
        
            
                
            
        

    Robinson Crusoe
by Daniel Defoe
(Adapted book. Pre-Intermediate level)
 
Chapter 1. I Go to Sea
 
My name is Robinson Crusoe. I was born in 1632 in the city of York, in England. I came from a good family. My father was from Germany. He made his money as a merchant - buying and selling things - and came to live in York, where he married my mother.
I had two older brothers. One became a soldier and was killed in France. And I never knew what happened to my other brother - just as my mother and father never knew what happened to me.
I had a good education. I went to a good school, and learned a lot at home. My father wanted me to get a good job. But I had other ideas. I wanted to go to sea. I could not think about anything else, even though my parents and friends argued strongly against it. It was as if something was pushing me towards the terrible life that lay ahead of me. One day my father called me to his room and asked me why I wanted to leave his house, and England.
‘People who go to sea are not like you,’ he said. ‘They either go because they have no money, or because they are very rich, and they want an adventure. You are lucky because you are neither rich nor poor. Poor people have to worry about finding food and somewhere to live. Rich people have to worry about looking after their money. You are in the best place, because you are in the middle. You can have a comfortable life if you stay at home.’
My father promised to do many things for me if I listened to him. With tears running down his face, he told me to remember my older brother. He had gone away to become a soldier and been killed.
‘If you go to sea, God will not be pleased with you,’ he warned me. ‘I think you will be very sorry if you do not listen to me - and you will have no one to help you.’
I listened carefully to my father’s words, and for a few days, I changed my mind about leaving home. But within a few weeks, I had decided to go away once more. I asked my mother to talk to my father. I told her that I wanted to go on one voyage. I said that if I did not like it, I would come home and work very hard.
But my mother was very upset. She said she would not talk to my father. She said she did not know how I could even think of going to sea. And she told me that she would not help me to do foolish things with my life. A year went by, and my parents would still not let me go to sea.
Then one day I went to the city of Hull and met a friend. His father owned a ship which was sailing to London, and I decided to go with them, without even telling my mother or father.
When the ship left Hull, the wind began to blow and the sea turned rough. As I had never been to sea before, I was terrified, and became very seasick. Suddenly I thought about what I had done. I remembered my mother and father’s words, and felt terribly sorry for not listening to them. I promised to myself that if God let me live, I would go straight home to my father and never go in a ship again.
The next day, the sea was a little calmer, but I still felt seasick. The following morning, however, when I got up, the sun was shining on a clear sea. I thought it was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. That evening, I drank too much rum with the other men on the ship. I completely forgot all the promises I had made when I felt so ill.
A few days later, when we came near the shore, a terrible storm blew up. The sea was very rough, and waves that were as high as mountains broke over the ship every few minutes.
This storm was nothing like the first one. Even the other men on the ship had faces full of fear. They said they had never seen anything like it. We all prayed for our lives.
In the middle of the night, one of the men told us that there was a leak in the ship - water was coming in. The men worked as hard as they could to get the water out, but everyone knew that the ship was going to sink. I felt as if my heart had died inside me. The captain told the men to fire guns to show other boats that we needed help. But the sea was too rough for a boat to come near.
At last, however, the storm started to die down a little, and a boat managed to come close to the ship. After trying many times, we finally pulled the boat near to our ship and climbed into it. As we rowed away, we saw our ship go down in the rough sea. I was so frightened I almost couldn’t watch.
We rowed safely to the shore, where we were well looked after. There, we were given enough money to go on to London or back to Hull. I could have gone back home to Hull. My father would have been pleased to see me, and I could have had a quiet happy life. But something inside me would not let me go back.
A few days later, I met my friend, whose father was the captain of the ship. My friend explained to his father that I had come on the voyage to see whether I would like to travel abroad by sea.
‘Young man,’ he said, ‘you should never go to sea again. God is showing you what will happen if you ever go on another voyage.’
The captain asked me about myself. When I told him that my father had not wanted me to go to sea, he became quite angry.
‘Why did this boy have to come into my ship?’ he cried. ‘Believe me, young man, if you do not go back home, terrible things will happen to you. Your father told you that God would not be pleased with you, and his words will come true.’
 
Chapter 2. I Am Captured by Pirates
 
I went to London, and stayed there for a while. I tried to decide whether to go home or go to sea. There I met the captain of a ship which was going to Africa. The captain was a very good man, and he said I could go with him. He told me to bring some toys and other small things to sell for gold. The voyage went very well, and when we came back, I sold the gold for a lot of money. This made me think that I could become very rich as a merchant.
My friend the captain taught me many things on that trip. I learnt all about sailing from him. But sadly he died soon after the voyage. The ship had a new captain now, and was going to Africa again. I decided to go on it once more. I asked the captain’s widow to look after some of my money, and I took the rest with me.
My second voyage to Africa did not go well. Early one morning, just off the coast of North Africa, a pirate ship began following us. We sailed away across the sea as fast as we could, but the ship kept following us. By the afternoon the pirates were very close. We fired our guns at them, but there were nearly two hundred of them. They came onto our ship, cutting down our sails and killing three of our men. Several other men were hurt, and as the ship could no longer sail, we were captured by the pirates.
They took us to a place called Sallee, which was owned by Moors, people from north-west Africa. The other men from our boat were taken away, but I was kept in Sallee as the pirate captain’s slave. I could not believe what had happened to me. I thought about my bad luck and I remembered my father’s words. He had told me that if I went to sea I would be unhappy. He said that I would have no one to help me. And it seemed that he had been right. I did not know then that this was just the first of the many terrible things that would happen to me.
I worked as the pirate captain’s slave for two years, and was always thinking of how I could escape. Then, one day, something happened which made me feel I might be able to get away. Once or twice a week, the pirate captain used to take me fishing with a slave boy called Xury in a little rowing boat.
I was very good at catching fish and he sometimes used to send me out with Xury and one of his relatives, a man called Moley. One morning, when we went out fishing, a thick fog came up. We could not see the shore. We rowed all day and the next night, and when morning came, we found that we were far out at sea. After a long time and a lot of hard work, we managed to get back to shore.
But the pirate captain decided to be more careful next time. He decided that he would not go out to sea without food and drink, and everything that he needed. He still had the little boat we had carried on our English ship. So he decided to use that boat for fishing. He told one of his slaves to build a cabin, or room, in the middle of the boat, where he could sleep and eat. And the pirate captain made sure that the boat was always full of food and drink and everything he might need.
One day the pirate captain told us that three important men from the town were coming fishing with us. He sent a lot of food and drink out onto the boat for the trip, and guns for shooting birds. However, when everything was ready, the pirate captain told me that the men were not coming after all. They had decided they would eat at the captain’s house instead. He wanted me to go with Xury and Moley to catch some fish for their dinner.
Suddenly I realized that I had a little ship - and at once I decided to try and escape. So I started getting ready, not for a fishing trip, but for a voyage. I brought more food and drink, candles and gunpowder, and put them on the boat. Then we left, sailing a little way out to sea.
We began fishing, but every time I caught a fish I secretly threw it back into the water.
‘There are no fish here,’ I said to Moley after a while. ‘Let us go out to sea. We’ll have more luck there.’
Moley agreed, and we went further away from the shore. Then I stopped the boat, as if I was ready to start fishing again. I pretended to reach forward for something behind Moley, then, surprising him, I pushed him over the side of the boat into the sea. He was a very good swimmer and I knew he would not drown. He called out to me at first, asking me to take him back into the boat. Then he swam as fast as he could towards us. I took one of the guns and pointed it at his head.
‘If you do what I say, I will not hurt you,’ I told him. ‘You swim well enough to reach the shore. Swim back to Sallee. If you come near the boat, I will shoot you through the head.’
He turned around and swam towards the shore. When he had gone, I turned towards the slave boy, Xury.
‘Xury,’ I said. ‘You must promise to do everything I say. If you do not, I will throw you into the sea too.’
The boy promised to follow me as his master, and to come with me all over the world. So we sailed away down the coast of Africa, not stopping for five days. I wanted to get as far away as possible from the pirate captain and his people.
After this, we carried on down the coast, stopping only when we needed to find water. I knew that European ships came into the coast of Africa further south. I was hoping that we would meet one of these ships and that they would take us in. For miles and miles we saw nothing on the coast, and heard nothing apart from the terrible noises of wild animals at night.
Then one day, when I was in the cabin, I suddenly heard Xury cry out.
‘Master!’ he shouted. ‘I see a ship!’
It was a Portuguese ship, and I was worried that it was going too fast for anyone to see us. But it suddenly slowed down. I fired my gun to show them that we needed help. And, seeing smoke, the ship stopped and waited for us. When we finally reached them, I told them that I had escaped from a pirate captain at Sallee. Hearing my story, they kindly took Xury and me into their ship, with all our things. I was so happy to be free, and I told the captain I would give him everything I had. But he kindly said that he would take nothing from me. And he promised to carry me to Brazil without asking me to pay.
When we got to Brazil, the captain very kindly bought our boat from me and also paid me some money for my slave boy Xury. I did not want to sell poor Xury’s freedom, when he had helped me to find my freedom. But the captain promised to free Xury in ten years time, if he became a Christian. And, as Xury was happy to go, I let the captain take him.
 
