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An Authentic Narrative of the Shipwreck and Sufferings of Mrs. Eliza Bradley; The Wife of Capt.

James Bradley of Liverpool, Commander of the Ship Sally, Which Was Wrecked on the Coast

of Barbary, in June 1818. This book was written by herself and published in Boston in 1820.

( 108 pages)The Crew and Passengers of the above Ship fell into the hands of the Arabs, a

few days after their Shipwreck, among whom unfortunately was Mrs. Bradley, who, after

enduring incredible hardships during six months captivity (five ofwhich she was seperated from

her husband and every other civilized being) she was fortunately redeemed out of the hands of

the unmerciful barbarians, by Mr. Willshire, the British Consul, resident at Mogadore.The

narrative of the Captivity and Sufferings of the unfortunate Mrs. Bradley, is allowed by all those

who have perused it to be the most affecting that ever appeared in print — yet, by the

blessings of God, this amiable woman endured deprivation and hardship with incredible

fortitude — in a barbarous land, she became a Convert to the RELtGION of a Blessed

Redeemer.The Publisher has copy-edited this book to improve the formatting, style and

accuracy of the text to make it readable. This did not involve changing the substance of the

text. Some books, due to age and other factors may contain imperfections. Since there are

many books such as this one that are important and beneficial to literary interests, we have

made it digitally available and have brought it back into print for the preservation of printed

works of the past.Preface to the American Edition:AS the present age is an era of adventure,

and the field extensive on which enterprise may take her range, in consequence of the vast

modern improvements in the arts and sciences, it is not surprizing that the press should bring

to light numerous works of all descripiions. The facility of intercourse between the various parts

of the world, and the far and wide extensive state of commerce, have given origin to many

narratives of voyages and travels as well as accounts of shipwrecks, and the various disasters

attendant on them. In works of this nature we read of numerous hair-breadth escapes, and

astonishing interpositions of Divine Providence, on behalf of the concerned — together with

incidents of so extraordinary a nature, that the mind is wrapt in astonishment — and as we

peruse we are lost in wonder and amazement.The following circumstantial account of

sufferings almost beyond human endurance, is a little work of real merit. The simplicity of the

language — the spirit of piety it breathes — and the morals it inculates, cannot fail to cause it

to be read with delight and edification by all those whose thoughts tend to serious reflection. If

patience under affliction constitutes one of the cardinal virtues, we there find it exemplified in

our christian heroine, throughout the whole of her thorny peregrination. The occurrence of her

shipwreck, captivity and deliverance, afford convincing proof of the omnipresence of the All-

seeing Eye. We recommend its perusal to the attention of our young females in a particular

manner, as Mrs. Bradley sets a shining example to her sex in her struggles against the

calamities of life, under circumstances the most uncomfortable.This publication has passed

through a number of editions in London. It was altered but very little from the original

manuscript of Mrs, B. as the English publisher declares. — We therefore think it a work highly

worthy of being patronized in this country, from the conciseness and simplicity of the style, and

the religious fervor which it breathes. — The publishers of the European edition, from which

this is copied being acquainted with the family of the writer of this narrative, and the

circumstances of the unfortunate voyage upon which it was founded, clearly demonstrates the

truth of the facts contained in the following pages.



A masterly and accessible account ... superbly researched, with sources ranging from Scottish

missionary teachers' letters to classified US intelligence records and packed full of

extraordinary characters straight out of a James Bond novel. The book has great relevance to

today's Asia; anyone with an interest in India and China's complex relationship should read this

enthralling book'Prajwal Parajuly, author of The Gurkha's DaughterAn enthralling retelling of

the Sikkim tragedy'Pass Blue, Barbara CrossetteAndrew Duff draws out the remarkable story

of Sikkim's annexation and its last king through not just extensive historical research but

fascinating human stories'DNA IndiaAndrew Duff masterfully weaves together the many

strands of the unfolding drama to produce a gripping page-turner' The HinduClearly the most

comprehensive account so far of Sikkim's fall... a masterly skill in story-telling'Calcutta

TelegraphThose who fantasise about Shangri-La will find this book a fascinating requiem for

their dreams'Country LifeAndrew Duff's book is a remarkable piece of detective work. In

addition to the fascinating human stories Duff relates, the book is a very valuable addition to

how the Cold War played out in South Asia, and to the history of the foreign policies of China,

India and the US ... that it is exceptionally well-written makes it all the more compelling to

readMichael Burleigh, author of Small Wars, Faraway Places --This text refers to an out of print

or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorAndrew Duff is a freelance journalist based in

London and Scotland who writes on India and related subjects. In the UK his work has

appeared in The Times, The Financial Times and the Sunday Telegraph, and in India in the

Times of India and the India Quarterly. He travels frequently in India and East Asia. --This text

refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.
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An Authentic Narrative of the Shipwreck and Sufferings of Mrs. Eliza Bradley;The Wife of Capt.

