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			The Preface

			Hav­ing taken more than or­din­ary pains in col­lect­ing the ma­ter­i­als which com­pose the fol­low­ing his­tory, we could not be sat­is­fied with ourselves, if any­thing were want­ing to it, which might render it en­tirely sat­is­fact­ory to the pub­lic: it is for this reas­on we have sub­joined to the work, a short ab­stract of the laws now in force against pir­ates, and made choice of some par­tic­u­lar cases, (the most curi­ous we could meet with) which have been here­to­fore tried, by which it will ap­pear what ac­tions have, and what have not been ad­judged pir­acy.

			It is pos­sible this book may fall in­to the hands of some mas­ters of ships, and oth­er hon­est mar­iners, who fre­quently, by con­trary winds or tem­pests, or oth­er ac­ci­dents in­cid­ent to long voy­ages, find them­selves re­duced to great dis­tresses, either through scarcity of pro­vi­sions, or want of stores. I say, it may be a dir­ec­tion to such as those, what lengths they may ven­ture to go, without vi­ol­at­ing the law of na­tions, in case they should meet oth­er ships at sea, or be cast on some in­hos­pit­able shore, which should re­fuse to trade with them for such things as are ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary for the pre­ser­va­tion of their lives, or the safety of the ship and cargo.

			We have giv­en a few in­stances in the course of this his­tory of the in­duce­ments men have to en­gage them­selves head­long in a life of so much per­il to them­selves, and so de­struct­ive to the nav­ig­a­tion of the trad­ing world; to rem­edy which evil there seems to be but two ways, either to find em­ploy­ment for the great num­bers of sea­men turn’d adrift at the con­clu­sion of a war, and thereby pre­vent their run­ning in­to such un­der­tak­ings, or to guard suf­fi­ciently the coast of Africa, the West In­dies, and oth­er places whereto pir­ates re­sort.

			I can­not but take no­tice in this place, that dur­ing this long peace, I have not so much as heard of a Dutch pir­ate: it is not that I take them to be hon­ester than their neigh­bours; but when we ac­count for it, it will, per­haps, be a re­proach to ourselves for our want of in­dustry: the reas­on I take to be, that after a war, when the Dutch ships are laid up, they have a fish­ery, where their sea­men find im­me­di­ate busi­ness, and as com­fort­able bread as they had be­fore. Had ours the same re­course in their ne­ces­sit­ies, I’m cer­tain we should find the same ef­fect from it; for a fish­ery is a trade that can­not be over­stock’d; the sea is wide enough for us all, we need not quar­rel for el­bow room: its stores are in­fin­ite, and will ever re­ward the la­bour­er. Be­sides, our own coast, for the most part, sup­ply the Dutch, who em­ploy sev­er­al hun­dred sail con­stantly in the trade, and so sell to us our own fish. I call it our own, for the sov­er­eignty of the Brit­ish seas, are to this day ac­know­ledged us by the Dutch, and all the neigh­bour­ing na­tions; where­fore, if there was a pub­lic spir­it among us, it would be well worth our while to es­tab­lish a na­tion­al fish­ery, which would be the best means in the world to pre­vent pir­acy, em­ploy a num­ber of the poor, and ease the na­tion of a great bur­den, by lower­ing the price of pro­vi­sion in gen­er­al, as well as of sev­er­al oth­er com­mod­it­ies.

			I need not bring any proofs of what I ad­vance, viz. that there are mul­ti­tudes of sea­men at this day un­em­ploy’d; it is but too evid­ent by their strag­gling, and beg­ging all over the king­dom. Nor is it so much their in­clin­a­tion to idle­ness, as their own hard fate, in be­ing cast off after their work is done, to starve or steal. I have not known a man-of-war com­mis­sion’d for sev­er­al years past, but three times her com­ple­ment of men have of­fer’d them­selves in 24 hours; the mer­chants take their ad­vant­age of this, lessen their wages, and those few who are in busi­ness are poorly paid, and but poorly fed; such us­age breeds dis­con­tents amongst them, and makes them eager for any change.

			I shall not re­peat what I have said in the his­tory con­cern­ing the pri­vat­eers of the West In­dies, where I have taken no­tice they live upon spoil; and as cus­tom is a second nature, it is no won­der that, when an hon­est live­li­hood is not eas­ily had, they run in­to one so like their own; so that it may be said, that pri­vat­eers in time of war are a nurs­ery for pir­ates against a peace.

			Now we have ac­coun­ted for their rise and be­gin­ning, it will be nat­ur­al to en­quire why they are not taken and des­troy’d, be­fore they come to any head, see­ing that they are sel­dom less than twelve men-of-war sta­tioned in our Amer­ic­an plant­a­tions, even in time of peace; a force suf­fi­cient to con­tend with a power­ful en­emy. This en­quiry, per­haps, will not turn much to the hon­our of those con­cern’d in that ser­vice; how­ever, I hope I may be ex­cus’d, if what I hint is with a design of serving the pub­lic.

			I say, ’tis strange that a few pir­ates should rav­age the seas for years, without ever be­ing light upon, by any of our ships of war; when in the mean­time, they (the pir­ates) shall take fleets of ships; it looks as if one was much more di­li­gent in their af­fairs, than the oth­er. Roberts and his crew, alone, took 400 sail, be­fore he was des­troy’d.

			This mat­ter, I may prob­ably set right an­oth­er time, and only ob­serve for the present, that the pir­ates at sea, have the same saga­city with rob­bers at land; as the lat­ter un­der­stand what roads are most fre­quen­ted, and where it is most likely to meet with booty, so the former know what lat­it­ude to lie in, in or­der to in­ter­cept ships; and as the pir­ates hap­pen to be in want of pro­vi­sions, stores, or any par­tic­u­lar lad­ing, they cruise ac­cord­ingly for such ships, and are mor­ally cer­tain of meet­ing with them; and by the same reas­on, if the men-of-war cruise in those lat­it­udes, they might be as sure of find­ing the pir­ates, as the pir­ates are to find the mer­chant ships; and if the pir­ates are not to be met with by the men-of-war in such a lat­it­ude, then surely down the same lat­it­ude may the mer­chant ships ar­rive safely to their port.

			To make this a little plain­er to my coun­try read­ers, I must ob­serve that all our out­ward bound ships, some­time after they leave the land, steer in­to the lat­it­ude of the place they are bound to; if to the West In­dia is­lands, or any part of the main of Amer­ica, as New York, New Eng­land, Vir­gin­ia, etc. be­cause the lat­it­ude is the only cer­tainty in those voy­ages to be found, and then they sail due west, till they come to their port, without al­ter­ing their course. In this west way lie the pir­ates, wheth­er it be to Vir­gin­ia, etc. or Nevis, St. Chris­toph­er’s, Mont­ser­rat, Ja­maica, etc. so that if the mer­chant ships bound thith­er, do not fall a prey to them one day, they must an­oth­er: there­fore I say, if the men-of-war take the same track, the pir­ates must un­avoid­ably fall in­to their mouths, or be frighted away, for where the game is, there will the ver­min be; if the lat­ter should be the case, the trad­ing ships, as I said be­fore, will pass un­mo­les­ted and safe, and the pir­ates be re­duced to take refuge in some of their lurk­ing holes about the un­in­hab­ited is­lands, where their fate would be like that of the fox in his den, if they should ven­ture out, they would be hunted and taken, and if they stay with­in they must starve.

			I must ob­serve an­oth­er thing, that the pir­ates gen­er­ally shift their rov­ings, ac­cord­ing to the sea­son of the year; in the sum­mer they cruise mostly along the coast of the con­tin­ent of Amer­ica, but the win­ters there, be­ing a little too cold for them, they fol­low the sun, and go to­wards the is­lands, at the ap­proach of cold weath­er. Every man who has used the West In­dia trade, knows this to be true; there­fore, since we are so well ac­quain­ted with all their mo­tions, I can­not see why our men-of-war un­der a prop­er reg­u­la­tion, may not go to the south­ward, in­stead of ly­ing up all the winter use­less: but I shall pro­ceed too far in this en­quiry, I shall there­fore quit it, and say some­thing of the fol­low­ing sheets, which the au­thor may ven­ture to as­sure the read­er that they have one thing to re­com­mend them, which is truth; those facts which he him­self was not an eye­wit­ness of, he had from the au­then­t­ic re­la­tions of the per­sons con­cern’d in tak­ing the pir­ates, as well as from the mouths of the pir­ates them­selves, after they were taken, and he con­ceives no man can pro­duce bet­ter testi­mon­ies to sup­port the cred­it of any his­tory.

			It will be ob­served, that the ac­count of the ac­tions of Roberts runs in­to a great­er length, than that of any oth­er pir­ate, for which we can as­sign two reas­ons, first, be­cause he rav­aged the seas longer than the rest, and of con­sequence there must be a great­er scene of busi­ness in his life: secondly, be­ing re­solved not to weary the read­er, with tire­some re­pe­ti­tions: when we found the cir­cum­stances in Roberts’ life, and oth­er pir­ates, either as to pir­at­ic­al art­icles, or any­thing else, to be the same, we thought it best to give them but once, and chose Roberts’ life for that pur­pose, he hav­ing made more noise in the world, than some oth­ers.

			As to the lives of our two fe­male pir­ates, we must con­fess they may ap­pear a little ex­tra­vag­ant, yet they are nev­er­the­less true for seem­ing so, but as they were pub­licly try’d for their pir­acies, there are liv­ing wit­nesses enough to jus­ti­fy what we have laid down con­cern­ing them; it is cer­tain, we have pro­duced some par­tic­u­lars which were not so pub­licly known, the reas­on is, we were more in­quis­it­ive in­to the cir­cum­stances of their past lives, than oth­er people, who had no oth­er design, than that of grat­i­fy­ing their own private curi­os­ity: if there are some in­cid­ents and turns in their stor­ies, which may give them a little the air of a nov­el, they are not in­ven­ted or con­trived for that pur­pose, it is a kind of read­ing this au­thor is but little ac­quain­ted with, but as he him­self was ex­ceed­ingly di­ver­ted with them, when they were re­lated to him, he thought they might have the same ef­fect upon the read­er.

			I pre­sume we need make no apo­logy for giv­ing the name of a his­tory to the fol­low­ing sheets, though they con­tain noth­ing but the ac­tions of a par­cel of rob­bers. It is bravery and stratagem in war which make ac­tions worthy of re­cord; in which sense the ad­ven­tures, here re­lated will be thought de­serving that name. Plut­arch is very cir­cum­stan­tial in re­lat­ing the ac­tions of Sparta­cus, the slave, and makes the con­quest of him, one of the greatest glor­ies of Mar­cus Crassus; and it is prob­able, if this slave had liv’d a little longer, Plut­arch would have giv­en us his life at large. Rome, the mis­stress of the world, was no more at first than a refuge for thieves and out­laws; and if the pro­gress of our pir­ates had been equal to their be­gin­ning; had they all united, and settled in some of those is­lands, they might, by this time, have been hon­oured with the name of a com­mon­wealth, and no power in those parts of the world could have been able to dis­pute it with them.

			If we have seem’d to glance, with some free­dom, at the be­ha­viour of some gov­ernors of provinces abroad, it has been with cau­tion; and, per­haps, we have, not de­clar’d as much as we knew: how­ever, we hope those gen­tle­men in the same sta­tion, who have nev­er giv­en oc­ca­sion for the like cen­sure, will take no of­fence, though the word gov­ernor is some­times made use of.

			P.S. It will be ne­ces­sary to add a word or two to this pre­face, in or­der to in­form the read­er, that there are sev­er­al ma­ter­i­al ad­di­tions made to this second im­pres­sion, which swell­ing the book in bulk, must of con­sequence add a small mat­ter to its price.

			The first im­pres­sion hav­ing been re­ceived with so much suc­cess by the pub­lic, oc­ca­sioned a very earn­est de­mand for a second: in the mean­time, sev­er­al per­sons who had been taken by the pir­ates, as well as oth­ers who had been con­cerned in tak­ing of them, have been so kind to com­mu­nic­ate sev­er­al facts and cir­cum­stances to us, which had es­caped us in the first im­pres­sion. This oc­ca­sioned some delay, there­fore if we have not brought it out, as soon as wish’d, it was to render it the more com­plete.

			We shall not enter in­to a de­tail of all the new mat­ter in­ser­ted here, but the de­scrip­tion of the Is­lands São Tomé, etc. and that of Brazil are not to be passed by, without a little no­tice. It must be ob­served, that our spec­u­lat­ive math­em­aticians and geo­graph­ers, who are, no doubt, men of the greatest learn­ing, sel­dom travel farther than their closets for their know­ledge, etc. are there­fore un­qual­i­fied to give us a good de­scrip­tion of coun­tries: it is for this reas­on that all our maps and at­lasses are so mon­strously faulty, for these gen­tle­men are ob­liged to take their ac­counts from the re­ports of il­lit­er­ate men.

			It must be noted also, that when the mas­ters of ships make dis­cov­er­ies this way, they are not fond of com­mu­nic­at­ing them; a man’s know­ing this or that coast, bet­ter than oth­ers, re­com­mends him in his busi­ness, and makes him more use­ful, and he’ll no more dis­cov­er it than a trades­man will the mys­tery of his trade.

			The gen­tle­man who has taken the pains to make these ob­ser­va­tions, is Mr. Atkins, a sur­geon, an in­geni­ous man in his own pro­fes­sion, and one who is not ty’d down by any nar­row con­sid­er­a­tions from do­ing a ser­vice to the pub­lic, and has been pleased gen­er­ously to com­mu­nic­ate them for the good of oth­ers. I don’t doubt, but his ob­ser­va­tions will be found curi­ous and very ser­vice­able to such as trade to those parts, be­sides a meth­od of trade is here laid down with the Por­tuguese, which may prove of great profit to some of our coun­try­men, if fol­lowed ac­cord­ing to his plan.

			It is hoped these things will sat­is­fy the pub­lic, that the au­thor of the fol­low­ing sheets con­sidered noth­ing so much as mak­ing the book use­ful;—though he has been in­formed, that some gen­tle­men have rais’d an ob­jec­tion against the truth of its con­tents, viz. that it seems cal­cu­lated to en­ter­tain and di­vert.—If the facts are re­lated with some agree­able­ness and life, we hope it will not be im­puted as a fault; but as to its cred­it, we can as­sure them that the sea­far­ing men, that is all that know the nature of these things, have not been able to make the least ob­jec­tion to its cred­it:—And he will be bold to af­firm, that there is not a fact or cir­cum­stance in the whole book, but he is able to prove by cred­ible wit­nesses.

			There have been some oth­er pir­ates, be­sides those whose his­tory are here re­lated, such as are here­after named, and their ad­ven­tures are as ex­tra­vag­ant and full of mis­chief, as those who are the sub­ject of this book.—The au­thor has already be­gun to di­gest them in­to meth­od, and as soon, as he re­ceives some ma­ter­i­als to make them com­plete, (which he shortly ex­pects from the West In­dies). If the pub­lic gives him en­cour­age­ment he in­tends to ven­ture upon a second volume.
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			Introduction

			As the pir­ates in the West In­dies have been so for­mid­able and nu­mer­ous, that they have in­ter­rup­ted the trade of Europe in­to those parts; and our Eng­lish mer­chants, in par­tic­u­lar, have suffered more by their de­pred­a­tions, than by the united force of France and Spain, in the late war: we do not doubt but the world will be curi­ous to know the ori­gin­al and pro­gress of these des­peradoes, who were the ter­ror of the trad­ing part of the world.

			But be­fore we enter upon their par­tic­u­lar his­tory, it will not be amiss, by way of in­tro­duc­tion, to show, by some ex­amples drawn from his­tory, the great mis­chief and danger which threaten king­doms and com­mon­wealths, from the in­crease of these sort of rob­bers; when either by the troubles of par­tic­u­lar times, or the neg­lect of gov­ern­ments, they are not crush’d be­fore they gath­er strength.

			It has been the case here­to­fore, that when a single pir­ate has been suffered to range the seas, as not be­ing worth the no­tice of a gov­ern­ment, he has by de­grees grown so power­ful, as to put them to the ex­pense of a great deal of blood and treas­ure, be­fore he was sup­press’d. We shall not ex­am­ine how it came to pass, that our pir­ates in the West In­dies have con­tinu­ally in­creased till of late; this is an en­quiry which be­longs to the le­gis­lature, or rep­res­ent­at­ives of the people in Par­lia­ment, and to them we shall leave it.

			Our busi­ness shall be briefly to show, what from be­gin­nings, as in­con­sid­er­able as these, oth­er na­tions have suffered.

			In the times of Mari­us and Sulla, Rome was in her greatest strength, yet she was so torn in pieces by the fac­tions of those two great men, that everything which con­cerned the pub­lic good was al­to­geth­er neg­lected, when cer­tain pir­ates broke out from Ci­li­cia, a coun­try of Asia Minor, situ­ate on the coast of the Medi­ter­ranean, betwixt Syr­ia on the east, from whence it is di­vided by Mount Taur­us, and Ar­menia Minor on the west. This be­gin­ning was mean and in­con­sid­er­able, hav­ing but two or three ships, and a few men, with which they cruised about the Greek is­lands, tak­ing such ships as were very ill arm’d or weakly de­fen­ded; how­ever, by the tak­ing of many prizes, they soon in­creased in wealth and power: the first ac­tion of theirs which made a noise, was the tak­ing of Ju­li­us Caesar, who was as yet a youth, and who be­ing ob­liged to fly from the cruel­ties of Sulla, who sought his life, went in­to Bithy­nia, and so­journed a while with Nicomedes, king of that coun­try; in his re­turn back by sea, he was met with, and taken, by some of these pir­ates, near the is­land of Far­makon­isi: these pir­ates had a bar­bar­ous cus­tom of ty­ing their pris­on­ers back to back and throw­ing them in­to the sea; but, sup­pos­ing Caesar to be some per­son of a high rank, be­cause of his purple robes, and the num­ber of his at­tend­ants, they thought it would be more for their profit to pre­serve him, in hopes of re­ceiv­ing a great sum for his ransom; there­fore they told him he should have his liberty, provided he would pay them twenty tal­ents, which they judg’d to be a very high de­mand, in our money, about three thou­sand six hun­dred pounds ster­ling; he smiled, and of his own ac­cord prom­ised them fifty tal­ents; they were both pleased, and sur­priz’d at his an­swer, and con­sen­ted that sev­er­al of his at­tend­ants should go by his dir­ec­tion and raise the money; and he was left among these ruf­fi­ans with no more than 3 at­tend­ants. He pass’d eight and thirty days, and seemed so little con­cerned or afraid, that of­ten when he went to sleep, he used to charge them not to make a noise, threat­en­ing, if they dis­turbed him, to hang them all; he also play’d at dice with them, and some­times wrote verses and dia­logues, which he used to re­peat, and also cause them to re­peat, and if they did not praise and ad­mire them, he would call them beasts and bar­bar­i­ans, telling them he would cru­ci­fy them. They took all these as the sal­lies of a ju­ven­ile hu­mour, and were rather di­ver­ted, than dis­pleased at them.

			At length his at­tend­ants re­turn’d with his ransom, which he paid, and was dis­charged; he sail’d for the Port of Mi­le­tum, where, as soon as he was ar­riv’d, he used all his art and in­dustry in fit­ting out a squad­ron of ships, which he equipp’d and arm’d at his own charges; and sail­ing in quest of the pir­ates, he sur­priz’d them as they lay at an­chor among the is­lands, and took those who had taken him be­fore, with some oth­ers; the money he found upon them he made prize of, to re­im­burse his charges, and he carry’d the men to Per­gamus or Troy, and there se­cured them in pris­on: in the mean­time, he ap­ply’d him­self to Ju­ni­us, then Gov­ernor of Asia, to whom it be­longed to judge and de­term­ine of the pun­ish­ment of these men; but Ju­ni­us find­ing there was no money to be had, answered Caesar, that he would think at his leis­ure, what was to be done with those pris­on­ers; Caesar took his leave of him, re­turned back to Per­gamus, and com­manded that the pris­on­ers should be brought out and ex­ecuted, ac­cord­ing to law in that case provided; which is taken no­tice of, in a chapter at the end of this book, con­cern­ing the laws in cases of pir­acy: and thus he gave them that pun­ish­ment in earn­est, which he had of­ten threatened them with in jest.

			Caesar went straight to Rome, where, be­ing en­gaged in the designs of his own private am­bi­tion, as were al­most all the lead­ing men in Rome, the pir­ates who were left, had time to in­crease to a prodi­gious strength; for while the civil wars las­ted, the seas were left un­guarded, so that Plut­arch tells us, that they erec­ted di­verse ar­sen­als full of all man­ner of war­like stores, made com­mo­di­ous har­bours, set up watchtowers and beacons all along the coasts of Ci­li­cia; that they had a mighty fleet, well equipp’d and fur­nish’d, with gal­li­ots of oars, mann’d, not only with men of des­per­ate cour­age, but also with ex­pert pi­lots and mar­iners; they had their ships of force, and light pin­naces for cruis­ing and mak­ing dis­cov­er­ies, in all no less than a thou­sand sail; so glor­i­ously set out, that they were as much to be en­vied for their gal­lant show, as fear’d for their force; hav­ing the stern and quar­ters all gil­ded with gold and their oars plated with sil­ver, as well as purple sails; as if their greatest de­light had been to glory in their iniquity. Nor were they con­tent with com­mit­ting pir­acies and in­solen­cies by sea, they com­mit­ted as great de­pred­a­tions by land, or rather made con­quests; for they took and sack’d no less than four hun­dred cit­ies, laid sev­er­al oth­ers un­der con­tri­bu­tions, plundered the temples of the gods, and en­riched them­selves with the of­fer­ings de­pos­ited in them; they of­ten landed bod­ies of men, who not only plundered the vil­lages along the sea coast, but ran­sacked the fine houses of the no­ble­men along the Tiber. A body of them once took Sex­til­li­us and Bellinus, two Ro­man Praet­ors, in their purple robes, go­ing from Rome to their gov­ern­ments, and car­ried them away with all their ser­geants, of­ficers and ver­gers; they also took the daugh­ter of Ant­onius a con­su­lar per­son, and one who had ob­tained the hon­our of a tri­umph, as she was go­ing to the coun­try house of her fath­er.

			But what was most bar­bar­ous, was a cus­tom they had when they took any ship, of en­quir­ing of the per­son on board, con­cern­ing their names and coun­try; if any of them said he was a Ro­man, they fell down upon their knees, as if in a fright at the great­ness of that name, and begg’d par­don for what they had done, and im­plor­ing his mercy, they used to per­form the of­fices of ser­vants about his per­son, and when they found they had de­ceived him in­to a be­lief of their be­ing sin­cere, they hung out the lad­der of the ship, and com­ing with a show of cour­tesy, told him, he had his liberty, de­sir­ing him to walk out of the ship, and this in the middle of the sea, and when they ob­served him in sur­prise, as was nat­ur­al, they used to throw him over­board with mighty shouts of laughter; so wan­ton they were in their cruelty.

			Thus, while Rome was mis­tress of the world, she suffered in­sults and af­fronts, al­most at her gates, from these power­ful rob­bers; but what for a while made fac­tion cease, and roused the geni­us of that people, nev­er used to suf­fer wrongs from a fair en­emy, was an ex­cess­ive scarcity of pro­vi­sions in Rome, oc­ca­sioned by all the ships laden with corn and pro­vi­sions from Si­cily, Cor­sica, and oth­er places, be­ing in­ter­cep­ted and taken by these pir­ates, in­somuch that they were al­most re­duced to a fam­ine: upon this, Pom­pey the Great was im­me­di­ately ap­poin­ted gen­er­al to man­age this war; five hun­dred ships were im­me­di­ately fit­ted out, he had four­teen sen­at­ors, men of ex­per­i­ence in the war, for his vice ad­mir­als; and so con­sid­er­able an en­emy, were these ruf­fi­ans be­come, that no less than an army of a hun­dred thou­sand foot, and five thou­sand horse was ap­poin­ted to in­vade them by land; but it happened very luck­ily for Rome, that Pom­pey sail’d out be­fore the pir­ate had in­tel­li­gence of a design against them, so that their ships were scattered all over the Medi­ter­ranean, like bees gone out from a hive, some one way, some an­oth­er, to bring home their lad­ing; Pom­pey di­vided his fleet in­to thir­teen squad­rons, to whom he ap­poin­ted their sev­er­al sta­tions, so that great num­bers of the pir­ates fell in­to their hands, ship by ship, without any loss; forty days he passed in scour­ing the Medi­ter­ranean, some of the fleet cruis­ing along the coast of Africa, some about the is­lands, and some upon the Itali­an coasts, so that of­ten those pir­ates who were fly­ing from one squad­ron, fell in with an­oth­er; how­ever, some of them es­caped, and these mak­ing dir­ectly to Ci­li­cia, and ac­quaint­ing their con­fed­er­ates on­shore with what had happened, they ap­poin­ted a ren­dez­vous of all the ships that had es­caped at the Port of Cor­acesi­um, in the same coun­try. Pom­pey find­ing the Medi­ter­ranean quite clear, ap­poin­ted a meet­ing of all his fleet at the haven of Brundusi­um, and from thence sail­ing round in­to the Ad­ri­at­ic, he went dir­ectly to at­tack these pir­ates in their hives; as soon as he came near the Cor­acesi­um in Ci­li­cia, where the re­mainder of the pir­ates now lay, they had the hardi­ness to come and give him battle, but the geni­us of old Rome pre­vailed, and the pir­ates re­ceived an en­tire over­throw, be­ing all either taken or des­troyed; but as they made many strong fort­resses upon the sea coast, and built castles and strong­holds up the coun­try, about the foot of Mount Taur­us, he was ob­liged to be­siege them with his army; some places he took by storm, oth­ers sur­rendered to his mercy, to whom he gave their lives, and at length he made an en­tire con­quest.

			But it is prob­able, that had these pir­ates re­ceiv’d suf­fi­cient no­tice of the Ro­man pre­par­a­tion against them, so as they might have had time to draw their scattered strength in­to a body, to have met Pom­pey by sea, the ad­vant­age ap­peared greatly on their side, in num­bers of ship­ping, and of men; nor did they want cour­age, as may be seen by their com­ing out of the Port of Cor­acesi­um, to give the Ro­mans battle, with a force much in­feri­or to theirs; I say, had they over­thrown Pom­pey, it is likely they would have made great­er at­tempts, and Rome, which had con­quer’d the whole world, might have been sub­dued by a par­cel of pir­ates.

			This is a proof how dan­ger­ous it is to gov­ern­ments to be neg­li­gent, and not take an early care in sup­press­ing these sea ban­ditti, be­fore they gath­er strength.

			The truth of this max­im may be bet­ter ex­em­pli­fied in the his­tory of Bar­bar­ouse, a nat­ive in the city of Mitylene, in the is­land of Les­bos, in the Ae­gean Sea; a fel­low of or­din­ary birth, who be­ing bred to the sea, first set out from thence upon the pir­at­ing ac­count with only one small ves­sel, but by the prizes he took, he gain’d im­mense riches, so that get­ting a great num­ber of large ships, all the bold and dis­sol­ute fel­lows of those is­lands flock’d to him, and lis­ted in his ser­vice, for the hopes of booty; so that his strength was in­creased to a for­mid­able fleet: with these he per­form’d such bold and ad­ven­tur­ous ac­tions, that he be­came the ter­ror of the seas. About this time it happened that Se­lim Eu­temi, King of Al­gi­ers, hav­ing re­fused to pay the ac­cus­tomed trib­ute to the Span­iards, was ap­pre­hens­ive of an in­va­sion from thence; where­fore he treated with Bar­bar­ouse, upon the foot of an ally, to come and as­sist him, and de­liv­er him from pay­ing this trib­ute; Bar­bar­ouse read­ily came in­to it, and sail­ing to Al­gi­ers with a great fleet, he put part of his men on­shore, and hav­ing laid a plot to sur­prise the city, he ef­fected it with great suc­cess, and murder’d Se­lim in a bath; soon after which, he was him­self crowned King of Al­gi­ers; after this he made war upon Ab­dilabde, King of Tunis, and over­threw him in battle; he ex­ten­ded his con­quests on all sides; and thus from a thief be­came a mighty king: and though he was at last kill’d in battle, yet he had so well es­tab­lished him­self upon that throne, that, dy­ing without is­sue, he left the in­her­it­ance of the king­dom to his broth­er, an­oth­er pir­ate.

			I come now to speak of the pir­ates in­fest­ing the West In­dies, where they are more nu­mer­ous than in any oth­er parts of the world, on sev­er­al reas­ons:

			First, be­cause there are so many un­in­hab­ited little is­lands and keys, with har­bours con­veni­ent and se­cure for clean­ing their ves­sels, and abound­ing with what they of­ten want, pro­vi­sion; I mean wa­ter, sea-fowl, turtle, shell, and oth­er fish; where, if they carry in but strong li­quor, they in­dulge a time, and be­come ready for new ex­ped­i­tions be­fore any in­tel­li­gence can reach to hurt them.

			It may here per­haps be no un­ne­ces­sary di­gres­sion, to ex­plain upon what they call keys in the West In­dies: these are small sandy is­lands, ap­pear­ing a little above the surf of the wa­ter, with only a few bushes or weeds upon them, but abound (those most at any dis­tance from the main) with turtle, am­phi­bi­ous an­im­als, that al­ways choose the quietest and most un­fre­quen­ted place, for lay­ing their eggs, which are to a vast num­ber in the sea­sons, and would sel­dom be seen, but for this, (ex­cept by pir­ates:) then ves­sels from Ja­maica and the oth­er gov­ern­ments make voy­ages, called turt­ling, for sup­ply­ing the people, a com­mon and ap­proved food with them. I am apt to think these keys, es­pe­cially those nigh is­lands, to have been once con­tigu­ous with them, and sep­ar­ated by earth­quakes (fre­quently there) or in­und­a­tions, be­cause some of them that have been with­in con­tinu­al view, as those nigh Ja­maica, are ob­served with­in our time, to be en­tirely wasted away and lost, and oth­ers daily wast­ing. There are not only of the use above taken no­tice of to pir­ates; but it is com­monly be­lieved were al­ways in buc­can­eer­ing pir­at­ic­al times, the hid­ing places for their riches, and of­ten times a shel­ter for them­selves, till their friends on the main, had found means to ob­tain in­dem­nity for their crimes; for you must un­der­stand, when acts of grace were more fre­quent, and the laws less severe, these men con­tinu­ally found fa­vours and en­cour­agers at Ja­maica, and per­haps they are not all dead yet; I have been told many of them them still liv­ing have been of the same trade, and left it off only be­cause they can live as well hon­estly, and gain now at the haz­ard of oth­ers’ necks.

			Secondly, an­oth­er reas­on why these seas are chose by pir­ates, is the great com­merce thith­er by French, Span­iards, Dutch, and es­pe­cially Eng­lish ships: they are sure in the lat­it­ude of these trad­ing is­lands, to meet with prizes, booties of pro­vi­sion, cloth­ing, and nav­al-stores, and some­times money; there be­ing great sums re­mit­ted this way to Eng­land; (the re­turns of the as­si­ento, and private slave trade, to the Span­ish West In­dies:) and in short, by some one or oth­er, all the riches of Po­tosi.

			A third reas­on, is the in­con­veni­ency and dif­fi­culty of be­ing pur­sued by the men-of-war, the many small in­lets, la­goons and har­bours, on these sol­it­ary is­lands and keys, is a nat­ur­al se­cur­ity.

			’Tis gen­er­ally here that the pir­ates be­gin their en­ter­prises, set­ting out at first with a very small force; and by in­fest­ing these seas, and those of the con­tin­ent of North Amer­ica, in a year’s time, if they have good luck on their sides, they ac­cu­mu­late such strength, as en­ables them to make for­eign ex­ped­i­tions: the first, is usu­ally to Guinea, tak­ing the Azores and Cape de Verde Is­lands in their way, and then to Brazil and the East In­dies, where if they meet with pros­per­ous voy­ages, they set down at Mad­a­gas­car, or the neigh­bour­ing is­lands, and en­joy their ill-got­ten wealth, among their eld­er brethren, with im­pun­ity. But that I may not give too much en­cour­age­ment to the pro­fes­sion, I must in­form my mari­time read­ers, that the far great­er part of these rovers are cut short in the pur­suit, by a sud­den pre­cip­it­a­tion in­to the oth­er world.

			The rise of these rovers, since the Peace of Utrecht, or at least, the great in­crease of them, may justly be com­puted to the Span­ish set­tle­ments in the West In­dies; the gov­ernors of which, be­ing of­ten some hungry courtiers, sent thith­er to re­pair or make a for­tune, gen­er­ally coun­ten­ance all pro­ceed­ings that bring in profit: they grant com­mis­sions to great num­bers of ves­sels of war, on pre­tence of pre­vent­ing an in­ter­lop­ing trade, with or­ders to seize all ships or ves­sels what­so­ever, with­in five leagues of their coasts, which our Eng­lish ships can­not well avoid com­ing, in their voy­age to Ja­maica. But if the Span­ish cap­tains chance to ex­ceed this com­mis­sion, and rob and plun­der at dis­cre­tion, the suf­fer­ers are al­lowed to com­plain, and ex­hib­it a pro­cess in their court, and after great ex­pense of suit, delay of time, and oth­er in­con­veni­en­cies, ob­tain a de­cree in their fa­vour, but then when the ship and cargo comes to be claim’d, with costs of suit, they find, to their sor­row, that it has been pre­vi­ously con­demn’d, and the plun­der di­vided among the crew; the com­mand­er that made the cap­ture, who alone is re­spons­ible, is found to be a poor ras­cally fel­low, not worth a groat, and, no doubt, is plac’d in that sta­tion for the like pur­poses.

			The fre­quent losses sus­tain’d by our mer­chants abroad, by these pir­ates, was pro­voca­tion enough to at­tempt some­thing by way of re­pris­al; and a fair op­por­tun­ity of­fer­ing it­self in the year 1716, the traders of the West In­dies, took care not to slip it over, but made the best use of it their cir­cum­stances would per­mit.

			It was about two years be­fore, that the Span­ish galle­ons, or plate fleet, had been cast away in the Gulf or Flor­ida; and sev­er­al ves­sels from the Havana, were at work, with diving en­gines, to fish up the sil­ver that was on board the galle­ons.

			The Span­iards had re­covered some mil­lions of pieces of eight, and had car­ried it all to the Havana; but they had at present about 350,000 pieces of eight in sil­ver, then upon the spot, and were daily tak­ing up more. In the mean­time, two ships, and three sloops, fit­ted out from Ja­maica, Bar­ba­dos, etc. un­der Cap­tain Henry Jen­nings, sail’d to the gulf, and found the Span­iards there upon the wreck; the money be­fore spoken of, was left on­shore, de­pos­ited in a store­house, un­der the gov­ern­ment of two com­mis­sar­ies, and a guard of about 60 sol­diers.

			The rovers came dir­ectly upon the place, bring­ing their little fleet to an an­chor, and, in a word, land­ing 300 men, they at­tack’d the guard, who im­me­di­ately ran away; and thus they seized the treas­ure, which they car­ried off, mak­ing the best of their way to Ja­maica.

			In their way they un­hap­pily met with a Span­ish ship, bound from Porto Bello to the Havana, with a great many rich goods, viz. bales of coch­ineal, casks of in­digo, and 60,000 pieces of eight more, which their hands be­ing in, they took, and hav­ing rifled the ves­sel, let her go.

			They went away to Ja­maica with their booty, and were fol­lowed in view of the port, by the Span­iards, who hav­ing seen them thith­er, went back to the Gov­ernor of the Havana, with the ac­count of it, who im­me­di­ately sent a ves­sel to the Gov­ernor of Ja­maica to com­plain of this rob­bery, and to re­claim the goods.

			As it was in full peace, and con­trary to all justice and right, that this fact was com­mit­ted, they were soon made sens­ible that the gov­ern­ment at Ja­maica would not suf­fer them to go un­pun­ished, much less pro­tect them. There­fore they saw a ne­ces­sity of shift­ing for them­selves; so, to make bad worse, they went to sea again, though not without dis­pos­ing of their cargo to good ad­vant­age, and fur­nish­ing them­selves with am­muni­tion, pro­vi­sions, etc. and be­ing thus made des­per­ate, they turn’d pir­ates, rob­bing not the Span­iards only, but their own coun­try­men, and any na­tion they could lay their hands on.

			It happened about this time, that the Span­iards, with three or four small men-of-war, fell upon our log­wood cut­ters, in the Bay of Campeche, and Bay of Hon­dur­as; and after they had made prizes of the fol­low­ing ships and ves­sels, they gave the men be­long­ing to them, three sloops to carry them home, but these men be­ing made des­per­ate by their mis­for­tunes, and meet­ing with the pir­ates, they took on with them, and so in­creas’d their num­ber.

			
				The List of Ships and Ves­sels Taken by the Span­ish Men-of-War in the Year 1716
				
					
							The Stafford
							Cap­tain Knocks
							From New Eng­land, bound for Lon­don
					

					
							
							Anne
						
							— Gern­ish
							For ditto
					

					
							
							Dove
						
							— Grim­stone
							For New Eng­land
					

					
							A Sloop
							— Alden
							For ditto
					

					
							A Brig­antine
							— Mos­son
							For ditto
					

					
							A Brig­antine
							— Turf­ield
							For ditto
					

					
							A Brig­antine
							— Ten­nis
							For ditto
					

					
							A Ship
							— Port­er
							For ditto
					

					
							
							In­di­an Em­per­or
						
							— Wentworth
							For New Eng­land
					

					
							A Ship
							— Rich, Mas­ter
					

					
							Ditto
							— Bay
					

					
							Ditto
							— Smith
					

					
							Ditto
							— Stock­um
					

					
							Ditto
							— Satlely
					

					
							A Sloop
							— Richards
							Be­long­ing to New Eng­land
					

					
							Two Sloops
							— —
							Be­long­ing to Ja­maica
					

					
							One Sloop
							— —
							Of Bar­ba­dos
					

					
							Two Ships
							— —
							From Scot­land
					

					
							Two Ships
							— —
							From Hol­land
					

				
			

			The rovers be­ing now pretty strong, they con­sul­ted to­geth­er about get­ting some place of re­treat, where they might lodge their wealth, clean and re­pair their ships, and make them­selves a kind of abode. They were not long in resolv­ing, but fixed upon the is­land of Provid­ence, the most con­sid­er­able of the Ba­hama Is­lands, ly­ing in the lat­it­ude of about 24 de­grees north, and to the east­ward of the Span­ish Flor­ida.

			This Is­land is about 28 miles long, and el­ev­en where broad­est, and has a har­bour big enough to hold 500 sail of ships; be­fore which lies a small is­land, which makes two in­lets to the har­bour; at either way there is a bar, over which no ship of 500 ton can pass. The Ba­hama Is­lands were pos­sess’d by the Eng­lish till the year 1700, when the French and Span­iards from Petit Guavus, in­vaded them, took the fort and gov­ernor in the is­land of Provid­ence, plun­der’d and des­troy’d the set­tle­ments, etc. car­ried off half the blacks, and the rest of the people, who fled to the woods, re­tired af­ter­wards to Car­o­lina.

			In March 1705–6, the House of Lords did in an ad­dress to her late Majesty, set forth,

			
				That the French and Span­iards had twice, dur­ing the time of the war, over­run and plundered the Ba­hama Is­lands, that there was no form of gov­ern­ment there: that the har­bour of the Isle of Provid­ence, might be eas­ily put in a pos­ture of de­fence, and that it would be of dan­ger­ous con­sequence, should those is­lands fall in­to the hands of the en­emy; where­fore the Lords humbly be­sought her Majesty to use such meth­ods as she should think prop­er for tak­ing the said is­land in­to her hands, in or­der to se­cure the same to the Crown of this king­dom, and to the se­cur­ity and ad­vant­age of the trade there­of.

			

			But, how­ever it happened, no means were used in com­pli­ance to that ad­dress, for se­cur­ing the Ba­hama Is­lands, till the Eng­lish pir­ates had made Provid­ence their re­treat and gen­er­al re­cept­acle; then ’twas found ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary, in or­der to dis­lodge that trouble­some colony; and in­form­a­tion be­ing made by the mer­chants to the gov­ern­ment, of the mis­chief they did, and were likely to do, His Majesty was pleased to grant the fol­low­ing or­der.

			
				White­hall Septem­ber 15, 1716.

				Com­plaint hav­ing been made to His Majesty, by great num­ber of mer­chants, mas­ters of ships and oth­ers, as well as by sev­er­al gov­ernors of His Majesty’s is­lands and plant­a­tions in the West In­dies; that the pir­ates are grown so nu­mer­ous, that they in­fest not only the seas near Ja­maica, but even those of the north­ern con­tin­ent of Amer­ica; and that, un­less some ef­fec­tu­al means be used, the whole trade from Great Bri­tain to those parts, will not be only ob­struc­ted, but in im­min­ent danger of be­ing lost: His Majesty has, upon ma­ture de­lib­er­a­tion in coun­cil, been pleased, in the first place, to or­der a prop­er force to be em­ploy’d for the sup­press­ing the said pir­ates, which force so to be em­ployed, is as fol­lows.

			

			
				A List of His Majesty’s Ships and Ves­sels Em­ployed, and to Be Em­ployed, at the Brit­ish Gov­ern­ments and Plant­a­tions in the West In­dies.
				
					
							Place where.
							Rates,
							Ships,
							Guns
							
					

				
				
					
							Ja­maica
							5
							
							Ad­ven­ture
						
							40
							Now there.
					

					
							
							Dia­mond
						
							40
							Sail’d from hence thith­er 5th of last month.
					

					
							
							Lud­low Castle
						
							40
							To carry the Gov­ernor
					

					
							Swift sloop
							
							Now there.
					

					
							6
							
							Winchelsea
						
							20
							Sur­vey­ing the coast of the West In­dies, and then to re­turn home; but, dur­ing her be­ing at Ja­maica, is to join the oth­ers, for se­cur­ity of the trade, and in­ter­cept­ing pir­ates.
					

					
							Bar­ba­dos
							5
							
							Scar­bor­ough
						
							30
							Now there.
					

					
							Lee­ward Is­lands
							6
							
							Seaford
						
							
							Now there.
					

					
							Try­al Sloop
							6
					

					
							Vir­gin­ia
							6
							
							Lime
						
							20
							Now there.
					

					
							5
							
							Shore­ham
						
							30
							
							Or­der’d Home

						
					

					
							
							Pearl
						
							40
							
							Sailed thith­er from home the 7th of last month, and is to cruise about the capes.

						
					

					
							New York,
							6
							
							Phoenix
						
							30
							Now there.
					

					
							New Eng­land,
							
							Squir­rel
						
							20
							—
					

					
							
							Rose
						
							20
							Or­der’d Home
					

				
			

			
				Those at Ja­maica, Bar­ba­dos and the Lee­ward Is­lands, are to join upon oc­ca­sion, for an­noy­ing the pir­ates, and the se­cur­ity of the trade: and those at New Eng­land, Vir­gin­ia and New York, are to do the like.

			

			Be­sides these frig­ates, two men-of-war were ordered to at­tend Cap­tain Ro­gers, late com­mand­er of the two Bris­tol ships, called the Duke and Dutchess, that took the rich Acap­ul­ca ship, and made a tour round the globe. This gen­tle­man re­ceived a com­mis­sion from His Majesty, to be gov­ernor of the is­land of Provid­ence, and was ves­ted with power to make use of all pos­sible meth­ods for re­du­cing the pir­ates; and that noth­ing might be want­ing, he car­ried with him, the King’s pro­clam­a­tion of par­don, to those who should re­turn to their duty by a cer­tain time; the pro­clam­a­tion is as fol­lows;

			
				
					By the King,

					A Pro­clam­a­tion for Sup­press­ing of Pir­ates

					George R

				
				Where­as we have re­ceived in­form­a­tion, that sev­er­al per­sons, sub­jects of Great Bri­tain, have since the 24th day of June, in the year of our lord 1715, com­mit­ted di­verse pir­acies and rob­ber­ies upon the high-seas, in the West In­dies, or ad­join­ing to our plant­a­tions, which hath and may oc­ca­sion great dam­age to the mer­chants of Great Bri­tain, and oth­ers trad­ing in­to those parts; and though we have ap­poin­ted such a force as we judge suf­fi­cient for sup­press­ing the said pir­ates, yet the more ef­fec­tu­ally to put an end to the same, we have thought fit, by and with the ad­vice of our Privy Coun­cil, to is­sue this our roy­al pro­clam­a­tion; and we do hereby prom­ise, and de­clare, that in case any of the said pir­ates, shall on or be­fore the 5th of Septem­ber, in the year of our lord 1718, sur­render him or them­selves, to one of our prin­cip­al sec­ret­ar­ies of state in Great Bri­tain or Ire­land, or to any gov­ernor or deputy gov­ernor of any of our plant­a­tions bey­ond the seas; every such pir­ate and pir­ates so sur­ren­der­ing him, or them­selves, as afore­said, shall have our gra­cious par­don, of and for such, his or their pir­acy, or pir­acies, by him or them com­mit­ted be­fore the fifth of Janu­ary next en­su­ing. And we do hereby strictly charge and com­mand all our ad­mir­als, cap­tains, and oth­er of­ficers at sea, and all our gov­ernors and com­mand­ers of any forts, castles, or oth­er places in our plant­a­tions, and all oth­er our of­ficers civil and mil­it­ary, to seize and take such of the pir­ates, who shall re­fuse or neg­lect to sur­render them­selves ac­cord­ingly. And we do hereby fur­ther de­clare, that in case any per­son or per­sons, on, or after, the 6th day of Septem­ber 1718, shall dis­cov­er or seize, or cause or pro­cure to be dis­covered or seized, any one or more of the said pir­ates, so re­fus­ing or neg­lect­ing to sur­render them­selves as afore­said, so as they may be brought to justice, and con­victed of the said of­fence, such per­son or per­sons, so mak­ing such dis­cov­ery or seizure, or caus­ing or pro­cur­ing such dis­cov­ery or seizure to be made, shall have and re­ceive as a re­ward for the same, viz. for every com­mand­er of any private ship or ves­sel, the sum of 100 £ for every lieu­ten­ant, mas­ter, boat­swain, car­penter, and gun­ner, the sum of 40 £; for every in­feri­or of­ficer, the sum of 30 £ and for every private man, the sum of 20 £. And if any per­son or per­sons, be­long­ing to and be­ing part of the crew of any such pir­ate ship or ves­sel, shall on or after the said sixth day of Septem­ber 1718, seize and de­liv­er, or cause to be seized or de­livered, any com­mand­er or com­mand­ers, of such pir­ate ship or ves­sel, so as that he or they be brought to justice, and con­victed of the said of­fence, such per­son or per­sons, as a re­ward for the same, shall re­ceive for every such com­mand­er, the sum of 200 £ which said sums, the Lord Treas­urer, or the com­mis­sion­ers of our treas­ury for the time be­ing, are hereby re­quired, and de­sired to pay ac­cord­ingly.

				
					Giv­en at our Court, at Hamp­ton Court, the Fifth day of Septem­ber, 1717, in the Fourth Year of our Reign.

					God Save the King

				
			

			Be­fore Gov­ernor Ro­gers went over, the pro­clam­a­tion was sent to them, which they took as Teague took the cov­en­ant, that is, they made prize of the ship and pro­clam­a­tion too; how­ever, they sent for those who were out a-cruis­ing, and called a gen­er­al coun­cil, but there was so much noise and glam­our, that noth­ing could be agreed on; some were for for­ti­fy­ing the is­land, to stand upon their own terms, and treat­ing with the gov­ern­ment upon the foot of a com­mon­wealth; oth­ers were also for strength­en­ing the is­land for their own se­cur­ity, but were not strenu­ous for these punc­tilios, so that they might have a gen­er­al par­don, without be­ing ob­liged to make any resti­tu­tion, and to re­tire, with all their ef­fects, to the neigh­bour­ing Brit­ish plant­a­tions.

			But Cap­tain Jen­nings, who was their com­modore, and who al­ways bore a great sway among them, be­ing a man of good un­der­stand­ing, and good es­tate, be­fore this whim took him of go­ing a-pir­at­ing, re­solved upon sur­ren­der­ing, without more ado, to the terms of the pro­clam­a­tion, which so dis­con­cer­ted all their meas­ures, that the con­gress broke up very ab­ruptly without do­ing any­thing; and presently Jen­nings, and by his ex­ample, about 150 more, came in to the Gov­ernor of Ber­muda, and had their cer­ti­fic­ates, though the greatest part of them re­turned again, like the dog to the vomit. The com­mand­ers who were then in the is­land, be­sides Cap­tain Jen­nings above­men­tioned, I think were these, Ben­jamin Horn­igold, Ed­ward Teach, John Mar­tel, James Fife, Chris­toph­er Winter, Nich­olas Brown, Paul Wil­li­ams, Charles Bel­lamy, Oliv­er la Bouche, Ma­jor Pen­ner, Ed. Eng­land, T. Bur­gess, Tho. Cocklyn, R. Sample, Charles Vane, and two or three oth­ers: Horn­igold, Wil­li­ams, Bur­gess and la Bouche were af­ter­wards cast away; Teach and Pen­ner killed, and their crews taken; James Fife killed by his own men; Mar­tel’s crew des­troyed, and he forced on an un­in­hab­ited is­land; Cocklyn, Sample and Vane hanged; Winter and Brown sur­rendered to the Span­iards at Cuba, and Eng­land lives now at Mad­a­gas­car.

			In the month of May or June 1718, Cap­tain Ro­gers ar­rived at his gov­ern­ment, with two of His Majesty’s ships, and found sev­er­al of the above­said pir­ates there, who upon the com­ing of the men-of-war, all sur­rendered to the par­don, ex­cept Charles Vane and his crew, which happened after this man­ner.

			I have be­fore de­scribed the har­bour to have two in­lets, by means of a small is­land ly­ing at the mouth of it; at one of which, both the men-of-war entered, and left the oth­er open, so that Vane slip’d his cable, set fire to a large prize they had there, and res­ol­utely put out, fir­ing at the man-of-war as he went off.

			As soon as Cap­tain Ro­gers had settled him­self in his gov­ern­ment, he built a fort for his de­fence, and gar­risoned it with the people he found upon the is­land; the quon­dam pir­ates, to the num­ber of 400, he formed in­to com­pan­ies, ap­poin­ted of­ficers of those whom he most con­fided in, and then set about to settle a trade with the Span­iards, in the Gulf of Mex­ico; in one of which voy­ages, Cap­tain Bur­gess above­men­tioned, died, and Cap­tain Horn­igold, an­oth­er of the fam­ous pir­ates, was cast away upon rocks, a great way from land, and per­ished, but five of his men got in­to a ca­noe and were saved.

			Cap­tain Ro­gers sent out a sloop to get pro­vi­sions, and gave the com­mand to one John Au­gur, one of the pir­ates, who had ac­cep­ted of the act of grace; in their voy­age they met with two sloops, and John and his com­rades not yet for­get­ting their former busi­ness, made use of their old free­dom, and took out of them in money and goods, to the value of about 500 £ after this they steered away for His­pa­ni­ola, not be­ing sat­is­fy’d wheth­er the Gov­ernor would ad­mit them to carry on two trades at once, and so thought to have bid­den farewell to the Ba­hama Is­lands; but as ill luck would have it, they met with a vi­ol­ent tor­nado, wherein they lost their mast, and were drove back to one of the un­in­hab­ited Ba­hamas, and lost their sloop; the men got all ashore, and lived up and down in the wood, for a little time, till Gov­ernor Ro­gers hap­pen­ing to hear of their ex­ped­i­tion, and where they had got to, sent out an armed sloop to the afore­said is­land; the mas­ter of which, with good words and fair prom­ises, got them on board, and brought them all to Provid­ence, be­ing el­ev­en per­sons, ten of which were try’d at a court of ad­mir­alty, con­victed, and hanged by the oth­er’s evid­ence, in the sight of all their former com­pan­ions and fel­low thieves. The crim­in­als would fain have spir­ited up the pardoned pir­ates, to res­cue them out of the hands of the of­ficers of justice, telling them from the gal­lows, that, they nev­er thought to have seen the time, when ten such men as they should be ty’d up and hanged like dogs, and four hun­dred of their sworn friends and com­pan­ions quietly stand­ing by to be­hold the spec­tacle. One Hamphrey Mor­rice urged the mat­ter fur­ther than the rest, tax­ing them with pusil­lan­im­ity and cow­ardice, as if it were a breach of hon­our in them not to rise and save them from the ig­no­mini­ous death they were go­ing to suf­fer. But ’twas all in vain, they were now told, it was their busi­ness to turn their minds to an­oth­er world, and sin­cerely to re­pent of what wicked­ness they had done in this. Yes, answered one of them, I do heart­ily re­pent; I re­pent I had not done more mis­chief, and that we did not cut the throats of them that took us, and I am ex­tremely sorry that you an’t all hang’d as well as we. So do I, says an­oth­er: and I, says a third; and then they were all turned off, without mak­ing any oth­er dy­ing speeches, ex­cept one Den­nis Ma­carty, who told the people, that some friends of his had of­ten said he should die in his shoes, but that he would make them li­ars, and so kicked them off. And thus ended the lives, with their ad­ven­tures, of those miser­able wretches, who may serve as sad ex­amples of the little ef­fect mercy has upon men once aban­doned to an evil course of life.

			Lest I be thought severe in my an­im­ad­ver­sions upon the Span­ish pro­ceed­ings in the West In­dies, in re­spect to their deal­ings with us; I shall men­tion an in­stance or two, wherein I’ll be as con­cise as pos­sible, and then tran­scribe some ori­gin­al let­ters from the Gov­ernor of Ja­maica, and an of­ficer of a man-of-war, to the Al­caldes of Trin­id­ad, on the is­land of Cuba, with their an­swers, trans­lated in­to Eng­lish, and then pro­ceed to the par­tic­u­lar his­tor­ies of the pir­ates and their crews, that have made most noise in the world in our own times.

			About March 1722, one of our men-of-war trad­ing upon the coast, viz. the Grey­hound gal­ley, Cap­tain Wal­ron, the said cap­tain in­vited some of the mer­chants to din­ner, who with their at­tend­ants and friends came on board to the num­ber of 16 or 18 in all; and hav­ing con­cer­ted meas­ures, about six or eight dined in the cab­in, and the rest were wait­ing on the deck. While the cap­tain and his guests were at din­ner, the boat­swain pipes for the ship’s com­pany to dine; ac­cord­ingly the men take their plat­ters, re­ceive their pro­vi­sions, and down they go between decks, leav­ing only 4 or 5 hands be­sides the Span­iards, above, who were im­me­di­ately dis­patched by them, and the hatches laid on the rest; those in the cab­in were as ready as their com­pan­ions, for they pulled out their pis­tols and shot the cap­tain, sur­geon and an­oth­er dead, and griev­ously wounded the lieu­ten­ant; but he get­ting out of the win­dow upon a side lad­der, thereby saved his life, and so they made them­selves mas­ters of the ship in an in­stant: but by ac­ci­dent­al good for­tune, she was re­covered be­fore she was carry’d off; for Cap­tain Wal­ron hav­ing mann’d a sloop with 30 hands out of his ship’s com­pany, had sent her to wind­ward some days be­fore, also for trade, which the Span­iards knew very well; and just as the ac­tion was over they saw this sloop com­ing down, be­fore the wind, to­wards their ship; upon which the Span­iards took about 10,000 £ in specie, as I am in­formed, quit­ted the ship, and went off in their launch un­mo­les­ted.

			About the same time, a guarda­costa, of Pu­erto Rico, com­manded by one Mat­thew Luke, an Itali­an, took four Eng­lish ves­sels, and murdered all the crews: he was taken by the Lance­st­on man-of-war, in May 1722, and brought to Ja­maica, were they were all but sev­en de­servedly hanged. It is likely the man-of-war might not have meddled with her, but that she blindly laid the Lance­st­on on board, think­ing she had been a mer­chant ship, who thereupon catched a Tar­tar. Af­ter­wards in rum­ma­ging there was found a cart­ridge of powder made up with a piece of an Eng­lish journ­al, be­long­ing, I be­lieve, to the Crean snow; and upon ex­am­in­a­tion, at last, it was dis­covered that they had taken this ves­sel and murdered the crew; and one of the Span­iards, when he came to die, con­fessed that he had killed twenty Eng­lish­men with his own hands.

			
				
					S. Jago de la Vega Febr. 20

					A Let­ter from His Ex­cel­lency Sir Nich­olas Laws Our Gov­ernor, to the Al­caldes of Trin­id­ad on Cuba, Dated the 26th of Jan. 1721–2

				
				Gen­tle­men,

				The fre­quent de­pred­a­tions, rob­ber­ies, and oth­er acts of hos­til­ity, which have been com­mit­ted on the King my roy­al mas­ter’s sub­jects, by a par­cel of ban­ditti, who pre­tend to have com­mis­sions from you, and in real­ity are sheltered un­der your gov­ern­ment, is the oc­ca­sion of my send­ing the bear­er Cap­tain Cham­ber­lain, Com­mand­er of His Majesty’s snow Happy, to de­mand sat­is­fac­tion of you for so many no­tori­ous rob­ber­ies which your people have lately com­mit­ted on the King’s sub­jects of this is­land; par­tic­u­larly by those trait­ors, Nich­olas Brown and Chris­toph­er Winter, to whom you have giv­en pro­tec­tion. Such pro­ceed­ings as these are not only a breach of the law of na­tions, but must ap­pear to the world of a very ex­traordin­ary nature, when con­sidered that the sub­jects of a prince in amity and friend­ship with an­oth­er, should give coun­ten­ance and en­cour­age such vile prac­tices. I con­fess I have had long pa­tience, and de­clined us­ing any vi­ol­ent meas­ures to ob­tain sat­is­fac­tion, hop­ing the ces­sa­tion of arms, so hap­pily con­cluded upon between our re­spect­ive sov­er­eigns, would have put an ef­fec­tu­al stop to those dis­orders; but on the con­trary, I now find the Port of Trin­id­ad a re­cept­acle to vil­lains of all na­tions. I do there­fore think fit to ac­quaint you, and as­sure you in the King my mas­ter’s name, that if I do meet with any of your rogues for the fu­ture upon the coast of this is­land, I will or­der them to be hanged dir­ectly without mercy; and I ex­pect and de­mand of you to make ample resti­tu­tion to Cap­tain Cham­ber­lain or all the Negroes which the said Brown and Winter have lately taken off from the north side of this is­land, and also of such sloops and oth­er ef­fects as they have been taken and robbed of, since the ces­sa­tion of arms, and that you will de­liv­er up to the bear­er such Eng­lish­men as are now de­tained, or oth­er­wise re­main at Trin­id­ad; and also ex­pect you will here­after for­bear grant­ing any com­mis­sions, or suf­fer any such no­tori­ous vil­lains to be equipp’d and fit­ted out from your port: oth­er­wise you may de­pend upon it, those that I can meet with, shall be es­teemed pir­ates, and treated as such; of which I thought prop­er to give you no­tice, and am, etc.

			

			
				
					A Let­ter from Mr. Joseph Laws lieu­ten­ant of His Majesty’s ship, Happy snow, to the Al­caldes of Trin­id­ad

				
				Gen­tle­men,

				I Am sent by Com­modore Ver­non, Com­mand­er in Chief of all His Majesty’s ships in the West In­dies to de­mand in the King our mas­ter’s name, all the ves­sels, with their ef­fects, etc. and also the Negroes taken from Ja­maica since the ces­sa­tion of arms; like­wise all Eng­lish­men now de­tained, or oth­er­wise re­main­ing in your Port of Trin­id­ad, par­tic­u­larly Nich­olas Brown and Chris­toph­er Winter, both of them be­ing trait­ors, pir­ates and com­mon en­emies to all na­tions: and the said com­modore hath ordered me to ac­quaint you, that he is sur­prised that the sub­jects of a prince in amity and friend­ship with an­oth­er, should give coun­ten­ance to such no­tori­ous vil­lains. In ex­pect­a­tion of your im­me­di­ate com­pli­ance, I am, gen­tle­men,

				
					Off the River Trin­id­ad, Feb. 8. 1720

					Your humble ser­vant,

					Joseph Laws

				
			

			
				
					The An­swer of the Al­caldes Of Trin­id­ad, to Mr. Laws’ Let­ter

				
				Capt. Laws,

				In an­swer to yours, this serves to ac­quaint you, that neither in this city, nor port, are there any Negroes or ves­sels which have been taken at your is­land of Ja­maica, nor on that coast, since the ces­sa­tion of arms; and what ves­sels have been taken since that time, have been for trad­ing in an un­law­ful com­merce on this coast; and as for those Eng­lish fu­git­ives you men­tion, they are here as oth­er sub­jects of our lord the King, be­ing brought vol­un­tar­ily to our holy Cath­ol­ic faith, and have re­ceived the wa­ter of bap­tism; but if they should prove rogues, and should not com­ply with their duty, in which they are bound at present, then they shall be chas­tized ac­cord­ing to the or­din­ances of our King, whom God pre­serve. And we beg you will weigh an­chor as soon as pos­sible, and leave this port and its coasts, be­cause upon no ac­count you shall be suffered to trade, or any­thing else; for we are re­solved not to ad­mit there­of. God pre­serve you. We kiss your hand.

				
					Trin­id­ad, Feb. 8, 1722

					Signed,

					Hieron­imo de Fuentes,

					Ben­nette Alf­onso del Man­zano

				
			

			
				
					Mr. Laws’ Reply To the Al­caldes Let­ter

				
				Gen­tle­men,

				Your re­fus­ing to de­liv­er up the sub­jects of the King my mas­ter, is some­what sur­pris­ing, it be­ing in a time of peace, and the de­tain­ing them con­sequently against the law of na­tions. Not­with­stand­ing your tri­fling pre­tence (for which you have no found­a­tion but to forge an ex­cuse) to pre­vent my mak­ing any en­quiry in­to the truth of the facts I have al­leged in my former, I must tell you my res­ol­u­tions are, to stay on the coast till I have made re­pris­als; and should I meet any ves­sels be­long­ing to your port, I shall not treat them as the sub­jects of the Crown of Spain, but as pir­ates, find­ing it a part of your re­li­gion in this place to pro­tect such vil­lains.

				
					Off the River Trin­id­ad, Feb. 8. 1720

					Your Humble Ser­vant,

					Joseph Laws

				
			

			
				
					The An­swer of One of the Al­caldes To Mr. Laws’ Reply

				
				Cap­tain Laws,

				You may as­sure your­self, I will nev­er be want­ing in the duty of my post. The pris­on­ers that are here are not in pris­on, but only kept here to be sent to the Gov­ernor of the Havana: if you (as you say) com­mand at sea, I com­mand on­shore: if you treat the Span­iards, you should hap­pen to take, as pir­ates, I will do the same by every one of your people I can take up: I will not be want­ing to good man­ners, if you will do the same. I can like­wise act the sol­dier, if any oc­ca­sion should of­fer that way, for I have very good people here for that pur­pose. If you pre­tend any­thing else, you may ex­ecute it on this coast. God pre­serve you. I kiss your hand.

				
					Trin­id­ad, Feb. 20, 1720

					Signed,

					Ben­nette Alf­onso del Men­zano

				
			

			The last ad­vices we have re­ceived from our plant­a­tions in Amer­ica, dated June 9th, 1724, gives us the fol­low­ing ac­count, viz. that Cap­tain Jones in the ship John and Mary, on the 5th of the said month, met with, near the capes of Vir­gin­ia, a Span­ish guarda­costa, com­manded by one Don Benito, said to be com­mis­sioned by the Gov­ernor of Cuba: she was manned with 60 Span­iards, 18 French­men and 18 Eng­lish, and had an Eng­lish cap­tain as well as Span­ish, one Richard Hol­land, who formerly be­longed to the Suf­folk man-of-war, which he deser­ted at Naples, and took shel­ter in a con­vent. He served on board the Span­ish fleet un­der Ad­mir­al Cam­mock, in the war in the Medi­ter­ranean; and after the ces­sa­tion of arms with Spain, settled with sev­er­al of his coun­try­men (Ir­ish) in the Span­ish West In­dies. This guarda­costa made prize of Cap­tain Jones’ ship, and kept pos­ses­sion of her from 5th to the 8th, dur­ing which time she took also the Prudent Han­nah of Bo­ston, Thomas Mousell Mas­ter, and the Dol­phin of Top­sham, Theodore Bare Mas­ter, both laden and bound for Vir­gin­ia: the former they sent away to­geth­er with three men and the mate, un­der the com­mand of a Span­ish of­ficer and crew, the same day she was taken; the lat­ter they car­ried off with them, put­ting the mas­ter and all the crew aboard Cap­tain Jones’ ship. They plundered Cap­tain Jones of thirty-six men slaves, some gold dust, all his clothes, four great guns and small arms, and about four hun­dred gal­lons of rum, be­sides his pro­vi­sions and stores, com­puted in all to 1,500 £ ster­ling.

		
	
		
			
				I

				Of Cap­tain Avery, and His Crew

			
			None of these bold ad­ven­tur­ers were ever so much talked of, for a while, as Avery; he made as great a noise in the world as Me­riveis does now, and was looked upon to be a per­son of as great con­sequence; he was rep­res­en­ted in Europe, as one that had raised him­self to the dig­nity of a king, and was likely to be the founder of a new mon­archy; hav­ing, as it was said, taken im­mense riches, and mar­ried the great mogul’s daugh­ter, who was taken in an In­di­an ship, which fell in­to his hands; and that he had by her many chil­dren, liv­ing in great roy­alty and state; that he had built forts, erec­ted magazines, and was mas­ter of a stout squad­ron of ships, mann’d with able and des­per­ate fel­lows of all na­tions; that he gave com­mis­sions out in his own name to the cap­tains of his ships, and to the com­mand­ers of his forts, and was ac­know­ledged by them as their prince. a play was writ upon him, called, The Suc­cess­ful Pir­ate; and, these ac­counts ob­tained such be­lief, that sev­er­al schemes were offered to the coun­cil for fit­ting out a squad­ron to take him; while oth­ers were for of­fer­ing him and his com­pan­ions an act of grace, and in­vit­ing them to Eng­land, with all their treas­ure, lest his grow­ing great­ness might hinder the trade of Europe to the East In­dies.

			Yet all these were no more than false ru­mours, im­proved by the credu­lity of some, and the hu­mour of oth­ers who love to tell strange things; for, while it was said, he was as­pir­ing at a crown, he wanted a shil­ling; and at the same time it was giv­en out he was in pos­ses­sion of such prodi­gious wealth in Mad­a­gas­car, he was starving in Eng­land.

			No doubt, but the read­er will have a curi­os­ity of know­ing what be­came of this man, and what were the true grounds of so many false re­ports con­cern­ing him; there­fore, I shall, in as brief a man­ner as I can, give his his­tory.

			He was born in the West of Eng­land near Ply­mouth in Devon­shire, be­ing bred to the sea, he served as a mate of a mer­chant­man, in sev­er­al trad­ing voy­ages: it happened be­fore the Peace of Ryswick, when there was an al­li­ance betwixt Spain, Eng­land, Hol­land, etc. against France, that the French in Mar­ti­nique, car­ried on a smug­gling trade with the Span­iards on the con­tin­ent of Peru, which by the laws of Spain, is not al­lowed to friends in time of peace, for none but nat­ive Span­iards are per­mit­ted to traffic in those parts, or set their feet on­shore, un­less at any time they are brought as pris­on­ers; where­fore they con­stantly keep cer­tain ships cruis­ing along the coast, whom they call guarda­costa, who have the or­ders to make prizes of all ships they can light of with­in five leagues of land. Now the French grow­ing very bold in trade, and the Span­iards be­ing poorly provided with ships, and those they had be­ing of no force, it of­ten fell out, that when they light of the French smug­glers, they were not strong enough to at­tack them, there­fore it was resolv’d in Spain, to hire two or three stout for­eign ships for their ser­vice, which be­ing known at Bris­tol, some mer­chants of that city, fit­ted out two ships of thirty odd guns, and 120 hands each, well fur­nished with pro­vi­sion and am­muni­tion, and all oth­er stores; and the hire be­ing agreed for, by some agents for Spain, they were com­manded to sail for A Co­r­uña or the Groyne, there to re­ceive their or­ders, and to take on board some Span­ish gen­tle­men, who were to go pas­sen­gers to New Spain.

			Of one of these ships, which I take to be call’d the Duke, Capt. Gib­son Com­mand­er, Avery was first mate, and be­ing a fel­low of more cun­ning than cour­age, he in­sinu­ated him­self in­to the good­will of sev­er­al of the bold­est fel­lows on board the oth­er ship, as well as that which he was on board of; hav­ing soun­ded their in­clin­a­tions be­fore he opened him­self, and find­ing them ripe for his design, he, at length, pro­posed to them, to run away with the ship, telling them what great wealth was to be had upon the coasts of In­dia. It was no soon­er said than agreed to, and they re­solved to ex­ecute their plot at ten a clock the night fol­low­ing.

			It must be ob­serv’d, the Cap­tain was one of those who are migh­tily ad­dicted to punch, so that he passed most of his time on­shore, in some little drink­ing or­din­ary; but this day he did not go on­shore as usu­al; how­ever, this did not spoil the design, for he took his usu­al dose on board, and so got to bed be­fore the hour ap­poin­ted for the busi­ness: the men also who were not privy to the design, turn’d in­to their ham­mocks, leav­ing none upon deck but the con­spir­at­ors, who, in­deed, were the greatest part of the ship’s crew. At the time agreed on, the Dutchess’ long­boat ap­pear’d, which Avery hail­ing in the usu­al man­ner, was answered by the men in her, Is your drunk­en boat­swain on board? Which was the watch­word agreed between them, and Avery reply­ing in the af­firm­at­ive, the boat came aboard with six­teen stout fel­lows, and joined the com­pany.

			When our gentry saw that all was clear, they se­cured the hatches, so went to work; they did not slip the an­chor, but weigh’d it leis­urely, and so put to sea without any dis­order or con­fu­sion, though there were sev­er­al ships then ly­ing in the bay, and among them a Dutch frig­ate of forty guns, the cap­tain of which was offered a great re­ward to go out after her; but Myn­heer, who per­haps would not have been will­ing to have been served so him­self could not be pre­vail’d upon to give such us­age to an­oth­er, and so let Mr. Avery pur­sue his voy­age, whith­er he had a mind to.

			The cap­tain, who by this time, was awaked, either by the mo­tion of the ship, or the noise of work­ing the tackles, rung the bell; Avery and two oth­ers went in­to the cab­in; the cap­tain, half asleep, and in a kind of fright, ask’d, what was the mat­ter? Avery answered cooly, noth­ing; the cap­tain replied, some­thing’s the mat­ter with the ship, does she drive? What weath­er is it? Think­ing noth­ing less then that it had been a storm, and that the ship was driv­en from her an­chors: no, no, answered Avery, we’re at sea, with a fair wind and good weath­er. At sea! says the cap­tain, How can that be? Come, says Avery, don’t be in a fright, but put on your clothes, and I’ll let you in­to a secret:—You must know, that I am cap­tain of this ship now, and this is my cab­in, there­fore you must walk out; I am bound to Mad­a­gas­car, with a design of mak­ing my own for­tune, and that of all the brave fel­lows joined with me.

			The cap­tain hav­ing a little re­covered his senses, began to ap­pre­hend the mean­ing; how­ever, his fright was as great as be­fore, which Avery per­ceiv­ing, bade him fear noth­ing, for, says he, if you have a mind to make one of us, we will re­ceive you, and if you’ll turn sober, and mind your busi­ness, per­haps in time I may make you one of my lieu­ten­ants, if not, here’s a boat along­side, and you shall be set ashore.

			The cap­tain was glad to hear this, and there­fore ac­cep­ted of his of­fer, and the whole crew be­ing called up, to know who was will­ing to go on­shore with the cap­tain, and who to seek their for­tunes with the rest; there were not above five or six who were will­ing to quit this en­ter­prise; where­fore they were put in­to the boat with the cap­tain that minute, and made their way to the shore as well as they could.

			They pro­ceeded on their voy­age to Mad­a­gas­car, but I do not find they took any ships in their way; when they ar­rived at the N. E. part of that is­land, they found two sloops at an­chor, who, upon see­ing them, slip’d their cables and run them­selves ashore, the men all land­ing, and run­ning in­to the woods; these were two sloops which the men had run away with from the West In­dies, and see­ing Avery, they sup­posed him to be some frig­ate sent to take them, and there­fore not be­ing of force to en­gage him, they did what they could to save them­selves.

			He guessed where they were, and sent some of his men on­shore to let them know they were friends, and to of­fer they might join to­geth­er for their com­mon safety; the sloops’ men were well arm’d, and had pos­ted them­selves in a wood, with sen­tinels just on the out­side, to ob­serve wheth­er the ship landed her men to pur­sue them, and they ob­serving only two or three men to come to­wards them without arms, did not op­pose them, but hav­ing chal­lenged them, and they an­swer­ing they were friends, they lead them to their body, where they de­livered their mes­sage; at first, they ap­pre­hen­ded it was a stratagem to de­coy them on board, but when the am­bas­sad­ors offered that the cap­tain him­self, and as many of the crew as they should name, would meet them on­shore without arms, they be­lieved them to be in earn­est, and they soon entered in­to a con­fid­ence with one an­oth­er; those on board go­ing on­shore, and some of those on­shore go­ing on board.

			The sloops’ men were re­joiced at the new ally, for their ves­sels were so small, that they could not at­tack a ship of any force, so that hitherto they had not taken any con­sid­er­able prize, but now they hop’d to fly at high game; and Avery was as well pleased at this re­in­force­ment, to strengthen them, for any brave en­ter­prise, and though the booty must be lessened to each, by be­ing di­vided in­to so many shares, yet he found out an ex­pedi­ent not to suf­fer by it him­self as shall be shown in its place.

			Hav­ing con­sul­ted what was to be done, they re­solved to sail out to­geth­er upon a cruise, the gal­ley and two sloops; they there­fore fell to work to get the sloops off, which they soon ef­fected, and steered to­wards the Ar­a­bi­an coast; near the River In­dus, the man at the masthead spied a sail, upon which they gave chase, and as they came near­er to her, they per­ceived her to be a tall ship, and fan­cied she might be a Dutch East In­dia man home­ward bound; but she proved a bet­ter prize; when they fired at her to bring too, she hois­ted mogul’s col­ours, and seemed to stand upon her de­fence; Avery only can­non­aded at a dis­tance, and some of his men began to sus­pect that he was not the hero they took him for: how­ever, the sloops made use of their time, and com­ing one on the bow, and the oth­er on the quarter, of the ship, clapt her on board, and enter’d her, upon which she im­me­di­ately struck her col­ours and yiel­ded; she was one of the great mogul’s own ships, and there were in her sev­er­al of the greatest per­sons of his court, among whom it was said was one of his daugh­ters, who were go­ing on a pil­grim­age to Mecca, the Muhammadans think­ing them­selves ob­liged once in their lives to vis­it that place, and they were car­ry­ing with them rich of­fer­ings to present at the shrine of Muhammad. It is known that the East­ern people travel with the ut­most mag­ni­fi­cence, so that they had with them all their slaves and at­tend­ants, their rich habits and jew­els, with ves­sels of gold and sil­ver, and great sums of money to de­fray the charges of their jour­ney by land; where­fore the plun­der got by this prize, is not eas­ily com­puted.

			Hav­ing taken all the treas­ure on board their own ships, and plundered their prize of everything else they either wanted or liked, they let her go; she not be­ing able to con­tin­ue her voy­age, re­turned back: as soon as the news came to the mogul, and he knew that they were Eng­lish who had robbed them, he threatened loud, and talked of send­ing a mighty army with fire and sword, to ex­tirp­ate the Eng­lish from all their set­tle­ments on the In­di­an coast. The East In­dia Com­pany in Eng­land, were very much alarmed at it; how­ever, by de­grees, they found means to pa­ci­fy him, by prom­ising to do their en­deav­ours to take the rob­bers, and de­liv­er them in­to his hands; how­ever, the great noise this thing made in Europe, as well as In­dia, was the oc­ca­sion of all these ro­mantic stor­ies which were formed of Avery’s great­ness.

			In the mean­time our suc­cess­ful plun­der­ers agreed to make the best of their way back to Mad­a­gas­car, in­tend­ing to make that place their magazine or re­pos­it­ory for all their treas­ure, and to build a small for­ti­fic­a­tion there, and leave a few hands al­ways ashore to look after it, and de­fend it from any at­tempts of the nat­ives; but Avery put an end to this pro­ject, and made it al­to­geth­er un­ne­ces­sary.

			As they were steer­ing their course, as has been said, he sends a boat on board of each of the sloops, de­sir­ing the chief of them to come on board of him, in or­der to hold a coun­cil; they did so, and he told them he had some­thing to pro­pose to them for the com­mon good, which was to provide against ac­ci­dents; he bade them con­sider the treas­ure they were pos­sess’d of, would be suf­fi­cient for them all if they could se­cure it in some place on­shore; there­fore all they had to fear, was some mis­for­tune in the voy­age; he bade them con­sider the con­sequences of be­ing sep­ar­ated by bad weath­er, in which case, the sloops, if either of them should fall in with any ships of force, must be either taken or sunk, and the treas­ure on board her lost to the rest, be­sides the com­mon ac­ci­dents of the sea; as for his part he was so strong, he was able to make his party good with any ship they were like to meet in those seas; that if he met with any ship of such strength, that he could not take her, he was safe from be­ing taken, be­ing so well mann’d; be­sides his ship was a quick sail­or, and could carry sail, when the sloops could not, where­fore, he pro­posed to them, to put the treas­ure on board his ship, to seal up each chest with 3 seals, where­of each was to keep one, and to ap­point a ren­dez­vous, in case of sep­ar­a­tion.

			Upon con­sid­er­ing this pro­pos­al, it ap­peared so reas­on­able to them, that they read­ily came in­to it, for they ar­gued to them­selves, that an ac­ci­dent might hap­pen to one of the sloops and the oth­er es­cape, where­fore it was for the com­mon good. The thing was done as agreed to, the treas­ure put on board of Avery, and the chests seal’d; they kept com­pany that day and the next, the weath­er be­ing fair, in which time Avery tampered with his men, telling them they now had suf­fi­cient, to make them all easy, and what should hinder them from go­ing to some coun­try, where they were not known, and liv­ing on­shore all the rest of their days in plenty; they un­der­stood what he meant: and in short, they all agreed to bilk their new al­lies, the sloops’ men, nor do I find that any of them felt any qualms of hon­our rising in his stom­ach, to hinder them from con­sent­ing to this piece of treach­ery. In fine, they took ad­vant­age of the dark­ness that night, steer’d an­oth­er course, and, by morn­ing, lost sight of them.

			I leave the read­er to judge, what swear­ing and con­fu­sion there was among the sloops’ men, in the morn­ing, when they saw that Avery had giv­en them the slip; for they knew by the fair­ness of the weath­er, and the course they had agreed to steer, that it must have been done on pur­pose: but we leave them at present to fol­low Mr. Avery.

			Avery, and his men, hav­ing con­sul­ted what to do with them­selves, came to a res­ol­u­tion, to make the best of their way to­wards Amer­ica; and none of them be­ing known in those parts, they in­ten­ded to di­vide the treas­ure, to change their names, to go ashore, some in one place, some in oth­er, to pur­chase some set­tle­ments, and live at ease. The first land they made, was the is­land of Provid­ence, then newly settled; here they stayed some time, and hav­ing con­sidered that when they should go to New Eng­land, the great­ness of their ship, would cause much en­quiry about them; and pos­sibly some people from Eng­land, who had heard the story of a ship’s be­ing run away with from the Groyne, might sus­pect them to be the people; they there­fore took a res­ol­u­tion of dis­pos­ing of their ship at Provid­ence: upon which, Avery pre­tend­ing that the ship be­ing fit­ted out upon the pri­vat­eer­ing ac­count, and hav­ing had no suc­cess, he had re­ceived or­ders from the own­ers, to dis­pose of her to the best ad­vant­age, he soon met with a pur­chaser, and im­me­di­ately bought a sloop.

			In this sloop, he and his com­pan­ions em­barq’d, they touch’d at sev­er­al parts of Amer­ica, where no per­son sus­pec­ted them; and some of them went on­shore, and dis­persed them­selves about the coun­try, hav­ing re­ceived such di­vidends as Avery would give them; for he con­cealed the greatest part of the dia­monds from them, which in the first hurry of plun­der­ing the ship, they did not much re­gard, as not know­ing their value.

			At length he came to Bo­ston, in New Eng­land, and seem’d to have a de­sire of set­tling in those parts, and some of his com­pan­ions went on­shore there also, but he changed his res­ol­u­tion, and pro­posed to the few of his com­pan­ions who were left, to sail for Ire­land, which they con­sen­ted to: he found out that New Eng­land was not a prop­er place for him, be­cause a great deal of his wealth lay in dia­monds; and should he have pro­duced them there, he would have cer­tainly been seiz’d on sus­pi­cion of pir­acy.

			In their voy­age to Ire­land, they avoided St. George’s Chan­nel, and sail­ing north about, they put in­to one of the north­ern ports of that king­dom; there they dis­posed of their sloop, and com­ing on­shore they sep­ar­ated them­selves, some go­ing to Cork, and some to Dub­lin, 18 of whom ob­tain’d their par­dons af­ter­wards of K. Wil­li­am. When Avery had re­main’d some time in this king­dom, he was afraid to of­fer his dia­monds to sale, lest an en­quiry in­to his man­ner of com­ing by them should oc­ca­sion a dis­cov­ery; there­fore con­sid­er­ing with him­self what was best to be done, he fan­cied there were some per­sons at Bris­tol, whom he might ven­ture to trust; upon which, he re­solved to pass over in­to Eng­land; he did so, and go­ing in­to Devon­shire, he sent to one of these friends to meet him at a town called Bid­di­ford; when he had com­mu­nic­ated him­self to his friends, and con­sul­ted with him about the means of his ef­fects, they agreed, that the safest meth­od would be, to put them in the hands of some mer­chants, who be­ing men of wealth and cred­it in the world, no en­quiry would be made how they came by them; this friend telling him he was very in­tim­ate with some who were very fit for the pur­pose, and if he would but al­low them a good com­mis­sion would do the busi­ness very faith­fully. Avery liked the pro­pos­al, for he found no oth­er way of man­aging his af­fairs, since he could not ap­pear in them him­self; there­fore his friend go­ing back to Bris­tol, and open­ing the mat­ter to the mer­chants, they made Avery a vis­it at Bid­di­ford, where, after some prot­est­a­tions of hon­our and in­teg­rity, he de­livered them his ef­fects, con­sist­ing of dia­monds and some ves­sels of gold; they gave him a little money for his present sub­sist­ence, and so they par­ted.

			He changed his name and lived at Bid­di­ford, without mak­ing any fig­ure, and there­fore there was no great no­tice taken of him; yet let one or two of his re­la­tions know where he was, who came to see him. In some time his little money was spent, yet he heard noth­ing from his mer­chants; he writ to them of­ten, and after much im­por­tun­ity they sent him a small sup­ply, but scarce suf­fi­cient to pay his debts: in fine, the sup­plies they sent him from time to time, were so small, that they were not suf­fi­cient to give him bread, nor could he get that little, without a great deal of trouble and im­por­tun­ity, where­fore be­ing weary of his life, he went privately to Bris­tol, to speak to the mer­chants him­self, where in­stead of money he met a most shock­ing re­pulse, for when he de­sired them to come to an ac­count with him, they si­lenced him by threat­en­ing to dis­cov­er him, so that our mer­chants were as good pir­ates at land as he was at sea.

			Wheth­er he was frightened by these men­aces, or had seen some­body else he thought knew him, is not known; but he went im­me­di­ately over to Ire­land, and from thence so­li­cited his mer­chants very hard for a sup­ply, but to no pur­pose, for he was even re­duced to beg­gary: in this ex­tremity he was re­solved to re­turn and cast him­self upon them, let the con­sequence be what it would. He put him­self on board a trad­ing ves­sel, and work’d his pas­sage over to Ply­mouth, from whence he traveled on foot to Bid­di­ford, where he had been but a few days be­fore he fell sick and died; not be­ing worth as much as would buy him a coffin.

			Thus have I giv­en all that could be col­lec­ted of any cer­tainty con­cern­ing this man; re­ject­ing the idle stor­ies which were made of his fant­ast­ic great­ness, by which it ap­pears, that his ac­tions were more in­con­sid­er­able than those of oth­er pir­ates, since him, though he made more noise in the world.

			Now we shall turn back and give our read­ers some ac­count of what be­came of the two sloops.

			We took no­tice of the rage and con­fu­sion, which must have seized them, upon their miss­ing of Avery; how­ever, they con­tin­ued their course, some of them still flat­ter­ing them­selves that he had only out­sailed them in the night, and that they should find him at the place of ren­dez­vous: but when they came there, and could hear no tid­ings of him, there was an end of hope. It was time to con­sider what they should do with them­selves, their stock of sea pro­vi­sion was al­most spent, and though there was rice and fish, and fowl to be had ashore, yet these would not keep for sea, without be­ing prop­erly cured with salt, which they had no con­veni­ency of do­ing; there­fore, since they could not go a-cruis­ing any­more, it was time to think of es­tab­lish­ing them­selves at land; to which pur­pose they took all things out of the sloops, made tents of the sails, and en­camped them­selves, hav­ing a large quant­ity of am­muni­tion, and abund­ance of small arms.

			Here they met with sev­er­al of their coun­try­men, the crew of a pri­vat­eer sloop which was com­manded by Cap­tain Thomas Tew; and since it will be but a short di­gres­sion, we will give an ac­count how they came here.

			Cap­tain George Dew and Cap­tain Thomas Tew, hav­ing re­ceived com­mis­sions from the then gov­ernor of Ber­muda, to sail dir­ectly for the River Gam­bia in Africa; there, with the ad­vice and as­sist­ance of the agents of the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany, to at­tempt the tak­ing the French fact­ory at Gorée, ly­ing upon that coast. In a few days after they sailed out, Dew in a vi­ol­ent storm, not only sprung his mast, but lost sight of his con­sort; Dew there­fore re­turned back to re­fit, and Tew in­stead of pro­ceed­ing on his voy­age, made for the Cape of Good Hope, and doub­ling the said cape, shaped his course for the Straits of Ba­bel Man­del, be­ing the en­trance in­to the Red Sea. Here he came up with a large ship, richly laden, bound from the In­dies to Ar­a­bia, with three hun­dred sol­diers on board, be­sides sea­men; yet Tew had the hardi­ness to board her, and soon car­ried her; and, ’tis said, by this prize, his men shared near three thou­sand pounds a piece: they had in­tel­li­gence from the pris­on­ers, of five oth­er rich ships to pass that way, which Tew would have at­tacked, though they were very strong, if he had not been over­ruled by the Quarter­mas­ter and oth­ers.—this dif­fer­ing in opin­ion cre­ated some ill blood amongst them, so that they re­solved to break up pir­at­ing, and no place was so fit to re­ceive them as Mad­a­gas­car; hith­er they steered, resolv­ing to live on­shore and en­joy what they got.

			As for Tew him­self, he with a few oth­ers in a short time went off to Rhode Is­land, from whence he made his peace.

			Thus have we ac­coun­ted for the com­pany our pir­ates met with here.

			It must be ob­served that the nat­ives of Mad­a­gas­car are a kind of Negroes, they dif­fer from those of Guinea in their hair, which is long, and their com­plex­ion is not so good a jet; they have in­nu­mer­able little princes among them, who are con­tinu­ally mak­ing war upon one an­oth­er; their pris­on­ers are their slaves, and they either sell them, or put them to death, as they please: when our pir­ates first settled amongst them, their al­li­ance was much cour­ted by these princes, so they some­times joined one, some­times an­oth­er, but whereso­ever they sided, they were sure to be vic­tori­ous; for the Negroes here had no fire­arms, nor did they un­der­stand their use; so that at length these pir­ates be­came so ter­rible to the Negroes, that if two or three of them were only seen on one side, when they were go­ing to en­gage, the op­pos­ite side would fly without strik­ing a blow.

			By these means they not only be­came feared, but power­ful; all the pris­on­ers of war, they took to be their slaves; they mar­ried the most beau­ti­ful of the Negro wo­men; not one or two, but as many as they liked; so that every one of them had as great a seraglio as the Grand Sei­gnior at Con­stantinople: their slaves they em­ployed in plant­ing rice, in fish­ing, hunt­ing, etc. be­sides which, they had abund­ance of oth­ers, who lived, as it were, un­der their pro­tec­tion, and to be se­cure from the dis­turb­ances or at­tacks of their power­ful neigh­bours; these seemed to pay them a will­ing homage. Now they began to di­vide from one an­oth­er, each liv­ing with his own wives, slaves and de­pend­ents, like a sep­ar­ate prince; and as power and plenty nat­ur­ally be­get con­ten­tion, they some­times quar­relled with one an­oth­er, and at­tacked each oth­er at the head of their sev­er­al armies; and in these civil wars, many of them were killed; but an ac­ci­dent happened, which ob­liged them to unite again for their com­mon safety.

			It must be ob­served that these sud­den great men, had used their power like tyr­ants, for they grew wan­ton in cruelty, and noth­ing was more com­mon, than upon the slight­est dis­pleas­ure, to cause one of their de­pend­ents to be tied to a tree and shot thro’ the heart, let the crime be what it would, wheth­er little or great, this was al­ways the pun­ish­ment; where­fore the Negroes con­spired to­geth­er, to rid them­selves of these des­troy­ers, all in one night; and as they now lived sep­ar­ate, the thing might eas­ily have been done, had not a wo­man, who had been wife or con­cu­bine to one of them, run near twenty miles in three hours, to dis­cov­er the mat­ter to them: im­me­di­ately upon the alarm they ran to­geth­er as fast as they could, so that when the Negroes ap­proached them, they found them all up in arms; where­fore they re­tired without mak­ing any at­tempt.

			This es­cape made them very cau­tious from that time, and it will be worth while to de­scribe the policy of these bru­tish fel­lows, and to show what meas­ures they took to se­cure them­selves.

			They found that the fear of their power could not se­cure them against a sur­prise, and the bravest man may be kill’d when he is asleep, by one much his in­feri­or in cour­age and strength, there­fore, as their first se­cur­ity, they did all they could to fo­ment war betwixt the neigh­bour­ing Negroes, re­main­ing neu­ter them­selves, by which means, those who were over­come con­stantly fled to them for pro­tec­tion, oth­er­wise they must be either killed or made slaves. They strengthened their party, and tied some to them by in­terest; when there was no war, they con­trived to spir­it up private quar­rels among them, and upon every little dis­pute or mis­un­der­stand­ing, push on one side or oth­er to re­venge; in­struct them how to at­tack or sur­prise their ad­versar­ies, and lend them loaded pis­tols or fire­locks to dis­patch them with; the con­sequence of which was, that the mur­der­er was forced to fly to them for the safety of his life, with his wives, chil­dren and kindred.

			Such as these were fast friends, as their lives de­pended upon the safety of his pro­tect­ors; for as we ob­served be­fore, our pir­ates were grown so ter­rible, that none of their neigh­bours had res­ol­u­tion enough to at­tack them in an open war.

			By such arts as these, in the space of a few years, their body was greatly in­creased, they then began to sep­ar­ate them­selves, and re­move at a great­er dis­tance from one an­oth­er, for the con­veni­ence of more ground, and were di­vided like Jews, in­to tribes, each car­ry­ing with him his wives and chil­dren, (of which, by this time they had a large fam­ily,) as also their quota of de­pend­ents and fol­low­ers; and if power and com­mand be the thing which dis­tin­guish a prince, these ruf­fi­ans had all the marks of roy­alty about them, nay more, they had the very fears which com­monly dis­turb tyr­ants, as may be seen by the ex­treme cau­tion they took in for­ti­fy­ing the places where they dwelt.

			In this plan of for­ti­fic­a­tion they im­it­ated one an­oth­er, their dwell­ings were rather cit­adels than houses; they made choice of a place over­grown with wood, and scitu­ate near a wa­ter; they raised a ram­part or high ditch round it, so straight and high, that it was im­possible to climb it, and es­pe­cially by those who had not the use of scal­ing lad­ders: over this ditch there was one pas­sage in­to the wood; the dwell­ing, which was a hut, was built in that part of the wood which the prince, who in­hab­ited it, thought fit, but so covered that it could not be seen till you came at it; but the greatest cun­ning lay in the pas­sage which lead to the hut, which was so nar­row, that no more than one per­son could go abreast, and con­trived in so in­tric­ate a man­ner, that it was a per­fect maze or labyrinth, it be­ing round and round, with sev­er­al little cross­ways, so that a per­son that was not well ac­quain­ted with the way, might walk sev­er­al hours round and cross these ways without be­ing able to find the hut; moreover all along the sides of these nar­row paths, cer­tain large thorns which grew upon a tree in that coun­try, were struck in­to the ground with their points up­per­most, and the path it­self be­ing made crooked and ser­pent­ine, if a man should at­tempt to come near the hut at night, he would cer­tainly have struck upon these thorns, though he had been provided with that clue which Ariadne gave to Theseus when he entered the cave of the Minotaur.

