’s measured voice offers a map for thinking under pressure, aligning observation with action. Scenes of crafting, gardening, and exploring are animated by a quiet humor and a delight in useful detail. The island becomes a space of apprenticeship, where tools teach and experiments speak. Even as the family tests limits, the narration avoids sensationalism, favoring the satisfactions of process. It is this steady, practical music that gives the book its charm and its staying power across generations.

For contemporary audiences, the book remains relevant because it dramatizes skills and habits that are newly prized: systems thinking, resilience, environmental attentiveness, and collaborative problem solving. Its pages invite readers to imagine how knowledge travels from book to hand, from idea to implement. The story’s constructive spirit aligns with modern interests in making, tinkering, and experiential learning, while its emphasis on care—for one another and for the materials of life—offers an ethical counterpoint to disposable culture. Families, educators, and solitary readers alike can find in it a model of curiosity disciplined by purpose and warmed by affection.

The Swiss Family Robinson endures as an adventure of mind and character, as well as of wind and wave. It distills themes of ingenuity, cooperation, stewardship, and hopeful perseverance into a narrative both inviting and instructive. Its classic stature rests on the clarity of its premise and the liveliness of its execution, with episodes that turn scarcity into resource. Written to teach, it continues to enchant; conceived for a household, it speaks broadly to communities of readers. To enter its world is to practice paying attention—and to learn how attention, patiently applied, can remake a life from the materials at hand.
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    During a perilous sea voyage from Europe to a new colony, a Swiss pastor, his wife, and their four sons—Fritz, Ernest, Jack, and little Franz—are caught in a violent storm. The crew abandons ship, leaving the family aboard a damaged but still buoyant vessel. After nights at anchor near unknown shores, the weather calms, and they assess their chances. Guided by the father’s practical knowledge and calm instruction, they assemble a makeshift raft from casks and spars. Determined to reach land safely with tools, provisions, and animals, they launch for the nearby coast, hoping to find shelter and fresh water.

Landfall brings immediate tasks. They unload livestock and stores, pitch a tent, and secure a camp above the tide. Fresh water, edible plants, and shellfish provide initial nourishment. The father organizes labor and safety routines, while the mother establishes cooking and sanitation. Daily prayers and planning set a steady rhythm. Returning repeatedly to the wreck before it breaks up, they salvage guns, carpentry tools, seeds, cloth, and assorted equipment. Two loyal dogs assist with protection and herding. With a surveyed bay and improvised landmarks, the family begins to catalog resources, mindful of weather, unknown wildlife, and the need to conserve supplies.

Exploration broadens their understanding of the island. They traverse beaches, woods, and marshes, identifying useful plants such as sugar cane, cotton, and gourds, and noting fruit trees that promise future cultivation. The father uses each discovery as a lesson, encouraging observation, classification, and hands-on experimentation. Early hunts bring small game and practice in fieldcraft. Simple maps and place names help them navigate. Injuries and mishaps occur, prompting instruction in first aid and careful risk management. The boys’ differing temperaments—boldness, curiosity, caution, and enthusiasm—shape tasks and outcomes, while the parents emphasize cooperation and steady progress toward self-sufficiency.

To reduce exposure and secure sleep, they design a dwelling in the branches of a giant tree, nicknamed Falcon's Nest. Using tackle from the wreck, they hoist planks, fasten platforms, and rig ladders and ropes. Hammocks and enclosed spaces provide rest away from ground hazards. Below, pens hold goats and sheep, while gardens are started nearby with transplanted seedlings. Routine improves: morning chores, instruction on natural history and mechanics, and supervised excursions. The family also tames useful animals, improving mobility and security. Seasonal changes test their arrangements, as storms, heat, and rain force adjustments in shelter, clothing, and stores.

As their skills grow, they establish a more permanent base at Rockburg, a sheltered site strengthened with masonry, earthworks, and a worked cavern. They fashion a cart and harness draft animals, easing transport. Pottery from local clay, soap from lye and fat, candles, simple weaving, and preserved foods extend comfort and resilience. Fences, irrigation, and crop rotations enhance yields. Recreations and observances mark the calendar, sustaining morale. The narrative details practical methods: tanning hides, shaping tools, pressing oil, and processing fibers. By combining salvage with ingenuity, they shift from survival to planned settlement, anticipating long-term needs and contingencies.

With confidence, the father leads longer expeditions to coastal headlands, inland plains, and river mouths. The boys learn to read terrain, track animals, and manage supplies. They face hazards such as treacherous swamps, sudden weather, and aggressive wildlife, responding with discipline and adaptive tactics. A canoe and rafts expand their range, enabling surveys of offshore islets and a circumnavigation of parts of the coast. Discovery yields new resources—salt, wax, fibers, and game birds—and locations suitable for pasture or orchards. Periodic setbacks, including damage from storms and accidents, prompt repairs and reinforce lessons in preparedness, redundancy, and calm decision-making.

Signs of the wider world occasionally appear. Storm debris washes ashore; distant smoke or a sail raises questions about contact; and remains of other wrecks suggest hidden dangers along the reefs. The family maintains a signal station and stores emergency provisions for rapid response. They prepare messages and markers describing their presence. Navigation lessons cover stars, currents, and compass use, keeping alive the prospect of eventual departure. Yet they continue improving their settlement, balancing readiness to leave with the stability of their homestead. Each season, the island feels more mapped, named, and understood through repeated journeys and careful record-keeping.

Later developments test their isolation more directly. An encounter with another survivor from a distant vessel introduces new information, languages, and skills. Through exchanged accounts, they learn of shipping routes and possible opportunities for rescue. The family deliberates options: remaining to develop the island further, seeking outside contact by sea, or separating to pursue different paths. Preparations include building and outfitting boats, consolidating supplies, and reviewing knowledge each child has acquired. The narrative maintains attention to practical steps and family consensus, while withholding decisive outcomes until events unfold, emphasizing readiness, prudence, and the responsibilities that accompany newfound possibilities.

Across its episodes, the book presents a progressive education in applied science, agriculture, and domestic economy, framed by family cooperation and steady work. Natural history descriptions accompany instruction in craftsmanship and husbandry. The tone remains instructive and optimistic, emphasizing foresight, moderation, and humane treatment of animals. While adventures and dangers punctuate the story, they serve the larger arc of building a civilized life from limited means. Without revealing final resolutions, the account conveys resilience and adaptability as central themes. It concludes by underscoring the enduring value of knowledge, industry, and unity in meeting uncertainty on an unfamiliar shore.
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    The narrative is implicitly set in the early nineteenth century, when global sailing routes linked Europe with the Pacific and Indian Oceans. The unnamed island lies in the tropics, often read as somewhere between the Dutch East Indies and New Guinea, near the Sunda or Torres routes used by merchantmen bound for Port Jackson in New South Wales. Temporal markers in the text include flintlock muskets, a square-rigged merchant vessel, and references to British colonial outposts, aligning with the decades around 1800-1820. The family’s Swiss origin, practical Protestant habits, and methodical husbandry anchor the story in a European domestic ethos transplanted into an oceanic environment shaped by monsoon seasons, coral reefs, and uncharted inlets.

