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     ...I shall yield to the inclination so natural to old men of talking of themselves and their own actions, and 
I shall indulge it, without being tiresome to those who, from respect to my age, might conceive themselves 
obliged to listen to me, since they will be always free to read me or not.  And lastly (I may as well confess 
it, as the denial of it would be believed by nobody) I shall perhaps not a little gratify my own vanity.  
Indeed, I never heard or saw the introductory words, “Without Vanity I may say,” etc., but some vain thing 
immediately followed.  Most people dislike vanity in others whatever share they have of it themselves, but 
I give it fair quarter wherever I meet with it...  
 
     There was another bookish lad in the town, John Collins by name, with whom I was intimately 
acquainted.  We sometimes disputed, and very fond we were of argument, and very desirous of confuting 
one another--which disputatious turn, by the way, is apt to become a very bad habit, making people often 
extremely disagreeable in company, by the contradiction that is necessary to bring it into practice; and 
thence besides souring and spoiling the conversation, it is productive of disgusts and perhaps enmities 
where you may have occasion for friendship.  I had caught it by reading my father’s books of dispute on 
religion.  Persons of good sense, I have since observed, seldom fall into it, except lawyers, university men 
and men of all sorts who have been bred at Edinburgh….  
 
     In my first voyage from Boston to Philadelphia, being becalmed off Block Island, our crew employed 
themselves catching cod and hauled up a great number.  ‘Till then I had stuck to my resolution to eat 
nothing that had life; and on this occasion I considered, according to my Master Tryon, the taking every 
fish as a kind of unprovoked murder, since none of them had or ever could do us any injury that might 
justify this massacre.  All this seemed very reasonable.  But I had formerly been a great lover of fish, and 
when this came hot out of the frying pan, it smelled admirably well.  I balanced some time between 
principle and inclination till I recollected that when the fish were opened, I saw smaller fish taken out of 
their stomachs. “Then,” thought I, “if you eat one another, I don’t see why we mayn’t eat you.”  So I dined 
upon cod very heartily and have since continued to eat as other people, returning only now and then 



occasionally to a vegetable diet.  So convenient a thing it is to be a reasonable creature, since it enables 
one to find or make a reason for everything one has a mind to do....  
 
     Keimer...seriously proposed my being his colleague in a project he had of setting up a new sect.  He was 
to preach the doctrines, and I was to confound all opponents.  When he came to explain with me upon the 
doctrines, I found several conundrums which I objected to, unless I might have my way a little too, and 
introduce some of mine.  Keimer wore his beard at full length, because somewhere in the Mosaic Law it is 
said, “Thou shalt not mar the corners of thy beard.”  He likewise kept the seventh day Sabbath, and these 
two points were essentials with him.  I disliked both but agreed to admit them upon condition of his 
adopting the doctrine of not using animal food.  “I doubt,” says he, “my constitution will bear it.”  I assured 
him it would and that he would be the better for it.  He was usually a great glutton, and I wished to give 
myself some diversion in half-starving him.  
 