			Thus tyr­ant like they lived, fear­ing and feared by all; and in this situ­ation they were found by Cap­tain Woodes Ro­gers, when he went to Mad­a­gas­car, in the De­li­cia, a ship of forty guns, with a design of buy­ing slaves in or­der to sell to the Dutch at Batavia or New Hol­land: he happened to touch upon a part of the is­land, where no ship had been seen for sev­en or eight years be­fore, where he met with some of the pir­ates, at which time, they had been upon the is­land above 25 years, hav­ing a large mot­ley gen­er­a­tion of chil­dren and grand­chil­dren des­cen­ded from them, there be­ing about that time, el­ev­en of them re­main­ing alive.

			Upon their first see­ing a ship of this force and bur­den, they sup­posed it to be a man-of-war sent to take them; they there­fore lurked with­in their fast­nesses, but when some from the ship came on­shore, without any show of hos­til­ity, and of­fer­ing to trade with the Negroes, they ven­tured to come out of their holes, at­ten­ded like princes; and since they ac­tu­ally are kings de facto, which is a kind of a right, we ought to speak of them as such.

			Hav­ing been so many years upon this is­land, it may be ima­gined, their clothes had long been worn out, so that their Majesties were ex­tremely out at the el­bows; I can­not say they were ragged, since they had no clothes, they had noth­ing to cov­er them but the skins of beasts without any tan­ning, but with all the hair on, nor a shoe nor stock­ing, so they looked like the pic­tures of Her­cules in the li­on’s skin; and be­ing over­grown with beard, and hair upon their bod­ies, they ap­peared the most sav­age fig­ures that a man’s ima­gin­a­tion can frame.

			How­ever, they soon got rigg’d, for they sold great num­bers of those poor people un­der them, for clothes, knives, saws, powder and ball, and many oth­er things, and be­came so fa­mil­i­ar that they went aboard the De­li­cia, and were ob­served to be very curi­ous, ex­amin­ing the in­side of the ship, and very fa­mil­i­ar with the men, in­vit­ing them ashore. Their design in do­ing this, as they af­ter­wards con­fessed, was to try if it was not prac­tic­able to sur­prise the ship in the night, which they judged very easy, in case there was but a slender watch kept on board, they hav­ing boats and men enough at com­mand, but it seems the cap­tain was aware of them, and kept so strong a watch upon deck, that they found it was in vain to make any at­tempt; where­fore, when some of the men went ashore, they were for in­veigling them, and draw­ing them in­to a plot, for seiz­ing the cap­tain and se­cur­ing the rest of the men un­der hatches, when they should have the night-watch, prom­ising a sig­nal to come on board to join them; pro­pos­ing, if they suc­ceeded, to go a-pir­at­ing to­geth­er, not doubt­ing but with that ship they should be able to take any­thing they met on the sea: but the cap­tain ob­serving an in­tim­acy grow­ing betwixt them and some of his men, thought it could be for no good, he there­fore broke it off in time, not suf­fer­ing them so much as to talk to­geth­er; and when he sent a boat on­shore with an of­ficer to treat with them about the sale of slaves, the crew re­mained on board the boat, and no man was suffered to talk with them, but the per­son deputed by him for that pur­pose.

			Be­fore he sailed away, and they found that noth­ing was to be done, they con­fessed all the designs they had formed against him. Thus he left them as he found them, in a great deal of dirty state and roy­alty, but with few­er sub­jects than they had, hav­ing, as we ob­served, sold many of them; and if am­bi­tion be the darling pas­sion of men, no doubt they were happy. One of these great princes had formerly been a wa­ter­man upon the Thames, where hav­ing com­mit­ted a murder, he fled to the West In­dies, and was of the num­ber of those who run away with the sloops; the rest had been all fore­mast men, nor was there a man amongst them, who could either read or write, and yet their sec­ret­ar­ies of state had no more learn­ing than them­selves. This is all the ac­count we can give of these kings of Mad­a­gas­car, some of whom it is prob­able are reign­ing to this day.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Of Cap­tain Mar­tel, and His Crew

			
			I come now to the pir­ates that have rose since the Peace of Utrecht; in war­time there is no room for any, be­cause all those of a rov­ing ad­vent’rous dis­pos­i­tion find em­ploy­ment in pri­vat­eers, so there is no op­por­tun­ity for pir­ates; like our mobs in Lon­don, when they come to any height, our su­per­i­ors or­der out the train­bands, and when once they are raised, the oth­ers are sup­pressed of course; I take the reas­on of it to be, that the mob go in­to the tame army, and im­me­di­ately from no­tori­ous break­ers of the peace, be­come, by be­ing put in­to or­der, sol­emn pre­serv­ers of it. And should our le­gis­lat­ors put some of the pir­ates in­to au­thor­ity, it would not only lessen their num­ber, but, I ima­gine, set them upon the rest, and they would be the like­li­est people to find them out, ac­cord­ing to the pro­verb, set a thief to catch a thief.

			To bring this about, there needs no oth­er en­cour­age­ment, but to give all the ef­fects taken aboard a pir­ate ves­sel to the captors; for in case of plun­der and gain, they like it as well from friends, as en­emies, but are not fond, as things are carry’d, of ru­in­ing poor fel­lows, say the Creoleans, with no ad­vant­age to them­selves.

			The mul­ti­tude of men and ves­sels, em­ploy’d this way, in time of war, in the West In­dies, is an­oth­er reas­on, for the num­ber of pir­ates in a time of peace: this can­not be sup­posed to be a re­flec­tion on any of our Amer­ic­an gov­ern­ments, much less on the King him­self, by whose au­thor­ity such com­mis­sions are gran­ted, be­cause of the reas­on­able­ness, and ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity, there is for the do­ing of it; yet the ob­ser­va­tion is just, for so many idle people em­ploy­ing them­selves in pri­vat­eers, for the sake of plun­der and riches, which they al­ways spend as fast as they get, that when the war is over, and they can have no farther busi­ness in the way of life they have been used to, they too read­ily en­gage in acts of pir­acy, which be­ing but the same prac­tice without a com­mis­sion, they make very little dis­tinc­tion betwixt the law­ful­ness of one, and the un­law­ful­ness of the oth­er.

			I have not en­quired so far back, as to know the ori­gin­al of this rover, but I be­lieve he and his gang, were some pri­vat­eer’s men be­long­ing to the is­land of Ja­maica, in the pre­ced­ing war; his story is but short, for his reign was so; an end hav­ing been put to his ad­ven­tures in good time, when he was grow­ing strong and for­mid­able. We find him com­mand­er of a pir­ate sloop of eight guns, and 80 men, in the month of Septem­ber, 1716, cruis­ing off Ja­maica, Cuba, etc. about which time he took the Berkley gal­ley, Cap­tain Saun­ders, and plundered him of 1,000 £ in money, and af­ter­wards met with a sloop call’d the King So­lomon, from whom he took some money, and pro­vi­sions, be­sides goods, to a good value.

			They pro­ceeded after this to the Port of Cavena, at the is­land of Cuba, and in their way took two sloops, which they plundered, and let go; and off the port fell in with a fine gal­ley, with 20 guns, call’d the John and Martha, Cap­tain Wilson, which they at­tacked un­der the pir­at­ic­al black flag, and made them­selves mas­ters of her. They put some of the men ashore, and oth­ers they de­tain’d, as they had done sev­er­al times, to in­crease their com­pany; but Cap­tain Mar­tel, charged Cap­tain Wilson, to ad­vise his own­ers, that their ship would an­swer his pur­pose ex­actly, by tak­ing one deck down, and as for the cargo, which con­sisted chiefly of log­wood and sug­ar, he would take care it should be carry’d to a good mar­ket.

			Hav­ing fit­ted up the afore­said ship, as they design’d, they moun­ted her with 22 guns, 100 men, and left 25 hands in the sloop, and so pro­ceeded to cruise off the Lee­ward Is­lands, where they met with but too much suc­cess. After the tak­ing of a sloop and a brig­antine, they gave chase to a stout ship, which they came up with, and, at sight of the pir­ate’s flag, she struck to the rob­bers, be­ing a ship of 20 guns, call’d the Dol­phin, bound for New­found­land. Cap­tain Mar­tel made the men pris­on­ers, and carry’d the ship with him.

			The middle of Decem­ber the pir­ates took an­oth­er gal­ley in her voy­age home from Ja­maica, call’d the Kent, Cap­tain Law­ton, and shif­ted her pro­vi­sions aboard their own ship, and let her go, which ob­liged her to sail back to Ja­maica for a sup­ply for her voy­age. After this they met with a small ship and a sloop, be­long­ing to Bar­ba­dos, out of both they took pro­vi­sions, and then par­ted with them, hav­ing first taken out some of their hands, who were will­ing to be forced to go along with them. The Grey­hound gal­ley of Lon­don, Cap­tain Evans, from Guinea to Ja­maica, was the next that had the mis­for­tune to fall in their way, which they did not de­tain long, for as soon as they could get out all her gold dust, ele­phants’ teeth, and 40 slaves, they sent her on­wards upon her voy­age …  …

			They con­cluded now, that ’twas high time to get in­to har­bour and re­fit, as well as to get re­fresh­ments them­selves, and wait an op­por­tun­ity to dis­pose of their cargo; there­fore ’twas re­solved to make the best of their way to Santa Cruz, a small is­land in the lat­it­ude of 18, 30, N. ten mile long, and two broad, ly­ing south­east of Pu­erto Rico, be­long­ing to the French set­tle­ments. Here they thought they might lie privately enough for some time, and fit them­selves for fur­ther mis­chief. They met with a sloop by the way, which they took along with them, and in the be­gin­ning of the year 1716–17, they ar­rived at their port, hav­ing a ship of 20 guns, a sloop of eight, and three prizes, viz. an­oth­er ship of 20 guns, a sloop of four guns, and an­oth­er sloop last taken; with this little fleet, they got in­to a small har­bour, or road, the N. W. part of the is­land, and warp’d up two creeks, which were made by a little is­land ly­ing with­in the bay; (I am the more par­tic­u­lar now, be­cause I shall take leave of the gen­tle­men, at this place.) They had here bare 16 foot wa­ter, at the deep­est, and but 13 or 14, at the shal­low­est, and noth­ing but rocks and sands without, which se­cured them from wind and sea, and like­wise from any con­sid­er­able force com­ing against them.

			When they had all got in, the first thing they had to do, was to guard them­selves in the best man­ner they could; they made a bat­tery of four guns upon the is­land, and an­oth­er bat­tery of two guns on the north point of the road, and warp’d in one of the sloops with eight guns, at the mouth of the chan­nel, to hinder any ves­sels from com­ing in; when this was done they went to work on their ship, un­rig­ging, and un­load­ing, in or­der to clean, where I shall leave them a while, till I bring oth­er com­pany to ’em.

			In the month of Novem­ber, 1716, Gen­er­al Hamilton, Com­mand­er in Chief of all the Lee­ward Carib­bean Is­lands, sent a sloop Ex­press to Cap­tain Hume, at Bar­ba­dos, com­mand­er of His Majesty’s ship, Scar­bor­ough, of 30 guns, and 140 men, to ac­quaint him, that two pir­ate sloops of 12 guns each, mo­les­ted the colon­ies, hav­ing plundered sev­er­al ves­sels. The Scar­bor­ough had bury’d twenty men, and had near forty sick, and there­fore was but in ill state to go to sea: how­ever, Cap­tain Hume left his sick men be­hind, and sailed to the oth­er is­lands, for a sup­ply of men, tak­ing 20 sol­diers from An­ti­gua; at Nevis, he took 10, and 10 at St. Chris­toph­er’s, and then sailed to the is­land of An­guilla, where he learned, that some time be­fore, 2 such sloops had been at Span­ish Town, oth­er­wise called, one of the Vir­gin Is­lands: ac­cord­ingly, the next day, the Scar­bor­ough came to Span­ish Town, but could hear no news of the sloops, only, that they had been there about Christ­mas, (it be­ing then the 15th of Janu­ary.)

			Cap­tain Hume, find­ing no ac­count could be had of these pir­ates, de­signed to go back, the next day, to Bar­ba­dos; but, it happened, that night, that a boat an­chor’d there from Santa Cruz, and in­formed him, that he saw a pir­ate ship of 22 or 24 guns, with oth­er ves­sels, go­ing in to the north west part of the is­land afore­said. The Scar­bor­ough weigh’d im­me­di­ately, and the next morn­ing came in sight of the rovers, and their prizes, and stood to them, but the pi­lot re­fused to ven­ture in with the ship; all the while the pir­ates fir’d red hot bul­lets from the shore. At length, the ship came to an an­chor, along­side the reef, near the chan­nel, and can­non­aded for sev­er­al hours, both the ves­sels and bat­ter­ies: about four in the af­ter­noon, the sloop that guarded the chan­nel, was sunk by the shot of the man-of-war; then she can­non­aded the pir­ate ship of 22 guns, that lay be­hind the is­land. The next night, viz. the 18th, it fall­ing calm, Cap­tain Hume weigh’d, fear­ing he might fall on the reef, and so stood off and on for a day or two, to block them up. On the 20th, in the even­ing, they ob­served the man-of-war to stand off to sea, and took the op­por­tun­ity to warp out, in or­der to slip away from the is­land; but at twelve o’clock they run aground, and then see­ing the Scar­bor­ough about, stand­ing in again, as their case was des­per­ate, so they were put in­to the ut­most con­fu­sion; they quit­ted their ship, and set her on fire, with 20 Negroes in her, who were all burnt; 19 of the pir­ates made their es­cape in a small sloop, but the cap­tain and the rest, with 20 Negroes, betook to the woods, where ’twas prob­able they might starve, for we nev­er heard what be­came of ’em af­ter­wards: Cap­tain Hume re­leased the pris­on­ers, with the ship and sloop that re­mained, and then went after the two pir­ate sloops first men­tioned.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Of Cap­tain Teach Ali­as Black­beard

			
			Ed­ward Teach was a Bris­tol man born, but had sailed some time out of Ja­maica in pri­vat­eers, in the late French war; yet though he had of­ten dis­tin­guished him­self for his un­com­mon bold­ness and per­son­al cour­age, he was nev­er raised to any com­mand, till he went a-pir­at­ing, which I think was at the lat­ter end of the year 1716, when Cap­tain Ben­jamin Horn­igold put him in­to a sloop that he had made prize of, and with whom he con­tin­ued in con­sort­ship till a little while be­fore Horn­igold sur­rendered.

			In the spring of the year 1717, Teach and Horn­igold sailed from Provid­ence, for the main of Amer­ica, and took in their way a bil­lop from the Havana, with 120 bar­rels of flour, as also a sloop from Ber­muda, Thurbar Mas­ter, from whom they took only some gal­lons of wine, and then let him go; and a ship from Madeira to South Car­o­lina, out of which they got plun­der to a con­sid­er­able value.

			After clean­ing on the coast of Vir­gin­ia, they re­turned to the West In­dies, and in the lat­it­ude of 24, made prize of a large French Guinea­man, bound to Mar­ti­nique, which by Horn­igold’s con­sent, Teach went aboard of as cap­tain, and took a cruise in her; Horn­igold re­turned with his sloop to Provid­ence, where, at the ar­rival of Cap­tain Ro­gers, the Gov­ernor, he sur­rendered to mercy, pur­su­ant to the King’s pro­clam­a­tion.

			Aboard of this Guinea­man Teach moun­ted no guns, and named her the Queen Ann’s Re­venge; and cruis­ing near the is­land of St. Vin­cent, took a large ship, called the Great Al­len, Chris­toph­er Taylor Com­mand­er; the pir­ates plundered her of what they though fit, put all the men ashore upon the is­land above men­tioned, and then set fire to the ship.

			A few days after, Teach fell in with the Scar­bor­ough man-of-war, of 30 guns, who en­gaged him for some hours; but she find­ing the pir­ate well mann’d, and hav­ing tried her strength, gave over the en­gage­ment, and re­turned to Bar­ba­dos, the place of her sta­tion; and Teach sailed to­wards the Span­ish Amer­ica.

			In his way he met with a pir­ate sloop of ten guns, com­manded by one Ma­jor Bon­net, lately a gen­tle­man of good repu­ta­tion and es­tate in the Is­land of Bar­ba­dos, whom he joined; but in a few days after, Teach, find­ing that Bon­net knew noth­ing of a mari­time life, with the con­sent of his own men, put in an­oth­er cap­tain, one Richards, to com­mand Bon­net’s sloop, and took the ma­jor on aboard his own ship, telling him, that as he had not been used to the fa­tigues and care of such a post, it would be bet­ter for him to de­cline it, and live easy and at his pleas­ure, in such a ship as his, where he should not be ob­liged to per­form duty, but fol­low his own in­clin­a­tions.

			At Turneffe ten leagues short of the Bay of Hon­dur­as, the pir­ates took in fresh wa­ter; and while they were at an an­chor there, they saw a sloop com­ing in, whereupon, Richards in the sloop called the Re­venge, slipped his cable, and run out to meet her; who upon see­ing the black flag hois­ted, struck his sail and came to, un­der the stern of Teach the Com­modore. She was called the Ad­ven­ture, from Ja­maica, Dav­id Har­ri­ot Mas­ter. They took him and his men aboard the great ship, and sent a num­ber of oth­er hands with Is­rael Hands, mas­ter of Teach’s ship, to man the sloop for the pir­at­ic­al ac­count.

			The 9th of April, they weighed from Turneffe, hav­ing lain there about a week, and sailed to the bay, where they found a ship and four sloops, three of the lat­ter be­longed to Jonath­an Bern­ard, of Ja­maica, and the oth­er to Cap­tain James; the ship was of Bo­ston, called the Prot­est­ant Caesar, Cap­tain Wyar Com­mand­er. Teach hois­ted his black col­ours, and fired a gun, upon which Cap­tain Wyar and all his men, left their ship, and got ashore in their boat. Teach’s quarter­mas­ter, and eight of his crew, took pos­ses­sion of Wyar’s ship, and Richards se­cured all the sloops, one of which they burnt out of spite to the own­er; the Prot­est­ant Caesar they also burnt, after they had plundered her, be­cause she be­longed to Bo­ston, where some men had been hanged for pir­acy; and the three sloops be­long­ing to Bern­ard they let go.

			From hence the rovers sailed to Turkill, and then to the Grand Cay­man, a small is­land about thirty leagues to the west­ward of Ja­maica, where they took a small turtler, and so to the Havana, and from thence to the Ba­hama wrecks, and from the Ba­hama wrecks, they sailed to Car­o­lina, tak­ing a brig­antine and two sloops in their way, where they lay off the bar of Char­le­ston for five or six days. They took here a ship as she was com­ing out, bound for Lon­don, com­manded by Robert Clark, with some pas­sen­gers on board for Eng­land; the next day they took an­oth­er ves­sel com­ing out of Char­le­ston, and also two pinks com­ing in­to Char­le­ston; like­wise a brig­antine with 14 Negroes aboard; all which be­ing done in the face of the town, struck a great ter­ror to the whole province of Car­o­lina, hav­ing just be­fore been vis­ited by Vane, an­oth­er no­tori­ous pir­ate, that they aban­doned them­selves to dis­pair, be­ing in no con­di­tion to res­ist their force. They were eight sail in the har­bour, ready for the sea, but none dared to ven­ture out, it be­ing al­most im­possible to es­cape their hands. The in­ward bound ves­sels were un­der the same un­happy di­lemma, so that the trade of this place was totally in­ter­rup­ted: what made these mis­for­tunes heav­ier to them, was a long ex­pens­ive war, the colony had had with the nat­ives, which was but just ended when these rob­bers in­fes­ted them.

			Teach de­tained all the ships and pris­on­ers, and, be­ing in want of medi­cines, re­solves to de­mand a chest from the gov­ern­ment of the province; ac­cord­ingly Richards, the Cap­tain of the Re­venge sloop, with two or three more pir­ates, were sent up along with Mr. Marks, one of the pris­on­ers, whom they had taken in Clark’s ship, and very in­solently made their de­mands, threat­en­ing, that if they did not send im­me­di­ately the chest of medi­cines, and let the pir­ate-am­bas­sad­ors re­turn, without of­fer­ing any vi­ol­ence to their per­sons, they would murder all their pris­on­ers, send up their heads to the Gov­ernor, and set the ships they had taken on fire.

			Whilst Mr. Marks was mak­ing ap­plic­a­tion to the Coun­cil, Richards, and the rest of the pir­ates, walk’d the streets pub­licly, in the sight of all people, who were fired with the ut­most in­dig­na­tion, look­ing upon them as rob­bers and mur­der­ers, and par­tic­u­larly the au­thors of their wrongs and op­pres­sions, but durst not so much as think of ex­ecut­ing their re­venge, for fear of bring­ing more calam­it­ies upon them­selves, and so they were forced to let the vil­lains pass with im­pun­ity. The gov­ern­ment were not long in de­lib­er­at­ing upon the mes­sage, though ’twas the greatest af­front that could have been put upon them; yet for the sav­ing so many men’s lives, (among them, Mr. Samuel Wragg, one of the Coun­cil;) they com­ply’d with the ne­ces­sity, and sent aboard a chest, val­ued at between 3 and 400 £ and the pir­ates went back safe to their ships.

			Black­beard, (for so Teach was gen­er­ally called, as we shall here­after show) as soon as he had re­ceived the medi­cines and his broth­er rogues, let go the ships and the pris­on­ers; hav­ing first taken out of them in gold and sil­ver, about 1,500 £ ster­ling, be­sides pro­vi­sions and oth­er mat­ters.

			From the bar of Char­le­ston, they sailed to North Car­o­lina; Cap­tain Teach in the ship, which they called the man-of-war, Cap­tain Richards and Cap­tain Hands in the sloops, which they termed pri­vat­eers, and an­oth­er sloop serving them as a tender. Teach began now to think of break­ing up the com­pany, and se­cur­ing the money and the best of the ef­fects for him­self, and some oth­ers of his com­pan­ions he had most friend­ship for, and to cheat the rest: ac­cord­ingly, on pre­tence of run­ning in­to Top­sail In­let to clean, he groun­ded his ship, and then, as if it had been done un­design­edly, and by ac­ci­dent; he or­ders Hands’ sloop to come to his as­sist­ance, and get him off again, which he en­deav­our­ing to do, ran the sloop on­shore near the oth­er, and so were both lost. This done, Teach goes in­to the tender sloop, with forty hands, and leaves the Re­venge there; then takes sev­en­teen oth­ers and ma­roons them upon a small sandy is­land, about a league from the main, where there was neither bird, beast or herb for their sub­sist­ence, and where they must have per­ished if Ma­jor Bon­net had not two days after taken them off.

			Teach goes up to the Gov­ernor of North Car­o­lina, with about twenty of his men, sur­render to His Majesty’s pro­clam­a­tion, and re­ceive cer­ti­fic­ates there­of, from His Ex­cel­lency; but it did not ap­pear that their sub­mit­ting to this par­don was from any re­form­a­tion of man­ners, but only to wait a more fa­vour­able op­por­tun­ity to play the same game over again; which he soon after ef­fected, with great­er se­cur­ity to him­self, and with much bet­ter pro­spect of suc­cess, hav­ing in this time cul­tiv­ated a very good un­der­stand­ing with Charles Eden, Esq.; the Gov­ernor above men­tioned.

			The first piece of ser­vice this kind gov­ernor did to Black­beard, was, to give him a right to the ves­sel which he had taken, when he was a-pir­at­ing in the great ship called the Queen Ann’s Re­venge; for which pur­pose, a court of vice ad­mir­alty was held at Bath Town; and, though Teach had nev­er any com­mis­sion in his life, and the sloop be­long­ing to the Eng­lish mer­chants, and taken in time of peace; yet was she con­demned as a prize taken from the Span­iards, by the said Teach. These pro­ceed­ings show that gov­ernors are but men.

			Be­fore he sailed upon his ad­ven­tures, he marry’d a young creature of about six­teen years of age, the Gov­ernor per­form­ing the ce­re­mony. As it is a cus­tom to marry here by a priest, so it is there by a ma­gis­trate; and this, I have been in­formed, made Teach’s four­teenth wife, where­of, about a dozen might be still liv­ing. His be­ha­viour in this state, was some­thing ex­traordin­ary; for, while his sloop lay in Ocra­coke In­let, and he ashore at a plant­a­tion, where his wife lived, with whom after he had lain all night, it was his cus­tom to in­vite five or six of his bru­tal com­pan­ions to come ashore, and he would force her to pros­ti­tute her­self to them all, one after an­oth­er, be­fore his face.

			In June 1718, he went to sea, upon an­oth­er ex­ped­i­tion, and steered his course to­wards Ber­muda; he met with two or three Eng­lish ves­sels in his way, but robbed them only of pro­vi­sions, stores and oth­er ne­ces­sar­ies, for his present ex­pense; but near the is­land afore­men­tioned, he fell in with two French ships, one of them was laden with sug­ar and co­coa, and the oth­er light, both bound to Mar­ti­nique; the ship that had no lad­ing he let go, and put­ting all the men of the loaded ship aboard her, he brought home the oth­er with her cargo to North Car­o­lina, where the Gov­ernor and the pir­ates shared the plun­der.

			When Teach and his prize ar­rived, he and four of his crew went to His Ex­cel­lency, and made af­fi­davit, that they found the French ship at sea, without a soul on board her; and then a court was called, and the ship con­demned: the Gov­ernor had sixty hogsheads of sug­ar for his di­vidend, and one Mr. Knight, who was his sec­ret­ary, and col­lect­or for the province, twenty, and the rest was shared among the oth­er pir­ates.

			The busi­ness was not yet done, the ship re­mained, and it was pos­sible one or oth­er might come in­to the river, that might be ac­quain­ted with her, and so dis­cov­er the roguery; but Teach thought of a con­triv­ance to pre­vent this, for, upon a pre­tence that she was leaky, and that she might sink, and so stop up the mouth of the in­let or cove where she lay, he ob­tained an or­der from the Gov­ernor, to bring her out in­to the river, and set her on fire, which was ac­cord­ingly ex­ecuted, and she was burnt down to the wa­ter’s edge, her bot­tom sunk, and with it, their fears of her ever rising in judg­ment against them.

			Cap­tain Teach, ali­as Black­beard, passed three or four months in the river, some­times ly­ing at an­chor in the coves, at oth­er times sail­ing from one in­let to an­oth­er, trad­ing with such sloops as he met, for the plun­der he had taken, and would of­ten give them presents for stores and pro­vi­sions took from them; that is, when he happened to be in a giv­ing hu­mour; at oth­er times he made bold with them, and took what he liked, without say­ing, by your leave, know­ing well, they dared not send him a bill for the pay­ment. He of­ten di­ver­ted him­self with go­ing ashore among the plant­ers, where he rev­elled night and day: by these he was well re­ceived, but wheth­er out of love or fear, I can­not say; some­times he used them cour­teously enough, and made them presents of rum and sug­ar, in re­com­pence of what he took from them; but, as for liber­ties (which ’tis said) he and his com­pan­ions of­ten took with the wives and daugh­ters of the plant­ers, I can­not take upon me to say, wheth­er he paid them ad valor­em, or no. At oth­er times he car­ried it in a lordly man­ner to­wards them, and would lay some of them un­der con­tri­bu­tion; nay, he of­ten pro­ceeded to bully the Gov­ernor, not, that I can dis­cov­er the least cause of quar­rel betwixt them, but it seemed only to be done, to show he dared do it.

			The sloops trad­ing up and down this river, be­ing so fre­quently pil­laged by Black­beard, con­sul­ted with the traders, and some of the best of the plant­ers, what course to take; they, saw plainly it would be in vain to make any ap­plic­a­tion to the Gov­ernor of North Car­o­lina, to whom it prop­erly be­longed to find some re­dress; so that if they could not be re­lieved from some oth­er quarter, Black­beard would be like to reign with im­pun­ity, there­fore, with as much secrecy as pos­sible, they sent a depu­ta­tion to Vir­gin­ia, to lay the af­fair be­fore the Gov­ernor of that colony, and to so­li­cit an armed force from the men-of-war ly­ing there, to take or des­troy this pir­ate.

			This gov­ernor con­sul­ted with the cap­tains of the two men-of-war, viz. the Pearl and Lime, who had lain in St. James’ River, about ten months. It was agreed that the Gov­ernor should hire a couple of small sloops, and the men-of-war, should man them; this was ac­cord­ingly done, and the com­mand of them giv­en to Mr. Robert Maynard, First Lieu­ten­ant of the Pearl, an ex­per­i­enced of­ficer, and a gen­tle­man of great bravery and res­ol­u­tion, as will ap­pear by his gal­lant be­ha­viour in this ex­ped­i­tion. The sloops were well mann’d and fur­nished with am­muni­tion and small arms, but had no guns moun­ted.

			About the time of their go­ing out, the Gov­ernor called an as­sembly, in which it was re­solved to pub­lish a pro­clam­a­tion, of­fer­ing cer­tain re­wards to any per­son or per­sons, who, with­in a year after that time, should take or des­troy any pir­ate: the ori­gin­al pro­clam­a­tion be­ing in our hands, is as fol­lows.

			
				
					By His Majesty’s Lieu­ten­ant Gov­ernor and, Com­mand­er in Chief, of the Colony and Domin­ion of Vir­gin­ia,

					
						A Pro­clam­a­tion,
					

					Pub­lish­ing the re­wards giv­en for Ap­pre­hend­ing, or killing, pir­ates

				
				Where­as, by an act of as­sembly, made at a ses­sion of as­sembly, be­gun at the cap­it­al in Wil­li­ams­burgh, the el­ev­enth day of Novem­ber, in the fifth year of His Majesty’s reign, en­tit­uled, an act to en­cour­age the ap­pre­hend­ing and des­troy­ing of pir­ates: it is, amongst oth­er things en­acted, that all and every per­son, or per­sons, who, from and after the four­teenth day of Novem­ber, in the year of our lord one thou­sand sev­en hun­dred and eight­een, and be­fore the four­teenth day of Novem­ber, which shall be in the year of our lord one thou­sand sev­en hun­dred and nine­teen, shall take any pir­ate, or pir­ates, on the sea or land, or in case of res­ist­ance, shall kill any such pir­ate, or pir­ates, between the de­grees of thirty-four, and thirty-nine, of north­ern lat­it­ude, and with­in one hun­dred leagues of the con­tin­ent of Vir­gin­ia, or with­in the provinces of Vir­gin­ia, or North Car­o­lina, upon the con­vic­tion, or mak­ing due proof of the killing of all, and every such pir­ate, and pir­ates, be­fore the Gov­ernor and Coun­cil, shall be en­titled to have, and re­ceive out of the pub­lic money, in the hands of the treas­urer of this colony, the sev­er­al re­wards fol­low­ing; that is to say, for Ed­ward Teach, com­monly call’d Cap­tain Teach, or Black­beard, one hun­dred pounds, for every oth­er com­mand­er of a pir­ate ship, sloop, or ves­sel, forty pounds; for every lieu­ten­ant, mas­ter, or quarter­mas­ter, boat­swain, or car­penter, twenty pounds; for every oth­er in­feri­or of­ficer, six­teen pounds, and for every private man taken on board such ship, sloop, or ves­sel, ten pounds; and, that for every pir­ate, which shall be taken by any ship, sloop or ves­sel, be­long­ing to this colony, or North Car­o­lina, with­in the time afore­said, in any place what­so­ever, the like re­wards shall be paid ac­cord­ing to the qual­ity and con­di­tion of such pir­ates. Where­fore, for the en­cour­age­ment of all such per­sons as shall be will­ing to serve His Majesty, and their coun­try, in so just and hon­our­able an un­der­tak­ing, as the sup­press­ing a sort of people, who may be truly called en­emies to man­kind: I have thought fit, with the ad­vice and con­sent of His Majesty’s Coun­cil, to is­sue this pro­clam­a­tion, hereby de­clar­ing, the said re­wards shall be punc­tu­ally and justly paid, in cur­rent money of Vir­gin­ia, ac­cord­ing to the dir­ec­tions of the said act. And, I do or­der and ap­point this pro­clam­a­tion, to be pub­lished by the sher­iffs, at their re­spect­ive county houses, and by all min­is­ters and read­ers, in the sev­er­al churches and chapels, through­out this colony.

				
					Giv­en at our Coun­cil Cham­ber at Wil­li­ams­burgh, this 24th Day of Novem­ber, 1718, in the Fifth Year of His Majesty’s Reign

					
						God Save The King
					

					A. Spots­wood

				
			

			The 17th of Novem­ber, 1718, the lieu­ten­ant sail’d from Kic­quetan, in James River in Vir­gin­ia, and, the 21st in the even­ing, came to the mouth of Ocra­coke In­let, where he got sight of the pir­ate. This ex­ped­i­tion was made with all ima­gin­able secrecy, and the of­ficer man­ag’d with all the prudence that was ne­ces­sary, stop­ping all boats and ves­sels he met with, in the river, from go­ing up, and thereby pre­vent­ing any in­tel­li­gence from reach­ing Black­beard, and re­ceiv­ing at the same time an ac­count from them all, of the place where the pir­ate was lurk­ing; but not­with­stand­ing this cau­tion, Black­beard had in­form­a­tion of the design, from His Ex­cel­lency of the province; and his sec­ret­ary, Mr. Knight, wrote him a let­ter, par­tic­u­larly con­cern­ing it, in­tim­at­ing, that he had sent him four of his men, which were all he could meet with, in or about town, and so bid him be upon his guard. These men be­longed to Black­beard, and were sent from Bath Town to Ocra­coke In­let, where the sloop lay, which is about 20 leagues.

			Black­beard had heard sev­er­al re­ports, which happened not to be true, and so gave the less cred­it to this, nor was he con­vinced till he saw the sloops: whereupon he put his ves­sel in a pos­ture of de­fence; he had no more than twenty-five men on board, though he gave out to all the ves­sels he spoke with, that he had 40. When he had pre­pared for battle, he set down and spent the night in drink­ing with the mas­ter of a trad­ing sloop, who, ’twas thought, had more busi­ness with Teach, than he should have had.

			Lieu­ten­ant Maynard came to an an­chor, for the place be­ing shoal, and the chan­nel in­tric­ate, there was no get­ting in, where Teach lay, that night; but in the morn­ing he weighed, and sent his boat ahead of the sloops to sound; and com­ing with­in gun­shot of the pir­ate, re­ceived his fire; whereupon Maynard hois­ted the King’s col­ours, and stood dir­ectly to­wards him, with the best way that his sails and oars could made. Black­beard cut his cable, and en­deav­oured to make a run­ning fight, keep­ing a con­tinu­al fire at his en­emies, with his guns; Mr. Maynard not hav­ing any, kept a con­stant fire with small arms, while some of his men la­boured at their oars. In a little time Teach’s sloop ran aground, and Mr. Maynard’s draw­ing more wa­ter than that of the pir­ate, he could not come near him; so he anchored with­in half gun­shot of the en­emy, and, in or­der to light­en his ves­sel, that he might run him aboard, the lieu­ten­ant ordered all his bal­last to be thrown over­board, and all the wa­ter to be staved, and then weigh’d and stood for him; upon which Black­beard hail’d him in this rude man­ner: Damn you for vil­lains, who are you? And, from whence came you? The lieu­ten­ant made him an­swer, You may see by our col­ours we are no pir­ates. Black­beard bid him send his boat on board, that he might see who he was; but Mr. Maynard reply’d thus; I can­not spare my boat, but I will come aboard of you as soon as I can, with my sloop. Upon this, Black­beard took a glass of li­quor, and drank to him with these words: Dam­na­tion seize my soul if I give you quar­ters, or take any from you. In an­swer to which, Mr. Maynard told him, that he ex­pec­ted no quar­ters from him, nor should he give him any.

			By this time Black­beard’s sloop fleeted, as Mr. Maynard’s sloops were row­ing to­wards him, which be­ing not above a foot high in the waist, and con­sequently the men all ex­posed, as they came near to­geth­er, (there be­ing hitherto little or no ex­e­cu­tion done, on either side,) the pir­ate fired a broad­side, charged with all man­ner of small shot—a fatal stroke to them! The sloop the lieu­ten­ant was in, hav­ing twenty men killed and wounded, and the oth­er sloop nine. This could not be help’d, for there be­ing no wind, they were ob­lig’d to keep to their oars, oth­er­wise the pir­ate would have got away from him, which, it seems, the lieu­ten­ant was res­ol­ute to pre­vent.

			After this un­lucky blow, Black­beard’s sloop fell broad­side to the shore; Mr. Maynard’s oth­er sloop, which was called the Ranger, fell astern, be­ing, for the present, dis­abled; so the lieu­ten­ant find­ing his own sloop had way, and would soon be on board of Teach, he ordered all his men down, for fear of an­oth­er broad­side, which must have been their de­struc­tion, and the loss of their ex­ped­i­tion. Mr. Maynard was the only per­son that kept the deck, ex­cept the man at the helm, whom he dir­ec­ted to lie down snug, and the men in the hold were ordered to get their pis­tols and their swords ready for close fight­ing, and to come up at his com­mand; in or­der to which, two lad­ders were placed in the hatch­way for the more ex­ped­i­tion. When the lieu­ten­ant’s sloop boarded the oth­er, Cap­tain Teach’s men threw in sev­er­al new fash­ioned sort of gren­ades, viz. case bottles fill’d with powder, and small shot, slugs, and pieces of lead or iron, with a quick match in the mouth of it, which be­ing lighted without side, presently runs in­to the bottle to the powder, and as it is in­stantly thrown on board, gen­er­ally does great ex­e­cu­tion, be­sides put­ting all the crew in­to a con­fu­sion; but by good provid­ence, they had not that ef­fect here; the men be­ing in the hold, and Black­beard see­ing few or no hands aboard, told his men, that they were all knock’d on the head, ex­cept three or four; and there­fore, says he, let’s jump on board, and cut them to pieces.

			Whereupon, un­der the smoke of one of the bottles just men­tioned, Black­beard enters with four­teen men, over the bows of Maynard’s sloop, and were not seen by him till the air cleared; how­ever, he just then gave a sig­nal to his men, who all rose in an in­stant, and at­tack’d the pir­ates with as much bravery as ever was done upon such an oc­ca­sion: Black­beard and the lieu­ten­ant fired the first pis­tol at each oth­er, by which the pir­ate re­ceived a wound, and then en­gaged with swords, till the lieu­ten­ant’s un­luck­ily broke, and step­ping back to cock a pis­tol, Black­beard, with his cut­lash, was strik­ing at that in­stant, that one of Maynard’s men gave him a ter­rible wound in the neck and throat, by which the lieu­ten­ant came off with a small cut over his fin­gers.

			They were now closely and warmly en­gaged, the lieu­ten­ant and twelve men, against Black­beard and four­teen, till the sea was tinc­tur’d with blood round the ves­sel; Black­beard re­ceived a shot in­to his body from the pis­tol that Lieu­ten­ant Maynard dis­charg’d, yet he stood his ground, and fought with great fury, till he re­ceived five and twenty wounds, and five of them by shot. At length, as he was cock­ing an­oth­er pis­tol, hav­ing fired sev­er­al be­fore, he fell down dead; by which time eight more out of the four­teen dropp’d, and all the rest, much wounded, jump’d over­board, and call’d out for quar­ters, which was gran­ted, though it was only pro­long­ing their lives for a few days. The sloop Ranger came up, and at­tack’d the men that re­main’d in Black­beard’s sloop, with equal bravery, till they like­wise cry’d for quar­ters.

			Here was an end of that cour­ageous brute, who might have pass’d in the world for a hero, had he been em­ploy’d in a good cause; his de­struc­tion, which was of such con­sequence to the plant­a­tions, was en­tirely ow­ing to the con­duct and bravery of Lieu­ten­ant Maynard and his men, who might have des­troy’d him with much less loss, had they had a ves­sel with great guns; but they were ob­liged to use small ves­sels, be­cause the holes and places he lurk’d in, would not ad­mit of oth­ers of great­er draught; and it was no small dif­fi­culty for this gen­tle­man to get to him, hav­ing groun­ded his ves­sel, at least, a hun­dred times, in get­ting up the river, be­sides oth­er dis­cour­age­ments, enough to have turn’d back any gen­tle­man without dis­hon­our, who was less res­ol­ute and bold than this lieu­ten­ant. The broad­side that did so much mis­chief be­fore they boarded, in all prob­ab­il­ity saved the rest from de­struc­tion; for be­fore that Teach had little or no hopes of es­cap­ing, and there­fore had pos­ted a res­ol­ute fel­low, a Negro whom he had bred up, with a lighted match, in the powder-room, with com­mands to blow up when he should give him or­ders, which was as soon as the lieu­ten­ant and his men could have entered, that so he might have des­troy’d his con­quer­ors: and when the Negro found how it went with Black­beard, he could hardly be per­suaded from the rash ac­tion, by two pris­on­ers that were then in the hold of the sloop.

			What seems a little odd, is, that some of these men, who be­haved so bravely against Black­beard, went af­ter­wards a-pir­at­ing them­selves, and one of them was taken along with Roberts; but I do not find that any of them were provided for, ex­cept one that was hanged; but this is a di­gres­sion.

			The lieu­ten­ant caused Black­beard’s head to be severed from his body, and hung up at the bow­sprit end, then he sailed to Bath Town, to get re­lief for his wounded men.

			It must be ob­served, that in rum­ma­ging the pir­ate’s sloop, they found sev­er­al let­ters and writ­ten pa­pers, which dis­covered the cor­res­pond­ence betwixt Gov­ernor Eden, the sec­ret­ary and col­lect­or, and also some traders at New York, and Black­beard. It is likely he had re­gard enough for his friends, to have des­troyed these pa­pers be­fore the ac­tion, in or­der to hinder them from fall­ing in­to such hands, where the dis­cov­ery would be of no use, either to the in­terest or repu­ta­tion of these fine gen­tle­men, if it had not been his fixed res­ol­u­tion to have blown up to­geth­er, when he found no pos­sib­il­ity of es­cap­ing.

			When the lieu­ten­ant came to Bath Town, he made bold to seize in the Gov­ernor’s store­house, the sixty hogsheads of sug­ar, and from hon­est Mr. Knight, twenty; which it seems was their di­vidend of the plun­der taken in the French ship; the lat­ter did not long sur­vive this shame­ful dis­cov­ery, for be­ing ap­pre­hens­ive that he might be called to an ac­count for these trifles, fell sick with the fright, and died in a few days.

			After the wounded men were pretty well re­cov­er’d, the lieu­ten­ant sailed back to the men-of-war in James River, in Vir­gin­ia, with Black­beard’s head still hanging at the bow­sprit end, and fif­teen pris­on­ers, thir­teen of whom were hanged. It ap­pear­ing upon tri­al, that one of them, viz. Samuel Odell, was taken out of the trad­ing sloop, but the night be­fore the en­gage­ment. This poor fel­low was a little un­lucky at his first en­ter­ing upon his new trade, there ap­pear­ing no less than 70 wounds upon him after the ac­tion, not­with­stand­ing which, he lived, and was cured of them all. The oth­er per­son that es­caped the gal­lows, was one Is­rael Hands, the mas­ter of Black­beard’s sloop, and formerly cap­tain of the same, be­fore the Queen Ann’s Re­venge was lost in Top­sail In­let.

			The afore­said Hands happened not to be in the fight, but was taken af­ter­wards ashore at Bath Town, hav­ing been some­time be­fore dis­abled by Black­beard, in one of his sav­age hu­mours, after the fol­low­ing man­ner.—One night drink­ing in his cab­in with Hands, the pi­lot, and an­oth­er man; Black­beard without any pro­voca­tion privately draws out a small pair of pis­tols, and cocks them un­der the table, which be­ing per­ceived by the man, he with­drew and went upon deck, leav­ing Hands, the pi­lot, and the cap­tain to­geth­er. When the pis­tols were ready, he blew out the candle, and cross­ing his hands, dis­charged them at his com­pany; Hands, the mas­ter, was shot thro’ the knee, and lam’d for life; the oth­er pis­tol did no ex­e­cu­tion.—Be­ing asked the mean­ing of this, he only answered, by damning them, that if he did not now and then kill one of them, they would for­get who he was.

			Hands be­ing taken, was try’d and con­demned, but just as he was about to be ex­ecuted, a ship ar­rives at Vir­gin­ia with a pro­clam­a­tion for pro­long­ing the time of His Majesty’s par­don, to such of the pir­ates as should sur­render by a lim­ited time therein ex­pressed: not­with­stand­ing the sen­tence, Hands pleaded the par­don, and was al­lowed the be­ne­fit of it, and is alive at this time in Lon­don, beg­ging his bread.

			Now that we have giv­en some ac­count of Teach’s life and ac­tions, it will not be amiss, that we speak of his beard, since it did not a little con­trib­ute to­wards mak­ing his name so ter­rible in those parts.

			Plut­arch, and oth­er grave his­tor­i­ans have taken no­tice, that sev­er­al great men amongst the Ro­mans, took their sur­names from cer­tain odd marks in their coun­ten­ances; as Cicero, from a mark or vetch on his nose; so our hero, Cap­tain Teach, as­sumed the cogno­men of Black­beard, from that large quant­ity of hair, which, like a fright­ful met­eor, covered his whole face, and frightened Amer­ica more than any comet that has ap­peared there a long time.

			This beard was black, which he suffered to grow of an ex­tra­vag­ant length; as to breadth, it came up to his eyes; he was ac­cus­tomed to twist it with rib­bons, in small tails, after the man­ner of our Ra­mil­lies wigs, and turn them about his ears: in time of ac­tion, he wore a sling over his shoulders, with three brace of pis­tols, hanging in hol­sters like ban­do­liers; and stuck lighted matches un­der his hat, which ap­pear­ing on each side of his face, his eyes nat­ur­ally look­ing fierce and wild, made him al­to­geth­er such a fig­ure, that ima­gin­a­tion can­not form an idea of a fury, from hell, to look more fright­ful.

			If he had the look of a fury, his hu­mours and pas­sions were suit­able to it; we shall re­late two or three more of his ex­tra­vag­an­cies, which we omit­ted in the body of his his­tory, by which it will ap­pear, to what a pitch of wicked­ness, hu­man nature may ar­rive, if it’s pas­sions are not checked.

			In the com­mon­wealth of pir­ates, he who goes the greatest length of wicked­ness, is looked upon with a kind of envy amongst them, as a per­son of a more ex­traordin­ary gal­lantry, and is thereby en­titled to be dis­tin­guished by some post, and if such a one has but cour­age, he must cer­tainly be a great man. The hero of whom we are writ­ing, was thor­oughly ac­com­plished this way, and some of his frol­ics of wicked­ness, were so ex­tra­vag­ant, as if he aimed at mak­ing his men be­lieve he was a dev­il in­carn­ate; for be­ing one day at sea, and a little flushed with drink:—come, says he, let us make a hell of our own, and try how long we can bear it; ac­cord­ingly he, with two or three oth­ers, went down in­to the hold, and clos­ing up all the hatches, filled sev­er­al pots full of brim­stone, and oth­er com­bust­ible mat­ter, and set it on fire, and so con­tin­ued till they were al­most suf­foc­ated, when some of the men cried out for air; at length he opened the hatches, not a little pleased that he held out the longest.

			The night be­fore he was killed, he set up and drank till the morn­ing, with some of his own men, and the mas­ter of a mer­chant­man, and hav­ing had in­tel­li­gence of the two sloops com­ing to at­tack him, as has been be­fore ob­served; one of his men asked him, in case any­thing should hap­pen to him in the en­gage­ment with the sloops, wheth­er his wife knew where he had bur­ied his money? He answered, that nobody but him­self and the dev­il, knew where it was, and the longest liv­er should take all.

			Those of his crew who were taken alive, told a story which may ap­pear a little in­cred­ible; how­ever, we think it will not be fair to omit it, since we had it from their own mouths. That once upon a cruise, they found out that they had a man on board more than their crew; such a one was seen sev­er­al days amongst them, some­times be­low, and some­times upon deck, yet no man in the ship could give an ac­count who he was, or from whence he came; but that he dis­ap­peared little be­fore they were cast away in their great ship, but, it seems, they ver­ily be­lieved it was the dev­il.

			One would think these things should in­duce them to re­form their lives, but so many rep­rob­ates to­geth­er, en­cour­aged and spir­ited one an­oth­er up in their wicked­ness, to which a con­tinu­al course of drink­ing did not a little con­trib­ute; for in Black­beard’s journ­al, which was taken, there were sev­er­al memor­andums of the fol­low­ing nature, sound writ with his own hand.—Such a day, rum all out:—Our com­pany some­what sober:—A damn’d con­fu­sion amongst us!—rogues a-plot­ting;—great talk of sep­ar­a­tion.—So I look’d sharp for a prize;—such a day took one, with a great deal of li­quor on board, so kept the com­pany hot, damned hot, then all things went well again.

			Thus it was these wretches passed their lives, with very little pleas­ure or sat­is­fac­tion, in the pos­ses­sion of what they vi­ol­ently take away from oth­ers, and sure to pay for it at last, by an ig­no­mini­ous death.

			
				
					The names of the pir­ates killed in the en­gage­ment, are as fol­lows

				
				
						
						Ed­ward Teach, Com­mand­er

					

						
						Phil­lip Mor­ton, Gun­ner

					

						
						Gar­rat Gib­bens, Boat­swain

					

						
						Owen Roberts, Car­penter

					

						
						Thomas Miller, Quarter­mas­ter

					

						
						John Husk

					

						
						Joseph Cur­tice

					

						
						Joseph Brooks (1)

					

						
						Nath. Jack­son

					

				

			

			
				
					All the rest, ex­cept the two last, were wounded and af­ter­wards hanged in Vir­gin­ia

				
				
						
						John Carne

					

						
						Joseph Brooks (2)

					

						
						James Blake

					

						
						John Gills

					

						
						Thomas Gates

					

						
						James White

					

						
						Richard Stiles

					

						
						Caesar

					

						
						Joseph Philips

					

						
						James Rob­bins

					

						
						John Mar­tin

					

						
						Ed­ward Salt­er

					

						
						Steph­en Daniel

					

						
						Richard Green­sail

					

						
						Is­rael Hands, Pardoned

					

						
						Samuel Odell, Ac­quit­ted

					

				

			

			There were in the pir­ate sloops, and ashore in a tent, near where the sloops lay, 25 hogsheads of sug­ar, 11 teirces, and 145 bags of co­coa, a bar­rel of in­digo, and a bale of cot­ton; which, with what was taken from the Gov­ernor and Sec­ret­ary, and the sale of the sloop, came to 2,500 £ be­sides the re­wards paid by the Gov­ernor of Vir­gin­ia, pur­su­ant to his pro­clam­a­tion; all which was di­vided among the com­pan­ies of the two ships, Lime and Pearl, that lay in James River; the brave fel­lows that took them com­ing in for no more than their di­vidend amongst the rest, and was paid it with­in these three months.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Of Ma­jor Stede Bon­net and His Crew

			
			The ma­jor was a gen­tle­man of good repu­ta­tion in the Is­land of Bar­ba­dos, was mas­ter of a plen­ti­ful for­tune, and had the ad­vant­age of a lib­er­al edu­ca­tion. He had the least tempta­tion of any man to fol­low such a course of life, from the con­di­tion of his cir­cum­stances. It was very sur­pris­ing to every­one, to hear of the ma­jor’s en­ter­prise, in the is­land were he liv’d; and as he was gen­er­ally es­teem’d and hon­oured, be­fore he broke out in­to open acts of pir­acy, so he was af­ter­wards rather pity’d than con­demned, by those that were ac­quain­ted with him, be­liev­ing that this hu­mour of go­ing a-pir­at­ing, pro­ceeded from a dis­order in his mind, which had been but too vis­ible in him, some time be­fore this wicked un­der­tak­ing; and which is said to have been oc­ca­sioned by some dis­com­forts he found in a mar­ried state; be that as it will, the ma­jor was but ill-qual­i­fy’d for the busi­ness, as not un­der­stand­ing mari­time af­fairs.

			How­ever, he fit­ted out a sloop with ten guns and 70 men, en­tirely at his own ex­pense, and in the night­time sailed from Bar­ba­dos. He called his sloop the Re­venge; his first cruise was off the capes of Vir­gin­ia, where he took sev­er­al ships, and plundered them of their pro­vi­sions, clothes, money, am­muni­tion, etc. in par­tic­u­lar the Anne, Cap­tain Mont­gomery, from Glas­gow; the Turbet from Bar­ba­dos, which for coun­try sake, after they had taken out the prin­cip­al part of the lad­ing, the pir­ate crew set her on fire; the En­deav­our, Cap­tain Scot, from Bris­tol, and the Young from Leith. From hence they went to New York, and off the East End of Long Is­land, took a sloop bound for the West In­dies, after which they stood in and landed some men at Gard­ner’s Is­land, but in a peace­able man­ner, and bought pro­vi­sions for the com­pany’s use, which they paid for, and so went off again without mo­lesta­tion.

			Some time after, which was in Au­gust 1717, Bon­net came off the bar of South Car­o­lina, and took a sloop and a brig­antine bound in; the sloop be­longed to Bar­ba­dos, Joseph Palmer Mas­ter, laden with rum, sug­ar and Negroes; and the brig­antine came from New Eng­land, Thomas Port­er Mas­ter, whom they plundered, and then dis­miss’d; but they sailed away with the sloop, and at an in­let in North Car­o­lina ca­reened by her, and then set her on fire.

			After the sloop had cleaned, they put to sea, but came to no res­ol­u­tion what course to take; the crew were di­vided in their opin­ions, some be­ing for one thing, and some an­oth­er, so that noth­ing but con­fu­sion seem’d to at­tend all their schemes.

			The ma­jor was no sail­or as was said be­fore, and there­fore had been ob­liged to yield to many things that were im­posed on him, dur­ing their un­der­tak­ing, for want of a com­pet­ent know­ledge in mari­time af­fairs; at length hap­pen­ing to fall in com­pany with an­oth­er pir­ate, one Ed­ward Teach, (who for his re­mark­able black ugly beard, was more com­monly called Black­beard:) This fel­low was a good sail­or, but a most cruel hardened vil­lain, bold and dar­ing to the last de­gree, and would not stick at the per­pet­rat­ing the most ab­om­in­able wicked­ness ima­gin­able; for which he was made chief of that ex­ec­rable gang, that it might be said that his post was not un­duly filled, Black­beard be­ing truly the su­per­i­or in roguery, of all the com­pany, as has been already re­lated.

			To him Bon­net’s crew joined in con­sort­ship, and Bon­net him­self was laid aside, not­with­stand­ing the sloop was his own; he went aboard Black­beard’s ship, not con­cern­ing him­self with any of their af­fairs, where he con­tin­ued till she was lost in Top­sail In­let, and one Richards was ap­poin­ted cap­tain in his room. The Ma­jor now saw his folly, but could not help him­self, which made him mel­an­choly; he re­flec­ted upon his past course of life, and was con­foun­ded with shame, when he thought upon what he had done: his be­ha­viour was taken no­tice of by the oth­er pir­ates, who liked him nev­er the bet­ter for it; and he of­ten de­clared to some of them, that he would gladly leave off that way of liv­ing, be­ing fully tired of it; but he should be ashamed to see the face of any Eng­lish­man again; there­fore if he could get to Spain or Por­tugal, where he might be un­dis­covered, he would spend the re­mainder of his days in either of those coun­tries, oth­er­wise he must con­tin­ue with them as long as he lived.

			When Black­beard lost his ship at Top­sail In­let, and sur­rendered to the King’s pro­clam­a­tion, Bon­net re­as­sumed the com­mand of his own sloop, Re­venge, goes dir­ectly away to Bath Town in North Car­o­lina, sur­renders like­wise to the King’s par­don, and re­ceives a cer­ti­fic­ate. The war was now broke out between the triple al­lies and Spain; so Ma­jor Bon­net gets a clear­ance for his sloop at North Car­o­lina, to go to the is­land of St. Thomas, with a design (at least it was pre­ten­ded so) to get the Em­per­or’s com­mis­sion, to go a pri­vat­eer­ing upon the Span­iards. When Bon­net came back to Top­sail In­let, he found that Teach and his gang were gone, and that they had taken all the money, small arms and ef­fects of value out of the great ship, and set ashore on a small sandy is­land above a league from the main, sev­en­teen men, no doubt with a design they should per­ish, there be­ing no in­hab­it­ant, or pro­vi­sions to sub­sist with­al, nor any boat or ma­ter­i­als to build or make any kind of launch or ves­sel, to es­cape from that des­ol­ate place: they re­mained there two nights and one day, without sub­sist­ence, or the least pro­spect of any, ex­pect­ing noth­ing else but a linger­ing death; when to their in­ex­press­able com­fort, they saw re­demp­tion at hand; for Ma­jor Bon­net hap­pen­ing to get in­tel­li­gence of their be­ing there, by two of the pir­ates who had es­caped Teach’s cruelty, and had got to a poor little vil­lage at the up­per end of the har­bour, sent his boat to make dis­cov­ery of the truth of the mat­ter, which the poor wretches see­ing, made a sig­nal to them, and they were all brought on board Bon­net’s sloop.

			Ma­jor Bon­net told all his com­pany, that he would take a com­mis­sion to go against the Span­iards, and to that end, was go­ing to St. Thomas there­fore if they would go with him, they should be wel­come; whereupon they all con­sen­ted, but as the sloop was pre­par­ing to sail, a bum­boat, that brought apples and cider to sell to the sloop’s men, in­formed them, that Cap­tain Teach lay at Ocra­coke In­let, with only 18 or 20 hands. Bon­net, who bore him a mor­tal hatred for some in­sults offered him, went im­me­di­ately in pur­suit of Black­beard, but it happened too late, for he missed of him there, and after four days cruise, hear­ing no farther news of him, they steered their course to­wards Vir­gin­ia.

			In the month of Ju­ly, these ad­ven­tur­ers came off the capes, and meet­ing with a pink with a stock of pro­vi­sions on board, which they happened to be in want of, they took out of her ten or twelve bar­rels of pork, and about 400 weight of bread; but be­cause they would not have this set down to the ac­count of pir­acy, they gave them eight or ten casks of rice, and an old cable, in lieu there­of.

			Two days af­ter­wards they chased a sloop of sixty ton, and took her two leagues off of Cape Henry; they were so happy here as to get a sup­ply of li­quor to their victu­als, for they brought from her two hogsheads of rum, and as many of molasses, which, it seems, they had need of, though they had not ready money to pur­chase them: what se­cur­ity they in­ten­ded to give, I can’t tell, but Bon­net sent eight men to take care of the prize sloop, who, per­haps, not caring to make use of those ac­cus­tom’d freedoms, took the first op­por­tun­ity to go off with her, and Bon­net (who was pleased to have him­self called Cap­tain Thomas,) saw them no more.

			After this, the Ma­jor threw off all re­straint, and though he had just be­fore re­ceived His Majesty’s mercy, in the name of Stede Bon­net, he re­laps’d in good earn­est in­to his old vo­ca­tion, by the name of Cap­tain Thomas, and re­com­menced a down­right pir­ate, by tak­ing and plun­der­ing all the ves­sels he met with: he took off Cape Henry, two ships from Vir­gin­ia, bound to Glas­gow, out of which they had very little be­sides an hun­dred weight of to­bacco. The next day they took a small sloop bound from Vir­gin­ia to Ber­muda, which sup­ply’d them with twenty bar­rels of pork, some ba­con, and they gave her in re­turn, two bar­rels of rice, and a hogshead of molasses; out of this sloop two men enter’d vol­un­tar­ily. The next they took was an­oth­er Vir­gin­ia man, bound to Glas­gow, out of which they had noth­ing of value, save only a few combs, pins and needles, and gave her in­stead there­of, a bar­rel of pork, and two bar­rels of bread.

			From Vir­gin­ia they sailed to Phil­adelphia, and in the lat­it­ude of 38 north, they took a schoon­er, com­ing from North Car­o­lina, bound to Bo­ston, they had out of her only two dozen of calf­skins, to make cov­ers for guns, and two of their hands, and de­tained her some days. All this was but small game, and seem’d as if they design’d only to make pro­vi­sion for their sloop against they ar­rived at St. Thomas; for they hitherto had dealt fa­vour­ably with all that were so un­happy as so fall in­to their hands; but those that came after, fared not so well, for in the lat­it­ude of 32, off of Delaware River, near Phil­adelphia, they took two snows bound to Bris­tol, out of whom they got some money, be­sides goods, per­haps to the value of 150 pounds; at the same time they took a sloop of sixty tons bound from Phil­adelphia to Bar­ba­dos, which after tak­ing some goods out, they dis­missed along with the snows.

			The 29th day of Ju­ly, Cap­tain Thomas took a sloop of 50 tons, six or sev­en leagues off Delaware Bay, bound from Phil­adelphia to Bar­ba­dos, Thomas Read Mas­ter, laden with pro­vi­sions, which they kept, and put four or five of their hands on board her. The last day of Ju­ly, they took an­oth­er sloop of 60 tons, com­manded by Peter Man­war­ing, bound from An­ti­gua to Phil­adelphia, which they like­wise kept with all the cargo, con­sist­ing chiefly of rum, molasses, sug­ar, cot­ton, in­digo, and about 25 pound in money, val­ued in all to 500 pound.

			The last day of Ju­ly, our rovers with the ves­sels last taken, left Delaware Bay, and sailed to Cape Fear River, where they stayed too long for their safety, for the pir­ate sloop which they now new named the Roy­al James, proved very leaky, so that they were ob­liged to re­main here al­most two months, to re­fit and re­pair their ves­sel: they took in this river a small shal­lop, which they ripped up to mend the sloop, and re­tarded the fur­ther pro­sec­u­tion of their voy­age, as be­fore men­tioned, till the news came to Car­o­lina, of a pir­ate sloop’s be­ing there to car­reen with her prizes.

			Upon this in­form­a­tion, the Coun­cil of South Car­o­lina was alarmed, and ap­pre­hen­ded they should re­ceive an­oth­er vis­it from them speedily; to pre­vent which, Col­on­el Wil­li­am Rhet, of the same province, waited on the Gov­ernor, and gen­er­ously offered him­self to go with two sloops to at­tack this pir­ate; which the Gov­ernor read­ily ac­cep­ted, and ac­cord­ingly gave the Col­on­el a com­mis­sion and full power, to fit such ves­sels as he thought prop­er for the design.

			In a few days two sloops were equipped and manned: the Henry with 8 guns and 70 men, com­manded by Cap­tain John Mas­ters, and the Sea Nymph, with 8 guns and 60 men, com­manded by Cap­tain Fayrer Hall, both un­der the en­tire dir­ec­tion and com­mand of the afore­said Col­on­el Rhet, who, on the 14th of Septem­ber, went on board the Henry, and, with the oth­er sloop, sailed from Char­le­ston to Swil­li­vant’s Is­land, to put them­selves in or­der for the cruise. Just then ar­rived a small ship from An­ti­gua, one Cock Mas­ter, with an ac­count, that in sight of the bar he was taken and plundered by one Charles Vane, a pir­ate, in a brig­antine of 12 guns and 90 men; and who had also taken two oth­er ves­sels bound in there, one a small sloop, Cap­tain Dill Mas­ter, from Bar­ba­dos; the oth­er a brig­antine, Cap­tain Thompson Mas­ter, from Guinea, with ninety odd Negroes, which they took out of the ves­sel, and put on board an­oth­er sloop then un­der the com­mand of one Yeats, his con­sort, with 25 men. This prov’d for­tu­nate to the own­ers of the Guinea­man, for Yeats hav­ing of­ten at­temp­ted to quit this course of life, took an op­por­tun­ity in the night, to leave Vane and to run in­to North Edisto River, to the south­ward of Char­le­ston, and sur­rendered to His Majesty’s par­don. The own­ers got their Negroes, and Yeats and his men had cer­ti­fic­ates giv­en them from the gov­ern­ment.

			Vane cruised some time off the bar, in hopes to catch Yeats, and un­for­tu­nately for them, took two ships com­ing out, bound to Lon­don, and while the pris­on­ers were aboard, some of the pir­ates gave out, that they de­signed to go in­to one of the rivers to the south­ward. Col­on­el Rhet, upon hear­ing this, sailed over the bar the 15th of Septem­ber, with the two sloops be­fore men­tioned; and hav­ing the wind north­erly, went after the pir­ate Vane, and scoured the rivers and in­lets to the south­ward; but not meet­ing with him, tacked and stood for Cape Fear River, in pro­sec­u­tion of his first design. On the 26th fol­low­ing, in the even­ing, the Col­on­el with his small squad­ron, entered the river, and saw, over a point of land, three sloops at an an­chor, which were Ma­jor Bon­net and his prizes; but it happened that in go­ing up the river, the pi­lot run the Col­on­el’s sloops aground, and it was dark be­fore they were on float, which hindered their get­ting up that night. The pir­ates soon dis­covered the sloops, but not know­ing who they were, or upon what design they came in­to that river, they manned three ca­noes, and sent them down to take them, but they quickly found their mis­take, and re­turned to the sloop, with the un­wel­come news. Ma­jor Bon­net made pre­par­a­tions that night for en­ga­ging, and took all the men out of the prizes. He showed Cap­tain Man­war­ing, one of his pris­on­ers, a let­ter, he had just wrote, which he de­clared he would send to the Gov­ernor of Car­o­lina; the let­ter was to this ef­fect, viz. that if the sloops, which then ap­peared, were sent out against him, by the said Gov­ernor, and he should get clear off, that he would burn and des­troy all ships or ves­sels go­ing in or com­ing out of South Car­o­lina. The next morn­ing they got un­der sail, and came down the river, design­ing only a run­ning fight. Col­on­el Rhet’s sloops got like­wise un­der sail, and stood for him, get­ting upon each quarter of the pir­ate, with in­tent to board him; which he per­ceiv­ing, edged in to­wards the shore, and be­ing warmly en­gaged, their sloop ran aground: the Car­o­lina sloops be­ing in the same shoal wa­ter, were in the same cir­cum­stances; the Henry, in which Col­on­el Rhet was, groun­ded with­in pis­tol shot of the pir­ate, and on his bow; the oth­er sloop groun­ded right ahead of him, and al­most out of gun­shot, which made her of little ser­vice to the Col­on­el, while they lay aground.

			At this time the pir­ate had a con­sid­er­able ad­vant­age; for their sloop, after she was aground, lis­ted from Col­on­el Rhet’s, by which means they were all covered, and the Col­on­el’s sloop list­ing the same way, his men were much ex­posed; not­with­stand­ing which, they kept a brisk fire the whole time they lay thus aground, which was near five hours. The pir­ates made a wiff in their bloody flag, and beckoned sev­er­al times with their hats in de­ri­sion to the Col­on­el’s men, to come on board, which they answered with cheer­ful huz­zas, and said, that they would speak with them by and by; which ac­cord­ingly happened, for the Col­on­el’s sloop be­ing first afloat, he got in­to deep­er wa­ter, and after mend­ing the sloop’s rig­ging, which was much shattered in the en­gage­ment, they stood for the pir­ate, to give the fin­ish­ing stroke, and de­signed to go dir­ectly on board him; which he pre­ven­ted, by send­ing a flag of truce, and after some time ca­pit­u­lat­ing, they sur­rendered them­selves pris­on­ers. The Col­on­el took pos­ses­sion of the sloop, and was ex­tremely pleased to find that Cap­tain Thomas, who com­manded her, was the in­di­vidu­al per­son of Ma­jor Stede Bon­net, who had done them the hon­our sev­er­al times to vis­it their own coast of Car­o­lina.

			There were killed in this ac­tion, on board the Henry, ten men, and four­teen wounded; on board the Sea Nymph, two killed and four wounded. The of­ficers and sail­ors in both sloops be­haved them­selves with the greatest bravery; and had not the sloops so un­luck­ily run aground, they had taken the pir­ate with much less loss of men; but as he de­signed to get by them, and so make a run­ning fight, the Car­o­lina sloops were ob­liged to keep near him, to pre­vent his get­ting away. Of the pir­ates there were sev­en killed and five wounded, two of which died soon after of their wounds. Col­on­el Rhet weigh’d the 30th of Septem­ber, from Cape Fear River, and ar­rived at Char­le­ston the 3rd of Oc­to­ber, to the great joy of the whole province of Car­o­lina.

			Bon­net and his crew, two days after, were put ashore, and there not be­ing a pub­lic pris­on, the pir­ates were kept at the watch-house, un­der a guard of mi­li­tia; but Ma­jor Bon­net was com­mit­ted in­to the cus­tody of the mar­shal, at his house; and in a few days after, Dav­id Hari­ot the Mas­ter, and Ig­na­tius Pell the boat­swain, who were de­signed for evid­ences against the oth­er pir­ates, were re­moved from the rest of the crew, to the said mar­shal’s house, and every night two sen­tinels set about the said house; but wheth­er thro’ any cor­rup­tion, or want of care in guard­ing the pris­on­ers, I can’t say; but on the 24th of Oc­to­ber, the ma­jor and Hari­ot made their es­cape, the Boat­swain re­fus­ing to go along with them. This made a great noise in the province, and people were open in their re­sent­ments, of­ten re­flect­ing on the Gov­ernor, and oth­ers in the ma­gis­tracy, as though they had been brib’d, for con­niv­ing at their es­cape. These in­vect­ives arose from their fears, that Bon­net would be cap­able of rais­ing an­oth­er com­pany, and pro­sec­ute his re­venge against this coun­try, for what he had lately, though justly, suffered: but they were in a short time made easy in those re­spects; for as soon as the Gov­ernor had the ac­count of Bon­net’s es­cape, he im­me­di­ately is­sued out a pro­clam­a­tion, and prom­ised a re­ward of 700 pounds to any that would take him, and sent sev­er­al boats with armed men, both to the north­ward and south­ward, in pur­suit of him.

			Bon­net stood to the north­ward, in a small ves­sel, but want­ing ne­ces­sar­ies, and the weath­er be­ing bad, he was forced back, and so re­turn’d with his ca­noe, to Swil­li­vant’s Is­land, near Char­le­ston, to fetch sup­plies; but there be­ing some in­form­a­tion sent to the Gov­ernor, he sent for Col­on­el Rhet, and de­sired him to go in pur­suit of Bon­net; and ac­cord­ingly gave him a com­mis­sion for that pur­pose: where­fore the Col­on­el, with prop­er craft, and some men, went away that night for Swil­li­vant’s Is­land, and, after a very di­li­gent search, dis­covered Bon­net and Hari­ot to­geth­er; the Col­on­el’s men fired upon them, and killed Hari­ot upon the spot, and wounded one Negro and an In­di­an. Bon­net sub­mit­ted, and sur­render’d him­self; and the next morn­ing, be­ing Novem­ber the 6th, was brought by Col­on­el Rhet to Char­le­ston, and, by the Gov­ernor’s war­rant, was com­mit­ted in­to safe cus­tody, in or­der for his be­ing brought to his tri­al.

			On the 28th of Oc­to­ber, 1718, a court of vice ad­mir­alty was held at Char­le­ston, in South Car­o­lina, and, by sev­er­al ad­journ­ments, con­tin­ued to Wed­nes­day, the 12th of Novem­ber fol­low­ing, for the tri­al of the pir­ates taken in a sloop formerly called the Re­venge, but af­ter­wards the Roy­al James, be­fore Nich­olas Trot, Esq.; Judge of the Vice Ad­mir­alty, and Chief Justice of the said province of South Car­o­lina, and oth­er as­sist­ant judges.

			The King’s com­mis­sion to Judge Trot was read, and a grand jury sworn, for the find­ing of the sev­er­al bills, and a learned charge giv­en them by the said judge, wherein he 1st showed, that the sea was giv­en by God, for the use of men, and is sub­ject to domin­ion and prop­erty, as well as the land.

			2ndly, he par­tic­u­larly re­mark’d to them, the sov­er­eignty of the King of Eng­land over the Brit­ish Seas.

			3rdly, he ob­served, that as com­merce and nav­ig­a­tion could not be car­ried on without laws; so there have been al­ways par­tic­u­lar laws, for the bet­ter or­der­ing and reg­u­lat­ing mar­ine af­fairs; with an his­tor­ic­al ac­count or those laws, and ori­gin.

			4thly, he pro­ceeded to show, that there have been par­tic­u­lar courts and judges ap­poin­ted; to whose jur­is­dic­tion mari­time causes do be­long, and that in mat­ters both civil and crim­in­al.

			And then 5thly, he par­tic­u­larly showed them, the con­sti­tu­tion and jur­is­dic­tion of that court of ad­mir­alty ses­sions.

			And lastly, the crimes cog­niz­able therein; and par­tic­u­larly en­larged upon the crime of pir­acy, which was then brought be­fore them.

			The in­dict­ments be­ing found, a petit jury was sworn, and the fol­low­ing per­sons ar­raigned and tried.

			
					
					Stede Bon­net, ali­as Ed­wards, ali­as Thomas, late of Bar­ba­dos, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Robert Tuck­er, late of the is­land of Ja­maica, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Ed­ward Robin­son, late of New­Castle upon Tyne, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Neal Pa­ter­son, late of Ab­er­deen, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Wil­li­am Scot, late of Ab­er­deen, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Wil­li­am Eddy, ali­as Neddy, late of Ab­er­deen, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Al­ex­an­der An­nand, late of Ja­maica, Mar­iner.

				

					
					George Rose, late of Glas­gow, Mar­iner.

				

					
					George Dunkin, late of Glas­gow, Mar­iner.

				

					
					*Thomas Nich­olas, late of Lon­don, Mar­iner.

				

					
					John Ridge, late of Lon­don, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Mat­thew King, late of Ja­maica, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Daniel Perry, late of Bris­tol, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Henry Vir­gin, Late of Guern­sey Mar­iner.

				

					
					James Rob­bins, ali­as Rattle, late of Lon­don, Mar­iner.

				

					
					James Mul­let, ali­as Mil­let, late of Lon­don, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Thomas Price, late of Bris­tol, Mar­iner.

				

					
					James Wilson, late of Dub­lin, Mar­iner.

				

					
					John Lopez, late of Oporto, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Zachari­ah Long, late of the Province of Hol­land, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Job Bay­ley, late of Lon­don, Mar­iner.

				

					
					John Wil­li­am Smith, late of Char­le­ston, Car­o­lina, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Thomas Car­man, late of Maid­stone in Kent, Mar­iner.

				

					
					John Thomas, late of Ja­maica, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Wil­li­am Mor­ris­on, late of Ja­maica, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Samuel Booth, late of Char­le­ston, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Wil­li­am He­wit, late of Ja­maica, Mar­iner.

				

					
					John Levit, late of North Car­o­lina, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Wil­li­am Liv­ers, ali­as Evis.

				

					
					John Bri­erly, ali­as Tim­ber­head, late of Bath Town in North Car­o­lina, Mar­iner.

				

					
					Robert Boyd, late of Bath Town afore­said, Mar­iner.

				

					
					*Row­land Sharp, of Bath Town, Mar­iner.

				

					
					*Jonath­an Clarke, late of Char­le­ston, South Car­o­lina, Mar­iner.

				

					
					*Thomas Ger­rard, late of An­ti­gua, Mar­iner.

				

			

			And all, ex­cept the three last, and Thomas Nich­olas, were found Guilty, and re­ceived sen­tence of death.

			They were most of them try’d upon two in­dict­ments, as fol­lows.

			
				The jur­ors for our Sov­er­eign Lord the King, do upon their oath present, that Stede Bon­net, late of Bar­ba­dos, mar­iner, Robert Tuck­er, etc. etc. The 2nd day of Au­gust, in the fifth year of the reign of our Sov­er­eign Lord George, etc. by force of arms upon the high-sea, in a cer­tain place called Cape James, etc. did pir­at­ic­ally, and felo­ni­ously set upon, break, board, and enter, a cer­tain mer­chant sloop, called the Frances, Peter Man­war­ing Com­mand­er, by force, etc. upon the high-sea, in a cer­tain place, called Cape James, ali­as Cape In­lo­pen, about two miles dis­tant from the shore, in the lat­it­ude of 39, or there­abouts; and with­in the jur­is­dic­tion of the Court of Vice Ad­mir­alty, of South Car­o­lina, be­ing a sloop of cer­tain per­sons, (to the jur­ors, un­known) and then, and there, pir­at­ic­ally, and felo­ni­ously did make an as­sault, in, and upon the said Peter Man­war­ing, and oth­ers his mar­iners, (whose names to the jur­ors afore­said, are un­known,) in the same sloop, against the peace of God, and of our said now Sov­er­eign Lord the King, then, and there be­ing, pir­at­ic­ally and felo­ni­ously, did put the afore­said Peter Man­war­ing, and oth­ers, his mar­iners, of the same sloop, in the sloop afore­said, then be­ing, in cor­por­al fear of their lives, then and there, in the sloop afore­said, upon the high-sea, in the place afore­said, called Cape James, ali­as Cape In­lo­pen, about two miles from the shore, in the lat­it­ude of 39, or there­abouts, as afore­said, and with­in the jur­is­dic­tion afore­said; pir­at­ic­ally, and felo­ni­ously, did steal, take, and carry away the said mer­chant sloop, called the Frances, and also twenty-six hogsheads, etc. etc. etc. be­ing found in the afore­said sloop, in the cus­tody and pos­ses­sion of the said Peter Man­war­ing, and oth­ers, his mar­iners of the said sloop, and from their cus­tody and pos­ses­sion, then and there, upon the high-sea afore­said, called Cape James, ali­as Cape In­lo­pen, as afore­said, and with­in the jur­is­dic­tion afore­said, against the peace of our now Sov­er­eign Lord the King, his Crown and Dig­nity.

			

			This was the form of the in­dict­ments they were ar­raigned upon, and though they might have proved sev­er­al more facts upon the ma­jor part of the crew, the court thought fit to pro­sec­ute but two; the oth­er was for seiz­ing in a pir­at­ic­al and felo­ni­ous man­ner, the sloop For­tune, Thomas Read Com­mand­er; which in­dict­ment run­ning in the same form with the above­men­tioned, it will be un­ne­ces­sary to say more of it.

			All the pris­on­ers ar­raigned, pleaded Not Guilty, and put them­selves upon their tri­als, ex­cept James Wilson, and John Levit, who pleaded Guilty to both in­dict­ments, and Daniel Perry, to one only. The Ma­jor would have gone through both the in­dict­ments at once, which the Court not ad­mit­ting, he pleaded Not Guilty to both in­dict­ments, but be­ing con­victed of one, he re­trac­ted his former plea to the second in­dict­ment, and pleaded guilty to it.

			The pris­on­ers made little or no de­fence, every­one pre­tend­ing only that they were taken off a ma­roon shore, and were shipped with Ma­jor Bon­net to go to St. Thomas; but be­ing out at sea, and want­ing pro­vi­sions, they were ob­liged to do what they did by oth­ers; and so did Ma­jor Bon­net him­self, pre­tend that ’twas force, not in­clin­a­tion, that oc­ca­sioned what had happened. How­ever, the facts be­ing plainly proved, and that they had all shared ten or el­ev­en pounds a man, ex­cept­ing the three last, and Thomas Nich­ols, they were all but they, found Guilty. The Judge made a very grave speech to them, set­ting forth the enorm­ity of their crimes, the con­di­tion they were now in, and the nature and ne­ces­sity of an un­feigned re­pent­ance; and then re­com­men­ded them to the min­is­ters of the province, for more ample dir­ec­tions, to fit them for etern­ity, for (con­cluded he) the priest’s lips shall keep know­ledge, and you shall seek the law at their mouths; for they are the mes­sen­gers of the Lord (Matt. 2:57). And the am­bas­sad­ors of Christ, and un­to them is com­mit­ted the word [or doc­trine] of re­con­cili­ation, (2 Cor. 5:19–20). And then pro­nounced sen­tence of death upon them.

			On Sat­urday Novem­ber the 8th, 1711. Robert Tuck­er, Ed­ward Robin­son, Neal Pa­ter­son, Wil­li­am Scot, Job Bay­ley, John Wil­li­am Smith, John Thomas, Wil­li­am Mor­ris­on, Samuel Booth, Wil­li­am He­wit, Wil­li­am Eddy, ali­as Neddy, Al­ex­an­der An­nand, George Ross, George Dunkin, Mat­thew King, Daniel Perry, Henry Vir­gin, James Rob­bins, James Mul­let, ali­as Mil­let, Thomas Price, John Lopez, and Zachari­ah Long, were ex­ecuted at the White Point near Char­le­ston, pur­su­ant to their sen­tence.

			As for the cap­tain, his es­cape pro­trac­ted his fate, and spun out his life a few days longer, for he was try’d the 10th, and be­ing found Guilty, re­ceived sen­tence in like man­ner as the former; be­fore which Judge Trot, made a most ex­cel­lent speech to him, rather some­what too long to be taken in­to our his­tory, yet I could not tell how to pass by so good and use­ful a piece of in­struc­tion, not know­ing whose hands this book may hap­pen to fall in­to.

			
				
					The Lord Chief Justices’ Speech Upon His Pro­noun­cing Sen­tence on Ma­jor Stede Bon­net

				
				Ma­jor Stede Bon­net, you stand here con­victed upon two in­dict­ments of pir­acy; one by the ver­dict of the jury, and the oth­er by your own con­fes­sion.

				Altho’ you were in­dicted but for two facts, yet you know that at your tri­al it was fully proved even by an un­will­ing wit­ness, that you pir­at­ic­ally took and rifled no less than thir­teen ves­sels, since you sail’d from North Car­o­lina.

				So that you might have been in­dicted, and con­victed of el­ev­en more acts of pir­acy, since you took the be­ne­fit of the King’s act of grace, and pre­ten­ded to leave that wicked course of life.

				Not to men­tion the many acts of pir­acy you com­mit­ted be­fore; for which if your par­don from man was nev­er so au­then­t­ic, yet you must ex­pect to an­swer for them be­fore God.

				You know that the crimes you have com­mit­ted are evil in them­selves, and con­trary to the light and law of nature, as well as the law of God, by which you are com­manded that “you shall not steal,” (Ex­od. 20:15). And the apostle St. Paul ex­pressly af­firms, that “thieves shall not in­her­it the king­dom of God,” (1 Cor. 6:10).

				But to theft you have ad­ded a great­er sin, which is murder. How many you may have killed of those that res­isted you in the com­mit­ting your former pir­acies, I know not: but this we all know, that be­sides the wounded, you kill’d no less than eight­een per­sons out of those that were sent by law­ful au­thor­ity to sup­press you, and put a stop to those rapines that you daily ac­ted.

				And how­ever you may fancy that that was killing men fairly in open fight, yet this know, that the power of the sword not be­ing com­mit­ted in­to your hands by any law­ful au­thor­ity, you were not em­powered to use any force, or fight any­one; and there­fore those per­sons that fell in that ac­tion, in do­ing their duty to their King and coun­try, were murdered, and their blood now cries out for ven­geance and justice against you: for it is the voice of nature, con­firmed by the law of God, that who­so­ever shed­de­th man’s blood, by man shall his blood be shed. (Gen. 9:6).

				And con­sider that death is not the only pun­ish­ment due to mur­der­ers; for they are threatened to have their part in the lake which bur­neth with fire and brim­stone, which is the second death, (Rev. 21:8) See Chap. 22. 15. Words which carry that ter­ror with them, that con­sid­er­ing your cir­cum­stances and your guilt, surely the sound of them must make you tremble; for who can dwell with ever­last­ing burn­ings? Chap. 33. 14.

				As the testi­mony of your con­science must con­vince you of the great and many evils you have com­mit­ted, by which you have highly of­fen­ded God, and pro­voked most justly his wrath and in­dig­na­tion against you, so I sup­pose I need not tell you that the only way of ob­tain­ing par­don and re­mis­sion of your sins from God, is by a true and un­feigned re­pent­ance and faith in Christ, by whose mer­it­ori­ous death and pas­sion, you can only hope for sal­va­tion.

				You be­ing a gen­tle­man that have had the ad­vant­age of a lib­er­al edu­ca­tion, and be­ing gen­er­ally es­teemed a man of let­ters, I be­lieve it will be need­less for me to ex­plain to you the nature of re­pent­ance and faith in Christ, they be­ing so fully and so of­ten men­tioned in the scrip­tures, that you can­not but know them. And there­fore, per­haps, for that reas­on it might be thought by some im­prop­er for me to have said so much to you, as I have already upon this oc­ca­sion; neither should I have done it, but that con­sid­er­ing the course of your life and ac­tions, I have just reas­on to fear, that the prin­ciples of re­li­gion that had been in­stilled in­to you by your edu­ca­tion, have been at least cor­rup­ted, if not en­tirely de­faced, by the scep­ti­cism and in­fi­del­ity of this wicked age; and that what time you al­lowed for study, was rather ap­plied to the po­lite lit­er­at­ure, and the vain philo­sophy of the times, than a ser­i­ous search after the law and will of God, as re­vealed un­to us in the Holy Scrip­tures: for had your de­light been in the law of the Lord, and that you had med­it­ated therein day and night, (Psal. 1:2) you would then have found that God’s word was a lamp un­to your feet, and a light to your path, (Ps. 119:105) and that you would ac­count all oth­er know­ledge but loss, in com­par­is­on of the ex­cel­lency of the know­ledge of Christ Je­sus, (Phil. 3:8) who to them that are called is the power of God, and the wis­dom of God, (1 Cor. 1:24) even the hid­den wis­dom which God or­dained be­fore the world, Chap. 2. 7.

				You would then have es­teemed the scrip­tures as the great charter of Heav­en, and which de­livered to us not only the most per­fect laws and rules of life, but also dis­covered to us the acts of par­don from God, wherein they have of­fen­ded those right­eous laws: for in them only is to be found the great mys­tery of fallen man’s re­demp­tion, which the an­gels de­sire to look in­to, (1 Pet. 1:12).

				And they would have taught you that sin is the de­bas­ing of hu­man nature, as be­ing a de­riv­a­tion from that pur­ity, rectitude, and holi­ness, in which God cre­ated us, and that vir­tue and re­li­gion, and walk­ing by the laws of God, were al­to­geth­er prefer­able to the ways of sin and Satan; for that the ways of vir­tue are ways of pleas­ant­ness, and all their paths are peace, (Prov. 3:17).

				But what you could not learn from God’s word, by reas­on of your care­lessly, or but su­per­fi­cially con­sid­er­ing the same, I hope the course of his provid­ence, and the present af­flic­tions that he hath laid upon you, hath now con­vinced you of the same: for how­ever in your seem­ing prosper­ity you might make a mock at your sins (Prov. 3:17) yet now that you see that God’s hand hath reached you, and brought you to pub­lic justice, I hope your present un­happy cir­cum­stances hath made you ser­i­ously re­flect upon your past ac­tions and course of life; and that you are now sens­ible of the great­ness of your sins, and that you find the bur­den of them is in­tol­er­able.

				And that there­fore be­ing thus la­bour­ing, and heavy laden with sin, (Mat. 11:28) you will es­teem that as the most valu­able know­ledge, that can show you how you can be re­con­ciled to that su­preme God that you have so highly of­fen­ded; and that can re­veal to you him who is not only the power­ful ad­voc­ate with the fath­er for you, (1 John 2:1) but also who hath paid that debt that is due for your sins by his own death upon the cross for you; and thereby made full sat­is­fac­tion for the justice of God. And this is to be found nowhere but in God’s word, which dis­cov­ers to us that Lamb of God which takes away the sins of the world, (John 1:29) which is Christ the son of God: for this know, and be as­sured, that there is none oth­er name un­der Heav­en giv­en among men, whereby we must be saved, (Acts 4:12) but only by the name of the Lord Je­sus.

				But then con­sider how he in­vites all sin­ners to come un­to him, and, that he will give them rest, (Matt. 11:28) for he as­sures us, that he came to seek and to save that which was lost, (Luke 19:10), (Math. 18:11) and hath prom­ised, that he that cometh un­to him, he will in no­wise cast out, (John 6:37).

				So that if now you will sin­cerely turn to him, though late, even at the el­ev­enth hour, (Matt. 20:6,9) he will re­ceive you.

				But surely I need not tell you, that the terms of his mercy is faith and re­pent­ance.

				And do not mis­take the nature of re­pent­ance to be only a bare sor­row for your sins, arising from the con­sid­er­a­tion of the evil and pun­ish­ment they have now brought upon you; but your sor­row must arise from the con­sid­er­a­tion of your hav­ing of­fen­ded a gra­cious and mer­ci­ful God.

				But I shall not pre­tend to give you any par­tic­u­lar dir­ec­tions as to the nature of re­pent­ance: I con­sider that I speak to a per­son, whose of­fences have pro­ceeded not so much from his not know­ing, as his slight­ing and neg­lect­ing his duty: neither is it prop­er for me to give ad­vice out of the way of my own pro­fes­sion.

				You may have that bet­ter de­livered to you by those who have made di­vin­ity their par­tic­u­lar study; and who, by their know­ledge, as well as their of­fice, as be­ing the am­bas­sad­ors of Christ, (2 Cor. 5:20) are best qual­i­fied to give you in­struc­tions therein.

				I only heart­ily wish, that what, in com­pas­sion to your soul, I have now said to you upon this sad and sol­emn oc­ca­sion, by ex­hort­ing you in gen­er­al to faith and re­pent­ance, may have that due ef­fect upon you, that thereby you may be­come a true pen­it­ent.

				And there­fore hav­ing now dis­charged my duty to you as a Chris­ti­an, by giv­ing you the best coun­sel I can, with re­spect to the sal­va­tion of your soul, I must now do my of­fice as a judge.

				The sen­tence that the law hath ap­poin­ted to pass upon you for your of­fences, and which this court doth there­fore award, is,

				That you, the said Stede Bon­net, shall go from hence to the place from whence you came, and from thence to the place of ex­e­cu­tion, where you shall be hanged by the neck till you are dead.

				And the God of in­fin­ite mercy be mer­ci­ful to your soul.

			

		
	
		
			
				V

				Of Capt. Ed­ward Eng­land, and His Crew

			
			Ed­ward Eng­land went mate of a sloop that sail’d out of Ja­maica, and was taken by Cap­tain Winter, a pir­ate, just be­fore their set­tle­ment at Provid­ence; from whence Eng­land had the com­mand of a sloop in the same laud­able em­ploy­ment: it is sur­pris­ing that men of good un­der­stand­ing should en­gage in a course of life, that so much de­bases hu­mane nature, and sets them upon a level with the wild beasts of the forest, who live and prey upon their weak­er fel­low creatures: a crime so enorm­ous! that it in­cludes al­most all oth­ers, as murder, rapine, theft, in­grat­it­ude, etc. and though they make these vices fa­mil­i­ar to them by their daily prac­tice, yet these men are so in­con­sist­ent with them­selves, that a re­flec­tion made upon their hon­our, their justice, or their cour­age, is look’d upon as an of­fence that ought to be pun­ished with the life of him that com­mits it: Eng­land was one of these men, who seem’d to have such a share of reas­on, as should have taught him bet­ter things. He had a great deal of good nature, and did not want for cour­age; he was not av­ar­i­cious, and al­ways averse to the ill us­age pris­on­ers re­ceived: he would have been con­ten­ted with mod­er­ate plun­der, and less mis­chiev­ous pranks, could his com­pan­ions have been brought to the same tem­per, but he was gen­er­ally over-rul’d, and as he was en­gaged in that ab­om­in­able so­ci­ety, he was ob­liged to be a part­ner in all their vile ac­tions.

			Cap­tain Eng­land sail’d to the coast of Africa, after the is­land of Provid­ence was settled by the Eng­lish gov­ern­ment, and the pir­ates sur­rendered to His Majesty’s pro­clam­a­tion; and took sev­er­al ships and ves­sels, par­tic­u­larly the Cadogan snow be­long­ing to Bris­tol, at Si­erra Le­one, one Skin­ner Mas­ter, who was in­hu­manly murdered by some of the crew, that had lately been his own men, and served in the said ves­sel. It seems some quar­rel had happened between them, so that Skin­ner thought fit to re­move these fel­lows on board of a man-of-war, and at the same time re­fused them their wages; not long after they found means to desert that ser­vice, and ship­ping them­selves aboard a sloop in the West In­dies, was taken by a pir­ate, and brought to Provid­ence, and sailed upon the same ac­count along with Cap­tain Eng­land.

			As soon as Skin­ner had struck to the pir­ate, he was ordered to come on board in his boat, which he did, and the per­son that he first cast his eye upon, proved to be his old boat­swain, who star’d him in the face like his evil geni­us, and ac­cos­ted him in this man­ner.—Ah, Cap­tain Skin­ner! Is it you? The only man I wished to see; I am much in your debt, and now I shall pay you all in your own coin.

			The poor man trembled every joint, when he found in­to what com­pany he had fallen, and dreaded the event, as he had reas­on enough so to do; for the boat­swain im­me­di­ately called to his con­sorts, laid hold of the cap­tain, and made him fast to the wind­lass, and there pel­ted him with glass bottles, which cut him in a sad man­ner; after which they whipp’d him about the deck, till they were weary, be­ing deaf to all his pray­ers and en­treat­ies, and at last, be­cause he had been a good mas­ter to his men, they said, he should have an easy death, and so shot him thro’ the head. They took some few things out of the snow, but gave the ves­sel and all her cargo to How­el Dav­is the mate; and the rest of the crew, as will be here­after men­tioned in the chapter of Cap­tain Dav­is.