Chapter 3. I Am Shipwrecked
 
When we arrived in Brazil, I went to stay on a sugar plantation, where sugar plants are grown and sugar is made. The planters who owned the plantations were very rich, and 1 decided 1 would like to become a planter too.
I bought a small area of land, and grew a little more sugar each year, so that by the third year I needed help. But this was not the life I wanted. This was not why I had run away from my father’s home. I often said to myself that I could have done this in England among friends and family. I wondered why I had come five thousand miles to work so hard in Brazil.
When the captain of the Portuguese ship went back to Europe, he kindly promised to send for some of my money from the widow in London. He then used the money to buy things which I could sell at a better price in Brazil. Suddenly I found that I had a lot of money. I used some of the money to get slaves to help me, and my plantation grew and grew.
I had a good life, but just as before, I could not be happy with it. I could have become rich in my new plantation, but I wanted to get richer quicker. So when a group of merchants and planters asked me to come to Africa with them, I agreed. I had told them about my voyages to Africa, and how easy it was to buy slaves there. And so they wanted to make a voyage to bring back enough slaves for their plantations.
Before I left Brazil I wrote a will to explain who my money should be given to if I died. I left everything I owned to the Portuguese captain who had saved my life. I also arranged for people to look after my plantation while I was away.
I left Brazil to go to Africa on the 1st of September 1659. We had a good trip at first, and although the weather was very hot, the sea was calm. But after two weeks, we were hit by a hurricane - a terrible storm with strong winds. For twelve days we were blown across the rough sea, expecting to die every day.
When the storm finally died down, we decided to sail towards Barbados. We knew that we couldn’t go on to Africa because the ship had been badly hit by the winds and the sea. But as we sailed on, another storm hit us, and blew us far away. We were blown miles away from all the other merchant ships. We were not just in danger of dying at sea now. We had been blown into an area where cannibals - men who eat other people - lived. If we didn’t drown at sea, we were in danger of being killed and eaten by cannibals!
When the wind was still blowing hard, early one morning, one of our men suddenly cried out ‘Land!’. We all ran outside to look, and at that moment the ship hit sand. She was stuck, and the waves broke over her so hard that we thought we would all die at any minute. We knew that the ship would break into pieces very soon. It is difficult to describe in words how terrified we all were.
There was a small boat on the ship, and at last we managed to get it into the sea. There were eleven of us, and we all climbed into the boat. But the sea was so high that we knew we would all drown. We could see land, but we did not know whether the land was an island. We did not know whether there were people on it, either. We rowed towards the land. But we knew that our boat would be broken into pieces by the huge waves breaking on the shore.
After we had rowed towards the shore for about four miles, a huge wave hit our boat. It knocked the boat over at once, and we were all thrown into the sea. I was carried towards the shore by the huge wave. I couldn’t take a breath, and I was terrified.
As the wave died down, it went back, leaving me near the shore. I was half dead, but I got up and ran towards the land. But then another huge wave hit me, and I went right under again. I held my breath, and tried to swim towards the shore.
Just as I had no breath left, I felt myself going up, and my head came out above the water. Once again, the waves went back and I got to my feet and ran towards the shore. Two more times I was carried forward by huge waves. The last one threw me hard against a rock, and I held onto it until the wave had died down. Then I ran towards the shore once more. This time the waves that came over me were not so high, and did not knock me over. So I was able to climb up the rocks onto the grass, safe from the sea.
I was alive! I could not believe that I was safe, and I thanked God for saving me. Then I looked all around me. Suddenly I saw that I was not as lucky as I had thought. I was wet, and I had no clothes or food and drink. I had no gun, and the other men from the ship had all drowned. For a while I ran around like a madman. Night was coming, and I was afraid I would be killed by wild animals. I walked up from the shore a little way to find some water to drink. And then I climbed into a tree so that I would be safe from wild animals, and fell asleep.
 
Chapter 4. I Find Many Things for Myself
 
When I woke, it was morning. The storm had died down, and the sea was calm and blue. I was surprised to see that our ship had been carried by the waves off the sand and up towards the shore. This made me feel terribly sad once more.
For I saw that we had done the wrong thing by leaving the ship. If we had stayed on it, the other men would all be alive now. And I would not be all alone.
I cried at this thought at first, but then I decided to go to the ship. I needed food and drink and clothes. I swam out to the ship, and climbed onto it. There I found that all the food and drink was still dry. I ate some biscuits and drank some rum, and then I made a small raft from some large pieces of wood, to carry things off the ship. When the raft was ready, I looked around the ship for the things I would need. I took some more large pieces of wood, plenty of food and drink, clothes, tools, guns and two barrels of gunpowder.
The sea was calm, and I managed to row back to the shore on my raft. There I found a little opening in the land, where there was a small river. I followed the river until I found a place where I could land the raft safely. And after nearly losing everything in the water several times, I at last brought the things from the ship safely onto land.
My next job was to find a safe place to stay and to keep all my things. I still did not know if anyone lived in this place. I did not even know whether it was an island or part of the mainland. So I took a gun, and climbed to the top of a small hill just above the river. From the top I could see that I was on an island. I could see some rocks and two more small islands far away, but no other land. I could also see that nobody seemed to be living on the island. I guessed that there were probably wild animals, but I could not see any, although there were lots of birds.
When I got down from the hill, I made myself a small hut from the barrels and pieces of wood I had brought from the ship. Then I started to think of the other things I could take from the ship which would be useful for me. I knew that as soon as there was another storm, the ship would break into pieces. So I decided to get everything I could from the ship before doing anything else. I swam back to the ship and made a second raft. I brought away some more tools and clothes, sheets, blankets, a telescope and some sails.
I brought the second raft safely onto the shore, and then made myself a little tent using some of the sail and some pieces of wood. I brought all the clothes and food inside, put the empty barrels around the tent, and made myself a bed. And that night, tired from all my hard work, I slept very well.
Every day after that, I swam back out to the ship and brought back anything I could find. I took many things, including pens, paper, maps, three Bibles, and even the ship’s dog and cats. After I had taken everything from inside the ship, I began to take pieces of iron and metal rope from the ship itself. I took anything I felt might be useful. I had already made eleven* little voyages to the ship and back again, and was returning for another one day when a wind started to blow. I went onto the ship anyway, and found some useful things and also some money. I smiled to myself when I saw the money. ‘You are worth nothing to me!’ I laughed. ‘What can I use you for here?’ But I took it with me anyway.
The wind blew hard all that night, and by the morning the ship had disappeared under the water. I was pleased that I had worked so hard to take everything out of the ship while I still could.
My next job was to find a safe place to live and keep my things. I thought about this very carefully. I wanted to find a place that had fresh water and shade from the hot sun. I also needed the place to be safe, as I still did not know if there were cannibals or wild animals on the island. I wanted to be near the sea, too. Then, if I saw a ship, I could light a fire and call for help.
At last I found a good place for my home. It was a flat piece of land on a steep hill, and because the hill was so steep, I knew that nothing could come down at me from above. It was a safe place, with plenty of shade. At the back of the flat piece of land, against the hillside, there was a rocky wall with a hole in it like the entrance to a cave.
I cut some wood and made two strong fences in a half-circle in front of the rocky wall. There were no doors in the fences. Instead, I came in and out using a ladder. After I had climbed inside, I pulled the ladder over the top of the fence. This meant that no person or animal could easily get inside, and so I was able to sleep at night feeling safe.
Behind these fences, I made a large tent. I then brought all the things I had taken from the ship into my new hut. When I had done this, I dug out the hole in the rocky wall at the back of my hut. I made it into a proper cave where I could keep things.
It took me many days, and a lot of hard work, to make the hut and get it how I wanted it. While I was making it, I also went out every day with my gun. I was pleased to find that there were goats on the island. When they saw me they ran away quickly and I found it difficult to get near them at first. But then I noticed that they could not see me if I was up above them. So I quickly learned to climb up on the rocks and shoot from there, and after that I found it easy to kill them.
It was difficult for me to go on at times. I knew that I was hundreds of miles from the places merchant ships went to. I was sure that I was going to die on this lonely island, completely alone. When I thought about this, tears ran down my face. I felt sorry that I had been born. But after a while something in me always sent those feelings away. ‘Weren’t there eleven men in that ship?’ a voice inside me would say. ‘And didn’t the others all die, while you were saved? Isn’t it better to be here than under the sea?’ Then I told myself how lucky I was in other ways too. I had been able to get lots of things from the ship, so that I had food, drink, clothes, guns and a tent.
After I had been on the island for about ten days, I realized that I would quickly forget what the date was. So I put up a large piece of wood on the shore where I had landed. I wrote the date I had arrived on the island on the wood: 30th September 1659. And then I made a mark on the wood with.my knife for every day I stayed on the island, with a longer mark for the first day of every month.
 