The book presumes a departure from a Europe unsettled by war and economic uncertainty and an intended arrival at Port Jackson, the penal colony founded by Britain in 1788. The route would typically round the Cape of Good Hope, traverse the Indian Ocean on monsoon winds, and pass near the Dutch East Indies, where wrecks on reefs were common. The island’s biodiversity is exaggerated, yet it mirrors contemporary travelogues that compiled specimens from many regions. The time and place, then, fuse Swiss civic and religious discipline with the maritime world of imperial navigation, colonial settlements, and the practical challenges of survival far from the state’s protection or the market’s supplies.

The founding of Port Jackson in 1788 by Captain Arthur Phillip and the First Fleet created a new British outpost in New South Wales. Early years saw scarce supplies, failed crops at Farm Cove, and gradual adaptation at Parramatta. By the 1790s-1810s, officials and settlers experimented with wheat, maize, and later merino sheep, with figures like John Macarthur promoting wool. This colonial foothold made Australia a plausible destination for Europeans seeking stability. The novel’s emigrant family reflects knowledge of this young colony: their skills, livestock management, and imagined reception in Sydney Cove align with reports that survival there required discipline, agriculture, and the willingness to build anew at the edge of empire.

Maritime commerce through the Indian Ocean and the East Indies in the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries was dominated by the Dutch East India Company (VOC) and the British East India Company. Vessels used the Cape Route, timing departures to exploit the southwest and northeast monsoons, and threaded passages such as the Sunda Strait between Java and Sumatra. Navigational hazards included uncharted shoals, coral reefs, and sudden squalls. Shipwrecks were frequent near the East Indies and along the Australian coast. The book’s shipwreck scenario, extensive salvage, and proximity to a plausible trade lane mirror these historical patterns, situating the family within the real risks faced by merchant crews and migrants en route to Port Jackson.

The Pacific and Australian coasts were charted extensively by European expeditions, particularly the voyages of James Cook between 1768 and 1779. Cook mapped New Zealand, the east coast of Australia at Botany Bay and Endeavour River in 1770, and improved charts across the Pacific. Naturalists like Joseph Banks cataloged flora and fauna, establishing a template for empirical observation. By 1800, navigators carried improved charts and hydrographic data, though many hazards remained. The Swiss family’s careful survey of coves, currents, and anchorages, and their empirical, almost scientific approach to cataloging the island’s resources, echo the ethos and practical knowledge diffused by these voyages and the resulting cartographic and natural history literature.

The Napoleonic era and Swiss political upheavals between 1798 and 1815 formed the immediate historical backdrop to Johann David Wyss’s life and work. In 1798, French troops invaded the Old Confederation, abolished cantonal privileges, and imposed the centralized Helvetic Republic. The new regime, dependent on French support, brought administrative reforms, conscription pressures, and financial burdens, and it provoked resistance and civil strife. After years of instability, Napoleon’s Act of Mediation in 1803 partially restored cantonal autonomy, creating a hybrid federal arrangement that nonetheless kept Switzerland within the French sphere. Economic dislocation affected guilds, rural producers, and urban finances in cantons like Bern, where Wyss served as a pastor. During the broader Napoleonic Wars, Swiss territories felt the weight of occupation, requisitions, and market disruptions, even as neutrality traditions persisted in attenuated form. The collapse of Napoleon after 1813 and the Congress of Vienna in 1814-1815 finally recognized Swiss perpetual neutrality and reconfigured the federation with new cantons, but recovery from the preceding decades’ shocks was uneven. This matrix of upheaval helps explain the book’s emphasis on self-reliance, order, thrift, and moral pedagogy. Wyss composed the tales for his sons in the early 1800s, with his son Johann Rudolf editing and publishing them in 1812 in German. The island becomes a controlled republic in miniature, where a father inculcates civic virtue through labor and prudence, free of the factionalism and foreign garrisons that had roiled Swiss public life. The imagined emigration to Port Jackson reflects a contemporary impulse to seek stability and land beyond European wars. The family’s methods—organizing resources, safeguarding stores, rotating labor, and maintaining a Sabbath—translate Swiss communal practices into a frontier context, projecting a hopeful restoration of order after years marked by coercion, scarcity, and political experimentation.

Swiss Reformed religious culture, rooted in the sixteenth-century reforms of Zwingli and Calvin and institutionalized in Bern and Zurich, emphasized household discipline, catechism, Sabbath observance, and civic responsibility. By the late eighteenth century, pastors were central agents of moral instruction and social cohesion in towns and rural communes. Family governance was seen as a microcosm of orderly society, with paternal authority tempered by duty and charity. The book’s father leads with prayer, sets tasks, schedules rest, and uses adversity to teach fortitude and gratitude. This pattern mirrors the era’s Reformed domestic ethic, offering a model of virtuous citizenship transposed from Swiss parishes to the uncertain environment of a distant island.

Educational reform in Switzerland was strongly shaped by Johann Heinrich Pestalozzi, whose experiments at Neuhof (1774), Stans (1798-1799), Burgdorf (1800-1804), and Yverdon (1805-1825) promoted learning by doing, object lessons, and the unity of head, heart, and hand. Pestalozzi’s pedagogy championed practical skills, moral development, and observation of nature, influencing teachers and pastors across the Confederation. Wyss’s work functions as a pedagogical instrument: boys learn botany, mechanics, animal husbandry, and geometry through tasks, and virtues arise from practice. The island thereby becomes a Pestalozzian classroom. The narrative’s systematic exercises in classification, experimentation, and cooperative labor align with these reform currents in early nineteenth-century Swiss education.

The surge of natural history, taxonomy, and exploration in the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, exemplified by Carl Linnaeus’s Systema Naturae (1735) and later by Buffon and Alexander von Humboldt, created a culture of collecting and classifying. European travelers compiled specimens and observations into cabinets of curiosity and scholarly compendia. This scientific impulse extended to the Pacific and India, where botanical and zoological discoveries fed imperial and academic networks. The book’s detailed catalogs of plants, animals, and minerals, and its manner of testing, identifying, and domesticating resources, mirror this natural history framework. It reflects the period’s conviction that careful observation and classification could yield mastery over unfamiliar environments.