			Cap­tain Eng­land took a ship called the Pearl, Cap­tain Tyz­ard Com­mand­er, for which he ex­changed his own sloop, fit­ted her up for the pir­at­ic­al ac­count, and new christen’d her, the Roy­al James, with which he took sev­er­al ships and ves­sels of dif­fer­ent na­tions at the Azores and Cape de Verde Is­lands.

			In the spring, 1719, the rovers re­turned to Africa, and be­gin­ning at the River Gam­bia, sailed all down the coast; and between that and Cape Corso, took the fol­low­ing ships and ves­sels.

			
					
					The Eagle pink, Cap­tain Rick­ets Com­mand­er be­long­ing to Cork, taken the 25th of March, hav­ing 6 guns and 17 men on board, sev­en of which turned pir­ates.

				

					
					The Char­lotte Cap­tain Old­son of Lon­don taken May the 26th hav­ing 8 guns and 18 men on board 13 of which turned pir­ates.

				

					
					The Sarah Cap­tain Stunt of Lon­don taken the 27th of May hav­ing 4 guns and 18 men on board 3 of which turned pir­ates.

				

					
					The Bent­worth Cap­tain Garden­er of Bris­tol taken the 27th of May hav­ing 12 guns and 30 men on board 12 of which turned pir­ates.

				

					
					The Buck sloop Cap­tain Sylvester of Gam­bia taken the 27th of May hav­ing 2 guns and 2 men on board and both turned pir­ates.

				

					
					The Carter­et Cap­tain Snow of Lon­don taken the 28th of May hav­ing 4 guns and 18 men on board 5 of which turned pir­ates.

				

					
					The Mer­cury Cap­tain Mag­gott of Lon­don taken the 29th of May hav­ing 4 guns and 18 men on board 5 of which turned pir­ates.

				

					
					The Cow­ard gal­ley Cap­tain Creed of Lon­don taken the 17th of June hav­ing 2 guns and 13 men on board 4 of which turned pir­ates.

				

					
					The Eliza­beth and Kath­er­ine Cap­tain Bridge of Bar­ba­dos taken June the 27th hav­ing 6 guns and 14 men on board 4 of which turned pir­ates.

				

			

			The Eagle pink be­ing bound to Ja­maica, the Sarah to Vir­gin­ia, and the Buck to Mary­land, they let them go, but the Char­lotte, the Bent­worth, the Carter­et, and the Cow­ard gal­ley, they burnt; and the Mer­cury, and the Eliza­beth and Kath­er­ine were fit­ted up for pir­ate ships, the former was new nam’d Queen Ann’s Re­venge, and com­manded by one Lane, and the oth­er was call’d the Fly­ing King, of which Robert Sample was ap­poin­ted cap­tain. These two left Eng­land upon the coast, sail’d to the West In­dies, where they took some prizes, clean’d, and sail’d to Brazil in Novem­ber; they took sev­er­al Por­tuguese ships there, and did a great deal of mis­chief, but in the height of their un­der­tak­ings, a Por­tuguese man-of-war, which was an ex­cel­lent sail­or, came a very un­wel­come guest to them, and gave them chase; the Queen Ann’s Re­venge got off, but was lost a little while after upon that coast; and the Fly­ing King, giv­ing her­self over for lost, ran ashore: there were then 70 men on board, 12 of which were kill’d, and the rest taken pris­on­ers, of whom the Por­tuguese hang’d 38, of which 32 were Eng­lish, three Dutch, two French, and one of their own na­tion.

			Eng­land, in go­ing down the coast, took the Pe­ter­bor­ough gal­ley of Bris­tol, Cap­tain Owen; and the Vic­tory, Cap­tain Ridout; the former they de­tained, but plundered the lat­ter, and let her go. In Cape Corso Road, they saw two sail at an­chor, but be­fore they could reach them, they slipp’d their cables and got close un­der Cape Corso Castle, these were the Why­dah, Cap­tain Prince, and the John, Cap­tain Rider: the pir­ates upon this made a fire ship of a ves­sel they had lately taken, and at­temp­ted to burn them, as though they had been a com­mon en­emy, which if ef­fected, they could not have been one farth­ing the bet­ter for it; but the castle fir­ing warmly upon them, they with­drew, and sail’d down to Why­dah Road, where they found an­oth­er pir­ate, one Cap­tain la Bouche, who get­ting thith­er be­fore Eng­land ar­rived, had fore­stall’d the mar­ket, and greatly dis­ap­poin­ted their brethren.

			Cap­tain Eng­land, after this baulk, went in­to a har­bour, clean’d his own ship, and fit­ted up the Pe­ter­bor­ough, which he call’d the Vic­tory; they liv’d there very wan­tonly for sev­er­al weeks, mak­ing free with the Negro wo­men, and com­mit­ting such out­rageous acts, that they came to an open rup­ture with the nat­ives, sev­er­al of whom they kill’d, and one of their towns they set on fire.

			When the pir­ates came out to sea, they put it to a vote what voy­age to take, and the ma­jor­ity car­ry­ing it for the East In­dies, they shap’d their course ac­cord­ingly, and ar­rived at Mad­a­gas­car, the be­gin­ning of the year 1720. They stayed not long there, but after tak­ing in wa­ter and pro­vi­sions, sail’d for the coast of Malab­ar, which is a fine fruit­ful coun­try in the East In­dies, in the em­pire of the mogul, but im­me­di­ately sub­ject to its own princes: it reaches from the coast of Kanara to Cape Co­mor­in, which is between 7° 30′, and 12° north lat­it­ude, and in about 75° east lon­git­ude, count­ing from the me­ridi­an of Lon­don. The old nat­ives are pa­gans, but there are a great num­ber of Muhammadans in­hab­it­ing among them, who are mer­chants, and gen­er­ally rich. On the same coast, but in a province to the north­ward lies Goa, Sur­at, Bom­bay, where the Eng­lish, Dutch, and Por­tuguese have set­tle­ments.

			Hith­er our pir­ates came, hav­ing made a tour of half the globe, as the psalm­ist says of the dev­ils, go­ing about like roar­ing lions, seek­ing whom they might de­vour. They took sev­er­al coun­try ships, that is, In­di­an ves­sels, and one European, a Dutch ship, which they ex­changed for one of their own, and then came back to Mad­a­gas­car.

			They sent sev­er­al of their hands on­shore with tents, powder, and shot, to kill hogs, ven­ison, and such oth­er fresh pro­vi­sion as the is­land af­forded, and a whim came in­to their heads to seek out for the re­mains of Avery’s crew, whom they knew to be settled some­where in the is­land.—Ac­cord­ingly some of them trav­ell’d sev­er­al days jour­ney, without hear­ing any in­tel­li­gence of them, and so were forc’d to re­turn with the loss of their la­bour, for these men were settled on the oth­er side of the is­land, as has been taken no­tice of un­der the chapter of Avery.

			They stay’d not long here, after they had clean’d their ships, but sail­ing to Juanna; they met two Eng­lish, and one Os­tend In­dia men, com­ing out of that har­bour, one of which, after a des­per­ate res­ist­ance, they took; the par­tic­u­lars of which ac­tion is at length re­lated in the fol­low­ing let­ter, wrote by the cap­tain from Bom­bay.

			
				
					A Let­ter from Cap­tain Mackra dated at Bom­bay, Nov. 16, 1720

				
				We ar­rived the 25th of Ju­ly last, in com­pany of the Green­wich, at Juanna, (an is­land not far from Mad­a­gas­car) put­ting in there to re­fresh our men, we found four­teen pir­ates that came in their ca­noes from the Mayotte, where the pir­ate ship to which they be­long’d, viz. the In­di­an Queen, two hun­dred and fifty tons, twenty-eight guns, and ninety men, com­manded by Capt. Oliv­er de la Bouche, bound from the Guinea coast to the East In­dies, had been bulged and lost. They said they left the cap­tain and 40 of their men build­ing a new ves­sel to pro­ceed on their wicked design. Capt. Kirby and I con­clud­ing it might be of great ser­vice to the East In­dia Com­pany to des­troy such a nest of rogues, were ready to sail for that pur­pose the 17th of Au­gust, about eight o’clock in the morn­ing, when we dis­covered two pir­ate ships stand­ing in­to the Bay of Juanna, one of thirty-four, and the oth­er of thirty guns. I im­me­di­ately went on board the Green­wich, where they seem’d very di­li­gent in pre­par­a­tions for an en­gage­ment, and I left Capt. Kirby with mu­tu­al prom­ises of stand­ing by each oth­er. I then un­moor’d, got un­der sail, and brought two boats ahead to row me close to the Green­wich; but he be­ing open to a val­ley and a breeze, made the best of his way from me; which an Os­tender in our com­pany, of 22 guns, see­ing, did the same, though the cap­tain had prom­ised heart­ily to en­gage with us, and I be­lieve would have been as good as his word, if Capt. Kirby had kept his. About half an hour after twelve, I called sev­er­al times to the Green­wich to bear down to our as­sist­ance, and fir’d shot at him, but to no pur­pose. For though we did not doubt but he would join us, be­cause when he got about a league from us, he brought his ship to, and look’d on, yet both he and the Os­tender basely deser­ted us, and left us en­gaged with bar­bar­ous and in­hu­man en­emies, with their black and bloody flags hanging over us, without the least ap­pear­ance of es­cap­ing be­ing cut to pieces. But God, in his good provid­ence, de­term­in’d oth­er­wise; for not­with­stand­ing their su­peri­or­ity, we en­gaged ’em both about three hours, dur­ing which, the biggest re­ceived some shot betwixt wind and wa­ter, which made her keep off a little to stop her leaks. The oth­er en­deav­oured all she could to board us, by row­ing with her oars, be­ing with­in half a ship’s length of us above an hour; but by good for­tune we shot all her oars to pieces, which pre­ven­ted them, and by con­sequence saved our lives.

				About four o’clock, most of the of­ficers and men pos­ted on the quar­ter­deck be­ing killed and wounded, the largest ship mak­ing up to us with all di­li­gence, be­ing still with­in a cable’s length of us, of­ten giv­ing us a broad­side, and no hopes of Capt. Kirby’s com­ing to our as­sist­ance, we en­deav­oured to run ashore; and though we drew four foot wa­ter more than the pir­ate, it pleased God that he stuck fast on a high­er ground than we hap­pily fell in with; so was dis­ap­poin­ted a second time from board­ing us. Here we had a more vi­ol­ent en­gage­ment than be­fore. All my of­ficers, and most of my men, be­haved with un­ex­pec­ted cour­age; and as we had a con­sid­er­able ad­vant­age by hav­ing a broad­side to his bow, we did him great dam­age, so that had Capt. Kirby come in then, I be­lieve we should have taken both, for we had one of them sure; but the oth­er pir­ate (who was still fir­ing at us) see­ing the Green­wich did not of­fer to as­sist us, he sup­plied his con­sort with three boats full of fresh men. About five in the even­ing the Green­wich stood clear away to sea, leav­ing us strug­gling hard for life in the very jaws of death; which the oth­er pir­ate, that was afloat, see­ing, got a-warp out, and was haul­ing un­der our stern; by which time many of my men be­ing killed and wounded, and no hopes left us from be­ing all murdered by en­raged bar­bar­ous con­quer­ors, I or­der’d all that could, to get in­to the long­boat un­der the cov­er of the smoke of our guns; so that with what some did in boats, and oth­ers by swim­ming, most of us that were able got ashore by sev­en o’ clock. When the pir­ates came aboard, they cut three of our wounded men to pieces. I, with a few of my people, made what haste I could to the King’s-Town, twenty-five miles from us, where I ar­rived next day, al­most dead with fa­tigue and loss of blood, hav­ing been sorely wounded in the head by a mus­ket ball.

				At this town I heard that the pir­ates had offered ten thou­sand dol­lars to the coun­try people to bring me in, which many of them would have ac­cep­ted, only they knew the King and all his chief people were in my in­terest. Mean­time, I caused a re­port to be spread, that I was dead of my wounds, which much abated their fury. About ten days after, be­ing pretty well re­covered, and hop­ing the malice of our en­emies was nigh over, I began to con­sider the dis­mal con­di­tion we were re­duced to, be­ing in a place where we had no hopes of get­ting a pas­sage home, all of us in a man­ner na­ked, not hav­ing had time to get an­oth­er shirt, or a pair of shoes.

				Hav­ing ob­tained leave to go on board the pir­ates, and a prom­ise of safety, sev­er­al of the chief of them knew me, and some of them had sailed with me, which I found of great ad­vant­age; be­cause, not­with­stand­ing their prom­ise, some of them would have cut me, and all that would not enter with them, to pieces, had it not been for the chief cap­tain, Ed­ward Eng­land, and some oth­ers I knew. They talked of burn­ing one of their ships, which we had so en­tirely dis­abled, as to be no farther use­ful to them, and to fit the Cas­sandra in her room; but in the end I man­aged my tack so well, that they made me a present of the said shattered ship, which was Dutch built, called the Fancy, about three hun­dred tons, and also a hun­dred and twenty-nine bales of the com­pany’s cloth, though they would not give me a rag of my clothes.

				They sailed the 3rd of Septem­ber; and with jury masts, and such old sails as they left me, I made shift to do the like on the 8th, to­geth­er with forty-three of my ship’s crew, in­clud­ing two pas­sen­gers and twelve sol­diers, hav­ing but five tons of wa­ter aboard; and after a pas­sage of forty-eight days, I ar­rived here Oc­to­ber 26, al­most na­ked and starv’d, hav­ing been re­duced to a pint of wa­ter a day, and al­most in des­pair of ever see­ing land, by reas­on of the calms we met with between the coast of Ar­a­bia and Malab­ar.—We had in all thir­teen men killed and twenty-four wounded; and we were told, that we had des­troyed about ninety or a hun­dred of the pir­ates. When they left us, they were about three hun­dred whites and eighty blacks in both ships. I am per­suaded, had our con­sort the Green­wich done his duty, we had des­troyed both of them, and got two hun­dred thou­sand pounds for our own­ers and selves; where­as to his desert­ing us, the loss of the Cas­sandra may justly be im­puted. I have de­livered all the bales that were giv­en me in­to the com­pany’s ware­house, for which the Gov­ernor and Coun­cil have ordered me a re­ward. Our Gov­ernor, Mr. Boon, who is ex­treme kind and civil to me, has ordered me home with this pack­et; but Cap­tain Har­vey, who had a pri­or prom­ise, be­ing come in with the fleet, goes in my room. The Gov­ernor hath promis’d me a coun­try voy­age, to help make me up my losses, and would have me stay to go home with him next year.

			

			Cap­tain Mackra cer­tainly run a great haz­ard, in go­ing aboard the pir­ate, and began quickly to re­pent his credu­lity; for though they had prom­ised, that no in­jury should be done to his per­son, he found their words were not to be trus­ted; and it may be sup­posed, that noth­ing but the des­per­ate cir­cum­stances Cap­tain Mackra ima­gined him­self to be in, could have pre­vailed upon him to fling him­self and com­pany in­to their hands, per­haps not know­ing how firmly the nat­ives of that is­land were at­tach’d to the Eng­lish na­tion; for about 20 years ago, Cap­tain Corn­wall, com­modore of an Eng­lish squad­ron, as­sisted them against an­oth­er is­land called Mo­héli, for which they have ever since com­mu­nic­ated all the grate­ful of­fices in their power, in­somuch that it be­came a pro­verb, that an Eng­lish­man, and a Juanna man were all one.

			Eng­land was in­clined to fa­vour Cap­tain Mackra; but he was so free to let him know, that his in­terest was de­clin­ing amongst them; and that the pir­ates were so pro­voked at the res­ist­ance he made against them, that he was afraid he should hardly be able to pro­tect him; he there­fore ad­vised him to sooth up and man­age the tem­per of Cap­tain Taylor, a fel­low of a most bar­bar­ous nature, who was be­come a great fa­vour­ite amongst them for no oth­er reas­on than be­cause he was a great­er brute than the rest. Mackra did what he could to soften this beast, and ply’d him with warm punch; not­with­stand­ing which, they were in a tu­mult wheth­er they should make an end of him, or no, when an ac­ci­dent hap­pen’d which turn’d to the fa­vour of the poor cap­tain; a fel­low with a ter­rible pair of whiskers, and a wooden leg, be­ing stuck round with pis­tols, like the man in the al­man­ac with darts, comes swear­ing and va­pour­ing upon the quar­ter­deck, and asks, in a damning man­ner, which was Cap­tain Mackra: the cap­tain ex­pec­ted no less than that this fel­low would be his ex­e­cu­tion­er;—but when he came near him, he took him by the hand, swear­ing, damn him he was glad to see him; and show me the man, says he, that of­fers to hurt Cap­tain Mackra, for I’ll stand by him; and so with many oaths told him, he was an hon­est fel­low, and that he had formerly sail’d with him.

			This put an end to the dis­pute, and Cap­tain Taylor was so mel­low’d with the punch, that he con­sen­ted that the old pir­ate ship, and so many bales of cloth should be giv­en to Cap­tain Mackra, and so he fell asleep. Eng­land ad­vised Cap­tain Mackra to get off with all ex­ped­i­tion, least when the beast should awake, he might re­pent his gen­er­os­ity: which ad­vice was fol­lowed by the Cap­tain.

			Cap­tain Eng­land hav­ing sided so much to Cap­tain Mackra’s in­terest, was a means of mak­ing him many en­emies among the crew; they think­ing such good us­age in­con­sist­ent with their polity, be­cause it looked like pro­cur­ing fa­vour at the ag­grav­a­tion of their crimes; there­fore upon ima­gin­a­tion or re­port, that Cap­tain Mackra was fit­ting out against them, with the com­pany’s force, he was soon ab­dic­ated or pulled out of his gov­ern­ment, and ma­rooned with three more on the is­land of Maur­i­ti­us: an is­land in­deed, not to be com­plained of, had they ac­cu­mu­lated any wealth by their vil­lain­ies that would have af­forded some fu­ture com­fort­able pro­spect, for it abounds with fish, deer, hogs and oth­er flesh. Sir Thomas Her­bert, says, the shores with cor­al and am­ber­gris; but I be­lieve the Dutch had not deser­ted it, had there been much of these com­mod­it­ies to have been found. It was in 1722, re­settled by the French, who have a fort at an­oth­er neigh­bour­ing is­land, called Don Mas­car­ine, and are touched at for wa­ter, wood, and re­fresh­ments, by French ships bound to, or for In­dia; as St. Helena and Cap de Bonne-Es­pérance, are by us and the Dutch. From this place, Cap­tain Eng­land and his com­pan­ions hav­ing made a little boat of staves and old pieces of deal left there, went over to Mad­a­gas­car, where they sub­sist at present on the char­ity of some of their brethren, who had made bet­ter pro­vi­sion for them­selves, than they had done.

			The pir­ates de­tained some of­ficers and men be­long­ing to Cap­tain Mackra, and hav­ing re­paired the dam­ages re­ceived in their rig­ging, they sailed for In­dia. The day be­fore they made land, saw two ships to the east­ward, who at first sight, they took to be Eng­lish, and ordered one of the pris­on­ers, who had been an of­ficer with Cap­tain Mackra, to tell them the private sig­nals between the com­pany’s ships, the Cap­tain swear­ing he would cut him in pound pieces, if he did not do it im­me­di­ately; but un­able, was forced to bear their scur­ril­ity, till they came up with them, and found they were two Moor ships from Mus­cat, with horses; they brought the cap­tain of them, and mer­chants, on board, tor­tur­ing them, and rifling the ships, in or­der to dis­cov­er riches, as be­liev­ing they came from Mocha; but be­ing baulked in their ex­pect­a­tion, and next morn­ing see­ing land, and at the same time a fleet in shore ply­ing to wind­ward, they were puzzled how to dis­pose of them; to let them go, was to dis­cov­er and ru­in the voy­age, and it was cruel to sink the men and horses with the ships, (as many of them were in­clined to,) there­fore, as a me­di­um, they brought them to an an­chor, threw all their sails over­board, and cut one of the ship’s masts half through.

			While they lay at an an­chor, and were all the next day em­ployed in tak­ing out wa­ter, one of the afore­men­tioned fleet bore to­wards them with Eng­lish col­ours, answered with a red en­sign from the pir­ates, but did not speak with one an­oth­er. At night they left the Mus­cat ships, weighed with the sea wind, and stood to the north­ward after this fleet: about four next morn­ing, just as they were get­ting un­der sail, with the land wind, the pir­ates came amongst them, made no stop, but fired their great and small guns very briskly, till they got through; and as day­light cleared, were in a great con­sterna­tion in their minds, hav­ing all along taken them for An­gria’s fleet; what to do was the point, wheth­er run or pur­sue? They were sens­ible of their in­feri­or­ity of strength, hav­ing no more than 300 men in both ships, and 40 of them Negroes; be­sides, the Vic­tory had then four pumps at work, and must in­ev­it­ably been lost be­fore, had it not been for some hand-pumps, and sev­er­al pair of stand­ards brought out of the Cas­sandra, to re­lieve and strengthen her; but ob­serving the in­dif­fer­ency of the fleet, chose rather to chase than run; and thought the best way to save them­selves, was to play at bull­beg­gar with the en­emy: so they came up with the sea wind, about gun­shot to lee­ward, the great ships of the fleet ahead, and some oth­ers astern; which lat­ter they took for fire-ves­sels: and these ahead gain­ing from them by cut­ting away their boats, they could do noth­ing more than con­tin­ue their course all night, which they did, and found them next morn­ing out of sight, ex­cept­ing a ketch and some few gal­l­i­v­ats, (small sort of ves­sels some­thing like the fe­luc­cas of the Medi­ter­ranean, and hoists, like them, tri­an­gu­lar sails.) They bore down, which the ketch per­ceiv­ing, trans­por­ted her people on board a gal­l­i­vat, and set fire to her; the oth­er proved too nimble and made off. The same day they chased an­oth­er gal­l­i­vat and took her, be­ing come from Ghogha, bound for Cali­cut with cot­ton. Of these men they en­quired con­cern­ing the fleet, sup­pos­ing they must have been in it; and al­though they pro­tested they had not seen a ship or boat since they left Ghogha, and pleaded very earn­estly for fa­vour; yet they threw all their cargo over­board, and squezed their joints in a vice, to ex­tort con­fes­sion: but they en­tirely ig­nor­ant of who or what this fleet should be, were ob­liged not only to sus­tain this tor­ment, but next day a fresh east­erly wind hav­ing split the gal­l­i­vat’s sails, they put her com­pany in­to the boat, with noth­ing but a try­sail, no pro­vi­sions, and only four gal­lons of wa­ter, (half of it salt,) and then out of sight of land, to shift for them­selves.

			For the bet­ter elu­cid­at­ing of this story, it may be con­veni­ent to in­form the read­er, who An­gria is, and what the fleet were, that had so scur­vily be­haved them­selves.

			An­gria is a fam­ous In­di­an pir­ate, of con­sid­er­able strength and ter­rit­or­ies, that gives con­tinu­al dis­turb­ance to the European (and es­pe­cially the Eng­lish) trade: his chief hold is Callaba, not many leagues from Bom­bay, and has one is­land in sight of that port, whereby he gains fre­quent op­por­tun­it­ies of an­noy­ing the com­pany. It would not be so in­su­per­able a dif­fi­culty to sup­press him, if the shal­low­ness of the wa­ter did not pre­vent ships of war com­ing nigh: and a bet­ter art he has, of brib­ing the mogul’s min­is­ters for pro­tec­tion, when he finds an en­emy too power­ful.

			In the year 1720, the Bom­bay fleet con­sist­ing of four grabs, (ships built in In­dia by the com­pany, and have three masts, a prow like a row gal­ley, in­stead of a bow­sprit, about 150 tons; are of­ficered and armed like a man-of-war, for de­fence and pro­tec­tion of the trade,) the Lon­don, Chan­dois, and two oth­er ships with gal­l­i­v­ats, who be­sides their prop­er com­ple­ments, car­ried down 1,000 men to bom­bard and bat­ter Gher­ia, a fort be­long­ing to An­gria, on the Malab­ar coast, which they hav­ing per­formed in­ef­fec­tu­ally, were re­turn­ing to Bom­bay, and, to make amends, fell in with the pir­ates, to the pur­pose has been already re­lated. Cap­tain Up­ton, com­modore of that fleet, prudently ob­ject­ing to Mr. Brown, (who went gen­er­al,) that the ships were not to be haz­arded, since they sailed without their Gov­ernor Boon’s or­ders to en­gage; and be­sides, that they did not come out with such a design. This fa­vour­able op­por­tun­ity of des­troy­ing the pir­ates, angered the Gov­ernor, and he trans­ferred the com­mand of the fleet to Cap­tain Mackra, who had or­ders im­me­di­ately to pur­sue and en­gage, wherever he met them.

			The Vice­roy of Goa, as­sisted by the Eng­lish com­pany’s fleet from Bom­bay, did at­tempt the re­duc­tion of Callaba, his prin­cip­al place, landed 8 or 10,000 men the next year, the Eng­lish squad­ron of men-of-war be­ing then in those seas; but hav­ing viewed the for­ti­fic­a­tion well, and ex­pen­ded some of their army by sick­ness and the fa­tigues of a camp, care­fully with­drew again.

			I re­turn to the pir­ates, who, after they had sent away the gal­l­i­vat’s people, re­solved to cruise to the south­ward; and the next day, between Goa and Car­war, heard sev­er­al guns, which brought them to an an­chor, and they sent their boat on the scent, who re­turned about two in the morn­ing, and brought word of two grabs ly­ing at an­chor in the road. They weighed and ran to­wards the bay, till day­light gave the grabs sight of them, and was but just time enough to get un­der In­dia Diva Castle, out of their reach; this dis­pleased the pir­ates the more, in that they wanted wa­ter; and some were for mak­ing a des­cent that night and tak­ing the is­land, but it not be­ing ap­proved of by the ma­jor­ity, they pro­ceeded to the south­ward, and took next in their way, a small ship out of On­nore Road, with only a Dutch­man and two Por­tuguese on board. They sent one of these on­shore to the cap­tain, to ac­quaint him, if he would sup­ply them with some wa­ter, and fresh pro­vi­sions, he should have his ship again; and the mas­ter re­turned for an­swer, by his mate Frank Harm­less, that if they would de­liv­er him pos­ses­sion over the bar, he would com­ply with their re­quest; the pro­pos­al the mate thought was col­lus­ive, and they rather jump’d in­to Harm­less’ opin­ion, (who very hon­estly entered with them,) and re­solved to seek wa­ter at the Lac­ca­dive Is­lands; so hav­ing sent the oth­er per­sons on­shore, with threats, that he should be the last man they would give quarter too, (by reas­on of this un­civil us­age;) they put dir­ectly for the is­lands, and ar­rived there in three days: where be­ing in­formed by a men­chew they took (with the Gov­ernor of Can­war’s Pass,) of there be­ing no an­chor-ground among them, and Melinda be­ing the next con­veni­ent Is­land, they sent their boats on­shore, to see if there was any wa­ter, and wheth­er it was in­hab­ited or not; who re­turned with an an­swer to their sat­is­fac­tion, viz. that there was abund­ance of good wa­ter, and many houses, but deser­ted by the men, who had fled to the neigh­bour­ing is­lands on the ap­proach of ships, and left only the wo­men and chil­dren to guard one an­oth­er. The wo­men they forced in a bar­bar­ous man­ner to their lusts, and to re­quire them, des­troyed their co­coa trees, and fired sev­er­al of their houses and churches. (I sup­pose built by the Por­tuguese, who formerly used there, in their voy­ages to In­dia.)

			While they were at this is­land, they lost three or four an­chors, by the rock­i­ness of the ground, fresh­ness of winds, and at last were forced thence by a harder gale than or­din­ary, leav­ing 70 people, blacks and whites, and most of their wa­ter casks: in ten days they re­gained the is­land again, filled their wa­ter, and took the people on board.

			Pro­vi­sions were very scarce, and they now re­solved to vis­it their good friends the Dutch, at Coch­in, who, if you will be­lieve these rogues, nev­er fail of sup­ply­ing gen­tle­men of their pro­fes­sion. After three days sail, they ar­rived off Tel­l­ech­ery, and took a small ves­sel be­long­ing to Gov­ernor Adams, John Tawke Mas­ter, whom they brought on board very drunk, and he giv­ing an ac­count of Cap­tain Mackra’s fit­ting out, put them in a tem­pest of pas­sion: a vil­lain, say they, that we have treated so civilly, as to give him a ship and oth­er presents, and now to be armed against us, he ought to be hanged; and since we can­not show our re­sent­ment on him, let us hang the dogs his people, who wish him well, and would do the same, if clear. If it be in my power, says the Quarter­mas­ter, both mas­ters and of­ficers of ships shall be car­ried with us for the fu­ture, only to plague them. ——d ——n Eng­land.

			Thence they pro­ceeded to Cali­cut, where they en­deav­oured to take a large Moor ship out of the road, but was pre­ven­ted by some guns moun­ted on­shore, and dis­charged at them: Mr. Las­inby, who was one of Cap­tain Mackra’s of­ficers, and de­tained, was un­der the deck at this time, and com­manded both by the cap­tain and quarter­mas­ter of the pir­ates, to tend the braces on the booms, in hopes, it was be­lieved, a shot would take him be­fore they got clear, ask­ing the reas­on why he was not there be­fore? And when he would have ex­cused him­self, threat’ned on the like neg­lect to shoot him; at which the oth­er be­gin­ning to ex­pos­tu­late farther, and claim their prom­ise of put­ting him ashore, got an un­mer­ci­ful beat­ing from the Quarter­mas­ter. Cap­tain Taylor, who was now suc­cessor to Eng­land, and whose priv­ilege it was to do so, be­ing lame of his hands, and un­able.

			The next day in their pas­sage down, came up with a Dutch gal­li­ot, bound for Cali­cut with lime­stone, and aboard of her they put Cap­tain Tawke, and sent him away, and sev­er­al of the people in­ter­ceeded for Las­inby in vain, For, says Taylor and his party, if we let this dog go, who has heard our designs and res­ol­u­tions, we over­set all our well ad­vised pro­jec­tions, and par­tic­u­larly this sup­ply we are now seek­ing for, at the hands of the Dutch.

			It was but one day more be­fore they ar­rived off Coch­in, where, by a fish­ing ca­noe, they sent a let­ter on­shore; and in the af­ter­noon, with the sea-breeze, ran in­to the road and anchored, sa­lut­ing the fort with 11 guns each ship, and re­ceived the re­turn, in an equal num­ber; a good omen of the wel­come re­cep­tion they found; for at night there came on board a large boat, deeply laden with fresh pro­vi­sions and li­quors, and with it a ser­vant (of a fa­vour­ite in­hab­it­ant) called John Trum­pet: he told them they must im­me­di­ately weigh, and run farther to the south­ward, where they should be sup­plied with all things they wanted, nav­al stores or pro­vi­sions.

			They had not been long at an­chor again, be­fore they had sev­er­al ca­noes on board with both black and white in­hab­it­ants, who con­tin­ued, without in­ter­rup­tion, all good of­fices, dur­ing their stay; par­tic­u­larly John Trum­pet brought a large boat of ar­rack, than which, noth­ing could be more pleas­ing (about 90 legers,) as also 60 bales of sug­ar; an of­fer­ing, it’s pre­sumed, from the Gov­ernor and his daugh­ter, who, in re­turn, had a fine table clock sent him, (the plun­der of Cap­tain Mackra’s ship,) and she a large gold watch, earn­ests of the pay they de­signed to make.

			When they had all on board, they paid Mr. Trum­pet to his sat­is­fac­tion, it was com­puted, 6 or 7,000 £ gave him three cheers, 11 guns each ship, and throw’d duca­toons in­to his boat by hand­fuls, for the boat­men to scramble for.

			That night be­ing little wind, did not weigh, and Trum­pet, in the morn­ing, waked them to the sight of more ar­rack, chests of piece-goods, and ready made clothes, bring­ing the fisc­al of the place also with him. At noon, while those were on board, saw a sail to the south­ward, which they weighed, and chased after; but she hav­ing a good off­ing, got to the north­ward of them, and anchored a small dis­tance from Coch­in Fort; the afore­men­tioned gen­tle­men as­sur­ing them, that they would not be mo­les­ted in tak­ing her from un­der the castle, so­li­cited be­fore hand for the buy­ing her, and ad­vised them to stand in, which they did boldly, to board her; but when they came with­in a cable’s length or two of the chase, now near shore, the fort fired two small guns, whose shot fall­ing nigh their muzzles, they in­stantly bore out of the road, made an easy sail to the south­ward, and anchored at night in their former berth, where John Trum­pet, to en­gage their stay a little longer, in­formed them, that in a few days a very rich ship was to pass by, com­manded by the gen­er­al of Bom­bay’s broth­er.

			This gov­ernor is an em­blem of for­eign power. What in­con­veni­ence and in­jury must the mas­ter’s sub­jects sus­tain un­der one who can truckle to such treach­er­ous and base means, as cor­res­pond­ing and trad­ing with pir­ates to en­rich him­self? Cer­tainly such a man will stickle at no in­justice to re­pair or make a for­tune. He has the ar­gu­mentum ad bacu­lum al­ways in his own hands, and can con­vince, when he pleases, in half the time of oth­er ar­gu­ments, that fraud and op­pres­sion is law. That he em­ploys in­stru­ments in such dirty work, ex­presses the guilt and shame, but no way mit­ig­ates the crime. John Trum­pet was the tool; but, as the dog said in the fable, on an­oth­er oc­ca­sion, What is done by the mas­ter’s or­ders, is the mas­ter’s ac­tions.

			I can­not but re­flect, on this oc­ca­sion, what a vile gov­ern­ment San­c­ho Pan­cho had of it; he had not only such per­quis­ites res­cin­ded, but was really al­most starved; the victu­als taken from him al­most every day, and only un­der a pre­tence of pre­serving His Ex­cel­lency’s health: but gov­ern­ments dif­fer.

			From Coch­in some were for pro­ceed­ing to Mad­a­gas­car dir­ectly; oth­ers thought it prop­er to cruise till they got a store-ship, and these be­ing the ma­jor­ity, they ply’d to the south­ward, and after some days saw a ship in shore, which be­ing to wind­ward of them, they could not get nigh, till the sea wind, and night, fa­vour­ing, they sep­ar­ated, one to the north­ward, the oth­er to the south­ward, think­ing to en­close her between: but to their as­ton­ish­ment, and con­trary to ex­pect­a­tion, when day broke, in­stead of the chase, found them­selves very near five sail of tall ships, who im­me­di­ately mak­ing a sig­nal for the pir­ates to bear down, put them in the ut­most con­fu­sion, par­tic­u­larly Taylor’s ship, be­cause their con­sort was at a dis­tance from them, (at least three leagues to the south­ward) they stood to one an­oth­er, and joined, and then to­geth­er made the best of their way from the fleet, whom they judged to be com­manded by Cap­tain Mackra; of whose cour­age hav­ing ex­per­i­ence, they were glad to shun any farther taste of.

			In three hours chase, none of the fleet gain­ing upon them, ex­cept­ing one grab, their de­jec­ted coun­ten­ances cleared up again, the more, in that a calm suc­ceeded for the re­mainder of that day; and in the night, with the land wind, they ran dir­ectly off shore, and found next day, to their great con­sol­a­tion, that they had lost sight of all the fleet.

			This danger es­caped, they pro­posed to spend Christ­mas (the Christ­mas of 1720) in ca­rous­ing and for­get­ful­ness, and kept it for three days in a wan­ton and ri­ot­ous way, not only eat­ing, but wast­ing their fresh pro­vi­sions in so wretched and in­con­sid­er­able a man­ner, that when they had agreed after this to pro­ceed to Maur­i­ti­us, they were in that pas­sage at an al­low­ance of a bottle of wa­ter per diem, and not above two pounds of beef, and a small quant­ity of rice, for ten men for a day; so that had it not been for the leaky ship, (which once they were about to have quit­ted, and had done, but for a quant­ity of ar­rack and sug­ar she had on board,) they must most of them have per­ished.

			In this con­di­tion they ar­rived at the is­land of Maur­i­ti­us, about the middle of Feb­ru­ary, sheathed and re­fit­ted the Vic­tory, and on the 5th of April sailed again, leav­ing this ter­rible in­scrip­tion on one of the walls. Left this place the 5th of April, to go to Mad­a­gas­car for limes, and this, lest (like law­yers and men of busi­ness) any vis­its should be paid in their ab­sence: how­ever, they did not sail dir­ectly for Mad­a­gas­car, but the is­land Mas­car­ine, and luck­ily as rogues could wish, they found at their ar­rival on the 8th, a Por­tuguese ship at an­chor, of 70 guns, but most of them thrown over­board, her masts lost, and so much dis­abled by a vi­ol­ent storm they had met with in the lat­it­ude of 13° south, that she be­came a prize to the pir­ates, with very little or no res­ist­ance, and a glor­i­ous one in­deed, hav­ing the Conde de Ericeira, Vice­roy of Goa, who made that fruit­less ex­ped­i­tion against An­gria, the In­di­an, and sev­er­al oth­er pas­sen­gers on board; who, as they could not be ig­nor­ant of the treas­ure she had in, did as­sert, that in the single art­icle of dia­monds, there was to the value of between three and four mil­lions of dol­lars.

			The Vice­roy, who came on board that morn­ing, in ex­pect­a­tion of the ships be­ing Eng­lish, was made a pris­on­er, and ob­liged to ransom; but in con­sid­er­a­tion of his great loss, (the prize be­ing part his own,) they agreed after some de­mur­rings, to ac­cept of 2,000 dol­lars, and set him and the oth­er pris­on­ers ashore, with prom­ises to leave a ship that they might trans­port them­selves, be­cause the is­land was not thought in a con­di­tion to main­tain so great a num­ber; and though they had learned from them, the ac­count of an Os­tender be­ing to lee­ward of the is­land, which they took on that in­form­a­tion, (be­ing formerly the Grey­hound gal­ley of Lon­don,) and could con­veni­ently have com­ply’d with so reas­on­able a re­quest; yet they sent the Os­tender with some of their people to Mad­a­gas­car, with news of their suc­cess, and to pre­pare masts for the prize; and fol­lowed them­selves soon after, without re­gard to the suf­fer­ers, car­ry­ing 200 Mozam­bi­que Negroes with them in the Por­tuguese ship.

			Mad­a­gas­car is an is­land lar­ger than Great Bri­tain, most of it with­in the Trop­ic of Capri­corn, and lays east from the east­ern side of Africa: it abounds with pro­vi­sions of all sorts, ox­en, goats, sheep, poultry, fish, cit­rons, or­anges, tam­ar­inds, dates, coconuts, ba­na­nas, wax, honey, rice; or in short, cot­ton, in­digo, or any oth­er thing they will take pains to plant, and have un­der­stand­ing to man­age: they have like­wise ebony, a hard­wood like Brazil, of which they make their lances; and gum of sev­er­al sorts, ben­zin, dragon’s blood, aloes, etc. What is most in­com­mo­di­ous, are the nu­mer­ous swarms of lo­custs on the land, and cro­codiles or al­ligators in their rivers. Hith­er, in St. Au­gustin’s Bay, the ships some­times touch for wa­ter, when they take the in­ner pas­sage for In­dia, and do not design to stop at Jo­hanna; and we may ob­serve from the sixth gen­er­al voy­age set forth by the East In­dia com­pany, in con­firm­a­tion of what is here­after said in re­la­tion to cur­rents in gen­er­al; that this in­ner pas­sage or chan­nel, has its north­ern and south­ern cur­rents strongest where the chan­nel is nar­row­est, and is less, and var­ies on dif­fer­ent points of the com­pass, as the sea comes to spread again, in the pas­sage cross the line.

			Since the dis­cov­ery of this is­land by the Por­tuguese, AD 1506, the Europeans, and par­tic­u­larly pir­ates, have in­creased a dark mu­latto race there, though still few in com­par­is­on with the nat­ives, who are Negroes, with curled short hair, act­ive, and formerly rep­res­en­ted ma­li­cious and re­venge­ful, now tract­able and com­mu­nic­able, per­haps ow­ing to the fa­vours and gen­er­os­ity in cloth­ing and li­quors, they from time to time have re­ceived from these fel­lows, who live in all pos­sible friend­ship, and can, any single man of them, com­mand a guard of 2 or 300 at a minute’s warn­ing: this is farther the nat­ive’s in­terest, to cul­tiv­ate with them, be­cause the is­land be­ing di­vided in­to petty gov­ern­ments and com­mands, the pir­ates, settled here, who are now a con­sid­er­able num­ber, and have little castles of their own, can pre­pon­der­ate wherever they think fit to side.

			When Taylor came with the Por­tuguese prize here, they found the Os­tender had played their men a trick, for they took ad­vant­age of their drink, rise upon them, and (as they heard af­ter­wards) car­ried the ship to Mozam­bi­que, whence the Gov­ernor ordered her for Goa.

			Here the pir­ates came, cleaned the Cas­sandra, and di­vided their plun­der, shar­ing 42 small dia­monds a man, or in less pro­por­tion ac­cord­ing to their mag­nitude. An ig­nor­ant, or a merry fel­low, who had only, one in this di­vi­sion, as be­ing judged equal, in value to 42 small, muttered very much at the lot, and went and broke it in a mor­tar, swear­ing af­ter­wards, he had a bet­ter share than any of them, for he had beat it, he said, in­to 43 sparks.

			Those who were not for run­ning the haz­ard of their necks, with 42 dia­monds, be­sides oth­er treas­ure, in their pock­ets, knocked off, and stay’d with their old ac­quaint­ance at Mad­a­gas­car, on mu­tu­al agree­ments, the longer liv­ers to take all. The residue hav­ing there­fore no oc­ca­sion for two ships, the Vic­tory be­ing leaky, she was burnt, the men (as many as would) com­ing in­to the Cas­sandra, un­der the com­mand of Taylor, who we must leave a time, pro­ject­ing either for Coch­in, to dis­pose of their dia­monds among their old friends the Dutch, or else for the Red or China Seas, to avoid the men-of-war, that con­tinu­ally clam­oured in their ears, a noise of danger, and give the little ac­count we are able, of that squad­ron, who ar­rived in In­dia, early in the year 1721.

			At Cape Good Hope, in June, the com­modore met with a let­ter, which was left for him by the Gov­ernor of Madras, to whom it was wrote by the Gov­ernor of Pon­di­ch­erry, a French fact­ory, on the Coro­man­del coast, sig­ni­fy­ing, the pir­ates at the writ­ing of it, were then strong in the In­di­an seas, hav­ing 11 sail and 1,500 men, but that many of them went away about that time, for the coast of Brazil and Guinea; oth­ers settled and for­ti­fied them­selves at Mad­a­gas­car, Maur­i­ti­us, Jo­hanna and Mo­héli: and that oth­ers un­der Con­den, in a ship called the Dragon, took a large Moor’s ves­sel, com­ing from Iudda and Mocha, with thir­teen lack­ies of ru­pees on board, (i.e. 1,300,000 half crowns,) who hav­ing di­vided the plun­der, burnt their ship and prize, and sat down quietly with their oth­er friends at Mad­a­gas­car.

			The ac­count con­tain’d sev­er­al oth­er things which we have be­fore re­lated.—Com­modore Mat­thews, upon re­ceiv­ing this in­tel­li­gence, and be­ing fond of the ser­vice he came out for, hastened to those is­lands, as the most hope­ful places of suc­cess; at St. Mary’s would have en­gaged Eng­land with prom­ises of fa­vour, if he would com­mu­nic­ate what he knew, con­cern­ing the Cas­sandra, and the rest of the pir­ates, and as­sist in the pi­lot­age; but Eng­land was wary, and thought this was to sur­render at dis­cre­tion, so they took up the Judda ship’s guns that was burnt, and the men-of-war dis­persed them­selves on sev­er­al voy­ages and cruises af­ter­wards, as was thought like­li­est to suc­ceed, though to no pur­pose: then the squad­ron went down to Bom­bay, were sa­luted by the fort, and came home.

			The pir­ates, I mean those of the Cas­sandra, now Cap­tain Taylor, fit­ted the Por­tuguese man-of-war, and re­solved upon an­oth­er voy­age to the In­dies, not­with­stand­ing the riches they had heaped up; but as they were pre­par­ing to sail, they heard of the four men-of-war com­ing after them to those seas, there­fore they altered their minds, sail’d for the main of Africa, and put in at a little place called Dela­goa, near the River de Spir­itu Sanc­to, on the coast of Monomo­tapa, in 26° south lat­it­ude. They be­lieved this to be a place of se­cur­ity, in re­gard that the squad­ron could not pos­sibly get in­tel­li­gence of them, there be­ing no cor­res­pond­ence over land, nor any trade car­ried on by sea, between that and the cape, where the men-of-war were then sup­posed to be. The pir­ates came to in the even­ing, and were sur­prised with a few shot from the shore, not know­ing of any for­ti­fic­a­tion or European set­tle­ment in that part of the world; so they anchored at a dis­tance that night, and per­ceiv­ing, in the morn­ing, a small fort of six guns, they run up to it, and battered it down.

			This fort was built and settled by the Dutch East In­dia Com­pany, a few months be­fore, for what pur­pose, I know not, and hav­ing left 150 men upon the place, they were then dwindled to a third part by sick­ness and cas­u­al­ties, and nev­er after re­ceived any re­lief or ne­ces­sar­ies; so that six­teen of those that were left, upon their humble pe­ti­tion, were ad­mit­ted on board the pir­ates, and all the rest would have had the same fa­vour (they said) had they been any oth­er than Dutch. I men­tion this, as an in­stance of their in­grat­it­ude, who had been so much ob­liged to their coun­try­men for sup­port.

			Here they stayed above four months, car­reened both their ships, and took their di­ver­sions with se­cur­ity, till they had ex­pen­ded all their pro­vi­sions, and then put to sea, leav­ing con­sid­er­able quant­it­ies of muslins, chintzes, and such goods be­hind, to the half-starved Dutch­men, which en­abled them to make good penny­worths to the next that came, to whom they bartered for pro­vi­sions, at the rate of three farthings an Eng­lish yard.

			They left Dela­goa the lat­ter end of Decem­ber 1722, but not agree­ing where, or how to pro­ceed, they con­cluded to part, so those who were for con­tinu­ing that sort of life, went on board the Por­tuguese prize, and steered for Mad­a­gas­car to their friends, with whom I hear they are now settled; and the rest took the Cas­sandra and sailed for the Span­ish West In­dies. The Mer­maid man-of-war hap­pen­ing then to be down on the main with a con­voy, about 30 leagues from these pir­ates, would have gone and at­tacked them; but on a con­sulta­tion of the mas­ters, whose safety he was par­tic­u­larly to re­gard, they agreed their own pro­tec­tion was of more ser­vice than des­troy­ing the pir­ate, and so the com­mand­er was un­will­ingly with­held. He dis­patched a sloop to Ja­maica, with the news, which brought down the Lance­st­on, only a day, or two, too late, they hav­ing just be­fore he came, sur­rendered with all their riches, to the Gov­ernor of Porto Bello.

			Here they sat down to spend the fruits of their dis­hon­est in­dustry, di­vid­ing the spoil and plun­der of na­tions among them­selves, without the least re­morse or com­punc­tion, sat­is­fy­ing their con­science with this salvo, that oth­er people would have done as much, had they the like op­por­tun­it­ies. I can’t say, but that if they had known what was do­ing in Eng­land, at the same time by the South-Sea Dir­ect­ors, and their dir­ect­ors, they would cer­tainly have had this re­flec­tion for their con­sol­a­tion, viz. that whatever rob­ber­ies they had com­mit­ted, they might be pretty sure they were not the greatest vil­lains then liv­ing in the world.

			It is a dif­fi­cult mat­ter to make a com­pu­ta­tion of the mis­chief that was done by this crew, in about five years time, which is much more than the plun­der they gained, for they of­ten sunk or burnt the ves­sel they took, as it suited their hu­mour or cir­cum­stances, some­times to pre­vent giv­ing in­tel­li­gence, some­times be­cause they did not leave men to nav­ig­ate them, and at oth­er times out of wan­ton­ness, or be­cause they were dis­pleased at the mas­ter’s be­ha­viour; for any of these, it was but to give the word, and down went ships and car­goes to the bot­tom of the sea.

			Since their sur­render to the Span­iards, I am in­formed sev­er­al of them have left the place, and dis­persed them­selves else­where; eight of them were shipp’d about Novem­ber last, in one of the South Sea Com­pany’s as­si­ento sloops, and passed for ship­wreck’d men, came to Ja­maica, and there sailed in oth­er ves­sels; and I know one of them that came to Eng­land this spring from that is­land. ’Tis said that Cap­tain Taylor has taken a com­mis­sion in the Span­ish ser­vice, and com­manded the man-of-war that lately at­tack’d the Eng­lish log­wood cut­ters, in the Bay of Hon­dur­as.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Of Cap­tain Charles Vane, and His Crew

			
			Charles Vane was one of those who stole away the sil­ver which the Span­iards had fished up from the wrecks of the galle­ons, in the Gulf of Flor­ida, and was at Provid­ence (as has been be­fore hin­ted) when Gov­ernor Ro­gers ar­rived there with two men-of-war.

			All the pir­ates who were found at this colony of rogues, sub­mit­ted, and re­ceived cer­ti­fic­ates of their par­don, ex­cept Cap­tain Vane and his crew; who, as soon as they saw the men-of-war enter, slipp’d their cable, set fire to a prize they had in the har­bour, and sailed out with their pir­at­ic­al col­ours fly­ing, fir­ing at one of the men-of-war as they went off.

			Two days after they went out, they met with a sloop be­long­ing to Bar­ba­dos, which they made prize of, and kept the ves­sel for their own use, put­ting aboard five and twenty hands, with one Yeats to com­mand them. a day or two af­ter­wards they fell in with a small in­ter­lop­ing trader, with a quant­ity of Span­ish pieces of eight aboard, bound in­to Provid­ence, called the John and Eliza­beth, which they also took along with them. With these two sloops Vane went to a small is­land and cleaned; where they shared their booty, and spent some time in a ri­ot­ous man­ner of liv­ing, as is the cus­tom of pir­ates.

			The lat­ter end of May 1718, they sail’d, and be­ing in want of pro­vi­sions, they beat up for the Wind­ward Is­lands, and met with a Span­ish sloop bound from Pu­erto Rico to the Havana, which they burnt, and stowed the Span­iards in a boat, and left them to get to the is­land, by the light of their ves­sel. But steer­ing between St. Chris­toph­er’s and An­guilla, they fell in with a brig­antine and a sloop, with the cargo they wanted; from whom they got pro­vi­sions for sea-store.

			Some time after this, stand­ing to the north­ward, in the track the old Eng­land ships take, in their voy­age to the Amer­ic­an colon­ies, they took sev­er­al ships and ves­sels, which they plundered of what they thought fit, and let them pass.

			The lat­ter end of Au­gust, Vane, with his con­sort Yeats, came off South Car­o­lina, and took a ship be­long­ing to Ipswich, one Cog­ger­shall Com­mand­er, laden with log­wood, which was thought con­veni­ent enough for their own busi­ness, and there­fore ordered their pris­on­ers to work, and throw all the lad­ing over­board; but when they had more than half cleared the ship, the whim changed, and then they would not have her; so Cog­ger­shall had his ship again, and he was suffered to pur­sue his voy­age home. In this cruise the rover took sev­er­al oth­er ships and ves­sels, par­tic­u­larly a sloop from Bar­ba­dos, Dill Mas­ter; a small ship from An­ti­gua, Cock Mas­ter; a sloop be­long­ing to Cur­açao, Richards Mas­ter; and a large brig­antine, Cap­tain Thompson, from Guinea, with ninety odd Negroes aboard. The pir­ates plundered them all and let them go, put­ting the Negroes out of the brig­antine aboard of Yeats’ ves­sel, by which means they came back again to the right own­ers.

			For Cap­tain Vane, hav­ing al­ways treated his con­sort with very little re­spect, as­sum­ing a su­peri­or­ity over Yeats and his small crew, and re­gard­ing the ves­sel but as a tender to his own; gave them a dis­gust, who thought them­selves as good pir­ates, and as great rogues as the best of them; so they caball’d to­geth­er, and re­solved to take the first op­por­tun­ity to leave the com­pany; and ac­cept of His Majesty’s par­don, or set up for them­selves, either of which they thought more hon­our­able than to be ser­vants to the former; and the put­ting aboard so many Negroes, where they found so few hands to take care of them, still ag­grav­ated the mat­ter, though they thought fit to con­ceal or stifle their re­sent­ments at that time.

			A day or two af­ter­wards, the pir­ates ly­ing off at an­chor, Yeats in the even­ing slipp’d his cable, and put his ves­sel un­der sail, stand­ing in­to the shore; which, when Vane saw, he was highly pro­voked, and got his sloop un­der sail to chase his con­sort, who, he plainly per­ceived, had a mind to have no fur­ther af­fairs with him: Vane’s brig­antine sail­ing best, he gained ground of Yeats, and would cer­tainly have come up with him, had he had a little longer run for it; but just as he got over the bar, when Vane came with­in gun­shot of him, he fired a broad­side at his old friend, (which did him no dam­age,) and so took his leave.

			Yeats came in­to North Edisto River, about ten leagues south­ward of Char­le­ston, and sent an ex­press to the Gov­ernor, to know if he and his com­rades might have the be­ne­fit of His Majesty’s par­don, and they would sur­render them­selves to his mercy, with the sloops and Negroes; which be­ing gran­ted, they all came up and re­ceived cer­ti­fic­ates; and Cap­tain Thompson, from whom the Negroes were taken, had them re­stored to him, for the use of his own­ers.

			Vane cruised some time off the bar, in hopes to catch Yeats at his com­ing out again, but therein he was dis­ap­poin­ted; how­ever, he un­for­tu­nately for them, took two ships from Char­le­ston, bound home to Eng­land. It hap­pen’d that just at this time two sloops well mann’d and arm’d, were equipp’d to go after a pir­ate, which the Gov­ernor of South Car­o­lina was in­formed, lay then in Cape Fear River, a-clean­ing: but Col­on­el Rhet, who com­manded the sloops, meet­ing with one of the ships that Vane had plundered, go­ing back over the bar, for such ne­ces­sar­ies as had been taken from her, and she giv­ing the Col­on­el an ac­count of her be­ing taken by the pir­ate Vane, and also, that some of her men, while they were pris­on­ers on board of him, had heard the pir­ates say, they should clean in one of the rivers to the south­ward; he altered his first design, and in­stead of stand­ing to the north­ward, in pur­suit of the pir­ate in Cape Fear River, he turns to the south­ward after Vane; who had ordered such re­ports to be giv­en out, on pur­pose to send any force that should come after him, upon a wrong scent; for in real­ity he stood away to the north­ward, so that the pur­suit proved to be the con­trary way.

			Col­on­el Rhet’s speak­ing with this ship, was the most un­lucky thing that could have happened, be­cause it turned him out of the road, which in all prob­ab­il­ity, would have brought him in­to the com­pany of Vane, as well as of the pir­ate he went after; and so they might have been both des­troy’d; where­as, by the Col­on­el’s go­ing a dif­fer­ent way, he not only lost the op­por­tun­ity of meet­ing with one, but if the oth­er had not been in­fatu­ated, to lie six weeks to­geth­er at Cape Fear, he would have missed of him like­wise: how­ever, the Col­on­el hav­ing searched the rivers and in­lets, as dir­ec­ted, for sev­er­al days, without suc­cess, at length sailed in pro­sec­u­tion of his first design, and met with the pir­ate ac­cord­ingly, whom he fought and took, as has been be­fore spoken of, in the his­tory of Ma­jor Bon­net.

			Cap­tain Vane went in­to an in­let to the north­ward, where he met with Cap­tain Thatch, or Teach, oth­er­wise call’d Black­beard, whom he sa­luted (when he found who he was) with his great guns, loaded with shot, (as is the cus­tom among pir­ates when they meet) which are fired wide, or up in­to the air: Black­beard answered the sa­lute in the same man­ner, and mu­tu­al ci­vil­it­ies passed for some days; when about the be­gin­ning of Oc­to­ber, Vane took leave, and sailed fur­ther to the north­ward.

			On the 23rd of Oc­to­ber, off of Long Is­land, he took a small brig­antine, bound from Ja­maica to Salem in New Eng­land, John Shat­tock Mas­ter, and a little sloop; they rifled the brig­antine, and sent her away. From hence they re­solved on a cruise between Cape Meise and Cape Nich­olas, where they spent some time, without see­ing or speak­ing with any ves­sel, till the lat­ter end of Novem­ber; then they fell upon a ship, which ’twas ex­pec­ted would have struck as soon as their black col­ours were hois­ted; but in­stead of that, she dis­charged a broad­side upon the pir­ate, and hois­ted col­ours, which showed her to be a French man-of-war. Vane de­sired to have noth­ing fur­ther to say to her, but trimm’d his sails, and stood away from the French­man; but Mon­sieur hav­ing a mind to be bet­ter in­formed who he was, set all his sails, and crowded after him. Dur­ing this chase, the pir­ates were di­vided in their res­ol­u­tions what to do: Vane, the Cap­tain, was for mak­ing off as fast as he could, al­leging the man-of-war was too strong to cope with; but one John Rack­am, who was an of­ficer, that had a kind of a check upon the cap­tain, rose up in de­fence of a con­trary opin­ion, say­ing, that though she had more guns, and a great­er weight of met­al, they might board her, and then the best boys would carry the day. Rack­am was well seconded, and the ma­jor­ity was for board­ing; but Vane urged, that it was too rash and des­per­ate an en­ter­prise, the man-of-war ap­pear­ing to be twice their force; and that their brig­antine might be sunk by her be­fore they could reach on board. The mate, one Robert Deal, was of Vane’s opin­ion, as were about fif­teen more, and all the rest joined with Rack­am, the Quarter­mas­ter. At length the cap­tain made use of his power to de­term­ine this dis­pute, which, in these cases, is ab­so­lute and un­con­trol­lable, by their own laws, viz. in fight­ing, chas­ing, or be­ing chased; in all oth­er mat­ters what­so­ever, he is gov­erned by a ma­jor­ity; so the brig­antine hav­ing the heels, as they term it, of the French­man, she came clear off.

			But the next day, the Cap­tain’s be­ha­viour was ob­liged to stand the test of a vote, and a res­ol­u­tion passed against his hon­our and dig­nity, brand­ing him with the name of cow­ard, de­pos­ing him from the com­mand, and turn­ing him out of the com­pany, with marks of in­famy; and, with him, went all those who did not vote for board­ing the French man-of-war. They had with them a small sloop that had been taken by them some time be­fore, which they gave to Vane, and the dis­carded mem­bers; and, that they might be in a con­di­tion to provide for them­selves, by their own hon­est en­deav­ours, they let them have a suf­fi­cient quant­ity of pro­vi­sions and am­muni­tion along with them.

			John Rack­am was voted cap­tain of the brig­antine, in Vane’s room, and pro­ceeded to­wards the Carib­bean Is­lands, where we must leave him, till we have fin­ished our story of Charles Vane.

			The sloop sailed for the Bay of Hon­dur­as, and Vane and his crew put her in­to as good a con­di­tion as they could by the way, to fol­low the old trade. They cruised two or three days off the north­w­est part of Ja­maica, and took a sloop and two pet­ti­augers, and all the men entered with them; the sloop they kept, and Robert Deal went cap­tain of her.

			On the 16th of Decem­ber the two sloops came in­to the bay, where they found only one at an an­chor, call’d the Pearl, of Ja­maica, Cap­tain Charles Rowl­ing Mas­ter, who got un­der sail at the sight of them; but the pir­ate sloops com­ing near Rowl­ing, and show­ing no col­ours, he gave them a gun or two; whereupon they hois­ted the black flag, and fired three guns each, at the Pearl; she struck, and the pir­ates took pos­ses­sion, and car­ried her away to a small is­land called Barnacko, and there they cleaned, meet­ing in the way with a sloop from Ja­maica, Cap­tain Walden Com­mand­er, go­ing down to the bay, which they also made prize of.

			In Feb­ru­ary, Vane sailed from Barnacko, in or­der for a cruise; but some days after he was out, a vi­ol­ent tor­nado over­took him, which sep­ar­ated him from his con­sort, and after two days dis­tress, threw his sloop upon a small un­in­hab­ited is­land, near the Bay of Hon­dur­as, where she was staved to pieces, and most of her men drowned: Vane him­self was saved, but re­duced to great straits, for want of ne­ces­sar­ies, hav­ing no op­por­tun­ity to get any­thing from the wreck. He lived here some weeks, and was sub­sisted chiefly by fish­er­men, who fre­quen­ted the is­land with small craft, from the main, to catch turtles, etc.

			While Vane was upon this is­land, a ship put in from Ja­maica for wa­ter, the cap­tain of which, one Holford, an old buc­can­eer, happened to be Vane’s ac­quaint­ance; he thought this a good op­por­tun­ity to get off, and ac­cord­ingly ap­plied to his old friend; but he ab­so­lutely re­fused him, say­ing to him, Charles, I shan’t trust you aboard my ship, un­less I carry you a pris­on­er; for I shall have you caballing with my men, knock me on the head, and run away with my ship a-pir­at­ing. Vane made all the prot­est­a­tions of hon­our in the world to him; but, it seems, Cap­tain Holford was too in­tim­ately ac­quain­ted with him, to re­pose any con­fid­ence at all in his words or oaths. He told him, he might eas­ily find a way to get off, if he had a mind to it: I am now go­ing down the bay, says he, and shall re­turn hith­er, in about a month; and if I find you upon the is­land when I come back, I’ll carry you to Ja­maica, and hang you. Which way can I get away? an­swers Vane. Are there not fish­er­men’s dor­ies upon the beach? Can’t you take one of them? replies Holford. What, says Vane, would you have me steal a dory then? Do you make it a mat­ter of con­science? said Holford, to steal a dory, when you have been a com­mon rob­ber and pir­ate, steal­ing ships and car­goes, and plun­der­ing all man­kind that fell in your way? Stay there, and be d——n’d, if you are so squeam­ish: and so left him.

			After Cap­tain Holford’s de­par­ture, an­oth­er ship put in to the same is­land in her way home for wa­ter; none of whose com­pany know­ing Vane, he eas­ily passed upon them for an­oth­er man, and so was shipp’d for the voy­age. One would be apt to think that Vane was now pretty safe, and likely to es­cape the fate which his crimes had mer­ited; but here a cross ac­ci­dent hap­pen’d that ru­in’d all: Holford, re­turn­ing from the bay, was met with by this ship; the cap­tains be­ing very well ac­quain­ted to­geth­er, Holford was in­vited to dine aboard of him, which he did; and as he passed along to the cab­in, he chanced to cast his eye down the hold, and there saw Charles Vane at work; he im­me­di­ately spoke to the cap­tain, say­ing, Do you know who you have got aboard here? Why, says he, I have shipp’d a man at such an is­land, who was cast away in a trad­ing sloop, he seems to be a brisk hand. I tell you, says Cap­tain Holford, it is Vane the no­tori­ous pir­ate. If it be him, replies the oth­er, I won’t keep him: why then, says Holford, I’ll send and take him aboard, and sur­render him at Ja­maica. Which be­ing agreed to, Cap­tain Holford, as soon as he re­turned to his ship, sent his boat with his mate armed, who com­ing to Vane, showed him a pis­tol, and told him, he was his pris­on­er; which none op­pos­ing, he was brought aboard, and put in irons; and when Cap­tain Holford ar­rived at Ja­maica, he de­livered his old ac­quaint­ance in­to the hands of justice; at which place he was try’d, con­victed, and ex­ecuted, as was, some time be­fore, Vane’s con­sort, Robert Deal, brought thith­er by one of the men-of-war.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Of Cap­tain John Rack­am, and His Crew

			
			This John Rack­am, as has been men­tioned in the last chapter, was quarter­mas­ter to Vane’s com­pany, till they were di­vided, and Vane turned out for re­fus­ing to board and fight the French man-of-war; then Rack­am was voted cap­tain of that di­vi­sion that re­mained in the brig­antine. The 24th of Novem­ber 1718, was the first day of his com­mand, and his first cruise was among the Carib­bean Is­lands, where he took and plun­der’d sev­er­al ves­sels.

			We have already taken no­tice, that when Cap­tain Woodes Ro­gers went to the is­land of Provid­ence, with the King’s par­don to such as should sur­render, this brig­antine, which Rack­am now com­manded, made its es­cape, thro’ an­oth­er pas­sage, bid­ding de­fi­ance to mercy.

			To wind­ward of Ja­maica, a Madeira man fell in­to the pir­ate’s way, which they de­tained two or three days, till they had made their mar­ket out of her, and then gave her back to the mas­ter, and per­mit­ted one Hosea Tis­dell, a tav­ern-keep­er at Ja­maica, who had been pick’d up in one of their prizes, to de­part in her, she be­ing then bound for that is­land.

			After this cruise, they went in­to a small is­land and cleaned, and spent their Christ­mas ashore, drink­ing and ca­rous­ing as long as they had any li­quor left, and then went to sea again for more, where they suc­ceeded but too well, though they took no ex­traordin­ary prize, for above two months, ex­cept a ship laden with thieves from Newg­ate, bound for the plant­a­tions, which, in a few days, was re­taken with all her cargo, by an Eng­lish man-of-war.

			Rack­am stood off to­wards the is­land of Ber­muda, and took a ship bound to Eng­land from Car­o­lina, and a small pink from New Eng­land, and brought them to the Ba­hama Is­lands, where with the pitch, tar, and stores, they clean’d again, and re­fit­ted their own ves­sel; but stay­ing too long in that neigh­bour­hood, Cap­tain Ro­gers, who was Gov­ernor of Provid­ence, hear­ing of these ships be­ing taken, sent out a sloop well mann’d and arm’d, which re­took both the prizes, and in the mean­while the pir­ate had the good for­tune to es­cape.

			From hence they sailed to the back of Cuba, where Rack­am kept a little kind of a fam­ily, at which place, they stayed a con­sid­er­able time, liv­ing ashore with their De­li­l­ahs, till their money and pro­vi­sion were ex­pen­ded, and then they con­cluded it time to look out: they re­paired to their ves­sel, and was mak­ing ready to put sea, when a guarda­costa came in with a small Eng­lish sloop, which she had taken as an in­ter­loper on the coast. The Span­ish guard­ship at­tack’d the pir­ate, but Rack­am be­ing close in be­hind a little is­land, she could do but little ex­e­cu­tion where she lay, there­fore the Span­iard warps in­to the chan­nel that even­ing, in or­der to make sure of her the next morn­ing. Rack­am find­ing his case des­per­ate, and hardly any pos­sib­il­ity of es­cap­ing, re­solved to at­tempt the fol­low­ing en­ter­prise: the Span­ish prize ly­ing for bet­ter se­cur­ity close in­to the land, between the little is­land and the main; Rack­am takes his crew in­to the boat, with their pis­tols and cut­lashes, rounds the little is­land, and falls aboard their prize si­lently in the dead of the night, without be­ing dis­covered, telling the Span­iards that were aboard of her, that if they spoke a word, or made the least noise, they were dead men, and so be­came mas­ter of her; when this was done, he slipt her cable, and drove out to sea: the Span­ish man-of-war, was so in­tent upon their ex­pec­ted prize, that they minded noth­ing else, and as soon as day broke, made a furi­ous fire upon the empty sloop, but it was not long be­fore they were rightly ap­prized of the mat­ter, and cursed them­selves for fools, to be bit out of a good rich prize, as she prov’d to be, and to have noth­ing but an old crazy hull in the room of her.

			Rack­am and his crew had no oc­ca­sion to be dis­pleased at the ex­change, that en­abled them to con­tin­ue some time longer in a way of life that suited their de­praved tem­pers: in Au­gust 1720, we find him at sea again, scour­ing the har­bours and in­lets of the north and west parts of Ja­maica, where he took sev­er­al small craft, which proved no great booty to the rovers, but they had but few men, and there­fore they were ob­liged to run at low game, till they could in­crease their com­pany.

			In the be­gin­ning of Septem­ber, they took sev­en or eight fish­ing boats in Har­bour Is­land, stole their nets and oth­er tackle, and then went off the French part of His­pa­ni­ola, and landed, and took cattle away, with two or three French­men they found near the wa­ter­side, hunt­ing of wild hogs in the even­ing: the French­men came on board, wheth­er by con­sent or com­pul­sion, I can’t say. They af­ter­wards plundered two sloops, and re­turned to Ja­maica, on the north coast of which is­land, near Porto Maria Bay, they took a schoon­er, Thomas Spen­low Mas­ter; it was then the 19th of Oc­to­ber. The next day, Rack­am see­ing a sloop in Dry Har­bour Bay, he stood in and fired a gun; the men all run ashore, and he took the sloop and lad­ing, but when those ashore found them to be pir­ates, they hailed the sloop, and let them know they were all will­ing to come aboard of them.

			Rack­am’s coast­ing the is­land in this man­ner, proved fatal to him, for in­tel­li­gence came to the Gov­ernor, of his ex­ped­i­tion, by a canoa which he had sur­prised ashore, in Ocho Bay; upon which a sloop was im­me­di­ately fit­ted out, and sent round the is­land in quest of him, com­manded by Cap­tain Barnet, with a good num­ber of hands. Rack­am round­ing the is­land, and draw­ing near the west­ern­most point, called Point Negril, saw a small pet­ti­auger, which at sight of the sloop, run ashore and landed her men; when one of them hailed her, an­swer was made, they were Eng­lish­men, and de­sired the pet­ti­auger’s men to come on board, and drink a bowl of punch, which they were pre­vailed upon to do; ac­cord­ingly the com­pany came all aboard of the pir­ate, con­sist­ing of nine per­sons, in an ill hour; they were armed with mus­kets and cut­lashes, but, what was their real design by so do­ing, I shall not take upon me to say; but they had no soon­er laid down their arms, and taken up their pipes, but Barnet’s sloop, which was in pur­suit of Rack­am’s, came in sight.

			The pir­ates find­ing she stood dir­ectly to­wards her, fear’d the event, and weighed their an­chor, which they but lately let go, and stood off: Cap­tain Barnet gave them chase, and hav­ing the ad­vant­age of little breezes of wind, which blew off the land, came up with her, and, after a very small dis­pute, took her, and brought her in­to Port Roy­al, in Ja­maica.

			In about a fort­night after the pris­on­ers were brought ashore, viz. Novem­ber 16, 1720, a court of ad­mir­alty was held at St. Jago de la Vega, be­fore which the fol­low­ing per­sons were con­victed, and sen­tence of death passed upon them, by the pres­id­ent, Sir Nich­olas Laws, viz. John Rack­am Cap­tain, George Feth­er­ston Mas­ter, Richard Corner Quarter­mas­ter, John Dav­is, John How­ell, Patrick Carty, Thomas Earl, James Dob­bin and Noah Har­wood. The five first were ex­ecuted the next day at Gal­lows Point, at the town of Port Roy­al, and the rest, the day after, at King­ston; Rack­am, Feth­er­ston and Corner, were af­ter­wards taken down and hang’d up in chains, one at Plumb Point, one at Bush Key, and the oth­er at Gun Key.

			But what was very sur­pris­ing, was, the con­vic­tion of the nine men that came aboard the sloop the same day she was taken. They were try’d at an ad­journ­ment of the Court, on the 24th of Janu­ary, wait­ing all that time, it is sup­posed, for evid­ence, to prove the pir­at­ic­al in­ten­tion of go­ing aboard the said sloop; for it seems there was no act of pir­acy com­mit­ted by them, after their com­ing on board, as ap­peared by the wit­nesses against them, who were two French­men taken by Rack­am, off from the is­land of His­pa­ni­ola, and de­posed in the fol­low­ing man­ner.

			
				That the pris­on­ers at the bar, viz. John Eaton, Ed­ward Warner, Thomas Baker, Thomas Quick, John Cole, Ben­jamin Palmer, Wal­ter Rouse, John Han­son, and John Howard, came aboard the pir­ate’s sloop at Negril Point, Rack­am send­ing his ca­noe ashore for that pur­pose: that they brought guns and cut­lashes on board with them: that when Cap­tain Barnet chased them, some were drink­ing, and oth­ers walk­ing the deck: that there was a great gun and a small arm fired by the pir­ate sloop, at Cap­tain Barnet’s sloop, when he chased her; and that when Cap­tain Barnet’s sloop fired at Rack­am’s sloop, the pris­on­ers at the bar went down un­der deck. That dur­ing the time Cap­tain Barnet chased them, some of the pris­on­ers at the bar (but which of them he could not tell) helped to row the sloop, in or­der to es­cape from Barnet: that they all seemed to be con­sor­ted to­geth­er.

			

			This was the sub­stance of all that was evid­enced against them, the pris­on­ers answered in their de­fence,

			
				That they had no wit­nesses: that they had bought a pet­ti­auger in or­der to go a-turt­ling; and be­ing at Negril Point, and just got ashore, they saw a sloop with a white pendant com­ing to­wards them, upon which they took their arms, and hid them­selves in the bushes: that one of them hail’d the sloop, who an­swer’d, they were Eng­lish­men, and de­sired them to come aboard and drink a bowl of punch; which they at first re­fused, but af­ter­wards with much per­sua­sion, they went on board, in the sloop’s ca­noe, and left their own pet­ti­auger at an­chor: that they had been but a short time on board, when Cap­tain Barnet’s sloop heaved in sight: that Rack­am ordered them to help to weigh the sloop’s an­chor im­me­di­ately, which they all re­fused: that Rack­am used vi­ol­ent means to ob­lige them; and that when Cap­tain Barnet came up with them, they all read­ily and will­ingly sub­mit­ted.

			

			When the pris­on­ers were taken from the bar, and the per­sons present be­ing with­drawn, the court con­sidered the pris­on­er’s cases, and the ma­jor­ity of the com­mis­sion­ers be­ing of opin­ion, that they were all guilty of the pir­acy and felony they were charged with, which was, the go­ing over with a pir­at­ic­al and felo­ni­ous in­tent to John Rack­am, etc. then no­tori­ous pir­ates, and by them known to be so, they all re­ceived sen­tence of death; which every­body must al­low proved some­what un­lucky to the poor fel­lows.

			On the 17th of Feb­ru­ary, John Eaton, Thomas Quick and Thomas Baker, were ex­ecuted at Gal­lows Point, at Port Roy­al, and the next day John Cole, John Howard and Ben­jamin Palmer, were ex­ecuted at King­ston; wheth­er the oth­er three were ex­ecuted af­ter­wards, or not, I nev­er heard.

			Two oth­er pir­ates were try’d that be­longed to Rack­am’s crew, and be­ing con­victed, were brought up, and asked if either of them had any­thing to say why sen­tence of death should not pass upon them, in like man­ner as had been done to all the rest; and both of them pleaded their bel­lies, be­ing quick with child, and pray’d that ex­e­cu­tion might be stay’d, whereupon the Court passed sen­tence, as in cases of pir­acy, but ordered them back, till a prop­er jury should be ap­poin­ted to en­quire in­to the mat­ter.

		
	
		
			The Life of Mary Read

			Now we are to be­gin a his­tory full of sur­pris­ing turns and ad­ven­tures; I mean, that of Mary Read and Anne Bonny, ali­as Bonn, which were the true names of these two pir­ates; the odd in­cid­ents of their ram­bling lives are such, that some may be temp­ted to think the whole story no bet­ter than a nov­el or ro­mance; but since it is sup­por­ted by many thou­sand wit­nesses, I mean the people of Ja­maica, who were present at their tri­als, and heard the story of their lives, upon the first dis­cov­ery of their sex; the truth of it can be no more con­tested, than that there were such men in the world, as Roberts and Black­beard, who were pir­ates.

			Ann Bonny and Mary Read con­victed of pir­acy Nov. 28th. 1720 at a court of vice ad­mir­alty held at St. Jago de la Vega in the is­land of Ja­maica.

			Mary Read was born in Eng­land, her moth­er was mar­ried young, to a man who used the sea, who go­ing a-voy­age soon after their mar­riage, left her with child, which child proved to be a boy. As to the hus­band, wheth­er he was cast away, or died in the voy­age, Mary Read could not tell; but how­ever, he nev­er re­turned more; nev­er­the­less, the moth­er, who was young and airy, met with an ac­ci­dent, which has of­ten happened to wo­men who are young, and do not take a great deal of care; which was, she soon proved with child again, without a hus­band to fath­er it, but how, or by whom, none but her­self could tell, for she car­ried a pretty good repu­ta­tion among her neigh­bours. Find­ing her bur­den grow, in or­der to con­ceal her shame, she takes a form­al leave of her hus­band’s re­la­tions, giv­ing out, that she went to live with some friends of her own, in the coun­try: ac­cord­ingly she went away, and car­ried with her her young son, at this time, not a year old: soon after her de­par­ture her son died, but provid­ence in re­turn, was pleased to give her a girl in his room, of which she was safely de­livered, in her re­treat, and this was our Mary Read.

			Here the moth­er liv’d three or four years, till what money she had was al­most gone; then she thought of re­turn­ing to Lon­don, and con­sid­er­ing that her hus­band’s moth­er was in some cir­cum­stances, she did not doubt but to pre­vail upon her, to provide for the child, if she could but pass it upon her for the same, but the chan­ging a girl in­to a boy, seem’d a dif­fi­cult piece of work, and how to de­ceive an ex­per­i­enced old wo­man, in such a point, was al­to­geth­er as im­possible; how­ever, she ven­tured to dress it up as a boy, brought it to town, and presen­ted it to her moth­er-in-law, as her hus­band’s son; the old wo­man would have taken it, to have bred it up, but the moth­er pre­ten­ded it would break her heart, to part with it; so it was agreed betwixt them, that the child should live with the moth­er, and the sup­posed grand­moth­er should al­low a crown a week for it’s main­ten­ance.

			Thus the moth­er gained her point, she bred up her daugh­ter as a boy, and when she grew up to some sense, she thought prop­er to let her in­to the secret of her birth, to in­duce her to con­ceal her sex. It hap­pen’d that the grand­moth­er died, by which means the sub­sist­ence that came from that quarter, ceased, and they were more and more re­duced in their cir­cum­stances; where­fore she was ob­liged to put her daugh­ter out, to wait on a French lady, as a foot-boy, be­ing now thir­teen years of age: here she did not live long, for grow­ing bold and strong, and hav­ing also a rov­ing mind, she entered her­self on board a man-of-war, where she served some time, then quit­ted it, went over in­to Flanders, and car­ried arms in a re­gi­ment of foot, as a ca­det; and though upon all ac­tions, she be­haved her­self with a great deal of bravery, yet she could not get a com­mis­sion, they be­ing gen­er­ally bought and sold; there­fore she quit­ted the ser­vice, and took on in a re­gi­ment of horse; she be­haved so well in sev­er­al en­gage­ments, that she got the es­teem of all her of­ficers; but her com­rade who was a Flem­ing, hap­pen­ing to be a hand­some young fel­low, she falls in love with him, and from that time, grew a little more neg­li­gent in her duty, so that, it seems, Mars and Venus could not be served at the same time; her arms and ac­coutre­ments which were al­ways kept in the best or­der, were quite neg­lected: ’tis true, when her com­rade was ordered out upon a party, she used to go without be­ing com­manded, and fre­quently run her­self in­to danger, where she had no busi­ness, only to be near him; the rest of the troop­ers little sus­pect­ing the secret cause which moved her to this be­ha­viour, fan­cied her to be mad, and her com­rade him­self could not ac­count for this strange al­ter­a­tion in her, but love is in­geni­ous, and as they lay in the same tent, and were con­stantly to­geth­er, she found a way of let­ting him dis­cov­er her sex, without ap­pear­ing that it was done with design.

			He was much sur­prised at what he found out, and not a little pleased, tak­ing it for gran­ted, that he should have a mis­tress solely to him­self, which is an un­usu­al thing in a camp, since there is scarce one of those cam­paign ladies, that is ever true to a troop or com­pany; so that he thought of noth­ing but grat­i­fy­ing his pas­sions with very little ce­re­mony; but he found him­self strangely mis­taken, for she proved very re­served and mod­est, and res­isted all his tempta­tions, and at the same time was so ob­li­ging and in­sinu­at­ing in her car­riage, that she quite changed his pur­pose, so far from think­ing of mak­ing her his mis­tress, he now cour­ted her for a wife.

			This was the ut­most wish of her heart, in short, they ex­changed prom­ises, and when the cam­paign was over, and the re­gi­ment marched in­to winter quar­ters, they bought wo­man’s ap­par­el for her, with such money as they could make up betwixt them, and were pub­licly mar­ried.

			The story of two troop­ers mar­ry­ing each oth­er, made a great noise, so that sev­er­al of­ficers were drawn by curi­os­ity to as­sist at the ce­re­mony, and they agreed among them­selves that every one of them should make a small present to the bride, to­wards house­keep­ing, in con­sid­er­a­tion of her hav­ing been their fel­low sol­dier. Thus be­ing set up, they seemed to have a de­sire of quit­ting the ser­vice, and set­tling in the world; the ad­ven­ture of their love and mar­riage had gained them so much fa­vour, that they eas­ily ob­tained their dis­charge, and they im­me­di­ately set up an eat­ing house or or­din­ary, which was the Sign of the Three Horse­shoes, near the Castle of Breda, where they soon run in­to a good trade, a great many of­ficers eat­ing with them con­stantly.

			But this hap­pi­ness las­ted not long, for the hus­band soon died, and the Peace of Ryswick be­ing con­cluded, there was no re­sort of of­ficers to Breda, as usu­al; so that the wid­ow hav­ing little or no trade, was forced to give up house­keep­ing, and her sub­stance be­ing by de­grees quite spent, she again as­sumes her man’s ap­par­el, and go­ing in­to Hol­land, there takes on in a re­gi­ment of foot, quarter’d in one of the fron­ti­er towns: here she did not re­main long, there was no like­li­hood of prefer­ment in time of peace, there­fore she took a res­ol­u­tion of seek­ing her for­tune an­oth­er way; and with­draw­ing from the re­gi­ment, ships her­self on board of a ves­sel bound for the West In­dies.

			It hap­pen’d this ship was taken by Eng­lish pir­ates, and Mary Read was the only Eng­lish per­son on board, they kept her amongst them, and hav­ing plundered the ship, let it go again; after fol­low­ing this trade for some time, the King’s pro­clam­a­tion came out, and was pub­lish’d in all parts of the West In­dies, for par­don­ing such pir­ates, who should vol­un­tar­ily sur­render them­selves by a cer­tain day therein men­tioned. The crew of Mary Read took the be­ne­fit of this pro­clam­a­tion, and hav­ing sur­render’d, liv’d quietly on­shore; but money be­gin­ning to grow short, and hear­ing that Cap­tain Woodes Ro­gers, Gov­ernor of the is­land of Provid­ence, was fit­ting out some pri­vat­eers to cruise against the Span­iards, she with sev­er­al oth­ers em­bark’d for that is­land, in or­der to go upon the pri­vat­eer­ing ac­count, be­ing re­solved to make her for­tune one way or oth­er.

			These pri­vat­eers were no soon­er sail’d out, but the crews of some of them, who had been pardoned, rose against their com­mand­ers, and turned them­selves to their old trade: in this num­ber was Mary Read. It is true, she of­ten de­clared, that the life of a pir­ate was what she al­ways ab­hor’d, and went in­to it only upon com­pul­sion, both this time, and be­fore, in­tend­ing to quit it, whenev­er a fair op­por­tun­ity should of­fer it­self; yet some of the evid­ence against her, upon her tri­al, who were forced men, and had sailed with her, de­posed upon oath, that in times of ac­tion, no per­son amongst them were more res­ol­ute, or ready to board or un­der­take any­thing that was haz­ard­ous, as she and Anne Bonny; and par­tic­u­larly at the time they were at­tack’d and taken, when they came to close quar­ters, none kept the deck ex­cept Mary Read and Anne Bonny, and one more; upon which, she, Mary Read, called to those un­der deck, to come up and fight like men, and find­ing they did not stir, fired her arms down the hold amongst them, killing one, and wound­ing oth­ers.

			This was part of the evid­ence against her, which she denied; which, wheth­er true or no, thus much is cer­tain, that she did not want bravery, nor in­deed was she less re­mark­able for her mod­esty, ac­cord­ing to her no­tions of vir­tue: her sex was not so much as sus­pec­ted by any per­son on board, till Anne Bonny, who was not al­to­geth­er so re­served in point of chastity, took a par­tic­u­lar lik­ing to her; in short, Anne Bonny took her for a hand­some young fel­low, and for some reas­ons best known to her­self, first dis­covered her sex to Mary Read; Mary Read know­ing what she would be at, and be­ing very sens­ible of her own in­ca­pa­city that way, was forced to come to a right un­der­stand­ing with her, and so to the great dis­ap­point­ment of Anne Bonny, she let her know she was a wo­man also; but this in­tim­acy so dis­turb’d Cap­tain Rack­am, who was the lov­er and gal­lant of Anne Bonny, that he grew furi­ously jeal­ous, so that he told Anne Bonny, he would cut her new lov­er’s throat, there­fore, to quiet him, she let him in­to the secret also.

			Cap­tain Rack­am, (as he was en­joined,) kept the thing a secret from all the ship’s com­pany, yet, not­with­stand­ing all her cun­ning and re­serve, love found her out in this dis­guise, and hinder’d her from for­get­ting her sex. In their cruise they took a great num­ber of ships be­long­ing to Ja­maica, and oth­er parts of the West In­dies, bound to and from Eng­land; and whenev­er they meet any good artist, or oth­er per­son that might be of any great use to their com­pany, if he was not will­ing to enter, it was their cus­tom to keep him by force. Among these was a young fel­low of a most en­ga­ging be­ha­viour, or, at least, he was so in the eyes of Mary Read, who be­came so smit­ten with his per­son and ad­dress, that she could neither rest, night or day; but as there is noth­ing more in­geni­ous than love, it was no hard mat­ter for her, who had be­fore been prac­ticed in these wiles, to find a way to let him dis­cov­er her sex: she first in­sinu­ated her­self in­to his lik­ing, by talk­ing against the life of a pir­ate, which he was al­to­geth­er averse to, so they be­came mess­mates and strict com­pan­ions: when she found he had a friend­ship for her, as a man, she suffered the dis­cov­ery to be made, by care­lessly show­ing her breasts, which were very white.

			The young fel­low, who was made of flesh and blood, had his curi­os­ity and de­sire so rais’d by this sight, that he nev­er ceased im­por­tun­ing her, till she con­fessed what she was. Now be­gins the scene of love; as he had a lik­ing and es­teem for her, un­der her sup­posed char­ac­ter, it was now turn’d in­to fond­ness and de­sire; her pas­sion was no less vi­ol­ent than his, and per­haps she ex­press’d it, by one of the most gen­er­ous ac­tions that ever love in­spired. It happened this young fel­low had a quar­rel with one of the pir­ates, and their ship then ly­ing at an an­chor, near one of the is­lands, they had ap­poin­ted to go ashore and fight, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of the pir­ates: Mary Read, was to the last de­gree un­easy and anxious, for the fate of her lov­er; she would not have had him re­fuse the chal­lenge, be­cause, she could not bear the thoughts of his be­ing branded with cow­ardice; on the oth­er side, she dreaded the event, and ap­pre­hen­ded the fel­low might be too hard for him: when love once enters in­to the breast of one who has any sparks of gen­er­os­ity, it stirs the heart up to the most noble ac­tions; in this di­lemma, she show’d, that she fear’d more for his life than she did for her own; for she took a res­ol­u­tion of quar­rel­ing with this fel­low her­self, and hav­ing chal­lenged him ashore, she ap­poin­ted the time two hours soon­er than that when he was to meet her lov­er, where she fought him at sword and pis­tol, and killed him upon the spot.

			It is true, she had fought be­fore, when she had been in­sul­ted by some of those fel­lows, but now it was al­to­geth­er in her lov­er’s cause, she stood as it were betwixt him and death, as if she could not live without him. If he had no re­gard for her be­fore, this ac­tion would have bound him to her forever; but there was no oc­ca­sion for ties or ob­lig­a­tions, his in­clin­a­tion to­wards her was suf­fi­cient; in fine, they ap­plied their troth to each oth­er, which Mary Read said, she look’d upon to be as good a mar­riage, in con­science, as if it had been done by a min­is­ter in church; and to this was ow­ing her great belly, which she pleaded to save her life.

			She de­clared she had nev­er com­mit­ted adul­tery or for­nic­a­tion with any man, she com­men­ded the justice of the court, be­fore which she was tried, for dis­tin­guish­ing the nature of their crimes; her hus­band, as she call’d him, with sev­er­al oth­ers, be­ing ac­quit­ted; and be­ing ask’d, who he was? she would not tell, but, said he was an hon­est man, and had no in­clin­a­tion to such prac­tices, and that they had both re­solved to leave the pir­ates the first op­por­tun­ity, and ap­ply them­selves to some hon­est live­li­hood.

			It is no doubt, but many had com­pas­sion for her, yet the court could not avoid find­ing her Guilty; for among oth­er things, one of the evid­ences against her, de­posed, that be­ing taken by Rack­am, and de­tain’d some time on board, he fell ac­ci­dent­ally in­to dis­course with Mary Read, whom he tak­ing for a young man, ask’d her, what pleas­ure she could have in be­ing con­cerned in such en­ter­prises, where her life was con­tinu­ally in danger, by fire or sword; and not only so, but she must be sure of dy­ing an ig­no­mini­ous death, if she should be taken alive?—She an­swer’d, that as to hanging, she thought it no great hard­ship, for, were it not for that, every cow­ardly fel­low would turn pir­ate, and so in­fest the seas, that men of cour­age must starve:—that if it was put to the choice of the pir­ates, they would not have the pun­ish­ment less than death, the fear of which, kept some dast­ardly rogues hon­est; that many of those who are now cheat­ing the wid­ows and orphans, and op­press­ing their poor neigh­bours, who have no money to ob­tain justice, would then rob at sea, and the ocean would be crowded with rogues, like the land, and no mer­chant would ven­ture out; so that the trade, in a little time, would not be worth fol­low­ing.

			Be­ing found quick with child, as has been ob­served, her ex­e­cu­tion was res­pited, and it is pos­sible she would have found fa­vour, but she was seiz’d with a vi­ol­ent fever, soon after her tri­al, of which she died in pris­on.

		
	
		
			The Life of Anne Bonny

			As we have been more par­tic­u­lar in the lives of these two wo­men, than those of oth­er pir­ates, it is in­cum­bent on us, as a faith­ful his­tor­i­an, to be­gin with their birth. Anne Bonny was born at a town near Cork, in the king­dom of Ire­land, her fath­er an at­tor­ney at law, but Anne was not one of his le­git­im­ate is­sue, which seems to cross an old pro­verb, which says, that bas­tards have the best luck. Her fath­er was a mar­ried man, and his wife hav­ing been brought to bed, con­trac­ted an ill­ness in her ly­ing in, and in or­der to re­cov­er her health, she was ad­vised to re­move for change of air; the place she chose, was a few miles dis­tance from her dwell­ing, where her hus­band’s moth­er liv’d. Here she so­journ’d some time, her hus­band stay­ing at home, to fol­low his af­fairs. The ser­vant-maid, whom she left to look after the house, and at­tend the fam­ily, be­ing a hand­some young wo­man, was cour­ted by a young man of the same town, who was a tan­ner; this tan­ner used to take his op­por­tun­it­ies, when the fam­ily was out of the way, of com­ing to pur­sue his court­ship; and be­ing with the maid one day as she was em­ploy’d in the house­hold busi­ness, not hav­ing the fear of God be­fore his eyes, he takes his op­por­tun­ity, when her back was turned, of whip­ping three sil­ver spoons in­to his pock­et. The maid soon miss’d the spoons, and know­ing that nobody had been in the room, but her­self and the young man, since she saw them last, she charged him with tak­ing them; he very stiffly denied it, upon which she grew out­rageous, and threatened to go to a con­stable, in or­der to carry him be­fore a justice of peace: these men­aces fright­en’d him out of his wits, well know­ing he could not stand search; where­fore he en­deav­oured to pa­ci­fy her, by de­sir­ing her to ex­am­ine the draw­ers and oth­er places, and per­haps she might find them; in this time he slips in­to an­oth­er room, where the maid usu­ally lay, and puts the spoons betwixt the sheets, and then makes his es­cape by a back door, con­clud­ing she must find them, when she went to bed, and so next day he might pre­tend he did it only to fright­en her, and the thing might be laugh’d off for a jest.

			As soon as she miss’d him, she gave over her search, con­clud­ing he had car­ried them off, and went dir­ectly to the con­stable, in or­der to have him ap­pre­hen­ded: the young man was in­formed, that a con­stable had been in search of him, but he re­garded it but little, not doubt­ing but all would be well next day. Three or four days passed, and still he was told, the con­stable was upon the hunt for him, this made him lie con­cealed, he could not com­pre­hend the mean­ing of it, he ima­gined no less, than that the maid had a mind to con­vert the spoons to her own use, and put the rob­bery upon him.