Chapter 5. I Become Very Ill
 
Over the next few months, I spent a lot of time making my hut bigger and better. I made a roof for the hut, and made the cave at the back of the hut much bigger, with a door.
I began making shelves to put all my things on, and a table and chair. It was very difficult to make these things, as I had so few tools. But I had a lot of time.
I began to write a diary, and I started to break the day up into parts. In the morning, if it wasn’t raining, I went out with my gun for two or three hours. Then I worked on my hut or my table or chair until lunchtime. After I had eaten, I slept for a couple of hours while it was very hot. Then in the evening I worked again. I had no candles, so at first I went to bed at about seven o’clock, when it got dark. But after a while, I learned to make candles out of goat fat. And then I was able to read or write my diary in the evenings.
A few months after I had arrived on the island, I was amazed to find some corn growing near my hut, and, later, some rice. I could not believe it. I knew that corn did not normally grow in this part of the world. So for a while I felt sure that this was a present from God for me. Then I remembered that I had emptied corn from a bag from the ship. I had emptied it in the place where the corn was growing. I carefully saved the corn and rice that had grown. I wanted to plant it again so that I might be able to make bread one day.
One day, just after I had finished working on my hut, the top of my cave suddenly started falling in. I ran outside and saw at once that there was an earthquake. The ground shook three times, very hard, and the top of a huge rock near the sea fell down with the most terrible noise. I had never seen an earthquake before, and I was terrified. I was sure that the hill would fall down on my tent, and all my things would be lost.
I was too scared to go back inside my tent, so I sat outside. After a while, a wind started to blow, getting stronger and stronger, and before long there was a hurricane. Trees were pulled up from the ground and the sea crashed on the shore. Then, after three hours, the storm started to die down and it began to rain very hard. I saw that this meant that the earthquake was over, so I went back into my cave. But I found it very difficult to sleep that night, or for the next few nights, and I lay awake worrying that the hill might fall on top of me.
A few days later, I found some pieces from the ship lying on the shore. I also found that the wreck of the ship had been broken open and pushed in towards the shore by the earthquake. This meant that when the sea was out, I could walk right up to the wreck. For the next few weeks, I went out to the wreck every day and took wood and iron and many useful things from it. One day, walking down to the wreck, I found a turtle. It was the first turtle I had seen on the island, and I spent the next day cooking it. It was the best thing I had eaten since arriving there.
A couple of months after the earthquake, I became very ill with a fever. I was sick for many days. I thought I would die, and prayed to God. Then on the ninth day of being ill, I had a dream that frightened me. In my dream I saw a man come down out of a black cloud, burning with fire. The man walked towards me with a knife in his hand, and I thought he was going to kill me. Then he spoke to me in a terrible voice.
‘Many bad things have happened to you,’ he said. ‘But you have still not asked God to forgive you. Now, you will die.’
When I woke up, I thought about this dream. I remembered my father’s words to me. ‘If you go to sea, God will not be pleased with you,’ he had warned me. He had told me I would be very sorry if I didn’t listen to him. My father had been right.
I had not thought before that all the terrible things that had happened to me were perhaps because I had lived such a bad life as a young man. And I had not really thanked God for all the good things he had given to me. I decided then that I would pray to God, read the Bible and try to become a better person.
The next day, I made myself a medicine of tobacco and rum. I slept so deeply that night that I did not wake up until the next afternoon. I felt a little better that day, and when the fever came back, it was much lighter than before. I took my medicine every day, and after a few days the fever finally went. While I was getting better, I started to read the Bible every morning and night. I felt terribly sorry for the way I had lived my life. Now when I prayed to God I did not ask him to set me free from the island. I asked him to forgive me for the terrible things I had done.
 
Chapter 6. I Travel Across the Island
 
Once I was well again, I decided to explore the island. I had now been there for ten months, and I no longer felt that I had any chance of being set free. My hut was finished, and I wanted to see what I could find. I started by following the river where I had taken my rafts. Up the river there were lovely grass fields, with tobacco growing on the higher land.
Further on, the river became much smaller and finally stopped, and I came into an area of woodland. There I was surprised to
find grapes and melons growing. And continuing on, I came to a beautiful green area of the island which was full of orange, lemon and lime trees. It was like a planted garden.
After three days away from my hut exploring this area and sleeping in trees, I returned home. I carried some grapes and limes with me. But I went back several times over the next month, collecting fruit. It was a beautiful area, and I began to wish that I had built my hut there. I thought about moving to that part of the island, but at last I decided that I should stay where I was. My hut was close to the sea, so if a ship ever came near the island, I would see it. There probably never was going to be a ship, but living where I was, I could still hope.
At last I decided to build another home in this beautiful place, so that I could have a country house and a seaside house. I spent several weeks making a little bower, with a strong fence around it, and I hung up lots of grapes to dry in the trees. They made excellent raisins, which I could keep for the winter.
I had just finished building my bower, and collecting all the raisins, when heavy rains came. I returned to my cave. Over the next two months there were many days when I could not go out at all because of the heavy rain.
On the 30th of September, I put another mark on the piece of wood on the shore where I had landed. I had now been on the island for a year. I spent the day praying to God and fasting - not eating or drinking anything.

*   *   *

After the rains, I decided to plant the rice and corn that I had picked and saved. But because it was so dry for the next few months, the plants did not come up until the next rains. So from then on, I learned to plant them just before the rains. I was starting to know now which months were rainy and which months were dry, so I got ready for the rains by finding lots of food. Then I could stay inside as much as possible when it was raining.
As I said before, I very much wanted to see the whole island. So towards the end of my second year there, I decided to go on from my bower to the seashore on the other side of the island. I took my gun, my dog, and plenty of gunpowder and food, and set off on my journey. A little way on from my bower, I came to a point where I could see the sea to the west. There, about fifty miles away, I could see land, which I guessed must be part of America. I thought it might be Spanish land. If it were, I might one day see a ship go past. But it could also be the land between the Spanish areas and Brazil, where cannibals lived. So once again I thanked God that I had not landed there.
I was still thinking about this as I walked on further. This side of the island was much nicer than my side, with fields full of flowers and lovely woods. There were also lots of parrots. After trying several times, I managed to catch a young parrot. I wanted to take it home and teach it to speak to me.
I did not go far each day, but explored each little area very carefully. And at night I either slept in a tree or put up a little fence around myself on the ground. On the shore I found many turtles, and different kinds of bird. I continued along the coast for several miles, and then put up a large wooden stick in the sand. I had decided that for my next journey I would go along the shore from my hut until I came to the stick.
When I got back to my hut, I was very pleased to arrive ‘home’, as I had been away for more than a month. I spent a week resting there, and made a home for my little parrot, which I called Poll.
When the 30th of September came once more, and I had been on the island for two years, I spent the day thanking God. I used to sit crying like a baby sometimes when I thought about my life. I did not know if I would ever leave the island or see people again. But now I could see that this was a much happier life than my old bad one. I read the Bible every day. And I always found words there which made me feel better.
 
