Excerpts from “The Narrative of the Captivity and the Restoration of Mrs.
Mary Rowlandson”
Excerpt 1
On the tenth of February 1675, came the Indians with great numbers upon Lancaster: their first
coming was about sunrising; hearing the noise of some guns, we looked out; several houses
were burning, and the smoke ascending to heaven. There were five persons taken in one house;
the father, and the mother and a sucking child, they knocked on the head; the other two they
took and carried away alive. There were two others, who being out of their garrison upon some
occasion were set upon; one was knocked on the head, the other escaped; another there was
who running along was shot and wounded, and fell down; he begged of them his life, promising
them money (as they told me) but they would not hearken to him but knocked him in head, and
stripped him naked, and split open his bowels. Another, seeing many of the Indians about his
barn, ventured and went out, but was quickly shot down. There were three others belonging to
the same garrison
who were killed; the Indians getting up upon the roof of the barn, had advantage to shoot down
upon them over their fortification. Thus these murderous wretches went on, burning, and
destroying before them.
At length they came and beset our own house, and quickly it was the dolefulest day that ever
mine eyes saw…. Some in our house were fighting for their lives, others wallowing in their blood,
the house on fire over our heads, and the bloody heathen ready to knock us on the head, if we
stirred out. Now might we hear mothers and children crying out for themselves, and one
another, "Lord, what shall we do?" Then I took my children (and one of my sisters', hers) to go
forth and
leave the house: but as soon as we came to the door and appeared, the Indians shot so thick
that the bullets rattled against the house, as if one had taken an handful of stones and threw
them, so that we were fain to give back. We had six stout dogs belonging to our garrison, but
none of them would stir, though another time, if any Indian had come to the door, they were
ready to fly upon him and tear him down…. No sooner were we out of the house, but my
brother-in-law (being before wounded, in defending the house, in or near the throat) fell down
dead, whereat
the Indians scornfully shouted, and hallowed, and were presently upon him, stripping off his
clothes, the bullets flying thick, one went through my side, and the same (as would seem)
through the bowels and hand of my dear child in my arms. One of my elder sisters' children,
named William, had then his leg broken, which the Indians perceiving, they knocked him on
[his] head.
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Excerpt 2
Thus were we butchered by those merciless heathen, standing amazed, with the blood running
down to our heels. My eldest sister being yet in the house, and seeing those woeful sights, the
infidels hauling mothers one way, and children another, and some wallowing in their blood:
and her elder son telling her that her son William was dead, and myself was wounded, she
said, "And Lord, let me die with them," which was no sooner said, but she was struck with a
bullet, and fell down dead over the threshold.
Oh the doleful sight that now was to behold at this house! Of thirty-seven persons who
were in this one house, none escaped either present death, or a bitter captivity, save only one,
who might say as he, "And I only am escaped alone to
tell the News" (Job 1.15). There were twelve killed, some shot, some stabbed with their spears,
some knocked down with their hatchets. When we are in prosperity, Oh the little that we think
of such dreadful sights, and to see our dear friends, and relations lie bleeding out their heartblood upon the ground. There was one who was chopped into the head with a hatchet, and
stripped naked, and yet was crawling up and down. It is a solemn sight to see so many Christians
lying in their
blood, some here, and some there, like a company of sheep torn by wolves, all of them
stripped naked by a company of hell-hounds, roaring, singing, ranting, and insulting, as if they
would have torn our very hearts out; yet the Lord by His almighty power preserved a number
of us from death, for there were twenty-four of us taken alive and carried captive.
I had often before this said that if the Indians should come, I should choose rather to be killed
by them than taken alive, but when it came to the trial my mind changed; their glittering
weapons so daunted my spirit, that I chose rather to go along with those (as I may say) ravenous
beasts, than that moment to end my days; and that I may the better declare what happened to
me during that grievous captivity, I shall particularly speak of the several removes we had up and
down the wilderness.