Botanical imperialism and the transfer of useful plants across oceans marked the era. Under Joseph Banks’s leadership, Kew Gardens coordinated the movement of breadfruit from Tahiti to the Caribbean, attempted in 1787-1789 by William Bligh on the Bounty and successfully completed in 1791-1793 after the mutiny. Spices, tea, and cinchona would later traverse similar networks. Acclimatization practices accompanied colonial settlement, reshaping ecologies for food and commerce. In the novel, European crops, grapevines, and livestock are transplanted, and exotic species are assessed for utility, echoing these imperial agronomic strategies. The island functions as a microcosm of global bioprospecting, with husbandry and experimentation placed at the center of survival and prosperity.

Maritime technology and seamanship circa 1800 undergird the plausibility of the wreck and salvage episodes. The sextant and improved chronometers derived from John Harrison’s breakthroughs in the 1760s made longitude calculation far more reliable, yet charts remained incomplete. Merchant ships carried carronades, pumps, casks, and spare spars, and crews were trained to jury-rig masts and refloat boats. Historical wrecks such as the Sydney Cove in 1797 demonstrate prolonged salvage under harsh conditions in Australasian waters. In the book, disciplined retrieval of tools, casks, guns, and livestock, and the construction of a pinnace, reflect contemporary maritime practice and the crucial role of shipborne stores as seed capital for survival ashore.

Swiss migration in the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries included long-standing service of mercenary regiments in France, Naples, and the Netherlands, as well as civilian outmigration prompted by land scarcity and economic pressure. Swiss artisans and farmers moved to Alsace, southern Germany, Russia, and later North America. The turbulence of the 1790s and the Napoleonic blockade disrupted markets and compounded uncertainty. Emigration to far destinations such as New South Wales remained rare but imaginable within the expanding British imperial world. The novel’s premise of a Swiss family leaving Europe for Port Jackson to secure land and stability fits within these patterns of seeking opportunity beyond the constraints of canton-bound inheritance and disrupted continental trade.

The first publication in German appeared in 1812, edited by Johann Rudolf Wyss from stories composed by his father, Johann David Wyss. Subsequent years brought translation and adaptation as Europe moved from war to restoration. In 1815, the eruption of Mount Tambora in the Dutch East Indies caused the 1816 Year Without a Summer, producing crop failures and famine across Europe, including Switzerland. Grain prices spiked; food riots and relief efforts followed. Although composed earlier, the book resonated in a period that demanded resilience and agricultural competence. Its emphasis on diversified crops, stores, and contingency anticipates the fragility of supply chains revealed by climatic shock and postwar dislocation.

Penal transportation to Australia, active from 1787 to 1868, relocated roughly 162,000 convicts from Britain and Ireland to colonies including New South Wales and Van Diemen’s Land. Early governors such as Arthur Phillip, John Hunter, Philip Gidley King, and Lachlan Macquarie (1810-1821) oversaw a transition from precarious survival to expanding agriculture and infrastructure. The crossing of the Blue Mountains in 1813 opened the interior to grazing. Reports of these developments circulated in Europe through official accounts and travel narratives. The family’s plan to join Port Jackson presumes awareness of this evolving colony, where discipline, labor, and husbandry offered social mobility unavailable in many stratified European settings.

The 1815 Federal Pact and the recognition of Swiss perpetual neutrality by the great powers at Vienna formalized a restored confederation of twenty-two cantons, including newly admitted Geneva, Valais, and Neuchatel. The act of 20 November 1815 guaranteed inviolable neutrality and the integrity of Swiss territory. Local militia traditions and communal self-government were reaffirmed, even as economic modernization proceeded unevenly. The novel’s household polity resembles an idealized Swiss commune, balancing individual initiative with collective duty, arms for defense with restraint, and resource sharing over hoarding. It implicitly aligns with a Swiss vision of stability through federative order, neutrality, and industrious civic life after revolutionary disruption.

The book serves as a quiet social critique by proposing that prosperity arises from disciplined labor, shared knowledge, and moral governance rather than from aristocratic privilege or military conquest. The father’s insistence on education, rotation of tasks, and public-minded stewardship counters the era’s courtly consumption and the depredations of wartime requisition. Urban dependency and the fragility of continental markets are implicitly questioned as the family demonstrates autarky through diversified agriculture and crafts. The narrative challenges inherited hierarchy by awarding status to merit, ingenuity, and service to the common good, suggesting an ethic of bourgeois citizenship as corrective to Europe’s recent disorder and social rigidity.

Politically, the work registers anxieties about state failure and foreign occupation by staging a voluntary social contract on the island, with laws, adjudication, defense, and welfare handled at the household level. It critiques the insecurity produced by imperial wars by showing security built from local capability. At the same time, it exposes the period’s imperial assumptions: the naturalization of European dominion over land, animals, and resources; the unexamined displacement implied by transplanting species; and the silence regarding indigenous claims. By dramatizing both empowerment through practical knowledge and the blind spots of colonizing mindsets, the book reflects and interrogates the social and political contradictions of its age.
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    Johann David Wyss was a Swiss pastor and writer active from the late eighteenth to the early nineteenth century, best known as the author of The Swiss Family Robinson. Working in and around Bern, he drew on the era’s didactic current in children’s literature to craft a tale that fused moral instruction with practical knowledge. The book’s enduring popularity has made his name synonymous with the “Robinsonade” tradition derived from Daniel Defoe. Although not prolific in print, Wyss’s singular contribution reshaped expectations for family-centered adventure stories. His work foregrounds resourcefulness, cooperation, and faith, qualities that resonated across languages and generations and still frame how the novel is read.

Born in the mid-eighteenth century in Bern, Wyss was educated for the clergy and served as a pastor. His formation reflected an environment that combined Protestant piety with Enlightenment pedagogy, encouraging the teaching of morals through practical examples. Reading in travel narratives and natural history was widespread in his milieu, and his fiction mirrors that climate without claiming scholarly science. As a pastor, he valued clear instruction and edifying entertainment, aiming to cultivate virtues such as prudence, perseverance, and charity. This background shaped his manner of storytelling: plain yet purposeful, anchored in everyday problem-solving and attentive to providence.

In the closing years of the eighteenth century, Wyss began composing what became The Swiss Family Robinson as stories intended for home reading. He devised episodes to impart practical skills, natural lore, and moral lessons through steady, cooperative problem-solving. The approach aligned with contemporary educational writing, which turned instruction into narrative adventure. Wyss did not publish the work during its initial composition; instead, he kept the material in manuscript and refined it over time. Its purpose was transparent: to model cooperation, thrift, and steadfastness in adversity while encouraging curiosity about the natural world and the uses of careful observation.

Publication came in the early 1810s, when his son, the scholar Johann Rudolf Wyss, prepared the text for print, organizing and editing the manuscript and contributing editorial framing. Issued in German under a title identifying it as a Swiss “Robinson,” the book joined a broader tradition of Defoe-inspired survival tales. Subsequent editions and translations introduced notable variations, sometimes adding episodes or reshaping characterizations, which helped the narrative travel widely while complicating strict attribution of every line to the elder Wyss. Nonetheless, the core conception—didactic adventure rooted in family cooperation and practical ingenuity—derives from Johann David Wyss’s original storytelling.