Chapter 7. I Make Myself a Canoe
 
By the end of December in my third year on the island, I was able to pick my rice and com. They had grown well, and I was very pleased that I might one day have bread. But first I had to find a way to make the bread. I decided to re-plant all the corn so that I would have an even bigger crop. I spent a week making a wooden spade so that I could get the land ready. Then I planted the corn in two large areas near my hut, and put in hedges around them.
There were many things I needed to make my own bread. So while the corn was growing, I spent the next few months making them. The first things I needed were some pots. So when it was raining, and I could not go out, I spent hours trying to make them. I must have made hundreds of pots that I had to throw away. Some of them would not stand up. Some of them cracked under the sun. And some of them just fell into pieces when I picked them up. But at last, after about two months, I made two good large pots. And after that, I learned how to heat the pots in my fire so that they would hold water.
No one would believe how happy I was to have a pot that I could cook in. Before the first pots were even cold, I put one of them on the fire again and made myself a soup. It was a very good soup, even though I did not have all the things I needed.
My next job was to find a way of grinding the corn. I found a large piece of wood, and spent a long time cutting it into the right shape. Then I burned and cut a hole in the middle. And finally I cut another large piece of wood so that I could grind the com.
Whenever I was working inside like this, I spent a lot of time talking to my parrot Poll. He quickly learned to say his own name, and so ‘Poll’ was the first word I heard spoken on the island by anyone other than myself.
I spent most of my third year on the island making these things, and looking after my com. The rest of my time was spent reading the Bible, hunting for food and cooking. I made a kind of bread oven, and when the corn grew, I baked my own bread for the first time.

*   *   *

All this time, I did not stop thinking about the land that I had seen from the other side of the island. I did not think about the dangers of being caught by a cannibal and killed. I only thought of trying to escape from the island. I therefore decided to make myself a canoe. First I cut down a large tree. It took me nearly a month to cut it down, and to take off the branches. It took me another month to cut it into the right shape. And it took me three months to cut out the inside. I worked very hard on it, and when at last it was ready, I was very pleased with it. It was a very good canoe. But like a fool, I had never thought about how I would get it into the sea. I tried everything, but I could not get the canoe into the water because it was too heavy. I was very upset about this. Now I saw, too late, that it was foolish to begin a job without thinking about it properly.
In the middle of this work, I finished my fourth year on the island. Once again, I felt very thankful. I could call myself king of the whole island. I had all the food I needed - goats, turtles, wild birds, grapes and now bread too. I had now learned to think about all the good things in my life instead of the bad things. I had learned to think about all the things I had, and not all the things I wanted or needed.
For the next five years, I lived in very much the same way, growing rice and corn and drying my raisins. But I also spent long time making another canoe. I made this canoe much smaller than the first, so that I could get it into the water. It was much too small to take me across to the land I had seen from the other side of the island. But I very much wanted to j make a voyage around the island and see the rest of the coast. 
I spent a long time getting my canoe ready for my voyage, I made a sail for it, and some boxes to keep food and drink dry. And at last, on the 6th of November, in my sixth year on the island, I set out. I took some bread, half a goat, some rice and some rum, my gun and two coats to lie on. The island was not big, but when I came to the east side, I found that there were rocks going far out into the sea at that point. There were some very strong currents around the rocks, and the wind was blowing hard, so I waited there for two days. On the third day, when the sea was calm, I sailed away again. But the currents were so strong that my little boat was pulled far out to sea.
Suddenly my lonely island seemed to me like the loveliest place in the world. I had thought my life on the island was unhappy, but I was wrong. It would be much worse to be lost at sea in a little boat. I knew that I would soon die when I had no food or drink left. But I couldn’t see how 1 could ever get back to the island again. There was no wind for sailing. And although I tried to row back to the island, the currents were too strong.
Then, around lunchtime, I suddenly felt a little wind blowing up. It grew stronger and stronger, and I started to sail back towards the island. I was a long way from it by now. On a cloudy day, I would not have been able to find my way back. But luckily the sky was clear. I sailed away from the currents, and by the afternoon, I started to come near to the north side of the island - the opposite side from my hut. The wind continued to blow, and I could not believe how lucky I was. At last I came onto the shore. And when I got out of the boat I fell down on my knees and thanked God.
The next morning, I found a place to keep my canoe further up the coast. I realised that I was not far from the place I had walked to on this side of the island before. So I set off towards my bower, arriving there by the evening. I lay down and fell asleep at once. When I woke up, someone was calling ‘Robin Crusoe! Where are you, Robin Crusoe? Where have you been?’ I thought I was dreaming at first, but when I woke up properly, I could still hear the voice. I was terribly frightened for a moment, but then I opened my eyes and saw Poll on top of the hedge. He flew over to me and sat on my hand, calling Poor Robin Crusoe! How did you come here? Where have you been?’. He seemed very pleased to see me, and we set off home together.
 
Chapter 8. I Find a Footprint in the Sand
 
For a while after that, I lived very quietly. I became very good at making things out of wood, and at making pots. And after a long time, I had also learned how to make very good baskets. But when I had been on the island for eleven years, I became worried that I had only a little gunpowder left. So my most important job now was to catch some goats and tame them. I hoped that I could keep tame goats and then kill them without using my gun.
I made some large holes in the ground and then covered them over. I hoped that a goat would fall into one of the holes when it walked over the cover. I didn’t catch anything at first, so I changed the holes and covers. And one morning I found three baby goats in the holes. I tied them up and took them to my bower, and then made a large enclosure, or area of fenced-in land, for them. I fed them every day, and they quickly became tame. After a year and a half, I had twelve tame goats, so now, as well as goat’s meat, I also had milk, butter and cheese.
When I killed a goat, I dried its skin, and I used the skins to make clothes for myself. I often looked at myself and smiled. ‘What would everyone think if I dressed like this in England?’ I thought. I had a big goatskin hat and a goatskin coat and trousers. I carried a basket on my back, and a gun on my shoulder. I had a long moustache, and over my head I held a big ugly goatskin umbrella that I had made.
At the back of my hut, I had dug out lots of caves in the rock, where I kept my corn and rice in large pots. The hedges around my hut had now grown so tall that no one would ever guess there was a hut behind them. And near my hut were the two pieces of land where I grew my corn.
At my country home, my tent was also hidden behind a large hedge. I kept my goats here and dried my grapes. And I often visited my canoe to make sure it was safe. Sometimes I took it out in the water, but I never went far from the shore. I was too frightened of being carried away from the island again by winds or currents.