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Excerpt 3
The Second Remove
But now, the next morning, I must turn my back upon the town, and travel with them into
the vast and desolate wilderness, I knew not whither. It is not my tongue, or pen, can express
the sorrows of my heart, and bitterness of my spirit that I had at this departure: but God was
with me in a wonderful manner, carrying me along, and bearing up my spirit, that it did not
quite fail. One of the Indians carried my poor wounded babe upon a horse; it went moaning all
along, "I shall die, I shall die." I went on foot after it, with sorrow that cannot be expressed. At
length I took it off the horse, and carried it in my arms till my strength failed, and I
fell down with it. Then they set me upon a horse with my wounded child in my lap, and there
being no furniture upon the horse's back, as we were going down a steep hill we both fell over
the horse's head, at which they, like inhumane creatures, laughed, and rejoiced to see it,
though I thought we should there have ended our days, as overcome with so many difficulties.
But the Lord renewed my strength still, and carried me along, that I might see more of His
power; yea, so much that I could never have thought of, had I not experienced it.
After this it quickly began to snow, and when night came on, they stopped, and now down I
must sit in the snow, by a little fire, and a few boughs behind me, with my sick child in my lap;
and calling much for water, being now (through the wound) fallen into a violent fever. My own
wound also growing so stiff that I
could scarce sit down or rise up; yet so it must be, that I must sit all this cold winter night upon
the cold snowy ground, with my sick child in my arms, looking that every hour would be the last
of its life; and having no Christian friend near me, either to comfort or help me.
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Excerpt 4
The Fourth Remove
And now I must part with that little company I had. Here I parted from my daughter Mary
(whom I never saw again till I saw her in Dorchester, returned from captivity), and from four
little cousins and neighbors, some of which I never saw afterward: the Lord only knows the end
of them. Amongst them also was that poor woman before mentioned, who came to a sad end,
as some of the company told me in my travel: she having much grief upon her spirit about her
miserable condition, being so near her time, she would be often asking the Indians to let her go
home; they not being willing to that, and yet vexed with her importunity,
gathered a great company together about her and stripped her naked, and set her in the midst
of them, and when they had sung and danced about her (in their hellish manner) as long as they
pleased they knocked her on head, and the child in her arms with her. When they had done that
they made a fire and put them both into it, and told the other children that were with them that
if they attempted to go home, they would serve them in like manner. The children said she did
not shed one tear, but prayed all the while. But to return to my own journey, we traveled about
half a day or little more, and came to a desolate place in the wilderness, where there
were no wigwams or inhabitants before; we came about the middle of the afternoon to this
place, cold and wet, and snowy, and hungry, and weary, and no refreshing for man but the
cold ground to sit on, and our poor Indian cheer.
Heart-aching thoughts here I had about my poor children, who were scattered up and down
among the wild beasts of the forest. My head was light and dizzy (either through hunger or
hard lodging, or trouble or all together), my knees feeble, my body raw by sitting double night
and day, that I cannot express to man the affliction that lay upon my spirit, but the Lord helped
me at that time to express it to Himself. I opened my Bible to read, and the Lord brought that
precious Scripture to me. "Thus saith the Lord, refrain thy voice from weeping, and thine eyes
from tears, for thy work shall be rewarded, and they shall come again from the land of the
enemy" (Jeremiah 31.16). This was a sweet cordial to me when I was ready to faint; many and
many a time have I sat down and wept sweetly over this Scripture. At this place we continued
about four days.