Readers embraced the work for its blend of instruction and excitement. In German-speaking Europe it found an audience quickly, and within a short span it was translated and adapted across languages. Commentators have noted its catalogues of tools, plants, and animals, and its preference for rational planning over impulsive heroics. The tone is moral but not austere, inviting young readers to imagine themselves solving concrete problems. Over time, abridgments for children simplified prose and pacing, while unabridged versions retained the didactic detail prized by educators. The book thus occupied both the nursery and the classroom, straddling entertainment and instruction.

Wyss’s vocation as a pastor informs the novel’s ethical framework. The narrative consistently invokes providence, gratitude, and stewardship, linking material resourcefulness to spiritual discernment. Its protagonists succeed less through force than through diligence, cooperation, and patient study of their surroundings—a fusion of a Protestant work ethic with Enlightenment confidence in observation. Without polemic, the book advocates responsibility toward the created world and mutual obligation within the family, even as survival sometimes requires taking animal life. These emphases, rather than elaborate psychology or satire, explain the story’s durability among educators and families who sought morally serious yet lively reading.

Wyss spent his later years in Bern, continuing his clerical duties while the book he originated gained broader circulation through editions he did not personally supervise. He died in the early nineteenth century, leaving a literary reputation anchored by a single, remarkably adaptable work. The Swiss Family Robinson remains in print in many forms and is frequently adapted for stage and screen, often emphasizing different facets of the source. Scholars treat it as a key example of the Robinsonade and as a case study in how editing and translation can shape a text’s identity. Its themes continue to engage new readers.
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Many years ago, an English translation of the first part of this charming tale appeared; and few books have obtained such deserved popularity. The gradual progress of the family from utter destitution and misery, to happiness and abundance, arising from their own labour, perseverance, and obedience, together with the effect produced on the different characters of the sons by the stirring adventures they met with, created a deep and absorbing interest. Every young reader patronized either the noble Fritz, the studious Ernest, or the generous Jack, and regarded him as a familiar personal acquaintance. The book had but one defect--the death of the talented author left it unfinished, and every reader regretted its abrupt termination.

This conclusion was happily supplied by one of the most accomplished and elegant writers of her day, the Baroness de Montolieu[1]; and, sanctioned and approved by the son of the lamented author, the entire work was published in France, and has for many years held a distinguished rank in the  juvenile libraries there. For the gratification of a little family circle, this now appears in English; and as, on examining the first part in the original, it was found, that "some new discoveries might be made," it was thought best to re-translate it, subduing the tone of the whole to English taste. The unanimous voices of the beloved circle, for whom the pleasant task was undertaken, have pronounced the result to be eminently successful, and they generously wish, that the whole of the juvenile public of England should share in their satisfaction, and possess a complete Swiss Robinson.
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It is very well known that, some years ago, Counsellor Horner, a Swiss, made a voyage round the world in the Russian vessel Le Podesda, commanded by Capt. Krusenstern. They discovered many islands, and, amongst others, one very large and fertile, till then unknown to navigators, to the S.W. of Java, near the coast of New Guinea. They landed here, and to the great surprise of Mr. Horner, he was received by a family who spoke to him in German. They were a father and mother, and four robust and hardy sons.

Their history was very interesting. The father was a Swiss clergyman, who, in the Revolution of 1798[2], had lost all his fortune, and had determined to emigrate, in order to seek elsewhere the means of supporting his family. He went first to England, with his wife and children, consisting of four sons, between the ages of twelve and five. He there undertook the office of missionary to Otaheite[3]; not that he intended to remain on that uncivilized island, but he wished to proceed from thence to Port Jackson as a free colonist. He invested his  little capital in seeds of every description, and some cattle, to take out with him. They had a prosperous voyage till they were near the coast of New Guinea, when they were overtaken by a frightful storm. At this period he commenced his journal, which he afterwards committed to the care of Mr. Horner, to be forwarded to his friends in Switzerland.

Some time before, a boat from an English vessel, the Adventurer, had visited them, and the father had sent the first part of his journal by Lieut. Bell to the captain, who remained in the vessel. A violent tempest arose, which continued some days, and drove the Adventurer from the coast. The family concluded the ship was lost; but this was not the case, as will be seen in the conclusion.
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The tempest had raged for six days, and on the seventh seemed to increase. The ship had been so far driven from its course, that no one on board knew where we were. Every one was exhausted with fatigue and watching. The shattered vessel began to leak in many places, the oaths of the sailors were changed to prayers, and each thought only how to save his own life. "Children," said I, to my terrified boys, who were clinging round me, "God can save us if he will. To him nothing is impossible; but if he thinks it good to call us to him, let us not murmur; we shall not be separated." My excellent wife dried her tears, and from that moment became more tranquil. We knelt down to pray for the help of our Heavenly Father; and the fervour and emotion of my innocent boys proved to me that even children can pray, and find in prayer consolation and peace.

We rose from our knees strengthened to bear the afflictions that hung over us. Suddenly we heard amid the roaring of the waves the cry of "Land! land!" At that moment the ship  struck on a rock; the concussion threw us down. We heard a loud cracking, as if the vessel was parting asunder; we felt that we were aground, and heard the captain cry, in a tone of despair, "We are lost! Launch the boats!" These words were a dagger to my heart, and the lamentations of my children were louder than ever. I then recollected myself, and said, "Courage, my darlings, we are still, above water, and the land is near. God helps those who trust in him.[1q] Remain here, and I will endeavour to save us."

I went on deck, and was instantly thrown down, and wet through by a huge sea; a second followed. I struggled boldly with the waves, and succeeded in keeping myself up, when I saw, with terror, the extent of our wretchedness. The shattered vessel was almost in two; the crew had crowded into the boats, and the last sailor was cutting the rope. I cried out, and prayed them to take us with them; but my voice was drowned in the roar of the tempest, nor could they have returned for us through waves that ran mountains high. All hope from their assistance was lost; but I was consoled by observing that the water did not enter the ship above a certain height. The stern, under which lay the cabin which contained all that was dear to me on earth, was immovably fixed between two rocks. At the same time I observed, towards the south, traces of land, which, though wild and barren, was now the haven of my almost expiring hopes; no longer being able to depend on any human aid. I returned to my family, and endeavoured to appear calm. "Take courage," cried I, "there is yet hope for us; the vessel, in striking between the  rocks, is fixed in a position which protects our cabin above the water, and if the wind should settle to-morrow, we may possibly reach the land."