*   *   *

One day, when I was going to the place where I kept my boat, I suddenly saw a footprint in the sand. I stopped dead and looked around me. I couldn’t hear anything or see anything. I went up and down the shore, but there were no other footprints. Then I came back to the same place. Perhaps it wasn’t a footprint at all. Perhaps I had made a mistake. But no, I could clearly see the shape of a foot.
I hurried home, feeling terrified. I kept looking behind me to see if someone was following me. I imagined that someone was hiding behind every bush. When I got home, I ran into my hut like a frightened rabbit.
I did not sleep that night. I lay awake in my bed thinking about the footprint. I decided that cannibals must have come to the island from the mainland. Had they found my boat, I wondered? Would they come back looking for me? And if they didn’t find me, would they take away my tame goats and dig up my corn fields? For three days, I did not go out of my hut. I was too frightened even to milk my goats. But after reading the Bible and praying, I at last started to feel braver. Perhaps it was actually my own footprint, I told myself. After a few days, I felt brave enough to go back to the shore and look at the footprint again. But I realized at once that it could not possibly be my footprint. It was much bigger than my foot. Again I hurried home, terrified.
But after a good sleep, I started to think sensibly. I had lived here for fifteen years, and never seen anybody. So if anyone did come to the island, they must go away again very quickly. And therefore I just needed to make myself safe in case I saw any more cannibals.
First, I built another wall around my hut, and planted lots of trees in front of it - so after five or six years, there was a thick wood in front of my hut. No one could have guessed that anyone was living behind the wood. And because the only way into my hut was over two ladders, no one could get in without hurting themselves.
I also made a second enclosure and moved a few goats there. I wanted to be sure that if anything happened to my goats, I had others to keep me alive. I started looking for a third enclosure too.
Two years after I had seen the footprint in the sand, I was out looking for a third enclosure when I saw a boat on the sea, many miles away. I was in a part of the island where I had never been before. And when I came down to the shore there, I saw the most terrible sight. I saw the hands, feet and bones of dead people lying on the sand. I could see where there had been a fire. Cannibals had come to the island to cook and eat people. I could not believe what I was seeing, and I was suddenly sick. I could not stay there, so I walked back home, praying. I thanked God that I had not been born in a part of the world where cannibals lived. And I thanked him for everything I had on the island.
For the next two years, I did not go far from my hut, my bower or my second goat enclosure. I stopped using my gun, because I was afraid that if cannibals had come to the island they would hear it. But after a while I became very angry with the cannibals. I hated the idea of people eating each other. I decided that the next time the cannibals came to my island I would fight them. I would save the person they were going to eat.
I thought about this for hours, and sometimes I dreamed about it. I found a place on the hillside where I could watch for their boats without being seen. I got my guns ready, and every day, for two or three months, I looked out for them.
But I saw nothing, and after a while, my thoughts began to change. The cannibals did not understand that it was wrong to eat people. And they had done nothing against me. It was not my job to punish them for what they were doing. I realized that I was putting myself in a lot of danger too. If I did not kill all the cannibals, one of them might escape. And he might then come back with others to kill me for what I had done. I thanked God that he had made me see that my idea of killing the cannibals was wrong.
 
Chapter 9. I Hear the Sound of a Man’s Voice
 
I was very careful now not to make a lot of noise on the island. I also tried not to make a lot of smoke, so that if there were cannibals on the island, they would not see it.
One day, when I was cutting wood near my second goat enclosure, I found a large hole in the ground, hidden behind a big branch. The hole led into an underground cave. It was dark and dry, and when I lit a candle, thousands of lights shone back from the walls. There was something in the rock - gold, perhaps. I was very pleased to find the cave, as it made a very good hiding place for some of my guns and gunpowder. I also told myself that if the cannibals ever saw me, I could run away and hide in the cave. They would never find me there.
I had been on the island for twenty-three years by now. I was used to living there. And I was happy to spend the rest of my life there. My parrot Poll now spoke very well, and I liked j having him with me. My dog was a loving friend for sixteen years until he died. And I also kept two or three tame cats and some seabirds as well.
I was very happy with my life - I only wished that I could be safe from the cannibals.
One night in May, in my twenty-fourth year on the island, there was a very bad storm. I was in my hut when I suddenly heard the sound of a gun. I jumped up and ran up the hill at the back of my hut, where I heard the gun once more. The sound came from the sea. It was a ship calling for help.
I got some dry wood and lit a big fire. I wanted the people on the ship to know I was here. I hoped they might be able to help me. I kept the fire going all night. When day came, I could see something a long way away, in the sea, through my telescope. It wasn’t moving, but I wasn’t sure whether it was a ship. Taking my gun, I ran across the island towards the rocks where I had been carried away by the current in my canoe. From there, I could clearly see the wreck of a ship on the rocks. I felt terribly sad for the men on the ship. And I felt terribly sad for myself too. After so many years, other people had come so near to the island. Suddenly I wanted more than anything else to be with other people again. ‘If only one of them had lived!’ I cried to myself, again and again.
A few days later, when the sea was calm again, I decided to go out to the wreck in my canoe. I got my little boat ready and I started out to sea. The first day I could not reach the ship and I came back quickly. I was terrified of being carried out to sea by the currents again. But on the second day, after watching the currents carefully, I managed to reach the ship.
It was a Spanish ship, and it had been broken apart by the rocks. When I came close to it, a dog appeared. It cried out when it saw me, and swam to my boat, where I gave it bread and water.
When I climbed into the wreck, I found two dead men holding on to each other, but no other people. I took some food and drink, gunpowder, clothes and money from the wreck, and then rowed back to the island. But seeing a ship come so close had made me want to escape once more. And for the next two years, I could not stop thinking of how I could get away. If the cannibals could come to my island, I thought, then I could surely reach the mainland where they lived. I didn’t think about what would happen to me if they caught me.
One night I dreamed that the cannibals came back to my island. In my dream, I saved the man that they were going to kill and eat. He was very thankful, and became my servant. I saw that he could help me to escape from the island. He could tell me where to go and what to do. I woke up feeling very happy, until I remembered that this was all a dream.
However, the dream had given me an idea. I needed someone to help me escape from the island. I decided to try and save a man from the cannibals so that he could help me. I knew that I would have to kill a lot of men to do this. And for a long time I worried about this a lot. I did not want to kill people. I knew that it was wrong. But I had to escape.
I went out to the other side of the island to look for the cannibals almost every day. Now that I knew what I was going to do, I wanted them to come. But for more than a year and a half, I saw nothing.
Then, one morning, I saw five canoes on the shore on my side of the island. I went to the top of my hill with my telescope. From there I could see that there were more than thirty cannibals. They had built a fire and they were dancing around it. As I watched, I saw the cannibals take two prisoners out of a boat. They knocked one man down, and then they started to cut him up while the other man waited.
Suddenly the other man saw that he had a chance, and started to run across the sand. He was running towards my part of the island. I felt terribly frightened when I saw where he was running. I was afraid that the cannibals would all follow him and find my hut. But then I saw that there were only three cannibals coming after him.
When he came to the river, the prisoner swam quickly across. Two of the cannibals followed him, more slowly, but the third cannibal could not swim. He turned and went back to the shore. Suddenly I saw that I had a chance to get a servant for myself, as I had dreamed. I ran back to my hut to get my guns, and then ran down the hill towards the men.
‘Stop!’ I shouted to the prisoner. Then I ran towards the first cannibal and knocked him down with my gun. He fell to the ground. The other cannibal saw me and took out his bow and arrow to shoot at me. But I fired my gun and killed him at once.
The prisoner was so frightened by my gun that he did not move. He looked as if he was going to run away again. I called to him, and he came a little way and then stopped. He came very slowly, and he kept kneeling down in the sand to thank me for saving his life. I could see that he was shaking with fear.
I smiled at him and tried to look very friendly. At last he came close to me. He kissed the ground by my feet, and then picked up my foot and put it on his head. He was trying to show me that I was his master and he was my slave.
I helped him to stand up and showed him that I was very happy with him. But then I saw that the cannibal I had knocked down was moving. I pointed at him and showed my new servant. He said something, and although I could not understand his words, I liked hearing them. It was the first time I had heard another man’s voice for more than twenty- five years. My new servant pointed at my sword. I gave it to him and he cut off the cannibal’s head quickly and easily. Then he brought the head and put it next to my feet with the sword, making lots of signs which I did not understand.
Then my new servant went to look at the first man I had killed. He turned the body over and looked at the place where I had shot him. He could not believe it. He made signs to show that he wanted to bury the men in the sand. If any of the other cannibals followed, we did not want them to see the bodies. He dug two big holes in the sand and quickly buried the two dead men. When they were buried, I took him to the cave in the woods where I kept my guns. I gave him some water, bread and raisins and showed him where to lie down. He quickly fell asleep.
 
