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	Tutorial № 02: Critical Analysis of Excepts from A Narrative of the Captivity and Restoration of Mrs. Mary Rowlandson


Short Biography of the Author

Mary White was born in 1637, England. She was a British-American colonial author who wrote one of the finest firsthand accounts of 17th-century Indian life and of Puritan-Indian conflicts in early New England. Mary White was taken to America by her parents when she was a child. They lived in Salem, Massachusetts, until 1653, when they moved to the new frontier village of Lancaster, Massachusetts. In 1656 she married the Reverend Joseph Rowlandson, Lancaster's first regular minister, and events of the next 20 years of her life are obscure. In February 1676, during King Philip's War, a party of Indians attacked Lancaster and laid siege to the Rowlandson house, where many townspeople had sought refuge. They overwhelmed the defenders and took 24 captives, including Mary Rowlandson and her three children, one of whom died a week later. Rowlandson was kept a prisoner for three months, during which time she was treated poorly. With her captors she traveled as far as the Connecticut River to the west, and north into what is now New Hampshire. Her wounds slowly healed, and she became accustomed to her captors' meagre diet. Her skill in sewing and knitting earned her rather better treatment than less fortunate captives. At one point in her ordeal she met “King Philip”—the Wampanoag sachem (chief), Metacom. A stolen Bible given her by one of the Indians was her only solace. In May 1676, Rowlandson was at last ransomed back to her husband for £20. Her two surviving children were returned some time later. Her husband died in November 1678, and about that time Mary wrote an account of her captivity for her children. It was published in Boston in 1682 and republished in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and in London, titled The Soveraignty & Goodness of God, Together with the Faithfulness of His Promises Displayed; Being a Narrative of the Captivity and Restauration of Mrs. Mary Rowlandson, the vividly written tale quickly became a classic example not only of the captivity genre but of colonial literature generally. She died on 5 January, 1710/11, in Wethersfield, Connecticut.
The Text:
	An Indian Attack

Now is the dreadful hour come that I have often heard of, but now my eyes see it. 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 we might hear mothers and children crying out "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 a handful of stones and threwn them, so that we were forced to give back. We had six stout dogs belonging to the garrison, but none of them would stir, though, at another time, if any Indian had come to the door, they were ready to fly upon him and tear him down. The Lord hereby would make us acknowledge his hand, and see that our help is always in him. But out we must go, the fire increasing, and coming along behind us roaring, and the Indians gaping before us with their guns, spears, and hatchets to devour us. 


No sooner were we out of the house, than 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 through the bowels and hand of my poor child in my arms. One of my sister's children (named William) had then his leg broken, which the Indians perceiving, they knocked him on the head. Thus were we butchered by those merciless heathens, standing amazed, with the blood running down to our heels. 


My sister being yet in the house, and seeing the infidels hauling mothers one way and children another, and some wallowed in their blood; and her elder son telling her that her son William was dead, and myself wounded, she said, "Oh Lord, let me die with them!"; which was no sooner said than she was struck with a bullet, and fell down dead over the threshold. I hope she is reaping the fruit of her good labors, being faithful to the service of God in her place.

The Third Remove

… The next day was the Sabbath. I then remembered how careless I had been of God's holy time; how many Sabbaths I had lost and misspent, and how evilly I had walked in God's sight; which lay so close unto my spirit, that it was easy for me to see how righteous it was with God to cut off the thread of my life and cast me out of His presence forever. Yet the Lord still showed mercy to me, and upheld me; and as He wounded me with one hand, so he healed me with the other. This day there came to me one Robert Pepper (a man belonging to Roxbury) who was taken in Captain Beers's fight, and had been now a considerable time with the Indians; and up with them almost as far as Albany, to see King Philip, as he told me, and was now very lately come into these parts. Hearing, I say, that I was in this Indian town, he obtained leave to come and see me. He told me he himself was wounded in the leg at Captain Beer's fight; and was not able some time to go, but as they carried him, and as he took oaken leaves and laid to his wound, and through the blessing of God he was able to travel again. Then I took oaken leaves and laid to my side, and with the blessing of God it cured me also; yet before the cure was wrought, I may say, as it is in Psalm 38.5-6 "My wounds stink and are corrupt, I am troubled, I am bowed down greatly, I go mourning all the day long." I sat much alone with a poor wounded child in my lap, which moaned night and day, having nothing to revive the body, or cheer the spirits of her, but instead of that, sometimes one Indian would come and tell me one hour that "your master will knock your child in the head," and then a second, and then a third, "your master will quickly knock your child in the head."

The Eighth Remove

On the morrow morning we must go over the river, i.e. Connecticut, to meet with King Philip. Two canoes full they had carried over; the next turn I myself was to go. But as my foot was upon the canoe to step in there was a sudden outcry among them, and I must step back, and instead of going over the river, I must go four or five miles up the river farther northward. Some of the Indians ran one way, and some another. The cause of this rout was, as I thought, their espying some English scouts, who were thereabout. In this travel up the river about noon the company made a stop, and sat down; some to eat, and others to rest them. As I sat amongst them, musing of things past, my son Joseph unexpectedly came to me. We asked of each other's welfare, bemoaning our doleful condition, and the change that had come upon us. We had husband and father, and children, and sisters, and friends, and relations, and house, and home, and many comforts of this life: but now we may say, as Job, "Naked came I out of my mother's womb, and naked shall I return: the Lord gave, the Lord hath taken away, blessed be the name of the Lord." I asked him whether he would read. He told me he earnestly desired it, I gave him my Bible, and he lighted upon that comfortable Scripture "I shall not die but live, and declare the works of the Lord: the Lord hath chastened me sore yet he hath not given me over to death" (Psalm 118.17-18). "Look here, mother," says he, "did you read this?" And here I may take occasion to mention one principal ground of my setting forth these lines: even as the psalmist says, to declare the works of the Lord, and His wonderful power in carrying us along, preserving us in the wilderness, while under the enemy's hand, and returning of us in safety again. And His goodness in bringing to my hand so many comfortable and suitable scriptures in my distress. But to return, we traveled on till night; and in the morning, we must go over the river to Philip's crew. When I was in the canoe I could not but be amazed at the numerous crew of pagans that were on the bank on the other side. When I came ashore, they gathered all about me, I sitting alone in the midst. I observed they asked one another questions, and laughed, and rejoiced over their gains and victories. Then my heart began to fail: and I fell aweeping, which was the first time to my remembrance, that I wept before them. Although I had met with so much affliction, and my heart was many times ready to break, yet could I not shed one tear in their sight; but rather had been all this while in a maze, and like one astonished. But now I may say as Psalm 137.1, "By the Rivers of Babylon, there we sate down: yea, we wept when we remembered Zion." There one of them asked me why I wept. I could hardly tell what to say: Yet I answered, they would kill me. "No," said he, "none will hurt you." Then came one of them and gave me two spoonfuls of meal to comfort me, and another gave me half a pint of peas; which was more worth than many bushels at another time. 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.

Mary White Rowlandson, 1682


Questions
1. How does she describe the Indians? 
2. What are the most important words that Rowlandson uses to describe the Native Americans? 
3. What do her dehumanizing descriptions of the Indians accomplish?
4. How does she view herself and her fellow Christians?
5. How does she use the Bible and varied scriptural allusions in her analysis of her captivity?
6. In what ways does Rowlandson use her experience to reaffirm Puritan beliefs?
7. Compare and contrast Rowlandson’s captivity narrative with Captain John Smith’s account of his captivity by the Indians. Which one do you find more valid? Justify your answer.
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