This assurance calmed my children, and as usual, they depended on all I told them; they rejoiced that the heaving of the vessel had ceased, as, while it lasted, they were continually thrown against each other. My wife, more accustomed to read my countenance, discovered my uneasiness; and by a sign, I explained to her that I had lost all hope. I felt great consolation in seeing that she supported our misfortune with truly Christian resignation.

"Let us take some food," said she; "with the body, the mind is strengthened; this must be a night of trial."

Night came, and the tempest continued its fury; tearing away the planks from the devoted vessel with a fearful crashing. It appeared absolutely impossible that the boats could have out-lived the storm.

My wife had prepared some refreshment, of which the children partook with an appetite that we could not feel. The three younger ones retired to their beds, and soon slept soundly. Fritz, the eldest, watched with me. "I have been considering," said he, "how we could save ourselves. If we only had some cork jackets, or bladders, for mamma and my brothers, you and I don't need them, we could then swim to land."

"A good thought," said I, "I will try during the night to contrive some expedient to secure our safety." We found some small empty barrels in the cabin, which we tied two together with our handkerchiefs, leaving a space between for each  child; and fastened this new swimming apparatus under their arms. My wife prepared the same for herself. We then collected some knives, string, tinder-box, and such little necessaries as we could put in our pockets; thus, in case the vessel should fall to pieces during the night, we hoped we might be enabled to reach land.

At length Fritz, overcome with fatigue, lay down and slept with his brothers. My wife and I, too anxious to rest, spent that dreadful night in prayer, and in arranging various plans. How gladly we welcomed the light of day, shining through an opening. The wind was subsiding, the sky serene, and I watched the sun rise with renewed hope. I called my wife and children on deck. The younger ones were surprised to find we were alone. They inquired what had become of the sailors, and how we should manage the ship alone.

"Children," said I, "one more powerful than man has protected us till now, and will still extend a saving arm to us, if we do not give way to complaint and despair. Let all hands set to work. Remember that excellent maxim, God helps those who help themselves[4]. Let us all consider what is best to do now."

"Let us leap into the sea," cried Fritz, "and swim to the shore."

"Very well for you," replied Ernest, "who can swim; but we should be all drowned. Would it not be better to construct a raft and go all together?"

"That might do," added I, "if we were strong enough for such a work, and if a raft was not always so dangerous a conveyance. But away,  boys, look about you, and seek for anything that may be useful to us."

We all dispersed to different parts of the vessel. For my own part I went to the provision-room, to look after the casks of water and other necessaries of life; my wife visited the live stock and fed them, for they were almost famished; Fritz sought for arms and ammunition; Ernest for the carpenter's tools. Jack had opened the captain's cabin, and was immediately thrown down by two large dogs, who leaped on him so roughly that he cried out as if they were going to devour him. However, hunger had rendered them so docile that they licked his hands, and he soon recovered his feet, seized the largest by the ears, and mounting his back, gravely rode up to me as I was coming from the hold. I could not help laughing; I applauded his courage; but recommended him always to be prudent with animals of that kind, who are often dangerous when hungry.

My little troop began to assemble. Fritz had found two fowling-pieces, some bags of powder and shot, and some balls, in horn flasks. Ernest was loaded with an axe and hammer, a pair of pincers, a large pair of scissors, and an auger showed itself half out of his pocket.

Francis had a large box under his arm, from which he eagerly produced what he called little pointed hooks. His brothers laughed at his prize. "Silence," said I, "the youngest has made the most valuable addition to our stores. These are fish-hooks, and may be more useful for the preservation of our lives than anything the ship contains. However, Fritz and Ernest have not done amiss."

"For my part," said my wife, "I only contribute good news; I have found a cow, an ass, two goats, six sheep, and a sow with young. I have fed them, and hope we may preserve them."

"Very well," said I to my little workmen, "I am satisfied with all but Master Jack, who, instead of anything useful, has contributed two great eaters, who will do us more harm than good."

"They can help us to hunt when we get to land," said Jack.

"Yes," replied I, "but can you devise any means of our getting there?"

"It does not seem at all difficult," said the spirited little fellow; "put us each into a great tub, and let us float to shore. I remember sailing capitally that way on godpapa's great pond at S--."

"A very good idea, Jack; good counsel may sometimes be given even by a child. Be quick, boys, give me the saw and auger, with some nails, we will see what we can do." I remembered seeing some empty casks in the hold. We went down and found them floating. This gave us less difficulty in getting them upon the lower deck, which was but just above the water. They were of strong wood, bound with iron hoops, and exactly suited my purpose; my sons and I therefore began to saw them through the middle. After long labour, we had eight tubs all the same height. We refreshed ourselves with wine and biscuit, which we had found in some of the casks. I then contemplated with delight my little squadron of boats ranged in a line; and was surprised that my wife still continued depressed. She looked mournfully on them. "I can never venture in one of these tubs," said she.

"Wait a little, till my work is finished," replied I, "and you will see it is more to be depended on than this broken vessel."

I sought out a long flexible plank, and arranged eight tubs on it, close to each other, leaving a piece at each end to form a curve upwards, like the keel of a vessel. We then nailed them firmly to the plank, and to each other. We nailed a plank at each side, of the same length as the first, and succeeded in producing a sort of boat, divided into eight compartments, in which it did not appear difficult to make a short voyage, over a calm sea.

But, unluckily, our wonderful vessel proved so heavy, that our united efforts could not move it an inch. I sent Fritz to bring me the jack-screw[5], and, in the mean time, sawed a thick round pole into pieces; then raising the fore-part of our work by means of the powerful machine, Fritz placed one of these rollers under it.

Ernest was very anxious to know how this small machine could accomplish more than our united strength. I explained to him, as well as I could, the power of the lever of Archimedes, with which he had declared he could move the world, if he had but a point to rest it on; and I promised my son to take the machine to pieces when we were on shore, and explain the mode of operation. I then told them that God, to compensate for the weakness of man, had bestowed on him reason, invention, and skill in workmanship. The result of these had produced a science which, under the name of Mechanics, taught us to increase and extend our limited powers incredibly by the aid of instruments.

Jack remarked that the jack-screw worked very slowly.

"Better slowly, than not at all," said I. "It is a principle in mechanics, that what is gained in time is lost in power. The jack is not meant to work rapidly, but to raise heavy weights; and the heavier the weight, the slower the operation. But, can you tell me how we can make up for this slowness?"

"Oh, by turning the handle quicker, to be sure!"

"Quite wrong; that would not aid us at all. Patience and Reason are the two fairies, by whose potent help I hope to get our boat afloat."