Chapter 10. I Call Him Friday
 
My new servant was a tall, good-looking man, and about twenty-six years old, I thought. He had a very good face, manly but soft, and long black hair. His skin was very dark, and he had a small nose, bright eyes and thin lips. He looked like a good person.
The other cannibal saw; me and took out his bow and arrow to shoot at me.
After he had slept for half an hour, he came out of the cave and ran towards me. He made lots of signs to show me how thankful he was. He put his head on the ground again and put my foot on top of it. He wanted to show me that he would work for me for the rest of his life.
I told him that I would call him Friday, because that was the day when I saved his life. I taught him to call me ‘Master’, and to say ‘yes’ and ‘no’, and then I gave him some bread and milk.
We stayed in the cave all night, and in the morning I took Friday back to my hut. When we came to the place where the two cannibals were buried in the sand, Friday stopped. He made signs that we should dig the men up and eat them. But I showed him that that made me very angry. I showed him that it made me feel sick. And I told him to come away. He understood, and followed me to the top of the hill. I wanted to see if the cannibals had gone.
I could see where the men had been, but they had gone and so had their canoes. However, I wanted to be sure. So, taking Friday with me, I went down to the shore. When we got there, my blood turned cold. It was a horrible sight for me, although Friday was not worried by it at all. The shore was covered with half-eaten flesh and bones, and the ground was red with blood. I made Friday pick everything up and bum it. And I made signs to show him again that I would kill him if he ate people. I saw that he understood me.
When we got back to my hut, I found some clothes for Friday, and made him a goatskin jacket and hat. Then I made a little tent for him, between the two fences around my hut. I wanted to feel safe at night. To get into my hut, Friday would have to climb over the fence or break down the door. And that would make so much noise that it would wake me up.
I should not have worried, though. No man could ever have had such a loving and honest servant as Friday. And he showed me many times that he would happily give his life to save mine. I began to teach him many things. Most importantly, I taught him to understand me and to speak to me. He learned so quickly, and enjoyed learning so much, that I loved talking to him. My life seemed so good. If only I felt safe from the cannibals, I thought to myself, I would be happy to stay on the island forever.
I decided to kill a goat so that Friday could eat animal flesh. But he was terrified of my gun, and when I shot the goat, he could not believe it. He shook all over, and I thought he was going to fall to the ground. Then he came and kneeled down in front of me, talking. I could see that he was asking me not to kill him. I laughed, and tried to show him that I would not hurt him. Then I showed him that I was going to shoot a parrot. When he saw the parrot fall, he was terrified again. He would not touch my gun for several days, but I often found him talking to it. He told me later that he was asking it not to kill him.
When I cooked the goat, Friday liked the meat very much. He told me that he would never eat a man’s flesh again. And I was very glad to hear this.
I taught Friday how to make bread, and very soon he could do it as well as me. Because there were two of us on the island now, I decided that we needed to grow more com. So I found a new area of land, and showed Friday how to make a fence around it. He worked very hard and very happily.

*   *   *

This was the happiest year I had spent on the island. Friday began to speak English very well. I enjoyed talking to him, and I enjoyed being with him too. I really began to love my servant - and I believe he loved me more than anything in the world.
I learned from him that the land we could see from the island was Trinidad. I asked him all about his country and his people, and about the sea and the coast. I asked him how we could get to his country, and he told me we could go in a big canoe. When I heard this, I started to hope that Friday would one day help me to escape from the island.
I also talked about God with Friday, and I taught him about the Christian religion. Friday was very clever and asked me many questions about my religion. To answer his questions, I had to learn and think a lot myself. And I saw how lucky I was. My life on the island had helped me to know God. And now I was helping a poor cannibal to know God too.
 
Chapter 11. We Fight Against the Cannibals
 
One day Friday told me about some white men who had arrived in his land in a boat. He told me that he and his people had saved the men from drowning.
‘Where are they now?’ I asked him. He told me that they still lived there, and that they had been there for about four years.
‘Why didn’t your people eat them?’ I asked.
‘They only eat people who come to fight with them,’ Friday told me.
One day, a long time after this, we were on top of the hill on the east side of the island when we saw the mainland. Friday started to jump and dance around, happily.
‘That is my land!’ he cried. ‘My country!’
His face was so full of happiness that it made me think. If Friday could one day get back to his own country, would he forget about his new Christian religion, I asked myself? Would he forget everything he had promised me? And would he come back with other men from his country and eat me? When I asked him these things, the poor man was very upset. He said that if he went back to his country, he would teach the people to pray to God. He would teach them never to eat men again. I told him that I would make him a canoe so that he could go home. But he said he would only go if I went with him.
‘Me?’ I said. ‘But they will eat me if I go there.’
‘No, no,’ he said. ‘I will stop them from eating you. I will make them love you.’ He told me that they would love me because I had saved his life. And he told me how kind they were to the seventeen white men who had arrived in their boat.
After this, I decided that we should go across to the mainland, and, together with the white men, try to get back to Europe. I told Friday that we were going to make a new canoe.
I told him that he would be able to go back home. But Friday did not say anything. He looked very sad.	,
‘Why are you angry with me?’ he said. ‘What have I done?’
‘I am not angry with you,’ I told him.
‘Then why are you sending me away to my country?’
‘Friday, didn’t you say that you wished you were there?’
‘Yes, yes,’ he said. ‘But I wish we were both there.’ He would not think of going home without me.
‘No, Friday,’ I said. ‘What could I do there? You go home, and I will live here by myself again.’
Hearing this, Friday suddenly brought me a sword.
‘Kill me,’ he said. ‘Don’t send me away, kill me.’ There were tears in his eyes. I saw then how much he loved me. And I promised him that I would never send him away from me.
So after this, we looked for a tree that would make a canoe big enough to carry us both to the mainland. I taught Friday how to use my tools and we worked together for about a month making the canoe. Then, while Friday made a mast, I made a sail.
Friday could row very well, but he had never seen a sail before. However, he learned quickly once more, and soon became a very good sailor. I had been on the island for twenty-seven years now, and Friday had been with me for three years. I felt sure that I would leave the island this year. But I went on planting my crops, looking after my goats and drying my grapes.
When the rainy season came, we found a safe place for the canoe and covered it with branches. I had decided that we should try to escape from the island in November or December. So now we just had to wait.
Once the rains stopped, we began getting ready for our voyage. I was busy one morning preparing food to take with us, when Friday suddenly came running into the hut. ‘Master! Master!’ he cried. He looked very scared.
‘What is the matter, Friday?’ I said.
He told me that he had seen six canoes on the shore. He was terrified that the men had come back to look for him. He was afraid that they would cut him up and eat him.
I got my guns and swords ready, and then I climbed up the hill. From there I could see that there were twenty-one cannibals and three prisoners. They were very close to my side of the island, and I felt so angry that suddenly I wanted to kill them all.
‘Friday!’ I said, when I came back down to the hut. ‘Will you come with me and kill these bad people?’
‘Yes, master,’ he replied. ‘I will die when you tell me!’
Taking our guns, we set off towards the coast. But while we were walking, I began once more to feel that it was wrong for me to kill these cannibals. They had done nothing to hurt me. I decided that I would watch them. If God wanted me to do something, then I would listen to his call.
I had seen from the hill that the cannibals were on a part of the coast where the woods came down close to the sea. When we got to the woods we went forward slowly and quietly, until we were close to the men. I asked Friday to go slowly up to a big tree. From there he could see what they were doing.
He came back very quickly. He said the cannibals were already eating one prisoner and another lay tied up on the ground. They would eat him next. He told me the man tied up on the ground was one of the white men who lived in his land.
I could not believe it. I went up to the big tree and looked. Friday was right. The man on the ground was a European. While I was watching, two cannibals got up and came towards him. I had to do something quickly.
‘Friday,’ I said. ‘Are you ready? Fire the gun when I tell you.’
Friday took up his gun, and so did I.
‘Fire!’ I cried.
Friday killed two of the cannibals and hurt three more, and I killed one and hurt two. The other cannibals ran around, terrified. They did not understand about guns, and they did not know what was happening.
We fired again, and hurt many more of them. They ran around crying and shouting, covered in blood.
‘Now, Friday, follow me,’ I said.
We ran out of the wood, shouting loudly. Some of the cannibals ran and jumped into their canoes. I told Friday to shoot at them, while I ran to the poor man on the ground. I untied his hands and feet, and gave him some rum and a little bread. He told me that he was Spanish, and I gave him a gun and a sword.
‘We will talk later,’ I said in Spanish. ‘Now we must fight.’
The man was very weak, but he got up at once and started fighting. The cannibals were so terrified that they fell quickly, and soon they were nearly all dead. But four of them had managed to swim to the canoes, and were rowing away as fast as they could. I ran to one of the canoes, hoping to follow them and shoot at them. But when I jumped in, I found another man tied up by his hands and feet in the bottom of the boat. I untied him, but he could not stand or speak. I could see that he thought I was going to kill him. I gave him some rum, and told Friday to explain to him that he was safe. But when Friday saw the man’s face, he began to jump about and cry. He kissed the man, and put his arms around him. Then he laughed and sang, and cried again. I watched, amazed. Friday could not speak for a while, or tell me what was happening. But at last, when he was a little calmer again, he told me that the man was his father.
Friday was so happy to see his father. He could not believe that he had nearly died, and had been saved. He held his father’s head, and rubbed his feet, full of love for him. It was too late now to follow the cannibals in the canoe, who had gone a long way already. I gave Friday some raisins for his father. He then ran all the way back to our hut to fetch some bread and water for him.
The Spanish man was resting under a tree. Because his feet had been tied up, and he had then fought against the cannibals, he could not even stand up. I told Friday to bring him some bread and water too, and to rub his feet like he had done for his father. Both men were too weak to walk. So Friday carried the Spanish man to the canoe where his father was lying. Then he brought the canoe round the coast and up the river, closer to our hut. We made something that the men could both lie on, and then carried them back to our home.
We could not carry them over the ladder inside the hut, so we decided to make a tent outside the fence from branches and old sails. Then we made beds for the men.
 