			It happened, at this time, that the mis­tress be­ing per­fectly re­covered of her late in­dis­pos­i­tion, was re­turn’d home, in com­pany with her moth­er-in-law; the first news she heard, was of the loss of the spoons, with the man­ner how; the maid telling her, at the same time, that the young man was run away. The young fel­low had in­tel­li­gence of the mis­tress’ ar­rival, and con­sid­er­ing with him­self, that he could nev­er ap­pear again in his busi­ness, un­less this mat­ter was got over, and she be­ing a good natured wo­man, he took a res­ol­u­tion of go­ing dir­ectly to her, and of telling her the whole story, only with this dif­fer­ence, that he did it for a jest.

			The mis­tress could scarce be­lieve it, how­ever, she went dir­ectly to the maid’s room, and turn­ing down the bed clothes, there, to her great sur­prise, found the three spoons; upon this she de­sired the young man to go home and mind his busi­ness, for he should have no trouble about it.

			The mis­tress could not ima­gine the mean­ing of this, she nev­er had found the maid guilty of any pil­fer­ing, and there­fore it could not enter her head, that she de­signed to steal the spoons her­self; upon the whole, she con­cluded the maid had not been in her bed, from the time the spoons were miss’d, she grew im­me­di­ately jeal­ous upon it, and sus­pec­ted, that the maid sup­plied her place with her hus­band, dur­ing her ab­sence, and this was the reas­on why the spoons were no soon­er found.

			She call’d to mind sev­er­al ac­tions of kind­ness, her hus­band had showed the maid, things that pass’d un­heeded by, when they happened, but now she had got that tor­ment­or, jeal­ousy, in her head, amoun­ted to proofs of their in­tim­acy; an­oth­er cir­cum­stance which strengthen’d the whole, was, that though her hus­band knew she was to come home that day, and had had no com­mu­nic­a­tion with her in four months, which was be­fore her last ly­ing in, yet he took an op­por­tun­ity of go­ing out of town that morn­ing, upon some slight pre­tence:—all these things put to­geth­er, con­firm’d her in her jeal­ousy.

			As wo­men sel­dom for­give in­jur­ies of this kind, she thought of dis­char­ging her re­venge upon the maid: in or­der to this, she leaves the spoons where she found them, and or­ders the maid to put clean sheets upon the bed, telling her, she in­ten­ded to lie there her­self that night, be­cause her moth­er-in-law was to lie in her bed, and that she (the maid) must lie in an­oth­er part of the house; the maid in mak­ing the bed, was sur­prised with the sight of the spoons, but there were very good reas­ons, why it was not prop­er for her to tell where she found them, there­fore she takes them up, puts them in her trunk, in­tend­ing to leave them in some place, where they might be found by chance.

			The mis­tress, that everything might look to be done without design, lies that night in the maid’s bed, little dream­ing of what an ad­ven­ture it would pro­duce: after she had been abed some time, think­ing on what had pass’d, for jeal­ousy kept her awake, she heard some­body enter the room; at first she ap­pre­hen­ded it to be thieves, and was so fright’ned, she had not cour­age enough to call out; but when she heard these words, Mary, are you awake? She knew it to be her hus­band’s voice; then her fright was over, yet she made no an­swer, lest he should find her out, if she spoke, there­fore she re­solved to coun­ter­feit sleep, and take what fol­lowed.

			The hus­band came to bed, and that night play’d the vig­or­ous lov­er; but one thing spoil’d the di­ver­sion on the wife’s side, which was, the re­flec­tion that it was not design’d for her; how­ever she was very pass­ive, and bore it like a Chris­ti­an. Early be­fore day, she stole out of bed, leav­ing him asleep, and went to her moth­er-in-law, telling her what had passed, not for­get­ting how he had used her, as tak­ing her for the maid; the hus­band also stole out, not think­ing it con­veni­ent to be catch’d in that room; in the mean­time, the re­venge of the mis­tress was strongly against the maid, and without con­sid­er­ing, that to her she ow’d the di­ver­sion of the night be­fore, and that one good turn should de­serve an­oth­er; she sent for a con­stable, and charged her with steal­ing the spoons: the maid’s trunk was broke open, and the spoons found, upon which she was car­ried be­fore a justice of peace, and by him com­mit­ted to gaol.

			The hus­band loiter’d about till twelve a clock at noon, then comes home, pre­ten­ded he was just come to town; as soon as he heard what had passed, in re­la­tion to the maid, he fell in­to a great pas­sion with his wife; this set the thing in­to a great­er flame, the moth­er takes the wife’s part against her own son, in­somuch that the quar­rel in­creas­ing, the moth­er and wife took horse im­me­di­ately, and went back to the moth­er’s house, and the hus­band and wife nev­er bed­ded to­geth­er after.

			The maid lay a long time in the pris­on, it be­ing near half a year to the as­sizes; but be­fore it happened, it was dis­covered she was with child; when she was ar­raign’d at the bar, she was dis­charged for want of evid­ence; the wife’s con­science touch’d her, and as she did not be­lieve the maid guilty of any theft, ex­cept that of love, she did not ap­pear against her; soon after her ac­quit­tal, she was de­livered of a girl.

			But what alarm’d the hus­band most, was, that it was dis­covered the wife was with child also, he tak­ing it for gran­ted, he had had no in­tim­acy with her, since her last ly­ing in, grew jeal­ous of her, in his turn, and made this a handle to jus­ti­fy him­self, for his us­age of her, pre­tend­ing now he had sus­pec­ted her long, but that here was proof; she was de­livered of twins, a boy and a girl.

			The moth­er fell ill, sent to her son to re­con­cile him to his wife, but he would not harken to it; there­fore she made a will, leav­ing all she had in the hands of cer­tain trust­ees, for the use of the wife and two chil­dren lately born, and died a few days after.

			This was an ugly turn upon him, his greatest de­pend­ence be­ing upon his moth­er; how­ever, his wife was kinder to him than he de­served, for she made him a yearly al­low­ance out of what was left, though they con­tin­ued to live sep­ar­ate: it las­ted near five years; at this time hav­ing a great af­fec­tion for the girl he had by his maid, he had a mind to take it home, to live with him; but as all the town knew it to be a girl, the bet­ter to dis­guise the mat­ter from them, as well as from his wife, he had it put in­to breeches, as a boy, pre­tend­ing it was a re­la­tion’s child he was to breed up to be his clerk.

			The wife heard he had a little boy at home he was very fond of, but as she did not know any re­la­tion of his that had such a child, she em­ploy’d a friend to en­quire fur­ther in­to it; this per­son by talk­ing with the child, found it to be a girl, dis­covered that the ser­vant-maid was its moth­er, and that the hus­band still kept up his cor­res­pond­ence with her.

			Upon this in­tel­li­gence, the wife be­ing un­will­ing that her chil­dren’s money should go to­wards the main­ten­ance of bas­tards, stopped the al­low­ance: the hus­band en­raged, in a kind of re­venge, takes the maid home, and lives with her pub­licly, to the great scan­dal of his neigh­bours; but he soon found the bad ef­fect of it, for by de­grees lost his prac­tice, so that he saw plainly he could not live there, there­fore he thought of re­mov­ing, and turn­ing what ef­fects he had in­to ready money; he goes to Cork, and there with his maid and daugh­ter em­barks for Car­o­lina.

			At first he fol­lowed the prac­tice of the law in that province, but af­ter­wards fell in­to mer­chand­ise, which proved more suc­cess­ful to him, for he gained by it suf­fi­cient to pur­chase a con­sid­er­able plant­a­tion: his maid, who passed for his wife, happened to die, after which his daugh­ter, our Anne Bonny, now grown up, kept his house.

			She was of a fierce and cour­ageous tem­per, where­fore, when she lay un­der con­dem­na­tion, sev­er­al stor­ies were re­por­ted of her, much to her dis­ad­vant­age, as that she had kill’d an Eng­lish ser­vant-maid once in her pas­sion with a case-knife, while she look’d after her fath­er’s house; but upon fur­ther en­quiry, I found this story to be ground­less: it was cer­tain she was so ro­bust, that once, when a young fel­low would have lain with her, against her will, she beat him so, that he lay ill of it a con­sid­er­able time.

			While she lived with her fath­er, she was look’d upon as one that would be a good for­tune, where­fore it was thought her fath­er ex­pec­ted a good match for her; but she spoilt all, for without his con­sent, she mar­ries a young fel­low, who be­longed to the sea, and was not worth a groat; which pro­voked her fath­er to such a de­gree, that he turned her out of doors, upon which the young fel­low, who mar­ried her, find­ing him­self dis­ap­poin­ted in his ex­pect­a­tion, shipped him­self and wife, for the is­land of Provid­ence, ex­pect­ing em­ploy­ment there.

			Here she be­came ac­quain­ted with Rack­am the pir­ate, who mak­ing court­ship to her, soon found means of with­draw­ing her af­fec­tions from her hus­band, so that she con­sen­ted to elope from him, and go to sea with Rack­am in men’s clothes: she was as good as her word, and after she had been at sea some time, she proved with child, and be­gin­ning to grow big, Rack­am landed her on the is­land of Cuba; and re­com­mend­ing her there to some friends of his, they took care of her, till she was brought to bed: when she was up and well again, he sent for her to bear him com­pany.

			The King’s pro­clam­a­tion be­ing out, for par­don­ing of pir­ates, he took the be­ne­fit of it, and sur­rendered; af­ter­wards be­ing sent upon the pri­vat­eer­ing ac­count, he re­turned to his old trade, as has been already hin­ted in the story of Mary Read. In all these ex­ped­i­tions, Anne Bonny bore him com­pany, and when any busi­ness was to be done in their way, nobody was more for­ward or cour­ageous than she, and par­tic­u­larly when they were taken; she and Mary Read, with one more, were all the per­sons that durst keep the deck, as has been be­fore hin­ted.

			Her fath­er was known to a great many gen­tle­men, plant­ers of Ja­maica, who had dealt with him, and among whom he had a good repu­ta­tion; and some of them, who had been in Car­o­lina, re­mem­ber’d to have seen her in his house; where­fore they were in­clined to show her fa­vour, but the ac­tion of leav­ing her hus­band was an ugly cir­cum­stance against her. The day that Rack­am was ex­ecuted, by spe­cial fa­vour, he was ad­mit­ted to see her; but all the com­fort she gave him, was, that she was sorry to see him there, but if he had fought like a man, he need not have been hang’d like a dog.

			She was con­tin­ued in pris­on, to the time of her ly­ing in, and af­ter­wards re­prieved from time to time; but what is be­come of her since, we can­not tell; only this we know, that she was not ex­ecuted.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Of Cap­tain How­el Dav­is, and His Crew

			
			Cap­tain How­el Dav­is was born at Mil­ford, in Mon­mouth­shire, and was from a boy brought up to the sea. The last voy­age he made from Eng­land, was in the Cadogan snow of Bris­tol, Cap­tain Skin­ner Com­mand­er, bound for the coast of Guinea, of which snow Dav­is was chief mate: they were no soon­er ar­rived at Si­erra Le­one on the afore­said coast, but they were taken by the pir­ate Eng­land, who plun­der’d them, and Skin­ner was bar­bar­ously murdered, as has been re­lated be­fore in the story of Cap­tain Eng­land.

			After the death of Cap­tain Skin­ner, Dav­is pre­ten­ded that he was migh­tily so­li­cited by Eng­land to en­gage with him; but that he res­ol­utely answered, he would soon­er be shot to death than sign the pir­ates’ art­icles. Upon which, Eng­land, pleased with his bravery, sent him and the rest of the men again on board the snow, ap­point­ing him cap­tain of her, in the room of Skin­ner, com­mand­ing him to pur­sue his voy­age. He also gave him a writ­ten pa­per sealed up, with or­ders to open it when he should come in­to a cer­tain lat­it­ude, and at the per­il of his life fol­low the or­ders therein set down. This was an air of grandeur like what princes prac­tice to their ad­mir­als and gen­er­als.—It was punc­tu­ally com­plied with by Dav­is, who read it to the ship’s com­pany; it con­tained no less than a gen­er­ous deed of gift of the ship and cargo, to Dav­is and the crew, or­der­ing him to go to Brazil and dis­pose of the lad­ing to the best ad­vant­age, and to make a fair and equal di­vidend with the rest.

			Dav­is pro­posed to the crew, wheth­er they were will­ing to fol­low their dir­ec­tions, but to his great sur­prise, found the ma­jor­ity of them al­to­geth­er averse to it, where­fore in a rage, he bade them be damn’d, and go where they would. They knew that part of their cargo was con­signed to cer­tain mer­chants at Bar­ba­dos, where­fore they steered for that is­land. When they ar­rived, they re­lated to these mer­chants the un­for­tu­nate death of Skin­ner, and the pro­pos­al which had been made to them by Dav­is; upon which Dav­is was seized and com­mit­ted to pris­on, where he was kept three months; how­ever, as he had been in no act of pir­acy, he was dis­charged without be­ing brought to any tri­al, yet he could not ex­pect any em­ploy­ment there; where­fore know­ing that the is­land of Provid­ence was a kind of ren­dez­vous of pir­ates, he was re­solved to make one amongst them, if pos­sible, and to that pur­pose, found means of ship­ping him­self for that is­land; but he was again dis­ap­poin­ted, for when he ar­rived there, the pir­ates had newly sur­rendered to Cap­tain Woodes Ro­gers, and ac­cep­ted of the act of grace, which he had just brought from Eng­land.

			How­ever, Dav­is was not long out of busi­ness, for Cap­tain Ro­gers hav­ing fit­ted out two sloops for trade, one called the Buck, the oth­er the Mum­vil Trader; Dav­is found an em­ploy­ment on board of one of them; the lad­ing of these sloops was of con­sid­er­able value, con­sist­ing of European goods, in or­der to be ex­changed with the French and Span­iards; and many of the hands on board of them, were the pir­ates lately come in upon the late act of grace. The first place they touched at, was the is­land of Mar­ti­nique, be­long­ing to the French, where Dav­is hav­ing con­spired with some oth­ers, rise in the night, se­cured the mas­ter and seized the sloop; as soon as this was done, they called to the oth­er sloop, which lay a little way from them, among whom they knew there were a great many hands ripe for re­bel­lion, and ordered them to come on board of them; they did so, and the greatest part of them agreed to join with Dav­is; those who were oth­er­wise in­clined, were sent back on board the Mum­vil sloop, to go where they pleased, Dav­is hav­ing first taken out of her, everything which he thought might be of use.

			After this, a coun­sel of war was called over a large bowl of punch, at which it was pro­posed to choose a com­mand­er; the elec­tion was soon over, for it fell upon Dav­is by a great ma­jor­ity of leg­al pollers, there was no scru­tiny de­man­ded, for all ac­qui­esced in the choice: as soon as he was pos­sess’d of his com­mand, he drew up art­icles, which were signed and sworn to by him­self and the rest, then he made a short speech, the sum of which, was, a de­clar­a­tion of war against the whole world.

			After this they con­sul­ted about a prop­er place where they might clean their sloop, a light pair of heels be­ing of great use either to take, or es­cape be­ing taken; for this pur­pose they made choice of Cox­on’s Hole, at the east end of the is­land of Cuba, a place where they might se­cure them­selves from sur­prise, the en­trance be­ing so nar­row, that one ship might keep out a hun­dred.

			Here they cleaned with much dif­fi­culty, for they had no car­penter in their com­pany, a per­son of great use upon such ex­i­gen­cies; from hence they put to sea, mak­ing to the north side of the is­land of His­pa­ni­ola. The first sail which fell in their way, was a French ship of twelve guns; it must be ob­served, that Dav­is had but thirty-five hands, yet pro­vi­sions began to grow short with him; where­fore he at­tacked this ship, she soon struck, and he sent twelve of his hands on board of her, in or­der to plun­der: this was no soon­er done, but a sail was spied a great way to wind­ward of them; they en­quired of the French­man what she might be, he answered, that he had spoke with a ship, the day be­fore, of 24 guns and 60 men, and he took this to be the same.

			Dav­is then pro­posed to his men to at­tack her, telling them, she would be a rare ship for their use, but they looked upon it to be an ex­tra­vag­ant at­tempt, and dis­covered no fond­ness for it, but he as­sured them he had a stratagem in his head would make all safe; where­fore he gave chase, and ordered his prize to do the same. The prize be­ing a slow sail­or, Dav­is first came up with the en­emy, and stand­ing along­side of them, showed his pir­at­ic­al col­ours: they, much sur­priz’d, called to Dav­is, telling him, they wondered at his im­pudence in ven­tur­ing to come so near them, and ordered him to strike; but he answered, that he in­ten­ded to keep them in play, till his con­sort came up, who was able to deal with them, and that if they did not strike to him, they should have but bad quar­ters; whereupon he gave them a broad­side, which they re­turned.

			In the mean­time the prize drew near, who ob­liged all the pris­on­ers to come upon deck in white shirts, to make a show of force, as they had been dir­ec­ted by Dav­is; they also hois­ted a dirty tar­paul­in, by way of black flag, they hav­ing no oth­er, and fir’d a gun: the French­men were so in­tim­id­ated by this ap­pear­ance of force, that they struck. Dav­is called out to the Cap­tain to come on board of him, with twenty of his hands; he did so, and they were all for the great­er se­cur­ity clapt in­to irons, the Cap­tain ex­cep­ted: then he sent four of his own men on board the first prize, and in or­der still to carry on the cheat, spoke aloud, that they should give his ser­vice to the Cap­tain, and de­sire him to send some hands on board the prize, to see what they had got; but at the same time gave them a writ­ten pa­per, with in­struc­tions what to do. Here he ordered them to nail up the guns in the little prize, to take out all the small arms and powder, and to go every man of them on board the second prize; when this was done, he ordered that more of the pris­on­ers should be re­moved out of the great prize, in­to the little one, by which he se­cured him­self from any at­tempt which might be feared from their num­bers; for those on board of him were fast in irons, and those in the little prize had neither arms nor am­muni­tion.

			Thus the three ships kept com­pany for 2 days, when find­ing the great prize to be a very dull sail­or, he thought she would not be fit for his pur­pose, where­fore he re­solved to re­store her to the Cap­tain, with all his hands; but first, he took care to take out all her am­muni­tion, and everything else which he might pos­sibly want. The French cap­tain was in such a rage, at be­ing so out­wit­ted, that when he got on board his own ship, he was go­ing to throw him­self over­board, but was pre­ven­ted by his men.

			Hav­ing let go both his prizes, he steered north­ward, in which course he took a small Span­ish sloop; after this, he made to­wards the West­ern Is­lands, but met with no booty there­abouts; then he steered for the Cape de Verde Is­lands, they cast an­chor at St. Nich­olas, hoist­ing Eng­lish col­ours; the Por­tuguese in­hab­it­ing there, took him for an Eng­lish pri­vat­eer, and Dav­is go­ing ashore, they both treated him very civilly, and also traded with him. Here he re­mained five weeks, in which time, he and half his crew, for their pleas­ure, took a jour­ney to the chief town of the is­land, which was 19 miles up the coun­try: Dav­is mak­ing a good ap­pear­ance, was caressed by the Gov­ernor and the in­hab­it­ants, and no di­ver­sion was want­ing which the Por­tuguese could show, or money could pur­chase; after about a week’s stay, he came back to the ship, and the rest of the crew went to take their pleas­ure up to the town, in their turn.

			At their re­turn they clean’d their ship, and put to sea, but not with their whole com­pany; for five of them, like Han­ni­bal’s men, were so charm’d with the lux­ur­ies of the place, and the free con­ver­sa­tion of some wo­men, that they stayed be­hind; and one of them, whose name was Charles Frank­lin, a Mon­mouth­shire man, mar­ried and settled him­self, and lives there to this day.

			From hence they sailed to Bonav­ista, and looked in­to that har­bour, but find­ing noth­ing, they steer’d for the Isle of May: when they ar­rived here, they met with a great many ships and ves­sels in the road, all which they plundered, tak­ing out of them whatever they wanted; and also strengthen’d them­selves with a great many fresh hands, who most of them enter’d vol­un­tar­ily. One of the ships they took to their own use, moun­ted her with twenty-six guns, and call’d her the King James. There be­ing no fresh wa­ter here­abouts, they made to­wards St. Jago, be­long­ing to the Por­tuguese, in or­der to lay in a store; Dav­is, with a few hands, go­ing ashore to find the most com­mo­di­ous place to wa­ter at, the Gov­ernor, with some at­tend­ants, came him­self and ex­amined who they were, and whence they came? And not lik­ing Dav­is’ ac­count of him­self, the Gov­ernor was so plain to tell them, he sus­pec­ted them to be pir­ates. Dav­is seemed migh­tily af­fron­ted, stand­ing much upon his hon­our, reply­ing to the Gov­ernor, he scorn’d his words; how­ever, as soon as his back was turn’d, for fear of ac­ci­dents, he got on board again as fast as he could. Dav­is re­lated what had happened, and his men seemed to re­sent the af­front which had been offered him. Dav­is, upon this, told them, he was con­fid­ent he could sur­prise the fort in the night; they agreed with him to at­tempt it, and ac­cord­ingly, when it grew late, they went ashore well arm’d; and the guard which was kept, was so neg­li­gent, that they got with­in the fort be­fore any alarm was giv­en: when it was too late there was some little res­ist­ance made, and three men killed on Dav­is’ side. Those in the fort, in their hurry, run in­to the Gov­ernor’s house to save them­selves, which they bar­ri­caded so strongly, that Dav­is’ party could not enter it; how­ever, they threw in granado shells, which not only ru­in’d all the fur­niture, but kill’d sev­er­al men with­in.

			When it was day the whole coun­try was alarm’d, and came to at­tack the pir­ates; where­fore it not be­ing their busi­ness to stand a siege, they made the best of their way on board their ship again, after hav­ing dis­moun­ted the guns of the fort. By this en­ter­prise they did a great deal of mis­chief to the Por­tuguese, and but very little good to them­selves.

			Hav­ing put to sea they muster’d their hands, and found them­selves near sev­enty strong; then it was pro­posed what course they should steer, and dif­fer­ing in their opin­ions, they di­vided, and by a ma­jor­ity it was car­ried for Gam­bia on the coast of Guinea; of this opin­ion was Dav­is, he hav­ing been em­ploy’d in that trade, was ac­quain­ted with the coast: he told them, that there was a great deal of money al­ways kept in Gam­bia Castle, and that it would be worth their while to make an at­tempt upon it. They ask’d him how it was pos­sible, since it was gar­risoned? He de­sired they would leave the man­age­ment of it to him, and he would un­der­take to make them mas­ters of it. They began now to con­ceive so high an opin­ion of his con­duct, as well as cour­age, that they thought noth­ing im­possible to him, there­fore they agreed to obey him, without en­quir­ing fur­ther in­to his design.

			Hav­ing come with­in sight of the place, he ordered all his men un­der deck, ex­cept as many as were ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary for work­ing the ship, that those from the fort see­ing a ship with so few hands, might have no sus­pi­cion of her be­ing any oth­er than a trad­ing ves­sel; then he ran close un­der the fort, and there cast an­chor; and hav­ing ordered out the boat, he com­manded six men in her, in old or­din­ary jack­ets, while he him­self, with the mas­ter and doc­tor, dressed them­selves like gen­tle­men; his design be­ing, that the men should look like com­mon sail­ors, and they like mer­chants. In row­ing ashore he gave his men in­struc­tions what to say in case any ques­tions should be asked them.

			Be­ing come to the land­ing place, he was re­ceived by a file of mus­ket­eers, and con­duc­ted in­to the fort, where the Gov­ernor ac­cost­ing them civilly, ask’d them who they were, and whence they came? They answered they were of Liv­er­pool, bound for the River of Seneg­al, to trade for gum and ele­phants’ teeth, but that they were chased on that coast by two French men-of-war, and nar­rowly es­caped be­ing taken, hav­ing a little the heels of them; but now they were re­solved to make the best of a bad mar­ket, and would trade here for slaves; then the Gov­ernor ask’d them, what was the chief of their cargo? They answered, iron and plate, which were good things there; the Gov­ernor told them he would slave them to the full value of their cargo, and asked them, if they had any European li­quor on board? they answered, a little for their own use; how­ever, a hamper should be at his ser­vice. The Gov­ernor then very civilly in­vited them all to stay and dine with him; Dav­is told him, that be­ing com­mand­er of the ship, he must go on board to see her well moored, and give some oth­er or­ders, but those two gen­tle­men might stay, and that he him­self would also re­turn be­fore din­ner, and bring the hamper of li­quor with him.

			While he was in the fort, his eyes were very busy in ob­serving how things lay; he took no­tice there was a sen­try at the en­trance, and a guard­house just by it, where the sol­diers upon duty com­monly waited, their arms stand­ing in a corner, in a heap; he saw also a great many small arms in the Gov­ernor’s hall; now when he came on board, he as­sured his men of suc­cess, de­sir­ing them not to get drunk, and that as soon as they saw the flag upon the castle struck, they might con­clude he was mas­ter, and send twenty hands im­me­di­ately ashore; in the mean­time, there be­ing a sloop at an­chor near them, he sent some hands in a boat, to se­cure the mas­ter and all the men, and bring them on board of him, lest they ob­serving any bustle or arm­ing in his ship, might send ashore and give in­tel­li­gence.

			These pre­cau­tions be­ing taken, he ordered his men, who were to go in the boat with him, to put two pair of pis­tols each un­der their clothes, he do­ing the like him­self, and gave them dir­ec­tions to go in­to the guard­room, and to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion with the sol­diers, and ob­serve when he should fire a pis­tol thro’ the Gov­ernor’s win­dow, to start up at once and se­cure the arms in the guard­room.

			When Dav­is ar­rived, din­ner not be­ing ready, the Gov­ernor pro­posed that they should pass their time in mak­ing a bowl of punch till din­ner­time: it must be ob­served, that Dav­is’ cox­swain waited upon them, who had an op­por­tun­ity of go­ing about all parts of the house, to see what strength they had, he whispered Dav­is, there be­ing no per­son then in the room, but he, (Dav­is) the mas­ter, the doc­tor, the cox­swain and Gov­ernor; Dav­is on a sud­den drew out a pis­tol, clapt it to the Gov­ernor’s breast, telling him, he must sur­render the fort and all the riches in it, or he was a dead man. The Gov­ernor be­ing no ways pre­pared for such an at­tack, prom­ised to be very pass­ive, and do all they de­sired, there­fore they shut the door, took down all the arms that hung in the Hall, and loaded them. Dav­is fires his pis­tol thro’ the win­dow, upon which his men, without, ex­ecuted their part of the scheme, like her­oes, in an in­stant; get­ting betwixt the sol­diers and their arms, all with their pis­tols cock’d in their hands, while one of them car­ried the arms out. When this was done, they locked the sol­diers in­to the guard­room, and kept guard without.

			In the mean­time one of them struck the Uni­on Flag on the top of the castle, at which sig­nal those on board sent on­shore a re­in­force­ment of hands, and they got pos­ses­sion of the fort without the least hurry or con­fu­sion, or so much as a man lost of either side.

			Dav­is har­angued the sol­diers, upon which a great many of them took on with him, those who re­fused, he sent on board the little sloop, and be­cause he would not be at the trouble of a guard for them, he ordered all the sails and cables out of her, which might hinder them from at­tempt­ing to get away.

			This day was spent in a kind of re­joicing, the castle fir­ing her guns to sa­lute the ship, and the ship the castle; but the next day they minded their busi­ness, that is, they fell to plun­der­ing, but they found things fall vastly short of their ex­pect­a­tion; for they dis­covered, that a great deal of money had been lately sent away; how­ever, they met with the value of about two thou­sand pounds ster­ling in bar gold, and a great many oth­er rich ef­fects: everything they liked, which was port­able, they brought aboard their ship; some things which they had no use for, they were so gen­er­ous to make a present of, to the mas­ter and crew of the little sloop, to whom they also re­turned his ves­sel again, and then they fell to work in dis­mount­ing the guns, and de­mol­ish­ing the for­ti­fic­a­tions.

			After they had done as much mis­chief as they could, and were weigh­ing an­chor to be gone, they spy’d a ship bear­ing down upon them in full sail; they soon got their an­chors up, and were in a read­i­ness to re­ceive her. This ship prov’d to be a French pir­ate of four­teen guns and sixty-four hands, half French, half Negroes; the cap­tain’s name was La Bouse; he ex­pec­ted no less than a rich prize, which made him so eager in the chase; but when he came near enough to see their guns, and the num­ber of their hands upon deck, he began to think he should catch a Tar­tar, and sup­posed her to be a small Eng­lish man-of-war; how­ever, since there was no es­cap­ing, he re­solved to do a bold and des­per­ate ac­tion, which was to board Dav­is. As he was mak­ing to­wards her, for this pur­pose, he fired a gun, and hois­ted his black col­ours; Dav­is re­turned the sa­lute, and hois­ted his black col­ours also. The French­man was not a little pleased at this happy mis­take; they both hois­ted out their boats, and the cap­tains went to meet and con­grat­u­late one an­oth­er with a flag of truce in their sterns; a great many ci­vil­it­ies passed between them, and La Bouse de­sired Dav­is, that they might sail down the coast to­geth­er, that he (La Bouse) might get a bet­ter ship: Dav­is agreed to it, and very cour­teously prom­ised him the first ship he took, fit for his use, he would give him, as be­ing will­ing to en­cour­age a will­ing broth­er.

			The first place they touch’d at, was Si­erra Le­one, where at first go­ing in, they spied a tall ship at an­chor; Dav­is be­ing the best sail­or first came up with her, and won­der­ing that she did not try to make off, sus­pec­ted her to be a ship of force. As soon as he came along­side of her, she brought a spring upon her cable, and fired a whole broad­side upon Dav­is, at the same time hois­ted a black flag; Dav­is hois­ted his black flag in like man­ner, and fired one gun to lee­ward.

			In fine, she proved to be a pir­ate ship of twenty-four guns, com­manded by one Cocklyn, who ex­pect­ing these two would prove prizes, let them come in, lest his get­ting un­der sail might fright­en them away.

			This sat­is­fac­tion was great on all sides, at this junc­tion of con­fed­er­ates and brethren in iniquity; two days they spent in im­prov­ing their ac­quaint­ance and friend­ship, the third day Dav­is and Cocklyn, agreed to go in La Bouse’s brig­antine and at­tack the fort; they con­trived it so, as to get up thith­er by high wa­ter; those in the fort sus­pec­ted them to be what they really were, and there­fore stood upon their de­fence; when the brig­antine came with­in mus­ket shot, the fort fired all their guns upon her, the brig­antine did the like upon the fort, and so held each oth­er in play for sev­er­al hours, when the two con­fed­er­ate ships were come up to the as­sist­ance of the brig­antine; those who de­fen­ded the fort, see­ing such a num­ber of hands on board these ships, had not the cour­age to stand it any longer, but abandon­ing the fort, left it to the mercy of the pir­ates.

			They took pos­ses­sion of it, and con­tin­ued there near sev­en weeks, in which time they all cleaned their ships. We should have ob­served, that a gal­ley came in­to the road while they were there, which Dav­is in­sisted should be yiel­ded to La Bouse, ac­cord­ing to his word of hon­our be­fore giv­en; Cocklyn did not op­pose it, so La Bouse went in­to her, with his crew, and cut­ting away her half deck, moun­ted her with twenty-four guns.

			Hav­ing called a coun­sel of war, they agreed to sail down the coast to­geth­er, and for the great­er grandeur, ap­poin­ted a com­modore, which was Dav­is; but they had not kept com­pany long, when drink­ing to­geth­er on board of Dav­is, they had like to have fallen to­geth­er by the ears, the strong li­quor stir­ring up a spir­it of dis­cord among them, and they quar­relled, but Dav­is put an end to it, by this short speech:

			
				Hark ye, you Cock­lin and La Bouse, I find by strength­en­ing you, I have put a rod in­to your hands to whip my­self, but I’m still able to deal with you both; but since we met in love, let us part in love, for I find, that three of a trade can nev­er agree.

			

			Upon which the oth­er two went on board their re­spect­ive ships, and im­me­di­ately par­ted, each steer­ing a dif­fer­ent course.

			Dav­is held on his way down the coast, and mak­ing Cape Apol­lo­nia, he met with two Scotch and one Eng­lish ves­sel, which he plundered, and then let go. About five days after he fell in with a Dutch in­ter­loper of thirty guns and ninety men, (half be­ing Eng­lish,) off Cape Three Points Bay; Dav­is com­ing up along­side of her, the Dutch­man gave the first fire, and pour­ing in a broad­side upon Dav­is, killed nine of his men, Dav­is re­turned it, and a very hot en­gage­ment fol­lowed, which las­ted from one a clock at noon, till nine next morn­ing, when the Dutch­man struck, and yiel­ded her­self their prize.

			Dav­is fit­ted up the Dutch ship for his own use, and called her the Rover, aboard of which he moun­ted thirty-two guns, and twenty-sev­en swiv­els, and pro­ceeded with her and the King James, to An­om­abu; he entered the bay betwixt the hours of twelve and one at noon, and found there three ships ly­ing at an­chor, who were trad­ing for Negroes, gold and teeth: the names of these ships were the Hink pink, Cap­tain Hall Com­mand­er, the Prin­cess, Cap­tain Plumb, of which Roberts, who will make a con­sid­er­able fig­ure in the se­quel of this his­tory, was second mate, and the Mor­rice sloop, Cap­tain Fin; he takes these ships without any res­ist­ance, and hav­ing plundered them, he makes a present of one of them, viz. the Mor­rice sloop, to the Dutch­men, on board of which alone were found a hun­dred and forty Negroes, be­sides dry goods, and a con­sid­er­able quant­ity of gold dust.

			It happened there were sev­er­al ca­noes along­side of this last, when Dav­is came in, who saved them­selves and got ashore; these gave no­tice at the fort, that these ships were pir­ates, upon which the fort fired upon them, but without any ex­e­cu­tion, for their mettle was not of weight enough to reach them; Dav­is there­fore, by way of de­fi­ance, hois­ted his black flag and re­turned their com­pli­ment.

			The same day he sail’d with his three ships, mak­ing his way down the coast to­wards Prince’s, a Por­tuguese colony: but, be­fore we pro­ceed any farther in Dav­is’ story, we shall give our read­er an ac­count of the Por­tuguese set­tle­ments on this coast, with oth­er curi­ous re­marks, as they were com­mu­nic­ated to me by an in­geni­ous gen­tle­man, lately ar­rived from those parts.

			
				
					A De­scrip­tion of the Is­lands of São Tomé, del Prín­cipe, and An­nobón

				
				As the Por­tuguese were the great im­provers of nav­ig­a­tion, and the first Europeans who traded too and settled on the coasts of Africa, even round to In­dia, and made those dis­cov­er­ies, which now turn so much to the ad­vant­age of oth­er na­tions, it may not be amiss, pre­vi­ously to a de­scrip­tion of those is­lands, to hint on that won­der­ful prop­erty of the lode­stone, that a little be­fore had been found out, and en­abled them to pur­sue such new and dar­ing nav­ig­a­tions.

				The at­tract­ive power of the lode­stone, was uni­ver­sally known with the an­cients, as may be be­lieved by its be­ing a nat­ive fossil of the Gre­cians, (magnes a Mag­ne­sia) but its dir­ect­ive, or po­lar vir­tue, has only been known to us with­in this 350 years, and said to be found out by John Goia of Mal­phi, in the king­dom of Naples, prima ded­it naut­is usum mag­net­is Amal­phi; though oth­ers think, and as­sure us, it was trans­por­ted by Paulus Ven­etus from China to Italy, like the oth­er fam­ous arts of mod­ern use with us, print­ing and the use of guns.

				The oth­er prop­er­ties of im­prove­ments of the mag­net, viz. vari­ation, or its de­flux­ion from an ex­act N. or S. line, vari­ation of that vari­ation, and its in­clin­a­tion, were the in­ven­tions of Se­basti­an Cabot, Mr. Gel­librand, and Mr. Nor­man; the in­clin­a­tion of the needle, or that prop­erty whereby it keeps an el­ev­a­tion above the ho­ri­zon, in all places but un­der the equat­or, (where it’s par­al­lel) is as sur­pris­ing a phe­nomen­on as any, and was the dis­cov­ery of our coun­try­men; and could it be found reg­u­lar, I ima­gine would very much help to­wards the dis­cov­ery of lon­git­ude, at least would point out bet­ter meth­ods than hitherto known, when ships drew nigh land, which would an­swer as use­ful an end.

				Be­fore the ver­ti­city and use of the com­pass, the Por­tuguese nav­ig­a­tions had ex­ten­ded no farther than Cape Non, (it was their ne plus ul­tra,) and there­fore so called; dis­tress of weath­er, in­deed, had drove some coast­ers to Porto Santo, and Madeira, be­fore any cer­tain meth­od of steer­ing was in­ven­ted; but after the needle was seen thus in­spired, nav­ig­a­tion every year im­proved un­der the great en­cour­age­ments of Henry, Al­phon­sus, and John II. Kings of Por­tugal, in part of the 14th and in the 15th cen­tury.

				King Al­phon­sus was not so much at leas­ure as his pre­de­cessor, to pur­sue these dis­cov­er­ies, but hav­ing seen the ad­vant­ages ac­crued to Por­tugal by them, and that the Pope had con­firmed the per­petu­al dona­tion of all they should dis­cov­er between Cape Bojador and In­dia, in­clus­ively, he re­solved not to neg­lect the prop­er as­sist­ance, and farmed the profits that did or might en­sue to one Bern­ard Gomez, a cit­izen of Lis­bon, who was every voy­age ob­liged to dis­cov­er 100 leagues, still farther on: and about the year 1470 made these is­lands, the only places (of all the con­sid­er­able and large colon­ies they had in Africa,) that do now re­main to that crown.

				São Tomé is the prin­cip­al of the three, whose gov­ernor is styled cap­tain gen­er­al of the is­lands, and from whom the oth­er at Prince’s re­ceives his com­mis­sion, though nom­in­ated by the court of Por­tugal: it is a bish­op­ric with a great many sec­u­lar clergy who ap­pear to have neither learn­ing nor de­vo­tion, as may be judged by sev­er­al of them be­ing Negroes: one of the chief of them, in­vited us to hear Mass, as a di­ver­sion to pass time away, where he, and his in­feri­or brethren ac­ted such af­fected ges­tures and strains of voice, as showed to their dis­hon­our, they had no oth­er aim than pleas­ing us; and what I think was still worse, it was not without a view of in­terest; for as these clergy are the chief traders, they stoop to pi­ti­ful and scan­dal­ous meth­ods for in­gra­ti­at­ing them­selves: they and the gov­ern­ment, on this trad­ing ac­count, main­tain as great har­mony, be­ing ever jeal­ous of each oth­er, and prac­tising little de­ceit­ful arts to mono­pol­ize what strangers have to of­fer for sale, wheth­er toys or clothes, which of all sorts are ever com­mo­di­ous with the Por­tuguese, in all parts of the world; an or­din­ary suit of black will sell for sev­en or eight pound; a turn­stile wig of four shil­lings, for a moidore; a watch of forty shil­lings, for six pound, etc.

				The town is of mean build­ing, but large and pop­u­lous, the res­id­ence of the great­er part of the nat­ives, who, thro’ the whole is­land, are com­puted at 10,000, the mi­li­tia at 3,000, and are in gen­er­al, a ras­cally thiev­ish gen­er­a­tion, as an old grave friend of mine can wit­ness; for he hav­ing car­ried a bag of second­hand clothes on­shore, to truck for pro­vi­sions, seated him­self on the sand for that pur­pose, presently gathered a crowd round him, to view them; one of which de­sired to know the price of a black suit, that un­luck­ily lay up­per­most, and was the best of them, agree­ing to the de­mand, with little hes­it­a­tion, provided it would but fit him; he put them on im­me­di­ately, in as much hurry as pos­sible, without any co-li­cen­tia Sei­gnior; and when my friend was about to com­mend the good­ness of the suit, and ex­act­ness they set with, not dream­ing of the im­pudence of run­ning away from a crowd, the ras­cal took to his heels, my friend fol­lowed and bawled very much, and though there was 500 people about the place, it served to no oth­er end but mak­ing him a clear stage, that the best pair of heels might carry it; so he lost the suit of clothes, and be­fore he could re­turn to his bag, oth­ers of them had beat off his ser­vant, and shared the rest.

				Most of the ships from Guinea, of their own na­tion, and fre­quently those of ours, call at one or oth­er of these is­lands, to re­cruit with fresh pro­vi­sions, and take in wa­ter, which on the coast are not so good, nor so con­veni­ently to come by: their own ships like­wise, when they touch here, are ob­liged to leave the King his cus­tom for their slaves, which is al­ways in gold, at so much a head, without any de­duc­tion at Brazil, for the mor­tal­ity that may hap­pen af­ter­wards; this by be­ing a con­stant bank to pay off the civil and mil­it­ary charges of the gov­ern­ment, pre­vents the in­con­veni­ency of re­mit­tances, and keeps both it and Prince’s Isle rich enough to pay ready money for everything they want of Europeans.

				Their beefs are small and lean, (two hun­dred weight or a little more,) but the goats, hogs and fowls very good, their sug­ar course and dirty, and rum very or­din­ary; as these re­fresh­ments lay most with people who are in want of oth­er ne­ces­sar­ies, they come to us in way of bar­ter­ing, very cheap: a good hog for an old cut­lash; a fat fowl for a span of Brazil to­bacco, (no oth­er sort be­ing val­ued, etc.) But with money you give eight dol­lars per head for cattle; three dol­lars for a goat; six dol­lars for a grown hog; a tes­toon and a half for a fowl; a dol­lar per gal­lon for rum; two dol­lars a roove for sug­ar; and half a dol­lar for a dozen of para­keets: here is plenty like­wise of corn and farine, of limes, cit­rons and yams.

				The is­land is reckoned nigh a square, each side18 leagues long, hilly, and lays un­der the equi­noc­tial, a wooden bridge just without the town, be­ing said not to de­vi­ate the least part of a minute, either to the south­ward or north­ward; and not­with­stand­ing this warm situ­ation, and con­tinu­al ver­tic­al suns, the is­landers are very healthy, im­puted by those who are dis­posed to be merry, in a great meas­ure to the want of even so much as one sur­geon or phys­i­cian amongst them.

				Isle del Prín­cipe, the next in mag­nitude, a pleas­ant and de­light­ful spot to the grave, and thought­ful dis­pos­i­tion of the Por­tuguese, an im­prove­ment of coun­try re­tire­ment, in that, this may be a happy and un­in­ter­rup­ted re­treat from the whole world.

				I shall di­vide what I have to say on this is­land, in­to ob­ser­va­tions made on our ap­proach to it, on the seas round it, the har­bour, pro­duce of the is­land and sea­sons, way of liv­ing among the in­hab­it­ants, some cus­tom of the Negroes, with such prop­er de­duc­tions on each as may il­lus­trate the de­scrip­tion, and in­form the read­er.

				We were bound hith­er from Why­dah, at the lat­ter part of the month Ju­ly, when the rains are over, and the winds hang al­to­geth­er S. W. (as they do be­fore the rains, S. E.) yet with this wind (when at sea) we found the ship gained un­ex­pec­tedly so far to the south­ward, (i.e. wind­ward,) that we could with ease have weathered any of the is­lands, and this seems next to im­possible should be, if the cur­rents, which were strong to lee­ward, in the road of Why­dah, had ex­ten­ded in like man­ner cross the Bight of Ben­in: no, it must then have been very dif­fi­cult to have weathered even Cape For­mosa: on this oc­ca­sion, I shall farther ex­pa­ti­ate upon the cur­rents on the whole coast of Guinea.

				The south­ern coast of Africa runs in a line of lat­it­ude, the north­ern on an east­ern line, but both straight, with the few­est in­lets, gulfs or bays, of either of the four con­tin­ents; the only large and re­mark­able one, is that of Ben­in and Calab­ar, to­wards which the cur­rents of each coast tend, and is strongest from the south­ward, be­cause more open to a lar­ger sea, whose rising it is (though little and in­dis­cern­ible at any dis­tance from the land,) that gives rise to these cur­rents close in shore, which are noth­ing but tides altered and dis­turbed by the make and shape of lands.

				For proof of this, I shall lay down the fol­low­ing ob­ser­va­tions as cer­tain facts. That in the rivers of Gam­bia and Si­erra Le­one, in the straits and chan­nels of Ben­in, and in gen­er­al along the whole coast, the flow­ings are reg­u­lar on the shores, with this dif­fer­ence; that, in the above­men­tion’d rivers, and in the chan­nels of Ben­in, where the shore con­tract the wa­ters in­to a nar­row com­pass, the tides are strong and high, as well as reg­u­lar; but on the dead coast, where it makes an equal re­ver­ber­a­tion, slow and low, (not to above two or three foot,) in­creas­ing as you ad­vance to­wards Ben­in; and this is fur­ther evid­ent in that at Cape Corso, Suc­conda and Com­menda, and where the land rounds and gives any stop, the tides flow reg­u­larly to four foot and up­wards; when on an even­er coast, (though next ad­join­ing,) they shall not ex­ceed two or three foot; and ten leagues out at sea, (where no such in­ter­rup­tion is,) they be­come scarcely, if at all, per­cept­ible.

				What I would de­duce from this, be­sides a con­firm­a­tion of that in­geni­ous the­ory of the tides, by Cap­tain Hal­ley; is first, that the ships bound to An­gola, Cabenda, and oth­er places on the south­ern coast of Africa, should cross the equi­noc­tial from Cape Pal­mas, and run in­to a south­ern lat­it­ude, without keep­ing too far to the west­ward; and the reas­on seems plain, for if you en­deav­our to cross it about the is­lands, you meet calms, south­erly winds and op­pos­ite cur­rents; and if too far to the west­ward, the trade winds are strong and un­fa­vour­able; for it ob­liges you to stand in­to 28° or 30° south­ern lat­it­ude, till they are vari­able.

				Secondly, On the north­ern side of Guinea, if ships are bound from the Gold Coast to Si­erra Le­one, Gam­bia, or else­where to wind­ward, con­sid­er­ing the weak­ness of these cur­rents, and the fa­vour­able­ness of land breezes, and south­erly in the rains, tor­nadoes, and even of the trade wind, when abreast of Cape Pal­mas, it is more ex­ped­i­tious to pur­sue the pas­sage this way, than by a long per­am­bu­lat­ory course of 4 or 500 leagues to the west­ward, and as many more to the north­ward, which must be be­fore a wind can be ob­tained, that could re­cov­er the coast.

				Lastly, it is, in a great meas­ure, own­ing to this want of in­lets, and the rivers be­ing small and un­nav­ig­able, that the seas re­bound with so dan­ger­ous a surf thro’ the whole con­tin­ent.

				Round the shores of this is­land, and at this sea­son, (Ju­ly, Au­gust and Septem­ber,) there is a great re­sort of whale-fish, tame, and sport­ing very nigh the ships as they sail in, al­ways in pairs, the fe­male much the smal­ler, and of­ten seen to turn on their backs for dal­li­ance, the pro­logue to en­gen­der­ing: it has an en­emy, called the thresh­er, a large fish too, that has its haunts here at this sea­son, and en­coun­ters the whale, rais­ing him­self out of the wa­ter a con­sid­er­able height, and fall­ing again with great weight and force; it is com­monly said also, that there is a sword­fish in these battles, who pricks the whale up to the sur­face again, but without this, I be­lieve, he would suf­foc­ate when put to quick mo­tions, un­less fre­quently ap­proach­ing the air, to vent­il­ate and re­move the im­ped­i­ments to a swifter cir­cu­la­tion: nor do I think he is battled for prey, but to re­move him from what is per­haps the food of both. The num­ber of whales here has put me some­times on think­ing an ad­vant­age­ous fish­ery might be made of it, but I pre­sume they (no more than those of Brazil) are the sort which yield the prof­it­able part, called whale­bone: all there­fore that the is­landers do, is now and then to go out with two or three ca­noes, and set on one for di­ver­sion.

				The rocks and out­er lines of the is­land, are the haunts of vari­ety of seabirds, es­pe­cially boobies and nod­dies; the former are of the big­ness of a gull, and a dark col­our, named so from their sim­pli­city, be­cause they of­ten sit still and let the sail­ors take them up in their hands; but I fancy this suc­ceeds more fre­quently from their wear­i­ness, and the large­ness of their wings, which, when they once have res­ted, can­not have the scope ne­ces­sary to raise and float them on the air again. The nod­dies are smal­ler and flat footed also.

				What I would re­mark more of them, is, the ad­mir­able in­stinct in these birds, for the prop­er sea­sons, and the prop­er places for sup­port. In the afore­men­tion’d months, when the large fish were here, nu­mer­ous flocks of fowl at­tend for the spawn and su­per­fluity of their nour­ish­ment; and in Janu­ary few of either; for the same reas­on, there are scarce any sea fowl seen on the Afric­an coast; rocks and is­lands be­ing gen­er­ally their best se­cur­ity and sub­sist­ence.

				The har­bour of Prince’s is at the E. S. E. point of the is­land; the north side has gradu­al sound­ings, but here deep wa­ter, hav­ing no ground at a mile off with 140 fathom of line. The port (when in) is a smooth nar­row bay, safe from winds, (un­less a little swell when south­erly) and draughted in­to oth­er smal­ler and sandy ones, con­veni­ent for rais­ing of tents, wa­ter­ing, and hawl­ing the seam; the whole pro­tec­ted by a fort, or rather bat­tery, of a dozen guns on the lar­board-side. At the head of the bay stands the town, about a mile from the an­chor­ing place, and con­sists of two or three reg­u­lar streets, of wooden built houses, where the gov­ernor and chief men of the is­land reside. Here the wa­ter grows shal­low for a con­sid­er­able dis­tance, and the nat­ives, at every ebb, (hav­ing be­fore en­com­passed every con­veni­ent angle with a rise of stones, some­thing like weirs in Eng­land) re­sort for catch­ing of fish, which, with them, is a daily di­ver­sion, as well as sub­sist­ence, 500 at­tend­ing with sticks and wick­er bas­kets; and if they can­not dip them with one hand, they knock them down with the oth­er. The tides rise reg­u­larly 6 foot in the har­bour, and yet not half that height without the capes that make the bay.

				Here are con­stantly two mis­sion­ar­ies, who are sent for six years to in­cul­cate the Chris­ti­an prin­ciples, and more es­pe­cially at­tend the con­ver­sion of the Negroes; the present are Vene­tians, in­geni­ous men, who seem to des­pise the loose mor­als and be­ha­viour of the sec­u­lars, and com­plain of them as of the slaves, ut col­or mores sunt nigri. They have a neat con­ven­tu­al house and a garden ap­pro­pri­ated, which, by their own in­dustry and la­bour, not only thrives with the sev­er­al nat­ives of the soil, but many exot­ics and curi­os­it­ies. A fruit in par­tic­u­lar, lar­ger than a chest­nut, yel­low, con­tain­ing two stones, with a pulp, or clammy sub­stance about them, which, when suck’d, ex­ceeds in sweet­ness, sug­ar or honey, and has this prop­erty bey­ond them, of giv­ing a sweet taste to every li­quid you swal­low for the whole even­ing after. The only plague in­fest­ing the garden, is a ver­min called land-crabs, in vast num­bers, of a bright red col­our, (in oth­er re­spects like the sea ones) which bur­rough in these sandy soils like rab­bits, and are as shy.

				The is­land is a pleas­ant in­ter­mix­ture of hill and val­ley; the hills spread with palms, coconuts, and cot­ton trees, with num­bers of mon­keys and par­rots among them; the val­leys with fruit­ful plant­a­tions of yams, ku­lalu, papas, vari­ety of salad­ing, ana­nas, or pine­apples, guavas, plantains, ba­nana, maniocs, and In­di­an Corn; with fowls, Guinea hens, Mus­covy ducks, goats, hogs, tur­keys, and wild beefs, with each a little vil­lage of Negroes, who, un­der the dir­ec­tion of their sev­er­al mas­ters, man­age the cul­tiv­a­tion, and ex­change or sell them for money, much after the same rates with the people of São Tomé.

				I shall run a de­scrip­tion of the ve­get­ables, with their prop­er­ties, not only be­cause they are the pro­duce of this is­land, but most of them of Africa in gen­er­al.

				The palm-trees are nu­mer­ous on the shores of Africa, and may be reckoned the first of their nat­ur­al curi­os­it­ies, in that they af­ford them meat, drink and cloth­ing; they grow very straight to 40 and 50 foot high, and at the top (only) have 3 or 4 circles of branches, that spread and make a ca­pa­cious um­brella. The trunk is very rough with knobs, either ex­cres­cen­cies, or the heal­ings of those branches that were lopped off to for­ward the growth of the tree, and make it an­swer bet­ter in its fruit. The branches are strongly tied to­geth­er with a cor­tex, which may be un­rav­elled to a con­sid­er­able length and breadth; the in­ward lamella of this cor­tex, I know are wove like a cloth at Ben­in, and af­ter­wards dyed and worn: un­der the branches, and close to the body of the tree, hang the nuts, thirty bunches per­haps on a tree, and each of thirty pound weight, with prickly films from between them, not un­re­sem­bling hedge­hogs; of these nuts comes a li­quid and pleas­ant scen­ted oil, used as food and sauce all over the coast, but chiefly in the wind­ward parts of Africa, where they stamp, boil and skim it off in great quant­it­ies; un­der­neath, where the branches fasten, they tap for wine, called copra, in this man­ner; the Negroes who are mostly limber act­ive fel­lows, en­com­pass them­selves and the trees with a hoop of strong with, and run up with a great deal of agil­ity; at the bot­tom of a branch of nuts, he makes an ex­cav­a­tion of an inch and a half over, and ty­ing fast his cala­bash, leaves it to dis­till, which it does to two or three quarts in a night’s time, when done he plugs it up, and chooses an­oth­er; for if suffered to run too much, or in the day time, the sap is un­war­ily ex­hausted, and the tree spoiled: the li­quor thus drawn, is of a whey­ish col­our, in­tox­ic­at­ing and sours in 24 hours, but when new drawn, is pleas­antest to thirst and hun­ger both: it is from these wines they draw their arack in In­dia. On the very top of the palm, grows a cab­bage, called so, I be­lieve, from some re­semb­lance its taste is thought to have with ours, and is used like it; the cov­er­ing has a down that makes the best of tinder, and the weav­ings of oth­er parts are drawn out in­to strong threads.

				Coconut trees are branch’d like, but not so tall as, palm trees, the nut like them, grow­ing un­der the branches, and close to the trunk; the milky li­quor they con­tain, (to half a pint or more,) is of­ten drank to quench thirst, but sur­feit­ing, and this may be ob­served in their way of nour­ish­ment, that when the quant­ity of milk is large, the shell and meat are very thin, and harden and thick­en in pro­por­tion, as that loses.

				Cot­ton trees also are the growth of all parts of Africa, as well as the is­lands, of vast big­ness, yet not so in­cre­ment­al as the shrubs or bushes of five or six foot high; these bear a fruit (if it may be so called) about the big­ness of pi­geons’ eggs, which as the sun swells and ripens, bursts forth and dis­cov­ers three cells loaded with cot­ton, and seeds in the middle of them: this in most parts the Negroes know how to spin, and here at Nicongo and the Is­land St. Jago, how to weave in­to cloths.

				Yams are a com­mon root, sweeter but not un­like pota­tos: ku­lalu, a herb-like spin­nage: papa, a fruit less than the smal­lest pumkins; they are all three for boil­ing, and to be eat with meat; the lat­ter are im­proved by the Eng­lish in­to a turnip or an apple taste, with a due mix­ture of but­ter or limes.

				Guavas, a fruit as large as a pip­pin, with seeds and stones in it, of an un­couth astringing taste, though nev­er so much be said in com­mend­a­tion of it, at the West In­dies, it is com­mon for Cre­oli­ans, (who has tasted both,) to give it a pref­er­ence to peach or nec­tar­ine, no amaz­ing thing when men whose tastes are so de­gen­er­ated, as to prefer a toad in a shell, (as Ward calls turtle,) to ven­ison, and Negroes to fine Eng­lish ladies.

				Plantanes and ba­na­nas are fruit of ob­long fig­ure, that I think dif­fer only secun­dum ma­jor & minus, if any, the lat­ter are prefer­able, and by be­ing less, are juici­er; they are usu­ally, when stripped of their coat, eat at meals in­stead of bread: the leaf of this plantain is an ad­mir­able de­ter­gent, and, ex­tern­ally ap­plied, I have seen cure the most ob­stin­ate scor­bu­tic ul­cers.

				Manyoco. A root that shoots its branches about the height of a cur­rant bush; from this root the is­landers make a farine or flour, which they sell at three ry­als a roove, and drive a con­sid­er­able trade for it with the ships that call in. The man­ner of mak­ing it, is first to press the juice from it, (which is pois­on­ous) done here with en­gines, and then the Negro wo­men, upon a rough stone, rub it in­to a gran­u­lated flour, re­served in their houses, either to boil, as we do our wheat, and is a hearty food for the slaves; or make it in­to a bread, fine, white, and well tasted, for them­selves. One thing worth tak­ing no­tice about manioc in this is­land, is, that the woods abound with a wild pois­on­ous and more mor­ti­fer­ous sort, which some­times men, un­skilled in the pre­par­a­tion of it, feed on to their de­struc­tion: this the mis­sion­ar­ies as­sured me they of­ten ex­per­i­mented in their hogs, and be­lieved we did in the mor­tal­ity of our sail­ors.

				In­di­an corn, is like­wise as well as the farine de manioc and rice, the com­mon victual­ling of our slave ships, and is af­forded here at 1,000 heads for two dol­lars. This corn grows eight or nine foot high, on a hard reed or stick, shoot­ing forth at every six inches height, some long leaves; it has al­ways an ear, or rather head, at top, of, per­haps, 400-fold in­crease; and of­ten two, three, or more, mid­way.

				Here are some tam­ar­ind trees; an­oth­er called cola, whose fruit, or nut (about twice the big­ness of a chest­nut, and bit­ter) is chewed by the Por­tuguese, to give a sweet gust to their wa­ter which they drink; but above all, I was shown the bark of one (whose name I do not know) gravely af­firm’d to have a pe­cu­li­ar prop­erty of en­lar­ging the virile mem­ber; I am not fond of such con­ceits, nor be­lieve it in the power of any ve­get­ables, but must ac­know­ledge, I have seen sights of this kind among the Negroes very ex­traordin­ary; yet, that there may be no wishes among the ladies for the im­port­a­tion of this bark, I must ac­quaint them, that they are found to grow less merry, as they in­crease in bulk. I had like to have for­got their cin­na­mon trees; there is only one walk of them, and is the en­trance of the Gov­ernor’s villa; they thrive ex­treemly well, and the bark not in­feri­or to our cin­na­mon from In­dia; why they and oth­er spice, in a soil so prop­er, re­ceive no farther cul­tiv­a­tion, is, prob­ably, their sus­pi­cion, that so rich a pro­duce, might make some po­tent neigh­bour take a fancy to the is­land.

				They have two win­ters, or rather springs, and two sum­mers: their win­ters, which are the rainy sea­sons, come in Septem­ber and Feb­ru­ary, or March, and hold two months, re­turn­ing that fat­ness and gen­er­at­ive power to the earth, as makes it yield a double crop every year, with little sweat or la­bour.

				
					
						Hic ver as­sidu­um atque ali­enis mensibus aes­tas—bis gravid­ae pecudes, bis pomis util­is arbos.
					

				

				Their first com­ing is with trava­dos, i.e. sud­den and hard gusts of wind, with thun­der, light­ning and heavy showers, but short; and the next new or full moon at those times of the year, in­fal­libly in­tro­duces the rains, which once be­gun, fall with little in­ter­mis­sion, and are ob­served cold­est in Feb­ru­ary. Sim­il­ar to these are rainy sea­sons also over all the coast of Africa: if there may be al­lowed any gen­er­al way of cal­cu­lat­ing their time, they hap­pen from the course of the sun, as it re­spects the equi­noc­tial only; for if these equi­noxes prove rainy sea­sons all over the world (as I am apt to think they are) whatever secret cause op­er­ates with that sta­tion of the sun to pro­duce them, will more ef­fec­tu­ally do it in those vi­cine lat­it­udes; and there­fore, as the sun ad­vances, the rains are brought on the Why­dah and Gold Coast, by April, and on the wind­ward­most part of Guinea by May: the oth­er sea­son of the sun’s re­turn­ing to the south­ward, make them more un­cer­tain and ir­reg­u­lar in north­ern Africa; but then to the south­ward again, they pro­ceed in like man­ner, and are at Cape Lopez in Oc­to­ber, at An­gola in Novem­ber, etc.

				The man­ner of liv­ing among the Por­tuguese here is, with the ut­most frugal­ity and tem­per­ance, even to pen­ury and starving; a fa­mil­i­ar in­stance of proof is, in the vo­ra­city of their dogs, who find­ing such clean cup­boards at home, are wild in a man­ner with hun­ger, and tear up the graves of the dead for food, as I have of­ten seen: they them­selves are lean with cov­et­ous­ness, and that Chris­ti­an vir­tue, which is of­ten the res­ult of it, self-deni­al; and would train up their cattle in the same way, could they fetch as much money, or had not they their pro­vi­sion more im­me­di­ately of provid­ence. The best of them (ex­cept­ing the Gov­ernor now and then) neither pay nor re­ceive any vis­its of es­capade or re­cre­ation; they meet and sit down at each oth­er’s doors in the street every even­ing, and as few of them, in so small an is­land, can have their plant­a­tions at any great­er dis­tance, than that they may see it every day if they will, so the sub­ject of their talk is mostly how af­fairs went there, with their Negroes, or their ground, and then part with one an­oth­er in­no­cently, but empty.

				The Negroes have yet no hard duty with them, they are rather happy in slavery; for as their food is chiefly ve­get­ables, that could no way else be ex­pen­ded, there is no mur­murs bred on that ac­count; and as their busi­ness is do­mest­ic, either in the ser­vices of the house, or in garden­ing, sow­ing, or plant­ing, they have no more than what every man would prefer for health and pleas­ure; the hard­est of their work is the car­riage of their patroons, or their wives, to and from the plant­a­tions; this they do in ham­mocks (call’d at Why­dah, ser­pent­ines) slung cross a pole, with a cloth over, to screen the per­son, so car­ried, from sun and weath­er, and the slaves are at each end; and yet even this, me­thinks, is bet­ter than the spe­cious liberty a man has for him­self and his heirs to work in a coal mine.

				The Negroes are, most of them, thro’ the care of their patroons, Chris­ti­ans, at least nom­in­al, but ex­cept­ing to some few, they ad­here still to many silly pa­gan cus­toms in their mourn­ings and re­joicings, and in some meas­ure, power­ful ma­jor­ity has in­tro­duced them with the vul­gar of the mu­latto and Por­tuguese race.

				If a per­son die in that col­our, the re­la­tions and friends of him meet at the house, where the corpse is laid out de­cently on the ground and covered (all ex­cept the face) with a sheet; they sit round it, cry­ing and howl­ing dread­fully, not un­like what our coun­try­men are said to do in Ire­land: this mourn­ing lasts for eight days and nights, but not equally in­tense, for as the friends, who com­pose the chor­us, go out and in, are weary, and un­equally af­fected, the tone lessens daily, and the in­ter­vals of grief are longer.

				In re­joicings and fest­ivals they are equally ri­dicu­lous; these are com­monly made on some friend’s es­cape from ship­wreck, or oth­er danger: they meet in a large room of the house, with a strum-strum, to which one of the com­pany, per­haps, sings woe­fully; the rest stand­ing round the room close to the pe­ti­tions, take it in their turns (one or two at a time) to step round, called dan­cing, the whole clap­ping their hands con­tinu­ally, and hoop­ing out every minute Abeo, which sig­ni­fy no more, than, how do you. And this fool­ish mirth will con­tin­ue three or four days to­geth­er at a house, and per­haps twelve or six­teen hours at a time.

				The Por­tuguese, though em­in­ently ab­ste­mi­ous and tem­per­ate in all oth­er things, are un­boun­ded in their lusts; and per­haps they sub­sti­tute the former in room of a sur­geon, as a coun­ter­pois­on to the mis­chiefs of a promis­cu­ous sa­la­city: they have most of them vener­eal taints, and with age be­come mea­ger and hec­tic: I saw two in­stances here of vener­eal ul­cers that had can­cer­ated to the bowels, spec­tacles that would have ef­fec­tu­ally per­suaded men (I think) how salut­ary the re­stric­tion of laws are.

				An­nobón is the last, and of the least con­sequence of the three is­lands; there are plenty of fruits and pro­vi­sions, ex­changed to ships for old clothes and trifles of any sort; they have a gov­ernor nom­in­ated from São Tomé, and two or three priests, neither of which are minded, every­one liv­ing at dis­cre­tion, and fill’d with ig­nor­ance and lust.

			
			

			To re­turn to Dav­is, the next day after he left An­om­abu, early in the morn­ing, the man at the masthead es­pied a sail. It must be ob­served, they keep a good lookout; for, ac­cord­ing to their art­icles, he who first es­pies a sail, if she proves a prize, is en­titled to the best pair of pis­tols on board, over and above his di­vidend, in which they take a sin­gu­lar pride; and a pair of pis­tols has some­times been sold for thirty pounds, from one to an­oth­er.

			Im­me­di­ately they gave chase, and soon came up with her; the ship proved to be a Hol­lander, and be­ing betwixt Dav­is and the shore, she made all the sail she could, in­tend­ing to run aground; Dav­is guessed her design, and put­ting out all his small sails, came up with her be­fore she could ef­fect it, and fired a broad­side, upon which she im­me­di­ately struck, and called for quarter. It was gran­ted, for ac­cord­ing to Dav­is’ art­icles, it was agreed, that quarter should be giv­en whenev­er it was called for, upon pain of death. This ship proved a very rich prize, hav­ing the Gov­ernor of Acra on board, with all his ef­fects, go­ing to Hol­land; there was in money to the value of 15,000 £ ster­ling, be­sides oth­er valu­able mer­chand­ises, all which they brought on board of them­selves.

			Upon this new suc­cess, they re­stored Cap­tain Hall and Cap­tain Plumb, be­fore men­tioned, their ships again, but strengthened their com­pany with thirty-five hands, all white men, taken out of these two and the Mor­rice sloop; they also re­stored the Dutch their ship, after hav­ing plun­der’d her, as is men­tioned.

			Be­fore they got to the is­land of Prince’s, one of their ships, viz. that call’d the King James, sprung a leak; Dav­is or­der’d all hands out of her, on board his own ship, with everything else of use, and left her at an an­chor at high Cameroon. As soon as he came in sight of the is­land, he hois­ted Eng­lish col­ours; the Por­tuguese ob­serving a large ship sail­ing to­wards them, sent out a little sloop to ex­am­ine what she might be; this sloop hail­ing of Dav­is, he told them he was an Eng­lish man-of-war, in quest of pir­ates, and that he had re­ceived in­tel­li­gence there were some upon that coast; upon this they re­ceived him as a wel­come guest, and pi­loted him in­to the har­bour. He sa­luted the fort, which they answered, and he came to an an­chor just un­der their guns, and hois­ted out the pin­nace, man-of-war fash­ion, or­der­ing nine hands and a cox­swain in it, to row him ashore.

			The Por­tuguese, to do him the great­er hon­our, sent down a file of mus­ket­eers to re­ceive him, and con­duct him to the Gov­ernor. The Gov­ernor not in the least sus­pect­ing what he was, re­ceived him very civilly, prom­ising to sup­ply him with whatever the is­land af­forded; Dav­is thanked him, telling him, the King of Eng­land would pay for whatever he should take; so after sev­er­al ci­vil­it­ies pass’d between him and the Gov­ernor, he re­turned again on board.

			It happened a French ship came in there to sup­ply it­self with some ne­ces­sar­ies, which Dav­is took in­to his head to plun­der, but to give the thing a col­our of right, he per­suaded the Por­tuguese, that she had been trad­ing with the pir­ates, and that he found sev­er­al pir­ates’ goods on board, which he seized for the King’s use: this story passed so well upon the Gov­ernor, that he com­men­ded Dav­is’ di­li­gence.

			A few days after, Dav­is, with about four­teen more, went privately ashore, and walk’d up the coun­try to­wards a vil­lage, where the Gov­ernor and the oth­er chief men of the is­land kept their wives, in­tend­ing, as we may sup­pose, to sup­ply their hus­band’s places with them; but be­ing dis­covered, the wo­men fled to a neigh­bour­ing wood, and Dav­is and the rest re­treated to their ship, without ef­fect­ing their design: the thing made some noise, but as nobody knew them, it passed over.

			Hav­ing cleaned his ship, and put all things in or­der, his thoughts now were turned upon the main busi­ness, viz. the plun­der of the is­land, and not know­ing where the treas­ure lay, a stratagem came in­to his head, to get it (as he thought) with little trouble, he con­sul­ted his men upon it, and they liked the design: his scheme was, to make a present to the Gov­ernor, of a dozen Negroes, by way of re­turn for the ci­vil­it­ies re­ceived from him, and af­ter­wards to in­vite him, with the chief men, and some of the fri­ars, on board his ship, to an en­ter­tain­ment; the minute they came on board, they were to be se­cured in irons, and there kept till they should pay a ransom of 40,000 £ ster­ling.

			But this stratagem proved fatal to him, for a Por­tuguese Negro swam ashore in the night, and dis­covered the whole plot to the Gov­ernor, and also let him know, that it was Dav­is who had made the at­tempt upon their wives. How­ever, the Gov­ernor dis­sembled, re­ceived the pir­ates in­vit­a­tion civilly, and prom­ised that he and the rest would go.

			The next day Dav­is went on­shore him­self, as if it were out of great­er re­spect to bring the Gov­ernor on board: he was re­ceived with the usu­al ci­vil­ity, and he, and oth­er prin­cip­al pir­ates, who, by the way, had as­sumed the title of lords, and as such took upon them to ad­vise or councel their cap­tain upon any im­port­ant oc­ca­sion; and like­wise held cer­tain priv­ileges, which the com­mon pir­ates were de­barr’d from, as walk­ing the quar­ter­deck, us­ing the great cab­in, go­ing ashore at pleas­ure, and treat­ing with for­eign powers, that is, with the cap­tains of ships they made prize of; I say, Dav­is and some of the lords were de­sired to walk up to the Gov­ernor’s house, to take some re­fresh­ment be­fore they went on board; they ac­cep­ted it without the least sus­pi­cion, but nev­er re­turned again; for an am­bus­cade was laid, a sig­nal be­ing giv­en, a whole vol­ley was fired upon them; they every man dropp’d, ex­cept one, this one fled back, and es­caped in­to the boat, and got on board the ship: Dav­is was shot through the bowels, yet he rise again, and made a weak ef­fort to get away, but his strength soon for­sook him, and he dropp’d down dead; just as he fell, he per­ceived he was fol­lowed, and draw­ing out his pis­tols, fired them at his pur­suers; thus like a game­cock, giv­ing a dy­ing blow, that he might not fall un­re­venged.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Of Cap­tain Bartho. Roberts, and His Crew

			
			Bartho­lomew Roberts sailed in an hon­est em­ploy, from Lon­don aboard of the Prin­cess, Cap­tain Plumb Com­mand­er, of which ship he was second mate: he left Eng­land, Novem­ber 1719, and ar­rived at Guinea about Feb­ru­ary fol­low­ing, and be­ing at An­om­abu, tak­ing in slaves for the West In­dies, was taken in the said ship by Cap­tain How­el Dav­is, as men­tioned in the pre­ced­ing chapter. In the be­gin­ning he was very averse to this sort of life, and would cer­tainly have es­caped from them, had a fair op­por­tun­ity presen­ted it­self; yet af­ter­wards he changed his prin­ciples, as many be­sides him have done upon an­oth­er ele­ment, and per­haps for the same reas­on too, viz. prefer­ment—and what he did not like as a private man he could re­con­cile to his con­science as a com­mand­er.

			Dav­is be­ing cut off in the man­ner be­fore men­tioned, the com­pany found them­selves un­der a ne­ces­sity of filling up his post, for which there ap­pear’d two or three can­did­ates among the se­lect part of them, that were dis­tin­guish’d by the title of lords, such were Sympson, Ash­plant, An­stis, etc. and on can­vassing this mat­ter, how shat­ter’d and weak a con­di­tion their gov­ern­ment must be without a head, since Dav­is had been re­mov’d, in the man­ner be­fore­men­tion’d, My Lord Den­nis pro­pos’d, it’s said, over a bowl to this pur­pose.

			
				That it was not of any great sig­ni­fic­a­tion who was dig­ni­fy’d with title; for really and in truth, all good gov­ern­ments had (like theirs) the su­preme power lodged with the com­munity, who might doubt­less depute and re­voke as suited in­terest or hu­mour. We are the ori­gin­al of this claim (says he) and should a cap­tain be so saucy as to ex­ceed pre­scrip­tion at any time, why down with him! It will be a cau­tion after he is dead to his suc­cessors, of what fatal con­sequence any sort of as­sum­ing may be. How­ever, it is my ad­vice, that, while we are sober, we pitch upon a man of cour­age, and skill’d in nav­ig­a­tion, one, who by his coun­sel and bravery seems best able to de­fend this com­mon­wealth, and ward us from the dangers and tem­pests of an in­stable ele­ment, and the fatal con­sequences of an­archy; and such a one I take Roberts to be. A fel­low! I think, in all re­spects, worthy your es­teem and fa­vour.

			

			This speech was loudly ap­plauded by all but Lord Sympson, who had secret ex­pect­a­tions him­self, but on this dis­ap­point­ment, grew sul­len, and left them, swear­ing, he did not care who they chose cap­tain, so it was not a pap­ist, for against them he had con­ceiv’d an ir­re­con­cil­able hatred, for that his fath­er had been a suf­fer­er in Mon­mouth’s Re­bel­lion.

			Roberts was ac­cord­ingly elec­ted, though he had not been above six weeks among them, the choice was con­firm’d both by the lords and com­mon­ers, and he ac­cep­ted of the hon­our, say­ing, that since he had dipp’d his hands in muddy wa­ter, and must be a pir­ate, it was bet­ter be­ing a com­mand­er than a com­mon man.

			As soon as the gov­ern­ment was settled, by pro­mot­ing oth­er of­ficers in the room of those that were kill’d by the Por­tuguese, the com­pany resolv’d to re­venge Cap­tain Dav­is’ death, he be­ing more than or­din­ar­ily re­spec­ted by the crew for his af­fabil­ity and good nature, as well as his con­duct and bravery upon all oc­ca­sions; and pur­su­ant to this res­ol­u­tion, about 30 men were landed in or­der to make an at­tack upon the fort, which must be as­cen­ded to by a steep hill against the mouth of the can­non. These men were headed by one Kennedy, a bold dar­ing fel­low, but very wicked and prof­lig­ate; they march’d dir­ectly up un­der the fire of their ship guns, and as soon as they were dis­cov­er’d, the Por­tuguese quit­ted their post and fled to the town, and the pir­ates march’d in without op­pos­i­tion, set fire to the fort, and threw all the guns off the hill in­to the sea, which after they had done, they re­treated quietly to their ship.

			But this was not look’d upon as a suf­fi­cient sat­is­fac­tion for the in­jury they re­ceived, there­fore most of the com­pany were for burn­ing the town, which Roberts said he would yield to, if any means could be pro­posed of do­ing it without their own de­struc­tion, for the town had a se­curer situ­ation than the fort, a thick wood com­ing al­most close to it, af­ford­ing cov­er to the de­fend­ants, who un­der such an ad­vant­age, he told them, it was to be fear’d, would fire and stand bet­ter to their arms; be­sides, that bare houses would be but a slender re­ward for their trouble and loss. This prudent ad­vice pre­vailed; how­ever, they moun­ted the French ship, they seiz’d at this place, with 12 guns, and light’ned her, in or­der to come up to the town, the wa­ter be­ing shoal, and battered down sev­er­al houses; after which they all re­turned on board, gave back the French ship to those that had most right to her, and sailed out of the har­bour by the light of two Por­tuguese ships, which they were pleased to set on fire there.

			Roberts stood away to the south­ward, and met with a Dutch Guinea­man, which he made prize of, but after hav­ing plundered her, the skip­per had his ship again: two days after, he took an Eng­lish ship, called the Ex­per­i­ment, Cap­tain Cor­net, at Cape Lopez, the men went all in­to the pir­ate ser­vice, and hav­ing no oc­ca­sion for the ship, they burnt her, and then steered for São Tomé, but meet­ing with noth­ing in their way, they sailed for An­nobón, and there wa­ter’d, took in pro­vi­sions, and put it to a vote of the com­pany, wheth­er their next voy­age should be, to the East In­dies, or to Brazil; the lat­ter be­ing re­solved on, they sailed ac­cord­ingly, and in 28 days ar­rived at Ferdin­ando, an un­in­hab­ited is­land, on that coast: here they wa­ter’d, boot-top’d their ship, and made ready for the de­signed cruise.

			Now that we are upon this coast, I think it will be the prop­er place to present our read­ers with a de­scrip­tion of this coun­try, and some in­geni­ous re­marks of a friend, how be­ne­fi­cial a trade might be car­ried on here by our West In­dia mer­chants, at a little haz­ard.

			
				
					A De­scrip­tion of Brazil, etc.

				
				Brazil (a name sig­ni­fy­ing the holy cross) was dis­covered for the King of Por­tugal, by Al­varez Cab­ral, Ann. Dom. 1501 ex­tend­ing al­most from the equi­noc­tial to 28° south. The air is tem­per­ate and cool, in com­par­is­on of the West In­dies, from stronger breezes and an open­er coun­try, which gives less in­ter­rup­tion to the winds.

				The north­ern­most part of it stretch­ing about 180 leagues, (a fine fer­tile coun­try,) was taken from the Por­tuguese by the Dutch West In­dia Com­pany, An­no 1637 or there­abouts; but the con­quer­ors, as is nat­ur­al where there is little or no re­li­gion sub­sist­ing, made such heavy ex­ac­tions on the Por­tuguese, and ex­ten­ded such cruelty to the nat­ives, that pre­pared them both eas­ily to unite for a re­volt, fa­cil­it­ated by the Dutch mis­man­age­ment: for the states be­ing at this time very in­tent on their In­dia set­tle­ments, not only re­called Count Mor­rice their gov­ernor, but neg­lected sup­plies to their gar­ris­ons; how­ever, though the oth­ers were coun­ten­anced with a fleet from Por­tugal, and had the af­fec­tion of the nat­ives, yet they found means to with­stand and struggle with this su­per­i­or power, from 1643 to 1660, and then was wholly aban­doned by them, on art­icles dis­hon­our­able to the Por­tuguese, viz.

				That the Dutch, on re­lin­quish­ing, should keep all the places they had conquered in In­dia from Por­tugal. That they should pay the states 800,000 £ and per­mit them still the liberty of trade to Africa and Brazil, on the same cus­tom and du­ties with the King of Por­tugal’s sub­jects. But since that time, new stip­u­la­tions and treat­ies have been made; wherein the Dutch, who have been totally ex­cluded the Brazil trade, have, in lieu there­of, a com­pos­i­tion of 10 per­cent for the liberty of trad­ing to Africa; and this is al­ways left by every Por­tuguese ship (be­fore she be­gins her slav­ing) with the Dutch gen­er­al of the Gold Coast, at Des Mi­nas.

				There are only three prin­cip­al towns of trade on the Brazil coast, St. Sal­vadore, St. Se­basti­an, and Per­n­am­buco.

				St. Sal­vadore in the Bay of los To­dos San­tos, is an arch­bish­op­ric and seat of the Vice­roy, the chief port of trade for im­port­a­tion, where most of the gold from the mines is lodged, and whence the fleets for Europe gen­er­ally de­part. The seas about it abound with whale-fish, which in the sea­son they catch in great num­bers; the flesh is salted up gen­er­ally to be the victual­ling of their slave ships, and the train re­served for ex­port­a­tion, at 30 and 35 millraies a pipe.

				Rio de Janeiro (the town St. Se­basti­an) is the south­ern­most of the Por­tuguese, the worst provided of ne­ces­sar­ies, but com­mo­di­ous for a set­tle­ment, be­cause nigh the mine, and con­veni­ent to su­per­vise the slaves, who, as I have been told, do usu­ally al­low their mas­ter a dol­lar per diem, and have the over­plus of their work (if any) to them­selves.

				The gold from hence is es­teemed the best, (for be­ing of a cop­per­ish col­our,) and they have a mint to run it in­to coin, both here and at Bahia; the moidores of either hav­ing the ini­tial let­ters of each place upon them.

				Per­n­am­buco (though men­tion’d last) is the second in dig­nity, a large and pop­u­lous Town, and has its rise from the ru­ins of Olinda, (or the hand­some,) a city of a far pleas­anter situ­ation, six miles up the river, but not so com­mo­di­ous for traffic and com­merce. Just above the town the river di­vides it­self in­to two branches, not run­ning dir­ectly in­to the sea, but to the south­ward; and in the nook of the is­land made by that di­vi­sion, stands the Gov­ernor’s house, a square plain build­ing of Prince Maurice’s, with two towers, on which are only this date in­scribed, An­no 1641. The av­en­ues to it are every way pleas­ant, thro’ vis­tas of tall coconut trees.

				Over each branch of the river is a bridge; that lead­ing to the coun­try is all of tim­ber, but the oth­er to the town (of twenty-six or twenty-eight arches) is half of stone, made by the Dutch, who in their time had little shops and gam­ing houses on each side for re­cre­ation.

				The pave­ments also of the town are in some places of broad tiles, the re­main­ing frag­ments of their con­quest. The town has the out­er branch of the river be­hind it, and the har­bour be­fore it, jet­ting in­to which lat­ter are close keys for the weigh­ing and re­ceiv­ing of cus­tom­age on mer­chand­ise, and for the meet­ing and con­fer­ring of mer­chants and traders. The houses are strong built, but homely, lat­ticed like those of Lis­bon, for the ad­mis­sion of air, without closets, and what is worse, hearths; which makes their cook­ery con­sist all in fry­ing and stew­ing upon stoves; and that they do till the flesh be­come tender enough to shake it to pieces, and one knife is then thought suf­fi­cient to serve a table of half a score.

				The greatest in­con­veni­ence of Per­n­am­buco is, that there is not one pub­lic-house in it; so that strangers are ob­liged to hire any or­din­ary one they can get, at a guinea a month: and oth­ers who come to trans­act af­fairs of im­port­ance, must come re­com­men­ded, if it were only for the sake of pri­vacy.

				The mar­ket is stocked well enough, beef be­ing at five farthings per l. a sheep or goat at nine shil­lings, a tur­key four shil­lings, and fowls two shil­lings, the largest I ever saw, and may be pro­cured much cheap­er, by hir­ing a man to fetch them out of the coun­try. The dearest in its kind is wa­ter, which be­ing fetch’d in ves­sels from Olinda, will not be put on board in the road un­der two cru­sa­d­os a pipe.

				The Por­tuguese here are dark­er than those of Europe, not only from a warm­er cli­mate, but their many in­ter­mar­riages with the Negroes, who are nu­mer­ous there, and some of them of good cred­it and cir­cum­stances. The wo­men (not un­like the mu­latto gen­er­a­tion every­where else) are fond of strangers; not only the cour­tes­ans, whose in­terest may be sup­posed to wind up their af­fec­tions, but also the mar­ried wo­men who think them­selves ob­liged, when you fa­vour them with the secrecy of an ap­point­ment; but the un­hap­pi­ness of pur­su­ing amours, is, that the gen­er­al­ity of both sexes are touched with ven­er­al taints, without so much as one sur­geon among them, or any­body skilled in phys­ic, to cure or pal­li­ate the pro­gress­ive mis­chief: the only per­son pre­tend­ing that way, is an Ir­ish fath­er, whose know­ledge is all com­pre­hen­ded in the vir­tues of two or three simples, and those, with the sa­lu­brity of the air and tem­per­ance, is what they de­pend on, for sub­du­ing the worst of ma­lig­nity; and it may not be un­worthy no­tice, that though few are ex­emp­ted from the mis­for­tune of a run­ning, erup­tions, or the like, yet I could hear of none pre­cip­it­ated in­to those de­plor­able cir­cum­stances we see com­mon in un­skill­ful mer­cur­i­al pro­cesses.

				There are three mon­as­ter­ies, and about six churches, none of them rich or mag­ni­fi­cent, un­less one ded­ic­ated to St. Ant­o­nio, the pat­ron of their king­dom, which shines all over with ex­quis­ite pieces of paint and gold.

				The ex­port of Brazil (be­sides gold) is chiefly sug­ars and to­bacco; the lat­ter are sent off in rolls of a quintal weight, kept con­tinu­ally moistened with molasses, which, with the soil it springs from, im­parts a strong and pe­cu­li­ar scent, more sens­ible in the snuff made from it, which though un­der pro­hib­i­tion of im­port­ing to Lis­bon, sells here at 2 s. per l. as the to­bacco does at about 6 millraies a roll. The finest of their sug­ars sells at 8 s. per roove, and a small ill-tasted rum drawn from the dregs and molasses, at two tes­toons a gal­lon.

				Be­sides these, they send off great quant­it­ies of Brazil wood, and whale oil, some gums and par­rots, the lat­ter are dif­fer­ent from the Afric­an in col­our and big­ness, for as they are blue and lar­ger, these are green and smal­ler; and the fe­males of them ever re­tain the wild note, and can­not be brought to talk.

				In lieu of this pro­duce, the Por­tuguese, once every year by their fleet from Lis­bon, im­port all man­ner of European com­mod­it­ies; and who­ever is un­able or neg­li­gent of sup­ply­ing him­self at that sea­son, buys at a very ad­vanced rate, be­fore the re­turn of an­oth­er.

				To trans­port pas­sen­gers, slaves, or mer­chand­ise from one set­tle­ment to an­oth­er, or in fish­ing; they make use of bark-logs, by the Brazili­ans called jingadahs: they are made of four pieces of tim­ber (the two out­er­most longest) pinned and fastened to­geth­er, and sharpened at the ends: to­wards each ex­tremity a stool is fixed to sit on for pad­dling, or hold­ing by, when the agit­a­tion is more than or­din­ary; with these odd sort of en­gines, con­tinu­ally washed over by the wa­ter, do these people, with a little tri­an­gu­lar sail spreeted about the middle of it, ven­ture out of sight of land, and along the coasts for many leagues, in any sort of weath­er; and if they over­set with a squall (which is not un­com­mon) they swim and presently turn it up right again.

				The nat­ives are of the darkest cop­per col­our, with thin hair, of a square strong make, and mus­cu­lar; but not so well look­ing as the woolly gen­er­a­tion: they ac­qui­esce pa­tiently to the Por­tuguese gov­ern­ment, who use them much more hu­manly and Chris­ti­an-like than the Dutch did, and by that means have ex­ten­ded quiet­ness and peace, as well as their pos­ses­sions, three or four hun­dred miles in­to the coun­try. A coun­try abound­ing with fine pas­tures and nu­mer­ous herds of cattle, and yields a vast in­crease from everything that is sown: hence they bring down to us par­rots, small mon­keys, ar­ma­dillos and san­guins, and I have been as­sured, they have, (far in­land,) a ser­pent of a vast mag­nitude, called si­boya, able, they say, to swal­low a whole sheep; I have seen my­self here the skin of an­oth­er specie full six yards long, and there­fore think the story not im­prob­able.

				The har­bour of Per­n­am­buco is, per­haps, sin­gu­lar, it is made of a ledge of rocks, half a cables length from the main, and but little above the sur­face of the wa­ter, run­ning at that equal dis­tance and height sev­er­al leagues, to­wards Cape Au­gustine, a har­bour run­ning between them cap­able of re­ceiv­ing ships of the greatest bur­den: the north­ern­most end of this wall of rock, is high­er than any part of the con­tigu­ous line, on which a little fort is built, com­mand­ing the pas­sage either of boat or ship, as they come over the bar in­to the har­bour: on the star­board side, (i.e. the main) after you have entered a little way, stands an­oth­er fort (a pentagon) that would prove of small ac­count, I ima­gine, against a few dis­cip­lined men; and yet in these con­sists all their strength and se­cur­ity, either for the har­bour or town: they have be­gun in­deed a wall, since their re­mov­ing from Olinda, de­signed to sur­round the lat­ter; but the slow pro­gress they make in rais­ing it, leaves room to sus­pect ’twill be a long time in fin­ish­ing.

				The road without, is used by the Por­tuguese, when they are nigh sail­ing for Europe, and wait for the con­voy, or are bound to Bahia to them, and by strangers only when ne­ces­sity com­pels; the best of it is in ten fathom wa­ter, near three miles W. N. W. from the town; nigh­er in, is foul with the many an­chors lost there by the Por­tuguese ships; and farther out (in 14 fathom) cor­ally and rocky. Ju­ly is the worst and winter sea­son of this coast, the trade winds be­ing then very strong and dead, bring­ing in a prodi­gious and un­safe swell in­to the road, in­ter­mixed every day with squalls, rain, and a hazey ho­ri­zon, but at oth­er times se­rener skies and sun­shine.

				In these south­ern lat­it­udes is a con­stel­la­tion, which from some re­semb­lance it bears to a Jer­u­s­alem cross, has the name of cro­siers, the bright­est of this hemi­sphere, and are ob­served by, as the North Star is in north­ern lat­it­udes; but what I men­tion this for, is, to in­tro­duce the ad­mir­able phe­nomen­on in these seas of the Magel­lan­ic clouds, whose risings and sit­tings are so reg­u­lar, that I have been as­sured, the same noc­turn­al ob­ser­va­tions are made by them as by the stars; they are two clouds, small and whit­ish, no lar­ger in ap­pear­ance than a man’s hat, and are seen here in Ju­ly in the lat­it­ude of 8° S. about four of the clock in the morn­ing; if their ap­pear­ance should be said to be the re­flec­tion of light, from some stel­lar bod­ies above them, yet the dif­fi­culty is not eas­ily answered, how these, bey­ond oth­ers, be­come so dur­able and reg­u­lar in their mo­tions.

				From these cas­u­al ob­ser­va­tions on the coun­try, the towns, coast, and seas of Brazil, it would be an omis­sion to leave the sub­ject, without some es­say on an in­ter­lop­ing slave trade here, which none of our coun­try­men are ad­ven­tur­ous enough to pur­sue, though it very prob­ably, un­der a prudent man­ager, would be at­ten­ded with safety and very great profit; and I ad­mire the more it is not struck at, be­cause ships from the south­ern coast of Africa, don’t lengthen the voy­age to the West In­dies a great deal, by tak­ing a part of Brazil in their way.

				The dis­ad­vant­ages the Por­tuguese are un­der for pur­chas­ing slaves, are these, that they have very few prop­er com­mod­it­ies for Guinea, and the gold, which was their chiefest, by an edict in Ju­ly 1722, stands now pro­hib­ited from be­ing car­ried thith­er, so that the ships em­ployed therein are few, and in­suf­fi­cient for the great mor­tal­ity and call of their mines; be­sides, should they ven­ture at break­ing so de­struct­ive a law, as the above­men­tioned (as no doubt they do, or they could make little or no pur­chase) yet gold does not raise its value like mer­chand­ise in trav­el­ling (es­pe­cially to Africa) and when the com­pos­i­tion with the Dutch is also paid, they may be said to buy their Negroes at al­most double the price the Eng­lish, Dutch, or French do, which ne­ces­sar­ily raises their value ex­tra­vag­antly at Brazil; (those who can pur­chase one, buy­ing a cer­tain­er an­nu­ity than South-Sea stock.)

				Thus far of the call for slaves at Brazil; I shall now con­sider and ob­vi­ate some dif­fi­culties ob­jec­ted against any for­eign­ers (sup­pose Eng­lish) in­ter­pos­ing in such a trade, and they are some on theirs, and some on our side.

				On their side it is pro­hib­ited un­der pain of death, a law less ef­fec­tu­al to the pre­ven­tion of it than pe­cu­ni­ary mulcts would be, be­cause a pen­alty so in­ad­equate and dis­pro­por­tioned, is only in terror­em, and makes it mer­ci­ful in the Gov­ernor, or his in­stru­ments, to take a com­pos­i­tion of eight or ten moidores, when any sub­ject is catched, and is the com­mon cus­tom so to do as of­ten as they are found out.

				On our side it is con­fis­ca­tion of what they can get, which con­sid­er­ing, they have no men-of-war to guard the coast, need be very little, without su­pine neg­lect and care­less­ness.

				I am a man-of-war, or pri­vat­eer, and be­ing in want of pro­vi­sions, or in search of pir­ates, put in to Per­n­am­buco for in­tel­li­gence, to en­able me for the pur­suit: the dread of pir­ates keeps every one off, till you have first sent an of­ficer, with the prop­er com­pli­ments to the Gov­ernor, who im­me­di­ately gives leave for your buy­ing every ne­ces­sary you are in want of, provided it be with money, and not an ex­change of mer­chand­ise, which is against the laws of the coun­try.