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Excerpt 5
The Fifth Remove
The first week of my being among them I hardly ate any thing; the second week I found my
stomach grow very faint for want of something; and yet it was very hard to get down their filthy
trash; but the third week, though I could think how formerly my stomach would turn against this
or that, and I could starve and die before I could eat such things, yet they were sweet and savory
to my taste. I was at this time knitting a pair of white cotton stockings for my mistress; and had
not yet wrought upon a Sabbath day. When the Sabbath came they bade me go to work. I told
them it was the Sabbath day, and desired them to let me rest, and told them I would do as much
more tomorrow; to which they answered me they would break my face. And here I cannot but
take notice of the strange providence of God in preserving the heathen. They were many
hundreds, old and young, some sick, and some lame; many had papooses at their backs. The
greatest number at this time with us were squaws, and they traveled with all they had, bag and
baggage, and
yet they got over this river aforesaid; and on Monday they set their wigwams on fire, and away
they went. On that very day came the English army after them to this river, and saw the smoke
of their wigwams, and yet this river put a stop to them. God did not give them courage or
activity to go over after us. We were not ready for so great a mercy as victory and deliverance.
If we had been God would have found out a way for the English to have passed this river, as
well as for the Indians with their squaws and children, and all their luggage.
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Excerpt 6
The Seventh Remove
After a restless and hungry night there, we had a wearisome time of it the next day. The
swamp by which we lay was, as it were, a deep dungeon, and an exceeding high and steep hill
before it. Before I got to the top of the hill, I thought my heart and legs, and all would have
broken, and failed me. What, through faintness and soreness of body, it was a grievous day of
travel to me. As we went along, I saw a place where English cattle had been. That was comfort to
me, such as it was. Quickly after that we came to an English path, which so took with me, that I
thought I could have freely lyen down and died. That day, a little after noon, we came to
Squakeag, where the Indians quickly spread themselves over the deserted English fields,
gleaning what they could find. Some picked up ears of wheat that were crickled down; some
found ears of Indian corn; some found ground nuts, and others sheaves of wheat that were
frozen together in the shock, and went to threshing of them out. Myself got two ears of Indian
corn, and whilst I did but turn my back, one of them was stolen from me, which much troubled
me. There came an Indian to them at that time with a basket of horse liver. I asked him to give
me a piece. "What," says he, "can you eat horse liver?" I told him, I would try, if he would give a
piece, which he did, and I laid it on the coals to roast. But before it was half ready they got half
of it away from me, so that I was fain to take the rest and eat it as it was, with the blood about
my mouth, and yet a savory bit it was to me: "For to the hungry soul every bitter thing is sweet."
A solemn sight methought it was, to see fields of wheat and Indian corn forsaken and spoiled
and the remainders of them to be food for our merciless enemies. That night we had a mess of
wheat for our supper.
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Excerpt 7
The Eighth Remove
Then I went to see King Philip. He bade me come in and sit down, and asked me whether I
would smoke it (a usual compliment nowadays amongst saints and sinners) but this no way
suited me. For though I had formerly used tobacco, yet I had left it ever since I was first taken.
It seems to be a bait the devil lays to make men lose their precious time. I remember with
shame how formerly, when I had taken two or three pipes, I was presently ready for another,
such a bewitching thing it is. But I thank God, He has now given me power over it; surely there
are many who may be better employed than to lie sucking a stinking tobacco-pipe.
Now the Indians gather their forces to go against Northampton. Over night one went about
yelling and hooting to give notice of the design. Whereupon they fell to boiling of ground nuts,
and parching of corn (as many as had it) for their provision; and in the morning away they
went. During my abode in this place,
Philip spake to me to make a shirt for his boy, which I did, for which he gave me a shilling. I
offered the money to my master, but he bade me keep it; and with it I bought a piece of horse
flesh. Afterwards he asked me to make a cap for his boy, for which he invited me to dinner. I
went, and he gave me a pancake, about as big as two fingers. It was made of parched wheat,
beaten, and fried in bear's grease,
but I thought I never tasted pleasanter meat in my life. There was a squaw who spake to me to
make a shirt for her sannup, for which she gave me a piece of bear. Another asked me to knit a
pair of stockings, for which she gave me a quart of peas. I boiled my peas and bear together,
and invited my master and mistress to dinner; but the proud gossip, because I served them both
in one dish, would eat nothing, except one bit that he gave her upon the point of his knife.