I quickly proceeded to tie a strong cord to the after-part of it, and the other end to a beam in the ship, which was still firm, leaving it long enough for security; then introducing two more rollers underneath, and working with the jack, we succeeded in launching our bark, which passed into the water with such velocity, that but for our rope it would have gone out to sea. Unfortunately, it leaned so much on one side, that none of the boys would venture into it. I was in despair, when I suddenly remembered it only wanted ballast to keep it in equilibrium. I hastily threw in anything I got hold of that was heavy, and soon had my boat level, and ready for occupation. They now contended who should enter first; but I stopped them, reflecting that these restless children might easily capsize our vessel. I remembered that savage nations made use of an out-rigger, to prevent their canoe oversetting, and this I determined to add to my work. I fixed two portions of a topsail-yard, one over the prow, the other across the stern, in such a manner that they should not be in the way in  pushing off our boat from the wreck. I forced the end of each yard into the bunghole of an empty brandy-cask, to keep them steady during our progress.

It was now necessary to clear the way for our departure. I got into the first tub, and managed to get the boat into the cleft in the ship's side, by way of a haven; I then returned, and, with the axe and saw, cut away right and left all that could obstruct our passage. Then we secured some oars, to be ready for our voyage next day.

The day had passed in toil, and we were compelled to spend another night on the wreck, though we knew it might not remain till morning. We took a regular meal, for during the day we had scarcely had time to snatch a morsel of bread and a glass of wine. More composed than on the preceding night, we retired to rest. I took the precaution to fasten the swimming apparatus across the shoulders of my three younger children and my wife, for fear another storm might destroy the vessel, and cast us into the sea. I also advised my wife to put on a sailor's dress, as more convenient for her expected toils and trials. She reluctantly consented, and, after a short absence, appeared in the dress of a youth who had served as a volunteer in the vessel. She felt very timid and awkward in her new dress; but I showed her the advantage of the change, and, at last, she was reconciled, and joined in the laughter of the children at her strange disguise. She then got into her hammock, and we enjoyed a pleasant sleep, to prepare us for new labours.
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At break of day we were awake and ready, and after morning prayer, I addressed my children thus: "We are now, my dear boys, with the help of God, about to attempt our deliverance. Before we go, provide our poor animals with food for some days: we cannot take them with us, but if our voyage succeed, we may return for them. Are you ready? Collect what you wish to carry away, but only things absolutely necessary for our actual wants." I planned that our first cargo should consist of a barrel of powder, three fowling-pieces, three muskets, two pair of pocket pistols, and one pair larger, ball, shot, and lead as much as we could carry, with a bullet-mould; and I wished each of my sons, as well as their mother, should have a complete game-bag, of which there were several in the officers' cabins. We then set apart a box of portable soup, another of biscuit, an iron pot, a fishing-rod, a chest of nails, and one of carpenter's tools, also some sailcloth to make a tent. In fact my boys collected so many things, we were compelled to leave some behind, though I exchanged all the useless ballast for necessaries.

When all was ready, we implored the blessing of God on our undertaking, and prepared to embark in our tubs. At this moment the cocks crowed a sort of reproachful farewell to us; we had forgotten them; I immediately proposed to take our poultry with us, geese, ducks, fowls and pigeons, for, as I observed to my wife, if we could not feed them, they would, at any rate, feed us.  We placed our ten hens and two cocks in a covered tub; the rest we set at liberty, hoping the geese and ducks might reach the shore by water, and the pigeons by flight.

We waited a little for my wife, who came loaded with a large bag, which she threw into the tub that contained her youngest son. I concluded it was intended to steady him, or for a seat, and made no observation on it. Here follows the order of our embarkation. In the first division, sat the tender mother, the faithful and pious wife. In the second, our amiable little Francis, six years old, and of a sweet disposition.

In the third, Fritz, our eldest, fourteen or fifteen years old, a curly-headed, clever, intelligent and lively youth.

In the fourth, the powder-cask, with the fowls and the sailcloth.

Our provisions filled the fifth.

In the sixth, our heedless Jack, ten years old, enterprising, bold, and useful.

In the seventh, Ernest, twelve years of age, well-informed and rational, but somewhat selfish and indolent. In the eighth, myself, an anxious father, charged with the important duty of guiding the vessel to save my dear family. Each of us had some useful tools beside us; each held an oar, and had a swimming apparatus at hand, in case we were unfortunately upset. The tide was rising when we left, which I considered might assist my weak endeavours. We turned our out-riggers length-ways, and thus passed from the cleft of the ship into the open sea. We rowed with all our might, to reach the blue land we saw at a distance, but for some time in vain, as the boat kept  turning round, and made no progress. At last I contrived to steer it, so that we went straight forward.

As soon as our dogs saw us depart, they leaped into the sea, and followed us; I could not let them get into the boat, for fear they should upset it. I was very sorry, for I hardly expected they would be able to swim to land; but by occasionally resting their forepaws on our out-riggers, they managed to keep up with us. Turk was an English dog, and Flora of a Danish breed.

We proceeded slowly, but safely. The nearer we approached the land, the more dreary and unpromising it appeared. The rocky coast seemed to announce to us nothing but famine and misery. The waves, gently rippling against the shore, were scattered over with barrels, bales, and chests from the wreck. Hoping to secure some good provisions, I called on Fritz for assistance; he held a cord, hammer, and nails, and we managed to seize two hogsheads in passing, and fastening them with cords to our vessel, drew them after us to the shore.

As we approached, the coast seemed to improve. The chain of rock was not entire, and Fritz's hawk eye made out some trees, which he declared were the cocoa-nut tree; Ernest was delighted at the prospect of eating these nuts, so much larger and better than any grown in Europe. I was regretting not having brought the large telescope from the captain's cabin, when Jack produced from his pocket a smaller one, which he offered me with no little pride.

This was a valuable acquisition, as I was now enabled to make the requisite observations, and  direct my course. The coast before us had a wild and desert appearance,--it looked better towards the left; but I could not approach that part, for a current which drove us towards the rocky and barren shore. At length we saw, near the mouth of a rivulet, a little creek between the rocks, towards which our geese and ducks made, serving us for guides. This opening formed a little bay of smooth water, just deep enough for our boat. I cautiously entered it, and landed at a place where the coast was about the height of our tubs, and the water deep enough to let us approach. The shore spread inland, forming a gentle declivity of a triangular form, the point lost among the rocks, and the base to the sea.

All that were able leaped on shore in a moment. Even little Francis, who had been laid down in his tub, like a salted herring, tried to crawl out, but was compelled to wait for his mother's assistance. The dogs, who had preceded us in landing, welcomed us in a truly friendly manner, leaping playfully around us; the geese kept up a loud cackling, to which the yellow-billed ducks quacked a powerful bass. This, with the clacking of the liberated fowls, and the chattering of the boys, formed a perfect Babel; mingled with these, were the harsh cries of the penguins and flamingoes, which hovered over our heads, or sat on the points of the rocks. They were in immense numbers, and their notes almost deafened us, especially as they did not accord with the harmony of our civilized fowls. However I rejoiced to see these feathered creatures, already fancying them on my table, if we were obliged to remain in this desert region.