				On this first time of go­ing on­shore, de­pends the suc­cess of the whole af­fair, and re­quires a cau­tious and dis­creet man­age­ment in the per­son en­trus­ted: he will be im­me­di­ately sur­roun­ded at land­ing with the great and the small rabble, to en­quire who? and whence he comes? and wheth­er bound? etc. and the men are taught to an­swer, from Guinea, deny­ing any­thing of a slave on board, which are un­der hatches, and make no show; nor need they, for those who have money to lay out will con­clude on that them­selves.

				By that time the com­pli­ment is paid to the Gov­ernor, the news has spread all round the town, and some mer­chant ad­dresses you, as a stranger, to the ci­vil­ity of his house, but privately de­sires to know what Negroes he can have, and what price. A Gov­ernor may pos­sibly use an in­stru­ment in sift­ing this, but the ap­pear­ance of the gen­tle­man, and the cir­cum­stance of be­ing so soon en­gaged after leav­ing the oth­er, will go a great way in form­ing a man’s judg­ment, and leaves him no room for the sus­pi­cion of such a snare; how­ever, to have a due guard, in­tim­a­tions will suf­fice, and bring him, and friends enough to carry off the best part of a cargo in two nights time, from 20 to 30 moidores a boy, and from 30 to 40 a man slave. The haz­ard is less at Rio de Janeiro.

				There has been an­oth­er meth­od at­temp­ted, of set­tling a cor­res­pond­ence with some Por­tuguese mer­chant or two, who, as they may be cer­tain with­in a fort­night of any ves­sels ar­riv­ing on their coast with slaves, might settle sig­nals for the de­bark­ing them at an un­fre­quen­ted part of the coast, but wheth­er any ex­cep­tions were made to the price, or that the Por­tuguese dread dis­cov­ery, and the severest pro­sec­u­tion on so no­tori­ous a breach of the law, I can­not tell but it has hith­er to proved abort­ive.

				How­ever, stratagems laud­able, and at­ten­ded with profit, at no oth­er haz­ard (as I can per­ceive) then loss of time, are worth at­tempt­ing; it is what is every day prac­tised with the Span­iards from Ja­maica.

			
			

			Upon this coast our rovers cruis’d for about nine weeks, keep­ing gen­er­ally out of sight of land, but without see­ing a sail, which dis­cour­ag’d them so, that they de­term­ined to leave the sta­tion, and steer for the West In­dies, and in or­der thereto, stood in to make the land for the tak­ing of their de­par­ture, and thereby they fell in, un­ex­pec­tedly, with a fleet of 42 sail of Por­tuguese ships, off the Bay of los To­dos San­tos, with all their lad­ing in for Lis­bon, sev­er­al of them of good force, who lay too wait­ing for two men-of-war of 70 guns each, their con­voy. How­ever, Roberts thought it should go hard with him, but he would make up his mar­ket among them, and thereupon mix’d with the fleet, and kept his men hid till prop­er res­ol­u­tions could be form’d; that done, they came close up to one of the deep­est, and ordered her to send the mas­ter on board quietly, threat’ning to give them no quar­ters, if any res­ist­ance, or sig­nal of dis­tress was made. The Por­tuguese be­ing sur­prised at these threats, and the sud­den flour­ish of cut­lashes from the pir­ates, sub­mit­ted without a word, and the cap­tain came on board; Roberts sa­luted him after a friendly man­ner, telling him, that they were gen­tle­men of for­tune, but that their busi­ness with him, was only to be in­formed which was the richest ship in that fleet; and if he dir­ec­ted them right, he should be re­stored to his ship without mo­lesta­tion, oth­er­wise, he must ex­pect im­me­di­ate death.

			Whereupon this Por­tuguese mas­ter poin­ted to one of 40 guns, and 150 men, a ship of great­er force than the Rover, but this no ways dis­mayed them, they were Por­tuguese, they said, and so im­me­di­ately steered away for him. When they came with­in hail, the mas­ter whom they had pris­on­er, was ordered to ask, how Sei­gnior Capi­tain did? And to in­vite him on board, for that he had a mat­ter of con­sequence to im­part to him, which be­ing done, he re­turned for an­swer, that he would wait upon him presently: but by the bustle that im­me­di­ately fol­lowed, the pir­ates per­ceived, they were dis­covered, and that this was only a de­ceit­ful an­swer to gain time to put their ship in a pos­ture of de­fence; so without fur­ther delay, they poured in a broad­side, boarded and grappled her; the dis­pute was short and warm, wherein many of the Por­tuguese fell, and two only of the pir­ates. By this time the fleet was alarmed, sig­nals of top­gal­lant sheets fly­ing, and guns fired, to give no­tice to the men-of-war, who rid still at an an­chor, and made but scurvy haste out to their as­sist­ance; and if what the pir­ates them­selves re­lated, be true, the com­mand­ers of those ships were blame­able to the highest de­gree, and un­worthy the title, or so much as the name of men: for Roberts find­ing the prize to sail heavy, and yet resolv­ing not to loose her, lay by for the head­most of them (which much out­sailed the oth­er) and pre­pared for battle, which was ig­no­mini­ously de­clined, though of such su­per­i­or force; for not dar­ing to ven­ture on the pir­ate alone, he tar­ried so long for his con­sort as gave them both time leis­urely to make off.

			They found this ship ex­ceed­ing rich, be­ing laden chiefly with sug­ar, skins, and to­bacco, and in gold 40,000 moidores, be­sides chains and trinkets, of con­sid­er­able value; par­tic­u­larly a cross set with dia­monds, de­signed for the King of Por­tugal; which they af­ter­wards presen­ted to the Gov­ernor of Cai­ana, by whom they were ob­liged.

			Elated with this booty, they had noth­ing now to think of but some safe re­treat, where they might give them­selves up to all the pleas­ures that lux­ury and wan­ton­ness could be­stow, and for the present pitch’d upon a place called the Dev­il’s Is­lands, in the River of Sur­i­n­ame on the coast of Cai­ana, where they ar­rived, and found the civilest re­cep­tion ima­gin­able, not only from the Gov­ernor and fact­ory, but their wives, who ex­changed wares and drove a con­sid­er­able trade with them.

			They seiz’d in this river a sloop, and by her gained in­tel­li­gence, that a brig­antine had also sailed in com­pany with her, from Rhode Is­land, laden with pro­vi­sions for the coast. A wel­come cargo! They grow­ing short in the sea store, and as San­c­ho says, no ad­ven­tures to be made without belly-tim­ber. One even­ing as they were rum­ma­ging (their mine of treas­ure) the Por­tuguese prize, this ex­pec­ted ves­sel was descry’d at masthead, and Roberts, ima­gin­ing nobody could do the busi­ness so well as him­self, takes 40 men in the sloop, and goes in pur­suit of her; but a fatal ac­ci­dent fol­lowed this rash, though in­con­sid­er­able ad­ven­ture, for Roberts think­ing of noth­ing less than bring­ing in the brig­antine that af­ter­noon, nev­er troubled his head about the sloop’s pro­vi­sion, nor in­quired what there was on board to sub­sist such a num­ber of men; but out he sails after his ex­pec­ted prize, which he not only lost fur­ther sight of, but after eight days con­tend­ing with con­trary winds and cur­rents, found them­selves thirty leagues to lee­ward. The cur­rent still op­pos­ing their en­deav­ours, and per­ceiv­ing no hopes of beat­ing up to their ship, they came to an an­chor, and in­con­sid­er­ately sent away the boat to give the rest of the com­pany no­tice of their con­di­tion, and to or­der the ship to them; but too soon, even the next day, their wants made them sens­ible of their in­fatu­ation, for their wa­ter was all ex­pen­ded, and they had taken no thought how they should be sup­ply’d, till either the ship came, or the boat re­turned, which was not likely to be un­der five or six days. Here like Tan­talus, they al­most fam­ished in sight of the fresh streams and lakes; be­ing drove to such ex­tremity at last, that they were forc’d to tear up the floor of the cab­in, and patch up a sort of tub or tray with rope yarns, to paddle ashore, and fetch off im­me­di­ate sup­plies of wa­ter to pre­serve life.

			After some days, the long-wish’d-for boat came back, but with the most un­wel­come news in the world, for Kennedy, who was lieu­ten­ant, and left in ab­sence of Roberts, to com­mand the pri­vat­eer and prize, was gone off with both. This was mor­ti­fic­a­tion with a ven­geance, and you may ima­gine, they did not de­part without some hard speeches from those that were left, and had suffered by their treach­ery: and that there need be no fur­ther men­tion of this Kennedy, I shall leave Cap­tain Roberts, for a page or two, with the re­mains of his crew, to vent their wrath in a few oaths and ex­ec­ra­tions, and fol­low the oth­er, whom we may reck­on from that time, as steer­ing his course to­wards ex­e­cu­tion dock.

			Kennedy was now chosen cap­tain of the re­vol­ted crew, but could not bring his com­pany to any de­term­ined res­ol­u­tion; some of them were for pur­su­ing the old game, but the great­er part of them seem’d to have in­clin­a­tions to turn from those evil courses, and get home privately, (for there was no act of par­don in force,) there­fore they agreed to break up, and every man to shift for him­self, as he should see oc­ca­sion. The first thing they did, was to part with the great Por­tuguese prize, and hav­ing the mas­ter of the sloop (whose name I think was Cane) aboard, who they said was a very hon­est fel­low, (for he had hu­moured them upon every oc­ca­sion,) told them of the brig­antine that Roberts went after; and when the pir­ates first took him, he com­pli­men­ted them at an odd rate, telling them they were wel­come to his sloop and cargo, and wish’d that the ves­sel had been lar­ger, and the load­ing rich­er for their sakes: to this good natured man they gave the Por­tuguese ship, (which was then above half-loaded,) three or four Negroes, and all his own men, who re­turned thanks to his kind be­ne­fact­ors, and de­par­ted.

			Cap­tain Kennedy in the Rover, sailed to Bar­ba­dos, near which is­land, they took a very peace­able ship be­long­ing to Vir­gin­ia; the com­mand­er was a Quaker, whose name was Knot; he had neither pis­tol, sword, nor cut­lash on board; and Mr. Knot ap­pear­ing so very pass­ive to all they said to him, some of them thought this a good op­por­tun­ity to go off; and ac­cord­ingly eight of the pir­ates went aboard, and he car­ried them safe to Vir­gin­ia; they made the Quaker a present of 10 chests of sug­ar, 10 rolls of Brazil to­bacco, 30 moidores, and some gold dust, in all to the value of about 250 £. They also made presents to the sail­ors, some more, some less, and lived a jovi­al life all the while they were upon their voy­age, Cap­tain Knot giv­ing them their way; nor in­deed could he help him­self, un­less he had taken an op­por­tun­ity to sur­prise them, when they were either drunk or asleep; for awake they wore arms aboard the ship, and put him in a con­tinu­al ter­ror; it not be­ing his prin­ciple (or the Sect’s) to fight, un­less with art and col­lu­sion; he man­aged these weapons well till he ar­rived at the capes, and af­ter­wards four of the pir­ates went off in a boat, which they had taken with them, for the more eas­ily mak­ing their es­capes, and made up the bay to­wards Mary­land, but were forced back by a storm in­to an ob­scure place of the coun­try, where meet­ing with good en­ter­tain­ment among the plant­ers, they con­tin­ued sev­er­al days without be­ing dis­covered to be pir­ates. In the mean­time Cap­tain Knot leav­ing four oth­ers on board his ship, (who in­ten­ded to go to North Car­o­lina,) made what haste he could to dis­cov­er to Mr. Spots­wood the Gov­ernor, what sort of pas­sen­gers he had been forced to bring with him, who by good for­tune got them seized; and search be­ing made after the oth­ers, who were rev­el­ling about the coun­try, they were also taken, and all try’d, con­victed and hang’d, two Por­tuguese Jews who were taken on the coast of Brazil, and whom they brought with them to Vir­gin­ia, be­ing the prin­cip­al evid­ences. The lat­ter had found means to lodge part of their wealth with the plant­ers, who nev­er brought it to ac­count: but Cap­tain Knot sur­rendered up everything that be­longed to them, that were taken aboard, even what they presen­ted to him, in lieu of such things as they had plundered him of in their pas­sage, and ob­liged his men to do the like.

			Some days after the tak­ing of the Vir­gin­ia man last men­tioned, in cruis­ing in the lat­it­ude of Ja­maica, Kennedy took a sloop bound thith­er from Bo­ston, loaded with bread and flour; aboard of this sloop went all the hands who were for break­ing the gang, and left those be­hind that had a mind to pur­sue fur­ther ad­ven­tures. Among the former were Kennedy, their cap­tain, of whose hon­our they had such a despic­able no­tion, that they were about to throw him over­board, when they found him in the sloop, as fear­ing he might be­tray them all, at their re­turn to Eng­land; he hav­ing in his child­hood been bred a pick­pock­et, and be­fore he be­came a pir­ate, a house­break­er; both pro­fes­sions that these gen­tle­men have a very mean opin­ion of. How­ever, Cap­tain Kennedy, by tak­ing sol­emn oaths of fi­del­ity to his com­pan­ions, was suffered to pro­ceed with them.

			In this com­pany there was but one that pre­ten­ded to any skill in nav­ig­a­tion, (for Kennedy could neither write nor read, he be­ing pre­ferred to the com­mand merely for his cour­age, which in­deed he had of­ten sig­nal­iz’d, par­tic­u­larly in tak­ing the Por­tuguese ship,) and he proved to be a pre­tend­er only; for shap­ing their course to Ire­land, where they agreed to land, they ran away to the north­w­est coast of Scot­land, and there were tossed about by hard storms of wind for sev­er­al days, without know­ing where they were, and in great danger of per­ish­ing: at length they pushed the ves­sel in­to a little creek, and went all ashore, leav­ing the sloop at an an­chor for the next comers.

			The whole com­pany re­fresh’d them­selves at a little vil­lage about five miles from the place where they left the sloop, and passed there for ship­wreck’d sail­ors, and no doubt might have traveled on without sus­pi­cion; but the mad and ri­ot­ous man­ner of their liv­ing on the road, oc­ca­sion’d their jour­ney to be cut short, as we shall ob­serve presently.

			Kennedy and an­oth­er left them here, and trav­el­ling to one of the sea­ports, ship’d them­selves for Ire­land, and ar­rived there in safety. Six or sev­en wisely with­drew from the rest, traveled at their leas­ure, and got to their much de­sired Port of Lon­don, without be­ing dis­turbed or sus­pec­ted; but the main gang alarm’d the coun­try wherever they came, drink­ing and roar­ing at such a rate, that the people shut them­selves up in their houses, in some places, not dar­ing to ven­ture out among so many mad fel­lows: in oth­er vil­lages, they treated the whole town, squan­der­ing their money away, as if, like Aesop, they wanted to light­en their bur­dens: this ex­pens­ive man­ner of liv­ing pro­cured two of their drunk­en strag­glers to be knocked on the head, they be­ing found murdered in the road, and their money taken from them: all the rest, to the num­ber of sev­en­teen as they drew nigh to Ed­in­burgh, were ar­res­ted and thrown in­to gaol, upon sus­pi­cion, of they knew not what; how­ever, the ma­gis­trates were not long at a loss for prop­er ac­cus­a­tions, for two of the gang of­fer­ing them­selves for evid­ences were ac­cep­ted of; and the oth­ers were brought to a speedy tri­al, where­of nine were con­victed and ex­ecuted.

			Kennedy hav­ing spent all his money, came over from Ire­land, and kept a com­mon b——y-house on Dept­ford Road, and now and then, ’twas thought, made an ex­cur­sion abroad in the way of his former pro­fes­sion, till one of his house­hold w—s gave in­form­a­tion against him for a rob­bery, for which he was com­mit­ted to Bridewell; but be­cause she would not do the busi­ness by halves, she found out a mate of a ship that Kennedy had com­mit­ted pir­acy upon, as he fool­ishly con­fess’d to her. This mate, whose name was Grant, paid Kennedy a vis­it in Bridewell, and know­ing him to be the man, pro­cured a war­rant, and had him com­mit­ted to the Mar­shalsea pris­on.

			The game that Kennedy had now to play was to turn evid­ence him­self; ac­cord­ingly he gave a list of eight or ten of his com­rades; but not be­ing ac­quain­ted with their hab­it­a­tions, one only was taken, who, though con­demn’d, ap­peared to be a man of a fair char­ac­ter, was forc’d in­to their ser­vice, and took the first op­por­tun­ity to get from them, and there­fore re­ceiv’d a par­don; but Wal­ter Kennedy be­ing a no­tori­ous of­fend­er, was ex­ecuted the 19th of Ju­ly, 1721, at ex­e­cu­tion dock.

			The rest of the pir­ates who were left in the ship Rover, stayed not long be­hind, for they went ashore to one of the West In­dia is­lands; what be­came of them af­ter­wards, I can’t tell, but the ship was found at sea by a sloop be­long­ing to St. Chris­toph­er’s, and car­ried in­to that is­land with only nine Negroes aboard.

			Thus we see what a dis­astrous fate ever at­tends the wicked, and how rarely they es­cape the pun­ish­ment due to their crimes, who, aban­don’d to such a prof­lig­ate life, rob, spoil, and prey upon man­kind, con­trary to the light and law of nature, as well as the law of God. It might have been hoped, that the ex­amples of these deaths, would have been as marks to the re­mainder of this gang, how to shun the rocks their com­pan­ions had split on; that they would have sur­rendered to mercy, or di­vided them­selves, forever from such pur­suits, as in the end they might be sure would sub­ject them to the same law and pun­ish­ment, which they must be con­scious they now equally de­served; im­pend­ing law, which nev­er let them sleep well, un­less when drunk. But all the use that was made of it here, was to com­mend the justice of the court, that con­demn’d Kennedy, for he was a sad dog (they said) and de­served the fate he met with.

			But to go back to Roberts, whom we left on the coast of Cai­ana, in a griev­ous pas­sion at what Kennedy and the crew had done; and who was now pro­ject­ing new ad­ven­tures with his small com­pany in the sloop; but find­ing hitherto they had been but as a rope of sand, they formed a set of art­icles, to be signed and sworn to, for the bet­ter con­ser­va­tion of their so­ci­ety, and do­ing justice to one an­oth­er; ex­clud­ing all Ir­ish men from the be­ne­fit of it, to whom they had an im­plac­able aver­sion upon the ac­count of Kennedy. How in­deed Roberts could think that an oath would be ob­lig­at­ory, where de­fi­ance had been giv­en to the laws of God and man, I can’t tell, but he thought their greatest se­cur­ity lay in this, that it was every­one’s in­terest to ob­serve them if they were minded to keep up so ab­om­in­able a com­bin­a­tion.

			
				
					The fol­low­ing, is the sub­stance of the art­icles, as taken from the pir­ate’s own in­form­a­tions.

				
				
						
						Every man has a vote in af­fairs of mo­ment; has equal title to the fresh pro­vi­sions, or strong li­quors, at any time seized, and use them at pleas­ure, un­less a scarcity (no un­com­mon thing among them) make it ne­ces­sary, for the good of all, to vote a re­trench­ment.

					

						
						Every man to be called fairly in turn, by list, on board of prizes, be­cause, (over and above their prop­er share,) they were on these oc­ca­sions al­lowed a shift of clothes: but if they de­frauded the com­pany to the value of a dol­lar, in plate, jew­els, or money, ma­roon­ing was their pun­ish­ment. This was a bar­bar­ous cus­tom of put­ting the of­fend­er on­shore, on some des­ol­ate or un­in­hab­ited cape or is­land, with a gun, a few shot, a bottle of wa­ter, and a bottle of powder, to sub­sist with, or starve. If the rob­bery was only between one an­oth­er, they con­ten­ted them­selves with slit­ting the ears and nose of him that was guilty, and set him on­shore, not in an un­in­hab­ited place, but some­where, where he was sure to en­counter hard­ships.

					

						
						No per­son to game at cards or dice for money.

					

						
						The lights and candles to be put out at eight o’clock at night: if any of the crew, after that hour, still re­mained in­clined for drink­ing, they were to do it on the open deck; which Roberts be­lieved would give a check to their de­bauches, for he was a sober man him­self, but found at length, that all his en­deav­ours to put an end to this de­bauch, proved in­ef­fec­tu­al.

					

						
						To keep their piece, pis­tols, and cut­lash clean, and fit for ser­vice: In this they were ex­tra­vag­antly nice, en­deav­our­ing to outdo one an­oth­er, in the beauty and rich­ness of their arms, giv­ing some­times at an auc­tion (at the mast,) 30 or 40 £. a pair, for pis­tols. These were slung in time of ser­vice, with dif­fer­ent col­oured rib­bons, over their shoulders, in a way pe­cu­li­ar to these fel­lows, in which they took great de­light.

					

						
						No boy or wo­man to be al­lowed amongst them. If any man were sound se­du­cing any of the lat­ter sex, and car­ried her to sea, dis­guised, he was to suf­fer death; so that when any fell in­to their hands, as it chanced in the Onslow, they put a sen­tinel im­me­di­ately over her to pre­vent ill con­sequences from so dan­ger­ous an in­stru­ment of di­vi­sion and quar­rel; but then here lies the roguery; they con­tend who shall be sen­tinel, which hap­pens gen­er­ally to one of the greatest bul­lies, who, to se­cure the lady’s vir­tue, will let none lie with her but him­self.

					

						
						To desert the ship, or their quar­ters in battle, was pun­ished with death, or ma­roon­ing.

					

						
						No strik­ing one an­oth­er on board, but every man’s quar­rels to be ended on­shore, at sword and pis­tol, thus; The quarter­mas­ter of the ship, when the parties will not come to any re­con­cili­ation, ac­com­pan­ies them on­shore with what as­sist­ance he thinks prop­er, and turns the dis­putants back to back, at so many paces dis­tance: at the word of com­mand, they turn and fire im­me­di­ately, (or else the piece is knocked out of their hands:) If both miss, they come to their cut­lashes, and then he is de­clared vic­tor who draws the first blood.

					

						
						No man to talk of break­ing up their way of liv­ing, till each had shared a 1,000 £. If in or­der to this, any man should lose a limb, or be­come a cripple in their ser­vice, he was to have 800 dol­lars, out of the pub­lic stock, and for less­er hurts, pro­por­tion­ably.

					

						
						The cap­tain and quarter­mas­ter to re­ceive two shares of a prize; the mas­ter, boat­swain, and gun­ner, one share and a half, and oth­er of­ficers, one and a quarter.

					

						
						The mu­si­cians to have rest on the Sab­bath day, but the oth­er six days and nights, none without spe­cial fa­vour.

					

				

			

			These, we are as­sured, were some of Roberts’ art­icles, but as they had taken care to throw over­board the ori­gin­al they had sign’d and sworn to, there is a great deal of room to sus­pect, the re­mainder con­tained some­thing too hor­rid to be dis­closed to any, ex­cept such as were will­ing to be sharers in the iniquity of them; let them be what they will, they were to­geth­er the test of all new­comers, who were ini­ti­ated by an oath taken on a Bible, re­serv’d for that pur­pose only, and were sub­scrib’d to in pres­ence of the wor­ship­ful Mr. Roberts. And in case any doubt should arise con­cern­ing the con­struc­tion of these laws, and it should re­main a dis­pute wheth­er the party had in­fring’d them or no, a jury is ap­poin­ted to ex­plain them, and bring in a ver­dict upon the case in doubt.

			Since we are now speak­ing of the laws of this com­pany, I shall go on, and, in as brief a man­ner as I can, re­late the prin­cip­al cus­toms, and gov­ern­ment, of this roguish com­mon­wealth; which are pretty near the same with all pir­ates.

			For the pun­ish­ment of small of­fences, which are not provided for by the art­icles, and which are not of con­sequence enough to be left to a jury, there is a prin­cip­al of­ficer among the pir­ates, called the quarter­mas­ter, of the men’s own choos­ing, who claims all au­thor­ity this way, (ex­cept­ing in time of battle:) If they dis­obey his com­mand, are quar­rel­some and mutin­ous with one an­oth­er, mis­use pris­on­er’s, plun­der bey­ond his or­der, and in par­tic­u­lar, if they be neg­li­gent of their arms, which he musters at dis­cre­tion, he pun­ishes at his own ar­bit­re­ment, with drub­bing or whip­ping, which no one else dare do without in­cur­ring the lash from all the ship’s com­pany: in short, this of­ficer is trust­ee for the whole, is the first on board any prize, sep­ar­at­ing for the com­pany’s use, what he pleases, and re­turn­ing what he thinks fit to the own­ers, ex­cept­ing gold and sil­ver, which they have voted not re­turn­able.

			After a de­scrip­tion of the quarter­mas­ter, and his duty, who acts as a sort of a civil ma­gis­trate on board a pir­ate ship; I shall con­sider their mil­it­ary of­ficer, the cap­tain; what priv­ileges he ex­erts in such an­archy and un­ruly­ness of the mem­bers: why truly very little, they only per­mit him to be cap­tain, on con­di­tion, that they may be cap­tain over him; they sep­ar­ate to his use the great cab­in, and some­times vote him small par­cels of plate and china, (for it may be noted that Roberts drank his tea con­stantly) but then every man, as the hu­mour takes him, will use the plate and china, in­trude in­to his apart­ment, swear at him, seize a part of his victu­als and drink, if they like it, without his of­fer­ing to find fault or con­test it: yet Roberts, by a bet­ter man­age­ment than usu­al, be­came the chief dir­ect­or in everything of mo­ment, and it happened thus:—The rank of cap­tain be­ing ob­tained by the suf­frage of the ma­jor­ity, it falls on one su­per­i­or for know­ledge and bold­ness, pis­tol proof (as they call it,) and can make those fear, who do not love him; Roberts is said to have ex­ceeded his fel­lows in these re­spects, and when ad­vanced, en­larged the re­spect that fol­lowed it, by mak­ing a sort of privy coun­cil of half a dozen of the greatest bul­lies; such as were his com­pet­it­ors, and had in­terest enough to make his gov­ern­ment easy; yet even those, in the lat­ter part of his reign, he had run counter to in every pro­ject that op­posed his own opin­ion; for which, and be­cause he grew re­served, and would not drink and roar at their rate, a cabal was formed to take away his cap­tain­ship, which death did more ef­fec­tu­ally.

			The cap­tain’s power is un­con­trol­lable in chase, or in battle, drub­bing, cut­ting, or even shoot­ing any­one who dares deny his com­mand. The same priv­ilege he takes over pris­on­ers, who re­ceive good or ill us­age, mostly as he ap­proves of their be­ha­viour, for though the mean­est would take upon them to mis­use a mas­ter of a ship, yet he would con­trol herein, when he see it, and mer­rily over a bottle, give his pris­on­ers this double reas­on for it. First, that it pre­served his pre­ced­ence; and secondly, that it took the pun­ish­ment out of the hands of a much more rash and mad set of fel­lows than him­self. When he found that rigour was not ex­pec­ted from his people, (for he of­ten prac­tised it to ap­pease them,) then he would give strangers to un­der­stand, that it was pure in­clin­a­tion that in­duced him to a good treat­ment of them, and not any love or par­ti­al­ity to their per­sons; for, says he, there is none of you but will hang me, I know, whenev­er you can clinch me with­in your power.

			

			And now see­ing the dis­ad­vant­ages they were un­der for pur­su­ing the ac­count, viz. a small ves­sel ill re­paired, and without pro­vi­sions, or stores; they re­solved one and all, with the little sup­plies they could get, to pro­ceed for the West In­dies, not doubt­ing to find a rem­edy for all these evils, and to re­treive their loss.

			In the lat­it­ude of De­seada, one of the is­lands, they took two sloops, which sup­ply’d them with pro­vi­sions and oth­er ne­ces­sar­ies; and a few days af­ter­wards, took a brig­antine be­long­ing to Rhode Is­land, and then pro­ceeded to Bar­ba­dos, off of which is­land, they fell in with a Bris­tol ship of 10 guns, in her voy­age out, from whom they took abund­ance of clothes, some money, twenty-five bales of goods, five bar­rels of powder, a cable, hawser, 10 casks of oat­meal, six casks of beef, and sev­er­al oth­er goods, be­sides five of their men; and after they had de­tained her three days, let her go; who be­ing bound for the above­said is­land, she ac­quain­ted the Gov­ernor with what had happened, as soon as she ar­rived.

			Whereupon a Bris­tol gal­ley that lay in the har­bour, was ordered to be fit­ted out with all ima­gin­able ex­ped­i­tion, of 20 guns, and 80 men, there be­ing then no man-of-war upon that sta­tion, and also a sloop with 10 guns, and 40 men: the gal­ley was com­manded by one Cap­tain Ro­gers, of Bris­tol, and the sloop by Cap­tain Graves, of that is­land, and Cap­tain Ro­gers by a com­mis­sion from the Gov­ernor, was ap­poin­ted com­modore.

			The second day after Ro­gers sailed out of the har­bour, he was dis­covered by Roberts, who know­ing noth­ing of their design, gave them chase: the Bar­ba­dos ships kept an easy sail till the pir­ates came up with them, and then Roberts gave them a gun, ex­pect­ing they would have im­me­di­ately struck to his pir­at­ic­al flag, but in­stead there­of, he was forced to re­ceive the fire of a broad­side, with three huz­zas at the same time; so that an en­gage­ment en­sued, but Roberts be­ing hardly put to it, was ob­liged to crowd all the sail the sloop would bear, to get off: the gal­ley sail­ing pretty well, kept com­pany for a long while, keep­ing a con­stant fire, which gail’d the pir­ate; how­ever, at length by throw­ing over their guns, and oth­er heavy goods, and thereby light’ning the ves­sel, they, with much ado, got clear; but Roberts could nev­er en­dure a Bar­ba­dos man af­ter­wards, and when any ships be­long­ing to that is­land fell in his way, he was more par­tic­u­larly severe to them than oth­ers.

			Cap­tain Roberts sailed in the sloop to the is­land of Domin­ica, where he watered, and got pro­vi­sions of the in­hab­it­ants, to whom he gave goods in ex­change. At this place he met with 13 Eng­lish­men, who had been set ashore by a French guarda­costa, be­long­ing to Mar­ti­nique, taken out of two New Eng­land ships, that had been seiz’d, as prize, by the said French sloop: the men will­ingly entered with the pir­ates, and it proved a reas­on­able re­cruit.

			They stayed not long here, though they had im­me­di­ate oc­ca­sion for clean­ing their sloop, but did not think this a prop­er place, and herein they judg’d right; for the touch­ing at this is­land, had like to have been their de­struc­tion, be­cause they hav­ing re­solved to go away to the Gren­ada Is­lands, for the afore­said pur­pose, by some ac­ci­dent it came to be known to the French colony, who send­ing word to the Gov­ernor of Mar­ti­nique, he equipped and manned two sloops to go in quest of them. The pir­ates sailed dir­ectly for the Gra­na­dilloes, and haul’d in­to a la­goon, at Cor­co­vado, where they cleaned with un­usu­al dis­patch, stay­ing but a little above a week, by which ex­ped­i­tion they missed of the Mar­ti­nique sloops, only a few hours; Roberts sail­ing over night, that the French ar­rived the next morn­ing. This was a for­tu­nate es­cape, es­pe­cially con­sid­er­ing, that it was not from any fears of their be­ing dis­covered, that they made so much haste from the Is­land; but, as they had the im­pudence them­selves to own, for the want of wine and wo­men.

			Thus nar­rowly es­caped, they sailed for New­found­land, and ar­rived upon the banks the lat­ter end of June, 1720. They entered the Har­bour of Tre­pas­sey, with their black col­ours fly­ing, drums beat­ing, and trum­pets sound­ing. There were two and twenty ves­sels in the har­bour, which the men all quit­ted upon the sight of the pir­ate, and fled ashore. It is im­possible par­tic­u­larly to re­count the de­struc­tion and hav­oc they made here, burn­ing and sink­ing all the ship­ping, ex­cept a Bris­tol gal­ley, and des­troy­ing the fish­er­ies, and stages of the poor plant­ers, without re­morse or com­punc­tion; for noth­ing is so de­plor­able as power in mean and ig­nor­ant hands, it makes men wan­ton and giddy, un­con­cerned at the mis­for­tunes they are im­pos­ing on their fel­low creatures, and keeps them smil­ing at the mis­chiefs, that bring them­selves no ad­vant­age. They are like mad men, that cast firebrands, ar­rows, and death, and say, are not we in sport?

			Roberts mann’d the Bris­tol gal­ley he took in the har­bour, and moun­ted 16 guns on board her, and cruis­ing out upon the banks, he met with nine or ten sail of French ships, all which he des­troyed ex­cept one of 26 guns, which they seiz’d, and car­ried off for their own use. This ship they christ’ned the For­tune, and leav­ing the Bris­tol gal­ley to the French­men, they sailed away in com­pany with the sloop, on an­oth­er cruise, and took sev­er­al prizes, viz. the Richard of Bid­di­ford, Jonath­an Whit­field Mas­ter; the Will­ing Mind of Poole; the Ex­pect­a­tion of Top­sham; and the Samuel, Cap­tain Cary, of Lon­don; out of these ships they in­creased their com­pany, by en­ter­ing all the men they could well spare, in their own ser­vice. The Samuel was a rich ship, and had sev­er­al pas­sen­gers on board, who were used very roughly, in or­der to make them dis­cov­er their money, threat­en­ing them every mo­ment with death, if they did not resign everything up to them. They tore up the hatches and entered the hold like a par­cel of fur­ies, and with axes and cut­lashes, cut and broke open all the bales, cases, and boxes, they could lay their hands on; and when any goods came upon deck, that they did not like to carry aboard, in­stead of toss­ing them in­to the hold again, threw them over­board in­to the sea; all this was done with in­cess­ant curs­ing and swear­ing, more like fiends than men. They car­ried with them, sails, guns, powder, cord­age, and 8 or 9,000 £ worth of the choicest goods; and told Cap­tain Cary, that they should ac­cept of no act of grace; that the K—— and P——t might be damned with their acts of g—— for them; neither would they go to Hope Point, to be hang’d up a sun dry­ing, as Kidd’s, and Brad­dish’s com­pany were; but that if they should ever be over­power’d, they would set fire to the powder, with a pis­tol, and go all mer­rily to hell to­geth­er.

			After they had brought all the booty aboard, a con­sulta­tion was held wheth­er they should sink or burn the ship, but whilst they were de­bat­ing the mat­ter, they spied a sail, and so left the Samuel, to give her chase; at mid­night they came up with the same, which proved to be a snow from Bris­tol, bound for Bo­ston, Cap­tain Bowles Mas­ter: they us’d him bar­bar­ously, be­cause of his coun­try, Cap­tain Ro­gers, who at­tack’d them off Bar­ba­dos, be­ing of the city of Bris­tol.

			Ju­ly the 16th, which was two days af­ter­wards, they took a Vir­gin­ia man called the Little York, James Philips Mas­ter, and the Love, of Liv­er­pool, which they plundered and let go; the next day a snow from Bris­tol, call’d the Phoenix, John Richards Mas­ter, met with the same fate from them; as also a brig­antine, Cap­tain Thomas, and a sloop called the Sad­bury; they took all the men out of the brig­antine, and sunk the ves­sel.

			When they left the banks of New­found­land, they sailed for the West In­dies, and the pro­vi­sions grow­ing short, they went for the lat­it­ude of the is­land De­seada, to cruise, it be­ing es­teemed the like­li­est place to meet with such ships as (they used in their mirth to say) were con­signed to them, with sup­plies. And it has been very much sus­pec­ted that ships have loaded with pro­vi­sions at the Eng­lish colon­ies, on pre­tence of trad­ing on the coast of Africa, when they have in real­ity been con­signed to them; and though a show of vi­ol­ence is offered to them when they meet, yet they are pretty sure of bring­ing their cargo to a good mar­ket.

			How­ever, at this time they missed with their usu­al luck, and pro­vi­sions and ne­ces­sar­ies be­com­ing more scarce every day, they re­tired to­wards St. Chris­toph­er’s, where be­ing deny’d all suc­cour or as­sist­ance from the gov­ern­ment, they fir’d in re­venge on the town, and burnt two ships in the road, one of them com­manded by Cap­tain Cox, of Bris­tol; and then re­treated farther to the is­land of St. Bartho­lomew, where they met with much hand­somer treat­ment. The Gov­ernor not only sup­ply­ing them with re­fresh­ments, but he and the chiefs car­ress­ing them in the most friendly man­ner: and the wo­men, from so good an ex­ample, en­deav­oured to out­vie each oth­er in dress, and be­ha­viour, to at­tract the good graces of such gen­er­ous lov­ers, that paid well for their fa­vours.

			Sated at length with these pleas­ures, and hav­ing taken on board a good sup­ply of fresh pro­vi­sions, they voted un­an­im­ously for the coast of Guinea, and in the lat­it­ude of 22 N. in their voy­age thith­er, met with a French ship from Mar­ti­nique, richly laden, and, which was un­lucky for the mas­ter, had a prop­erty of be­ing fit­ter for their pur­pose, than the banker. Ex­change was no rob­bery they said, and so after a little mock com­plais­ance to Mon­sieur, for the fa­vour he had done them, they shif­ted their men, and took leave: this was their first Roy­al For­tune.

			In this ship Roberts pro­ceeded on his de­signed voy­age; but be­fore they reached Guinea, he pro­posed to touch at Brava, the south­ern­most of Cape Verde Is­lands and clean. But here again by an in­tol­er­able stu­pid­ity and want of judg­ment, they got so far to lee­ward of their port, that des­pair­ing to re­gain it, or any of the wind­ward parts of Africa, they were ob­liged to go back again with the trade-wind, for the West In­dies; which had very near been the de­struc­tion of them all. Sur­i­n­ame was the place now de­signed for, which was at no less than 700 leagues dis­tance, and they had but one hogshead of wa­ter left to sup­ply 124 souls for that pas­sage; a sad cir­cum­stance that em­in­ently ex­poses the folly and mad­ness among pir­ates, and he must be an in­con­sid­er­ate wretch in­deed, who, if he could sep­ar­ate the wicked­ness and pun­ish­ment from the fact, would yet haz­ard his life amidst such dangers, as their want of skill and fore­cast made them li­able to.

			Their sins, we may pre­sume were nev­er so trouble­some to their memor­ies, as now, that in­ev­it­able de­struc­tion seem’d to threaten them, without the least glimpse of com­fort or al­le­vi­ation to their misery; for, with what face could wretches who had rav­aged and made so many ne­ces­sit­ous, look up for re­lief; they had to that mo­ment lived in de­fi­ance of the power that now alone they must trust for their pre­ser­va­tion, and in­deed without the mi­ra­cu­lous in­ter­ven­tion of provid­ence, there ap­peared only this miser­able choice, viz. a present death by their own hands, or a ling’ring one by fam­ine.

			They con­tin­ued their course, and came to an al­low­ance of one single mouth­ful of wa­ter for 24 hours; many of them drank their ur­ine, or sea wa­ter, which, in­stead of al­lay­ing, gave them an in­ex­tin­guish­able thirst, that killed them: oth­ers pined and wasted a little more time in fluxes and apyr­ex­ies, so that they dropped away daily. Those that sus­tain’d the misery best, were such as al­most starved them­selves, for­bear­ing all sorts of food, un­less a mouth­ful or two of bread the whole day, so that those who sur­vived were as weak as it was pos­sible for men to be and alive.

			But if the dis­mal pro­spect they set out with, gave them anxi­ety, trouble, or pain, what must their fears and ap­pre­hen­sions be, when they had not one drop of wa­ter left, or any oth­er li­quor to moisten or an­im­ate. This was their case, when (by the work­ing of di­vine provid­ence, no doubt,) they were brought in­to sound­ings, and at night anchored in sev­en fathom wa­ter: this was an in­ex­press­ible joy to them, and, as it were, fed the ex­pir­ing lamp of life with fresh spir­its; but this could not hold long. When the morn­ing came, they saw land from the masthead, but it was at so great a dis­tance, that it af­forded but an in­dif­fer­ent pro­spect to men who had drank noth­ing for the two last days; how­ever, they dis­patch’d their boat away, and late the same night it re­turn’d, to their no small com­fort, with a load of wa­ter, in­form­ing them, that they had got off the mouth of Meri­winga River on the coast of Sur­i­n­ame.

			One would have thought so mi­ra­cu­lous an es­cape should have wrought some re­form­a­tion, but alas, they had no soon­er quenched their thirst, but they had for­got the mir­acle, till scarcity of pro­vi­sions awakened their senses, and bid them guard against starving; their al­low­ance was very small, and yet they would pro­fanely say, that provid­ence which had gave them drink, would, no doubt, bring them meat also, if they would use but an hon­est en­deav­our.

			In pur­su­ance of these hon­est en­deav­ours, they were steer­ing for the lat­it­ude of Bar­ba­dos, with what little they had left, to look out for more, or starve; and, in their way, met a ship that answered their ne­ces­sit­ies, and after that a brig­antine; the former was called the Grey­hound, be­long­ing to St. Chris­toph­er’s, and bound to Phil­adelphia, the mate of which signed the pir­ate’s art­icles, and was af­ter­wards cap­tain of the Ranger, con­sort to the Roy­al For­tune.

			Out of the ship and brig­antine, the pir­ates got a good sup­ply of pro­vi­sions and li­quor, so that they gave over the de­signed cruise, and watered at To­bago, and hear­ing of the two sloops that had been fit­ted out and sent after them at Cor­co­vado, they sailed to the is­land of Mar­ti­nique, to make the Gov­ernor some sort of an equi­val­ent, for the care and ex­ped­i­tion he had shown in that af­fair.

			It is the cus­tom at Mar­ti­nique, for the Dutch in­ter­lopers that have a mind to trade with the people of the is­land, to hoist their jacks when they come be­fore the town: Roberts knew the sig­nal, and be­ing an ut­ter en­emy to them, he bent his thoughts upon mis­chief; and ac­cord­ingly came in with his jack fly­ing, which, as he ex­pec­ted, they mis­took for a good mar­ket, and thought them­selves hap­pi­est that could soon­est dis­patch off their sloops and ves­sels for trade. When Roberts had got them with­in his power, (one after an­oth­er,) he told them, he would not have it said that they came off for noth­ing, and there­fore ordered them to leave their money be­hind, for that they were a par­cel of rogues, and hoped they would al­ways meet with such a Dutch trade as this was; he re­served one ves­sel to set the pas­sen­gers on­shore again, and fired the rest, to the num­ber of twenty.

			Roberts was so en­raged at the at­tempts that had been made for tak­ing of him, by the gov­ernors of Bar­ba­dos and Mar­ti­nique, that he ordered a new jack to be made, which they ever after hois­ted, with his own fig­ure por­tray’d, stand­ing upon two skulls, and un­der them the let­ters A.B.H. and A.M.H., sig­ni­fy­ing a Bar­ba­di­an’s and a Mar­tin­ic­an’s head, as may be seen in the plate of Cap­tain Roberts.

			At Domin­ica, the next Is­land they touched at, they took a Dutch in­ter­loper of 22 guns and 75 men, and a brig­antine be­long­ing to Rhode Is­land, one Norton Mas­ter. The former made some de­fence, till some of his men be­ing killed, the rest were dis­cour­aged and struck their col­ours. With these two prizes they went down to Guada­lupe, and brought out a sloop, and a French fly­boat laden with sug­ar; the sloop they burnt, and went on to Moonay, an­oth­er is­land, think­ing to clean, but find­ing the sea ran too high there to un­der­take it with safety, they bent their course for the north part of His­pa­ni­ola, where, at Ben­nett’s Key, in the Gulf of Sa­m­ina, they cleaned both the ship and the brig­antine. For though His­pa­ni­ola be settled by the Span­iards and French, and is the res­id­ence of a pres­id­ent from Spain, who re­ceives, and fi­nally de­term­ines ap­peals from all the oth­er Span­ish West In­dia is­lands; yet is its people by no means pro­por­tioned to its mag­nitude, so that there are many har­bours in it, to which pir­ates may se­curely re­sort without fear of dis­cov­ery from the in­hab­it­ants.

			Whilst they were here, two sloops came in, as they pre­ten­ded, to pay Roberts a vis­it, the mas­ters, whose names were Port­er and Tuck­er­man, ad­dressed the pir­ate, as the Queen of Sheba did So­lomon, to wit, that hav­ing heard of his fame and achieve­ments, they had put in there to learn his art and wis­dom in the busi­ness of pir­at­ing, be­ing ves­sels on the same hon­our­able design with him­self; and hoped with the com­mu­nic­a­tion of his know­ledge, they should also re­ceive his char­ity, be­ing in want of ne­ces­sar­ies for such ad­ven­tures. Roberts was won upon by the pe­cu­li­ar­ity and blunt­ness of these two men, and gave them powder, arms, and whatever else they had oc­ca­sion for, spent two or three merry nights with them, and at part­ing, said, he hoped the L—— would prosper their handy works.

			They passed some time here, after they had got their ves­sel ready, in their usu­al de­baucher­ies; they had taken a con­sid­er­able quant­ity of rum and sug­ar, so that li­quor was as plenty as wa­ter, and few there were, who denied them­selves the im­mod­er­ate use of it; nay, sobri­ety brought a man un­der a sus­pi­cion of be­ing in a plot against the com­mon­wealth, and in their sense, he was looked upon to be a vil­lain that would not be drunk. This was evid­ent in the af­fair of Harry Glasby, chosen mas­ter of the Roy­al For­tune, who, with two oth­ers, laid hold of the op­por­tun­ity at the last is­land they were at, to move off without bid­ding farewell to his friends. Glasby was a re­served sober man, and there­fore gave oc­ca­sion to be sus­pec­ted, so that he was soon missed after he went away; and a de­tach­ment be­ing sent in quest of the desert­ers, they were all three brought back again the next day. This was a cap­it­al of­fence, and for which they were ordered to be brought to an im­me­di­ate tri­al.

			Here was the form of justice kept up, which is as much as can be said of sev­er­al oth­er courts, that have more law­ful com­mis­sions for what they do.—Here was no fee­ing of coun­cil, and brib­ing of wit­nesses was a cus­tom not known among them; no pack­ing of jur­ies, no tor­tur­ing and wrest­ing the sense of the law, for by-ends and pur­poses, no puzz­ling or per­plex­ing the cause with un­in­tel­li­gible cant­ing terms, and use­less dis­tinc­tions; nor was their ses­sions burdened with num­ber­less of­ficers, the min­is­ters of rapine and ex­tor­tion, with ill-bod­ing as­pects, enough to fright As­traea from the court. The place ap­poin­ted for their tri­als, was the steer­age of the ship; in or­der to which, a large bowl of rum punch was made, and placed upon the table, the pipes and to­bacco be­ing ready, the ju­di­cial pro­ceed­ings began; the pris­on­ers were brought forth, and art­icles of in­dict­ment against them read; they were ar­raigned upon a stat­ute of their own mak­ing, and the let­ter of the law be­ing strong against them, and the fact plainly proved, they were about to pro­nounce sen­tence, when one of the judges mov’d, that they should first smoke t’oth­er pipe; which was ac­cord­ingly done.

			All the pris­on­ers pleaded for ar­rest of judg­ment very mov­ingly, but the court had such an ab­hor­rence of their crime, that they could not be pre­vailed upon to show mercy, till one of the judges, whose name was Valentine Ash­plant, stood up, and tak­ing his pipe out of his mouth, said, he had some­thing to of­fer to the court in be­half of one of the pris­on­ers; and spoke to this ef­fect.—By G——, Glasby shall not die; d——n me if he shall. After this learned speech, he sat down in his place, and re­sumed his pipe. This mo­tion was loudly op­posed by all the rest of the judges, in equi­val­ent terms; but Ash­plant, who was res­ol­ute in his opin­ion, made an­oth­er pathet­ic­al speech in the fol­low­ing man­ner. G‑d——n ye gen­tle­men, I am as good a man as the best of you; d——m my s——l if ever I turned my back to any man in my life, or ever will, by G——; Glasby is an hon­est fel­low, not­with­stand­ing this mis­for­tune, and I love him, D——l d——n me if I don’t: I hope he’ll live and re­pent of what he has done; but d——n me if he must die, I will die along with him. And thereupon, he pulled out a pair of pis­tols, and presen­ted them to some of the learned judges upon the bench; who, per­ceiv­ing his ar­gu­ment so well sup­por­ted, thought it reas­on­able that Glasby should be ac­quit­ted; and so they all came over to his opin­ion, and al­lowed it to be law.

			But all the mit­ig­a­tion that could be ob­tained for the oth­er pris­on­ers, was, that they should have the liberty of choos­ing any four of the whole com­pany to be their ex­e­cu­tion­ers. The poor wretches were ty’d im­me­di­ately to the mast, and there shot dead, pur­su­ant to their vil­lain­ous sen­tence.

			When they put to sea again, the prizes which had been de­tained only for fear of spread­ing any ru­mour con­cern­ing them, which had like to have been so fatal at Cor­co­vado, were thus dis­posed of: they burnt their own sloop, and mann’d Norton’s brig­antine, send­ing the mas­ter away in the Dutch in­ter­loper, not dis­sat­is­fied.

			With the Roy­al For­tune, and the brig­antine, which they christened the Good For­tune, they pushed to­wards the lat­it­ude of De­seada, to look out for pro­vi­sions, be­ing very short again, and just to their wish, Cap­tain Hing­stone’s ill for­tune brought him in their way, richly laden for Ja­maica; him they car­ried to Ber­bu­das and plundered; and stretch­ing back again to the West In­dies, they con­tinu­ally met with some con­sign­ment or oth­er, (chiefly French,) which stored them with plenty of pro­vi­sions, and re­cruited their starving con­di­tion; so that stocked with this sort of am­muni­tion, they began to think of some­thing wor­thi­er their aim, for these rob­ber­ies that only sup­plied what was in con­stant ex­pendit­ure, by no means answered their in­ten­tions; and ac­cord­ingly they pro­ceeded again for the coast of Guinea, where they thought to buy gold dust very cheap. In their pas­sage thith­er, they took num­bers of ships of all na­tions, some of which they burnt or sunk, as the car­riage or char­ac­ters of the mas­ters dis­pleased them.

			Not­with­stand­ing the suc­cess­ful ad­ven­tures of this crew, yet it was with great dif­fi­culty they could be kept to­geth­er, un­der any kind of reg­u­la­tion; for be­ing al­most al­ways mad or drunk, their be­ha­viour pro­duced in­fin­ite dis­orders, every man be­ing in his own ima­gin­a­tion a cap­tain, a prince, or a king. When Roberts saw there was no man­aging of such a com­pany of wild un­gov­ern­able brutes, by gentle means, nor to keep them from drink­ing to ex­cess, the cause of all their dis­turb­ances, he put on a rough­er de­port­ment, and a more ma­gis­teri­al car­riage to­wards them, cor­rect­ing whom he thought fit; and if any seemed to re­sent his us­age, he told them, they might go ashore and take sat­is­fac­tion of him, if they thought fit, at sword and pis­tol, for he neither valu’d or fear’d any of them.

			About 400 leagues from the coast of Africa, the brig­antine who had hitherto lived with them, in all am­ic­able cor­res­pond­ence, thought fit to take the op­por­tun­ity of a dark night, and leave the com­modore, which leads me back to the re­la­tion of an ac­ci­dent that happened at one of the is­lands of the West In­dies, where they wa­ter’d be­fore they un­der­took this voy­age, which had like to have thrown their gov­ern­ment (such as it was) off the hinges, and was partly the oc­ca­sion of the sep­ar­a­tion: the story is as fol­lows.

			Cap­tain Roberts hav­ing been in­sul­ted by one of the drunk­en crew, (whose name I have for­got,) he, in the heat of his pas­sion killed the fel­low on the spot, which was re­sen­ted by a great many oth­ers, put par­tic­u­larly one Jones, a brisk act­ive young man, who died lately in the Mar­shalsea, and was his mess­mate. This Jones was at that time ashore a-wa­ter­ing the ship, but as soon as he came on board, was told that Cap­tain Roberts had killed his com­rade; upon which he cursed Roberts, and said, he ought to be served so him­self. Roberts hear­ing Jones’ in­vect­ive, ran to him with a sword, and ran him in­to the body; who, not­with­stand­ing his wound, seized the Cap­tain, threw him over a gun, and beat him hand­somely. This ad­ven­ture put the whole com­pany in an up­roar, and some tak­ing part with the Cap­tain, and oth­ers against him, there had like to have en­sued a gen­er­al battle with one an­oth­er, like My Lord Thomont’s cocks; how­ever, the tu­mult was at length ap­peas’d by the me­di­ation of the quarter­mas­ter; and as the ma­jor­ity of the com­pany were of opin­ion that the dig­nity of the Cap­tain, ought to be sup­por­ted on board; that it was a post of hon­our, and there­fore the per­son whom they thought fit to con­fer it on, should not be vi­ol­ated by any single mem­ber; where­fore they sen­tenced Jones to un­der­go two lashes from every one of the com­pany, for his mis­de­mean­our, which was ex­ecuted upon him as soon as he was well of his wound.

			This severe pun­ish­ment did not at all con­vince Jones that he was in the wrong, but rather an­im­ated him to some sort of a re­venge; but not be­ing able to do it upon Roberts’ per­son, on board the ship, he and sev­er­al of his com­rades, cor­res­pond with An­stis, cap­tain of the brig­antine, and con­spire with him and some of the prin­cip­al pir­ates on board that ves­sel, to go off from the com­pany. What made An­stis a mal­con­tent, was, the in­feri­or­ity he stood in, with re­spect to Roberts, who car­ried him­self with a haughty and ma­gis­teri­al air, to him and his crew, he re­gard­ing the brig­antine only as a tender, and, as such, left them no more than the re­fuse of their plun­der. In short, Jones and his con­sort go on board of Cap­tain An­stis, on pre­tence of a vis­it, and there con­sult­ing with their brethren, they find a ma­jor­ity for leav­ing of Roberts, and so came to a res­ol­u­tion to bid a soft farewell, as they call it, that night, and to throw over­board who­so­ever should stick out; but they proved to be un­an­im­ous, and ef­fected their design as above­men­tioned.

			I shall have no more to say of Cap­tain An­stis, till the story of Roberts is con­cluded, there­fore I re­turn to him, in the pur­suit of his voy­age to Guinea. The loss of the brig­antine was a sens­ible shock to the crew, she be­ing an ex­cel­lent sail­or, and had 70 hands aboard; how­ever, Roberts who was the oc­ca­sion of it, put on a face of un­con­cern at this his ill con­duct and mis­man­age­ment, and re­solved not to al­ter his pur­poses upon that ac­count.

			Roberts fell in to wind­ward nigh the Seneg­al, a river of great trade for gum, on this part of the coast, mono­pol­ized by the French, who con­stantly keep cruis­ers, to hinder the in­ter­lop­ing trade: at this time they had two small ships on that ser­vice, one of 10 guns and 65 men, and the oth­er of 16 guns and 75 men; who hav­ing got a sight of Mr. Roberts, and sup­pos­ing him to be one of these pro­hib­ited traders, chased with all the sail they could make, to come up with him; but their hopes which had brought them very nigh, too late de­ceived them, for on the hoist­ing of Jolly Ro­ger, (the name they give their black flag,) their French hearts failed, and they both sur­rendered without any, or at least very little res­ist­ance. With these prizes they went in­to Si­erra Le­one, and made one of them their con­sort, by the name of the Ranger, and the oth­er a store-ship, to clean by.

			Si­erra Le­one River dis­gorges with a large mouth, the star­board-side of which, draughts in­to little bays, safe and con­veni­ent for clean­ing and wa­ter­ing; what still made it prefer­able to the pir­ates, is, that the traders settled here, are nat­ur­ally their friends. There are about 30 Eng­lish­men in all, men who in some part of their lives, have been either pri­vat­eer­ing, buc­can­eer­ing, or pir­at­ing, and still re­tain and love the ri­ots, and hu­mours, com­mon to that sort of life. They live very friendly with the nat­ives, and have many of them of both sexes, to be their gro­metta’s, or ser­vants: the men are faith­ful, and the wo­men so obed­i­ent, that they are very ready to pros­ti­tute them­selves to whom­so­ever their mas­ters shall com­mand them. The Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany has a fort on a small is­land call’d Bunce Is­land, but ’tis of little use, be­sides keep­ing their slaves; the dis­tance mak­ing it in­cap­able of giv­ing any mo­lesta­tion to their star­board shore. Here lives at this place an old fel­low, who goes by the name of Crack­ers, who was formerly a noted buc­can­eer, and while he fol­lowed the call­ing, robb’d and plundered many a man; he keeps the best house in the place, has two or three guns be­fore his door, with which he sa­lutes his friends, (the pir­ates, when they put in) and lives a jovi­al life with him, all the while they are there.

			Here fol­lows a list, of the rest of those law­less mer­chants, and their ser­vants, who carry on a private trade with the in­ter­lopers, to the great pre­ju­dice of the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany, who with ex­traordin­ary in­dustry and ex­pense, have made, and main­tain, set­tle­ments without any con­sid­er­a­tion from those, who, without such set­tle­ments and forts, would soon be un­der an in­ca­pa­city of pur­su­ing any such private trade. Where­fore, ’tis to be hop’d, prop­er means will be taken, to root out a per­ni­cious set of people, who have all their lives, sup­por­ted them­selves by the la­bours of oth­er men.

			Two of these fel­lows enter’d with Robert’s crew, and con­tin­ued with them, till the de­struc­tion of the com­pany.

			
				A List of the White Men, Now Liv­ing On The High land of Si­erra Le­one and the craft They Oc­cupy
				
					
							John Lead­stone,
							Three Boats and Pirogue.
					

					
							His Man Tom,
					

					
							His Man John Brown,
					

					
							Al­ex­an­der Middleton,
							One Long­boat,
					

					
							His Man Charles Hawkins.
					

					
							John Pierce,
							Part­ners, One Long­boat.
					

					
							Wil­li­am Mead,
					

					
							Their Man John Ver­non.
					

					
							Dav­id Chat­mers,
							One Long­boat.
					

					
							John Chat­mers,
							One Long­boat.
					

					
							Richard Richard­son,
							One Long­boat.
					

					
							Norton,
							Part­ners, two Long­boats, and two small Boats.
					

					
							Richard War­ren,
					

					
							Roberts Glynn,
					

					
							His Man John Franks.
					

					
							Wil­li­am Waits, and One Young Man.
					

					
							John Bon­ner­man.
					

					
							John Eng­land,
							One Long­boat.
					

					
							Robert Samples,
							One Long­boat.
					

					
							Wil­li­am Pres­grove
							One Sloop, Two Long­boats, a Small Boat, and Pirogue.
					

					
							Harry,
					

					
							Dav­is,
					

					
							Mitchell,
					

					
							Richard Lamb,
					

					
							With Roquis Rodrig­us, a Por­tuguese.
					

					
							George Bish­op.
					

					
							Peter Brown.
					

					
							John Jones,
							One Long­boat,
					

					
							His Ir­ish Young Man.
					

					
							At Rio Pongo, Ben­jamin Gun.
					

					
							At Kid­ham, George Yeats.
					

					
							At Gallyneas, Richard Lem­mons.
					

				
			

			The har­bour is so con­veni­ent for wood­ing and wa­ter­ing, that it oc­ca­sions many of our trad­ing ships, es­pe­cially those of Bris­tol, to call in there, with large car­goes of beer, cider, and strong li­quors, which they ex­change with these private traders, for slaves and teeth, pur­chased by them at the Rio Nune’s, and oth­er places to the north­ward, so that here was what they call good liv­ing.

			Hith­er Roberts came the end of June, 1721, and had in­tel­li­gence that the Swal­low, and Wey­mouth, two men-of-war, of 50 guns each, had left that river about a month be­fore, and de­signed to re­turn about Christ­mas; so that the pir­ates could in­dulge them­selves with all the sat­is­fac­tion in the world, in that they knew they were not only se­cure whilst there, but that in go­ing down the coast, after the men-of-war, they should al­ways be able to get such in­tel­li­gence of their ren­dez­vous, as would serve to make their ex­ped­i­tion safe. So after six weeks stay, the ships be­ing cleaned and fit­ted, and the men weary of whor­ing and drink­ing, they be­thought them­selves of busi­ness, and went to sea the be­gin­ning of Au­gust, tak­ing their pro­gress down the whole coast, as low as Ja­quin, plun­der­ing every ship they met, of what was valu­able in her, and some­times to be more mis­chie­vi­ously wicked, would throw what they did not want, over­board, ac­cu­mu­lat­ing cruelty to theft.

			In this range, they ex­changed their old French ship, for a fine frig­ate built ship, call’d the Onslow, be­long­ing to the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany, Cap­tain Gee Com­mand­er, which happened to lie at Ses­tos, to get wa­ter and ne­ces­sar­ies for the Com­pany. A great many of Cap­tain Gee’s men were ashore, when Robert’s bore down, and so the ship con­sequently sur­priz’d in­to his hands, though had they been all on board, it was not likely the case would have been oth­er­wise, the sail­ors, most of them, vol­un­tar­ily join­ing the pir­ates, and en­cour­aging the same dis­pos­i­tion in the sol­diers, (who were go­ing pas­sen­gers with them to Cape Corso Castle) whose ears be­ing con­stantly tickled with the feats and gal­lantry of those fel­lows, made them fancy, that to go, was only be­ing bound on a voy­age of knight er­rantry (to re­lieve the dis­tress’d, and gath­er up fame) and so they like­wise of­fer’d them­selves; but here the pir­ates were at a stand, they en­ter­tain’d so con­tempt­ible a no­tion of land­men, that they put ’em off with re­fus­als for some time, till at length, be­ing weary’d with so­li­cit­a­tions, and pity­ing a par­cel of stout fel­lows, which they said, were go­ing to starve upon a little canky and plantain, they ac­cep­ted of them, and al­low’d them ¼ share, as it was then term’d out of char­ity.

			There was a cler­gy­man on board the Onslow, sent from Eng­land, to be chap­lain of Cape Corso Castle, some of the pir­ates were for keep­ing him, al­leging mer­rily, that their ship wanted a chap­lain; ac­cord­ingly they offered him a share, to take on with them, prom­ising, he should do noth­ing for his money, but make punch, and say pray­ers; yet, how­ever bru­tish they might be in oth­er things, they bore so great a re­spect to his or­der, that they re­solved not to force him against his in­clin­a­tions; and the par­son hav­ing no rel­ish for this sort of life, ex­cused him­self from ac­cept­ing the hon­our they de­signed him; they were sat­is­fied, and gen­er­ous enough to de­liv­er him back everything he owned to be his: the par­son laid hold of this fa­vour­able dis­pos­i­tion of the pir­ates, and laid claim to sev­er­al things be­long­ing to oth­ers, which were also giv­en up, to his great sat­is­fac­tion; in fine, they kept noth­ing which be­longed to the church, ex­cept three pray­er­books, and a bottle-screw.

			The pir­ates kept the Onslow for their own use, and gave Cap­tain Gee the French ship, and then fell to mak­ing such al­ter­a­tions as might fit her for a sea-rover, pulling down her bulk­heads, and mak­ing her flush, so that she be­came, in all re­spects, as com­plete a ship for their pur­pose, as any they could have found; they con­tin­ued to her the name of the Roy­al For­tune, and moun­ted her with 40 guns.

			She and the Ranger pro­ceeded (as I said be­fore,) to Ja­quin, and from thence to Old Calab­ar, where they ar­rived about Oc­to­ber, in or­der to clean their ships, a place the most suit­able along the whole coast, for there is a bar with not above 15 foot wa­ter upon it, and the chan­nel in­tric­ate, so that had the men-of-war been sure of their be­ing har­bour’d here, they might still have bid de­fi­ance to their strength, for the depth of wa­ter at the bar, as well as the want of a pi­lot, was a suf­fi­cient se­cur­ity to the rovers, and in­vin­cible im­ped­i­ments to them. Here there­fore they sat easy, and di­vided the fruits of their dis­hon­est in­dustry, and drank and drove care away. The pi­lot who brought them in­to this har­bour, was Cap­tain L——e, who for this, and oth­er ser­vices, was ex­tremely well paid, ac­cord­ing to the journ­al of their own ac­counts, which do not run in the or­din­ary and com­mon way, of debt­or, con­tra cred­it­or, but much more con­cise, lump­ing it to their friends, and so car­ry­ing the debt in their heads, against the next hon­est trader they meet. They took at Calab­ar, Cap­tain Loane, and two or three Bris­tol ships, the par­tic­u­lars of all which would be an un­ne­ces­sary pro­lix­ity, there­fore I come now to give an ac­count of the us­age they re­ceived from the nat­ives of this place. The Calab­ar Negroes did not prove so civil as they ex­pec­ted, for they re­fused to have any com­merce or trade with them, when they un­der­stood they were pir­ates: an in­dic­a­tion that these poor creatures, in the nar­row cir­cum­stances they were in, and without the light of the Gos­pel, or the ad­vant­age of an edu­ca­tion, have, not­with­stand­ing, such a mor­al in­nate hon­esty, as would up­braid and shame the most know­ing Chris­ti­an: but this did but ex­as­per­ate these law­less fel­lows, and so a party of 40 men were de­tach’d to force a cor­res­pond­ence, or drive the Negroes to ex­tremit­ies; and they ac­cord­ingly landed un­der the fire of their own can­non. The Negroes drew up in a body of 2,000 men, as if they in­ten­ded to dis­pute the mat­ter with them, and stayed till the pir­ates ad­vanced with­in pis­tol-shot; but find­ing the loss of two or three, made no im­pres­sion on the rest, the Negroes thought fit to re­treat, which they did, with some loss: the pir­ates set fire to the town, and then re­turn’d to their ships. This ter­ri­fied the nat­ives, and put an en­tire stop to all the in­ter­course between them; so that they could get no sup­plies, which ob­liged them, as soon as they had fin­ished the clean­ing and trim­ming of their ships, to lose no time, but went for Cape Lopez, and watered, and at An­nobón took aboard a stock of fresh pro­vi­sions, and then sailed for the coast again.

			This was their last and fatal ex­ped­i­tion, which we shall be more par­tic­u­lar in, be­cause, it can­not be ima­gined that they could have had as­sur­ance to have un­der­taken it, but upon a pre­sump­tion, that the men-of-war, (whom they knew were upon the coast,) were un­able to at­tack them, or else pur­su­ant to the ru­mour that had in­dis­cre­tion­ally ob­tained at Si­erra Le­one, were gone thith­er again.

			It is im­possible at this time, to think they could know of the weak and sickly con­di­tion they were in, and there­fore foun­ded the suc­cess of this second at­tempt upon the coast, on the lat­ter pre­sump­tion, and this seems to be con­firmed by their fall­ing in with the coast as low as Cape Lahou, (and even that was high­er than they de­signed,) in the be­gin­ning of Janu­ary, and took the ship called the King So­lomon, with 20 men in their boat, and a trad­ing ves­sel, both be­long­ing to the Com­pany. The pir­ate ship happened to fall about a league to lee­ward of the King So­lomon, at Cape Apol­lo­nia, and the cur­rent and wind op­pos­ing their work­ing up with the ship, they agreed to send the long­boat, with a suf­fi­cient num­ber of men to take her: the pir­ates are all vo­lun­teers on these oc­ca­sions, the word be­ing al­ways giv­en, who will go? And presently the stanch and firm men of­fer them­selves; be­cause, by such read­i­ness, they re­com­mend their cour­age, and have an al­low­ance also of a shift of clothes, from head to foot, out of the prize.

			They rowed to­wards the King So­lomon with a great deal of alac­rity, and be­ing hailed by the com­mand­er of her, answered, De­fi­ance; Cap­tain Tra­hern, be­fore this, ob­serving a great num­ber of men in the boat, began not to like his vis­it­ors, and pre­pared to re­ceive them, fir­ing a mus­ket as they come un­der his stern, which they re­turned with a vol­ley, and made great­er speed to get on board: upon this, he ap­plied to his men, and ask’d them, wheth­er they would stand by him, to de­fend the ship, it be­ing a shame they should be taken by half their num­ber, without any re­pulse? But his boat­swain, Philips, took upon him to be the mouth of the people, and put an end to the dis­pute; he said plainly, he would not, laid down his arms in the King’s name, as he was pleased to term it, and called out to the boat for quar­ters, so that the rest, by his ex­ample, were misled to the los­ing of the ship.

			When they came on board, they brought her un­der sail, by an ex­ped­i­tious meth­od, of cut­ting the cable; Walden, one of the pir­ates, telling the mas­ter, this yo-hope of heav­ing up the an­chor was a need­less trouble, when they de­signed to burn the ship. They brought her un­der Com­modore Roberts’ stern, and not only rifled her of what sails, cord­age, etc. they wanted for them­selves, but wan­tonly throw’d the goods of the com­pany over­board, like spend­thrifts, that neither ex­pec­ted or de­signed any ac­count.

			On the same day also, they took the Flush­ing, a Dutch ship, robbed her of masts, yards and stores, and then cut down her fore­mast; but what sat as heav­ily as any­thing with the skip­per, was, their tak­ing some fine saus­ages he had on board, of his wife’s mak­ing, and string­ing them in a ludicrous man­ner, round their necks, till they had suf­fi­ciently show’d their con­tempt of them, and then threw them in­to the sea. Oth­ers chopp’d the heads of his fowls off, to be dressed for their sup­per, and cour­teously in­vited the land­lord, provided he would find li­quor. It was a mel­an­choly re­quest to the man, but it must be com­ply’d with, and he was ob­liged, as they grew drunk, to sit quietly, and hear them sing French and Span­ish songs out of his Dutch pray­er­books, with oth­er pro­fane­ness, that he (though a Dutch­man) stood amazed at.

			In chas­ing too near in, they alarmed the coast, and ex­presses were sent to the Eng­lish and Dutch factor­ies, giv­ing an ac­count of it: they were sens­ible of this er­ror im­me­di­ately, and be­cause they would make the best of a bad mar­ket, re­solved to keep out of sight of land, and lose the prizes they might ex­pect between that and Why­dah, to make the more sure of that port, where com­monly is the best booty; all na­tions trad­ing thith­er, es­pe­cially Por­tuguese, who pur­chase chiefly with gold, the idol their hearts were bent upon. And not­with­stand­ing this un­likely course, they met and took sev­er­al ships between Ax­im and that place; the cir­cum­stan­tial stor­ies of which, and the pan­ic ter­rors they struck in­to His Majesty’s sub­jects, be­ing te­di­ous and un­ne­ces­sary to re­late, I shall pass by, and come to their ar­rival in that road.

			They came to Why­dah with a St. George’s en­sign, a black silk flag fly­ing at their mizzen peak, and a jack and pendant of the same: the flag had a death in it, with an hour­glass in one hand, and cross bones in the oth­er, a dart by it, and un­der­neath a heart drop­ping three drops of blood.—The jack had a man por­tray’d in it, with a flam­ing sword in his hand, and stand­ing on two skulls, sub­scribed A.B.H. and A.M.H. i.e. a Bar­ba­di­an’s and a Mar­tin­ic­an’s head, as has been be­fore taken no­tice of. Here they found el­ev­en sail in the road, Eng­lish, French and Por­tuguese; the French were three stout ships of 30 guns, and up­wards of 100 men each, yet when Roberts came to fire, they, with the oth­er ships, im­me­di­ately struck their col­ours and sur­rendered to his mercy. One reas­on, it must be con­fess’d, of his easy vic­tory, was, the com­mand­ers and a good part of the men be­ing ashore, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of the place, to re­ceive the car­goes, and re­turn the slaves, they be­ing ob­liged to watch the sea­sons for it, which oth­er­wise, in so dan­ger­ous a sea as here, would be im­prac­tic­able. These all, ex­cept the Por­cu­pine, ransomed with him for eight pound of gold dust, a ship, not without the trouble of some let­ters passing and re­passing from the shore, be­fore they could settle it; and not­with­stand­ing the agree­ment and pay­ment, they took away one of the French ships, though with a prom­ise to re­turn her, if they found she did not sail well, tak­ing with them sev­er­al of her men for that end.

			Some of the for­eign­ers, who nev­er had deal­ing this way be­fore, de­sired for sat­is­fac­tion to their own­ers, that they might have re­ceipts for their money, which were ac­cord­ingly giv­en, a copy of one of them, I have here sub­joined, viz.

			
				This is to cer­ti­fy whom it may or doth con­cern, that we gen­tle­men Of for­tune, have re­ceived eight pounds of gold dust, for the ransom of the Hardey, Cap­tain Dit­twitt Com­mand­er, so that we dis­charge the said ship,

				
					Wit­ness our Hands, this

					
						13th of Jan. 1721–2
					

					Batt. Roberts,

					Harry Glasby

				
			

			Oth­ers were giv­en to the Por­tuguese cap­tains, which were in the same form, but be­ing sign’d by two wag­gish fel­lows, viz. Sut­ton, and Sympson, they sub­scribed by the names of,

			
				
					Aaron Whiff­ling­pin,

					Sim. Tug­mut­ton

				
			

			But there was some­thing so sin­gu­larly cruel and bar­bar­ous done here to the Por­cu­pine, Cap­tain Fletch­er, as must not be passed over without spe­cial re­mark.

			This ship lay in the road, al­most slaved, when the pir­ates came in, and the com­mand­er be­ing on­shore, set­tling his ac­counts, was sent to for the ransom, but he ex­cused it, as hav­ing no or­ders from the own­ers; though the true reas­on might be, that he thought it dis­hon­our­able to treat with rob­bers; and that the ship, sep­ar­ate from the slaves, to­wards whom he could mis­trust no cruelty, was not worth the sum de­man­ded; hereupon, Roberts sends the boat to trans­port the Negroes, in or­der to set her on fire; but be­ing in haste, and find­ing that un­shack­ling them cost much time and la­bour, they ac­tu­ally set her on fire, with eighty of those poor wretches on board, chained two and two to­geth­er, un­der the miser­able choice of per­ish­ing by fire or wa­ter: those who jumped over­board from the flames, were seized by sharks, a vo­ra­cious fish, in plenty in this road, and, in their sight, tore limb from limb alive. A cruelty un­paralell’d! And for which had every in­di­vidu­al been hanged, few I ima­gine would think that justice had been rig­or­ous.

			The pir­ates, in­deed, were ob­liged to dis­patch their busi­ness here in haste, be­cause they had in­ter­cep­ted a let­ter from Gen­er­al Phips to Mr. Bald­win, the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany’s agent at Why­dah, (giv­ing an ac­count, that Roberts had been seen to wind­ward of Cape Three Points,) that he might the bet­ter guard against the dam­ages to the Com­pany’s ships, if he should ar­rive at that road be­fore the Swal­low man-of-war, which he as­sured him, (at the time of that let­ter,) was pur­su­ing them to that place. Roberts call’d up his com­pany, and de­sired they would hear Phips’ speech, (for so he was pleased to call the let­ter,) and not­with­stand­ing their va­pour­ing, per­suaded them of the ne­ces­sity of mov­ing; for, says he, such brave fel­lows can­not be sup­posed to be fright­ned at this news, yet that it were bet­ter to avoid dry blows, which is the best that can be ex­pec­ted, if over­taken.

			This ad­vice weigh’d with them, and they got un­der sail, hav­ing stay’d only from Thursday to Sat­urday night, and at sea voted for the Is­land of Anna Bona; but the winds hanging out of the way, crossed their pur­pose, and brought them to Cape Lopez, where I shall leave them for their ap­proach­ing fate, and re­late some fur­ther par­tic­u­lars of His Majesty’s ship the Swal­low, viz. where it was she had spent her time, dur­ing the mis­chief that was done, and by what means un­able to pre­vent it; what also was the in­tel­li­gence she re­ceived, and the meas­ures there­on formed, that at last brought two such strangers as Mr. Roberts and Capt. Ogle, to meet in so re­mote a corner of the world.

			The Swal­low and Wey­mouth left Si­erra Le­one, May 28, where, I have already taken no­tice, Roberts ar­rived about a month after, and doubt­less learn’d the in­tent of their voy­age, and clean­ing on the coast; which made him set down with more se­cur­ity to his di­ver­sion, and fur­nish him with such in­tim­a­tions, as made his first range down the coast in Au­gust fol­low­ing, more pros­per­ous; the Swal­low and Wey­mouth be­ing then at the Port of Prince’s a-clean­ing.

			Their stay at Prince’s was from Ju­ly 28 to Sept. 20, 1721, where, by a fatal­ity, com­mon to the ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies of sea­men, (who can­not in such cases be kept un­der due re­straints,) they bur­ied 100 men in three weeks time, and re­duced the re­mainder of the ships com­pan­ies in­to so sickly a state, that it was with dif­fi­culty they brought them to sail; and this mis­for­tune was prob­ably the ru­in of Roberts, for it pre­ven­ted the men-of-war’s go­ing back to Si­erra Le­one, as it was in­ten­ded, there be­ing a ne­ces­sity of leav­ing His Majesty’s ship Wey­mouth (in much the worse con­di­tion of the two) un­der the guns of Cape Corso, to im­press men, be­ing un­able at this time, either to hand the sails, or weigh her an­chor; and Roberts be­ing ig­nor­ant of the oc­ca­sion or al­ter­a­tion of the first design, fell in­to the mouth of danger, when he thought him­self the farthest from it; for the men-of-war not en­deav­our­ing to at­tain fur­ther to wind­ward (when they came from Prince’s) then to se­cure Cape Corso Road un­der their lee, they luck­ily hovered in the track he had took.

			The Swal­low and Wey­mouth fell in with the con­tin­ent at Cape Apol­lo­nia, Octo. 20th, and there re­ceived the un­grate­ful news from one Cap­tain Bird; a no­tice that awaken’d and put them on their guard; but they were far from ex­pect­ing any temer­ity should ever bring him a second time on the coast, while they were there; there­fore the Swal­low hav­ing seen the Wey­mouth in­to Cape Corso Road Nov. 10th, she ply’d to wind­ward as far as Bas­sam, rather as an air­ing to re­cov­er a sickly ship’s com­pany, and show her­self to the trade, which was found every­where un­dis­turb’d, and were, for that reas­on, re­turn­ing to her con­sort, when ac­ci­dently meet­ing a Por­tuguese ship, she told her, that the day be­fore she saw two ships chase in­to junk, an Eng­lish ves­sel, which she be­lieved must have fallen in­to their hands. On this story, the Swal­low clung her wind, and en­deav­oured to gain that place, but re­ceiv­ing soon after (Octo. the 14th) a con­trary re­port from Cap­tain Plum­mer, an in­tel­li­gent man, in the Jason of Bris­tol, who had come fur­ther to wind­ward, and neither saw or heard any­thing of this; she turned her head down the second time, anchored at Cape Apol­lo­nia the 23rd, at Cape Tres Puntas the 27th, and in Corso Road Janu­ary the 7th, 1721–2.

			They learned that their con­sort the Wey­mouth, was, by the as­sist­ance of some sol­diers from the castle, gone to wind­ward, to de­mand resti­tu­tion of some goods or men be­long­ing to the Afric­an Com­pany, that were il­leg­ally de­tained by the Dutch at Des Mi­nas; and while they were re­gret­ting so long a sep­ar­a­tion, an ex­press came to Gen­er­al Phips, from Ax­im, the 9th, and fol­lowed by an­oth­er from Dix­cove, (an Eng­lish fact­ory,) with in­form­a­tion that three ships had chased and taken a gal­ley nigh Ax­im Castle, and a trad­ing boat be­long­ing to the com­pany: no doubt was made, con­cern­ing what they were, it be­ing taken for gran­ted they were pir­ates, and sup­posed to be the same that had the Au­gust be­fore in­fes­ted the coast. The nat­ur­al res­ult there­fore, from these two ad­vices, was, to hasten for Why­dah; for it was con­clued the prizes they had taken, had in­formed them how nigh the Swal­low was, and with­al, how much bet­ter in health than she had been for some months past; so that un­less they were very mad in­deed, they would (after be­ing dis­covered) make the best of their way for Why­dah, and se­cure the booty there, without which, their time and in­dustry had been en­tirely lost; most of the gold ly­ing in that corner.

			The Swal­low weighed from Cape Corso, Janu­ary the 10th, but was re­tarded by wait­ing some hours on the Mar­garet, a com­pany’s ship, at Ac­cra, again on the Por­tugal, and a whole day at Apong, on a per­son they used to stile Miss Betty: a con­duct that Mr. Phips blamed, when he heard the pir­ates were miss’d at Why­dah, al­though he had giv­en it as his opin­ion, they could not be passed by, and in­tim­ated, that to stay a few hours would prove no pre­ju­dice.

			This, how­ever, hinder’d the Swal­low’s catch­ing them at Why­dah, for the pir­ates came in­to that road, with a fresh gale of wind, the same day the Swal­low was at Apong, and sail’d the 13th of Janu­ary from thence, that she ar­rived the 17th. She gained no­tice of them by a French shal­lop from Grand Papa, the 14th at night, and from Little Papa next morn­ing by a Dutch ship; so that the man-of-war was on all sides, as she thought, sure of her pur­chase, par­tic­u­larly when she made the ships, and dis­covered three of them to get un­der sail im­me­di­ately at sight of her, mak­ing sig­nals to one an­oth­er, as though they de­signed a de­fence; but they were found to be three French ships; and those at an­chor, Por­tuguese and Eng­lish, all hon­est traders, who had been ran­sack’d and ransom’d.

			This dis­ap­point­ment chagreen’d the ship’s com­pany, who were very in­tent upon their mar­ket; which was re­por­ted to be an arm-chest full of gold, and kept with three keys; though in all likly­hood, had they met with them in that open road, one or both would have made their es­capes; or if they had thought sit to have fought, an emu­la­tion in their de­fence would prob­ably have made it des­per­ate.

			While they were con­tem­plat­ing on the mat­ter, a let­ter was re­ceived from Mr. Bald­win, (Gov­ernor here for the com­pany,) sig­ni­fy­ing, that the pir­ates were at Ja­quin, sev­en leagues lower. The Swal­low weighed at two next morn­ing, Janu­ary the 16th, and got to Ja­quin by day­light, but to no oth­er end, than fright­en­ing the crews of two Por­tuguese ships on­shore, who took her for the pir­ate that had struck such ter­ror at Why­dah: she re­turned there­fore that night, and hav­ing been strengthened with thirty vo­lun­teers, Eng­lish and French, the dis­carded crews of the Por­cu­pine, and the French ship they had car­ried from hence, she put to sea again Janu­ary the 19th, con­jec­tur­ing, that either Calab­ar, Prince’s, the River Ga­bon, Cape Lopez, or An­nobón, must be touched at for wa­ter and re­fresh­ment, though they should re­solve to leave the coast. As to the former of those places, I have be­fore ob­served, it was haz­ard­ous to think of, or rather im­prac­tic­able; Prince’s had been a sour grape to them, but be­ing the first in the way, she came be­fore the har­bour the 29th, where learn­ing no news, without los­ing time, steered for the River Ga­bon, and anchored at the mouth of it Feb­ru­ary the 1st.

			This river is nav­ig­able by two chan­nels, and has an is­land about five leagues up, called Popaguays or Par­rots, where the Dutch cruis­ers, for this coast, gen­er­ally clean, and where some­times pir­ates come in to look for prey, or to re­fit, it be­ing very con­veni­ent, by reas­on of a soft mud about it, that ad­mits a ship’s ly­ing on­shore, with all her guns and stores in, without dam­age. Hith­er Cap­tain Ogle sent his boat and a lieu­ten­ant, who spoke with a Dutch ship, above the is­land, from whom he had this ac­count, viz. That he had been four days from Cape Lopez, and had left no ship there. How­ever, they beat up for the cape, without re­gard to this story, and on the 5th, at dawn­ing, was sur­prised with the noise of a gun, which, as the day brightened, they found was from Cape Lopez Bay, where they dis­covered three ships at an­chor, the largest with the King’s col­ours and pendant fly­ing, which was soon after con­cluded to be Mr. Roberts and his con­sorts; but the Swal­low be­ing to wind­ward, and un­ex­pec­tedly deep in the bay, was ob­liged to steer off, for avoid­ing a sand, called the French­man’s Bank, which the pir­ates ob­served for some time, and rashly in­ter­pret­ing it to be fear in her, righted the French Ranger, which was then on the heel, and ordered her to chase out in all haste, bend­ing sev­er­al of their sails in the pur­suit. The man-of-war find­ing they had fool­ishly mis­taken her design, hu­moured the de­ceit, and kept off to sea, as if she had been really afraid, and man­aged her steer­age so, un­der the dir­ec­tion of Lieu­ten­ant Sun, an ex­per­i­enced of­ficer, as to let the Ranger come up with her, when they thought they had got so far as not to have their guns heard by her con­sort at the cape. The pir­ates had such an opin­ion of their own cour­age, that they could nev­er dream any­body would use a stratagem to speak with them, and so was the more eas­ily drawn in­to the snare.

			The pir­ates now drew nigh enough to fire their chase guns; they hois­ted the black flag that was worn in Why­dah Road, and got their sprit­sail yard along-ships, with in­tent to board; no one hav­ing ever asked, all this while, what coun­try ship they took the chase to be; they would have her to be a Por­tuguese, (sug­ar be­ing then a com­mod­ity among them,) and were swear­ing every minute at the wind or sails to ex­ped­ite so sweet a chase; but, alas, all turned sour in an in­stant: it was with the ut­most con­sterna­tion they saw her sud­denly bring to, and hawl up her lower ports, now with­in pis­tol-shot, and struck their black flag upon it dir­ectly. After the first sur­prise was over, they kept fir­ing at a dis­tance, hois­ted it again, and va­poured with their cut­lashes on the poop; though wisely en­deav­our­ing at the same time to get away. Be­ing now at their wits end, board­ing was pro­posed by the heads of them, and so to make one des­per­ate push; but the mo­tion not be­ing well seconded, and their main-top-mast com­ing down by a shot, after two hours fir­ing, it was de­clin’d; they grew sick, struck their col­ours, and called out for quar­ters; hav­ing had 10 men killed out­right, and 20 wounded, without the loss or hurt of one of the King’s men. She had 32 guns, mann’d with 16 French­men, 20 Negroes, and 77 Eng­lish. The col­ours were thrown over­board, that they might not rise in judg­ment, nor be dis­play’d in tri­umph over them.

			While the Swal­low was send­ing their boat to fetch the pris­on­ers, a blast and smoke was seen to pour out of the great cab­in, and they thought they were blow­ing up; but upon en­quiry af­ter­wards, found that half a dozen of the most des­per­ate, when they saw all hopes fled, had drawn them­selves round what powder they had left in the steer­age, and fired a pis­tol in­to it, but it was too small a quant­ity to ef­fect any­thing more, than burn­ing them in a fright­ful man­ner.

			This ship was com­manded by one Skyrm, a Welsh man, who, though he had lost his leg in the ac­tion, would not suf­fer him­self to be dressed, or car­ried off the deck; but, like Wid­ring­ton, fought upon his stump. The rest ap­peared gay and brisk, most of them with white shirts, watches, and a deal of silk vests, but the gold dust be­long­ing to them, was most of it left in the Little Ranger in the bay, (this com­pany’s prop­er ship,) with the Roy­al For­tune.

			I can­not but take no­tice of two among the crowd, of those dis­figured from the blast of powder just be­fore men­tioned, viz. Wil­li­am Main and Ro­ger Ball. An of­ficer of the ship see­ing a sil­ver call hang at the waist of the former, said to him, I pre­sume you are boat­swain of this ship. Then you pre­sume wrong, answered he, for I am boat­swain of the Roy­al For­tune, Cap­tain Roberts Com­mand­er. Then Mr. Boat­swain you will be hanged I be­lieve, replies the of­ficer. That is as your hon­our pleases, answered he again, and was for turn­ing away: but the of­ficer de­sired to know of him, how the powder, which had made them in that con­di­tion, came to take fire.—By G—— says he, they are all mad and be­witch’d, for I have lost a good hat by it. (the hat and he be­ing both blown out of the cab­in gal­lery, in­to the sea.) But what sig­ni­fies a hat friend, says the of­ficer.-Not much an­swer’d he, the men be­ing busy in strip­ping him of his shoes and stock­ings.—The of­ficer then en­quired of him, wheth­er Roberts’ com­pany were as likely fel­lows as these.—There are 120 of them, (answered he) as clev­er fel­lows as ever trod shoe leath­er: would I were with them!—No doubt on’t, says the of­ficer.—By G—— it is na­ked truth, answered he, look­ing down and see­ing him­self, by this time, quite striped.

			The of­ficer then ap­proached Ro­ger Ball, who was seated in a private corner, with a look as sul­len as winter, and asked him, how he came blown up in that fright­ful man­ner.—Why, says he, John Mor­ris fired a pis­tol in­to the powder, and if he had not done it, I would, (bear­ing his pain without the least com­plaint.) The of­ficer gave him to un­der­stand he was sur­geon, and if he de­sired it, he would dress him; but he swore it should not be done, and that if any­thing was ap­plied to him, he would tear it off.—nev­er­the­less the sur­geon had good nature enough to dress him, though with much trouble: at night he was in a kind of de­li­ri­um, and raved on the bravery of Roberts, say­ing, he should shortly be re­leased, as soon as they should meet him, which pro­cured him a lash­ing down upon the fore­castle, which he res­ist­ing with all his force, caused him to be used with the more vi­ol­ence, so that he was tied down with so much sever­ity, that his flesh be­ing sore and tender with the blow­ing up, he died next day of a mor­ti­fic­a­tion.

			They se­cured the pris­on­ers with pin­ions, and shackles, but the ship was so much dis­abled in the en­gage­ment, that they had once thoughts to set her on fire; but this would have giv­en them the trouble of tak­ing the pir­ates’ wounded men on board them­selves, and that they were cer­tain the Roy­al For­tune would wait for their con­sort’s re­turn, they lay by her two days, re­paired her rig­ging and oth­er dam­ages, and sent her in­to Prince’s, with the French­men, and four of their own hands.

			On the 9th in the even­ing, the Swal­low gained the cape again, and saw the Roy­al For­tune stand­ing in­to the bay with the Nep­tune, Cap­tain Hill, of Lon­don: a good pres­age of the next day’s suc­cess, for they did not doubt but the tempta­tion of li­quor, and plun­der, they might find in this their new prize, would make the pir­ates very con­fused; and so it happened.

			On the 10th, in the morn­ing, the man-of-war bore away to round the cape. Roberts’ crew dis­cern­ing their masts over the land, went down in­to the cab­in, to ac­quaint him of it, he be­ing then at break­fast with his new guest, Cap­tain Hill, on a sa­vory dish of So­lomon Gundy, and some of his own beer. He took no no­tice of it, and his men al­most as little, some say­ing she was a Por­tuguese ship, oth­ers a French slave ship, but the ma­jor part swore it was the French Ranger re­turn­ing, and were mer­rily de­bat­ing for some time, on the man­ner of re­cep­tion, wheth­er they should sa­lute, or not; but as the Swal­low ap­proached nigh­er, things ap­peared plain­er, and though they were stig­mat­iz’d with the name of cow­ards, who showed any ap­pre­hen­sion of danger, yet some of them, now un­de­ceived, de­clared it to Roberts, es­pe­cially one Arm­strong, who had deser­ted from that ship, and knew her well: those Roberts swore at as cow­ards, who meant to dis­hearten the men, ask­ing them if it were so, wheth­er they were afraid to fight, or no? And hardly re­frained from blows. What his own ap­pre­hen­sions were, till she hawled up her ports, and hois­ted their prop­er col­ours, is un­cer­tain; but then be­ing per­fectly con­vinced, he slipped his cable, got un­der sail, and ordered his men to arms, without any show of timid­ity, drop­ping a first rate oath, that it was a bite, but, at the same time, re­solved, like a gal­lant rogue, to get clear, or die.

			There was one Arm­strong, as I just men­tion’d, a desert­er from the Swal­low, whom they en­quired of con­cern­ing the trim and sail­ing of that ship; he told them she sail’d best upon a wind, and there­fore, if they de­signed to leave her, they should go be­fore it.

			The danger was im­min­ent, and time very short, to con­sult of means to ex­tric­ate him­self; his res­ol­u­tion in this strait, was as fol­lows: to pass close to the Swal­low, with all their sails, and re­ceive her broad­side, be­fore they re­turned a shot; if dis­abled by this, or that they could not de­pend on sail­ing, then to run on­shore at the point, (which is steep to) and every­one to shift for him­self among the Negroes; or fail­ing in these, to board, and blow up to­geth­er, for he saw that the greatest part of his men were drunk, pass­ively cour­ageous, un­fit for ser­vice.

			Roberts him­self made a gal­lant fig­ure, at the time of the en­gage­ment, be­ing dressed in a rich crim­son dam­ask waist­coat and breeches, a red feath­er in his hat, a gold chain round his neck, with a dia­mond cross hanging to it, a sword in his hand, and two pair of pis­tols hanging at the end of a silk sling, flung over his shoulders (ac­cord­ing to the fash­ion of the pir­ates;) and is said to have giv­en his or­ders with bold­ness, and spir­it; com­ing, ac­cord­ing to what he had pur­posed, close to the man-of-war, re­ceived her fire, and then hois­ted his black flag, and re­turned it, shoot­ing away from her, with all the sail he could pack; and had he took Arm­strong’s ad­vice, to have gone be­fore the wind, he had prob­ably es­caped; but keep­ing his tacks down, either by the winds shift­ing, or ill steer­age, or both, he was taken aback with his sails, and the Swal­low came a second time very nigh to him: he had now per­haps fin­ished the fight very des­per­ately, if death, who took a swift pas­sage in a grapeshot, had not in­ter­posed, and struck him dir­ectly on the throat. He settled him­self on the tackles of a gun, which one Steph­en­son, from the helm, ob­serving, ran to his as­sist­ance, and not per­ceiv­ing him wounded, swore at him, and bid him stand up, and fight like a man; but when he found his mis­take, and that his cap­tain was cer­tainly dead, he gushed in­to tears, and wished the next shot might be his lot. They presently threw him over­board, with his arms and or­na­ments on, ac­cord­ing to the re­peated re­quest he made in his life­time.