Hearing that my son was come to this place, I went to see him, and found him lying flat upon
the ground. I asked him how he could sleep so? He answered me that he was not asleep, but at
prayer; and lay so, that they might not observe what he was doing.
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Excerpt 8
The Thirteenth Remove
Instead of going toward the Bay, which was that I desired, I must go with them five or six miles
down the river into a mighty thicket of brush; where we abode almost a fortnight. Here one
asked me to make a shirt for her papoose, for which she gave me a mess of broth, which was
thickened with meal made of the bark of a tree, and to make it the better, she had put into it
about a handful of peas, and a
few roasted ground nuts. I had not seen my son a pretty while, and here was an Indian of whom
I made inquiry after him, and asked him when he saw him. He answered me that such a time his
master roasted him, and that himself did eat a piece of him, as big as his two fingers, and that
he was very good meat. But the Lord upheld my Spirit, under this discouragement; and I
considered their horrible addictedness to lying, and that there is not one of them that makes the
least conscience of speaking of truth. In this place, on a cold night, as I lay by the fire, I Removed
a stick that kept the heat from me. A squaw moved it down again, at which I looked up, and she
threw a handful of ashes in mine eyes. I thought I should have been quite blinded, and have
never seen more, but lying down, the water run out of my eyes, and carried the dirt with it, that
by the morning I recovered my sight again.
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Excerpt 9
The Nineteenth Remove
So unstable and like madmen they were. So that fearing the worst, I durst not send to my
husband, though there were some thoughts of his coming to redeem and fetch me, not knowing
what might follow. For there was little more trust to them than to the master they served.
When the letter was come, the Sagamores met to consult about the captives, and called me to
them to inquire how much my
husband would give to redeem me. When I came I sat down among them, as I was wont to do,
as their manner is. Then they bade me stand up, and said they were the General Court. They bid
me speak what I thought he would give. Now knowing that all we had was destroyed by the
Indians, I was in a great strait. I thought if I should speak of but a little it would be slighted, and
hinder the matter; if of a great sum, I knew not where it would be procured. Yet at a venture I
said "Twenty pounds," yet desired them to take less. But they would not hear of that, but sent
that message to Boston, that for twenty pounds I should be redeemed.

© 2012 The Gilder Lehrman Institute of American History
www.gilderlehrman.org

Excerpt 10
The Twentieth Remove
It was their usual manner to Remove, when they had done any mischief, lest they should be found
out; and so they did at this time. We went about three or four miles, and there they built a great
wigwam, big enough to hold an hundred Indians, which they did in preparation to a great day of
dancing. They would say now amongst themselves, that the governor would be so angry for his loss at
Sudbury, that he would send no more about the captives, which made me grieve and tremble. My
sister being not far from the place where we now were, and hearing that I was here, desired her
master to let her come and see me, and he was willing to it, and would go with her; but she being
ready before him, told him she would go before, and was come within a mile or two of the place.
Then he
overtook her, and began to rant as if he had been mad, and made her go back again in the rain; so that
I never saw her till I saw her in Charlestown. But the Lord requited many of their ill doings, for this
Indian her master, was hanged afterward at Boston. The Indians now began to come from all quarters,
against their merry dancing day. Among some of them came one goodwife Kettle. I told her my heart
was so heavy that it was ready to break. "So is mine too," said she, but yet said, "I hope we shall hear
some good news shortly." I could hear how earnestly my sister desired to see me, and I as earnestly
desired to see her; and yet neither of us could get an opportunity. My daughter was also now about a
mile off, and I had not seen her in nine or ten weeks, as I had not seen my sister since our first taking. I
earnestly desired them to let me go and see them: yea, I entreated, begged, and persuaded them, but
to let me see my daughter; and yet so hard-hearted were they, that they would not suffer it. They
made use of their tyrannical power whilst they had it; but through the Lord's wonderful mercy, their
time was now but short.
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