Our first care, when we stepped in safety on  land, was to kneel down and thank God, to whom we owed our lives; and to resign ourselves wholly to his Fatherly kindness.

We then began to unload our vessel. How rich we thought ourselves with the little we had saved! We sought a convenient place for our tent, under the shade of the rocks. We then inserted a pole into a fissure in the rock; this, resting firmly on another pole fixed in the ground, formed the frame of the tent. The sailcloth was then stretched over it, and fastened down at proper distances, by pegs, to which, for greater security, we added some boxes of provision; we fixed some hooks to the canvas at the opening in front, that we might close the entrance during the night. I sent my sons to seek some moss and withered grass, and spread it in the sun to dry, to form our beds; and while all, even little Francis, were busy with this, I constructed a sort of cooking-place, at some distance from the tent, near the river which was to supply us with fresh water. It was merely a hearth of flat stones from the bed of the stream, fenced round with some thick branches. I kindled a cheerful fire with some dry twigs, put on the pot, filled with water and some squares of portable soup, and left my wife, with Francis for assistant, to prepare dinner. He took the portable soup for glue, and could not conceive how mamma could make soup, as we had no meat, and there were no butchers' shops here.

Fritz, in the mean time, had loaded our guns. He took one to the side of the river; Ernest declined accompanying him, as the rugged road was not to his taste; he preferred the sea-shore. Jack proceeded to a ridge of rocks on the left, which ran  towards the sea, to get some muscles. I went to try and draw the two floating hogsheads on shore, but could not succeed, for our landing-place was too steep to get them up. Whilst I was vainly trying to find a more favourable place, I heard my dear Jack uttering most alarming cries. I seized my hatchet, and ran to his assistance. I found him up to the knees in a shallow pool, with a large lobster holding his leg in its sharp claws. It made off at my approach; but I was determined it should pay for the fright it had given me. Cautiously taking it up, I brought it out, followed by Jack, who, now very triumphant, wished to present it himself to his mother, after watching how I held it. But he had hardly got it into his hands, when it gave him such a violent blow on the cheek with its tail, that he let it fall, and began to cry again. I could not help laughing at him, and, in his rage, he seized a stone, and put an end to his adversary. I was grieved at this, and recommended him never to act in a moment of anger, showing him that he was unjust in being so revengeful; for, if he had been bitten by the lobster, it was plain he would have eaten his foe if he had conquered him. Jack promised to be more discreet and merciful in future, and obtained leave to bear the prize to his mother.

"Mamma," said he, proudly, "a lobster! A lobster, Ernest! Where is Fritz! Take care it does not bite you, Francis!" They all crowded round in astonishment. "Yes," added he, triumphantly, "here is the impertinent claw that seized me; but I repaid the knave,"

"You are a boaster," said I. "You would have got indifferently on with the lobster, if I had not  come up; and have you forgotten the slap on the cheek which compelled you to release him? Besides, he only defended himself with his natural arms; but you had to take a great stone. You have no reason to be proud, Jack."

Ernest wished to have the lobster added to the soup to improve it; but his mother, with a spirit of economy, reserved it for another day. I then walked to the spot where Jack's lobster was caught, and, finding it favourable for my purpose, drew my two hogsheads on shore there, and secured them by turning them on end.

On returning, I congratulated Jack on being the first who had been successful in foraging. Ernest remarked, that he had seen some oysters attached to a rock, but could not get at them without wetting his feet, which he did not like.

"Indeed, my delicate gentleman!" said I, laughing, "I must trouble you to return and procure us some. We must all unite in working for the public good, regardless of wet feet. The sun will soon dry us."

"I might as well bring some salt at the same time," said he; "I saw plenty in the fissures of the rock, left by the sea, I should think, papa?"

"Doubtless, Mr. Reasoner," replied I; "where else could it have come from? the fact was so obvious, that you had better have brought a bagful, than delayed to reflect about it. But if you wish to escape insipid soup, be quick and procure some."

He went, and returned with some salt, so mixed with sand and earth, that I should have thrown it away as useless; but my wife dissolved it in fresh water, and, filtering it through a piece of canvas, managed to flavour our soup with it.

Jack asked why we could not have used sea-water; and I explained to him that the bitter and nauseous taste of sea-water would have spoiled our dinner. My wife stirred the soup with a little stick, and, tasting it, pronounced it very good, but added, "We must wait for Fritz. And how shall we eat our soup without plates or spoons? We cannot possibly raise this large boiling pot to our heads, and drink out of it."

It was too true. We gazed stupified at our pot, and, at last, all burst into laughter at our destitution, and our folly in forgetting such useful necessaries.

"If we only had cocoa-nuts," said Ernest, "we might split them, and make basins and spoons."

"If!" replied I--"but we have none! We might as well wish for a dozen handsome silver spoons at once, if wishes were of any use."

"But," observed he, "we can use oyster-shells."

"A useful thought, Ernest; go directly and get the oysters; and, remember, gentlemen, no complaints, though the spoons are without handles, and you should dip your fingers into the bowl."

Off ran Jack, and was mid-leg in the water before Ernest got to him. He tore down the oysters, and threw them to his idle brother, who filled his handkerchief, taking care to put a large one into his pocket for his own use; and they returned with their spoil.

Fritz had not yet appeared, and his mother was becoming uneasy, when we heard him cheerfully hailing us at a distance. He soon came up, with a feigned air of disappointment, and his hands behind him; but Jack, who had glided round him,  cried out, "A sucking pig! a sucking pig!" And he then, with, great pride and satisfaction, produced his booty, which I recognized, from the description of travellers, to be the agouti, common in these regions, a swift animal, which burrows in the earth, and lives on fruits and nuts; its flesh, something like that of the rabbit, has an unpleasant flavour to Europeans.

All were anxious to know the particulars of the chase; but I seriously reproved my son for his little fiction, and warned him never to use the least deceit, even in jest. I then inquired where he had met with the agouti. He told me he had been on the other side of the river, "a very different place to this," continued he. "The shore lies low, and you can have no idea of the number of casks, chests, planks, and all sorts of things the sea has thrown up; shall we go and take possession of them? And to-morrow, father, we ought to make another trip to the vessel, to look after our cattle. We might, at least, bring away the cow. Our biscuit would not be so hard dipped in milk."

"And very much nicer," added the greedy Ernest.

"Then," continued Fritz, "beyond the river there is rich grass for pasturage, and a shady wood. Why should we remain in this barren wilderness?"

"Softly!" replied I, "there is a time for all things. To-morrow, and the day after to-morrow will have their work. But first tell me, did you see anything of our shipmates?"