			Roberts was a tall black man, near forty years of age, born at Newey-bagh, nigh Haver­ford­w­est, in Pem­broke­shire, of good nat­ur­al parts, and per­son­al bravery, though he ap­plied them to such wicked pur­poses, as made them of no com­mend­a­tion, fre­quently drink­ing d——n to him who ever lived to wear a hal­ter. He was forc’d him­self at first among this com­pany out of the Prince, Cap­tain Plumb at An­om­abu, about three years be­fore, where he served as second mate, and shed, as he us’d to tell the fresh men, as many cro­codile tears then as they did now, but time and good com­pany had wore it off. He could not plead want of em­ploy­ment, nor in­ca­pa­city of get­ting his bread in an hon­est way, to fa­vour so vile a change, nor was he so much a cow­ard as to pre­tend it; but frankly own’d, it was to get rid of the dis­agree­able su­peri­or­ity of some mas­ters he was ac­quain­ted with, and the love of nov­elty and change, mari­time per­eg­rin­a­tions had ac­cus­tom’d him to. In an hon­est ser­vice, says he, there is thin com­mons, low wages, and hard la­bour; in this, plenty and sati­ety, pleas­ure and ease, liberty and power; and who would not bal­ance cred­it­or on this side, when all the haz­ard that is run for it, at worst, is only a sour look or two at chok­ing. No, a merry life and a short one, shall be my motto. Thus he preach’d him­self in­to an ap­prob­a­tion of what he at first ab­horr’d; and be­ing daily regal’d with mu­sic, drink­ing, and the gaiety and di­ver­sions of his com­pan­ions, these de­prav’d propensit­ies were quickly edg’d and strengthen’d, to the ex­tin­guish­ing of fear and con­science. Yet among all the vile and ig­no­mini­ous acts he had per­pet­rated, he is said to have had an aver­sion to­wards for­cing men in­to that ser­vice, and had pro­cured some their dis­charge, not­with­stand­ing so many made it their plea.

			When Roberts was gone, as though he had been the life and soul of the gang, their spir­its sunk; many deser­ted their quar­ters, and all stu­pidly neg­lected any means for de­fence, or es­cape; and their main­mast soon after be­ing shot by the board, they had no way left, but to sur­render and call for quar­ters. The Swal­low kept aloof, while her boat passed, and re­passed for the pris­on­ers; be­cause they un­der­stood they were un­der an oath to blow up; and some of the des­peradoes showed a will­ing­ness that way, matches be­ing lighted, and scuffles hap­pen­ing between those who would, and those who op­posed it: but I can­not eas­ily ac­count for this hu­mour, which can be term’d no more than a false cour­age, since any of them had power to des­troy his own life, either by pis­tol, or drown­ing, without in­volving oth­ers in the same fate, who are in no tem­per of mind for it: and at best, it had been only dy­ing, for fear of death.

			She had 40 guns, and 157 men, 45 where­of were Negroes; three only were killed in the ac­tion, without any loss to the Swal­low. There was found up­wards of 2,000 £ in gold dust in her. The flag could not be got eas­ily from un­der the fallen mast, and was there­fore re­cov­er’d by the Swal­low; it had the fig­ure of a skel­et­on in it, and a man por­tray’d with a flam­ing sword in his hand, in­tim­at­ing a de­fi­ance of death it­self.

			The Swal­low re­turned back in­to Cape Lopez Bay, and found the Little Ranger, whom the pir­ates had deser­ted in haste, for the bet­ter de­fence of the ship: she had been plun­der’d, ac­cord­ing to what I could learn, of 2,000 £ in gold dust, (the shares of those pir­ates who be­longed to her;) and Cap­tain Hill, in the Nep­tune, not un­justly sus­pec­ted, for he would not wait the man-of-war’s re­turn­ing in­to the bay again, but sail’d away im­me­di­ately, mak­ing no scruple af­ter­wards to own the seizure of oth­er goods out of her, and sur­render’d, as a con­firm­a­tion of all, 50 ounces at Bar­ba­dos, for which, see the art­icle at the end of this book.

			All per­sons who after the 29th of Septem. 1690, etc.

			To sum up the whole, if it be con­sidered, first, that the sickly state of the men-of-war, when they sail’d from Prince’s, was the mis­for­tune that hindered their be­ing as far as Si­erra Le­one, and con­sequently out of the track the pir­ates then took. That those pir­ates, dir­ectly con­trary to their design, in the second ex­ped­i­tion, should get above Cape Corso, and that nigh Ax­im, a chase should of­fer, that in­ev­it­ably must dis­cov­er them, and be soon com­mu­nic­ated to the men-of-war. That the sa­ti­at­ing their evil and ma­li­cious tem­pers at Why­dah, in burn­ing the Por­cu­pine, and run­ning off with the French ship, had strengthened the Swal­low with 30 men. That the Swal­low should miss them in that road, where prob­ably she had not, or at least so ef­fec­tu­ally ob­tained her end. That they should be so far in­fatu­ated at Cape Lopez, as to di­vide their strength, which when col­lec­ted, might have been so for­mid­able. And lastly, that the con­quest should be without blood­shed: I say, con­sid­er­ing all these cir­cum­stances, it shows that the hand of provid­ence was con­cerned in their de­struc­tion. As to their be­ha­viour after they were taken, it was found that they had great in­clin­a­tions to rebel, if they could have laid hold of any op­por­tun­ity. For they were very un­easy un­der re­straint, hav­ing been lately all com­mand­ers them­selves; nor could they brook their diet, or quar­ters, without curs­ing and swear­ing, and up­braid­ing each oth­er, with the folly that had brought them to it.

			So that to se­cure them­selves against any mad des­per­ate un­der­tak­ing of theirs, they strongly bar­ri­c­ado’d the gun-room, and made an­oth­er pris­on be­fore it; an of­ficer, with pis­tols and cut­lashes, do­ing duty, night and day, and the pris­on­ers with­in, man­acled and shackled.

			They would yet in these cir­cum­stances be im­pudently merry, say­ing, when they viewed their na­ked­ness, that they had not left them a half­penny, to give old Char­on, to ferry them over Styx: and at their thin com­mons, they would ob­serve, that they fell away so fast, that they should not have weight left to hang them. Sut­ton used to be very pro­fane; he hap­pen­ing to be in the same irons with an­oth­er pris­on­er, who was more ser­i­ous than or­din­ary, and read and pray’d of­ten, as be­came his con­di­tion; this man Sut­ton used to swear at, and ask him, what he pro­posed by so much noise and de­vo­tion? Heav­en, says the oth­er, I hope. Heav­en, you fool, says Sut­ton, did you ever hear of any pir­ates go­ing thith­er? Give me H‑ll, it’s a mer­ri­er place; I’ll give Roberts a sa­lute of 13 guns at en­trance. And when he found such ludicrous ex­pres­sions had no ef­fect on him, he made a form­al com­plaint, and re­ques­ted that the of­ficer would either re­move this man, or take his pray­er­book away, as a com­mon dis­turber.

			A com­bin­a­tion and con­spir­acy was formed, betwixt Moody, Ash­plant, Magnes, Mare, and oth­ers, to rise, and kill the of­ficers, and run away with the ship. This they had car­ried on by means of a mu­latto boy, who was al­low’d to at­tend them, and proved very trusty in his mes­sages, between the prin­cipals; but the even­ing of that night they were to have made this struggle, two of the pris­on­ers that sat next to Ash­plant, heard the boy whis­per them upon the pro­ject, and nam­ing to him the hour they should be ready, presently gave no­tice of it to the cap­tain, which put the ship in an alarm, for a little time; and, on ex­am­in­a­tion, sev­er­al of them had made shift to break off, or lose, their shackles, (no doubt for such pur­pose;) but it ten­ded only to pro­cure to them­selves worse us­age and con­fine­ment.

			In the same pas­sage to Cape Corso, the prize, Roy­al For­tune, was in the same danger. She was left at the is­land of St. Thomas, in the pos­ses­sion of an of­ficer, and a few men, to take in some fresh pro­vi­sions, (which were scarce at Cape Corso) with or­ders to fol­low the ship. There were only some of the pir­ates’ Negroes, three or four wounded pris­on­ers, and Scudamore, their sur­geon; from whom they seemed to be un­der no ap­pre­hen­sion, es­pe­cially from the last, who might have hoped for fa­vour, on ac­count of his em­ploy; and had stood so much in­debted for his liberty, eat­ing and drink­ing con­stantly with the of­ficer; yet this fel­low, re­gard­less of the fa­vour, and lost to all sense of re­form­a­tion, en­deav­oured to bring over the Negroes to his design of mur­der­ing the people, and run­ning away with the ship. He eas­ily pre­vailed with the Negroes to come in­to the design; but when he came to com­mu­nic­ate it to his fel­low pris­on­ers, and would have drawn them in­to the same meas­ures, by telling them, he un­der­stood nav­ig­a­tion, that the Negroes were stout fel­lows, and by a smat­ter­ing he had in the An­golan lan­guage, he had found will­ing to un­der­take such an en­ter­prise; and that it was bet­ter ven­tur­ing to do this, run down the coast, and raise a new com­pany, than to pro­ceed to Cape Corso, and be hanged like a dog, and sun dry’d. One of them ab­hor­ring the cruelty, or fear­ing the suc­cess, dis­covered it to the of­ficer, who made him im­me­di­ately a pris­on­er, and brought the ship safe.

			When they came to be lodg’d in Cape Corso Castle, their hopes of this kind all cut off, and that they were as­sured they must there soon re­ceive a fi­nal sen­tence; the note was changed among most of them, and from vain in­solent jest­ing, they be­came ser­i­ous and de­vout, beg­ging for good books, and join­ing in pub­lic pray­ers, and singing of Psalms, twice at least every day.

			As to their tri­als, if we should give them at length, it may ap­pear te­di­ous to the read­er, for which reas­on, I have, for the avoid­ing tau­to­logy and re­pe­ti­tion, put as many of them to­geth­er as were try’d for the same fact, re­serving the cir­cum­stances which are most ma­ter­i­al, with ob­ser­va­tions on the dy­ing be­ha­viour of such of them, as came to my know­ledge.

			And first, it may be ob­served from the list, that a great part of these pir­ate ships crews, were men entered on the coast of Africa, not many months be­fore they were taken; from whence, it may be con­cluded, that the pre­ten­ded con­straint of Roberts, on them, was very of­ten a com­plot­ment between parties equally will­ing: and this Roberts sev­er­al times openly de­clared, par­tic­u­larly to the Onslow’s people, whom he called aft, and ask’d of them, who was will­ing to go, for he would force nobody? As was de­posed, by some of his best hands, after ac­quit­tal; nor is it reas­on­able to think, he should re­ject Ir­ish vo­lun­teers, only from a pique against Kennedy, and force oth­ers, that might haz­ard, and, in time, des­troy his gov­ern­ment: but their be­ha­viour soon put him out of this fear, and con­vinc’d him, that the plea of force was only the best ar­ti­fice they had to shel­ter them­selves un­der, in case they should be taken; and that they were less rogues than oth­ers, only in point of time.

			It may like­wise be taken no­tice of, that the coun­try, wherein they happened to be tried, is among oth­er hap­pi­nesses, ex­emp­ted from law­yers, and law-books, so that the of­fice of re­gister, of ne­ces­sity fell on one, not versed in those af­fairs, which might jus­ti­fy the court in want of form, more es­sen­tially sup­ply’d with in­teg­rity and im­par­ti­al­ity.

			But, per­haps, if there was less law, there might be more justice, than in some oth­er courts; for, if the civil law be a law of uni­ver­sal reas­on, judging of the rectitude, or ob­liquity of men’s ac­tions, every man of com­mon sense is en­dued with a por­tion of it, at least suf­fi­cient to make him dis­tin­guish right from wrong, or what the ci­vil­ians call, malum in se.

			There­fore, here, if two per­sons were equally guilty of the same fact, there was no con­vict­ing one, and bring­ing the oth­er off, by any quirk, or turn of law; for they form’d their judg­ments upon the con­straint, or will­ing­ness, the aim, and in­ten­tion of the parties, and all oth­er cir­cum­stances, which make a ma­ter­i­al dif­fer­ence. Be­sides, in crimes of this nature, men bred up to the sea, must be more know­ing, and much abler, than oth­ers more learned in the law; for, be­fore a man can have a right idea of a thing, he must know the terms stand­ing for that thing: the sea-terms be­ing a lan­guage by it­self, which no law­yer can be sup­posed to un­der­stand, he must of con­sequence want that dis­crim­in­at­ing fac­ulty, which should dir­ect him to judge right of the facts meant by those terms.

			The court well knew, it was not pos­sible to get the evid­ence of every suf­fer­er by this crew, and there­fore, first of all, con­sidered how that de­fi­ciency should be sup­plied; wheth­er, or no, they could par­don one Jo. Den­nis, who had early offered him­self, as King’s evid­ence, and was the best read in their lives and con­ver­sa­tions: here in­deed, they were at a loss for law, and con­cluded in the neg­at­ive, be­cause it look’d like com­pound­ing with a man to swear falsly, los­ing by it, those great helps he could have af­forded.

			An­oth­er great dif­fi­culty in their pro­ceed­ings, was, how to un­der­stand those words in the Act of Par­lia­ment, of, par­tic­u­larly spe­cify­ing in the charge, the cir­cum­stances of time, place, etc. i.e. so to un­der­stand them, as to be able to hold a court; for if they had been in­dicted on par­tic­u­lar rob­ber­ies, the evid­ence had happened mostly from the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany’s ships, on which these gen­tle­men of Cape Corso Castle, were not qual­i­fy’d to sit, their oath run­ning, that they have no in­terest dir­ectly, or in­dir­ectly, in the ship, or goods, for the rob­bery of which, the party stands ac­cused: and this they thought they had, com­mis­sions be­ing paid them, on such goods: and on the oth­er side, if they were in­ca­pa­cit­ated, no court could be formed, the com­mis­sion ab­so­lutely re­quir­ing three of them by name.

			To re­con­cile all things, there­fore, the court re­solved, to bot­tom the whole of their pro­ceed­ings on the Swal­low’s de­pos­itions, which were clear and plain, and had the cir­cum­stance of time when, place where, man­ner how, and the like, par­tic­u­larly spe­cified ac­cord­ing to the stat­ute in that case made, and provided. But this ad­mit­ted only a gen­er­al in­tim­a­tion of rob­bery in the in­dict­ment, there­fore to ap­prove their clem­ency, it look­ing ar­bit­rary on the lives of men, to lump them to the gal­lows, in such a sum­mary way as must have been done, had they solely ad­hered to the Swal­low’s charge, they re­solved to come to par­tic­u­lar tri­als.

			Secondly, that the pris­on­ers might not be ig­nor­ant where­on to an­swer, and so have all fair ad­vant­ages, to ex­cuse and de­fend them­selves; the court farther agreed with justice and equan­im­ity, to hear any evid­ence that could be brought, to weak­en or cor­rob­or­ate the three cir­cum­stances that com­plete a pir­ate; first, be­ing a vo­lun­teer amongst them at the be­gin­ning; secondly, be­ing a vo­lun­teer at the tak­ing or rob­bing of any ship; or lastly, vol­un­tar­ily ac­cept­ing a share in the booty of those that did; for by a par­ity of reas­on, where these ac­tions were of their own dis­pos­ing, and yet com­mit­ted by them, it must be be­lieved their hearts and hands joined to­geth­er, in what they ac­ted against His Majesty’s ship the Swal­low.

			
				
					The Tri­als of the Pir­ates

					Taken by His Majesty’s Ship the Swal­low, Be­gun at Cape Corso Castle, on the Coast of Africa, March the 28th, 1722

				
				The com­mis­sion em­powered any three named therein, to call to their as­sist­ance, such a num­ber of qual­i­fied per­sons as might make the court al­ways con­sist of sev­en: and ac­cord­ingly sum­mons were signed to Lieut. Jo. Barns­ley, Lieut. Ch. Fan­shaw, Capt. Samuel Hartsease, and Capt. Wil­li­am Men­zies, viz.

				
					By vir­tue of a power and au­thor­ity, to us giv­en, by a com­mis­sion from the King, un­der the seal of ad­mir­alty, you are hereby re­quired to at­tend, and make one of the court, for the try­ing and ad­judging of the pir­ates, lately taken on this coast, by His Majesty’s ship the Swal­low.

					
						Giv­en Un­der our Hands This 28th of March, 1722, at Cape Corso Castle.

						Mungo Heard­man,

						James Phips,

						Henry Dod­son,

						Fran­cis Boy,

						Ed­ward Hide

					
				

				

				The com­mis­sion­ers be­ing met in the hall of the castle, the com­mis­sion was first read, after which, the pres­id­ent, and then the oth­er mem­bers, took the oath, pre­scribed in the Act of Par­lia­ment, and hav­ing dir­ec­ted the form of that for wit­nesses, as fol­lows, the Court was opened.

				I, A. B. sol­emnly prom­ise and swear on the Holy Evan­gel­ists, to bear true and faith­ful wit­ness between the King and pris­on­er, or pris­on­ers, in re­la­tion to the fact, or facts, of pir­acy and rob­bery, he or they do now stand ac­cused of. So help me God.

				
					
						The court con­sisted of

					
					
							
							Cap­tain Mungo Heard­man, Pres­id­ent

						

							
							Cap­tain James Phips, Esq.; Gen­er­al of the Coast

						

							
							Mr. Ed­ward Hyde, Sec­ret­ary to the Com­pany

						

							
							Mr. H. Dod­son, Mer.

						

							
							Mr. F. Boye, Mer.

						

							
							Lieut. John Barns­ley

						

							
							Lieut. Ch. Fan­shaw

						

					

				

				The fol­low­ing pris­on­ers, out of the pir­ate ship Ranger, hav­ing been com­manded be­fore them, the charge, or in­dict­ment, was ex­hib­ited.

				
					Pris­on­ers Taken in the Ranger
					
						
								Men’s names
								Ships from
								Time when
						

					
					
						
								* James Skyrm
								Grey­hound sloop
								
								Oct. 1720
							
						

						
								* Rich. Hardy
								Pir­ate with Dav­is
								
								1718
							
						

						
								* Wm. Main
								Brig­antine Capt. Peet
								
								June 1720
							
						

						
								* Henry Den­nis
								Pir­ates with

							Capt. Dav­is
								
								1718
							
						

						
								* Val. Ash­plant
								
								1719
							
						

						
								* Rob. Bird­son
								
								1719
							
						

						
								* Rich. Har­ris
								Phoenix of Bris­tol,

							Capt. Richards
								
								June 1720
							
						

						
								* D. Little­john
						

						
								* Thomas How
								at New­found­land
						

						
								† Her. Hunkins
								Suc­cess Sloop
						

						
								* Hugh Har­ris
								
								Will­ing Mind
							
								
								Ju­ly 1720
							
						

						
								* W. Mack­in­tosh
						

						
								Thomas Wills
								Richard of Bid­di­ford
						

						
								† John Wilden
								
								Mary and Martha
							
						

						
								* Ja. Green­ham
								Little York, Phil­lips Mr.
						

						
								* John Jayn­son
								Love of Lan­caster
						

						
								† Chri. Lang
								Thomas Brig­antine
								
								Sept. 1720
							
						

						
								* John Mitchel
								Nor­man Gal­ley
								
								Oct. 1720
							
						

						
								T. With­standenot
						

						
								Peter la Fever
								
								Jeremi­ah and Ann
							
								
								Ap. 1720
							
						

						
								* Wm. Shur­in
						

						
								* Wm. Wats
								
								Si­erra

								Le­one
							
								of Mr. Glyn
								
								Ju­ly 1721
							
						

						
								* Wm. Dav­is
								of Seig. Jossee
						

						
								† James Bar­row
								Martha Snow

							Capt. Lady
						

						
								* Joshua Lee
						

						
								Rob. Hartley (1)
								Robin­son of Liv­er­pool

							Capt. Kan­ning
								
								Aug. 1721
							
						

						
								† James Crane
						

						
								George Smith­son
								Stan­wich Gal­ley

							Cap­tain Tarlton
								
								Aug. 1721
							
						

						
								Ro­ger Pye
						

						
								† Rob. Fletch­er
						

						
								* Ro. Hartley (2)
						

						
								† An­drew Rance
								A Dutch Ship
								
								Aug. 1721
							
						

						
								* Cuth­bert Goss
								Mercy Gal­ley

							of Bris­tol

							at Calab­ar
								
								Oct. 1721
							
						

						
								* Tho. Giles
						

						
								* Is­rael Hynde
						

						
								Wil­li­am Church
								Ger­truycht of Hol­land
								
								Jan. 1721–2
							
						

						
								Philip Haak
								Flush­ing­ham of Ditto
						

						
								Wil­li­am Smith
								Eliza­beth

							Capt. Sharp
						

						
								Adam Comry
						

						
								Wil­li­am Graves
								King So­lomon

							Capt. Tra­hern

							off Cape Apol­lo­nia
						

						
								* Peter de Vine
						

						
								John John­son
						

						
								John Stodgill
						

						
								Henry Dawson
								Why­dah sloop

							at Ja­quin
						

						
								Wil­li­am Glass
						

						
								Jo­si­ah Robin­son
								Tarlton

							Capt. Tho. Tarlton
						

						
								John Arnaught
						

						
								John Dav­is
						

						
								† Henry Graves
						

						
								Tho. Howard
						

						
								† John Rimer
						

						
								Thomas Cleph­en
						

						
								Wm. Guineys
								Por­cu­pine Capt. Fletch­er
						

						
								† James Co­s­ins
						

						
								Tho. Stretton
								Onslow

							Capt.

							Gee at Ces­t­os
						

						
								* Wil­li­am Petty
						

						
								Mic. Lem­mon
						

						
								* Wm. Wood
						

						
								* Ed. Watts
						

						
								* John Horn
						

						
								Pierre Ravon
								From the French

							ship in Why­dah Road
								
								Feb. 1721–2
							
						

						
								John Dugan
						

						
								James Ar­deon
						

						
								Ettri­en Gil­li­ot
						

						
								Ren. Mar­raud
						

						
								John Git­tin
						

						
								Jo. Richardeau
						

						
								John La­vogue
						

						
								John Du­plais­sey
						

						
								Peter Gros­sey
						

						
								Rence Fro­gi­er
						

						
								Lewis Ar­naut
						

						
								Rence Thoby
						

						
								Meth Roulac
						

						
								John Gumar
						

						
								John Paquete
						

						
								Al­lan Pigan
						

						
								Pierce Shil­lot
						

					
				

				
					
						You, James Skyrm, Mi­chael Lem­mon, Robert Hartley, etc.

					
					Ye, and every one of you, are in the name, and by the au­thor­ity, of our dread Sov­er­eign Lord, George, King of Great Bri­tain, in­dicted as fol­lows;

					For­asmuch as in open con­tempt of the laws of your coun­try, ye have all of you been wickedly united, and art­icled to­geth­er, for the an­noy­ance and dis­turb­ance of His Majesty’s trad­ing sub­jects by sea. And have in con­form­ity to the most evil and mis­chiev­ous in­ten­tions, been twice down the coast of Africa, with two ships; once in the be­gin­ning of Au­gust, and a second time, in Janu­ary last, sink­ing, burn­ing, or rob­bing such ships, and ves­sels, as then happened in your way.

					Par­tic­u­larly, ye stand charged at the in­stance, and in­form­a­tion of Cap­tain Chaloner Ogle, as trait­ors and pir­ates, for the un­law­ful op­pos­i­tion ye made to His Majesty’s ship, the Swal­low, un­der his com­mand.

					For that on the 5th of Feb­ru­ary last past, upon sight of the afore­said King’s ship, ye did im­me­di­ately weigh an­chor from un­der Cape Lopez, on the south­ern coast of Africa, in a French built ship of 32 guns, called the Ranger, and did pur­sue and chase the afore­said King’s ship, with such dis­patch and pre­cip­it­ancy, as de­clared ye com­mon rob­bers and pir­ates.

					That about ten of the clock the same morn­ing, draw­ing with­in gun­shot of His Majesty’s afore­said ship the Swal­low, ye hois­ted a pir­at­ic­al black flag, and fired sev­er­al chase guns, to de­ter, as much as ye were able, His Majesty’s ser­vants from their duty.

					That an hour after this, be­ing very nigh to the afore­said King’s ship, ye did au­da­ciously con­tin­ue in a hos­tile de­fence and as­sault, for about two hours more, in open vi­ol­a­tion of the laws, and in de­fi­ance to the King’s col­ours and com­mis­sion.

					And lastly, that in the act­ing, and com­passing of all this, ye were all, and every one of you, in a wicked com­bin­a­tion, vol­un­tar­ily to ex­ert, and ac­tu­ally did, in your sev­er­al sta­tions, use your ut­most en­deav­ours to dis­tress the said King’s ship, and murder His Majesty’s good sub­jects.

				

				To which they sev­er­ally pleaded, Not Guilty.

				

				Then the court called for the of­ficers of the Swal­low, Mr. Isaac Sun, Lieu­ten­ant, Ral­ph Bald­rick, Boat­swain, Daniel Maclaugh­lin, Mate, de­sir­ing them to view the pris­on­ers, wheth­er they knew them? And to give an ac­count in what man­ner they had at­tack’d and fought the King’s ship; and they agreed as fol­lows.

				
					That they had viewed all the pris­on­ers, as they stood now be­fore the court, and were as­sured they were the same taken out of one, or oth­er, of the pir­ate ships, Roy­al For­tune, or Ranger; but ver­ily be­lieve them to be taken out of the Ranger.

					That they did in the King’s ship, at break of day, on Monday, the 5th of Feb­ru­ary, 1721–2, dis­cov­er three ships at an­chor, un­der Cape Lopez, on the south­ern coast of Africa; the cape bear­ing then W. S. W. about three leagues, and per­ceiv­ing one of them to have a pendant fly­ing, and hav­ing heard their morn­ing-gun be­fore, they im­me­di­ately sus­pec­ted them to be Roberts the pir­ate, his con­sort, and a French ship, they knew had been lately car­ried out of Why­dah Road.

					The King’s ship was ob­liged to hawl off N. W. and W. N. W. to avoid a sand, called, the French­man’s Bank, the wind then at S. S. E. and found in half an hour’s time, one of the three had got un­der sail from the ca­reen, and was bend­ing her sails, in a chase to­wards them. To en­cour­age this rash­ness and pre­cip­it­ancy, they kept away be­fore the wind, (as though afraid,) but with their tacks on board, their main-yard braced, and mak­ing, at the same time, very bad steer­age.

					About half an hour after ten, in the morn­ing, the pir­ate ship came with­in gun­shot, and fired four chase guns, hois­ted a black flag at the mizzen peak, and got their sprit­sail yard un­der their bow­sprit, for board­ing. In half an hour more, ap­proach­ing still nigh­er, they star­boarded their helm, and gave her a broad­side, the pir­ate bring­ing to, and re­turn­ing the same.

					After this, the de­pon­ents say, their fire grew slack for some time, be­cause the pir­ate was shot so far ahead on the weath­er-bow, that few of their guns could point to her; yet in this in­ter­val their black flag was either shot away, or hawled down a little space, and hois­ted again.

					At length, by their ill steer­age, and fa­vour of the wind, they came near, a second time; and about two in the af­ter­noon shot away their main-top­mast.

					The col­ours they fought un­der, be­sides a black flag, were a red Eng­lish en­sign, a King’s jack, and a Dutch pendant, which they struck at, or about, three in the af­ter­noon, and called for quar­ters; it prov­ing to be a French built ship of 32 guns, called the Ranger.

					
						Isaac Sun

						Ral­ph Bald­rick

						Daniel Maclaugh­lin

					
				

				

				When the evid­ence had been heard, the pris­on­ers were called upon to an­swer, how they came on board this pir­ate ship; and their reas­on for so au­da­cious a res­ist­ance, as had been made against the King’s ship.

				To this, each, in his reply, owned him­self to be one of those taken out of the Ranger; that he had signed their pir­at­ic­al art­icles, and shared in their plun­der, some few only ac­cep­ted, who had been there too short a time. But that neither in this sign­ing, or shar­ing, nor in the res­ist­ance had been made against His Majesty’s ship, had they been vo­lun­teers, but had ac­ted in these sev­er­al parts, from a ter­ror of death; which a law amongst them, was to be the por­tion of those who re­fused. The court then ask’d, who made those laws? How those guns came to be fired? Or why they had not deser­ted their sta­tions, and mu­tinied, when so fair a pro­spect of re­demp­tion offered? They replied still, with the same an­swers, and could ex­ten­u­ate their crimes, with no oth­er plea, than be­ing forced men. Where­fore the court were of opin­ion, that the in­dict­ment, as it charged them with an un­law­ful at­tack and res­ist­ance of the King’s ship, was suf­fi­ciently proved; but then it be­ing un­deni­ably evid­ent, that many of these pris­on­ers had been forced, and some of them of very short stand­ing, they did, on ma­ture de­lib­er­a­tion, come to this mer­ci­ful res­ol­u­tion;

				That they would hear fur­ther evid­ence for, or against, each per­son singly, in re­la­tion to those parts of the in­dict­ment, which de­clared them vo­lun­teers, or charged them with aid­ing and as­sist­ing, at the burn­ing, sink­ing, or rob­bing of oth­er ships; for if they ac­ted, or as­sisted, in any rob­ber­ies or dev­ast­a­tions, it would be a con­vic­tion they were vo­lun­teers; here such evid­ence, though it might want the form, still car­ried the reas­on of the law with it.

				
					The charge was Ex­hib­ited Also Against the Fol­low­ing Pir­ates Taken Out of the Roy­al For­tune
					
						
								* Mich. Mare
								in the Rover
								5 years ago
						

						
								* Chris. Moody
								un­der Dav­is
								
								1718
							
						

						
								* Mar. John­son
								a Dutch Ship
								
								’18
							
						

						
								* James Philips
								The Re­venge Pir­ate sloop
								
								’17
							
						

						
								* Dav­id Sympson,
								Pir­ates with Dav­is
						

						
								* Tho. Sut­ton
						

						
								* Hag. Jac­ob­son
								a Dutch Ship
								
								1719
							
						

						
								* W. Wil­li­ams 1
								Sad­bury

							Cap­tain Thomas

							New­found­land
								
								June 1720
							
						

						
								* Wm. Fernon
						

						
								* W. Wil­lams 2
						

						
								* Ro­ger Scot
						

						
								* Tho. Owen
								York of Bris­tol
								
								May 1720
							
						

						
								* Wm. Taylor
						

						
								* Joseph Nos­iter
								Ex­ped­i­tion of Top­sham
						

						
								* John Park­er
								Will­ing Mind of Poole
								
								Ju­ly 1720
							
						

						
								* Robert Crow
								Happy Re­turn Sloop
						

						
								* George Smith
								
								Mary and Martha
							
						

						
								* Ja. Cle­m­ents
								Suc­cess sloop
						

						
								* John Walden
								Bless­ing of Lym­ing­ton
						

						
								* Jo. Mans­field
								from Mar­ti­nique
						

						
								† James Har­ris
								Richard Pink
						

						
								* John Philips
								a fish­ing boat
						

						
								Harry Glasby
								Samuel Capt. Cary
								
								Ju­ly 1720
							
						

						
								Hugh Men­zies
						

						
								* Wm. Magnes
						

						
								* Joseph Moor
								May Flower sloop
								
								Feb. 1720
							
						

						
								† John du Frock
								Loyd Gally

							Capt. Hing­stone
								
								May 1721
							
						

						
								Wm. Champnies
						

						
								George Dan­son
						

						
								† Isaac Rus­sel
						

						
								Robert Lil­bourn
								Jeremi­ah and Ann,

							Capt. Turn­er
								
								Ap. 1721
							
						

						
								* Robert John­son
						

						
								Wm. Darling
						

						
								† Wm. Mead
						

						
								Thomas Diggles
								Chris­toph­er Snow
								
								Ap. 1721
							
						

						
								* Ben. Jef­ferys
								Nor­man Gal­ley
						

						
								John Fran­cia
								A Sloop at St. Nich­olas
						

						
								* D. Hard­ing
								A Dutch Ship
						

						
								* John Cole­man
								Ad­ven­ture Sloop
						

						
								* Charles Bunce
								A Dutch Gal­ley
						

						
								* R. Arm­strong
								Ditto Run from the Swal­low
						

						
								* Abra. Harp­er
								Onslow

							Capt. Gee

							at Ses­tos
								
								May 1721
							
						

						
								* Peter Les­ley
						

						
								* John Jes­sup 1
						

						
								Thomas Watkins
						

						
								* Philip Bill
						

						
								* Jo. Steph­en­son
						

						
								* James Cromby
						

						
								Thomas Gar­rat
						

						
								† George Ogle
						

						
								Ro­ger Gor­such
						

						
								John Wat­son
								Martha Snow
								
								Au. 1721
							
						

						
								Wil­li­am Child
						

						
								* John Griffin
								Mercy Gally

							at Calab­ar
								
								Oct. 1721
							
						

						
								* Pet. Scudamore
						

						
								Christ. Granger
								Corn­wall

							Gal­ley at Calab­ar
								
								Ditto
							
						

						
								Nicho. Brattle
						

						
								James White
						

						
								Tho. Dav­is
						

						
								Tho. Sever
						

						
								* Rob. Bev­ins
						

						
								* T. Oughter­launey
						

						
								* Dav­id Rice
						

						
								* Rob. Haws
								Jo­celine Capt. Loane
								
								Oct. 1721
							
						

						
								Hugh Riddle
								Di­li­gence Boat
								
								Ja. 1721
							
						

						
								Steph­en Thomas
						

						
								* John Lane
								
								King So­lomon
							
								
								ditto
							
						

						
								* Sam. Fletch­er
						

						
								* Wm. Philips
						

						
								Jac­ob John­son
						

						
								* John King
						

						
								Ben­jamin Par
								Robin­son Capt. Kan­ning
								
								ditto
							
						

						
								Wil­li­am May
								Eliza­beth

							Capt. Sharp
								
								Ditto
							
						

						
								Ed. Thornden
						

						
								* George Wilson
								Tarlton of Liv­er­pool

							at Cape Lahou
						

						
								* Robert Hays
						

						
								Thomas Roberts
								Charlton Capt. All­wright
								
								Feb. 1721
							
						

						
								John Richards
						

						
								John Cane
						

						
								Richard Wood
								Por­cu­pine

							Capt. Fletch­er

							Why­dah Road
								
								Feb. 1721
							
						

						
								Richard Scot
						

						
								Wm. Dav­is­on
						

						
								Sam. Mor­well
						

						
								Ed­ward Evans
						

						
								* John Jes­sup 2
								sur­render’d up at Prince’s
								—
						

					
				

				
					
						You, Harry Glasby, Wil­li­am Dav­is­on, Wil­li­am Champnies, Samuel Mor­well, etc.

					
					Ye, and every one of you, are, in the name, and by the au­thor­ity of our most dread Sov­er­eign Lord George, King of Great Bri­tain, in­dicted as fol­lows.

					For­asmuch as in open con­tempt and vi­ol­a­tion of the laws of your coun­try, to which ye ought to have been sub­ject, ye have all of you been wickedly united and art­icled to­geth­er, for the an­noy­ance and de­struc­tion of His Majesty’s trad­ing sub­jects by sea; and in con­form­ity to so wicked an agree­ment and as­so­ci­ation, ye have been twice lately down this coast of Africa, once in Au­gust, and a second time in Janu­ary last, spoil­ing and des­troy­ing many goods and ves­sels of His Majesty’s sub­jects, and oth­er trad­ing na­tions.

					Par­tic­u­larly ye stand in­dicted at the in­form­a­tion and in­stance of Cap­tain Chaloner Ogle, as trait­ors, rob­bers, pir­ates, and com­mon en­emies to man­kind.

					For that on the 10th of Feb­ru­ary last, in a ship ye were pos­sess’d of called the Roy­al For­tune, of 40 guns, ye did main­tain a hos­tile de­fence and res­ist­ance for some hours, against His Majesty’s ship the Swal­low, nigh Cape Lopez Bay, on the south­ern coast of Africa.

					That this fight and in­solent res­ist­ance against the King’s ship, was made, not only without any pre­tence of au­thor­ity, more than that of your own private de­praved wills, but was done also un­der a black flag, flag­rantly by that, de­not­ing yourselves com­mon rob­bers and trait­ors, op­posers and vi­ol­at­ors of the laws.

					And lastly, that in this res­ist­ance, ye were all of you vo­lun­teers, and did, as such, con­trib­ute your ut­most ef­forts, for dis­abling and dis­tress­ing the afore­said King’s ship, and de­ter­ring His Majesty’s ser­vants therein, from their duty.

				

				To which they sev­er­ally pleaded, Not guilty.

				Whereupon the of­ficers of His Majesty’s ship, the Swal­low, were called again, and test­i­fied as fol­lows.

				
					That they had seen all the pris­on­ers now be­fore the court, and knew them to be the same which were taken out of one or oth­er of the pir­ate ships, Roy­al For­tune or Ranger, and ver­ily be­lieve them to be those taken out of the Roy­al For­tune.

					That the pris­on­ers were pos­sess’d of a ship of 40 guns, called the Roy­al For­tune, and were at an an­chor un­der Cape Lopez, on the coast of Africa, with two oth­ers: when His Majesty’s ship the Swal­low, (to which the de­pon­ents be­long’d, and were of­ficers,) stood in for the place, on Sat­urday the 10th of Feb­ru­ary 1721–2: the largest had a jack, en­sign and pendant fly­ing, (be­ing this Roy­al For­tune,) who on sight of them, had their boats passing and re­passing, from the oth­er two, which they sup­posed to be with men: the wind not fa­vour­ing the afore­said King’s ship, she was ob­liged to make two trips to gain nigh enough the wind, to fetch in with the pir­ates; and be­ing at length little more than ran­dom shot from them, they found she slipped her cable, and got un­der sail.

					At el­ev­en, the pir­ate was with­in pis­tol-shot, abreast of them, with a black flag, and pendant hois­ted at their main-top­mast head. The de­pon­ents say, they then struck the French en­sign that had con­tin­ued hois­ted at their staff all the morn­ing till then; and dis­play’d the King’s col­ours, giv­ing her, at the same time, their broad­side, which was im­me­di­ately re­turned.

					The pir­ate’s mizen-top­mast fell, and some of her rig­ging was torn, yet she still out­sailed the man-of-war, and slid half gun­shot from them, while they con­tin­ued to fire without in­ter­mis­sion, and the oth­er to re­turn such guns as could be brought to bear, till by fa­vour of the winds, they were ad­vanced very nigh again; and after ex­chan­ging a few more shot, about half an hour past one, his main­mast came down, hav­ing re­ceived a shot a little be­low the par­rel.

					At two she struck her col­ours, and called for quar­ters, prov­ing to be a ship, formerly call’d the Onslow, but by them, the Roy­al For­tune; and the pris­on­ers from her, as­sured them, that the smal­lest ship of the two, then re­main­ing in the road, be­long’d to them, by the name of the Little Ranger, which they had deser­ted on this oc­ca­sion.

					
						Isaac Sun

						Ral­ph Bald­rick

						Daniel Maclaugh­lin

					
				

				The pris­on­ers were asked by the court, to the same pur­pose the oth­ers had been in the morn­ing; what ex­cep­tion they had to make against what had been sworn? And what they had to say in their de­fence? And their reply were much the same with the oth­er pris­on­ers; that they were forc’d men, had not fired a gun in this res­ist­ance against the Swal­low, and that what little as­sist­ance they did give on this oc­ca­sion, was to the sails and rig­ging, to com­ply with the ar­bit­rary com­mands of Roberts, who had threaten’d, and they were per­suaded would, have shot them on re­fus­al.

				
					The Court, to dis­pense equal justice, mer­ci­fully re­solved for these, as they had done for the oth­er pir­ate crew; that fur­ther evid­ence should be heard against each man singly, to the two points, of be­ing a vo­lun­teer at first, and to their par­tic­u­lar acts of pir­acy and rob­bery since: that so men, who had been lately re­ceived amongst them, and as yet, had not been at the tak­ing, or plun­der­ing, of any ship, might have the op­por­tun­ity, and be­ne­fit, of clear­ing their in­no­cence, and not fall promis­cu­ously with the guilty.

					
						By Or­der of the Court,

						John Atkins, Re­gister

					
				

				
					
						Wm. Magnes, Tho. Oughter­launey, Wm. Main, Wm. Mack­in­tosh, Val. Ash­plant, John Walden, Is­rael Hind, Mar­cus John­son, Wm. Petty, Wm. Fernon, Ab­ra­ham Harp­er, Wm. Wood, Tho. How, John Steph­en­son, Ch. Bunce, and John Griffin.

					
					Against these it was de­posed by Cap­tain Joseph Tra­hern, and George Fenn, his mate, that they were all of them, either at the at­tack­ing and tak­ing of the ship King So­lomon, or af­ter­wards at the rob­bing and plun­der­ing of her, and in this man­ner; that on the 6th of Janu­ary last their ship rid­ing at an­chor near Cape Apol­lo­nia in Africa, dis­covered a boat row­ing to­wards them, against wind and stream, from a ship that lay about three miles to lee­ward. They judged from the num­ber of men in her, as she near­er ad­vanced, to be a pir­ate, and made some pre­par­a­tion for re­ceiv­ing her, be­liev­ing, on a nigh­er view, they would think fit to with­draw from an at­tack that must be on their side with great dis­ad­vant­age in an open boat, and against double the num­ber of men; yet by the rash­ness, and the pusil­lan­im­ity of his own people (who laid down their arms, and im­me­di­ately called for quarter) the ship was taken, and af­ter­wards robbed by them.

					
						
							
									Pres­id­ent
									Can you charge your memory with any par­tic­u­lars in the seizure and rob­bery?
							

							
									Evid­ence
									We know that Magnes, quarter­mas­ter of the pir­ate ship, com­manded the men in this boat that took us, and as­sumed the au­thor­ity of or­der­ing her pro­vi­sions and stores out, which be­ing of dif­fer­ent kinds, we soon found, were seized and sent away un­der more par­tic­u­lar dir­ec­tions; for main, as boat­swain of the pir­ate ship, car­ried away two cables, and sev­er­al coils of rope, as what be­longed to his province, beat­ing some of our own men for not be­ing brisk enough at work­ing in the rob­bery. Petty, as sail­maker, saw to the sails and can­vas; Harp­er, as cooper to the cask and tools; Griffin, to the car­penter’s stores, and Oughter­launey, as pi­lot, hav­ing shif­ted him­self with a suit of my clothes, a new tiewig, and called for a bottle of wine, ordered the ship, very ar­rog­antly, to be steered un­der Com­modore Roberts’ stern, (I sup­pose to know what or­ders there were con­cern­ing her.) So far par­tic­u­larly. In the gen­er­al, sir, they were very out­rageous and emu­lous in mis­chief.
							

							
									Pres­id­ent
									Mr. Castel, ac­quaint the court of what you know in re­la­tion to this rob­bery of the King So­lomon; after what man­ner the pir­ate-boat was dis­patch’d for this at­tempt.
							

							
									Tho. Castel
									I was a pris­on­er, Sir, with the pir­ates when their boat was ordered upon that ser­vice, and found, upon a res­ol­u­tion of go­ing, word was passed through the com­pany, who would go? And I saw all that did, did it vol­un­tar­ily; no com­pul­sion, but rather press­ing who should be fore­most.
							

						
					

					The pris­on­ers yiel­ded to what had been sworn about the at­tack and rob­bery, but denied the lat­ter evid­ence, say­ing, Roberts hec­tor’d, and up­braided them of cow­ardice on this very oc­ca­sion; and told some, they were very ready to step on board of a prize when with­in com­mand of the ship, but now there seem’d to be a tri­al of their valour, back­ward and fear­ful.

					
						
							
									Pres­id­ent
									So that Roberts forc’d ye upon this at­tack.
							

							
									Pris­on­ers
									Roberts com­manded us in­to the boat, and the quarter­mas­ter to rob the ship; neither of whose com­mands we dared to have re­fused.
							

							
									Pres­id­ent
									And grant­ing it so, those are still your own acts, since done by or­ders from of­ficers of your own elec­tion. Why would men, hon­estly dis­posed, give their votes for such a cap­tain and such a quarter­mas­ter as were every day com­mand­ing them on dis­taste­ful ser­vices?
							

						
					

					Here suc­ceeded a si­lence among the pris­on­ers, but at length Fernon very hon­estly own’d, that he did not give his vote to Magnes, but to Dav­id Sympson (the old quarter­mas­ter,) for in truth, says he, I took Magnes for too hon­est a man, and un­fit for the busi­ness.

					The evid­ence was plain and home, and the Court, without any hes­it­a­tion, brought them in Guilty.

				

				

				
					
						Wil­li­am Church, Phil. Haak, James White, Nich. Brattle, Hugh Riddle, Wil­li­am Thomas, Tho. Roberts, Jo. Richards, Jo. Cane, R. Wood, R. Scot, Wm. Dav­is­on, Sam. Mor­well, Ed­ward Evans, Wm. Guineys, and 18 French­men.

					
					The four first of these pris­on­ers, it was evid­ent to the court, served as mu­sic on board the pir­ate, were forced lately from the sev­er­al mer­chant ships they be­longed to; and that they had, dur­ing this con­fine­ment, an un­easy life of it, hav­ing some­times their fiddles, and of­ten their heads broke, only for ex­cus­ing them­selves, or say­ing they were tired, when any fel­low took it in his head to de­mand a tune.

					The oth­er Eng­lish had been a very few days on board the pir­ate, only from Why­dah to Cape Lopez, and no cap­ture or rob­bery done by them in that time. And the French­men were brought with a design to re­con­duct their own ship (or the Little Ranger in ex­change) to Why­dah Road again, and were used like pris­on­ers; neither quarter’d nor suffered to carry arms. So that the court im­me­di­ately ac­qui­esced in, Ac­quit­ting them.

				

				

				
					
						Tho. Sut­ton, Dav­id Sympson, Chris­toph­er Moody, Phil. Bill, R. Hardy, Hen. Den­nis, Dav­id rice, Wm. Wil­li­ams, R. Har­ris, Geo. Smith, Ed. Watts, Jo. Mitchell and James Bar­row.

					
					The evid­ence against these pris­on­ers, were Ger­et de Haen, Mas­ter of the Flush­ing­ham, taken nigh Ax­im, the be­gin­ning of Janu­ary last.

					Benj. Kreft Mas­ter, and James Groet Mate of the Ger­truycht, taken nigh Ga­bon in Decem­ber last, and Mr. Castel, Wing­field and oth­ers, that had been pris­on­ers with the pir­ates.

					The former de­posed, that all these pris­on­ers (ex­cept­ing Hardy) were on board at the rob­bery and plun­der of their ships, be­hav­ing in a vile out­rageous man­ner, put­ting them in bod­ily fears, some­times for the ship, and some­times for them­selves; and in par­tic­u­lar, Kreft charged it on Sut­ton, that he had ordered all their gun­ner’s stores out; on which that pris­on­er presently in­ter­rup­ted, and said, he was per­jured, that he had not taken half. A reply, I be­lieve, not de­signed as any saucy way of jest­ing, but to give their be­ha­viour an ap­pear­ance of more hu­man­ity than the Dutch would al­low.

					From Mr. Castel, Wing­field and oth­ers, they were proved to be dis­tin­guished men, men who were con­sul­ted as chiefs in all en­ter­prises; be­longed most of them to the House of Lords, (as they call’d it,) and could carry an au­thor­ity over oth­ers. The former said, par­tic­u­larly of Hardy, (Quarter­mas­ter of the Ranger,) that when the Di­li­gence sloop was taken, (whereto he be­longed,) none was busier in the plun­der, and was the very man who scuttled and sunk that ves­sel.

					From some of the pris­on­ers ac­quit­ted, it was farther de­man­ded, wheth­er the ac­cept­ance or re­fus­al of any of­fice was not in their own op­tion? And it was de­clared, that every of­ficer was chose by a ma­jor­ity of votes, and might re­fuse, if he pleased, since oth­ers gladly em­braced what brought with it an ad­di­tion­al share of prize. Guilty.

				

				

				The court on the 31st of March, re­manded the fol­low­ing six be­fore them, for sen­tence, viz. Dav. Sympson, Wm. Magnes, R. Hardy, Thomas Sut­ton, Chris­toph­er Moody, and Valen. Ash­plant.

				To whom the pres­id­ent spoke to the fol­low­ing pur­pose;

				
					The crime of pir­acy, of which all of ye have been justly con­victed, is of all oth­er rob­ber­ies the most ag­grav­at­ing and in­hu­mane, in that be­ing re­moved from the fears of sur­prise, in re­mote and dis­tant parts, ye do in wan­ton­ness of power of­ten add cruelty to theft.

					Pir­ates un­moved at dis­tress or poverty, not only spoil and rob, but do it from men needy, and who are pur­chas­ing their live­li­hoods thro’ haz­ards and dif­fi­culties, which ought rather to move com­pas­sion; and what is still worse, do of­ten, by per­sua­sion or force, en­gage the in­con­sid­er­ate part of them, to their own and fam­il­ies’ ru­in, re­mov­ing them from their wives and chil­dren, and by that, from the means that should sup­port them from misery and want.

					To a trad­ing na­tion, noth­ing can be so de­struct­ive as pir­acy, or call for more ex­em­plary pun­ish­ment; be­sides, the na­tion­al re­flec­tion it in­fers: it cuts off the re­turns of in­dustry, and those plen­ti­ful im­port­a­tions that alone can make an is­land flour­ish­ing; and it is your ag­grav­a­tion, that ye have been the chiefs and rulers in these li­centious and law­less prac­tices.

					How­ever, con­trary to the meas­ures ye have dealt, ye have been heard with pa­tience, and though little has, or pos­sibly could, have been said in ex­cuse or ex­ten­u­ation of your crimes, yet char­ity makes us hope that a true and sin­cere re­pent­ance (which we heart­ily re­com­mend) may en­title ye to mercy and for­give­ness, after the sen­tence of the law has taken place, which now re­mains upon me to pro­nounce.

					
						
							You Dav. Simpson, Wil­li­am Magnes, R. Hardy, Tho. Sut­ton, Chris­toph­er Moody, and Val. Ash­plant

						
						Ye, and each of you, are ad­judged and sen­tenced, to be car­ried back to the place from whence ye came, from thence to the place of ex­e­cu­tion, without the gates of this castle, and there with­in the flood-marks, to be hanged by the neck till ye are dead.

						After this, ye, and each of you shall be taken down, and your bod­ies hanged in chains.

					

				

				
					
						War­rant for Ex­e­cu­tion

					
					Pur­su­ant to the sen­tence giv­en on Sat­urday, by the court of ad­mir­alty, at Cape Corso Castle, against Dav. Simpson, Wm. Magnes, R. Hardy, Tho. Sut­ton, Chris­toph­er Moody, and Valentine Ash­plant

					You are hereby dir­ec­ted to carry the afore­said mal­efact­ors to the place of ex­e­cu­tion, without the gates of this castle, to­mor­row morn­ing at nine of the clock, and there with­in the flood-marks, cause them to be hanged by the neck till they are dead, for which, this shall be your war­rant. Giv­en un­der my hand, this 2nd day of April 1722.

					
						To Joseph Gor­dyn, Prov­ost-Mar­shal

						Mungo Heard­man

						The bod­ies re­move in chains, to the gib­bets already erec­ted on the ad­ja­cent hil­locks.

						
							M. H.
						

					
				

				

				
					
						Wil­li­am Phil­lips

					
					It ap­peared by the evid­ence of Cap­tain Jo. Tra­hern, and George Fenn, Mate of the King So­lomon, that this pris­on­er was boat­swain of the same ship, when she was at­tacked and taken off Cape Apol­lo­nia, the 6th of Janu­ary last, by the pir­ates’ boat.

					When the boat drew nigh, (they say,) it was judged from the num­ber of men in her, that they were pir­ates, and be­ing hailed, answered, de­fi­ance; at which the com­mand­er snatched a mus­ket from one of his men, and fired, ask­ing them at the same time, wheth­er they would stand by him, to de­fend the ship? But the pir­ates re­turn­ing a vol­ley, and cry­ing out, they would give no quar­ters if any res­ist­ance was made; this pris­on­er took upon him to call out for quar­ters, without the mas­ter’s con­sent, and misled the rest to the lay­ing down their arms, and giv­ing up the ship, to half the num­ber of men, and in an open boat. It was fur­ther evid­ent he be­came, after this, a vo­lun­teer amongst them. First, be­cause he was presently very for­ward and brisk, in rob­bing the ship King So­lomon, of her pro­vi­sions and stores. Secondly, be­cause he en­deav­oured to have his cap­tain ill used; and lastly, be­cause he had con­fessed to Fenn, that he had been ob­liged to sign their art­icles that night, (a pis­tol be­ing laid on the table, to sig­ni­fy he must do it, or be shot,) when the whole ap­peared to be an un­truth from oth­er evid­ence, who also as­ser­ted his be­ing armed in the ac­tion against the Swal­low.

					In an­swer to this, he first ob­served upon the un­hap­pi­ness of be­ing friend­less in this part of the world, which, else­where, by wit­ness­ing to the hon­esty of his former life, would, he be­lieved, in a great meas­ure, have in­val­id­ated the wrong evid­ence had been giv­en of his be­ing a vo­lun­teer with the pir­ates. He owns in­deed, he made no ap­plic­a­tion to his cap­tain, to in­ter­cede for a dis­charge, but ex­cuses it with say­ing, he had a dis­like to him, and there­fore was sure that such ap­plic­a­tion would have avail’d him noth­ing.

					The court ob­served the pre­tences of this, and oth­er of the pir­ates, of a pis­tol and their art­icles be­ing served up in a dish to­geth­er, or of their be­ing mis­used and forced from an hon­est ser­vice, was of­ten a com­plot­ment of the parties, to render them less sus­pec­ted of those they came from, and was to an­swer the end of be­ing put in a news­pa­per or af­fi­davit: and the pir­ates were so gen­er­ous as not to re­fuse a com­pli­ment to a broth­er that cost them noth­ing, and, at the same time, se­cured them the best hands; the best I call them, be­cause such a de­pend­ence made them act more boldly. Guilty.

				

				
					
						Harry Glasby, Mas­ter

					
					There ap­pear­ing sev­er­al per­sons in Court, who had been taken by Roberts’ ship, where­of the pris­on­er was mas­ter, their evid­ence was ac­cep­ted as fol­lows.

					Jo. Tra­hern, Com­mand­er of the King So­lomon, de­posed, the pris­on­er, in­deed, to act as mas­ter of the pir­ate ship (while he was un­der re­straint there) but was ob­served like no mas­ter, every­one obey­ing at dis­cre­tion, of which he had taken no­tice, and com­plained to him, how hard a con­di­tion it was, to be a chief among brutes; and that he was weary of his life, and such oth­er ex­pres­sions, (now out of his memory,) as show’d in him a great dis­in­clin­a­tion to that course of liv­ing.

					Jo. Wing­field, a pris­on­er with them at Calab­ar, says the same, as to the qual­ity he ac­ted in, but that he was civil bey­ond any of them, and ver­ily be­lieves, that when the brig­antine he served on board of, as a factor for the Afric­an Com­pany, was voted to be burnt, this man was the in­stru­ment of pre­vent­ing it, ex­press­ing him­self with a great deal of sor­row, for this and the like ma­li­cious roguer­ies of the com­pany he was in; that to him showed, he had ac­ted with re­luct­ancy, as one who could not avoid what he did. He adds fur­ther, that when one Hamilton, a sur­geon, was taken by them, and the art­icles about to be im­posed on him, he op­posed, and pre­ven­ted it. And that Hunter, an­oth­er sur­geon, among them, was cleared at the pris­on­er’s in­stance and per­sua­sion; from which last, this de­pon­ent had it as­sured to him, that Glasby had once been un­der sen­tence of death, on board of them, with two more, for en­deav­our­ing an es­cape in the West In­dies, and that the oth­er two were really shot for it.

					Eliza­beth Trengrove, who was taken a pas­sen­ger in the Afric­an Com­pany’s ship Onslow, strengthen’d the evid­ence of the last wit­ness; for hav­ing heard a good char­ac­ter of this Glasby, she en­quired of the quarter­mas­ter, who was then on board a-rob­bing, wheth­er or no she could see him? And he told her, no; they nev­er ven­tured him from the ship, for he had once en­deav­oured his es­cape, and they had ever since con­tin­ued jeal­ous of him.

					Ed­ward Crisp, Cap­tain Trengrove, and Cap­tain Sharp, who had all been taken in their turns, ac­know­ledge for them­selves and oth­ers, who had un­luck­ily fallen in­to those pir­ates hands, that the good us­age they had met with, was chiefly thro’ the pris­on­er’s means, who of­ten in­ter­posed, for leav­ing suf­fi­cient stores and in­stru­ments on board the ships they had robbed, al­leging, they were su­per­flu­ous and un­ne­ces­sary there.

					James White, whose busi­ness was mu­sic, and was on the poop of the pir­ate ship in time of ac­tion with the Swal­low, de­posed, that dur­ing the en­gage­ment, and de­fence she made, he nev­er saw the pris­on­er busied about the guns, or giv­ing or­ders, either to the load­ing or fir­ing of them; but that he wholly at­ten­ded to the set­ting, or trim­ming, of the sails, as Roberts com­manded; and that in the con­clu­sion, he ver­ily be­lieved him to be the man who pre­ven­ted the ship’s be­ing blown up, by set­ting trusty sen­tinels be­low, and op­pos­ing him­self against such hot­headed fel­lows as had pro­cured lighted matches, and were go­ing down for that pur­pose.

					Isaac Sun, Lieu­ten­ant of the man-of-war, de­posed, that when he came to take pos­ses­sion of the prize, in the King’s boat, he found the pir­ates in a very dis­trac­ted and di­vided con­di­tion; some be­ing for blow­ing up, and oth­ers (who per­haps sup­posed them­selves least culp­able) op­pos­ing it: that in this con­fu­sion he en­quired for the pris­on­er, of whom he had be­fore heard a good char­ac­ter; and thinks he rendered all the ser­vice in his power, for pre­vent­ing it; in par­tic­u­lar, he un­der­stood by all hands, that he had seized, and taken, from one James Philips, a lighted match, at the in­stant he was go­ing down to the magazine, swear­ing, that he should send them all to H——l to­geth­er. He had heard also, that after Roberts was killed, the pris­on­er ordered the col­ours to be struck; and had since shown, how op­pos­ite his prac­tice and prin­ciples had been, by dis­cov­er­ing who were the greatest rogues among them.

					The pris­on­er, in his own de­fence, says, when he had the mis­for­tune of fall­ing in­to the pir­ates’ hands, he was chief mate of the Samuel, of Lon­don, Cap­tain Cary; and when he had hid him­self, to pre­vent the design of car­ry­ing him away, they found him, and beat and threw him over­board. Sev­en days af­ter­wards, upon his ob­ject­ing against, and re­fus­ing to sign their art­icles, he was cut and abus’d again: that though after this he in­gra­ti­ated him­self, by a more humble car­riage, it was only to make life easy; the shares they had giv­en him, hav­ing been from time to time re­turned again to such pris­on­ers as fell in his way; till of late, in­deed, he had made a small re­ser­va­tion, and had de­sired Cap­tain Loan to take two or three moidores from him, to carry to his wife. He was once taken, he says, at mak­ing his es­cape, in the West In­dies, and, with two more, sen­tenced to be shot for it, by a drunk­en jury; the lat­ter ac­tu­ally suffered, and he was pre­served only by one of the chief pir­ates tak­ing a sud­den lik­ing to him, and bul­ly­ing the oth­ers. A second time he ran away at His­pa­ni­ola, car­ry­ing a pock­et com­pass, for con­duct­ing him through the woods; but that be­ing a most des­ol­ate and wild part of the is­land he fell upon, and he ig­nor­ant how to dir­ect his course, was ob­liged, after two or three days wan­der­ing, to re­turn to­wards the ship again, deny­ing with egre­gious oaths, the design he was charg’d with, for fear they should shoot him. From this time he hopes it will be some ex­ten­u­ation of his fault, that most of the ac­quit­ted pris­on­ers can wit­ness, they en­ter­tained jeal­ousies of him, and Roberts would not ad­mit him in­to his secrets; and with­al, that Cap­tain Cary, (and four oth­er pas­sen­gers with him) had made af­fi­davit of his hav­ing been forced from his em­ploy, which though he could not pro­duce, yet he humbly hoped the court would think highly prob­able from the cir­cum­stances offered.

					On the whole, the court was of opin­ion artists had the best pre­ten­sion to the plea of force, from the ne­ces­sity pir­ates are some­times un­der of en­ga­ging such, and that many parts of his own de­fence had been con­firmed by the evid­ence, who had as­ser­ted he ac­ted with re­luct­ance, and had ex­pressed a con­cern and trouble for the little hopes re­mained to him, of ex­tric­at­ing him­self. That he had used all pris­on­ers (as they were called) well, at the haz­ard of ill us­age to him­self. That he had not in any mil­it­ary ca­pa­city as­sisted their rob­ber­ies. That he had twice en­deav­oured his es­cape, with the ut­most danger. Ac­quit­ted him.

				

				
					
						Cap­tain James Skyrm

					
					It ap­peared from the evid­ence of sev­er­al pris­on­ers ac­quit­ted, that this Skyrm com­manded the Ranger, in that de­fence she made against the King’s ship; that he ordered the men to their quar­ters, and the guns to be loaded and fired, hav­ing a sword in his hand, to en­force those com­mands; and beat such to their duty whom he es­pied any way neg­li­gent or back­ward. That al­though he had lost a leg in the ac­tion, his tem­per was so warm, as to re­fuse go­ing off the deck, till he found all was lost.

					In his de­fence, he says, he was forced from a mate’s em­ploy on board a sloop call’d the Grey­hound, of St. Chris­toph­er’s, Oct. 1720. The pir­ate hav­ing drubbed him, and broke his head, only for of­fer­ing to go away when that sloop was dis­missed. Cus­tom and suc­cess had since in­deed blun­ted, and, in some meas­ure, worn out the sense of shame; but that he had really for sev­er­al months past been sick, and dis­qual­i­fied for any duty, and though Roberts had forced him on this ex­ped­i­tion much against his will, yet the evid­ence must be sens­ible, the title of cap­tain gave him no pree­m­in­ence, for he could not be obeyed, though he had of­ten called to them, to leave off their fire, when he per­ceived it to be the King’s ship.

					The sick­ness he al­leged, but more es­pe­cially the cir­cum­stance of los­ing his leg, were ag­grav­a­tions of his fault, show­ing him more alert on such oc­ca­sions, than he was now will­ing to be thought: as to the name of cap­tain, if it were al­lowed to give him no pre­ced­ence out of battle, yet here it was proved a title of au­thor­ity; such an au­thor­ity as could dir­ect an en­gage­ment against the King’s col­ours, and there­fore he was in the highest de­gree, Guilty.

				

				
					
						John Walden

					
					Cap­tain John Tra­hern, and George Fenn, de­posed, the pris­on­er to be one of the num­ber, who, in an open boat, pir­at­ic­ally as­sailed, and took their ship, and was re­mark­ably busy at mis­chief, hav­ing a poleaxe in his hand, which served him in­stead of a key, to all the lock’d doors and boxes he come nigh: also in par­tic­u­lar, he cut the cable of our ship, when the oth­er pir­ates were will­ing, and busied at heav­ing up the an­chor, say­ing, Cap­tain, what sig­ni­fies this trouble of yo-hope and strain­ing in hot weath­er; there are more an­chors at Lon­don, and be­sides, your ship is to be burnt.

					Wil­li­am Smith, (a pris­on­er ac­quit­ted,) says Walden was known among the pir­ates mostly, by the nick­name of Miss Nan­ney (iron­ic­ally it’s pre­sumed from the hard­ness of his tem­per) that he was one of the twenty who vol­un­tar­ily came on board the Ranger, in the chase she made out after the Swal­low, and by a shot from that ship, lost his leg; his be­ha­viour in the fight, till then, be­ing bold and dar­ing.

					The pres­id­ent, called for Harry Glasby, and bid him re­late a char­ac­ter of the pris­on­er, and what cus­tom was among them, in re­la­tion to these vol­un­tary ex­ped­i­tions, out of their prop­er ship; and this of go­ing on board the Ranger, in par­tic­u­lar.

					And he gave in for evid­ence, that the pris­on­er was looked on as a brisk hand, (i.e. as he farther ex­plained it, a stanch pir­ate, a great rogue) that when the Swal­low first ap­peared in sight, every­one was will­ing to be­lieve her a Por­tuguese, be­cause sug­ar was very much in de­mand, and had made some jar­ring and dis­sen­tion between the two com­pan­ies, (the For­tune’s people drink­ing punch, when the Ranger’s could not) that Roberts, on sight of the Swal­low, hailed the new Ranger, and bid them right ship, and get un­der sail; there is, says he, sug­ar in the off­ing, bring it in, that we may have no more mum­bling; or­der­ing at the same time the word to be pass’d among the crew, who would go to their as­sist­ance, and im­me­di­ately the boat was full of men, to trans­port them­selves.

					
						
							
									Pres­id­ent
									Then every­one that goes on board of any prize, does it vol­un­tar­ily? Or were there here any oth­er reas­ons for it?
							

							
									H. Glasby
									
									Every man is com­monly called by list, and in­sists, in his turn, to go on board of a prize, be­cause they then are al­lowed a shift of clothes, (the best they can find) over and above the di­vidend from the rob­bery, and this they are so far from be­ing com­pelled to, that it of­ten be­comes the oc­ca­sion of con­test and quar­rel amongst them: but in the present, or such­like cases, where there ap­pears a pro­spect of trouble, the lazy and timer­ous are of­ten will­ing to de­cline this turn, and yield to their bet­ters, who thereby es­tab­lish a great­er cred­it.

									The pris­on­er, and the rest of those men who went from the For­tune on board the Ranger, to as­sist in this ex­ped­i­tion, were vo­lun­teers, and the trusti­est men among us.

								
							

							
									Pres­id­ent
									Were there no jeal­ousies of the Ranger’s leav­ing you in this chase, or at any oth­er time, in or­der to sur­render?
							

							
									H. Glasby
									Most of the Ranger’s crew were fresh men, men who had been enter’d only since their be­ing on the coast of Guinea, and there­fore had not so lib­er­al a share in fresh pro­vi­sions, or wine, as the For­tune’s people, who thought they had born the bur­den and heat of the day, which had giv­en oc­ca­sion in­deed to some grumblings and whis­pers, as though they would take an op­por­tun­ity to leave us, but we nev­er sup­posed (if they did) it would be with any oth­er design then set­ting up for them­selves, they hav­ing (many of them) be­haved with great­er sever­ity than the old stand­ers.
							

						
					

					The pris­on­er ap­peared un­daun­ted, and rather so­li­cit­ous, about rest­ing his stump, than giv­ing any an­swer to the Court, or mak­ing any de­fence for him­self, till called upon; then he re­lated in a care­less, or rather hope­less man­ner, the cir­cum­stances of his first en­trance, be­ing forced, he said, out of the bless­ing of Lem­ming­ton, at New­found­land, about 12 months past; this, he is sure, most of the old pir­ates knew, and that he was for some time as sick of the change as any man; but cus­tom and ill com­pany had altered him, own­ing very frankly, that he was at the at­tack, and tak­ing of the King So­lomon, that he did cut her cable, and that none were forced on those oc­ca­sions.

					As to the last ex­ped­i­tion in the Ranger, he con­fesses he went on board of her, but that it was by Robert’s or­der; and in the chase loaded one gun, to bring her to, but when he saw it was a bite, he de­clared to his com­rades, that it was not worth while to res­ist, for­bore fir­ing, and as­sisted to reeve the braces, in or­der, if they could, to get away, in which sort of ser­vice he was busied, when a shot from the man-of-war took off his leg: and be­ing asked, that sup­pos­ing the chase had proved a Por­tuguese? Why then, says he, I dont know what I might have done, in­tim­at­ing with­al, that every­body then would have been ready enough at plun­der­ing. Guilty.

				

				
					
						Peter Scudamore

					
					Harry Glasby, Jo. Wing­field, and Nich­olas Brattle, de­pose thus much, as to his be­ing a vo­lun­teer with the pir­ates, from Capt. Rolls, at Calab­ar. First, that he quar­relled with Moody, (one of the heads of the gang) and fought with him, be­cause he op­posed his go­ing, ask­ing Rolls, in a leer­ing man­ner, wheth­er he would not be so kind, as to put him in­to the gaz­ette, when he came home. And, at an­oth­er time, when he was go­ing from the pir­ate ship, in his boat, a tor­nado arose, I wish, says he, the ras­cal may be drowned, for he is a great rogue, and has en­deav­oured to do me all the ill of­fices he could among these gen­tle­men, (i.e. pir­ates.)

					And secondly, that he had signed the pir­ate’s art­icles with a great deal of alac­rity, and glor­ied in hav­ing been the first sur­geon that had done so, (for be­fore this, it was their cus­tom to change their sur­geons, when they de­sired it, after hav­ing served a time, and nev­er ob­liged them to sign, but he was re­solved to break thro’ this, for the good of those who were to fol­low,) swear­ing im­me­di­ately upon it, he was now, he hoped, as great a rogue as any of them.

					Cap­tain Jo. Tra­hern, and George Fenn, his mate, de­posed, the pris­on­er to have taken out of the King So­lomon, their sur­geon’s cap­it­al in­stru­ments, some medi­cines, and a back­gam­mon table; which lat­ter be­came the means of a quar­rel between one Win­con, and he, whose prop­erty they should be, and were yiel­ded to the pris­on­er.

					Jo. Sharp, mas­ter of the Eliza­beth, heard the pris­on­er ask Roberts leave to force Comry, his sur­geon, from him, which was ac­cord­ingly done, and with him, car­ried also some of the ship’s medi­cines: but what gave a fuller proof of the dis­hon­esty of his prin­ciples, was, the treach­er­ous design he had formed of run­ning away with the prize, in her pas­sage to Cape Corso, though he had been treated with all hu­man­ity, and very un­like a pris­on­er, on ac­count of his em­ploy and bet­ter edu­ca­tion, which had rendred him less to be sus­pec­ted.

					Child, (ac­quit­ted) de­pos’d, that in their pas­sage from the is­land of St. Thomas, in the For­tune prize, this pris­on­er was sev­er­al times tempt­ing him, in­to meas­ures of rising with the Negroes, and killing the Swal­low’s people, show­ing him, how eas­ily the white men might be de­mol­ished, and a new com­pany raised at An­gola, and that part of the coast, for, says he, I un­der­stand how to nav­ig­ate a ship, and can soon teach you to steer; and is it not bet­ter to do this, than to go back to Cape Corso, and be hanged and sun-dryed? To which the de­pon­ent reply­ing, he was not afraid of be­ing hanged, Scudamore bid him be still, and no harm should come to him; but be­fore the next day-even­ing, which was the de­signed time of ex­ecut­ing this pro­ject, the de­pon­ent dis­covered it to the of­ficer, and as­sured him, Scudamore had been talk­ing all the pre­ced­ing night to the Negroes, in An­golan lan­guage.

					Isaac Bur­net heard the pris­on­er ask James Har­ris, a pir­ate, (left with the wounded in the prize,) wheth­er he was will­ing to come in­to the pro­ject of run­ning away with the ship, and en­deav­our the rais­ing of a new com­pany, but turned the dis­course to horse-ra­cing, as the de­pon­ent crept nigh­er; he ac­quain­ted the of­ficer with what he had heard, who kept the people un­der arms all night, their ap­pre­hen­sions of the Negroes not be­ing ground­less; for many of them hav­ing lived a long time in this pir­at­ic­al way, were, by the thin com­mons they were now re­duced to, as ripe for mis­chief as any.

					The pris­on­er in his de­fence said, he was a forced man from Cap­tain Rolls, in Oc­to­ber last, and if he had not shown such a con­cern as be­came him, at the al­ter­a­tion, he must re­mark the oc­ca­sion to be, the dis­agree­ment and enmity between them; but that both Roberts, and Val. Ash­plant, threat’ned him in­to sign­ing their art­icles, and that he did it in ter­ror.

					The King So­lomon, and Eliza­beth medi­cine chest, he owns he plundered, by or­der of Hunter, the then chief sur­geon, who, by the pir­ates’ laws, al­ways dir­ects in this province, and Mr. Child, (though ac­quit­ted) had by the same or­ders taken out a whole French medi­cine chest, which he must be sens­ible for me, as well as for him­self, we neither of us dared to have denied; it was their be­ing the prop­er judges, made so un­grate­ful an of­fice im­posed. If after this he was elec­ted chief sur­geon him­self, both Comry and Wilson were set up also, and it might have been their chance to have car­ried it, and as much out of their power to have re­fused.

					As to the at­tempt of rising and run­ning away with the prize, he denies it al­to­geth­er as un­true; a few fool­ish words, but only by way of sup­pos­i­tion, that if the Negroes should take it in their heads (con­sid­er­ing the weak­ness, and ill lookout that was kept;) it would have been an easy mat­ter, in his opin­ion for them to have done it; but that he en­cour­aged such a thing, was false, his talk­ing to them in the An­golan lan­guage, was only a way of spend­ing his time, and try­ing his skill to tell twenty, he be­ing in­cap­able of fur­ther talk. As to his un­der­stand­ing nav­ig­a­tion, he had fre­quently ac­know­ledg’d it to the de­pon­ent child, and won­ders he should now so cir­cum­stan­ti­ate this skill against him. Guilty.

				

				
					
						Robert John­son

					
					It ap­peared to the Court, that the pris­on­er was one of the twenty men, in that boat of the pir­ates, which af­ter­wards robb’d the King So­lomon, at an an­chor near Cape Apol­lo­nia: that all pir­ates on this, and the like ser­vice, were vo­lun­teers, and he, in par­tic­u­lar, had con­tested his go­ing on board a second time, though out of his turn.

					The pris­on­er in his de­fence, called for Harry Glasby, who wit­nessed to his be­ing so very drunk, when he first came among their crew, that they were forced to hoist him out of one ship in­to the oth­er, with a tackle, and there­fore without his con­sent; but had since been a trusty man, and was placed to the helm, in that run­ning battle they made with the Swal­low.

					He in­sisted for him­self like­wise, on Cap­tain Turn­er’s af­fi­davit of his be­ing forced, on which oth­ers (his ship­mates) had been cleared.

					The court con­sid­er­ing the par­ti­al­ity that might be ob­jec­ted in ac­quit­ting one, and con­demning an­oth­er of the same stand­ing, thought sit to re­mark it as a clear testi­mony of their in­teg­rity, that their care and in­dul­gence to each man, in al­low­ing his par­tic­u­lar de­fence, was to ex­empt from the rigour of the law, such, who it must be al­lowed, would have stood too promis­cu­ously con­demned, if they had not been heard upon any oth­er fact than that of the Swal­low; and herein what could bet­ter dir­ect them, than a char­ac­ter and be­ha­viour from their own as­so­ci­ates; for though a vol­un­tary entry with the pir­ates may be doubt­ful, yet his con­sequent ac­tions are not, and it is not so ma­ter­i­al how a man comes among pir­ates, as how he acts when he is there. Guilty.

				

				
					
						George Wilson

					
					John Sharp, mas­ter of the Eliza­beth, in which ship the pris­on­er was pas­sen­ger, and fell a second time in­to the pir­ates’ hands, de­poses, that he took the said Wilson off from Ses­tos, on this coast, pay­ing to the Negroes for his ransom, the value of three pound five shil­lings in goods, for which he had taken a note, that he thought he had done a char­it­able act in this, till meet­ing with one Cap­tain Can­ning, he was ask’d, why he would re­lease such a rogue as Wilson was? For that he had been a vo­lun­teer with the pir­ates, out of John Tarlton. And when the de­pon­ent came to be a pris­on­er him­self, he found Thomas, the broth­er of this John Tarlton, a pris­on­er with the pir­ates also, who was im­me­di­ately on Wilson’s in­stig­a­tion, in a most sad man­ner mis­used and beat, and had been shot, through the fury and rage of some of those fel­lows, if the town-side, (i.e. Liv­er­pool) men, had not hid him in a stay­sail, un­der the bow­sprit; for Moody and Harp­er, with their pis­tols cock’d, searched every corner of the ship to find him, and came to this de­pon­ent’s ham­mock, whom they had like fatally to have mis­taken for Tarlton, but on his call­ing out, they found their er­ror, and left him with this com­fort­able ano­dyne, that he was the hon­est fel­low who brought the doc­tor. At com­ing away, the pris­on­er asked about his note, wheth­er the pir­ates had it or no? Who not be­ing able read­ily to tell, he reply’d, it’s no mat­ter Mr. Sharp, I be­lieve I shall hardly ever come to Eng­land to pay it.

					Adam Comry, sur­geon of the Eliza­beth, says, that al­though the pris­on­er had, on ac­count of his in­dis­pos­i­tion and want, re­ceived many ci­vil­it­ies from him, be­fore meet­ing with the pir­ates, he yet un­der­stood it was thro’ his and Scudamore’s means, that he had been com­pelled among them: the pris­on­er was very alert and cheer­ful, he says, at meet­ing with Roberts, hailed him, told him he was glad to see him, and would come on board presently, bor­row­ing of the de­pon­ent a clean shirt and draw­ers, for his bet­ter ap­pear­ance and re­cep­tion; he signed their art­icles will­ingly, and used ar­gu­ments with him to do the same, say­ing, they should make their voy­age in eight months, to Brazil, share 6 or 700 £ a man, and then break up. Again, when the crew came to an elec­tion of a chief sur­geon, and this de­pon­ent was set up with the oth­ers, Wilson told him, he hoped he should carry it from Scudamore, for that a quarter share (which they had more than oth­ers) would be worth look­ing after; but the de­pon­ent missed the prefer­ment, by the good­will of the Ranger’s people, who, in gen­er­al, voted for Scudamore, to get rid of him, (the chief sur­geon be­ing al­ways to re­main with the com­modore.)

					It ap­peared like­wise by the evid­ence of Cap­tain Jo. Tra­hern, Tho. Castel, and oth­ers, who had been taken by the pir­ates, and thence had op­por­tun­it­ies of ob­serving the pris­on­ers’ con­duct, that he seem’d thor­oughly sat­is­fy’d with that way of life, and was par­tic­u­larly in­tim­ate with Roberts; they of­ten scoff­ing at the men­tion of a man-of-war, and say­ing, if they should meet with any of the turnip-man’s ships, they would blow up, and go to H—ll to­geth­er. Yet set­ting aside these silly freaks, to re­com­mend him­self, his lazi­ness had got him many en­emies, even Roberts told him, (on the com­plaint of a wounded man, whom he had re­fused to dress) that he was a double rogue, to be there a second time, and threat’ned to cut his ears off.

					The evid­ence fur­ther as­sured the court, from Cap­tain Thomas Tarlton, that the pris­on­er was taken out of his broth­er’s ship, some months be­fore, a first time, and be­ing for­ward to ob­lige his new com­pany, had presently ask’d for the pir­ates’ boat, to fetch the medi­cine chest away; when the wind and cur­rent prov­ing too hard to con­tend with, they were drove on­shore at Cape Mont­ser­rado.

					The pris­on­er called for Wil­li­am Darling, and Samuel Mor­well, (ac­quit­ted) and Nich­olas But­ler.

					Wil­li­am Darling de­posed, the first time the pris­on­er fell in­to their hands, Roberts mis­took him for Jo. Tarlton the Mas­ter, and be­ing in­formed it was the sur­geon who came to rep­res­ent him, (then in­dis­posed,) he presently swore he should be his mess­mate, to which Wilson reply’d, he hop’d not, he had a wife and child, which the oth­er laughed at; and that he had been two days on board, be­fore he went in that boat, which was drove on­shore at Cape Mont­ser­rado. And at his second com­ing, in the Eliza­beth, he heard Roberts or­der he should be brought on board in the first boat.

					Samuel Mor­well says, that he has heard him be­wail his con­di­tion, while on board the pir­ate, and de­sired one Thomas, to use his in­terest with Roberts, for a dis­charge, say­ing, his em­ploy, and the little for­tune he had left at home, would, he hop’d, ex­empt him the fur­ther trouble of seek­ing his bread at sea.

					Nich­olas But­ler, who had re­mained with the pir­ates about 48 hours, when they took the French ships at Why­dah, de­poses, that in this space the pris­on­er ad­dressed him in the French lan­guage, sev­er­al times, de­plor­ing the wretched­ness and ill for­tune of be­ing con­fined in such com­pany.

					The pris­on­er de­sir­ing liberty of two or three ques­tions, ask’d, wheth­er or no he had not ex­pos­tu­lated with Roberts, for a reas­on of his ob­li­ging sur­geons to sign their art­icles, when here­to­fore they did not; wheth­er he had not ex­pressed him­self glad of hav­ing formerly es­caped from them? Wheth­er he had not said, at tak­ing the ships in Why­dah Road, that he could like the sport, were it law­ful? And wheth­er if he had not told him, should the com­pany dis­charge any sur­geon, that he would in­sist on it as his turn? The de­pon­ent answered, yes, to every ques­tion sep­ar­ately; and fur­ther, that he be­lieves Scudamore had not seen Wilson when he first came and found him out of the Eliza­beth.

					He ad­ded, in his own de­fence, that be­ing sur­geon with one John Tarlton, of Liv­er­pool, he was met a first time on this coast of Guinea, by Roberts the pir­ate; who, after a day or two, told him, to his sor­row, that he was to stay there, and ordered him to fetch his chest, (not medi­cines, as as­ser­ted,) which op­por­tun­ity he took to make his es­cape; for the boat’s crew hap­pen­ing to con­sist of five French and one Eng­lish­man, all as will­ing as him­self, they agreed to push the boat on­shore, and trust them­selves with the Negroes of Cape Mont­ser­rado: haz­ard­ous, not only in re­spect of the dan­ger­ous seas that run there, but the in­hu­man­ity of the nat­ives, who some­times take a lik­ing to hu­mane car­casses. Here he re­mained five months, till Thomas Tarlton, broth­er to his cap­tain chanced to put in the road for trade, to whom he rep­res­en­ted his hard­ships and starving con­di­tion; but was, in an un­chris­ti­an man­ner, both re­fused a re­lease of this cap­tiv­ity, or so much as a small sup­ply of bis­cuit and salt meat, be­cause, as he said, he had been among the pir­ates. A little time after this, the mas­ter of a French ship paid a ransom for him, and took him off; but, by reas­on of a nasty leper­ous in­dis­pos­i­tion he had con­trac­ted by hard and bad liv­ing, was, to his great mis­for­tune set ashore at Ses­tos again, when Cap­tain Sharp met him, and gen­er­ously pro­cured his re­lease in the man­ner him­self has re­lated, and for which he stands in­fin­itely ob­liged.—That ill luck threw him a second time in­to the pir­ate’s hands, in this ship Eliza­beth, where he met Thomas Tarlton, and thought­lessly used some re­proaches of him, for his severe treat­ment at Mont­ser­rado; but protests without design his words should have had so bad a con­sequence; for Roberts took upon him, as a dis­penser of justice, the cor­rec­tion of Mr. Tarlton, beat­ing him un­mer­ci­fully; and he hopes it will be be­lieved, con­trary to any in­ten­tion of his it should so hap­pen, be­cause as a stranger he might be sup­posed to have no in­flu­ence, and be­lieves there were some oth­er motives for it.—He can­not re­mem­ber he ex­pressed him­self glad to see Roberts this second time, or that he dropped those ex­pres­sions about Comry, as are sworn; but if im­ma­tur­ity of judg­ment had oc­ca­sioned him to slip rash and in­ad­vert­ent words, or that he had paid any un­due com­pli­ments to Roberts, it was to in­gra­ti­ate him­self, as every pris­on­er did, for a more civil treat­ment, and in par­tic­u­lar to pro­cure his dis­charge, which he had been prom­ised, and was afraid would have been re­voked, if such a per­son as Comry did not re­main there to sup­ply his room; and of this, he said, all the gen­tle­men (mean­ing the pir­ates) could wit­ness for him.

					He urged also his youth in ex­cuse for his rash­ness.—The first time he had been with them (only a month in all,) and that in no mil­it­ary em­ploy; but in par­tic­u­lar, the ser­vice he had done in dis­cov­er­ing the design the pir­ates had to rise in their pas­sage on board the Swal­low. Guilty.

					But ex­e­cu­tion res­pited till the King’s pleas­ure be known, be­cause the com­mand­er of the Swal­low had de­clared, the first no­tice he re­ceived of this design of the pir­ates to rise, was from him.

				

				
					
						Ben­jamin Jef­ferys

					
					By the de­pos­itions of Glasby and Lil­bourn (ac­quit­ted) against this pris­on­er, it ap­peared, that his drunk­en­ness was what at first de­tained him from go­ing away in his prop­er ship, the Nor­man gal­ley; and next morn­ing, for hav­ing been ab­us­ive in his drink, say­ing to the pir­ates, there was not a man amongst them, he re­ceived for a wel­come, six lashes from every per­son in the ship, which dis­ordered him for some weeks, but on re­cov­ery was made boat­swain’s mate; the serving of which, or any of­fice on board a pir­ate, is at their own op­tion, (though elec­ted,) be­cause oth­ers are glad to ac­cept what brings an ad­di­tion­al share in prize.

					The de­pon­ents fur­ther say, that at Si­erra Le­one every man had more es­pe­cially the means of es­cap­ing; and that this pris­on­er, in par­tic­u­lar, neg­lected it, and came off from that place after their ship was un­der sail, and go­ing out of the river.

					The pris­on­er, in his de­fence, protests, he was at first forc’d; and that the of­fice of boat­swain’s mate was im­posed on him, and what he would have been glad to have re­lin­quish’d. That the bar­bar­ous whip­ping he had re­ceived from the pir­ates at first, was for telling them, that none who could get their bread in an hon­est way, would be on such an ac­count. And he had cer­tainly taken the op­por­tun­ity which presen­ted at Si­erra Le­one, of rid­ding him­self from so dis­taste­ful a life, if there had not been three or four of the old pir­ates on­shore at the same time, who, he ima­gined, must know of him, and would doubt­less have served him the same, if not worse, than they since had done Wil­li­am Wil­li­ams; who, for such a design, be­ing de­livered up by the treach­er­ous nat­ives, had re­ceived two lashes thro’ the whole ship’s com­pany.

					The court ob­served, the ex­cuses of these pir­ates, about want of means to es­cape, was of­ten­times as poor and evas­ive as their pleas of be­ing forced at first; for here, at Si­erra Le­one, every man had his liberty on­shore, and it was evid­ent, might have kept it, if he, or they, had so pleased. And such are fur­ther culp­able, who hav­ing been in­tro­duced in­to the so­ci­ety, by such un­civil meth­ods, as whip­ping, or beat­ing, neg­lect less likely means of re­gain­ing liberty; it shows strong in­clin­a­tions to dis­hon­esty, and they stand in­ex­cus­ably, Guilty.

				

				
					
						Jo. Mans­field

					
					It was proved against this pris­on­er, by Cap­tain Tra­hern and George Fenn, that he was one of those vo­lun­teers who was at the at­tack and rob­bery of the com­pany’s ship, called the King So­lomon: that he bully’d well among them who dar’d not make any reply, but was very easy with his friends, who knew him; for Moody, on this oc­ca­sion, took a large glass from him, and threatened to blow his brains out, (a fa­vour­ite phrase with these pir­ates) if he muttered at it.

					From oth­ers ac­quit­ted, it like­wise ap­peared, that he was at first a vo­lun­teer among them, from an is­land call’d Domin­ica, in the West In­dies, and had to re­com­mend him­self, told them, he was a desert­er from the Rose man-of-war, and be­fore that, had been on the high­way; he was al­ways drunk, they said, and so bad at the time they met with the Swal­low, that he knew noth­ing of the ac­tion, but came up va­pour­ing with his cut­lash, after the For­tune had struck her col­ours, to know who would go on board the prize; and it was some time be­fore they could per­suade him in­to the truth of their con­di­tion.

					He could say little in de­fence of him­self, ac­know­ledg’d this lat­ter part of drunk­en­ness; a vice, he says, that had too great a share in en­snar­ing him in­to this course of life, and had been a great­er motive with him than gold. Guilty.

				

				
					
						Wil­li­am Dav­is

					
					Wil­li­am Al­len de­posed, he knew this pris­on­er at Si­erra Le­one, be­long­ing to the Ann gal­ley; that he had a quar­rel with, and beat the mate of that ship, for which (as he said) be­ing afraid to re­turn to his duty, he con­sor­ted to the idle cus­toms and ways of liv­ing among the Negroes, from whom he re­ceived a wife, and un­grate­fully sold her, one even­ing, for some punch to quench his thirst. After this, hav­ing put him­self un­der the pro­tec­tion of Mr. Plun­ket, gov­ernor there for the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany: the re­la­tions and friends of the wo­man, ap­ply’d to him for re­dress, who im­me­di­ately sur­rendered the pris­on­er, and told them, he did not care if they took his head off; but the Negroes wisely judging it would not fetch so good a price, they sold him in his turn again to Sei­gnior Jossee, a Chris­ti­an black, and nat­ive of that place; who ex­pec­ted and agreed for two years ser­vice from him, on con­sid­er­a­tion of what he had dis­bursed, for the re­demp­tion of the wo­man: but long be­fore the ex­pir­a­tion of this time, Roberts came in­to Si­erra Le­one River, where the pris­on­er, (as Sei­gnior Jossee as­sured the de­pon­ent,) entered a vo­lun­teer with them.

					The de­pon­ent fur­ther cor­rob­or­ates this part of the evid­ence; in that he be­ing ob­liged to call at Cape Mount, in his pas­sage down hith­er, met there with two desert­ers from Roberts’ ship, who as­sured him of the same; and that the pir­ates did design to turn Dav­is away the next op­por­tun­ity, as an idle good-for-noth­ing fel­low.

					From Glasby and Lil­bourn, it was evid­ent, that every pir­ate, while they stay’d at Si­erra Le­one, went on­shore at dis­cre­tion. That Roberts had of­ten as­sured Mr. Glyn and oth­er traders, at that place, that he would force nobody; and in short, there was no oc­ca­sion for it; in par­tic­u­lar, the pris­on­er’s row­mate went away, and thinks, he might have done the same, if he had pleased.

					The pris­on­er al­leged his hav­ing been de­tained against his will, and says, that re­turn­ing with ele­phants’ teeth for Si­erra Le­one, the pir­ate’s boat pur­sued and brought him on board, where he was kept on ac­count of his un­der­stand­ing the pi­lot­age and nav­ig­a­tion of that river.

					It was ob­vi­ous to the Court, not only how frivol­ous ex­cuses of con­straint and force were among these people, at their first com­men­cing pir­ates, but also it was plain to them, from these two desert­ers, met at Cape Mount, and the dis­cre­tion­al man­ner they lived in, at Si­erra Le­one; thro’ how little dif­fi­culty sev­er­al of them did, and oth­ers might, have es­caped af­ter­wards, if they could but have ob­tained their own con­sents for it. Guilty.

				

				This is the sub­stance of the tri­als of Roberts’ crew, which may suf­fice for oth­ers, that oc­cur in this book. The fore­go­ing lists, shows, by a * be­fore the names, who were con­demn’d; those names with a † were re­ferred for tri­al to the Mar­shalsea, and all the rest were ac­quit­ted.

				
					The fol­low­ing pir­ates were ex­ecuted, ac­cord­ing to their sen­tence, without the gates of Cape Corso Castle, with­in the flood-marks, viz.
					
						
								Men’s Names
								Years

							of Age
								Hab­it­a­tions.
						

					
					
						
								Wil­li­am Magnes
								35
								Mine­head.
						

						
								Richard Hardy
								25
								Wales.
						

						
								Dav­id Sympson
								36
								North Ber­wick.
						

						
								Chris­toph­er Moody
								28
								—
						

						
								Thomas Sut­ton
								23
								Ber­wick.
						

						
								Valentine Ash­plant
								32
								Minor­ies.
						

						
								Peter de Vine
								42
								Stepney.
						

						
								Wil­li­am Philips
								29
								Lower Shad­well.
						

						
								Philip Bill
								27
								St. Thomas
						

						
								Wil­li­am Main
								28
								—
						

						
								Wil­li­am Mack­in­tosh
								21
								Can­ter­bury.
						

						
								Wil­li­am Wil­li­ams
								40
								nigh Ply­mouth.
						

						
								Robert Haws
								31
								Yar­mouth.
						

						
								Wil­li­am Petty
								30
								Dept­ford.
						