Chapter 12. We Stop a Mutiny
 
So now I had people on my island. I felt like a king. I had saved the lives of all my people, and I knew that they would die for me. I told Friday to kill a goat, and then made some soup, which we all ate together. Then Friday went back to the coast to get our guns.
The next day, I sent him back to the beach to bury the cannibals and clean up the flesh and bones. Then I had a little talk with my two new people. I asked Friday whether his father thought the cannibals would come back with more men. A big storm had blown up after the four cannibals had left in their canoe. Friday’s father said he thought they had probably died at sea. But he said that if they did get back home, they would probably never come back. They did not understand about guns. They thought they had been attacked by thunder and lightning, not by men. Friday’s father thought they would be too frightened ever to come back. And he was right. I heard later that the four men did get back home safely. And because of what had happened to them, none of their people ever came to the island again.
At the time, though, I did not know this. For a while, we were all afraid that the cannibals might come back. But day after day, no canoes came, and we started to feel less frightened. I began to think again about making a voyage across to the mainland. The Spanish man told me that there were sixteen of his men on the mainland. He said that although Friday’s people treated them well, they had no gunpowder and little food. And they could not make a boat because they had no tools.
I asked him if he thought his men would like to come to my island. I told him that we could make a boat and escape together. But I also told him that I was afraid of being badly treated. I was worried that they might try to take me to Spain. And I would be killed because I was English and had a different religion.
The Spanish man promised that this would not happen. He was very grateful to me because I had saved him from the cannibals. He said the other men were all good men, and that they would be grateful to me too. Because they had no food or clothes or gunpowder, they needed help very badly. He was sure that if I helped them, they would be happy to die for me. And he said that if I wanted, he would go back to the mainland with Friday’s father. He would talk to the men and make them promise to follow me.
First, though, we needed to grow more food. If the Spanish men did come to the island, we would have to feed them, and we would need food for our voyage. So for several months, the four of us worked very hard. We dug more land and planted more crops. We went out every day to catch more goats so we would have meat and milk. And we collected lots of grapes and left them to dry in the hot sun. We also made many baskets for keeping food in.
At last we had enough food for everybody. I gave Friday’s father and the Spanish man two guns and lots of food, and they set off to the mainland in a canoe. I had told the Spanish man that he could only bring people back to my island if they first made a promise. They had to promise not to hurt me, and to do everything I told them.
The men had only been gone for eight days when something very strange happened. I was asleep one morning when Friday came running in, shouting.
‘Master, master,’ he cried. ‘They have come back.’
I got up and ran outside through my little wood. I could see a boat with a sail coming towards the island. But it was not coming from the mainland.
‘It is not the men we are waiting for,’ I told Friday. ‘We must be careful. We do not know if these people are friends or enemies.’
I went back to my hut and climbed up to the top of the hill with my telescope. I could see a ship a long way out at sea. It was an English ship, and the boat coming towards the island was an English boat. I did not know what to think. I was so happy to see an English ship. But something told me that I needed to be careful. What was an English ship doing here? My island was not near any of the places where English merchant ships went. And there had been no storms to blow the ship in here.
I was right to be careful. When the boat came in, I could see that something was wrong. There were eleven men, but three of them were tied up. The three men were prisoners. I could not understand what was happening.
‘Master, master,’ Friday said. ‘Look, the English men eat prisoners too.’
‘No, Friday,’ I said. ‘They will not eat them, but I am afraid they will kill them.’
I watched the men. The three prisoners had sat down on the beach, but the others were running around looking at the island. The sea had gone out leaving their boat on the sand. I knew that they would not be able to leave the island for another ten hours.
I decided to get ready to fight. I put on my goatskin coat and my big cap, and I hung my sword at my side with two guns. I hung two guns over each shoulder as well, and gave several guns to Friday.
In the early afternoon, when it got very hot, the men went into the woods. I guessed that they were probably sleeping. The three prisoners were too frightened to sleep, however. They were sitting together under a big tree, so I decided to go and talk to them. I wanted to find out what was happening.
They were very surprised to see me come out of the woods. I looked very strange in my goatskin coat and big hat, with my sword and guns.
‘Do not be surprised,’ I said in English. ‘You have a friend here. What has happened to you? How can we help you?’
The men were frightened by me at first. But after some time they told me their story. One of the men was the captain of the English ship I had seen. There had been a mutiny on the ship - the men had turned against the captain and taken over the ship themselves.
‘They were going to kill me,’ the captain said. ‘But now they have decided to leave me on this island to die with these two men - my mate and one of the passengers.’
‘Where are the men now?’ I asked.
The captain pointed to the trees where they were all sleeping.
‘Do they have guns?’ I asked.
‘They have two guns, and another which they have left in the boat,’ he replied.
I asked him if we should kill all the men, or take them prisoners. He said that two of the men were very bad, but the others would probably turn back to him. So I told the captain that I would help him if he promised two things.
‘Firstly,’ I said, ‘You must do what I say on this island. You are not the captain here. Secondly, if we can get your ship back, you must take me to England.’
The captain was happy to agree to this. I gave him and his men some guns and we moved towards the men who were sleeping in the woods. As we got near, one of the men woke up and cried out to the others. But the captain and his two men were ready, and fired. They killed both the men who had led the mutiny.
The others now saw that there was nothing they could do. The captain told them he would not kill them if they promised to follow him once more. He made them agree that they had done terrible things. They all promised to be true to him, and he was happy to let them live. But I made him tie up their hands and feet while they were on the island.
 