"Not a trace of man, living or dead, on land or sea; but I saw an animal more like a hog than  this, but with feet like a hare; it leaped among the grass, sometimes sitting upright, and rubbing its mouth with its forepaws; sometimes seeking for roots, and gnawing them like a squirrel. If I had not been afraid it would escape me, I would have tried to take it alive, it seemed so very tame."

As we were talking, Jack had been trying, with many grimaces, to force an oyster open with his knife. I laughed at his vain endeavours, and putting some on the fire, showed him them open of themselves. I had no taste for oysters myself; but as they are everywhere accounted a delicacy, I advised my sons to try them. They all at first declined the unattractive repast, except Jack, who, with great courage, closed his eyes, and desperately swallowed one as if it had been medicine. The rest followed his example, and then all agreed with me that oysters were not good. The shells were soon plunged into the pot to bring out some of the good soup; but scalding their fingers, it was who could cry out the loudest. Ernest took his large shell from his pocket, cautiously filled it with a good portion of soup, and set it down to cool, exulting in his own prudence. "You have been very thoughtful, my dear Ernest," said I; "but why are your thoughts always for yourself; so seldom for others? As a punishment for your egotism, that portion must be given to our faithful dogs. We can all dip our shells into the pot, the dogs cannot. Therefore, they shall have your soup, and you must wait, and eat as we do." My reproach struck his heart, and he placed his shell obediently on the ground, which the dogs emptied immediately.  We were almost as hungry as they were, and were watching anxiously till the soup began to cool; when we perceived that the dogs were tearing and gnawing Fritz's agouti. The boys all cried out; Fritz was in a fury, took his gun, struck the dogs, called them names, threw stones at them, and would have killed them if I had not held him. He had actually bent his gun with striking them. As soon as he would listen to me, I reproached him seriously for his violence, and represented to him how much he had distressed us, and terrified his mother; that he had spoiled his gun, which might have been so useful to us, and had almost killed the poor animals, who might be more so. "Anger," said I, "leads to every crime. Remember Cain, who killed his brother in a fit of passion." "Oh, father!" said he, in a voice of terror; and, acknowledging his error, he asked pardon, and shed bitter tears.

Soon after our repast the sun set, and the fowls gathered round us, and picked up the scattered crumbs of biscuit. My wife then took out her mysterious bag, and drew from it some handfuls of grain to feed her flock. She showed me also many other seeds of useful vegetables. I praised her prudence, and begged her to be very economical, as these seeds were of great value, and we could bring from the vessel some spoiled biscuit for the fowls.

Our pigeons now flew among the rocks, the cocks and hens perched on the frame of the tent, and the geese and ducks chose to roost in a marsh, covered with bushes, near the sea. We prepared for our rest; we loaded all our arms, then offered up our prayers together, thanking  God for his signal mercy to us, and commending ourselves to his care. When the last ray of light departed, we closed our tent, and lay down on our beds, close together. The children had remarked how suddenly the darkness came on, from which I concluded we were not far from the equator; for I explained to them, the more perpendicularly the rays of the sun fall, the less their refraction; and consequently night comes on suddenly when the sun is below the horizon.

Once more I looked out to see if all was quiet, then carefully closing the entrance, I lay down. Warm as the day had been, the night was so cold that we were obliged to crowd together for warmth. The children soon slept, and when I saw their mother in her first peaceful sleep, my own eyes closed, and our first night on the island passed comfortably.
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At break of day I was waked by the crowing of the cock. I summoned my wife to council, to consider on the business of the day. We agreed that our first duty was to seek for our shipmates, and to examine the country beyond the river before we came to any decisive resolution.

My wife saw we could not all go on this expedition, and courageously agreed to remain with her three youngest sons, while Fritz, as the eldest and boldest, should accompany me. I begged her to prepare breakfast immediately, which she warned me would be scanty, as no soup was provided.  I asked for Jack's lobster; but it was not to be found. Whilst my wife made the fire, and put on the pot, I called the children, and asking Jack for the lobster, he brought it from a crevice in the rock, where he had hidden it from the dogs, he said, who did not despise anything eatable.

"I am glad to see you profit by the misfortunes of others," said I; "and now will you give up that large claw that caught your leg, and which I promised you, to Fritz, as a provision for his journey?" All were anxious to go on this journey, and leaped round me like little kids. But I told them we could not all go. They must remain with their mother, with Flora for a protector. Fritz and I would take Turk; with him and a loaded gun I thought we should inspire respect. I then ordered Fritz to tie up Flora, and get the guns ready.

Fritz blushed, and tried in vain to straighten his crooked gun. I let him go on for some time, and then allowed him to take another; for I saw he was penitent. The dogs, too, snarled, and would not let him approach them. He wept, and begged some biscuit from his mother, declaring he would give up his own breakfast to make his peace with the dogs. He fed them, caressed them, and seemed to ask pardon. The dog is always grateful; Flora soon licked his hands; Turk was more unrelenting, appearing to distrust him. "Give him a claw of the lobster," said Jack; "for I make you a present of the whole for your journey."

"Don't be uneasy about them," said Ernest, "they will certainly meet with cocoa-nuts, as  Robinson did, very different food to your wretched lobster. Think of an almond as big as my head, with a large cup full of rich milk."

"Pray, brother, bring me one, if you find any," said Francis.

We began our preparation; we each took a game-bag and a hatchet. I gave Fritz a pair of pistols in addition to his gun, equipped myself in the same way, and took care to carry biscuit and a flask of fresh water. The lobster proved so hard at breakfast, that the boys did not object to our carrying off the remainder; and, though the flesh is coarse, it is very nutritious.

I proposed before we departed, to have prayers, and my thoughtless Jack began to imitate the sound of church-bells--"Ding, dong! to prayers! to prayers! ding, dong!" I was really angry, and reproved him severely for jesting about sacred things. Then, kneeling down, I prayed God's blessing on our undertaking, and his pardon for us all, especially for him who had now so grievously sinned. Poor Jack came and kneeled by me, weeping and begging for forgiveness from me and from God. I embraced him, and enjoined him and his brothers to obey their mother. I then loaded the guns I left with them, and charged my wife to keep near the boat, their best refuge. We took leave of our friends with many tears, as we did not know what dangers might assail us in an unknown region. But the murmur of the river, which we were now approaching, drowned the sound of their sobs, and we bent our thoughts on our journey.

The bank of the river was so steep, that we could only reach the bed at one little opening,  near the sea, where we had procured our water; but here the opposite side was guarded by a ridge of lofty perpendicular rocks. We were obliged to ascend the river to a place where it fell over some rocks, some fragments of which having fallen, made a sort of stepping-stones, which enabled us to cross with some hazard. We made our way, with difficulty, through the high grass, withered by the sun, directing our course towards the sea, in hopes of
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