						
								John Jayn­son
								22
								nigh Lan­caster.
						

						
								Mar­cus John­son
								21
								Smyrna.
						

						
								Robert Crow
								44
								Isle of Man.
						

						
								Mi­chael Maer
								41
								Ghent.
						

						
								Daniel Hard­ing
								26
								Crooms­bury in Somer­set­shire.
						

						
								Wil­li­am Fernon
								22
								Somer­set­shire.
						

						
								Jo. More
								19
								Meer in Wilt­shire.
						

						
								Ab­ra­ham Harp­er
								23
								Bris­tol.
						

						
								Jo. Park­er
								22
								Win­fred in Dor­set­shire.
						

						
								Jo. Philips
								28
								Al­lo­way in Scot­land.
						

						
								James Cle­m­ents
								20
								Jer­sey.
						

						
								Peter Scudamore
								35
								Bris­tol.
						

						
								James Skyrm
								44
								Wales.
						

						
								John Walden
								24
								Somer­set­shire
						

						
								Jo. Steph­en­son
								40
								Whitby.
						

						
								Jo. Mans­field
								30
								Orkneys.
						

						
								Is­rael Hynde
								30
								Bris­tol.
						

						
								Peter Les­ley
								21
								Ab­er­deen.
						

						
								Charles Bunce
								26
								Ex­eter.
						

						
								Robert Birtson
								30
								Oth­er St. Mar­ies Devon­shire.
						

						
								Richard Har­ris
								45
								Corn­wall.
						

						
								Joseph Nos­iter
								26
								Sad­bury in Devon­shire.
						

						
								Wil­li­am Wil­li­ams
								30
								Speech­less at Ex­e­cu­tion.
						

						
								Agge Jac­ob­son
								30
								Hol­land.
						

						
								Ben­jamin Jef­ferys
								21
								Bris­tol.
						

						
								Cuth­bert Goss
								21
								Top­sham.
						

						
								John Jes­sup
								20
								Ply­mouth.
						

						
								Ed­ward Watts
								22
								Dun­more.
						

						
								Thomas Giles
								26
								Mine­head
						

						
								Wil­li­am Wood
								27
								York.
						

						
								Thomas Arm­strong
								34
								Lon­don, ex­ecuted on board the Wey­mouth.
						

						
								Robert John­son
								32
								at Why­dah.
						

						
								George Smith
								25
								Wales.
						

						
								Wil­li­am Watts
								23
								Ire­land
						

						
								James Philips
								35
								An­ti­gua.
						

						
								John Cole­man
								24
								Wales.
						

						
								Robert Hays
								20
								Liv­er­pool.
						

						
								Wil­li­am Dav­is
								23
								Wales.
						

					
				

				The re­mainder of the pir­ates, whose names are un­der men­tioned, upon their humble pe­ti­tion to the Court, had their sen­tence changed from death, to sev­en years ser­vitude, con­form­able to our sen­tence of trans­port­a­tion; the pe­ti­tion is as fol­lows.

				
					
						To the hon­our­able the pres­id­ent and judges of the court of ad­mir­alty, for try­ing of pir­ates, sit­ting at Cape Corso Castle; the 20th day of April, 1722

						The humble pe­ti­tion of Thomas How, Samuel Fletch­er, etc.

					
					Humbly showeth,

					That your pe­ti­tion­ers be­ing un­hap­pily, and un­war­ily drawn in­to that wretched and de­test­able crime of pir­acy, for which they now stand justly con­demned, they most humbly pray the clem­ency of the court, in the mit­ig­a­tion of their sen­tence, that they may be per­mit­ted to serve the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany of Eng­land, in this coun­try for sev­en years, in such a man­ner as the court shall think prop­er; that by their just pun­ish­ment, be­ing made sens­ible of the er­ror of their former ways, they will for the fu­ture be­come faith­ful sub­jects, good ser­vants, and use­ful in their sta­tions, if it please the Almighty to pro­long their lives.

					
						And your pe­ti­tion­ers, as in duty, etc.

					
				

				
					
						The res­ol­u­tion of the court was,

					
					That the pe­ti­tion­ers have leave by this court of ad­mir­alty, to in­ter­change in­den­tures with the cap­tain gen­er­al of the Gold Coast, for the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany, for sev­en years ser­vitude, at any of the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany’s set­tle­ments in Africa, in such man­ner as he the said cap­tain gen­er­al shall think prop­er.

					On Thursday the 26th day of April, the in­den­tures be­ing all drawn out, ac­cord­ing to the grant made to the pe­ti­tion­ers, by the court held on Fri­day the 20th of this in­stant; each pris­on­er was sent for up, signed, sealed and ex­changed them in the pres­ence of

					
						Cap­tain Mungo Heard­man, Pres­id­ent,

						James Phipps, Esq.;

						Mr. Ed­ward Hyde,

						Mr. Charles Fan­shaw,

						And Mr. John Atkins, Re­gister

					
				

				
					
						A Copy of the In­den­ture

						The in­den­ture of a per­son con­demned to serve abroad for pir­acy, which, upon the humble pe­ti­tion of the pir­ates therein men­tioned, was most mer­ci­fully gran­ted by his Im­per­i­al Majesty’s com­mis­sion­ers and judges ap­poin­ted to hold a court of ad­mir­alty, for the tri­al of pir­ates at Cape Corso Castle, in Africa, upon con­di­tion of serving sev­en years, and oth­er con­di­tions, are as fol­lows, viz.

					
					This in­den­ture made the twenty-sixth day of April, An­no Regni Re­gis Geor­gii Mag­nae Brit­an­ni­ae, etc. Sep­timo, Domini, Mil­lessimo, Sep­cen­tessimo Vi­ginti Duo, between Ro­ger Scot, late of the city of Bris­tol mar­iner, of the one part, and the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany of Eng­land, their cap­tain gen­er­al and com­mand­er in chief, for the time be­ing, on the oth­er part, wit­nes­seth, that the said Ro­ger Scot, doth hereby cov­en­ant, and agree to, and with, the said Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany, their cap­tain gen­er­al, and com­mand­er in chief for the time be­ing, to serve him, or his law­ful suc­cessors, in any of the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany’s set­tle­ments on the coast of Africa, from the day of the date of these presents, to the full term of sev­en years, from hence next en­su­ing, fully to be com­plete and ended; there to serve in such em­ploy­ment, as the said cap­tain gen­er­al, or his suc­cessors shall em­ploy him; ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of the coun­try in like kind.

					In con­sid­er­a­tion where­of, the said cap­tain gen­er­al, and com­mand­er in chief doth cov­en­ant and agree, to, and with, the said Ro­ger Scot, to find and al­low him meat, drink, ap­par­el and lodging, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of the coun­try.

					In wit­ness where­of, the parties afore­said, to these presents, have in­ter­changably put their hands and seals, the day and year first above writ­ten.

					
						Signed, sealed and de­livered, in the pres­ence of us, at Cape Corso Castle, in Africa, where no stamp’d pa­per was to be had.

						Mungo Heard­man, Pres­id­ent, Wit­ness

						John Atkins, Re­gister, Wit­ness

					
				

				
					
						In like man­ner was Drawn Out and ex­changed the In­den­tures Of

					
					
							
							Thomas How of Barn­stable, in the county of Devon.

						

							
							Samuel Fletch­er Samuel Fletch­er of East Smith­field, Lon­don.

						

							
							John Lane of Lom­bard Street, Lon­don.

						

							
							Dav­id Little­john of Bris­tol.

						

							
							John King of Shad­well Par­ish, Lon­don.

						

							
							Henry Den­nis of Bid­di­ford.

						

							
							Hugh Har­ris of Corf Castle, Devon­shire.

						

							
							Wil­li­am Taylor of Bris­tol.

						

							
							Thomas Owen of Bris­tol.

						

							
							John Mitchell of Shad­well Par­ish, Lon­don.

						

							
							Joshua Lee of Liv­er­pool.

						

							
							Wil­li­am Shur­in of Wap­ping Par­ish, Lon­don.

						

							
							Robert Hartley of Liv­er­pool.

						

							
							John Griffin of Black­wall, Middle­sex.

						

							
							James Cromby of Lon­don, Wap­ping.

						

							
							James Green­ham of Marsh­field, Gloucester­shire.

						

							
							John Horn of St. James’ Par­ish, Lon­don.

						

							
							John Jes­sup of Wis­bich, Cam­bridge­shire.

						

							
							Dav­id Rice of Bris­tol.

						

					

				

				None of which, I hear, are now liv­ing, two oth­ers, viz. George Wilson and Thomas Oughter­launey, were res­pited from ex­e­cu­tion, till His Majesty’s pleas­ure should be known; the former dy’d abroad, and the lat­ter came home, and re­ceived His Majesty’s par­don; the ac­count of the whole stands thus,

				
					
						
								
								Ac­quit­ted,

							
								
								74

							
						

						
								
								Ex­ecuted,

							
								
								52

							
						

						
								
								Res­pited,

							
								
								2

							
						

						
								
								To Ser­vitude

							
								
								20

							
						

						
								
								To the Mar­shalsea

							
								
								17

							
						

						
								Kill’d
								in the Ranger,
								10
						

						
								in the For­tune,
								3
						

						
								Dy’d
								in the pas­sage to Cape Corso,
								15
						

						
								af­ter­wards in the Castle,
								4
						

						
								Negroes in both Ships,
								70
						

					
					
						
								Total,
								276
						

					
				

				I am not ig­nor­ant how ac­cept­able the be­ha­viour and dy­ing words of mal­efact­ors are to the gen­er­al­ity of our coun­try­men, and there­fore shall de­liv­er what oc­curr’d, worthy of no­tice, in the be­ha­viour of these crim­in­als.

				The first six that were called to ex­e­cu­tion, were Magnes, Moody, Sympson, Sut­ton, Ash­plant, and Hardy; all of them old stand­ers and no­tori­ous of­fend­ers: when they were brought out of the hold, on the parade, in or­der to break off their fet­ters, and fit the hal­ters; none of them, it was ob­served, ap­peared the least de­jec­ted, un­less Sut­ton, who spoke faint, but it was rather im­puted to a flux that had seiz’d him two or three days be­fore, than fear. A gen­tle­man, who was sur­geon of the ship, was so char­it­able at this time, to of­fer him­self in the room of an or­din­ary, and rep­res­en­ted to them, as well as he was able, the hein­ous­ness of their sin, and ne­ces­sity which lay on them of re­pent­ance; one par­tic­u­lar part of which ought to be, ac­know­ledging the justice they had met with. They seem’d heed­less for the present, some call­ing for wa­ter to drink, and oth­ers ap­ply­ing to the sol­diers for caps, but when this gen­tle­man press’d them for an an­swer, they all ex­claim’d against the sever­ity of the court, and were so harden’d, as to curse, and wish the same justice might over­take all the mem­bers of it, as had been dealt to them. They were poor rogues, they said, and so hang’d, while oth­ers, no less guilty in an­oth­er way, es­caped.

				When he en­deav­oured to com­pose their minds, ex­hort­ing them to die in char­ity with all the world, and would have di­ver­ted them from such vain dis­course, by ask­ing them their coun­try, age, and the like; some of them answered, “What was that to him, they suffered the law, and should give no ac­count but to God;” walk­ing to the gal­lows without a tear, in token of sor­row for their past of­fences, or show­ing as much con­cern as a man would ex­press at trav­el­ling a bad road; nay, Sympson, at see­ing a wo­man that he knew, said, “he had lain with that b—h three times, and now she was come to see him hang’d.” And Hardy, when his hands were ty’d be­hind him, (which happened from their not be­ing ac­quain­ted with the way of bring­ing mal­efact­ors to ex­e­cu­tion,) ob­served, “that he had seen many a man hang’d, but this way of the hands be­ing ty’d be­hind them, he was a stranger to, and nev­er saw be­fore in his life.” I men­tion these two little in­stances, to show how stu­pid and thought­less they were of their end, and that the same aban­doned and rep­rob­ate tem­per that had car­ried them thro’ their roguer­ies, abided with them to the last.

				Samuel Fletch­er, an­oth­er of the pir­ates ordered for ex­e­cu­tion, but re­prieved, seem’d to have a quick­er sense of his con­di­tion; for when he saw those he was al­lot­ted with gone to ex­e­cu­tion, he sent a mes­sage by the prov­ost mar­shal to the court, to be “in­form’d of the mean­ing of it, and humbly de­sir’d to know wheth­er they design’d him mercy, or not? If they did, he stood in­fin­itely ob­lig’d to them, and thought the whole ser­vice of his life an in­com­pet­ent re­turn for so great a fa­vour; but that if he was to suf­fer, the soon­er the bet­ter, he said, that he might be out of his pain.”

				There were oth­ers of these pir­ates the re­verse of this, and though des­ti­tute of min­is­ters, or fit per­sons to rep­res­ent their sins, and as­sist them with spir­itu­al ad­vice, were yet al­ways em­ploy­ing their time to good pur­poses, and be­haved with a great deal of seem­ing de­vo­tion and pen­it­ence; among these may be reck­on’d Scudamore, Wil­li­ams, Philips, Steph­en­son, Jef­ferys, Les­ley, Harp­er, Arm­strong, Bunce, and oth­ers.

				Scudamore too lately dis­cerned the folly and wicked­ness of the en­ter­prise, that had chiefly brought him un­der sen­tence of death, from which, see­ing there was no hopes of es­cap­ing, he pe­ti­tioned for two or three days re­prieve, which was gran­ted; and for that time ap­ply’d him­self in­cess­antly to pray­er, and read­ing the scrip­tures, seem’d to have a deep sense of his sins, of this in par­tic­u­lar, and de­sired, at the gal­lows, they would have pa­tience with him, to sing the first part of the Thirty-First Psalm; which he did by him­self through­out.

				Arm­strong, hav­ing been a desert­er from His Majesty’s ser­vice, was ex­ecuted on board the Wey­mouth, (and the only one that was;) there was nobody to press him to an ac­know­ledge­ment of the crime he died for, nor of sor­row­ing in par­tic­u­lar for it, which would have been ex­em­plary, and made suit­able im­pres­sions on sea­men; so that his last hour was spent in lament­ing and be­wail­ing his sins in gen­er­al, ex­hort­ing the spec­tat­ors to an hon­est and good life, in which alone they could find sat­is­fac­tion. In the end, he de­sir’d they would join with him in singing two or three lat­ter verses of the 140th Psalm; and that be­ing con­cluded, he was, at the fir­ing of a gun, tric’d up at the fore-yard-arm.

				Bunce was a young man, not above 26 years old, but made the most pathet­ic­al speech of any at the gal­lows. He first de­claim’d against the gil­ded baits of power, liberty, and wealth, that had en­snar’d him among the pir­ates, his un­ex­per­i­enc’d years not be­ing able to with­stand the tempta­tion; but that the briskness he had shown, which so fatally had pro­cured him fa­vour amongst them, was not so much a fault in prin­ciple, as the live­li­ness and vi­va­city of his nature. He was now ex­tremely af­flic­ted for the in­jur­ies he had done to all men, and begg’d theirs and God’s for­give­ness, very earn­estly ex­hort­ing the spec­tat­ors to re­mem­ber their Cre­at­or in their youth, and guard be­times, that their minds took not a wrong bi­as, con­clud­ing with this apt simil­it­ude, that he stood there as a beacon upon a rock, (the gal­lows stand­ing on one) to warn erring mar­iners of danger.

			
		
	
		
			
				X

				Of Cap­tain An­stis, and His Crew

			
			Thomas An­stis ship’d him­self at Provid­ence in the year 1718, aboard the Buck sloop, and was one of six that con­spired to­geth­er to go off a-pir­at­ing with the ves­sel; the rest were, How­el Dav­is, Roberts’ pre­de­cessor, killed at the is­land of Prince’s; Den­nis Top­ping, killed at the tak­ing of the rich Por­tuguese ship on the coast of Brazil; Wal­ter Kennedy, hanged at ex­e­cu­tion dock, and two oth­ers, which I for­bear to name, be­cause, I un­der­stand they are at this day em­ploy’d in an hon­est vo­ca­tion in the city.

			What fol­lowed con­cern­ing An­stis’ pir­acies, has been in­cluded in the two pre­ced­ing chapters; I shall only ob­serve that the com­bin­a­tion of these six men above­men­tioned, was the be­gin­ning of that com­pany, that af­ter­wards proved so for­mid­able un­der Cap­tain Roberts, from whom An­stis sep­ar­ated the 18th of April 1721, in the Good For­tune brig­antine, leav­ing his com­modore to pur­sue his ad­ven­tures upon the coast of Guinea, whilst he re­turned to the West In­dies, upon the like design.

			About the middle of June, these pir­ates met with one Cap­tain Mar­ston, between His­pa­ni­ola and Ja­maica, bound on a voy­age to New York; from whom they took all the wear­ing ap­par­el they could find, as also his li­quors and pro­vi­sion, and five of his men, but did not touch his cargo; two or three oth­er ves­sels were also plundered by them, in this cruise, out of whom they stocked them­selves with pro­vi­sion and men; among the rest, I think, was the Ir­win, Cap­tain Ross, from Cork in Ire­land; but this I won’t be pos­it­ive of, be­cause they denied it them­selves. This ship had 600 bar­rels of beef aboard, be­sides oth­er pro­vi­sions, and was taken off Mar­ti­nique, wherein Col­on­el Doyly of Mont­ser­rat, and his fam­ily were pas­sen­gers. The col­on­el was very much ab­used and wounded, for en­deav­our­ing to save a poor wo­man, that was also a pas­sen­ger, from the in­sults of that bru­tish crew; and the pir­ates pre­vail­ing, twenty-one of them forced the poor creature suc­cess­ively, af­ter­wards broke her back and flung her in­to the sea. I say, I will not be pos­it­ive it was An­stis’ crew that ac­ted this un­heard of vi­ol­ence and cruelty, though the cir­cum­stances of the place, the time, the force of the ves­sel, and the num­ber of men, do all con­cur, and I can place the vil­lainy nowhere else; but that such a fact was done, there is too much evid­ence for it to be doubted of.

			When they thought fit to put an end to this cruise, they went in­to one of the is­lands to clean, which they ef­fected without any dis­turb­ance, and came out again, and stretch­ing away to­wards Ber­muda, met with a stout ship, called the Morn­ing Star, bound from Guinea to Car­o­lina; they made prize of her, and kept her for their own use. In a day or two, a ship from Bar­ba­dos bound to New York, fell in­to their hands, and tak­ing out her guns and tackle, moun­ted the Morn­ing Star with 32 pieces of can­non, mann’d her with a 100 men, and ap­poin­ted one John Fenn cap­tain; for the brig­antine be­ing of far less force, the Morn­ing Star would have fallen to An­stis, as eld­er of­ficer, yet he was so in love with his own ves­sel, (she be­ing an ex­cel­lent sail­or,) that he made it his choice to stay in her, and let Fenn, who was, be­fore, his gun­ner, com­mand the great ship.

			Now, that they had two good ships well mann’d, it may be sup­posed they were in a con­di­tion to un­der­take some­thing bold: but their gov­ern­ment was dis­turbed by mal­con­tents, and a king­dom di­vided with­in it­self can­not stand; they had such a num­ber of new men amongst them, that seem’d not so vi­ol­ently in­clined for the game; that whatever the cap­tain pro­posed, it was cer­tainly car­ried against him, so that they came to no fix’d res­ol­u­tion for the un­der­tak­ing any en­ter­prise; there­fore there was noth­ing to be done, but to break up the com­pany, which seemed to be the in­clin­a­tion of the ma­jor­ity, but the man­ner of do­ing so, con­cerned their com­mon safety; to which pur­pose vari­ous means were pro­posed, at length it was con­cluded to send home a pe­ti­tion to His Majesty (there be­ing then no act of in­dem­nity in force) for a par­don, and wait the is­sue; at the same time one Jones, boat­swain of the Good For­tune, pro­posed a place of safe re­treat, it be­ing an un­in­hab­ited is­land near Cuba, which he had been used to in the late war, when he went a pri­vat­eer­ing against the Span­iards.

			This be­ing ap­proved of, it was un­an­im­ously re­solved on, and the un­der­writ­ten pe­ti­tion drawn up and signed by the whole com­pany in the man­ner of what they call a round-robin, that is, the names were writ in a circle, to avoid all ap­pear­ance of pree­m­in­ence, and lest any per­son should be mark’d out by the gov­ern­ment, as a prin­cip­al rogue among them.

			
				To his most sac­red Majesty George, by the grace of God, of Great Bri­tain, France and Ire­land, King, De­fend­er of the Faith, etc.

				The humble pe­ti­tion of the com­pany, now be­long­ing to the ship Morn­ing Star, and brig­antine Good For­tune, ly­ing un­der the ig­no­mini­ous name and de­nom­in­a­tion of pir­ates.

				Humbly showeth,

				That we your Majesty’s most loy­al sub­jects, have, at sun­dry times, been taken by Bartho­lomew Roberts, the then cap­tain of the above­said ves­sels and com­pany, to­geth­er with an­oth­er ship, in which we left him; and have been forced by him and his wicked ac­com­plices, to enter in­to, and serve, in the said com­pany, as pir­ates, much con­trary to our wills and in­clin­a­tions: and we your loy­al sub­jects ut­terly ab­hor­ing and de­test­ing that im­pi­ous way of liv­ing, did, with an un­an­im­ous con­sent, and con­trary to the know­ledge of the said Roberts, or his ac­com­plices, on, or about the 18th day of April 1721, leave, and ran away with the afore­said ship Morn­ing Star, and brig­antine Good For­tune, with no oth­er in­tent and mean­ing than the hopes of ob­tain­ing your Majesty’s most gra­cious par­don. And, that we your Majesty’s most loy­al sub­jects, may with more safety re­turn to our nat­ive coun­try, and serve the na­tion, un­to which we be­long, in our re­spect­ive ca­pa­cit­ies, without fear of be­ing pro­sec­uted by the in­jured, whose es­tates have suffered by the said Roberts and his ac­com­plices, dur­ing our for­cible de­tain­ment, by the said com­pany: we most humbly im­plore your Majesty’s most roy­al as­sent, to this our humble pe­ti­tion.

				
					And your pe­ti­tion­ers shall ever pray.

				
			

			This pe­ti­tion was sent home by a mer­chant ship bound to Eng­land, from Ja­maica, who prom­ised to speak with the pe­ti­tion­ers, in their re­turn, about 20 leagues to wind­ward of that is­land, and let them know what suc­cess their pe­ti­tion met with. When this was done, the pir­ates re­tires to the is­land be­fore pro­posed, with the ship and brig­antine.

			This is­land (which I have no name for) lies off the south­w­est end of Cuba, un­in­hab­ited, and little fre­quen­ted. On the east end is a la­goon, so nar­row, that a ship can but just go in, though there’s from 15 to 22 foot wa­ter, for al­most a league up: on both sides of the la­goon grows red man­grove trees, very thick, that the en­trance of it, as well as the ves­sels lay­ing there, is hardly to be seen. In the middle of the is­land are here and there a small thick wood of tall pines, and oth­er trees scattered about in dif­fer­ent places.

			Here they stayed about nine months, but not hav­ing pro­vi­sion for above two, they were forced to take what the is­land af­forded, which was fish of sev­er­al sorts, par­tic­u­larly turtle, which lat­ter was the chiefest food they lived on, and was found in great plenty on the coasts of this is­land; wheth­er there might be any wild hogs, beef, or oth­er cattle, com­mon to sev­er­al is­lands of the West In­dies, or that the pir­ates were too idle to hunt them, or wheth­er they pre­ferr’d oth­er pro­vi­sions to that sort of diet, I know not; but I was in­formed by them, that for the whole time they eat not a bit of any kind of flesh-meat, nor bread; the lat­ter was sup­ply’d by rice, of which they had a great quant­ity aboard: this was boil’d and squeez’d dry, and so eat with the turtle.

			There are three or four sorts of these creatures in the West In­dies, the largest of which will weight 150 or 200 pound weight or more, but those that were found upon this is­land were of the smal­lest kind, weigh­ing 10 or 12 pounds each, with a fine nat­ur­al wrought shell, and beau­ti­fully clouded; the meat sweet and tender, some part of it eat­ing like chick­en, some like veal, etc. so that it was no ex­traordin­ary hard­ship for them to live upon this pro­vi­sion alone, since it af­fords vari­ety of meats to the taste, of it­self. The man­ner of catch­ing this fish is very par­tic­u­lar; you must un­der­stand, that in the months of May, June and Ju­ly, they lay their eggs in or­der to hatch their young, and this three times in a sea­son, which is al­ways in the sand of the sea­shore, each lay­ing 80 or 90 eggs at a time. The male ac­com­pan­ies the fe­male, and come ashore in the night only, when they must be watch’d, without mak­ing any noise, or hav­ing a light; as soon as they land, the men that watch for them, turn them on their backs, then haul them above high wa­ter mark, and leave them till next morn­ing, where they are sure to find them, for they can’t turn again, nor move from the place. It is to be ob­serv’d, that be­sides their lay­ing time, they come ashore to feed, but then what’s very re­mark­able in these creatures, they al­ways re­sort to dif­fer­ent places to breed, leav­ing their usu­al haunts for two or three months, and ’tis thought they eat noth­ing in all that sea­son.

			They pass’d their time here in dan­cing, and oth­er di­ver­sions, agree­able to these sort of folks; and among the rest, they ap­poin­ted a mock court of ju­dicature to try one an­oth­er for pir­acy, and he that was a crim­in­al one day was made Judge an­oth­er.—I had an ac­count giv­en me of one of these merry tri­als, and as it ap­peared di­vert­ing, I shall give the read­ers a short ac­count of it.

			The court and crim­in­als be­ing both ap­poin­ted, as also coun­cil to plead, the judge got up in a tree, and had a dirty taur­paul­in hung over his shoulders; this was done by way of robe, with a thrum cap on his head, and a large pair of spec­tacles upon his nose: thus equipp’d, he settled him­self in his place, and abund­ance of of­ficers at­tend­ing him be­low, with crows, hand­spikes, etc. in­stead of wands, tip­staves, and such­like. ———The crim­in­als were brought out, mak­ing a thou­sand sour faces; and one who ac­ted as at­tor­ney gen­er­al opened the charge against them; their speeches were very lac­onick, and their whole pro­ceed­ings con­cise. We shall give it by way of dia­logue.

			
				
					
							
							At­torn. Gen.
						
							An’t please your lord­ship, and you gen­tle­men of the jury, here is a fel­low be­fore you that is a sad dog, a sad sad dog; and I humbly hope your lord­ship will or­der him to be hang’d out of the way im­me­di­ately. ——— He has com­mit­ted pir­acy upon the high seas, and we shall prove, an’t please your lord­ship, that this fel­low, this sad dog be­fore you, has es­cap’d a thou­sand storms, nay, has got safe ashore when the ship has been cast away, which was a cer­tain sign he was not born to be drown’d; yet not hav­ing the fear of hanging be­fore his eyes, he went on rob­bing and rav­ish­ing man, wo­man and child, plun­der­ing ships car­goes fore and aft, burn­ing and sink­ing ship, bark and boat, as if the dev­il had been in him. But this is not all, My Lord, he has com­mit­ted worse vil­lain­ies than all these, for we shall prove, that he has been guilty of drink­ing small beer; and your lord­ship knows, there nev­er was a sober fel­low but what was a rogue. ——— My Lord, I should have spoke much finer than I do now, but that, as your lord­ship knows our rum is all out, and how should a man speak good law that has not drank a dram. ——— How­ever, I hope, your lord­ship will or­der the fel­low to be hang’d.
					

					
							Judge
							——— Har­kee me, sir­rah ——— you lousy, pit­ti­ful, ill-look’d dog; what have you to say why you should not be tuck’d up im­me­di­ately, and set a sun-dry­ing like a scare­crow? ——— Are you guilty, or not guilty?
					

					
							Pris.
							Not guilty, an’t please Your Wor­ship.
					

					
							Judge
							Not guilty! say so again, sir­rah, and I’ll have you hang’d without any tri­al.
					

					
							Pris.
							An’t please Your Wor­ship’s hon­our, My Lord, I am as hon­est a poor fel­low as ever went between stem and stern of a ship, and can hand, reef, steer, and clap two ends of a rope to­geth­er, as well as e’er a he that ever cross’d salt wa­ter; but I was taken by one George Brad­ley [the name of him that sat as judge,] a no­tori­ous pir­ate, a sad rogue as ever was un­hang’d, and he forc’d me, an’t please your hon­our.
					

					
							Judge
							An­swer me, sir­rah, ——— how will you be try’d?
					

					
							Pris.
							By G—— and my coun­try.
					

					
							Judge
							The dev­il you will. ——— Why then, gen­tle­men of the jury, I think we have noth­ing to do but to pro­ceed to judg­ment.
					

					
							
							At­tor. Gen.
						
							Right, My Lord; for if the fel­low should be suf­fer’d to speak, he may clear him­self, and that’s an af­front to the court.
					

					
							Pris.
							Pray, My Lord, I hope your lord­ship will con­sider ———
					

					
							Judge
							Con­sider! ——— How dare you talk of con­sid­er­ing? ——— sir­rah, sir­rah, I nev­er con­sider’d in all my life. ——— I’ll make it treas­on to con­sider.
					

					
							Pris.
							But, I hope, your lord­ship will hear some reas­on.
					

					
							Judge
							D’ye hear how the scoun­drel prates? ——— What have we to do with reas­on? ——— I’d have you to know, ras­cal, we don’t sit here to hear reas­on; ——— we go ac­cord­ing to law. ——— Is our din­ner ready?
					

					
							
							At­tor. Gen.
						
							Yes, My Lord.
					

					
							Judge
							Then hark’ee, you ras­cal at the bar; hear me, sir­rah, hear me. ——— You must suf­fer, for three reas­ons; first, be­cause it is not fit I should sit here as judge, and nobody be hang’d. ——— Secondly, you must be hang’d, be­cause you have a damn’d hanging look: ——— And thirdly, you must be hang’d, be­cause I am hungry; for know, sir­rah, that ’tis a cus­tom, that whenev­er the judge’s din­ner is ready be­fore the tri­al is over, the pris­on­er is to be hang’d of course.—There’s law for you, ye dog. ——— So take him away goaler.
					

				
			

			This is the tri­al just as it was re­lated to me; the design of my set­ting it down, is only to show how these fel­lows can jest upon things, the fear and dread of which, should make them tremble.

			The be­gin­ning of Au­gust 1722, the pir­ates made ready the brig­antine, and came out to sea, and beat­ing up to wind­ward, lay in the track for their cor­res­pond­ant in her voy­age to Ja­maica, and spoke with her; but find­ing noth­ing was done in Eng­land in their fa­vour, as ’twas ex­pec­ted, they re­turn’d to their con­sorts at the is­land with the ill news, and found them­selves un­der a ne­ces­sity, as they fan­cied, to con­tin­ue that ab­om­in­able course of life they had lately prac­tis’d; in or­der thereto, they sail’d with the ship and brig­antine to the south­ward, and the next night, by in­tol­er­able neg­lect, they run the Morn­ing Star upon the Grand Cay­man, and wreck’d her; the brig­antine see­ing the fate of her con­sort, haul’d off in time, and so weath­er’d the is­land. The next day Cap­tain An­stis put in, and found that all, or the greatest part of the crew, were safe ashore, whereupon she came to an an­chor, in or­der to fetch them off; and hav­ing brought Fenn the Cap­tain, Philips the car­penter, and a few oth­ers aboard, two men-of-war came down upon them, viz. the Hec­tor and Ad­ven­ture, so that the brig­antine had but just time to cut their cable, and get to sea, with one of the men-of-war after her, keep­ing with­in gun­shot for sev­er­al hours. An­stis and his crew were now un­der the greatest con­sterna­tion ima­gin­able, find­ing the gale freshen, and the man-of-war gain­ing ground upon them, so that, in all prob­ab­il­ity, they must have been pris­on­ers in two hours more; but it pleased God to give them a little longer time, the wind dy­ing away, the pir­ates got out their oars, and row’d for their lives, and thereby got clear of their en­emy.

			The Hec­tor landed her men upon the is­land, and took 40 of the Morn­ing Star’s crew, without any res­ist­ance made by them; but on the con­trary, al­leging, they were forc’d men, and that they were glad of this op­por­tun­ity to es­cape from the pir­ates; the rest hid them­selves in the woods, and could not be found. George Brad­ley the mas­ter, and three more, sur­render’d af­ter­wards to a Ber­muda sloop, and were car­ried to that is­land.

			The brig­antine, after her es­cape, sail’d to a small is­land near the Bay of Hon­dur­as, to clean and re­fit, and, in her way thith­er, took a Rhode Is­land sloop, Cap­tain Durfey, Com­mand­er, and two or three oth­er ves­sels, which they des­troy’d, but brought all the hands aboard their own.

			While she was clean­ing, a scheme was con­cer­ted between Cap­tain Durfey, some oth­er pris­on­ers, and two or three of the pir­ates, for to seize some of the chiefs, and carry off the brig­antine; but the same be­ing dis­covered be­fore she was fit for sail­ing, their design was pre­ven­ted: how­ever, Cap­tain Durfey, and four or five more, got ashore with some arms and am­muni­tion; and when the pir­ates ca­noe came in for wa­ter, he seiz’d the boat with the men; upon which An­stis ordered an­oth­er boat to be mann’d with 30 hands and sent ashore, which was ac­cord­ingly done; but Cap­tain Durfey, and the com­pany he had by that time got to­geth­er, gave them such a warm re­cep­tion, that they were con­ten­ted to be­take them­selves to their ves­sel again.

			About the be­gin­ning of Decem­ber, 1722, An­stis left this place and re­turn’d to the is­lands, design­ing to ac­cu­mu­late all the power and strength he could, since there was no look­ing back. He took in the cruise a good ship, com­manded by Cap­tain Smith, which he moun­ted with 24 guns, and Fenn, a one-handed man, who com­manded the Morn­ing Star when she was lost, went aboard to com­mand her. They cruis’d to­geth­er, and took a ves­sel or two, and then went to the Ba­hama Is­lands, and there met with what they wanted, viz. a sloop loaded with pro­vi­sions, from Dub­lin, called the Ante­lope.

			It was time now to think of some place to fit up and clean their frig­ate lately taken, and put her in a con­di­tion to do busi­ness; ac­cord­ingly they pitch’d upon the is­land of To­bago, where they ar­rived the be­gin­ning of April, 1723, with the Ante­lope sloop and her cargo.

			They fell to work im­me­di­ately, got the guns, stores, and everything else out upon the is­land, and put the ship upon the heel; and just then, as ill luck would have it, came in the Winchelsea man-of-war, by way of vis­it, which put the ma­roon­ers in­to such a sur­prise, that they set fire to the ship and sloop, and fled ashore to the woods. An­stis, in the brig­antine, es­cap’d, by hav­ing a light pair of heels, but it put his com­pany in­to such a dis­order, that their gov­ern­ment could nev­er be set to rights again; for some of the new­comers, and those who had been tir’d with the trade, put an end to the reign, by shoot­ing Tho. An­stis in his ham­mock, and af­ter­wards the quarter­mas­ter, and two or three oth­ers; the rest sub­mit­ting, they put in­to irons, and sur­render’d them up, and the ves­sel, at Cur­açao, a Dutch set­tle­ment, where they were try’d and hang’d; and those con­cerned in de­liv­er­ing up the ves­sel, ac­quit­ted.

			But to re­turn to Cap­tain Fenn, he was taken strag­gling with his gun­ner and three more, a day or two after their mis­for­tune, by the man-of-war’s men, and carry’d to An­ti­gua, where they were all ex­ecuted, and Fenn hang’d in chains. Those who re­main’d, stayed some time in the is­land, keep­ing up and down in the woods, with a hand to look out; at length provid­ence so or­der’d it, that a small sloop came in­to the har­bour, which they all got aboard of, ex­cept two or three Negroes, and those they left be­hind. They did not think fit to pur­sue any fur­ther ad­ven­tures, and there­fore un­an­im­ously re­solved to steer for Eng­land, which they ac­cord­ingly did, and in Oc­to­ber last came in­to Bris­tol Chan­nel, sunk the sloop, and get­ting ashore in the boat, dis­persed them­selves to their abodes.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Of Cap­tain Wor­ley, and His Crew

			
			His reign was but short, but his be­gin­ning some­what par­tic­u­lar, set­ting out in a small open boat, with eight oth­ers, from New York. This was as res­ol­ute a crew as ever went upon this ac­count: they took with them a few bis­cuits, and a dry’d tongue or two, a little keg of wa­ter, half a dozen old mus­kets and am­muni­tion ac­cord­ingly. Thus provided, they left New York the lat­ter end of Septem­ber 1718, but it can­not be sup­posed that such a man-of-war as this, could un­der­take any con­sid­er­able voy­age, or at­tempt any ex­traordin­ary en­ter­prise; so they stood down the coast, till they came to Delaware River, which is about 150 miles dis­tant, and not meet­ing with any­thing in their way, they turn’d up the same river as high as New­castle, near which place they fell upon a shal­lop be­long­ing to George Grant, who was bring­ing house­hold goods, plate, etc. from op­poquen­imi to Phil­adelphia; they made prize of the most valu­able part of them, and let the shal­lop go. This fact could not come un­der the art­icle of pir­acy, it not be­ing com­mit­ted su­per altum mare, upon the high sea, there­fore was a simple rob­bery only; but they did not stand for a point of law in the case, but eas­ing the shal­lop man of his lad­ing, the bold ad­ven­tur­ers went down the river again.

			The shal­lop came straight to Phil­adelphia, and brought the ill news thith­er, which so alarm’d the gov­ern­ment, as if war had been de­clared against them; ex­presses were sent to New York, and oth­er places, and sev­er­al ves­sels fit­ted out against this power­ful rover, but to no man­ner of pur­pose; for after sev­er­al days’ cruise, they all re­turn’d, without so much as hear­ing what be­came of the rob­bers.

			Wor­ley and his crew, in go­ing down the river, met with a sloop of Phil­adelphia, be­long­ing to a mu­latto, whom they call’d Black Rob­bin; they quit­ted their boat for this sloop, tak­ing one of Black Robin’s men along with them, as they had also done from George Grant, be­sides two Negroes, which in­creased the com­pany one third. A day or two after, they took an­oth­er sloop be­long­ing to Hull, home­ward bound, which was some­what fit­ter for their pur­pose; they found aboard her, pro­vi­sions and ne­ces­sar­ies, which they stood in need of, and en­abled them to pro­sec­ute their design, in a man­ner more suit­able to their wishes.

			Upon the suc­cess of these rovers, the Gov­ernor is­sued out a pro­clam­a­tion, for the ap­pre­hend­ing and tak­ing all pir­ates, who had re­fused or neg­lected to sur­render them­selves, by the time lim­ited in His Majesty’s pro­clam­a­tion of par­don; and thereupon, ordered His Majesty’s ship Phoenix, of 20 guns, which lay at Sandy Hook, to sea, to cruise upon this pir­ate, and se­cure the trade to that, and the ad­join­ing colon­ies.

			In all prob­ab­il­ity, the tak­ing this sloop sav’d their ba­cons, for this time, though they fell in­to the trap presently af­ter­wards; for they find­ing them­selves in tol­er­able good con­di­tion, hav­ing a ves­sel newly cleaned, with pro­vi­sions, etc. they stood off to sea, and so missed the Phoenix, who ex­pec­ted them to be still on the coast.

			About six weeks af­ter­wards they re­turned, hav­ing taken both a sloop and a brig­antine, among the Ba­hama Is­lands; the former they sunk, and the oth­er they let go: the sloop be­longed to New York, and they thought the sink­ing of her good policy, to pre­vent her re­turn­ing to tell tales at home.

			Wor­ley had by this time in­creased his com­pany to about five and twenty men, had six guns moun­ted, and small arms as many as were ne­ces­sary for them, and seem’d to be in a good thriv­ing sort of a way. He made a black en­sign, with a white death’s head in the middle of it, and oth­er col­ours suit­able to it. They all signed art­icles, and bound them­selves un­der a sol­emn oath, to take no quar­ters, but to stand by one an­oth­er to the last man, which was rashly ful­fill’d a little af­ter­wards.

			For go­ing in­to an in­let in North Car­o­lina, to clean, the Gov­ernor re­ceived in­form­a­tion of it, and fit­ted out two sloops, one of eight guns, and the oth­er with six, and about sev­enty men between them. Wor­ley had clean’d his sloop, and sail’d be­fore the Car­o­lina sloops reached the place, and steered to the north­ward; but the sloops just men­tioned, pur­su­ing the same course, came in sight of Wor­ley, as he was cruis­ing off the capes of Vir­gin­ia, and be­ing in the Off­ing, he stood in as soon as he saw the sloops, in­tend­ing thereby to have cut them off from James River; for he ver­ily be­lieved they had been bound thith­er, not ima­gin­ing, in the least, they were in pur­suit of him.

			The two sloops stand­ing to­wards the capes at the same time, and Wor­ley hoist­ing of his black flag, the in­hab­it­ants of James Town were in the ut­most con­sterna­tion, think­ing that all three had been pir­ates, and that their design had been upon them; so that all the ships and ves­sels that were in the road, or in the rivers up the bay, had or­ders im­me­di­ately to hale in to the shore, for their se­cur­ity, or else to pre­pare for their de­fence, if they thought them­selves in a con­di­tion to fight. Soon after two boats, which were sent out to get in­tel­li­gence, came crowding in, and brought an ac­count, that one of the pir­ates was in the bay, be­ing a small sloop of six guns. The Gov­ernor ex­pect­ing the rest would have fol­lowed, and al­to­geth­er make some at­tempt to land, for the sake of plun­der, beat to arms, and col­lec­ted all the force that could be got to­geth­er, to op­pose them; he ordered all the guns out of the ships, to make a plat­form, and, in short, put the whole colony in a war­like pos­ture; but was very much sur­prised at last, to see all the sup­posed pir­ates fight­ing with one an­oth­er.

			The truth of the mat­ter is, Wor­ley gained the bay, think­ing to make sure of his two prizes, by keep­ing them from com­ing in; but by the hoist­ing of the King’s col­ours, and fir­ing a gun, he quickly was sens­ible of his mis­take, and too soon per­ceived that the tables were turned upon him; that in­stead of keep­ing them out, he found him­self, by a su­per­iour force kept in. When the pir­ates saw how things went, they res­ol­utely pre­par’d them­selves for a des­per­ate de­fence; and though three to one odds, Wor­ley and his crew de­term­ined to fight to the last gasp, and re­ceive no quar­ters, agree­ably to what they had be­fore sworn; so that they must either die or con­quer upon the spot.

			The Car­o­lina men gave the pir­ate a broad­side, and then boarded him, one sloop get­ting upon his quarter, and the oth­er on his bow; Wor­ley and the crew, drew up upon the deck, and fought very ob­stin­ately, hand to hand, so that in a few minutes, abund­ance of men lay wel­ter­ing in their gore; the pir­ates proved as good as their words, not a man of them cry’d out for quarter, nor would ac­cept of such, when offered, but were all killed ex­cept the cap­tain and an­oth­er man, and those very much wounded, whom they re­served for the gal­lows. They were brought ashore in irons, and the next day, which was the 17th of Feb­ru­ary 1718–19, they were both hanged up, for fear they should die, and evade the pun­ish­ment as was thought due to their crimes.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Of Capt. George Lowth­er, and His Crew

			
			George Lowth­er sailed out of the river of Thames, in one of the Roy­al Afric­an Com­pany’s ships, call’d the Gam­bia Castle, of 16 guns and 30 men, Charles Rus­sel Com­mand­er; of which ship, the said Lowth­er was second mate. Aboard of the same ship, was a cer­tain num­ber of sol­diers, com­manded by one John Mas­sey, who were to be car­ried to one of the com­pany’s set­tle­ments, on the River of Gam­bia, to gar­ris­on a fort, which was some­time ago taken and des­troy’d by Cap­tain Dav­is the pir­ate.

			In May 1721, the Gam­bia Castle came safe to her port in Africa, and landed Cap­tain Mas­sey and his men on James’ Is­land, where he was to com­mand un­der the gov­ernor, Col­on­el Whit­ney, who ar­rived there at the same time, in an­oth­er ship: and here, by a fatal mis­un­der­stand­ing, between the mil­it­ary folks and the trad­ing people, the fort and gar­ris­on not only came to be lost again to the com­pany, but a fine gal­ley well provided, and worth 10,000 £ turned against her mas­ters.

			The names of gov­ernor and cap­tain soun­ded great, but when the gen­tle­men found that the power that gen­er­ally goes along with those titles, was over­sway’d and born down by the mer­chants and factors, (mech­an­ic fel­lows as they thought them) they grew very im­pa­tient and disat­is­fy’d, es­pe­cially Mas­sey, who was very loud in his com­plaints against them, par­tic­u­larly at the small al­low­ance of pro­vi­sions to him and his men; for the gar­ris­on and gov­ernor too, were victu­alled by the mer­chants, which was no small griev­ance and mor­ti­fic­a­tion to them. And as the want of eat­ing was the only thing that made the great San­c­ho quit his gov­ern­ment, so did it here rend and tear theirs to pieces: for Mas­sey told them, that he did not come there to be a Guinea slave, and that he had prom­ised his men good treat­ment, and pro­vi­sions fit­ting for sol­diers: that as he had the care of so many of His Majesty’s sub­jects, if they would not provide for them in a hand­some man­ner, he should take suit­able meas­ures for the pre­ser­va­tion of so many of his coun­try­men and com­pan­ions.

			The gov­ernor at this time was very ill of a fever, and, for the bet­ter ac­com­mod­a­tion in his sick­ness, was car­ried aboard the ship Gam­bia Castle, where he con­tin­ued for about three weeks, and there­fore could have little to say in this dis­pute, though he re­solved not to stay in a place, where there was so little oc­ca­sion for him, and where his power was so con­fin’d. The mer­chants had cer­tainly or­ders from the com­pany, to is­sue the pro­vi­sions out to the gar­ris­on, and the same is done along the whole coast; but wheth­er they had cut them short of the al­low­ance that was ap­poin­ted them, I can’t say, but if they did, then is the loss of the ship and gar­ris­on ow­ing prin­cip­ally to their ill con­duct.

			How­ever, an ac­ci­dent that happened on board the ship, did not a little con­trib­ute to this mis­for­tune, which was a pique that the cap­tain of her took against his second mate, George Lowth­er, the man who is the sub­ject of this short his­tory; and who los­ing his fa­vour, found means to in­gra­ti­ate him­self in­to the good lik­ing of the com­mon sail­ors, in­somuch that when Cap­tain Rus­sel ordered him to be pun­ish’d, the men took up hand­spikes, and threat’ned to knock that man down, that offered to lay hold of the mate. This served but to widen the dif­fer­ences between him and the cap­tain, and more firmly at­tach’d Lowth­er to the ship’s com­pany, the greatest part of which, he found ripe for any mis­chief in the world.

			Cap­tain Mas­sey was no wit the bet­ter re­con­ciled to the place, by a longer con­tinu­ance, nor to the us­age he met with there, and hav­ing of­ten op­por­tun­it­ies of con­vers­ing with Lowth­er, with whom he had con­trac­ted an in­tim­acy in the voy­age; they ag­grav­ated one an­oth­er’s griev­ances to such a height, that they re­solved upon meas­ures to curb the power that con­trol’d them, and to provide for them­selves after an­oth­er man­ner.

			When the Gov­ernor re­cov­er’d of his fever, he went ashore to the is­land, but took no no­tice of Mas­sey’s be­ha­viour, though it was such as might give sus­pi­cion of what he de­signed; and Lowth­er, and the com­mon sail­ors, who were in the secret of af­fairs, grew in­solent and bold, even re­fus­ing to obey when com­manded to their duty by Cap­tain Rus­sel and the chief mate. The cap­tain see­ing how things were car­ried, goes ashore early one morn­ing to the Gov­ernor and fact­ory, in or­der to hold a coun­cil, which Lowth­er ap­pre­hend­ing, was in or­der to pre­vent his design, sent a let­ter in the same boat to Mas­sey, in­tim­at­ing it to him, and that he should re­pair on board, for it was high time to put their pro­ject in ex­e­cu­tion.

			As soon as Mas­sey re­ceived this let­ter, he went to the sol­diers at the bar­racks, and said to them, and oth­ers, you that have a mind to go to Eng­land, now is your time; and they gen­er­ally con­sent­ing, Mas­sey went to the stor­e­room, burst open the door, set two sen­tinels upon it, and ordered that nobody should come near it; then he went to the gov­ernor’s apart­ment, and took his bed, bag­gage, plate and fur­niture, (in ex­pect­a­tion that the Gov­ernor him­self, as he had prom­ised Mas­sey, would have gone on board, which he af­ter­wards re­fused, by reas­on, as he said, he be­lieved they were go­ing a-pir­at­ing; which at first, whatever Lowth­er de­signed, Mas­sey cer­tainly pro­posed only the go­ing to Eng­land;) when this was done, he sent the boat off to the chief mate, with this mes­sage, that he should get the guns ready, for that the King of Barro [a Negro king­dom near the Roy­al Afric­an set­tle­ment] would come aboard to din­ner. But Lowth­er un­der­stand­ing best, the mean­ing of those or­ders, he con­fined the chief mate, shot­ted the guns, and put the ship in a con­di­tion for sail­ing. In the af­ter­noon Mas­sey came on board with the Gov­ernor’s son, hav­ing sent off all the pro­vi­sions of the is­land, and el­ev­en pipes of wine, leav­ing only two half pipes be­hind in the store­house, and dis­moun­ted all the guns of the fort.

			In the af­ter­noon they weigh’d one an­chor, but fear­ing to be too late to get out of the river, they slipp’d the oth­er, and so fell down; in do­ing of which, they run the ship aground. Mas­sey show’d him­self a sol­dier upon this ac­ci­dent, for as soon as the mis­for­tune hap­pen’d, he left the ship with about six­teen hands, and rows dir­ectly to the fort, re­mounts the guns, and keeps gar­ris­on there all the night, while the ship was ashore; and ob­liged some of the fact­ory to as­sist in get­ting her clear. In the mean­while, Rus­sel came off, but not be­ing suffered to come on board, he call’d to Lowth­er, and offered him and the com­pany, whatever terms they would be pleased to ac­cept of, upon con­di­tion of sur­ren­der­ing up the ship, which had no ef­fect upon any of them. In the morn­ing they got her afloat, and Mas­sey and his men came aboard, after hav­ing nailed up and dis­moun­ted all the can­non of the fort: they put the Gov­ernor’s son, and two or three oth­ers ashore, who were not will­ing to go without the Gov­ernor, and sail’d out of the river, hav­ing ex­changed sev­er­al shot with the Martha, Ot­ter, etc. that lay there, without do­ing ex­e­cu­tion on either side.

			When the ship came out to sea, Lowth­er called up all the com­pany, and told them, it was the greatest folly ima­gin­able, to think of re­turn­ing to Eng­land, for what they had already done, could not be jus­ti­fied upon any pre­tence what­so­ever, but would be look’d upon, in the eye of the law, a cap­it­al of­fence, and that none of them were in a con­di­tion to with­stand the at­tacks of such power­ful ad­versar­ies, as they would meet with at home; for his part he was de­term­ined not to run such a haz­ard, and there­fore if his pro­pos­al was not agreed to, he de­sired to be set a shore in some place of safety: that they had a good ship un­der them, a par­cel of brave fol­lows in her, that it was not their busi­ness to starve, or be made slaves; and there­fore, if they were all of his mind, they should seek their for­tunes upon the seas, as oth­er ad­ven­tur­ers had done be­fore them. They one and all came in­to the meas­ures, knocked down the cab­ins, made the ship flush fore and aft, pre­pared black col­ours, new named her, the De­liv­ery, hav­ing about 50 hands and 16 guns, and the fol­low­ing short art­icles were drawn up, signed and sworn to upon the Bible.

			
				
					The Art­icles of Cap­tain George Lowth­er, and His Com­pany

				
				
						
						The cap­tain is to have two full shares; the mas­ter is to have one share and a half; the doc­tor, Mate, gun­ner, and boat­swain, one share and a quarter.

					

						
						He that shall be found guilty of tak­ing up any un­law­ful weapon on board the pri­vat­eer, or any prize, by us taken, so as to strike or ab­use one an­oth­er, in any re­gard, shall suf­fer what pun­ish­ment the cap­tain and ma­jor­ity of the com­pany shall think fit.

					

						
						He that shall be found guilty of cow­ardice, in the time of en­gage­ment, shall suf­fer what pun­ish­ment the cap­tain and ma­jor­ity shall think fit.

					

						
						If any gold, jew­els, sil­ver, etc. be found on board of any prize or prizes, to the value of a piece of eight, and the find­er do not de­liv­er it to the quarter­mas­ter, in the space of 24 hours, shall suf­fer what pun­ish­ment the cap­tain and ma­jor­ity shall think fit.

					

						
						He that is found guilty of gam­ing, or de­fraud­ing an­oth­er to the value of a shil­ling, shall suf­fer what pun­ish­ment the cap­tain and ma­jor­ity of the com­pany shall think fit.

					

						
						He that shall have the mis­for­tune to lose a limb, in time of en­gage­ment, shall have the sum of one hun­dred and fifty pounds ster­ling, and re­main with the com­pany as long as he shall think fit.

					

						
						Good quar­ters to be giv­en when call’d for.

					

						
						He that sees a sail first, shall have the best pis­tol, or small arm, on board her.

					

				

			

			It was the 13th of June, that Lowth­er left the set­tle­ment, and on the 20th, be­ing then with­in twenty leagues of Bar­ba­dos, he came up with a brig­antine, be­long­ing to Bo­ston, called the Charles, James Dou­glass Mas­ter, which they plundered in a pir­at­ic­al man­ner, and let the ves­sel go; but lest she should meet with any of the sta­tion ships, and so give in­form­a­tion of the rob­bery, in terror­em, to pre­vent a pur­suit, Lowth­er con­trived a sort of a cer­ti­fic­ate, which he dir­ec­ted the mas­ter to show to their con­sort, if they should meet with her; and upon sight of it the brig­antine would pass un­mo­les­ted: this con­sort, he pre­ten­ded, was a 40 gun ship, and cruis­ing there­abouts.

			After this the De­liv­ery pro­ceeded to His­pa­ni­ola; near the west end of the is­land she met with a French sloop laden with wine and brandy; aboard of this ves­sel went Cap­tain Mas­sey, as a mer­chant, and ask’d the price of one thing, and then an­oth­er, bid­ding money for the greatest part of the cargo; but after he had trifled a while, he whis­per’d a secret in the French­man’s ear, viz. that they must have it all without money. Mon­sieur presently un­der­stood his mean­ing, and un­will­ingly agreed to the bar­gain. They took out of her thirty casks of brandy, five hogsheads of wine, sev­er­al pieces of chintzes, and oth­er valu­able goods, and about 70 £ Eng­lish, in money; of which Lowth­er gen­er­ously re­turn’d five pounds back to the French mas­ter for his ci­vil­it­ies.

			But as all con­sti­tu­tions grow old, and thereby shake and tot­ter, so did our com­mon­wealth in about a month of its age, feel com­mo­tions and in­test­ine dis­turb­ances, by the di­vi­sions of its mem­bers, which had near hand ter­min­ated in its de­struc­tion; these civil dis­cords were ow­ing to the fol­low­ing oc­ca­sion. Cap­tain Mas­sey had been a sol­dier al­most from his in­fancy, but was but very in­dif­fer­ently ac­quain­ted with mari­time af­fairs, and hav­ing an en­ter­pris­ing soul, noth­ing would sat­is­fy him, but he must be do­ing busi­ness in his own way, there­fore he re­quired Lowth­er to let him have thirty hands to land with, and he would at­tack the French set­tle­ments, and bring aboard the dev­il and all of plun­der.

			Lowth­er did all that he could do, and said all that he could say, to dis­suade Mas­sey from so rash and dan­ger­ous an at­tempt; point­ing out to him the haz­ard the com­pany would run, and the con­sequences to them all, if he should not suc­ceed, and the little like­li­hood there was to ex­pect suc­cess from the un­der­tak­ing: but ’twas all one for that, Mas­sey would go and at­tack the French set­tle­ments, for any­thing Lowth­er could say against it; so that he was ob­liged to pro­pose the mat­ter to the com­pany, among whom Mas­sey found a few fel­lows as res­ol­ute as him­self; how­ever, a great ma­jor­ity be­ing against it, the af­fair was over­ruled in op­pos­i­tion to Cap­tain Mas­sey, not­with­stand­ing which, Mas­sey grew frac­tious, quar­relled with Lowth­er, and the men di­vided in­to parties, some sid­ing with the land pir­ate, and some with the sea rover, and were all ready to fall to­geth­er by the ears, when the man at the masthead cry’d out, A sail! A sail! then they gave over the dis­pute, set all their sails, and steered after the chase. In a few hours they came up with her, she be­ing a small ship from Ja­maica, bound to Eng­land; they took what they thought fit out of her, and a hand or two, and then Lowth­er was for sink­ing the ship, with sev­er­al pas­sen­gers that were in her, for what reas­on I know not, but Mas­sey so that he in­ter­posed, pre­ven­ted their cruel fate, and the ship safely ar­rived af­ter­wards in Eng­land.

			The next day they took a small sloop, an in­ter­lop­ing trader, which they de­tain’d with her cargo. All this while Mas­sey was un­easy, and de­clar’d his res­ol­u­tion to leave them, and Lowth­er find­ing him a very trouble­some man to deal with, con­sen­ted that he should take the sloop, last made prize of, with what hands had a mind to go with him, and shift for him­self. Whereupon Mas­sey, with about ten more mal­con­tents, goes aboard the sloop, and comes away in her dir­ectly for Ja­maica.

			Not­with­stand­ing what had passed, Cap­tain Mas­sey puts a bold face upon the mat­ter, and goes to Sir Nich­olas Laws, the Gov­ernor, in­forms him of his leav­ing Lowth­er the pir­ate, owns, that he as­sisted in go­ing off with the ship, at the River Gam­bia; but said, ’twas to save so many of His Majesty’s sub­jects from per­ish­ing, and that his design was to re­turn to Eng­land; but Lowth­er con­spir­ing with the great­er part of the com­pany, went a-pir­at­ing with the ship; and that he had taken this op­por­tun­ity to leave him, and sur­render him­self and ves­sel to His Ex­cel­lency.

			Mas­sey was very well re­ceived by the Gov­ernor, and had his liberty giv­en him, with a prom­ise of his fa­vour, and so forth; and, at his own re­quest, he was sent on board the Happy sloop, Cap­tain Laws, to cruise off His­pa­ni­ola, for Lowth­er; but not be­ing so for­tu­nate as to meet with him, Cap­tain Mas­sey re­turned back to Ja­maica in the sloop, and get­ting a cer­ti­fic­ate, and a sup­ply of money, from the Gov­ernor, he came home pas­sen­ger to Eng­land.

			When Mas­sey came to town, he writes a long let­ter to the deputy gov­ernor and dir­ect­ors of the Afric­an Com­pany, wherein he im­prudently relates the whole trans­ac­tions of his voy­age, the go­ing off with the ship, and the acts of pir­acy he had com­mit­ted with Lowth­er; but ex­cuses it as rash­ness and in­ad­vert­ency in him­self, oc­ca­sioned by his be­ing ill used, con­trary to the prom­ises that had been made him, and the ex­pect­a­tions he had en­ter­tained; but own’d, that he de­served to die for what he had done; yet, if they had gen­er­os­ity enough to for­give him, as he was still cap­able to do them ser­vice, as a sol­dier, so he should be very ready to do it; but if they re­solved to pro­sec­ute him, he begg’d only this fa­vour, that he might not be hang’d like a dog, but to die like a sol­dier, as he had been bred from his child­hood, that is, that he might be shot.

			This was the sub­stance of the let­ter, which, how­ever, did not pro­duce so fa­vour­able an an­swer as he hoped for, word be­ing brought back to him, that he should be fairly hang’d. Whereupon, Mas­sey re­solved not to be out of the way, when he found what im­port­ant oc­ca­sion there was likely to be for him, but takes a lodging in Alder­sgate Street, the next day went to the lord chief justice’s cham­bers, and en­quired, if My Lord had gran­ted a war­rant against Cap­tain John Mas­sey, for pir­acy: but be­ing told by the clerks, that they knew of no such thing; he in­formed them, he was the man, that My Lord would soon be ap­ply’d to for that pur­pose, and the of­ficer might come to him at such a place, where he lodg’d: they took the dir­ec­tions in writ­ing, and, in a few days, a war­rant be­ing is­sued, the tip­staff went dir­ectly, by his own in­form­a­tion, and ap­pre­hen­ded him, without any oth­er trouble, than walk­ing to his lodging.

			There was then no per­son in town to charge him with any fact, upon which he could be com­mit­ted; nor could the let­ter be proved to be of his hand­writ­ing, so that they had been ob­liged to let him go again, if he had not helped his ac­cusers out at pinch: the ma­gis­trate was re­duced to the put­ting of this ques­tion to him, Did you write this let­ter? He answered, he did: and not only that, but con­fessed all the con­tents of it; upon which, he was com­mit­ted to Newg­ate, but was af­ter­wards ad­mit­ted to a hun­dred pounds bail, or there­abouts.

			On the 5th of Ju­ly 1723, he was brought to his tri­al, at a court of ad­mir­alty held at the Old Baily, when Cap­tain Rus­sel, Gov­ernor Whit­ney’s son, and oth­ers, ap­peared as evid­ences, by whom the in­dict­ment was plainly proved against him; which, if it had not been done, the Cap­tain was of such an hero­ic spir­it, that he would have deny’d noth­ing; for in­stead of mak­ing a de­fence, he only en­ter­tained the Court with a long nar­rat­ive of his ex­ped­i­tion, from the first set­ting out, to his re­turn to Eng­land, men­tion­ing two acts of pir­acy com­mit­ted by him, which he was not charged with, of­ten chal­len­ging the evid­ences to con­tra­dict him, if in any­thing he re­lated the least syl­lable of an un­truth; and in­stead of deny­ing the crimes set forth in the in­dict­ment, he charged him­self with vari­ous cir­cum­stances, which fixed the facts more home upon him. Upon the whole, the Cap­tain was found Guilty, re­ceived sen­tence of death, and was ex­ecuted three weeks after, at ex­e­cu­tion-dock.

			We re­turn now to Lowth­er, whom we left cruis­ing off His­pa­ni­ola, from whence he plied to wind­ward, and, near Pu­erto Rico, chased two sail, and spoke with them; they prov­ing to be a small Bris­tol ship, com­manded by Cap­tain Smith, and a Span­ish pir­ate, who had made prize of the said ship. Lowth­er ex­amined in­to the Span­iard’s au­thor­ity for tak­ing an Eng­lish ves­sel, and threat’ned to put every man of them to death, for so do­ing; so that the Span­iards fan­cied them­selves to be in a very pit­ti­ful con­di­tion, till mat­ters cleared up, and they found their mas­ters as great rogues as them­selves, from whom some mercy might be ex­pec­ted, in re­gard to the near re­la­tion they stood with them, as to their pro­fes­sion; in short, Lowth­er first rifled, and then burnt both the ships, send­ing the Span­iards away in their launch, and turn­ing all the Eng­lish sail­ors in­to pir­ates.

			After a few days cruise, Lowth­er took a small sloop be­long­ing to St. Chris­toph­er’s, which they mann’d and car­ried along with them to a small is­land, where they cleaned, and stay’d some time to take their di­ver­sions, which con­sisted in un­heard of de­baucher­ies, with drink­ing, swear­ing and ri­ot­ing, in which there seemed to be a kind of emu­la­tion among them, re­sem­bling rather dev­ils than men, striv­ing who should outdo one an­oth­er in new in­ven­ted oaths and ex­ec­ra­tions.

			They all got aboard about Christ­mas, ob­serving neither times nor sea­sons, for per­pet­rat­ing their vil­lain­ous ac­tions, and sailed to­wards the Bay of Hon­dur­as; but stop­ping at the Grand Cay­man for wa­ter, they met with a small ves­sel with 13 hands, in the same hon­our­able em­ploy­ment with them­selves; the cap­tain of this gang was one Ed­ward Lowe, whom we shall par­tic­u­larly dis­course of in a chapter by it­self: Lowth­er re­ceived them as friends, and treated them with all ima­gin­able re­spect, in­vit­ing them, as they were few in num­ber, and in no con­di­tion to pur­sue the ac­count, (as they called it) to join their strength to­geth­er, which on the con­sid­er­a­tion afore­said, was ac­cep­ted of, Lowth­er still con­tinu­ing com­mand­er, and Lowe was made lieu­ten­ant: the ves­sel the new pir­ates came out of, they sunk, and the con­fed­er­ates pro­ceed on the voy­age as Lowth­er be­fore in­ten­ded.

			The 10th of Janu­ary, the pir­ates came in­to the bay, and fell upon a ship of 200 ton, called the Grey­hound, Ben­jamin Ed­wards Com­mand­er, be­long­ing to Bo­ston. Lowth­er hois­ted his pir­at­ic­al col­ours, and fired a gun for the Grey­hound to bring to, which she re­fus­ing, the Happy De­liv­ery (the name of the pir­ate) edg’d down, and gave her a broad­side, which was re­turned by Cap­tain Ed­wards very bravely, and the en­gage­ment held for an hour; but Cap­tain Ed­wards, find­ing the pir­ate too strong for him, and fear­ing the con­sequence of too ob­stin­ate a res­ist­ance against those law­less fel­lows, ordered his en­sign to be struck. The pir­ates boat came aboard, and not only rifled the ship, but whipp’d, beat, and cut the men in a cruel man­ner, turned them aboard their own ship, and then set fire to theirs.

			In cruis­ing about the bay, they met and took sev­er­al oth­er ves­sels without any res­ist­ance, viz. two brig­antines of Bo­ston in New Eng­land, one of which they burnt, and sunk the oth­er; a sloop be­long­ing to Con­necti­c­ut, Cap­tain Airs, which they also burnt; a sloop of Ja­maica, Cap­tain Hamilton, they took for their own use; a sloop of Vir­gin­ia they un­laded, and was so gen­er­ous as to give her back to the mas­ter that own’d her. They took a sloop of 100 ton, be­long­ing to Rhode Is­land, which they were pleased to keep, and mount with eight car­riage, and ten swiv­el guns.

			With this little fleet, viz. Ad­mir­al Lowth­er, in the Happy De­liv­ery; Cap­tain Low, in the Rhode Is­land sloop; Cap­tain Har­ris, (who was second mate in the Grey­hound when taken,) in Hamilton’s sloop, and the little sloop formerly men­tioned, serving as a tender; I say, with this fleet the pir­ates left the bay, and came to Port Mayo in the Gulf of Matique, and there made pre­par­a­tions to ca­reen; they car­ried ashore all their sails, and made tents by the wa­ter­side, wherein they laid their plun­der, stores, etc. and fell to work; and at the time that the ships were upon the heel, and the good folks em­ploy’d in heav­ing down, scru­bing, tal­low­ing, and so forth; of a sud­den came down a con­sid­er­able body of the nat­ives, and at­tack’d the pir­ates un­pre­pared. As they were in no con­di­tion to de­fend them­selves, they fled to their sloops, leav­ing them mas­ters of the field and the spoil there­of, which was of great value, and set fire to the Happy De­liv­ery, their cap­it­al ship.

			Lowth­er made the best pro­vi­sion he could in the largest sloop, which he called the Ranger, hav­ing ten guns and eight swiv­els, and she sail­ing best, the com­pany went all aboard of her, and left the oth­er at sea. Pro­vi­sions was now very short, which, with the late loss, put them in a con­foun­ded ill hu­mour, in­somuch that they were every now and then go­ing to­geth­er by the ears, lay­ing the blame of their ill con­duct some­times upon one, then upon an­oth­er.

			The be­gin­ning of May 1722, they got to the West In­dies, and near the is­land of Dis­seada, took a brig­antine, one Payne Mas­ter, that af­forded them what they stood in need of, which put them in bet­ter tem­per, and busi­ness seemed to go on well again. After they had pretty well plundered the brig­antine, they sent her to the bot­tom. They went in­to the Is­land and watered, and then stood to the north­ward, in­tend­ing to vis­it the main-coast of Amer­ica.

			In the lat­it­ude of 38, they took a brig­antine called the Re­becca of Bo­ston, Cap­tain Smith, bound thith­er from St. Chris­toph­er’s. At the tak­ing of this ves­sel, the crews di­vided; for Low, whom Lowth­er joined at the Grand Cay­man, prov­ing al­ways a very un­ruly mem­ber of the com­mon­wealth, al­ways as­pir­ing, and nev­er sat­is­fy’d with the pro­ceed­ings of the com­mand­er; he thought it the safest way to get rid of him, upon any terms; and ac­cord­ing to the vote of the com­pany, they par­ted the bear skin between them: Low with 44 hands went aboard the brig­antine, and Lowth­er with the same num­ber stay’d in the sloop, and sep­ar­ated that very night, be­ing the 28th of May 1722.

			Lowth­er pro­ceed­ing on his way to the main-coast, took three or four fish­ing ves­sels off New York, which was no great booty to the captors. The 3rd of June, they met with a small New Eng­land ship, bound home from Bar­ba­dos, which stood an at­tack a small time, but find­ing it to no pur­pose, yiel­ded her­self a prey to the boot­ers: the pir­ates took out of her four­teen hogsheads of rum, six bar­rels of sug­ar, a large box of Eng­lish goods, sev­er­al casks of loaf sug­ar, a con­sid­er­able quant­ity of pep­per, six Negroes, be­sides a sum of money and plate, and then let her go on her voy­age.

			The next ad­ven­ture was not so for­tu­nate for them, for com­ing pretty near the coast of South Car­o­lina, they met with a ship just come out, on her voy­age to Eng­land; Lowth­er gave her a gun, and hois­ted his pir­at­ic­al col­ours; but this ship, which was called the Amy, hap­pen­ing to have a brave gal­lant man to com­mand her, who was not any ways daun­ted with that ter­rible en­sign, the black flag, he in­stead of strik­ing im­me­di­ately, as ’twas ex­pec­ted, let fly a broad­side at the pir­ate. Lowth­er (not at all pleased with the com­pli­ment, though he put up with it for the present) was for tak­ing leave; but the Amy get­ting the pir­ate between her and the shore, stood after him to clap him aboard; to pre­vent which, Lowth­er run the sloop aground, and landed all the men with their arms. Cap­tain Gwatkins, the Cap­tain of the Amy, was ob­liged to stand off, for fear of run­ning his own ship ashore; but at the same time thought fit for the pub­lic good, to des­troy the en­emy; and thereupon went in­to the boat, and rowed to­wards the sloop, in or­der to set her on fire; but be­fore he reached the ves­sel, a fatal shot from Lowth­er’s com­pany ashore, put an end to their design and Cap­tain Gwatkin’s life. After this un­for­tu­nate blow, the mate re­turned aboard with the boat, and not be­ing in­clined to pur­sue them any farther, took charge of the ship.

			Lowth­er got off the sloop after the de­par­ture of the Amy, and brought all his men aboard again, but was in a poor shattered con­di­tion, hav­ing suffered much in the en­gage­ment, and had a great many men kill’d and wounded: he made shift to get in­to an in­let some­where in North Car­o­lina, where he stayed a long while be­fore he was able to put to sea again.

			He and his crew laid up all the winter, and shif­ted as well as they could among the woods, di­vided them­selves in­to small parties, and hunted gen­er­ally in the day­times, killing of black cattle, hogs, etc. for their sub­sist­ence, and in the night re­tired to their tents and huts, which they made for lodging; and some­times when the weath­er grew very cold, they would stay aboard of their sloop.

			In the spring of the year 1723, they made shift to get to sea, and steered their course for New­found­land, and upon the banks took a schoon­er, call’d the Swift, John Hood Mas­ter; they found a good quant­ity of pro­vi­sions aboard her, which they very much wanted at that time, and after tak­ing three of their hands, and plun­der­ing her of what they thought fit, they let her de­part. They took sev­er­al oth­er ves­sels upon the banks, and in the har­bour, but none of any great ac­count; and then steer­ing for a warm­er cli­mate, in Au­gust ar­rived at the West In­dies. In their pas­sage thith­er, they met with a brig­antine, called the John and Eliza­beth, Richard Stanny Mas­ter, bound for Bo­ston, which they plundered, took two of her men, and dis­charged her.

			Lowth­er cruised a pretty while among the is­lands without any ex­traordin­ary suc­cess, and was re­duced to a very small al­low­ance of pro­vi­sions, till they had the luck to fall in with a Mar­ti­nique man, which proved a reas­on­able re­lief to them; and after that, a Guinea man had the ill for­tune to be­come a prey to the rovers; she was called the Prin­cess, Cap­tain Wicksted Com­mand­er.

			It was now thought ne­ces­sary to look out for a place to clean their sloop in, and pre­pare for new ad­ven­tures: ac­cord­ingly the Is­land of Blanco was pitched upon for that pur­pose, which lies in the lat­it­ude of 11° 50′. N. about 30 leagues from the main of the Span­ish Amer­ica, between the is­lands of Mar­gar­ita and Rocas, and not far from Tor­tuga. It is a low even is­land, but healthy and dry, un­in­hab­ited, and about two leagues in cir­cum­fer­ence, with plenty of lignum vitae trees there­on, grow­ing in spots, with shrubby bushes of oth­er wood about them. There are, be­sides turtle, great num­bers of guanoes, which is an am­phi­bi­ous creature like a liz­ard, but much lar­ger, the body of it be­ing as big as a man’s leg; they are very good to eat, and are much used by the pir­ates that come here: they are of di­verse col­ours, but such as live upon dry ground, as here at Blanco, are com­monly yel­low. On the N. W. end of this is­land, there is a small cove or sandy bay, all round the rest of the is­land is deep wa­ter, and steep close to the Is­land. Here Lowth­er re­sor­ted to, the be­gin­ning of Oc­to­ber last, un­rigged his sloop, sent his guns, sails, rig­ging, etc. ashore, and put his ves­sel upon the ca­reen. The Eagle sloop of Bar­ba­dos, be­long­ing to the South Sea Com­pany, with 35 hands, com­manded by Wal­ter Moore, com­ing near this is­land, in her voy­age to Com­ena, on the Span­ish con­tin­ent, saw the said sloop just ca­reen’d, with her guns out, and sails un­bent, which she sup­posed to be a pir­ate, be­cause it was a place where traders did not com­monly use, so took the ad­vant­age of at­tack­ing her, as she was then un­pre­pared; the Eagle hav­ing fired a gun to ob­lige her to show her col­ours, the pir­ate hois­ted the St. George’s flag at their top­mast head, as it were to bid de­fi­ance to her; but when they found Moore and his crew re­solved to board them in good earn­est, the pir­ates cut their cable and hawled their stern on­shore, which ob­liged the Eagle to come to an an­chor athwart their hawse, where she en­gaged them till they called for quarter and struck; at which time Lowth­er and twelve of the crew made their es­cape out of the cab­in win­dow. The mas­ter of the Eagle got the pir­ate sloop off, se­cured her, and went ashore with 25 hands, in pur­suit of Lowth­er and his gang; but after five day’s search, they could find but five of them, which they brought aboard, and then pro­ceeded with the sloop and pir­ates to Com­ena afore­said, where they soon ar­rived.

			The Span­ish gov­ernor be­ing in­formed of this brave ac­tion, con­demned the sloop to the captors, and sent a small sloop with 23 hands to scour the bushes and oth­er places of the is­land of Blanco, for the pir­ates that re­mained there, and took four more, with sev­en small arms, leav­ing be­hind them Cap­tain Lowth­er, three men, and a little boy, which they could not take; the above four the Span­iards try’d and con­demned to slavery for life; three to the gal­lies, and the oth­er to the Castle of Arar­ia.

			The Eagle sloop brought all their pris­on­ers af­ter­wards to St. Chris­toph­er’s, where the fol­low­ing were try’d by a court of vice ad­mir­alty, there held March the 11th, 1722, viz. John Churchill, Ed­ward Mack­don­ald, Nich­olas Lewis, Richard West, Sam. Lever­cott, Robert White, John Shaw, An­drew Hunter, Jonath­an Delve, Mat­thew Free­barn, Henry Wat­son, Ro­ger Grange, Ral­ph Candor, and Robert Wil­lis; the three last were ac­quit­ted, the oth­er thir­teen were found Guilty, two of which were re­com­men­ded to mercy by the court, and ac­cord­ingly pardoned; and the rest ex­ecuted at that is­land, on the 20th of the same month.

			As for Cap­tain Lowth­er, it is said that he af­ter­wards shot him­self upon that fatal is­land, where his pir­acies ended, be­ing found, by some sloop’s men, dead, and a pis­tol burst by his side.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Of Cap­tain Ed­ward Low, and His Crew

			
			Ed­ward Low was born in West­min­ster, and had his edu­ca­tion there, such as it was, for he could neither write or read. Nature seem’d to have de­signed him for a pir­ate from his child­hood, for very early he began the trade of plun­der­ing, and was wont to raise con­tri­bu­tions among all the boys of West­min­ster; and if any were bold enough to re­fuse it, a battle was the con­sequence; but Low was so hardy, as well as bold, there was no get­ting the bet­ter of him, so that he robbed the youths of their farthings, with im­pun­ity; when he grew big­ger he took to gam­ing in a low way, for it was com­monly among the foot­men in the lobby of the House of Com­mons, where he used to play the whole game, (as they term it,) that is, cheat all he could, and those who pre­ten­ded to dis­pute it with him, must fight him.

			The vir­tues of some of his fam­ily were equal to his; one of his broth­ers was a youth of geni­us, when he was but sev­en years old, he used to be car­ried in a bas­ket, upon a port­er’s back, in­to a crowd, and snatch hats and wigs: ac­cord­ing to the ex­act chro­no­logy of Newg­ate, he was the first who prac­tised this in­geni­ous trick. After this, he ap­plied him­self to pick­ing of pock­ets; when he in­creased in strength, he at­temp­ted great­er things, such as house­break­ing, etc. But after he had run a short race, he had the mis­for­tune of end­ing his days at Ty­burn, in com­pany with Steph­en Bunce, and the cel­eb­rated Jack Hall the chim­ney-sweep­er.

			But to re­turn to Ned, when he came to man’s es­tate, at his eld­est broth­er’s de­sire, he went to sea with him, and so con­tin­ued for three or four years, and then par­ted; and Ned work’d in a rig­ging-house in Bo­ston in New Eng­land, for a while. About six years ago, he took a trip home to Eng­land, to see his moth­er, who is yet liv­ing. His stay was not long here; but tak­ing leave of his friends and ac­quaint­ance, for the last time he should see them; for so he was pleased to say; he re­turned to Bo­ston, and work’d a year or two longer at the rig­ging busi­ness. But be­ing too apt to dis­agree with his mas­ters, he left them, and shipp’d him­self in a sloop that was bound to the Bay of Hon­dur­as.

			When the sloop ar­rived in the bay, Ned Low was ap­poin­ted pat­ron of the boat, which was em­ploy’d in cut­ting of log­wood, and bring­ing it aboard to lade the ship; for that is the com­mod­ity they make the voy­age for: in the boat were twelve men be­sides Low, who all go arm’d, be­cause of the Span­iards, from whom this log­wood is but little bet­ter than stole. It happened that the boat one day came aboard just be­fore din­ner was ready, and Low de­sired that they might stay and dine; but the cap­tain, be­ing in a hurry for his lad­ing, ordered them a bottle of rum, and to take t’oth­er trip, be­cause no time should be lost: this pro­voked the boat’s crew, but par­tic­u­larly Low, who takes up a loaded mus­ket and fires at the cap­tain, but miss­ing him, shot an­oth­er poor fel­low thro’ the head, then put off the boat, and with his twelve com­pan­ions goes to sea: the next day they took a small ves­sel, and go in her, make a black flag, and de­clare war against all the world.

			They then pro­ceeded to the Is­land of the Grand Cay­man, in­tend­ing to have fit­ted up their small ves­sel, and pre­pare them­selves as well as their cir­cum­stances would per­mit, for their hon­our­able em­ploy­ment; but fall­ing in com­pany with George Lowth­er, an­oth­er pir­ate there, who pay­ing his com­pli­ments to Low, as great folks do to one an­oth­er when they meet, and of­fer­ing him­self as an ally; Low ac­cep­ted of the terms, and so the treaty was presently sign’d without pleni­pos or any oth­er form­al­it­ies.

			We have already giv­en an ac­count of their joint pir­acies, un­der Lowth­er as chief com­mand­er, till the 28th of May, 1722, when they took a brig­antine of Bo­ston, bound thith­er from St. Chris­toph­er’s, at which time they par­ted, and Ed­ward Low went in­to the brig­antine, with forty-four oth­ers, who chose him their cap­tain: they took with them two guns, four swiv­els, six quarter-casks of powder, pro­vi­sions and some stores, and so left Lowth­er to pro­sec­ute his ad­ven­tures, with the men he had left.

			Their first ad­ven­ture in the brig­antine, was on Sunday the 3rd day of June, when they took a ves­sel be­long­ing to Am­boy, John Hance Mas­ter, whom he rifled of his pro­vi­sions, and let go; the same day he met with a sloop, James Calquhoon Mas­ter, off of Rhode Is­land, bound in­to that port, whom he first plundered, and then cut away his bow­sprit, and all his rig­ging, also his sails from the yards, and wounded the mas­ter, to pre­vent his get­ting in to give in­tel­li­gence, and then stood away to the south­east­ward, with all the sail he could make, there be­ing then but little wind.

			Low judged right in mak­ing sail from the coast, for a longer stay had proved fatal to him, for not­with­stand­ing the dis­abled con­di­tion he had rendered the sloop in, she made shift to get in­to Block Is­land, at 12 o’clock that night, and im­me­di­ately dis­patched a whale­boat to Rhode Is­land, which got thith­er by sev­en the next morn­ing, with an ac­count of the pir­ate, his force, and what had happened to him: as soon as the gov­ernor had re­ceived this in­form­a­tion, he ordered a drum to beat up for vo­lun­teers, and two of the best sloops then in the har­bour, to be fit­ted out: he gave com­mis­sions to one Cap­tain John Head­land, and Cap­tain John Brown, Jr. for ten days; the former had eight guns and two swiv­els, and the lat­ter six guns, well fit­ted with small arms, and in both sloops 140 stout fel­lows; all this was per­formed with so much ex­ped­i­tion, that be­fore sun­set, they were un­der sail, turn­ing out of the har­bour, at the same time the pir­ate was seen from Block Is­land, which gave great hopes that the sloops would be mas­ters of her the next day, which how­ever did not hap­pen, for the sloops re­turned in­to har­bour some days af­ter­wards, without so much as see­ing their en­emy.

			After this es­cape, Cap­tain Low, went in­to port, upon the coast, for he had not fresh wa­ter enough to run to the is­lands, where he stayed a few days, get­ting pro­vi­sions and what ne­ces­sar­ies the crew wanted, and then sailed for pur­chase, (as they call it) steer­ing their course to­wards Marble­head.

			About the 12th of Ju­ly, the brig­antine sailed in­to the har­bour of Port Rose­mary, and there found thir­teen ships and ves­sels, but none of force, at an­chor, they spread their black flag, and ran in among them; Low telling them from the brig­antine, they should have no quar­ters if they res­isted; in the mean­time they mann’d and arm’d their boat, and took pos­ses­sion of every one of them, plundered them of what they thought fit, and con­ver­ted one to their own use, viz. a schoon­er of 80 tons, aboard of which they put 10 car­riage guns, and 50 men, and Low him­self went cap­tain, and nam’d her the Fancy, mak­ing one Charles Har­ris, (who was at first forced in­to their ser­vice out of the Grey­hound of Bo­ston, by Lowth­er, of which ship Har­ris was second mate) cap­tain of the brig­antine: out of these ves­sels they took sev­er­al hands, and in­creased the com­pany to 80 men, who all signed the art­icles, some will­ingly, and a few per­haps by force, and so sailed away from Marble­head.

			Some time after this, they met with two sloops bound for Bo­ston, with pro­vi­sions for the gar­ris­on, and the schoon­er com­ing up first, at­tacked them, but there hap­pen­ing to be an of­ficer and some sol­diers on board, who gave them a warm re­cep­tion, Low chose to stay till he should be joined by the brig­antine; in the mean­while the sloops made the best of their way, and the pir­ates gave them chase two days, and at last lost sight of them in a fog.

			They now steered for the Lee­ward Is­lands, but in their voy­age met with such a hur­ricane of wind, that the like had not been known; the sea ran moun­tains high, and seemed to threaten them every mo­ment with de­struc­tion; it was no time now to look out for plun­der, but to save them­selves, if pos­sible, from per­ish­ing. All hands were con­tinu­ally em­ployed night, and day, on board the brig­antine, and all little enough, for the waves went over her, so that they were forced to keep the pump con­stantly go­ing, be­sides bal­ing with buck­ets; but find­ing them­selves not able to keep her free, and see­ing the ut­most danger be­fore their eyes, they turn’d to the tackle, and hois­ted out their pro­vi­sions, and oth­er heavy goods, and threw them over­board, with six of their guns, so that by light­en­ing the ves­sel, she might rise to the top of the sea with the waves: they were also go­ing to cut away their mast; but con­sid­er­ing how dan­ger­ous it would be, to be left in such a con­di­tion, they re­solved to delay it to the last, which was prudence in them to do; for a ship without masts or sails, lies like a log upon the wa­ter, and if at­tack’d, must fight with dis­ad­vant­age, the work­ing of her be­ing the most art­ful part of the en­gage­ment, be­cause she may some­times bring all her great guns on one side, to bear upon her en­emy, when the dis­abled ship can do little or noth­ing.

			But to pro­ceed; by their throw­ing over­board the heavy goods, the ves­sel made con­sid­er­able less wa­ter, and they could keep it un­der with the pump only, which gave them hopes and new life; so that in­stead of cut­ting all away, they took ne­ces­sary meas­ures to se­cure the mast, by mak­ing pre­vent­or-shrouds, etc. and then wore and lay too upon the oth­er tack, till the storm was over. The schoon­er made some­what bet­ter weath­er of it, of the two, but was pretty roughly handled not­with­stand­ing, hav­ing split her main­sail, sprung her bow­sprit, and cut her an­chors from her bows. The brig­antine by run­ning away to lee­ward, when she wore upon the lar­board tack, had lost sight of the schoon­er; but not know­ing wheth­er she might be safe or not, as soon as the wind abated, she set her main­sail and top­sail, and made short trips to wind­ward; and the next day had the good for­tune to come in sight of their con­sort, who, upon a sig­nal, which the oth­er knew, bore down to her, and the crew were over­joy’d to meet again, after such ill treat­ment from the winds and seas.

			After the storm, Low got safe to a small is­land, one of the weather­most of the Carib­bean, and there fit­ted their ves­sels, as well as the place could af­ford; they got pro­vi­sions of the nat­ives, in ex­change for goods of their own; and as soon as the brig­antine was ready, ’twas judg’d ne­ces­sary to take a short cruise, and leave the schoon­er in the har­bour till her re­turn. The brig­antine sail’d out ac­cord­ingly, and had not been out many days be­fore they met a ship at sea, that had lost all her masts; on board of whom they went, and took from her in money and goods, to the value of 1,000 £ and so left her in the con­di­tion they found her: this ship was bound home from Bar­ba­dos, but los­ing her masts in the late storm, was mak­ing for An­ti­gua, to re­fit, where she af­ter­wards ar­riv’d.

			The storm just spoken of, was found to have done in­cred­ible dam­age in those parts of the world; but how­ever, it ap­pear’d to have been more vi­ol­ent at Ja­maica, both to the is­land and ship­ping, there was such a prodi­gious swell of the sea, that sev­er­al hun­dred tons of stones and rocks, were thrown over the wall of the town of Port Roy­al, and the town it­self was over­flowed, and above half des­troy’d, there be­ing the next morn­ing five foot wa­ter from one end to the oth­er; the can­non of Fort Charles were dis­moun­ted, and some washed in­to the sea, and four hun­dred people lost their lives; a more mel­an­choly sight was scarce ever seen when the wa­ter ebb’d away, all the streets be­ing covered with ru­ins of houses, wrecks of ves­sels, and a great num­ber of dead bod­ies, for forty sail of ships, in the har­bour, were cast away.

			The brig­antine re­turn’d to the is­land, where she had left the schoon­er, who be­ing ready to sail, it was put to the vote of the com­pany, what voy­age to take next; and herein they fol­low’d the ad­vice of the cap­tain, who thought it not ad­vis­able to go any farther to lee­ward, be­cause of the men-of-war who were cruis­ing in their sev­er­al sta­tions, which they were not at all fond of meet­ing, and there­fore it was agreed to go to the Azores, or West­ern Is­lands.

			The lat­ter end of Ju­ly, Low took a French ship of 34 guns, and car­ried her along with him to the Azores. He came in­to St. Mi­chael’s Road the 3rd of Au­gust, and took sev­en sail that were ly­ing there, viz. the Nostre Dame, Mere de Dieu, Cap­tain Roach Com­mand­er; the Dove, Capt. Cox; the Rose pink, formerly a man-of-war, Capt. Thompson; an­oth­er Eng­lish ship, Capt. Chand­ler; and three oth­er ves­sels. He threatened all with present death who res­isted, which struck such a ter­ror to them, that they yiel­ded them­selves up a prey to the vil­lains, without fir­ing a gun.

			The pir­ates be­ing in great want of wa­ter and fresh pro­vi­sions, Low sent to the Gov­ernor of St. Mi­chael’s for a sup­ply, and prom­ised upon that con­di­tion to re­lease the ships he had taken, but oth­er­wise to burn them all; which de­mand the gov­ernor thought it not prudent to re­fuse, but sent the pro­vi­sion he re­quired, upon which he re­leased six of the ships, (after he had plundered them of what he thought fit,) and the oth­er, viz. the Rose pink, was made a pir­ate ship, which Low him­self took the com­mand of.

			The pir­ates took sev­er­al of the guns out of the French ship, and moun­ted them aboard the Rose, which proved very fit for their turn, and con­demned the former to the flames. They took all the crew out of her, but the cook, who, they said, be­ing a greasy fel­low would fry well in the fire; so the poor man was bound to the main­mast, and burnt in the ship, to the no small di­ver­sion of Low and his myr­mid­ons.

			Low ordered the schoon­er to lie in the fare between St. Mi­chael’s and St. Mary’s, where, about the 20th of Au­gust, Cap­tain Carter in the Wright gal­ley, had the ill for­tune to come in her way; and be­cause at first they showed in­clin­a­tions to de­fend them­selves, and what they had, the pir­ates cut and mangled them in a bar­bar­ous man­ner; par­tic­u­larly some Por­tuguese pas­sen­gers, two of which be­ing fri­ars, they triced up at each arm of the fore-yard, but let them down again be­fore they were quite dead, and this they re­peated sev­er­al times out of sport.

			An­oth­er Por­tuguese, who was also Cap­tain Carter’s pas­sen­ger, put­ting on a sor­row­ful coun­ten­ance at what he saw ac­ted, one of this vile crew at­tacked him upon the deck, say­ing, he did not like his looks, and thereupon gave him one blow across his belly with his cut­lash, that cut out his bowels, and he fell down dead without speak­ing a word. At the same time an­oth­er of these rogues cut­ting at a pris­on­er, missed his mark, and Cap­tain Low stand­ing in his way, very op­por­tunely re­ceived the stroke upon his un­der jaw, which laid the teeth bare; upon this the sur­geon was called, who im­me­di­ately stitched up the wound, but Low find­ing fault with the op­er­a­tion, the sur­geon be­ing tol­er­ably drunk, as it was cus­tom­ary for every­body to be, struck Low such a blow with his fist, that broke out all the stitches, and then bid him sew up his chops him­self and be damned, so that Low made a very pi­ti­ful fig­ure for some time after.

			When they had plundered Cap­tain Carter’s ship, sev­er­al of them were for burn­ing her, as they had done the French­man, but it was oth­er­wise re­solved at last; for after they had cut her cables, rig­ging and sails to pieces, they left her to the mercy of the sea.

			After these de­pred­a­tions, they steered for the is­land of Madeira, where miss­ing oth­er booty, they took up with a fish­ing boat, with two old men and a boy in her, one of which they de­tained on board, but sent the oth­er ashore with a flag of truce, de­mand­ing a boat of wa­ter of the gov­ernor, on pain of tak­ing away the old man’s life, whom they threatened to hang at the yar­darm, upon their re­fus­al; but the thing be­ing com­plied with, the old man was hon­our­ably (as the pir­ates say) dis­charged, and all the three much hand­somer clothed than when they took them. From this is­land they sailed to the Ca­nar­ies, but meet­ing with no prey there, they con­tin­ued their course for the Cape de Verde Is­lands, and at Bonav­ista, took a ship called the Liv­er­pool mer­chant, Cap­tain Gould­ing, from whom they stole a great quant­ity of pro­vi­sions and dry goods, 300 gal­lons of brandy, two guns and car­riages, a mast, yard and hawsers, be­sides six of his men, and then would not let them trade there, nor at St. Nich­olas, but ob­liged Cap­tain Gould­ing to go with his ship, to the Isle of May.