Chapter 13. We Recapture the Ship
 
When we were safe I told the captain my story. He was amazed to hear about my life on the island. I took him, his mate and the passenger to my hut, and gave them food and drink. They could not believe the things I told them and showed them. The captain particularly liked my hut, and the way it was completely hidden. The trees around it had been growing for twenty years now, and the wood was so thick that there was only one way through it to my hut.
I told the captain about my country bower, and promised to show it to him another time. But now we had to decide how to get the ship back. The captain told me that there were twenty- six men on the ship. They had all been part of the mutiny, so they would be afraid of being punished. They would therefore fight to the end. And there were not enough of us to fight against so many men.
I decided we must do something quickly. We thought that some more men from the ship would probably come looking for the others soon. We didn’t want them to take their boat back. So we took everything out of it and made a hole in the bottom. Now it could not be used.
We had just finished, when we heard the ship fire a gun. The men on the ship were calling the other men back. We watched them through my telescope. When there was no answer, they put another boat into the water. There were ten men coming towards the island, and they all had guns.
‘Who are these men?’ I asked the captain.
He told me that three of them were good men, but that the others had all behaved very badly. He was terribly afraid that they would be too strong for us.
As soon as the boat set off, we asked Friday to take two of the prisoners to my cave. Two men were left tied up, but the other two, who the captain said were good men, promised to live or die with us. Now there were seven of us ready to fight, all of us with guns.
When the men landed, they ran over to the other boat. They were very surprised when they saw that it was empty with a hole in the bottom. They shouted for the other men, and fired their guns in the air, but nobody answered.
They went back to their boat, and at first we thought they were all going to go back to the ship. But after a while, seven of the men came back to the island, while three men stayed in the boat a little way out from the shore.
The seven men climbed up the little hill above-my hut, and shouted again for the other men. They waited there for a long time, and then at last they started to walk back down towards the shore. It seemed that they had decided to go back to the ship without the others.
The captain, seeing this, was terrified that we would never get his ship back. But I had had an idea. I told Friday and the captain’s mate to go down to the shore near the little river and shout to the men. I hoped that the men would follow the shouts, and that Friday and the mate would be able to lead the men deep into the woods.
The men were just getting into their boat when they heard Friday and the mate shouting. They ran along the shore towards the voices, but when they came to the river it was too high to cross. They called for the men in the boat to come and row them across the river. Then they tied the boat up there, left two men with it and ran on into the woods. This was just what I had wanted. We ran down and surprised the men at the boat, knocking one down with a gun. The other man had not been one of the main people in the mutiny, and he was happy to throw down his gun and join with us.
All this time, Friday and the captain’s mate were making the men run all over the island. They kept shouting to them and then running deeper into the wood. When they finally came back to their boat, after several hours, they were very tired. When they saw that their boat was empty, they could not believe it. They were very frightened, and were sure that they were going to be killed or eaten up.
When it was nearly dark, the captain and Friday went as close as they could to the men. The man who had led the mutiny was very near to them, so they shot him and one other dead. Hearing the shooting, I moved forwards with our men, and told one of them to call out to the others.
‘Put down your guns and talk to us, or you will die,’ one of our men called, through the darkness.
Then the captain told the men that there was a governor on the island, waiting to come and get them with fifty men. He told them that if they put down their guns they could live. The men did as they were told, and our men tied them up. We put three of the worst men in the cave, and tied up the others at my bower. The captain spoke to the men at the bower. He told them that when they got back to England they would all be killed for taking part in a mutiny. But he said that if they helped to get the ship back, the island’s ‘governor’ would ask for them to be forgiven. Terrified, the men all fell down to their knees and promised to give their lives for the captain. They agreed to do whatever he told them.
We decided that the captain and his mate would take some of the men and try to recapture the ship. The others were kept behind as prisoners. We told the men who went with the captain that they must do as he said. If they didn’t, the governor would kill the prisoners.
We fixed the hole in the first boat, and the captain and his mate left with their men in the two boats. Friday and I stayed behind with the prisoners. The captain had told me that if he took back the ship he would fire seven guns. And at two o’clock in the morning, I heard the guns firing from the ship. I had been waiting on the shore all night, and when I heard the guns I finally went to sleep.
In the morning, I was woken by the captain. When I climbed to the top of the hill, he pointed to the ship out at sea and put his arm around me.
‘My dear friend,’ he said. ‘There’s your ship - she is yours. And so are we, and everything that is inside her.’ I could not speak, and I thought I might fall to the ground. I knew the time had finally come for me to leave the island. I felt so happy that I started to cry.
The captain gave me a drink and helped me to sit down. I put my arms around him. I told him that God had sent him to save me. And I thanked God, who had given me so much on the island and was now setting me free at last.
The captain brought me many presents from the ship - bottles of wine, meat, food and drink, and some clean clothes. The best things for me were the clothes, but putting them on felt like the strangest thing in the world at first. After this, we had to decide what to do with our prisoners.
We brought them out of the cave, and I told them that I was the governor of the island. I told them that we had taken the ship back from their new captain. And I said that because they had behaved so badly they had to be punished. If they went back to England, they would be killed. But I told them that if they wanted, they could stay on the island. I explained that I was leaving the island with all my men.
The prisoners were very thankful, and agreed to stay on the island. I told the captain that I would stay one more night on the island, while he got the ship ready. That night, I told the prisoners my story. I showed them how to make bread and plant com, and how to dry grapes. I showed them how to look after the goats, and gave them guns and gunpowder. And I told them to behave well towards the Spanish men when they arrived on the island.
At last it was time for me to go onto the ship. I took my goatskin hat, my umbrella, my parrot and the money I had found, and on the 19th of December 1686, I left the island. I had been there for twenty-eight years, two months and nineteen days.
 
Chapter 14. I Come Back to Europe
 
I arrived back in England in June 1687, having been away for thirty-five years. It was a strange place to me. I went to Yorkshire and found that my parents were dead. My only living relatives were my two sisters and my brother’s two children.
After a while, I decided to go to Lisbon. I needed some money, and I wanted to find out about my plantation in Brazil. When I arrived there, I was happy to find my good friend the Portuguese sea captain, who had saved me and Xury from the sea off the coast of Africa. He was very old and he did not know me at first. But when he saw that it was really me, Robinson Crusoe, he was very happy.
The captain told me that my plantation in Brazil had done very well. He told me that it was being well looked after for me. He said that he was sure it would be returned to me now that I had come back.
The captain and I wrote letters to the people who had been looking after my plantation. And a few months later, they wrote back to me, sending me the money my plantation had made. Suddenly I found that I was a very rich man. As well as the five thousand pounds that had been sent to me, I had a plantation in Brazil which was making one thousand pounds a year. I could not believe how lucky I was. I was so amazed that for a while I became very ill.
When I was feeling better, I began to organize my money. My good old captain had been so kind and honest with me that I arranged for him to have an amount of money from me every year for the rest of his life. I also wanted to thank the widow of my old friend the English captain, who had looked after some money for me while I was away. She was now very poor, so I sent her some money and promised to send her some more. I also sent some money to my two sisters.
I wrote to the people in Brazil who had looked after my plantation, thanking them for their honesty. And then I decided to go back to England. My only problem now was that I could not decide how to get there. Strangely, I did not want to go by sea. Many bad things had happened to me at sea, but this was not the only reason. I had a bad feeling about going back to England by ship, and I changed my plans two or three times. And I was right to have a bad feeling. One of the ships I nearly went in was captured, and another was wrecked.
At last I decided to go by land to England. Five other people came with me, as well as Friday, and some servants. We had many adventures. When we tried to cross from Spain into France, there was so much snow that the roads were all closed. We had to go over the mountains instead. It was very cold, and because of the snow, lots of wolves were coming down from the mountains looking for food. They killed any people or animals they found.
We came to one place where we had been told there were many wolves. As we were going across some open land with woods all around we suddenly saw about a hundred wolves coming towards us. We shot at them and then shouted at them, and at last they went away. But a little further on we heard more wolves in the woods, and then saw the bodies of a dead horse and two dead men, who had been eaten up by them. As we came close to the wood, we found that there were wolves all around us. There must have been three hundred of them.
They kept running towards us, and although we shot at them, they kept coming back. Then I told one of the servants to put a long line of gunpowder on some fallen trees, and set fire to it.
Some of the wolves fell in the fire, and the others moved back, and at last we were able to go forward. We were told later that we were very lucky we had not been eaten by the wolves in those woods.
When I arrived back in England I decided to sell my plantation in Brazil. I brought my brother’s two sons to live with me and I looked after them. The eldest lived as a gentleman, and the youngest became the captain of a ship. I got married myself, and had two sons and a daughter. But then my wife died, and I decided to go with my nephew in his ship to the East Indies.
We left in 1694, and on this voyage, I visited my old island. I found that after fighting with the prisoners, the Spanish men had now taken over the island. Everyone had to listen to them and do what they told them. Some of them had been to the mainland and brought back prisoners, including some-women, so there were now about twenty young children there.
I stayed on my island for about twenty days, and left the people guns, gunpowder, clothes and tools, as well as two workmen - a woodworker and a metalworker - to help them. I then divided my island up into parts and gave the men different parts, although the island as a whole was still mine. When I got to Brazil I sent a boat back to the island, carrying more people, including seven women, and some cows and sheep.
After this, many more things happened on the island. Three hundred men came from the mainland and dug up the islanders’ crops. The islanders fought with them, but lost, and three of them were killed. But later they fought with them once more and took the island again. All of these things, and some other very surprising things that happened to me, I may perhaps write about one day.
 

- THE END -
Hope you have enjoyed the reading!
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