			The pir­ate also took among these is­lands, a ship be­long­ing to Liv­er­pool, Scot Com­mand­er; two Por­tuguese sloops bound for Brazil; a small Eng­lish sloop trad­ing there, James Peas Mas­ter, bound to Santa Cruz, and three sloops from St. Thomas bound to Cur­açao, the mas­ters names were Lilly, Staples and Simp­kins, all which they plundered, and then let go about their busi­ness, ex­cept one sloop which they fit­ted up for the fol­low­ing pur­pose.

			Low had heard by one of the above men­tioned ships, that two small gal­lies were ex­pec­ted every day at the West­ern Is­lands, viz. the Grey­hound, Cap­tain Glass, and the Jo­liff, Cap­tain Aram; the former of which was de­signed to be fit­ted for the pir­at­ic­al trade to Brazil, if things had happened to their minds. They mann’d the sloop, and sent her in quest of one or both of these ships to the West­ern Is­lands afore­said, whilst they car­reen’d their ship Rose, at one of the Cape de Verdes: but now for­tune that had hitherto been so pro­pi­tious to them, left her min­ions, and baffled for the present all their hopes, for the sloop miss­ing of their prey, was re­duced to great ne­ces­sit­ies for want of pro­vi­sions and wa­ter, so that they ven­tured to go ashore at St. Mi­chael’s for a sup­ply, and pass for a trader; but they play’d their parts so awk­wardly, that they were sus­pec­ted by the gov­ernor to be what they really were, and he was soon put out of doubt by a vis­it some Por­tuguese made them, who happened un­luck­ily to be pas­sen­gers in Cap­tain Carter’s ship, when Low took her, and knew the gen­tle­men’s faces very well; upon which the whole crew was con­duc­ted in­to the castle, where they were provided for as long as they liv’d.

			Low, in the mean­time, did not fare quite so ill, but had his in­ten­ded voy­age to Brazil spoil’d, by the over­set­ting of his ship, when she was upon the ca­reen, whereby she was lost, so that he was re­duc’d to his old schoon­er, which he called the Fancy, aboard of which they all went, to the num­ber of 100, as vile rogues as ever ended their lives at Ty­burn. They pro­ceeded now to the West In­dies, but be­fore they had got­ten far on their voy­age, they at­tack’d a rich Por­tuguese ship, call’d the Nostre Signiora de Vic­tor­ia, bound home from Bahia, and after some res­ist­ance, took her. Low tor­tur’d sev­er­al of the men, to make them de­clare where the money, (which he sup­pos’d they had on board) lay, and ex­tor­ted by that means, a con­fes­sion that the cap­tain had, dur­ing the chase, hung out of the cab­in win­dow, a bag with 11,000 moidores, which, as soon as he was taken, he cut the rope off, and let it drop in­to the sea.

			Low, upon hear­ing what a prize had es­cap’d him, rav’d like a fury, swore a thou­sand oaths, and ordered the cap­tain’s lips to be cut off, which he broil’d be­fore his face, and af­ter­wards murdered him and all the crew, be­ing thirty-two per­sons.

			After this bloody ac­tion, they con­tin­ued their course, till they came to the north­ward of all the is­lands, and there cruis’d for about a month, in which time they made prizes of the fol­low­ing ves­sels, viz. a snow from New York to Cur­açao, Robert Le­onard Mas­ter; a sloop from the bay, bound to New York, Craig Mas­ter; a snow from Lon­don and Ja­maica, bound to New York; and the Stan­hope pink, An­drew Del­bridge Mas­ter, from Ja­maica to Bo­ston; which last they burnt, be­cause of Low’s ir­re­con­cil­able aver­sion to New Eng­land men.

			After this cruise, they went in­to one of the is­lands and clean’d, and then steered for the Bay of Hon­dur­as, where they ar­rived about the middle of March 1722–3, and met a sloop turn­ing out of the said bay. The pir­ates had hois­ted up Span­ish col­ours, and con­tin­ued them till they drew near the sloop, then they haul’d them down, hois­ted their black flag, fired a broad­side, and boarded her. This sloop was a Span­iard of six guns, and 70 men, that came in­to the bay that morn­ing, and meet­ing there with five Eng­lish sloops, and a pink, made prizes of them all, plundered them, and brought the mas­ters of the ves­sels away pris­on­ers, for the ransom of the log­wood; their names were Tut­hill, Norton, New­bury, Spra­fort, Clark and Par­rot. The Span­iards made no res­ist­ance, so that the Eng­lish pir­ates soon be­came their mas­ters and fell to rifling; but find­ing the above­men­tioned people in the hold, and sev­er­al Eng­lish goods, they con­sul­ted Low the cap­tain thereupon, and without ex­amin­ing any fur­ther, the res­ol­u­tion pass’d to kill all the com­pany; and the pir­ates, without any ce­re­mony, fell pell-pell to ex­e­cu­tion with their swords, cut­lashes, poleaxes and pis­tols, cut­ting, slash­ing and shoot­ing the poor Span­iards at a sad rate. Some of the miser­able creatures jump’d down in­to the hold, but could not avoid the mas­sacre; they met death every­where, for if they es­caped it from one hand, they were sure to per­ish by an­oth­er; the only pro­spect they had of life, was to fly from the rage of those mer­ci­less men, and to trust to the more mer­ci­ful sea; and ac­cord­ingly a great many leap’d over­board, and swam for the shore; but Low per­ceiv­ing it, ordered the canoa to be mann’d, and sent in pur­suit of them, by which means sev­er­al of the poor un­happy men were knock’d in the head in the wa­ter, as they were en­deav­our­ing to get to land; how­ever, about 12 of them did reach the shore, but in a miser­able con­di­tion, be­ing very much wounded, and what be­came of them af­ter­wards was not known, ex­cept one, who while the pir­ates were at their sports and pas­times ashore, find­ing him­self very weak and faint­ing with his wounds, and not know­ing where to go for help and re­lief, in this ex­tremity, he came back to them, and begg’d for God sake, in the most earn­est man­ner pos­sible, that they would give him quar­ters; upon which, one of the vil­lains took hold of him, and said, G‑d——n him, he would give him good quar­ters presently, and made the poor Span­iard kneel down on his knees, then tak­ing his fu­sil, put the muzzle of it in­to his mouth, and fired down his throat. ’Twas thought the rest did not long sur­vive their miser­able con­di­tion, and could only pro­long their lives, to add to the misery of them.

			When the mur­der­ing work was over, they rum­maged the Span­ish pir­ate, and brought all the booty aboard their own ves­sels: the six mas­ters afore­men­tioned, found in the hold, they re­stored to their re­spect­ive ves­sels: they forced away the car­penter from the pink, and then set fire to the Span­ish sloop, and burnt her; which last scene con­cluded the de­struc­tion of their en­emy, ship and crew.

			Low set the mas­ters of the ves­sels free, but would not suf­fer them to steer for Ja­maica, where they were then bound, for fear the men-of-war should get in­tel­li­gence of them, but forced them all to go to New York, threat’ning them with death, when they met them again, if they re­fused to com­ply with their de­mands.

			In the next cruise, which was between the Lee­ward Is­lands and the main, they took two snows, bound from Ja­maica to Liv­er­pool, and a snow from Ja­maica to Lon­don, Bridds Mas­ter; as also a ship from Bid­di­ford to Ja­maica, John Pinkham Com­mand­er; and two sloops from Ja­maica to Vir­gin­ia.

			On the 27th of May, Low and his con­sort Har­ris, came off South Car­o­lina, and met with three good ships, viz. the Crown, Cap­tain Lov­er­eigne, the King Wil­li­am, the Carter­et, and a brig­antine, who all came out of Car­o­lina to­geth­er two days be­fore. The pir­ates were at the trouble of chas­ing them, and Cap­tain Lov­er­eigne be­ing the stern­most, she fell first a prey in­to their hands; and they spent all the day in com­ing up with the rest.

			With­in a few days they took a ship called the Am­s­ter­dam mer­chant, Cap­tain Wil­lard, from Ja­maica, but be­long­ing to New Eng­land; as Low let none of that coun­try de­part without some marks of his rage, he cut off this gen­tle­man’s ears, slit up his nose, and cut him in sev­er­al places of his body, and, after plun­der­ing his ship, let him pur­sue his voy­age.

			After this he took a sloop bound to Am­boy, Wil­li­am Fra­zi­er, Mas­ter, with whom Mr. Low hap­pen­ing to be dis­pleased, he ordered lighted matches to be ty’d between the men’s fin­gers, which burnt all the flesh off the bones; then cut them in sev­er­al parts of their bod­ies with knives and cut­lashes; af­ter­wards took all their pro­vi­sions away, and set some of them ashore in an un­in­hab­ited part of the coun­try.

			The King­ston, Cap­tain Es­twick, an­oth­er ship, one Burring­ton Mas­ter, two brig­antines from Car­o­lina to Lon­don; a sloop from Vir­gin­ia to Ber­muda; a ship from Glas­gow to Vir­gin­ia; a schoon­er from New York to South Car­o­lina; a pink from Vir­gin­ia to Dart­mouth, and a sloop from Phil­adelphia to Sur­i­n­ame fell a prey to these vil­lains, upon this cruise, be­sides those above­men­tioned.

			It happened that at this time one of His Majesty’s ships was upon a cruise, on this sta­tion, and got in­tel­li­gence of some of the mis­chiev­ous ac­tions of this miscre­ant, by one of the ves­sels that had been plundered by him, who steer­ing as dir­ec­ted, came in sight of the pir­ates by break of day, on the 10th of June, of all days in the year. The rovers look­ing out for prey, soon saw, and gave chase to the man-of-war, which was called the Grey­hound, a ship of 20 guns, and 120 men, rather in­fer­iour in force to the two pir­ate ves­sels: the Grey­hound find­ing them so eager, was in no doubt what they should be, and there­fore tack’d and stood from them, giv­ing the pir­ates an op­por­tun­ity to chase her for two hours, till all things were in read­i­ness for an en­gage­ment, and the pir­ates about gun­shot off; then the Grey­hound tack’d again, and stood to­wards the two sloops, one of them called the Fancy, com­manded by Low him­self, and the oth­er the Ranger, com­manded by Har­ris, both which hois­ted their pir­at­ic­al col­ours, and fired each a gun. When the Grey­hound came with­in mus­ket-shot, she halled up her main­sail, and clapp’d close upon a wind, to keep the pir­ates from run­ning to lee­ward, and then en­gaged: but when the rogues found who they had to deal with, they edg’d away un­der the man-of-war’s stern, and the Grey­hound stand­ing after them, they made a run­ning fight for about two hours; but little wind hap­pen­ing, the sloops gained from her, by the help of their oars; upon which the Grey­hound left off fir­ing, and turned all hands to her own oars, and at three in the af­ter­noon came up with them. The pir­ates haul’d upon a wind to re­ceive the man-of-war, and the fight was im­me­di­ately re­newed, with a brisk fire on both sides, till the Ranger’s main-yard was shot down, and the Grey­hound press­ing close upon the dis­abled sloop, Low, in the oth­er, thought fit to bear away and leave his con­sort a sac­ri­fice to his en­emy, who (se­ing the cow­ardice and treach­ery of his com­modore and lead­er, hav­ing ten or twelve men killed and wounded, and that there was no pos­sib­il­ity of es­cap­ing,) called out for quar­ters, and sur­rendered them­selves to justice, which proved severe enough to them awhile af­ter­wards.

			The con­duct of Low was sur­pris­ing in this ad­ven­ture, be­cause his re­puted cour­age and bold­ness, had, hitherto, so pos­sess’d the minds of all people, that he be­came a ter­ror, even to his own men; but his be­ha­viour through­out this whole ac­tion, showed him to be a base cow­ardly vil­lain, for had Low’s sloop fought half so briskly as Har­ris’ had done, (as they were un­der a sol­emn oath to do,) the man-of-war, in my opin­ion, could nev­er have hur­ted them.

			The Grey­hound car­ried in their prize to Rhode Is­land, to the great joy of the whole province, though it had been more com­plete, if the great Low him­self had grac’d the tri­umph. The pris­on­ers were strongly se­cured in a gaol, till a court of vice ad­mir­alty could be held for their tri­als, which be­gun on the 10th of Ju­ly, at New­port, and con­tin­ued three days. The court was made up of the fol­low­ing gen­tle­men.

			
					
					Wil­li­am Dum­mer, Esq.; Lieu­ten­ant Gov­ernor of the Mas­sachu­setts, Pres­id­ent.

				

					
					Nath­aniel Paine, Esq.

				

					
					Adding­ton Dav­on­port, Esq.

				

					
					Thomas Fitch, Esq.

				

					
					Spen­cer Phipps, Esq.

				

					
					John Lechmere, Esq. Sur­vey­or Gen­er­al

				

					
					John Valentine, Esq.; Ad­voc­ate Gen­er­al

				

					
					Samuel Cran­ston, Gov­ernor of Rhode Is­land

				

					
					John Men­zies, Esq.; Judge of the Ad­mir­alty

				

					
					Richard Ward, Esq.; Re­gister

				

					
					Mr. Jah­leel Brin­ton; Prov­ost Mar­shal.

				

			

			
				Robert Auch­muta, Esq.; was as­signed, by the court,

				coun­sel for the pris­on­ers here un­der men­tion’d.
				
					
							Pris­on­ers’ Names
							Ages
							Places of Birth
					

				
				
					
							Charles Har­ris, Cap­tain
							25
							Lon­don
					

					
							Wil­li­am Blads
							28
							Rhode Is­land
					

					
							Daniel Hide
							23
							Vir­gin­ia
					

					
							Thomas Pow­el, Jr.
							21
							Con­necti­c­ut N. E.
					

					
							Steph­en Mun­don
							20
							Lon­don
					

					
							Thomas Hug­git
							30
							Lon­don
					

					
							Wil­li­am Read
							35
							Lon­don­derry, Ire­land
					

					
							Peter Kneeves
							32
							Ex­eter in Devon
					

					
							James Brinkly
							28
							Suf­folk in Eng­land
					

					
							Joseph Sound
							28
							City of West­min­ster
					

					
							Wil­li­am Shut­field
							40
							Lan­caster in Eng­land
					

					
							Ed­ward Eaton
							38
							Wrex­ham in Wales
					

					
							John Brown
							29
							County of Durham
					

					
							Ed­ward Lawson
							20
							Isle of Man
					

					
							Owen Rice
							27
							South Wales
					

					
							John Tomkins
							23
							Gloucester­shire
					

					
							John Fitzger­ald
							21
							Lim­er­ick in Ire­land
					

					
							Ab­ra­ham Lacy
							21
							Devon­shire
					

					
							Thomas Lin­is­ter
							21
							Lan­cashire
					

					
							Fran­cis Leyton
							39
							New York
					

					
							John Wa­ters, Quart.-Mr.
							35
							County of Devon
					

					
							Wil­li­am Jones
							28
							Lon­don
					

					
							Charles Church
							21
							St. Mar­garet’s, Westm.
					

					
							Thomas Hazel
							50
							— — —
					

					
							John Bright
							25
							— — — —
					

					
							These 25 were found Guilty, and ex­ecuted the 19th of Ju­ly, 1723, near New­port in Rhode Is­land.
					

					
							John Brown
							17
							Liv­er­poole
					

					
							Patrick Cun­ning­ham
							25
							— — —
					

					
							These two were found Guilty, but res­pited for one year, and re­com­men­ded to the King’s fa­vour.
					

					
							John Wilson
							23
							New Lon­don County
					

					
							Henry Barnes
							22
							Bar­ba­dos
					

					
							Thomas Jones
							17
							Flur in Wales
					

					
							Joseph Switzer
							24
							Bo­ston in New Eng­land
					

					
							Thomas Mump­er, In­di­an
							—
							Math­er’s Vine­yard N. E.
					

					
							John Hinch­er, Doc­tor
							22
							Near Ed­in­burgh, Scot.
					

					
							John Fletch­er
							17
							— — —
					

					
							Thomas Child
							15
							— — —
					

					
							These eight were found Not Guilty.
					

				
			

			The des­troy­ing this pir­ate was look’d upon by the province, to be of such a sig­nal ser­vice to the pub­lic, and par­tic­u­lar ad­vant­age to the colony of New York, that it was thought ne­ces­sary to make some hand­some ac­know­ledge­ment to Cap­tain Peter Sol­gard for it; and there­fore it was re­solved, in an as­sembly of the Com­mon Coun­cil, to com­pli­ment him with the free­dom of their cor­por­a­tion. The res­ol­u­tion, to­geth­er with the pre­amble of the cap­tain’s free­dom, be­ing curi­ous in their kind, I sub­join them for the sat­is­fac­tion of the read­er.

			
				
					Res­ol­u­tion of the May­or and Com­mon Coun­cil Of the city of New York, at a Com­mon Coun­cil held at the city hall of the said city, on Thursday the 25th of Ju­ly, An­no. Dom. 1723.

					Present Robert Wal­ter, Esq.; May­or. City of New York, SS.

					City of New York, SS

				
				This Court hav­ing taken in­to their con­sid­er­a­tion the great ser­vice lately done to this province in par­tic­u­lar, as well as to all oth­er His Majesty’s good sub­jects in gen­er­al, by Cap­tain Peter Sol­gard, Com­mand­er of His Majesty’s ship the Grey­hound, the sta­tion ship of the province, who lately in a cruise upon this coast, in due ex­e­cu­tion and dis­charge of his duty, upon in­tel­li­gence giv­en him, sought for, pur­sued and en­gaged two pir­ate sloops, com­manded by one Low, (a no­tori­ous and in­hu­mane pir­ate,) one of which sloops he took, after a res­ol­ute res­ist­ance, and very much shattered the oth­er, who by the fa­vour of the night es­caped. Twenty-six of which pir­ates so taken, be­ing lately ex­ecuted at Rhode Is­land, not only eased this city and province of a very great trouble, but of a very con­sid­er­able ex­pense, etc. It is there­fore re­solved (nemine con­tra­dicente) that this cor­por­a­tion do present the said Cap­tain Sol­gard with the free­dom of this cor­por­a­tion, as a mark of the great es­teem they have for his per­son, as well as for the afore­said great and good ser­vices; and that the seal of the said free­dom be en­closed in a gold box; that Mr. Re­cord­er and Mr. Bickley do draw the draught of the said free­dom, sig­ni­fy­ing therein, the grate­ful sense of this cor­por­a­tion, for so sig­nal a ser­vice to the pub­lic, and be­ne­fit and ad­vant­age of man­kind. That Al­der­man Kip, and Al­der­man Cruger, do pre­pare the said box; that the arms of the cor­por­a­tion be en­graved on one side there­of, and a rep­res­ent­a­tion of the en­gage­ment on the oth­er, with this motto, (viz.) [Ques­i­tos hu­mani gen­er­os hostes de­bel­lare su­perbum, 10 Ju­nii, 1723.] That the town clerk cause the same free­dom to be hand­somly en­grossed on parch­ment, and that the whole cor­por­a­tion do wait upon him, to present the same.

				
					By Or­der of the Com­mon Coun­cil

					Wil­li­am Shar­pas, Clerk

				
			

			
				
					The Pre­amble of Cap­tain Peter Sol­gard’s Copy of His free­dom.

					Robert Wal­ter, Esq.; may­or, and the al­der­men of the city of New York.

					City of New York, SS.

				
				To all whom these persents shall come, send greet­ing.

				Where­as, Cap­tain Peter Sol­gard, Com­mand­er of His Majesty’s ship the Grey­hound, (the present sta­tion ship of this province,) in his cruise, hav­ing in­tel­li­gence of two pir­ate sloops of con­sid­er­able force in con­sort­ship, un­der the com­mand of one Low, a no­tori­ous pir­ate, that had for up­ward of two years, com­mit­ted many de­pred­a­tions, murders and bar­bar­it­ies, upon many of His Majesty’s sub­jects and al­lies, lately come upon this coast, hath, with great di­li­gence, and ut­most ap­plic­a­tion, pur­sued, over­taken, and after a stub­born res­ist­ance, van­quished and over­come both of them, tak­ing one, and driv­ing the oth­er from our coast; which ac­tion, as it is glor­i­ous in it­self, so it is glor­i­ous in the pub­lic be­ne­fits and ad­vant­ages that flow from it, (to wit) the safety and free­dom of our own trade and com­merce, and of all the neigh­bour­ing provinces on this con­tin­ent, such sig­nal ser­vice done against the en­emies of man­kind, mer­its the ap­plause of all good men, but more im­me­di­ately from those of this province, who are ap­poin­ted his par­tic­u­lar care and charge. We there­fore, the may­or, al­der­men and com­mon­alty of the city of New York, as­sembled in com­mon coun­cil, to ex­press our grate­ful sense and ac­know­ledg­ment, to the said Cap­tain Peter Sol­gard, for so noble and faith­ful a dis­charge of his duty, and as a par­tic­u­lar mark of the great es­teem and just re­gard we bear to his kind ac­cept­ance of the free­dom of the cor­por­a­tion of this city of New York, and that he will please to be­come a fel­low cit­izen with us. These are there­fore to cer­ti­fy and de­clare, that the said Cap­tain Peter Sol­gard is hereby ad­mit­ted, re­ceived and al­lowed a free­man and cit­izen of the said city of New York, to have, hold, en­joy and par­take of all and sin­gu­lar ad­vant­ages, be­ne­fits, liber­ties, priv­ileges, fran­chises, freedoms and im­munit­ies what­so­ever, gran­ted or be­long­ing to the same city: in testi­mony there­of, the said may­or hath here­unto sub­scribed his name, and caused the seal of the said city to be af­fix’d the 25th day of Ju­ly, in the ninth year of the reign of our Sov­er­eign Lord George, by the grace of God, King of Great Bri­tain, France and Ire­land, De­fend­er of the Faith, etc. An­no. Dom. 1723.

				
					Wil­li­am Shar­pas, Clerk

					R. Wal­ter May­or

				
			

			This nar­row es­cape of Low and his com­pan­ions, one would have thought might have brought them to a little con­sid­er­a­tion of their black and hor­rid crimes, and to look upon this in­ter­val as an op­por­tun­ity put in­to their hands by provid­ence, to re­con­cile them­selves to God, by a hearty and sin­cere re­pent­ance. But alas they were dead to all good­ness, and had not so much as one spark of vir­tue to stir them up to be thank­ful for such an em­in­ent de­liv­er­ance: but in­stead there­of, ven­ted a mil­lion of oaths and curses upon the cap­tain of the Grey­hound, vow­ing to ex­ecute ven­geance upon all they should meet with af­ter­wards, for the in­dig­nity he put upon them.

			The first prey that they met with, after their flight, was a small sloop be­long­ing to Nan­tuck­et, a whale-fish­ing, about 80 miles from land; the mas­ter of which, one Nath­an Skiff, a brisk young fel­low, the pir­ates cruelly whipp’d na­ked about the deck, mak­ing his tor­ture their sport; after which they cut of his ears, and last of all shot him through the head, and then sunk his ves­sel; put­ting the rest of the hands in­to their whale­boat, with a com­pass, a little wa­ter, and a few bis­cuits; and it be­ing good weath­er, they provid­en­tially got safe to Nan­tuck­et, bey­ond all ex­pect­a­tion.

			There was an­oth­er whale­boat be­long­ing to this sloop last men­tioned, which happened to be at some dis­tance from her, and per­ceiv­ing what was do­ing, rowed with all speed to an­oth­er sloop not far off, to ac­quaint her with the mis­for­tune, that the men might take care of them­selves; and she hap­pily got away in time. Some days after, Low took a fish­ing boat off of Block Is­land, but did not per­pet­rate so much cruelty to her, con­tent­ing him­self with only cut­ting off the mas­ter’s head: but after tak­ing two whale­boats near Rhode Is­land, he caused one of the mas­ters’ bod­ies to be ripp’d up, and his en­trails to be taken out; and cut off the ears of the oth­er, and made him eat them him­self with pep­per and salt; which hard in­junc­tion he com­ply’d with, without mak­ing a word. Sev­er­al oth­er per­sons he would have murdered, but hu­man­ity pre­vail­ing in the tender hearts of his com­pan­ions, they re­fused to put his sav­age or­ders in ex­e­cu­tion. From the coast of New Eng­land, Low sailed dir­ectly for New­found­land, and, near Cape Bri­ton, took two or three and twenty French ves­sels; and one of them of 22 guns he mann’d with pir­ates, mak­ing a sort of a man-of-war of her; with which he scour’d the har­bours and banks of New­found­land, and took six­teen or eight­een oth­er ships and ves­sels, all which they plundered, and some des­troyed.

			Thus these in­hu­mane wretches went on, who could not be con­ten­ted to sat­is­fy their av­arice only, and travel in the com­mon road of wicked­ness; but, like their pat­ron, the dev­il, must make mis­chief their sport, cruelty their de­light, and damning of souls their con­stant em­ploy­ment. Of all the pir­at­ic­al crews that were ever heard of, none of the Eng­lish name came up to this, in bar­bar­ity; their mirth and their an­ger had much the same ef­fect, for both were usu­ally grat­i­fied with the cries and groans of their pris­on­ers; so that they al­most as of­ten murdered a man from the ex­cess of good hu­mour, as out of pas­sion and re­sent­ment; and the un­for­tu­nate could nev­er be as­sured of safety from them, for danger lurked in their very smiles. An in­stance of this had liked to have happened to one Cap­tain Graves, Mas­ter of a Vir­gin­ia ship last taken; for as soon as he came aboard of the pir­ate, Low takes a bowl of punch in his hand, and drinks to him, say­ing, Cap­tain Graves, here’s half this to you. But the poor gen­tle­man be­ing too sens­ibly touched at the mis­for­tune of fall­ing in­to his hands, mod­estly de­sired to be ex­cused, for that he could not drink; whereupon Low draws out a pis­tol, cocks it, and with the bowl in ’toth­er hand, told him, he should either take one or the oth­er: so Graves, without hes­it­a­tion, made choice of the vehicle that con­tained the punch, and guttled down about a quart, when he had the least in­clin­a­tion that ever he had in his life to be merry.

			The lat­ter end of Ju­ly, (1723,) Low took a large ship, called the Merry Christ­mas, and fit­ted her for a pir­ate, cut sev­er­al ports in her, and moun­ted her with 34 guns. Low goes aboard of this ship, as­sumes the title of ad­mir­al, and hoists a black flag, with the fig­ure of death in red, at the main-top­mast head, and takes an­oth­er voy­age to the West­ern Is­lands, where he ar­rived the be­gin­ning of Septem­ber. The first ves­sel he met with there, was a brig­antine, formerly an Eng­lish sloop, com­manded by Eli­as Wild, but lately bought by a Por­tuguese no­ble­man, and altered: she was manned partly with Eng­lish, and partly Por­tuguese; the lat­ter Low caused to be hang’d, by way of re­pris­al, for some of his own men sent thith­er in a sloop from the Cape de Verde Is­lands, as has been men­tioned: the Eng­lish­men he thrust in­to their own boat, to shift for them­selves, and set fire to the ves­sel.

			At St. Mi­chaels, they sent in their boats and cut out of the road, a new Lon­don built ship of 14 guns, com­manded by Cap­tain Thompson, who was taken there the year be­fore, by Low, in the Rose pink. The boats had few­er men than the ship, and Cap­tain Thompson would have de­fen­ded him­self, but his men through cow­ardice, or too great an in­clin­a­tion of be­com­ing pir­ates them­selves, re­fused to stand by him, and he was ob­liged to sur­render; and when he came aboard the pir­ate, had his ears cut off close to his head, for only pro­pos­ing to res­ist Ad­mir­al Low’s black flag; they gave him one of his own boats, and burnt his ship.

			The next was a Por­tuguese bark that fell in­to their hands, whose men came off some­what bet­ter than usu­al, for they only cut them with their cut­lashes, out of wan­ton­ness, turned them all in­to their boat, and set their ves­sel on fire. When the boat was go­ing from the side of the ship, one of Low’s men, who, we may sup­pose, was forced in­to his gang, was drink­ing with a sil­ver tank­ard at one of the ports, and took his op­por­tun­ity to drop in­to the boat among the Por­tuguese, and lie down in the bot­tom, in or­der to es­cape along with them: after he had stowed him­self in the boat, so as not to be seen, it came in­to his head, that the tank­ard might prove of some use to him, where he was go­ing; so he got up again, laid hold of the utensil, and went off, without be­ing dis­cov­er’d: in which at­tempt had he failed, no doubt his life, if not the lives of all the people in the boat, would have paid for it: the name of this man is Richard Hains.

			Low took his old tour to the Ca­nar­ies, Cape de Verde Is­lands, and so to the coast of Guinea; but noth­ing ex­traordin­ary happened till they ar­rived near Si­erra Le­one in Africa, where they met with a ship call’d the De­light, Cap­tain Hunt Com­mand­er; this ship they thought fit for their own pur­pose, for she had been a small man-of-war, and car­ried 12 guns; how­ever, they moun­ted 16 on board her, mann’d her with 60 men, and ap­poin­ted one Spriggs, who was then their quarter­mas­ter, to be cap­tain of her, who, two days after, sep­ar­ated from the ad­mir­al, and went to the West In­dies a-pir­at­ing, upon his own, and par­tic­u­lar com­pany’s, ac­count, where for the present we shall leave him.

			In Janu­ary last, Low took a ship, called the Squir­rel, Cap­tain Steph­en­son; but what be­came of him af­ter­wards, I can’t tell; we have had no news con­cern­ing him come to Eng­land, since this I have now men­tioned; but I have heard that he talk’d of go­ing to Brazil; and if so, it is likely we may too soon hear of some ex­ploit or oth­er; though the best in­form­a­tion we could re­ceive, would be, that he and all his crew were at the bot­tom of the sea.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				Of Capt. John Evans, and His Crew

			
			John Evans was a Welsh man, had been formerly mas­ter of a sloop be­long­ing to Nevis, but los­ing his em­ploy there, he sailed for some time out of Ja­maica as mate, till hap­pen­ing in com­pany of three or four of his com­rades, and wages not be­ing so good as formerly, and berths scarce, be­cause of the great num­ber of sea­men; they agreed to go abroad in search of ad­ven­tures. They sailed, or rather rowed out of Port Roy­al in Ja­maica, the lat­ter end of Septem­ber 1722, in a canoa; and com­ing on the north side of the is­land, went ashore in the night, broke open a house or two, and robb’d them of some money, and everything else they could find that was port­able, and brought the booty on board the canoa.

			This was very well for the first time, but this kind of rob­bery did not please so well, they wanted to get out to sea, but hav­ing no ves­sel but their canoa, they were pre­ven­ted in their laud­able design; how­ever, they kept a good look out, and tra­versed the is­land, in ex­pect­a­tion that provid­ence would send some un­for­tu­nate ves­sel as a sac­ri­fice, and in a few days their wishes were ac­com­plished; for at Dunn’s Hole, they found a small sloop at an an­chor, be­long­ing to Ber­muda: they made bold and went aboard, and Evans in­formed the folks that be­longed to her, that he was cap­tain of the ves­sel, which was a piece of news they knew not be­fore. After they had put their af­fairs in a prop­er dis­pos­i­tion aboard, they went ashore to a little vil­lage for re­fresh­ments, and lived jovi­ally the re­main­ing part of the day, at a tav­ern, spend­ing three pis­tols, and then de­par­ted. The people of the house ad­mired at the merry guests they had got, were migh­tily pleased, and wished for their com­pany at an­oth­er time, which happened too soon for their profit; for, in the middle of the night, they came ashore all hands, rifled the house, and car­ried what they could aboard their sloop.

			The next day they weighed in the sloop, aboard of which they moun­ted four guns, called her the Scower­er, and sailed to His­pa­ni­ola; on the north part of which is­land they took a Span­ish sloop, which proved an ex­traordin­ary rich prize, as it fell among so few per­sons as this com­pany con­sisted of, for they shared up­wards of 150 £ a man.

			In pur­su­ance of the game, and beat­ing up for the Wind­ward Is­lands, the Scower­er met with a ship from New Eng­land, bound to Ja­maica, 120 tons, called the Dove, Cap­tain Dia­mond Mas­ter, off Pu­erto Rico: they plundered her, and strengthened their own com­pany, by tak­ing out the mate, and two or three oth­er men; they dis­charged the prize, and run in­to one of the is­lands for fresh wa­ter and ne­ces­sar­ies, and stayed there some time.

			The next prize they made, was the Lu­cre­tia and Cath­er­ine, Cap­tain Mills, of 200 ton bur­den; they came up with her near the is­land Dis­seada, Janu­ary 11th. Upon seiz­ing of this ship, the pir­ates began to take upon them­selves the dis­tri­bu­tion of justice, ex­amin­ing the men con­cern­ing their mas­ter’s us­age of them, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of oth­er pir­ates; but the cap­tain over­hear­ing the mat­ter, put an end to the ju­di­cial pro­ceed­ings, and fell to rum­ma­ging the ship, say­ing to them, What have we to do to turn re­formers, ’tis money we want? And speak­ing to the pris­on­ers, he asked them, Does your cap­tain give you victu­als enough? And they an­swer­ing in the af­firm­at­ive: why then, said he, he ought to give you work enough.

			After the tak­ing of this prize, they went to the little is­land of Avis, with a design to clean, and car­ried the Lu­cre­tia along with them, in or­der to heave down the Scower­er by her; but meet­ing there with a sloop, the pir­ate gave chase till the even­ing, when she was with­in gun­shot of her; but fear­ing to lose com­pany with the Lu­cre­tia, who was a heavy sail­or, they left off, and saw her no more. This chase brought them to lee­ward of their port, so that they were ob­liged to look out for an­oth­er place of re­treat, and the is­land of Ruby not be­ing far dis­tant, they steered for that, and anchored there ac­cord­ingly; but the next day a Dutch sloop com­ing as it were, in­to their mouths, they could not for­bear deal­ing, and so mak­ing her their prize, they plundered her of what came, when shared, to fifty pounds a man.

			They found this sloop more for their pur­pose than the Lu­cre­tia, to clean their own sloop by, as be­ing much lower in the waist, and there­fore cap­able of heav­ing her bot­tom farther out of the wa­ter, so she was dis­charged, and the Dutch­man kept in her room; but not think­ing it con­veni­ent to lay up here, for fear a dis­cov­ery should be made, they turned their thoughts an­oth­er way, and steered to the coast of Ja­maica, where they took a sug­ar drover, and then run to the Grand Cay­man, about 30 leagues to lee­ward of Ja­maica, with in­ten­tion to clean there; but an un­happy ac­ci­dent put an end to their pir­acies, which hitherto had proved very suc­cess­ful to them.

			The boat­swain of the pir­ate be­ing a noisy surly fel­low, the cap­tain had at sev­er­al times words with him, re­lat­ing to his be­ha­viour, who think­ing him­self ill treated, not only re­turned ill lan­guage, but also chal­lenged the cap­tain to fight him on the next shore they came to, with pis­tols and sword, as is the cus­tom among these out­laws. When the sloop ar­rived, as above­men­tioned, the cap­tain pro­posed the duel; but the cow­ardly boat­swain re­fused to fight, or go ashore, though it was his own chal­lenge. When Cap­tain Evans saw there was noth­ing to be done with him, he took his cane, and gave him a hearty drub­bing; but the boat­swain not be­ing able to bear such an in­dig­nity, drew out a pis­tol and shot Evans thro’ the head, so that he fell down dead; and the boat­swain im­me­di­ately jumped over­board, and swam to­wards the shore; but the boat was quickly mann’d and sent after him, which took him up and brought him aboard.

			The death of the cap­tain in that man­ner, pro­voked all the crew, and they re­solved the crim­in­al should die by the most ex­quis­ite tor­tures; but while they were con­sid­er­ing of the pun­ish­ment, the gun­ner, trans­por­ted with pas­sion, dis­charged a pis­tol, and shot him thro’ the body; but not killing him out­right, the de­lin­quent in very mov­ing words, de­sired a week for re­pent­ance only; but an­oth­er step­ping up to him, told him, that he should re­pent and be damned to him, and without more ado shot him dead.

			I should have ob­served, that when the Lu­cre­tia and Kath­er­ine was suffered to go away, the pir­ates de­tained their mate, who was now the only man aboard, who un­der­stood nav­ig­a­tion, and him they de­sired to take upon him the com­mand of the sloop, in the room of Cap­tain Evans de­ceased; but he de­sired to be ex­cused that hon­our, and at length pos­it­ively re­fused it; so they agreed to break up the com­pany, and leave the mate in pos­ses­sion of the ves­sel: ac­cord­ingly they went ashore at the Cay­mans, car­ry­ing with them about nine thou­sand pounds among thirty per­sons; and it be­ing fair weath­er, the mate and a boy brought the ves­sel in­to Port Roy­al, in Ja­maica.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Of Cap­tain John Phil­lips, and His Crew

			
			John Phil­lips was bred a car­penter, and sail­ing to New­found­land in a West Coun­try ship, was taken by An­stis in the Good For­tune brig­antine, the next day after he had left his con­sort and com­modore, Cap­tain Roberts. Phil­lips was soon re­con­ciled to the life of a pir­ate, and be­ing a brisk fel­low, was ap­poin­ted car­penter of the ves­sel, for at first his am­bi­tion reach’d no high­er; there he re­main’d till they broke up at To­bago, and was one of those who came home in a sloop that we have men­tioned to be sunk in Bris­tol Chan­nel.

			His stay was not long in Eng­land, for whilst he was pay­ing his first vis­its to his friends in Devon­shire, he heard of the mis­for­tune of some of his com­pan­ions, that is, of their be­ing taken and com­mit­ted to Bris­tol Gaol; and there be­ing good reas­on for his ap­pre­hend­ing danger from a wind that blew from the same quarter, he mov’d off im­me­di­ately to Top­sham, the nearest port, and there shipp’d him­self with one Cap­tain Wadham, for a voy­age to New­found­land, and home again; which, by the way, Mr. Phil­lips nev­er design’d to per­form, or to see Eng­land any­more. When the ship came to Peter Har­bour in New­found­land afore­said, he ran away from her, and hired him­self a split­ter in the fish­ery, for the sea­son: but this was only till he could have an op­por­tun­ity of pro­sec­ut­ing his in­ten­ded roguer­ies; in or­der to which, he com­bined with sev­er­al oth­ers, in the same em­ploy, to go off with one of the ves­sels that lay in the har­bour, upon the pir­at­ic­al ac­count; ac­cord­ingly the time was fix’d, viz. the 29th of Au­gust 1723, at night; but wheth­er re­morse or fear pre­ven­ted their com­ing to­geth­er, I know not, but of six­teen men that were in the com­bin­a­tion, five only kept the ap­point­ment: not­with­stand­ing which, Phil­lips was for push­ing for­ward with that small num­ber, as­sur­ing his com­pan­ions, that they should soon in­crease their com­pany; and they agree­ing, a ves­sel was seiz’d on, and out of the har­bour they sailed.

			The first thing they had now to do, was to choose of­ficers, draw up art­icles, and settle their little com­mon­wealth, to pre­vent dis­putes and wranglings af­ter­wards; so John Phil­lips was made cap­tain, John Nutt, mas­ter, (or nav­ig­at­or) of the ves­sel; James Sparks, gun­ner; Thomas Fern, car­penter; and Wil­li­am White was the only private man in the whole crew: when this was done, one of them writ out the fol­low­ing art­icles (which we have taken ver­batim) and all swore to ’em upon a hatchet for want of a Bible.

			
				
					The Art­icles on Board the Re­venge

				
				
						
						Every man shall obey civil com­mand; the cap­tain shall have one full share and a half in all prizes; the mas­ter, car­penter, boat­swain and gun­ner shall have one share and quarter.

					

						
						If any man shall of­fer to run away, or keep any secret from the com­pany, he shall be mar­roon’d, with one bottle of powder, one bottle of wa­ter, one small arm, and shot.

					

						
						If any man shall steal any­thing in the com­pany, or game, to the value of a piece of eight, he shall be mar­roon’d or shot.

					

						
						If at any time we should meet an­oth­er ma­roon­er [that is, pir­ate,] that man that shall sign his art­icles without the con­sent of our com­pany, shall suf­fer such pun­ish­ment as the cap­tain and com­pany shall think fit.

					

						
						That man that shall strike an­oth­er whilst these art­icles are in force, shall re­ceive Moses’ Law (that is, 40 stripes lack­ing one) on the bare back.

					

						
						That man that shall snap his arms, or smoke to­bacco in the hold, without a cap to his pipe, or carry a candle lighted without a lan­tern, shall suf­fer the same pun­ish­ment as in the former art­icle.

					

						
						That man that shall not keep his arms clean, fit for an en­gage­ment, or neg­lect his busi­ness, shall be cut off from his share, and suf­fer such oth­er pun­ish­ment as the cap­tain and the com­pany shall think fit.

					

						
						If any man shall lose a joint in time of an en­gage­ment, shall have 400 pieces of eight; if a limb, 800.

					

						
						If at any time you meet with a prudent wo­man, that man that of­fers to meddle with her, without her con­sent, shall suf­fer present death.

					

				

			

			Thus pre­par’d, this bold crew set out, and be­fore they left the banks they made prize of sev­er­al small fish­ing ves­sels, out of which they got a few hands, some French and some Eng­lish, and then sail’d for the West In­dies; in one of these ves­sels they took out one John Rose Arch­er, who hav­ing been a pir­ate un­der the fam­ous Black­beard, was im­me­di­ately pre­ferr’d over oth­er people’s heads, to be quarter­mas­ter to the com­pany; which sud­den pro­mo­tion so dis­gus­ted some of the older stand­ers, es­pe­cially Fern, the car­penter, that it oc­ca­sioned some mis­chief to fol­low, as we shall show by and by.

			The pir­ates came off Bar­ba­dos the be­gin­ning of Oc­to­ber, and cruised there, and among oth­er is­lands, above three months, without speak­ing with a ves­sel, so that they were al­most starv’d for want of pro­vi­sions, be­ing re­duc’d to a pound of meat a day between ten; at length they fell in with a Mar­ti­nique man of 12 guns and 35 hands, far su­per­i­or in force, and what they would not have ven­tur’d on at an­oth­er time, but hun­ger will break down stone walls; they were re­solved to show the French­men their black flag; and if that would not do, they must seek out else­where; ac­cord­ingly, they boldly ran up along­side of the sloop, with their pir­at­ic­al col­ours fly­ing, and told them, if they did not strike im­me­di­ately, they would give them no quar­ters; which so in­tim­id­ated the French­men, that they nev­er fired a gun. This proved a reas­on­able sup­ply; they took her pro­vi­sions, and four of her men, and let her go. They took presently after, a sloop be­long­ing to New York, and a Vir­gin­ia man, Huffam Mas­ter.

			Hav­ing now oc­ca­sion to clean their ves­sel, Phil­lips pro­pos’d To­bago, where the com­pany he formerly be­long’d to, un­der An­stis and Fenn, broke up; to in­duce them to it, he told them when he left the is­land, there was left be­hind six or eight of their com­pany that were not will­ing to go to Eng­land, with three Negroes: whereupon they sail’d to the is­land, and after a care­ful search, found only one of the Negroes, whose name was Pedro, who in­form’d Cap­tain Phil­lips, that those that were left be­hind were taken by a man-of-war’s crew, and hang’d at An­ti­gua, among whom was Fenn, their cap­tain.

			They took Pedro on board, and then fell to busi­ness, ca­reen­ing their ves­sel; and just as they had fin­ished their work, a man-of-war’s boat came in­to the har­bour, the ship be­ing cruis­ing to lee­ward of the is­land. It was eas­ily guess’d upon what er­rand she was sent, and there­fore they lost no time, but, as soon as the boat went away, warp’d out, and ply’d to wind­ward for se­cur­ity, but left the four French­men, they took out of the Mar­ti­nique sloop, be­hind.

			In a few days they took a snow with a few hands, and Fern, the car­penter, one Wil­li­am Phil­lips, Wood and Taylor, went aboard to take pos­ses­sion of her. Fern, not for­get­ting the af­front of hav­ing Arch­er pre­ferr’d be­fore him, resolv’d to go off with the prize, and brought the rest in­to the same meas­ures; how­ever Phil­lips, the cap­tain, keep­ing a good lookout, per­ceiv’d their design, and gave them chase, who com­ing up with the ves­sel, a skir­mish ensu’d, wherein Wood was kill’d and Taylor wounded in his leg; upon which the oth­er two sur­render’d. There was no sur­geon aboard, and there­fore it was ad­vis’d, upon a learned con­sulta­tion, that Phil­lips’ leg should be cut off; but who should per­form the op­er­a­tion was the dis­pute; at length the car­penter was ap­poin­ted, as the most prop­er man: upon which, he fetch’d up the biggest saw, and tak­ing the limb un­der his arm, fell to work, and sep­ar­ated it from the body of the pa­tient, in as little time as he could have cut a deal board in two; after that he heated his axe red hot in the fire, and caut­er­iz’d the wound, but not with so much art as he per­form’d the oth­er part, for he so burnt his flesh dis­tant from the place of am­pu­ta­tion, that it had like to have mor­ti­fy’d; how­ever nature per­form’d a cure at last without any oth­er as­sist­ance.

			From To­bago they stood away to the north­ward and took a Por­tuguese bound for Brazil, and two or three sloops from Ja­maica, in one of which, Fern the car­penter, en­deav­our­ing to go off, was kill’d by Phil­lips the cap­tain, pur­su­ant to their art­icles; an­oth­er had the same fate some days after for the like at­tempt. These sever­it­ies made it dan­ger­ous for any to con­sult or pro­ject an es­cape; the ter­ror of which made sev­er­al sign their art­icles and set down quietly, wait­ing im­pa­tiently for re­demp­tion, which as yet they saw no great likely­hood of, and should they have been taken be­fore such cir­cum­stances ap­pear’d in their ac­tions or char­ac­ters, as af­ter­wards hap­pen’d, to de­note their in­no­cence, they might have lost their lives upon a tri­al at a court of ad­mir­alty; for pretty strong evid­ence is ex­pec­ted in their fa­vour, to bal­ance that of be­ing taken aboard a ves­sel which is prov’d to be in ac­tu­al pir­acy, and they as­sist­ing therein.

			Thus was many an hon­est man’s case made most des­per­ate by the con­sum­mate vil­lainy of a few hardened wretches, who fear neither God or dev­il, as this Phil­lips us’d of­ten blas­phem­ously to ex­press him­self.

			On the 25th of March they took two ships from Vir­gin­ia for Lon­don, John Phil­lips, the pir­ate cap­tain’s name­sake, was mas­ter of one, and Cap­tain Robert Mor­timer, the oth­er, a brisk young fel­low, that de­serv’d a bet­ter fate than he met with. Phil­lips the pir­ate stayed on board of Cap­tain Mor­timer’s ship, while they trans­por­ted the crew to the sloop, and the boat re­turn­ing along­side, one of the pir­ates therein calls to Phil­lips, and tells him, there was a mutiny aboard their ves­sel, Mor­timer had two men in his ship, and the pir­ate cap­tain had two, there­fore thought it a good op­por­tun­ity to re­cov­er his ship, and dir­ectly took up a hand­spike and struck Phil­lips over the head, giv­ing him a dan­ger­ous wound, but not knock­ing him down, he re­covered and wounded Mor­timer with his sword; and the two pir­ates that were aboard com­ing in to Cap­tain Phil­lips’ as­sist­ance, Cap­tain Mor­timer was presently cut to pieces, while his own two men stood by and did noth­ing.

			This was the first voy­age that Mor­timer had the com­mand of a ves­sel, by whose death is a poor dis­con­sol­ate wid­ow made miser­able, more in re­gard of the mu­tu­al love and fi­del­ity they lived in, than the loss of what would have been a hand­some and com­fort­able pro­vi­sion for them­selves and chil­dren, which, I think, now ought to be made up by the pub­lic, since ’twas in the pub­lic ser­vice he fell; for had his at­tempt suc­ceeded, in all prob­ab­il­ity he would not only have re­gained his own ship, but en­tirely sub­dued and des­troy’d the en­emy, there be­ing sev­er­al, as it af­ter­wards proved, that would have seconded such an en­ter­prise whenev­er they found a be­gin­ning made.

			This af­fair ended without any oth­er con­sequence than a strict search after a broth­er of Cap­tain Mor­timer, who was on board, in or­der to have put him like­wise to death; but he had the good for­tune to meet with a towns­man among the crew, who hid him for four and twenty hours in a stay­sail, till the heat of their fury was over, and by that means hap­pily missed of the fate de­signed him.

			Out of the oth­er Vir­gin­ia man be­fore spoken of, they took one Ed­ward Cheese­man, a car­penter, to sup­ply the place of their late car­penter, Fern. He was a mod­est sober young man, very averse to their un­law­ful prac­tice, and a brave gal­lant fel­low. There was one John Philmore of Ipswich, formerly taken by them, ordered to row Cheese­man aboard of Mor­timer’s ship, which the pir­ates pos­sess’d them­selves of, who, see­ing with what re­luct­ance and un­eas­i­ness Cheese­man was brought away, told him, he would join with him, in some meas­ures, to over­throw the pir­at­ic­al gov­ern­ment, telling him with­al, their present con­di­tion, what dif­fi­culties Phil­lips had met with to make up his com­pany, and how few vol­un­tary pir­ates there were on board, and the like. But, how­ever spe­cious this seemed, Cheese­man out of prudence re­jec­ted his of­fers of as­sist­ance, till he saw some proofs of his sin­cer­ity, which after a few days he was con­vinced of, and then they of­ten con­sul­ted; but as the old pir­ates were al­ways jeal­ous of the new­comers, and con­sequently ob­ser­v­ant of their be­ha­viour; this was done with the ut­most cau­tion, chiefly when they were ly­ing down to­geth­er, as though asleep, and, at oth­er times, when they were play­ing at cards; both which they feigned of­ten to do for that pur­pose.

			The pir­ates went on all the while, plun­der­ing and rob­bing sev­er­al ships and ves­sels, bend­ing their course to­wards New­found­land, where they de­signed to raise more men, and do all the mis­chief they could on the banks, and in the har­bours.

			New­found­land is an is­land on the north con­tin­ent of Amer­ica, con­tained between the 46 and 53° of N. lat­it­ude, dis­covered first by St. Se­basti­an Cabot AD 1497, but nev­er settled till the year 1610; when Mr. Guy of Bris­tol re­vived the af­fair, and ob­tained a pat­ent, and him­self to be gov­ernor. The is­land is deser­ted by the nat­ives and neg­lected by us, be­ing des­ol­ate and woody, and the coast and har­bour only held for the con­veni­ency of the cod fish­ery, for which alone they were settled.

			The bays and har­bours about it, are very nu­mer­ous and con­veni­ent, and be­ing deeply in­den­ted, makes it easy for any in­tel­li­gence quickly to pass from one har­bour to an­oth­er over land; es­pe­cially the prin­cip­al, St. John’s and Pla­cen­tia, when the ap­pear­ance of an en­emy makes them ap­pre­hend danger.

			They are able to cure and ex­port about 100,000 quintals (100 weight each) of fish, an­nu­ally, which re­turns to Eng­land in money, or the ne­ces­sary com­mod­it­ies of Por­tugal, Spain and Italy. As it there­fore ex­pends abund­ance of rum, molasses and sug­ar, the product of our West In­dia colon­ies, and em­ploys a num­ber of fish­er­men from home every sea­son, by whose in­dustry and la­bour only this fish is pur­chased, it may very well be reck­on’d an ad­vant­age­ous branch of trade.

			But the present design of this di­gres­sion be­ing not to give an ex­act de­scrip­tion of the coun­try or fish­ery; but rather how it ac­ci­dent­ally con­trib­utes to raise, or sup­port the pir­ates already rais’d, I shall ob­serve,

			First, that our West Coun­try fish­ing ships, viz. from Top­sham, Barn­stable and Bris­tol, who chiefly at­tend the fish­ing sea­sons, trans­port over a con­sid­er­able num­ber of poor fel­lows every sum­mer, whom they en­gage at low wages, and are by their terms to pay for pas­sage back to Eng­land. When the New­found­land ships left that coun­try, to­wards winter, in the year 1720, these pas­sen­gers muster’d 1,100, who, dur­ing the sea­son of busi­ness, (the hard­ness of their la­bour, and chil­ness of the nights, pinch­ing them very much) are mostly fond of drink­ing black strap, (a strong li­quor used there, and made from rum, molasses, and chow­der beer;) by this the ma­jor­ity of them out­run the con­stable, and then are ne­ces­sit­ated to come un­der hard art­icles of ser­vitude for their main­ten­ance in the winter; no or­din­ary charge, in­deed, when the bar­ren­ness of the coun­try is con­sider’d, and the stock of pro­vi­sion laid in, hap­pen to fall short, in pro­por­tion to the com­pu­ta­tion made of the people re­main­ing there the winter, which are gen­er­ally about 17 or 1,800. The mas­ters resid­ing there think ad­vant­ages taken on their ne­ces­sit­ies, no more than a just and law­ful gain; and either bind such for the next sum­mer’s ser­vice, or sell their pro­vi­sions out to them at ex­tra­vag­ant rates; bread from 15s. to 50, im­me­di­ately at the de­part­ing of the ships, and so of oth­er sorts of food in pro­por­tion; where­fore not be­ing able to sub­sist them­selves, or in any likely way of clear­ing the reck­on­ing to the mas­ters, they some­times run away with shal­lops and boats, and be­gin on pir­at­ic­al ex­ploits, as Phil­lips and his com­pan­ions, whom we are now treat­ing of, had done.

			And secondly (which is more op­por­tunely for them,) they are vis­ited every sum­mer, al­most, by some set of pir­ates or oth­er, already rais’d, who call here for the same pur­pose, (if young be­gin­ners) and to lay in a store of wa­ter and pro­vi­sions, which they find im­por­ted, much or little, by all the ships that use the trade.

			To­wards this coun­try Phil­lips was mak­ing his way, and took on the voy­age, be­sides those above­men­tioned, one Salt­er, in a sloop off the Isle of Sables, which ves­sel they made use of them­selves, and gave back Mor­timer’s ship to the mate and crew. The same day, viz. the 4th of April, took a schoon­er, one Chad­well, Mas­ter, which they scuttled, in or­der to sink; but Capt. Phil­lips un­der­stand­ing that she be­long’d to Mr. Minors at New­found­land, with whose ves­sel they first went off a-pir­at­ing, a qualm of con­science came athwart his stom­ach, and he said to his com­pan­ions, We have done him in­jury enough already; so or­der’d the ves­sel im­me­di­ately to be re­pair’d, and re­turn’d her to the mas­ter.

			That af­ter­noon they chas’d an­oth­er ves­sel, and at night came up with her, the mas­ter of which was a saint of New Eng­land, nam’d De­pend­ence Ellery, who tak­ing Phil­lips for a pir­ate, he told him was the reas­on that he gave him the trouble of chas­ing so long; which be­ing re­sen­ted by these men of hon­our, they made poor De­pend­ence dance about the deck till he was weary.

			With­in few days sev­er­al oth­er ves­sels had the same mis­for­tune, the mas­ters names were as fol­low, Joshua El­well, Samuel El­well, Mr. Combs, Mr. Lansly, James Bab­ston, Ed­ward Free­man, Mr. Start, Obe­d­i­ah Beal, Er­ick Er­ick­son and Ben­jamin Wheel­er.

			The 14th of April they took a sloop be­long­ing to Cape Ann, An­drew Har­radine Mas­ter; they look’d upon this ves­sel more fit for their pur­pose, and so came aboard, keep­ing only the mas­ter of her pris­on­er, and send­ing Har­radine’s crew away in Salt­er’s, which they, till this time, de­tain’d. To this Har­radine, Cheese­man the car­penter, broke his mind, and brought him in­to the con­fed­er­acy to des­troy the crew, which was put in ex­e­cu­tion four days af­ter­wards.

			Har­radine and the rest were for do­ing the busi­ness in the night, as be­liev­ing they might be more op­por­tunely sur­priz’d; for Nutt, the mas­ter, be­ing a fel­low of great strength, and no less cour­age, it was thought dan­ger­ous to at­tack him without fire­arms; how­ever, Cheese­man was res­ol­ute to have it per­form’d by day­light, as the least li­able to con­fu­sion; and as to the mas­ter, he of­fer’d to lay hands on him first: upon this ’twas con­cluded on, 12 at noon was the ap­poin­ted time; in or­der for the busi­ness Cheese­man leaves his work­ing tools on the deck, as though he had been go­ing to use them, and walked aft; but per­ceiv­ing some signs of timid­ity in Har­radine, he comes back, fetches his brandy bottle and gives him and the rest a dram, then drank to Burril, the boat­swain, and the mas­ter, To their next merry meet­ing, and up he puts the bottle; then he takes a turn with Nutt, ask­ing what he thought of the weath­er, and such­like. In the mean­while Filmore takes up the axe, and turns it round upon the point, as if at play, then both he and Har­radine wink at him, thereby let­ting him know they were ready; upon which sig­nal he seizes Nut by the col­lar, with one hand between his legs, and toss’d him over the side of the ves­sel, but, he hold­ing by Cheese­man’s sleeve, said, Lord have mercy upon me! what are you go­ing to do, car­penter? He told him it was an un­ne­ces­sary ques­tion, For, says he, Mas­ter, you are a dead man, so strikes him over the arm, Nut loses his hold, tumbles in­to the sea, and nev­er spoke more.

			By this time the boat­swain was dead; for as soon as Filmore saw the mas­ter laid hold of, he raised up the axe, and di­vided his en­emy’s head in two: the noise brought the cap­tain upon deck, whom Cheese­man sa­luted with the blow of a mal­let, which broke his jawbone, but did not knock him down; Har­radine came in then with the car­penter’s adds, but Sparks, the gun­ner, in­ter­pos­ing between him and Cap­tain Phil­lips, Cheese­man trips up his heels, and flung him in­to the arms of Charles Ivymay, one of his con­sorts, who that in­stant dis­charg’d him in­to the sea; and at the same time Har­radine com­passed his busi­ness with the cap­tain afore­said: Cheese­man lost no time, but from the deck jumps in­to the hold, and was about to beat out the brains of Arch­er, the quarter­mas­ter, hav­ing struck him two or three blows with his blunt weapon the mal­let, when Harry Giles, a young lad, came down after him, and de­sir’d his life might be spar’d, as an evid­ence of their own in­no­cence; that he hav­ing all the spoil and plun­der in his cus­tody, it may ap­pear, that these tra­gic pro­ceed­ings were not un­der­taken with any dis­hon­est view of seiz­ing or ap­pro­pri­at­ing the ef­fects to them­selves; which prudent ad­vice pre­vail’d, and he and three more were made pris­on­ers, and se­cured.

			The work be­ing done, they went about ship, altered the course from New­found­land to Bo­ston, and ar­rived safe the 3rd of May fol­low­ing, to the great joy of that province.

			On the 12th of May, 1724, a spe­cial court of ad­mir­alty was held for the tri­al of these pir­ates, when John Filmore, Ed­ward Cheese­man, John Combs, Henry Giles, Charles Ivymay, John Boot­man, and Henry Payne, the sev­en that con­fed­er­ated to­geth­er for the pir­ates’ de­struc­tion, were hon­our­ably ac­quit­ted; as also three French­men, John Baptis, Peter Taffery, and Isaac Lassen, and three Negroes, Pedro, Fran­cisco, and Pierro. And John Rose Arch­er, the quarter­mas­ter, Wil­li­am White, Wil­li­am Taylor, and Wil­li­am Phil­lips, were con­demned; the two lat­ter were re­prieved for a year and a day, in or­der to be re­com­men­ded (though I don’t know for what) as ob­jects of His Majesty’s mercy. The two former were ex­ecuted on the 2nd of June, and dy’d very pen­it­ently, mak­ing the fol­low­ing de­clar­a­tions at the place of ex­e­cu­tion, with the as­sist­ance of two grave di­vines that at­ten­ded them.

			
				The Dy­ing De­clar­a­tions of John Rose Arch­er and Wil­li­am White on the day of their ex­e­cu­tion at Bo­ston, June 2, 1724, for the crimes of pir­acy
				
					
							First, Sep­ar­ately, of Arch­er
							
							I greatly be­wail my profan­a­tions of the Lord’s day, and my dis­obedi­ence to my par­ents.

							And my curs­ing and swear­ing, and my blas­phem­ing the name of the glor­i­ous God.

							Un­to which I have ad­ded, the sins of un­chastity. And I have pro­voked the Holy One, at length, to leave me un­to the crimes of pir­acy and rob­bery; wherein, at last, I have brought my­self un­der the guilt of murder also.

							But one wicked­ness that has led me as much as any, to all the rest, has been my bru­tish drunk­en­ness. By strong drink I have been heated and hardened in­to the crimes that are now more bit­ter than death un­to me.

							I could wish that mas­ters of ves­sels would not use their men with so much sever­ity, as many of them do, which ex­poses to great tempta­tions.

						
					

					
							And Then of White
							
							I am now, with sor­row, reap­ing the fruits of my dis­obedi­ence to my par­ents, who used their en­deav­ours to have me in­struc­ted in my Bible, and my cat­ech­ism.

							And the fruits of my neg­lect­ing the pub­lic wor­ship of God, and pro­phan­ing the holy sab­bath.

							And of my blas­phem­ing the name of God, my maker.

							But my drunk­en­ness has had a great hand in bring­ing my ru­in upon me. I was drunk when I was en­ticed aboard the pir­ate.

							And now, for all the vile things I did aboard, I own the justice of God and man, in what is done un­to me.

						
					

					
							Of Both To­geth­er
							
							We hope, we truly hate the sins, where­of we have the bur­den ly­ing so heavy upon our con­sciences.

							We warn all people, and par­tic­u­larly young people, against such sins as these. We wish, all may take warn­ing by us.

							We beg for par­don, for the sake of Christ, our sa­viour; and our hope is in him alone. Oh! that in his blood our scar­let and crim­son guilt may be all washed away!

							We are sens­ible of an hard heart in us, full of wicked­ness. And we look upon God for his re­new­ing grace upon us.

							We bless God for the space of re­pent­ance which he has giv­en us; and that he has not cut us off in the midst and height of our wicked­ness.

							We are not without hope, that God has been sav­ingly at work upon our souls.

							We are made sens­ible of our ab­so­lute need of the right­eous­ness of Christ; that we may stand jus­ti­fied be­fore God in that. We re­nounce all de­pend­ence on our own.

							We are humbly thank­ful to the min­is­ters of Christ, for the great pains they have taken for our good. The Lord re­ward their kind­ness.

							We don’t des­pair of mercy; but hope, through Christ, that when we die, we shall find mercy with God, and be re­ceived in­to his king­dom.

							We wish oth­ers, and es­pe­cially the sea­far­ing, may get good by what they see this day be­fall­ing of us.

						
					

				
				
					
							De­clared in the Pres­ence of J. W. D. M.
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				Of Cap­tain Spriggs, and His Crew

			
			Spriggs sailed with Low for a pretty while, and I be­lieve came away from Lowth­er, along with him; he was quarter­mas­ter to the com­pany, and con­sequently had a great share in all the bar­bar­it­ies com­mit­ted by that ex­ec­rable gang, till the time they par­ted; which was about Christ­mas last, when Low took a ship of 12 guns on the coast of Guinea, called the De­light, (formerly the Squir­rel man-of-war,) com­manded by Cap­tain Hunt. Spriggs took pos­ses­sion of the ship with eight­een men, left Low in the night, and came to the West In­dies. This sep­ar­a­tion was oc­ca­sioned by a quar­rel with Low, con­cern­ing a piece of justice Spriggs would have ex­ecuted upon one of the crew, for killing a man in cold blood, as they call it, one in­sist­ing that he should be hang’d, and the oth­er that he should not.

			A day or two after they par­ted, Spriggs was chose cap­tain by the rest, and a black en­sign was made, which they called Jolly Ro­ger, with the same device that Cap­tain Low car­ried, viz. a white skel­et­on in the middle of it, with a dart in one hand strik­ing a bleed­ing heart, and in the oth­er, an hour­glass; when this was fin­ished and hois­ted, they fired all their guns to sa­lute their cap­tain and them­selves, and then looked out for prey.

			In their voy­age to the West In­dies, these pir­ates took a Por­tuguese bark, wherein they got valu­able plun­der, but not con­ten­ted with that alone, they said they would have a little game with the men, and so ordered them a sweat, more for the brute’s di­ver­sion, than the poor men’s healths; which op­er­a­tion is per­formed after this man­ner; they stick up lighted candles cir­cu­larly round the mizzen mast, between decks, with­in which the pa­tients one at a time enter; without the candles, the pir­ates post them­selves, as many as can stand, form­ing an­oth­er circle, and armed with pen­knives, tucks, forks, com­passes, etc. and as he runs round and round, the mu­sic play­ing at the same time, they prick him with those in­stru­ments; this usu­ally lasts for 10 or 12 minutes, which is as long as the miser­able man can sup­port him­self. When the sweat­ing was over, they gave the Por­tuguese their boat with a small quant­ity of pro­vi­sions, and set their ves­sel on fire.

			Near the is­land of St. Lu­cia, they took a sloop be­long­ing to Bar­ba­dos, which they plundered, and then burnt, for­cing some of the men to sign their art­icles, the oth­ers they beat and cut in a bar­bar­ous man­ner, be­cause they re­fused to take on with the crew, and then sent them away in the boat, who all got safe af­ter­wards to Bar­ba­dos.

			The next was a Mar­ti­nique man, which they served as bad as they had done the oth­ers, but did not burn their ship. Some days af­ter­wards in run­ning down to lee­ward, they took one Cap­tain Hawkins, com­ing from Ja­maica, laden chiefly with log­wood; they took out of her, stores, arms, am­muni­tion, and sev­er­al oth­er things, as they thought fit, and what they did not want they threw over­board or des­troy’d; they cut the cables to pieces, knocked down the cab­ins, broke all the win­dows, and in short took all the pains in the world to be mis­chiev­ous. They took by force, out of her, Mr. Burridge and Mr. Steph­ens, the two mates, and some oth­er hands; and after de­tain­ing the ship from the 22nd of March, to the 29th, they let her go. On the 27th they took a Rhode Is­land sloop, Cap­tain Pike, and all his men were ob­liged to go aboard the pir­ate; but the mate be­ing a grave sober man, and not in­clin­able to stay, they told him, he should have his dis­charge, and that it should be im­me­di­ately writ on his back; whereupon he was sen­tenced to re­ceive ten lashes from every man in the ship, which was rig­or­ously put in ex­e­cu­tion.

			The next day Mr. Burridge, Cap­tain Hawkins’ mate, sign’d their art­icles, which was so agree­able to them (he be­ing a good artist and sail­or) that they gave three huz­zas, fir’d all the guns in the ship, and ap­poin­ted him mas­ter: the day was spent in bois­ter­ous mirth, roar­ing and drink­ing of healths, among which was, by mis­take, that of King George II for you must know, now and then the gentry are pro­vok’d to sud­den fits of loy­alty, by the ex­pect­a­tion of an act of grace: it seems Cap­tain Pike had heard at Ja­maica that the King was dead, so the pir­ates im­me­di­ately hois­ted their en­sign half-mast (the death sig­nal) and pro­claim’d His Roy­al High­ness, say­ing, they doubted not but there would be a gen­er­al par­don in a twelve month, which they would em­brace and come in upon, but damn ’em if they should be ex­cep­ted out of it, they would murder every Eng­lish­man that should fall in­to their hands.

			The second of April, they spy’d a sail, and gave her chase till 12 o’clock at night, the pir­ates be­lieved her to be a Span­iard, when they came close up to her, they dis­charged a broad­side, with small and great shot, which was fol­low’d by an­oth­er, but the ship mak­ing a lam­ent­able cry for quar­ters, they ceas’d fir­ing, and ordered the cap­tain to come aboard, which he did, but how dis­ap­poin­ted the rogues were when they found ’twas their old friend Cap­tain Hawkins, whom they had sent away three days be­fore, worth not one penny? This was such a baulk to them, that they re­solved he should suf­fer for fall­ing in their way, though it was so con­trary to his own in­clin­a­tions: about 15 of them sur­roun­ded the poor man with sharp cut­lashes, and fell upon him, whereby he was soon laid flat on the deck; at that in­stant Burridge flew amongst the thick­est of the vil­lains, and begg’d earn­estly for his life, upon whose re­quest ’twas gran­ted. They were now most of ’em drunk, as is usu­al at this time of night, so they un­an­im­ously agreed to make a bon­fire of Hawkins’ ship, which was im­me­di­ately done, and in half an hour she was all of a blaze.

			After this, they wanted a little more di­ver­sion, and so Cap­tain Hawkins was sent for down to the cab­in to sup­per; what should the pro­vi­sion be, but a dish of candles, which he was forced to eat, hav­ing a na­ked sword and a pis­tol held to his breast all the while; when this was over, they buf­feted him about for some time, and sent him for­ward amongst the oth­er pris­on­ers, who had been treated with the same del­ic­acies.

			Two days af­ter­wards, they an­chor’d at a little un­in­hab­ited is­land, call’d Roatán, near the Bay of Hon­dur­as, and put ashore Cap­tain Hawkins, and sev­er­al oth­er men, (one of them his pas­sen­ger) who dy’d there of the hard­ships he un­der­went. They gave them powder and ball, and a mus­ket, with which they were to shift as they could, sail­ing away the next day for oth­er ad­ven­tures.

			Cap­tain Hawkins, and his un­for­tu­nate com­pan­ions, stayed 19 days upon this is­land, sup­ply­ing them­selves with both fish and fowl, such as they were, at which time came two men in a ca­noe, that had been left upon an­oth­er mar­roon is­land near Ben­acca, who carry’d the com­pany at sev­er­al times thith­er, it be­ing more con­veni­ent in hav­ing a good well of fresh wa­ter, and plenty of fish, etc. twelve days af­ter­wards they spy’d a sloop off at sea, which, upon their mak­ing a great smoke, stood in, and took them off; she was the Mer­ri­am, Cap­tain Jones, lately es­caped out of the Bay of Hon­dur­as, from be­ing taken by the Span­iards.

			At an is­land to the west­ward, the pir­ates clean’d their ship, and sail’d to­wards the Is­land of St. Chris­toph­er’s, to wait for one Cap­tain Moor, who com­manded the Eagle sloop, when she took Lowth­er’s upon the ca­reen, at Blanco; Spriggs re­solved to put him to death, whenev­er he took him, for fall­ing upon his friend and broth­er, but in­stead of Moor, he found a French man-of-war from Mar­ti­nique upon the coast, which Spriggs not think­ing fit to con­tend with, run away with all the sail he could make, the French­man crowded after him, and was very likely to speak with Mr. Spriggs, when un­for­tu­nately his main-top-mast came by the board, which ob­liged him to give over the chase.

			Spriggs then stood to the north­ward, to­wards Ber­muda, or the Sum­mer Isles, and took a schoon­er be­long­ing to Bo­ston; he took out all the men and sunk the ves­sel, and had the im­pudence to tell the mas­ter, that he de­signed to in­crease his com­pany on the banks of New­found­land, and then would sail for the coast of New Eng­land in quest of Cap­tain Sol­gard, who at­tack’d and took their con­sort Charles Har­ris, Spriggs be­ing then in Low’s sloop, who very fairly run for it. The pir­ate ask’d the mas­ter if he knew Cap­tain Sol­gard, who an­swer­ing No; he ask’d an­oth­er the same ques­tion, and then a third, who said he knew him very well, upon which Spriggs ordered him to be sweated, which was done in the man­ner be­fore de­scrib’d.

			In­stead of go­ing to New­found­land as the pir­ates threat’ned, they came back to the is­lands, and to wind­ward of St. Chris­toph­er’s, on the 4th of June last, took a sloop, Nich­olas Trot Mas­ter, be­long­ing to St. Eu­sta­tia, and want­ing a little di­ver­sion, they hois­ted the men as high as the main and fore­tops, and let them run down amain, enough to break all the bones in their skins, and after they had pretty well crippled them by this cruel us­age, and whipp’d them about the deck, they gave Trot his sloop, and let him go, keep­ing back only 2 of his men, be­sides the plun­der of the ves­sel.

			With­in two or three days they took a ship com­ing from Rhode Is­land to St. Chris­toph­er’s, laden with pro­vi­sions and some horses; the pir­ates moun­ted the horses and rid them about the deck back­wards and for­wards a full gal­lop, like mad­men at New Mar­ket, curs­ing, swear­ing, and hal­low­ing, at such a rate, that made the poor creatures wild, and at length, two or three of them throw­ing their riders, they fell upon the ship’s crew, and whipp’d, and cut, and beat them in a bar­bar­ous man­ner, telling them, it was for bring­ing horses without boots and spurs, for want of which they were not able to ride them.

			This is the last ac­count we have had of Cap­tain Spriggs, I shall only add the two fol­low­ing re­la­tions, and con­clude.

			

			A brig­antine be­long­ing to Bris­tol, one Mr. Rowry Mas­ter, had been trad­ing at Gam­bia, in Africa, and fall­ing as low as Cape Mount, to fin­ish the slav­ing of the ves­sel, he had, by a mis­for­tune usu­al at that part of the coast, his mate, sur­geon, and two more of his men, pan­yarr’d1 by the Negroes. The re­mainder of his com­pany, which was not above 5 or 6 in num­ber, took this op­por­tun­ity, and seiz’d the ves­sel in the road, mak­ing the mas­ter pris­on­er.

			You will think it prodi­gious im­pudent that so small a num­ber should un­der­take to pro­ceed a-pir­at­ing, es­pe­cially when neither of them had suf­fi­cient skill in nav­ig­a­tion: yet this they did, leav­ing those people, their ship­mates above­men­tion’d, to the mercy of the bar­bar­ous nat­ives, and sail’d away down the coast, mak­ing them a black flag, which they mer­rily said, would be as good as 50 men more, i.e. would carry as much ter­ror; and that they did not doubt of soon in­creas­ing their crew, to put them in an en­ter­pris­ing ca­pa­city; but their vain pro­jec­tion was soon hap­pily frus­trated, and after this man­ner.

			The mas­ter whose life they had pre­served, (per­haps only for sup­ply­ing their own un­skill­ful­ness in nav­ig­a­tion,) ad­vised them, that since con­trary to their ex­pect­a­tions, they had met with no ship between Cape Mount, and the Bight of Calab­ar, to pro­ceed to the is­land of St. Thomas, where they might re­cruit with pro­vi­sions and wa­ter, and sell off the slaves (about 70 of them) which they per­ceived would be a use­less lum­ber, and in­com­mo­di­ous to their design. They ar­rived there in Au­gust 1721, and one even­ing, while part of them were on­shore, ap­ply­ing for this pur­pose to the gov­ernor, and the oth­er part care­lessly from the deck, Mr. Rowry stepp’d in­to the boat be­long­ing to the ves­sel, and pushed off, very sud­denly: they heard the noise it made, and soon were upon deck again, but hav­ing no oth­er boat to pur­sue, nor a mus­ket, ready to fire, he got safe on­shore, and ran to the gov­ernor with his com­plaint, who im­me­di­ately im­prisoned those already there, and sent a launch off to take the rest out of the ship.

			The Swal­low ar­rived at St. Thomas the be­gin­ning of Oc­to­ber fol­low­ing, where, on Mr. Rowry’s re­mon­strance, ap­plic­a­tion was made to the Por­tuguese gov­ernor of that is­land, for a sur­rendery of these five Eng­lish pris­on­ers then in the castle; but he not only per­emp­tor­ily ex­cused him­self from it, as a mat­ter out of his power, without par­tic­u­lar dir­ec­tion from the court of Por­tugal; but with­al in­sinu­ated, that they had only taken refuge there from the hard­ships and sever­ity they had met with from their mas­ter. The man­ner of deni­al, and the av­ar­i­cious tem­per of the gen­tle­man, which I had oc­ca­sion to be ac­quain­ted with, makes it very sus­pi­cious, that he pro­posed con­sid­er­able gains to him­self; for if Mr. Rowry had not made such an es­cape to him, the slaves had been his for little or noth­ing, as a bribe to si­lence his sus­pi­cions, which any man, less acute than he, must have had from the awk­ward and un­skill­ful car­riage of such mer­chants. But enough of this; per­haps he is not the only gov­ernor abroad that finds an in­terest in coun­ten­an­cing these fel­lows.

		
	
		
			An Account of the Piracies and Murders Committed by Philip Roche, etc.

			Philip Roche was born in Ire­land, and from his youth had been bred up to the sea; he was a brisk gen­teel fel­low, of 30 years of age at the time of his death; one whose black and sav­age nature did no ways an­swer the come­li­ness of his per­son, his life be­ing al­most one con­tin­ued scene of vil­lainy, be­fore he was dis­covered to have com­mit­ted the hor­rid murders we are now speak­ing of.

			This in­hu­mane mon­ster had been con­cerned with oth­ers, in in­sur­ing ships to a great value, and then des­troy­ing them; by which means, and oth­er roguer­ies, he had got a little money; and be­ing mate of a ship, was di­li­gent enough in trad­ing for him­self between Ire­land and France, so that he was in a way of get­ting him­self a com­fort­able live­li­hood: but, as he re­solved to be rich, and find­ing fair deal­ing brought in wealth but slowly, he con­triv’d to put oth­er things in ex­e­cu­tion, and cer­tainly had murdered sev­er­al in­no­cent per­sons in the pro­sec­u­tion of his ab­om­in­able schemes; but as I have now for­got the par­tic­u­lar cir­cum­stances of those re­la­tions, I shall con­fine my­self at present to the fact for which he suf­fer’d.

			Roche get­ting ac­quain­ted with one Neal, a fish­er­man at Cork, whom he found ready for any vil­lain­ous at­tempt, he im­par­ted his design to him, who be­ing pleas’d with the pro­ject, brings one Pierce Cul­len and his broth­er in­to the con­fed­er­acy, to­geth­er with one Wise, who at first was very un­will­ing to come in­to their meas­ures, and, in­deed, had the least hand in the per­pet­ra­tion of what fol­lows.

			They pitch’d upon a ves­sel in the har­bour, be­long­ing to Peter Tar­toue, a French­man, to ex­ecute their cruel in­ten­tions upon, be­cause it was a small one, and had not a great num­ber of hands on board, and ’twas easy af­ter­wards to ex­change it for one more fit for pir­acy; and there­fore they ap­ply’d them­selves to the mas­ter of her, for a pas­sage to Nantes, whereto the ship was bound; and ac­cord­ingly, the be­gin­ning of Novem­ber 1721, they went aboard; and when at sea, Philip Roche be­ing an ex­per­i­enced sail­or, the mas­ter of the ves­sel read­ily trus­ted him with the care of her, at times, while he and the mate went to rest.

			The 15th of Novem­ber, at night, was the time de­signed for the tragedy; but Fran­cis Wise re­len­ted, and ap­pear’d de­sirous to di­vert them from their bloody pur­poses. Roche (some­times called Cap­tain) told him, that as Cul­len and he had sus­tained great losses at sea, un­less every Ir­ish­man present would as­sist in re­pair­ing their losses, by mur­der­ing all the French rogues, and run­ning away with the ship, he should suf­fer the same fate with the French­men; but if all would as­sist, all should have a share in the booty. Upon this, they all re­solved alike, and Cap­tain Roche ordered three French­men and a boy up to hand the top­sails, the mas­ter and mate be­ing then asleep in their cab­ins, The two first that came down, they beat out their brains and threw them over­board: the oth­er two see­ing what was done, ran up to the top­mast head, but Cul­len fol­lowed them, and tak­ing the boy by the arm, tossed him in­to the sea; then driv­ing down the man, those be­low knocked him on the head, and threw him over­board.

			Those who were asleep, be­ing awakened by the dis­mal shrieks and groans of dy­ing men, ran upon deck in con­fu­sion, to en­quire in­to the cause of such un­usu­al noises; but the same cruelty was im­me­di­ately ac­ted to­wards them, e’er they could be sens­ible of the danger that threat’ned them.

			They were now (as Roche him­self af­ter­wards con­fess’d) all over as wet with the blood that had been spilt, as if they had been dipp’d in wa­ter, or stood in a shower of rain, nor did they re­gard it any­more. Roche said, Cap­tain Tar­toue used many words for mercy, and asked them, if he had not used them with ci­vil­ity and kind­ness? If they were not of the same Chris­ti­an re­li­gion, and owned the same blessed Je­sus, and the like? But they, not re­gard­ing what he said, took cords and bound the poor mas­ter and his mate back to back, and while that was do­ing, both of them begged with the ut­most earn­est­ness, and used the most sol­emn en­treat­ies, that they would at least al­low them a few minutes to say their pray­ers, and beg mercy of God for the vari­ous sins and of­fences of their lives: but it did not move them, (though all the rest were dead, and no danger could be ap­pre­hen­ded from them two alone) for the bound per­sons were hurry’d up and thrown in­to the sea.

			The mas­sacre be­ing fin­ished, they washed them­selves a little from the blood, and searched the chests and lock­ers, and all places about the ship, and then set down in the cap­tain’s cab­in, and re­freshed them­selves with some rum they found there, and (as Roche con­fessed) were nev­er mer­ri­er in their lives. They in­ves­ted Roche with the com­mand of the ship, and call­ing him Cap­tain, talked over their li­quor, what rare ac­tions they would per­form about Cape Bri­ton, Sable Isle, and the banks of New­found­land, whith­er they de­signed to go as soon as they had re­cruited their com­pany, and got a bet­ter ship, which they pro­posed speedily to do.

			Roche tak­ing upon him­self the com­mand of the ves­sel, An­drew Cul­len was to pass for a mer­chant or su­per­cargo; but when they be­thought them­selves, that they were in danger of be­ing dis­covered by the pa­pers of the ship, re­lat­ing to the cargo, as bills of lad­ing, etc. there­fore they erase and take out the name of the French Mas­ter, and in­stead there­of, in­ser­ted the name of Roche, so that it stood in the ship’s pa­pers, Peter Roche Mas­ter; that then hav­ing so few hands on board, they con­trived if they met any ships, to give out, that they had lost some hands by their be­ing washed over­board in a storm, and by that means screen them­selves from be­ing sus­pec­ted of hav­ing com­mit­ted some such wicked act, by reas­on of the few­ness of their hands on board; and also might pre­vail with some ship to spare them some, on con­sid­er­a­tion of their pre­ten­ded dis­aster.

			In go­ing to Cales they were in dis­tress by the weath­er, and be­ing near Lis­bon, they made com­plaint to a ship, but ob­tained no as­sist­ance. They were then ob­liged to sail back for Eng­land, and put in­to the port of Dart­mouth; but then they were in fear least they might be dis­covered, there­fore to pre­vent that, they re­solve to al­ter the ship, and get­ting work­men, they take down the mizzen­mast, and build a spar deck, and made rails, (on pre­tence that the sail­ors had been wash’d over­board) to se­cure the men. Then they took down the im­age of St. Peter at the head of the ship, and put up a li­on in its place, and painted over the stern of the ship with red, and new nam’d her the Mary snow. The ship be­ing thus al­ter’d that they thought it could not be known, they fancy’d them­selves pretty se­cure; but want­ing money to de­fray the charge of these al­ter­a­tions, Roche, as mas­ter of the ves­sel, and An­drew Cul­len, as mer­chant, ap­ply them­selves to the of­ficers of the cus­toms for liberty to dis­pose of some of the cargo, in or­der to pay the work­men; which they hav­ing ob­tained, they sold fifty-eight bar­rels of beef, and hav­ing hired three more hands, they set sail for Os­tend, and there hav­ing sold more bar­rels of beef, they steer their course to Rot­ter­dam, dis­pose of the rest of the cargo, and took in one Mr. An­nesly, who freighted the ship for Eng­land; but in their pas­sage, in a stormy night, it be­ing very dark, they took up Mr. An­nesly their pas­sen­ger, and threw him in­to the sea, who swam about the ship a pretty while, call­ing out for life, and telling them they should have all his goods, if they would re­ceive him again in­to the ves­sel: but in vain were his cries!

			After this, they were ob­liged to put in­to sev­er­al ports, and by con­trary winds, came to the coast of France, and hear­ing there was an en­quiry made after the ship, Roche quits her at Havre de Grace, and leaves the man­age­ment to Cul­len and the rest; who hav­ing shipp’d oth­er men, sail’d away to Scot­land, and there quit­ted the ves­sel, which was af­ter­wards seized and brought in­to the river of Thames.

			Some time after this, Philip Roche came to Lon­don, and mak­ing some claim for money, he had made in­sur­ance of, in the name of John Eu­stace, the of­ficer was ap­prized of the fraud, and he ar­res­ted and flung in­to the compt­er; from whence dir­ect­ing a let­ter to his wife, she showed it to a friend, who dis­covered by it, that he was the prin­cip­al vil­lain con­cerned in the de­struc­tion of Peter Tar­toue, and the crew. Upon this, an in­form­a­tion was giv­en to My Lord Carter­et, that the per­son who went by the name of John Eu­stace, was Philip Roche, as afore­said; and be­ing brought down by His Lord­ship’s war­rant, he stiffly deny’d it for some time, not­with­stand­ing a let­ter was found in his pock­et, dir­ec­ted to him by the name of Roche; but be­ing con­fron­ted by a cap­tain of a ship, who knew him well, he con­fessed it, but pre­var­ic­ated in sev­er­al par­tic­u­lars; whereupon he was com­mit­ted to Newg­ate upon vi­ol­ent sus­pi­cion, and the next day was brought down again at his own re­quest, con­fessed the whole, de­sired to be made an evid­ence, and prom­ised to con­vict three men worse than him­self. Two were dis­covered by him, who died miser­ably in the Mar­shalsea, and Roche him­self was af­ter­wards try’d, (no more be­ing taken,) found Guilty of the pir­acy, and ex­ecuted.

		
	
		
			An Abstract of the Civil Law and Statute Law Now in Force, in Relation to Piracy

			A pir­ate is hostis hu­manis gen­er­is, a com­mon en­emy, with whom neither faith nor oath is to be kept, ac­cord­ing to Tully. And by the laws of nature, princes and states are re­spons­ible for their neg­lect, if they do not provide rem­ed­ies for re­strain­ing these sort of rob­ber­ies. Though pir­ates are called com­mon en­emies, yet they are prop­erly not to be term’d so. He is only to be hon­our’d with that name, says Cicero, who hath a com­mon­wealth, a court, a treas­ury, con­sent and con­cord of cit­izens, and some way, if oc­ca­sion be, of peace and league: but when they have re­duced them­selves in­to a gov­ern­ment or state, as those of Al­gi­ers, Sally, Tripoli, Tunis, and the like, they then are al­lowed the solem­nit­ies of war, and the rights of leg­a­tion.

			If let­ters of marque be gran­ted to a mer­chant, and he fur­nishes out a ship, with a cap­tain and mar­iners, and they, in­stead of tak­ing the goods, or ships of that na­tion against whom their com­mis­sion is awar­ded, take the ship and goods of a friend, this is pir­acy; and if the ship ar­rive in any part of His Majesty’s domin­ions, it will be seized, and forever lost to the own­ers; but they are no way li­able to make sat­is­fac­tion.

			If a ship is as­saul­ted and taken by the pir­ates, for re­demp­tion of which, the mas­ter be­comes a slave to the captors, by the law mar­ine, the ship and lad­ing are ta­citly ob­liged for his re­demp­tion, by a gen­er­al con­tri­bu­tion; but if it hap­pen through his own folly, then no con­tri­bu­tion is to be made.

			If sub­jects in enmity with the Crown of Eng­land, are aboard an Eng­lish pir­ate, in com­pany with Eng­lish, and a rob­bery is com­mit­ted, and they are taken; it is felony in the Eng­lish, but not in the stranger; for it was no pir­acy in them, but the de­pred­a­tion of an en­emy, and they will be tried by a mar­tial law.

			If pir­acy is com­mit­ted by sub­jects in enmity with Eng­land, upon the Brit­ish seas, it is prop­erly only pun­ish­able by the Crown of Eng­land, who have istud re­gi­men & dom­in­em ex­clus­ive of all oth­er power.

			If pir­acy be com­mit­ted on the ocean, and the pir­ates in the at­tempt be over­come, the captors may, without any solem­nity of con­dem­na­tion, hang them up at the main-yard; if they are brought to the next port, and the judge re­jects the tri­al, or the captors can­not wait for the judge, without per­il or loss, justice may be done upon them by the captors.

			If mer­chand­ise be de­livered to a mas­ter, to carry to one port, and he car­ries it to an­oth­er, and sells and dis­poses of it, this is not felony; but if, after un­lad­ing it at the first port, he re­takes it, it is pir­acy.

			If a pir­ate at­tack a ship, and the mas­ter for re­demp­tion, gives his oath to pay a sum of money, though there be noth­ing taken, yet it is pir­acy by the law mar­ine.

			If a ship is rid­ing at an­chor, and the mar­iners all ashore, and a pir­ate at­tack her, and rob her, this is pir­acy.

			If a man com­mit pir­acy upon the sub­jects of any prince, or re­pub­lic, (though in amity with us,) and brings the goods in­to Eng­land, and sells them in a mar­ket overt, the same shall bind, and the own­ers are forever ex­cluded.

			If a pir­ate enters a port of this king­dom, and robs a ship at an­chor there, it is not pir­acy, be­cause not done, su­per altum mare; but is rob­bery at com­mon law, be­cause in­fra cor­pus comit­atus. A par­don of all felon­ies does not ex­tend to pir­acy, but the same ought to be es­pe­cially named.

			By 28 H. 8. murders and rob­ber­ies com­mit­ted upon the sea, or in oth­er places, where the ad­mir­al pre­tends jur­is­dic­tion, shall be en­quired in­to, try’d, heard, and de­term­ined, in such places and counties with­in the realm, as shall be lim­ited by the King’s com­mis­sion, in like man­ner as if such of­fences were done at land. And such com­mis­sions (be­ing un­der the Great Seal) shall be dir­ec­ted to the lord ad­mir­al, his lieu­ten­ant or deputy, and to three or four such oth­ers as the lord chan­cel­lor shall name.

			The said com­mis­sion­ers, or three of them, have power to en­quire of such of­fences by twelve law­ful men of the coun­try, so lim­ited in their com­mis­sion, as if such of­fences were done at land, with­in the same county; and every in­dict­ment so found and presen­ted, shall be good in law; and such or­der, pro­gress, judg­ment, and ex­e­cu­tion shall be used, had, done, and made thereupon, as against of­fend­ers for murder and felony done at land. Also the tri­al of such of­fences (if they be denied) shall be had by twelve men of the county, lim­ited in the said com­mis­sion, (as afore­said,) and no chal­lenge shall be had for the hun­dred: and such as shall be con­vict of such of­fences, shall suf­fer death without be­ne­fit of clergy, and for­feit land and goods, as in case of felon­ies and murders done at land.

			This act shall not pre­ju­dice any per­son, or per­sons, (urged by ne­ces­sity) for tak­ing victu­als, cables, ropes, an­chors or sails, out of an­oth­er ship that may spare them, so as they either pay ready money, or money worth for them, or give a bill for the pay­ment there­of; if on this side the Straits of Gibral­tar, with­in four months; if bey­ond, with­in twelve months.

			When any such com­mis­sion shall be sent to any place with­in the jur­is­dic­tion of the Cinque Ports, it shall be dir­ec­ted to the warden of the said ports, or his deputy with three or four oth­er per­sons, as the lord chan­cel­lor shall name; and the in­quis­i­tion or tri­al of such of­fences, there, shall be made and had, by the in­hab­it­ants of the said ports, and mem­bers of the same.

			By 11 and 12 W. 3. c. 7. if any nat­ur­al born sub­jects or den­iz­ens of Eng­land, com­mit pir­acy, or any act of hos­til­ity, against His Majesty’s sub­jects at sea, un­der col­our of a com­mis­sion or au­thor­ity, from any for­eign prince or state, or per­son what­so­ever, such of­fend­ers shall be ad­judged pir­ates.

			If any com­mand­er or mas­ter of a ship, or sea­man or mar­iner, give up his ship, etc. to pir­ates, or com­bine to yield up, or run away with any ship, or lay vi­ol­ent hand on his com­mand­er, or en­deav­our to make a re­volt in the ship, he shall be ad­judged a pir­ate.

			All per­sons who after the 29th of Septem­ber 1720, shall set forth any pir­ate (or be aid­ing and as­sist­ing to any such pir­ate,) com­mit­ting pir­acy on land or sea, or shall con­ceal such pir­ates, or re­ceive any ves­sel or goods pir­at­ic­ally taken, shall be ad­judged ac­cessary to such pir­acy, and suf­fer as prin­cipals.

			By 4 G. c. 11. Sect. 7. all per­sons who have com­mit­ted, or shall com­mit any of­fences, for which they ought to be ad­judged pir­ates, by the Act 11 and 12 W. 3. c. 7. may be tried for every such of­fence, in such man­ner as by the Act 28 H. 8. c. 15. is dir­ec­ted for the tri­al of pir­ates; and shall not have the be­ne­fit of clergy.

			Sect. 8. This act shall not ex­tend to per­sons con­victed or at­tain­ted in Scot­land.

			Sect. 9. This act shall ex­tend to His Majesty’s domin­ions in Amer­ica, and be taken as a pub­lic act.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Term for steal­ing of men used all over the coast.
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