James Bradley of Liverpool, Commander of the Ship Sally, Which Was Wrecked on the Coast

of Barbary, in June 1818.The Crew and Passengers of the above Ship fell into the hands of the

Arabs, a few days after their Shipwreck, among whom unfortunately was Mrs. Bradley, who,

after enduring incredible hardships during six months captivity (five ofwhich she was seperated

from her husband and every other civilized being) she was fortunately redeemed out of the

hands of the unmerciful barbarians, by Mr. Willshire, the British Consul, resident at

Mogadore.WRITTEN BY HERSELF. The narrative of the Captivity and Sufferings of the

unfortunate Mrs. Bradley, is allowed by all those who have perused it to be the most affecting

that ever appeared in print — yet, by the blessings of God, this amiable woman endured

deprivation and hardship with incredible fortitude — in a barbarous land, she became a

Convert to the RELtGION of a Blessed Redeemer.Boston1820.Preface to the American

Edition: AS the present age is an era of adventure, and the field extensive on which

enterprise may take her range, in consequence of the vast modern improvements in the arts

and sciences, it is not surprizing that the press should bring to light numerous works of all

descripiions. The facility of intercourse between the various parts of the world, and the far and

wide extensive state of commerce, have given origin to many narratives of voyages and travels

as well as accounts of shipwrecks, and the various disasters attendant on them. In works of

this nature we read of numerous hair-breadth escapes, and astonishing interpositions of Divine

Providence, on behalf of the concerned — together with incidents of so extraordinary a nature,

that the mind is wrapt in astonishment — and as we peruse we are lost in wonder and

amazement. The following circumstantial account of sufferings almost beyond human

endurance, is a little work of real merit. The simplicity of the language — the spirit of piety it

breathes — and the morals it inculates, cannot fail to cause it to be read with delight and

edification by all those whose thoughts tend to serious reflection. If patience under affliction

constitutes one of the cardinal virtues, we there find it exemplified in our christian heroine,

throughout the whole of her thorny peregrination. The occurrence of her shipwreck, captivity

and deliverance, afford convincing proof of the omnipresence of the All-seeing Eye. We

recommend its perusal to the attention of our young females in a particular manner, as Mrs.

Bradley sets a shining example to her sex in her struggles against the calamities of life, under

circumstances the most uncomfortable. This publication has passed through a number of

editions in London. It was altered but very little from the original manuscript of Mrs, B. as the

English publisher declares. — We therefore think it a work highly worthy of being patronized in

this country, from the conciseness and simplicity of the style, and the religious fervor which it

breathes. — The publishers of the European edition, from which this is copied being

acquainted with the family of the writer of this narrative, and the circumstances of the

unfortunate voyage upon which it was founded, clearly demonstrates the truth of the facts

contained in the following pages. Without any further remarks, we now submit the following

interesting memoirs to the attention of the American public.SHIPWRECK AND SUFFERINGS

OF MRS. ELIZA BRADLEY I WAS born in Liverpool (Eng.) of creditable parents in the

year 1783, — in the year 1802, at the age of 19, I was married to Capt. James Bradley, my

present husband. Who, having been bred to the seas, was possessed of no other means of

support, and knew of no other way to obtain a livelihood; hence, my endeavors, after our

marriage, to induce him to pursue some other occupation, attended with less dangers, proved

unfortunately ineffectual. In May, 1818, my husband was appointed to the command of the ship



Sally, bound from Liverpool to Teneriffe: and I having expressed a wish to accompany him on a

former voyage, to Madeira, he insisted on my accompanying him on this. The ship was

freighted with all possible dispatch, and on the morning of the 12th of May, we embarked,

thirty.two in number, comprising the ship's crew and passengers, of which I was the only

female. — Nothing worthy of record transpired on our voyage, until nearly five weeks from the

day of our departure, when we experienced a tremendous storm, which continued to rage with

unabated fury for six days, and to add to our distress, it was discovered that the ship, from the

violent working; of the sea, had sprung a leak in several places; both pumps were kept

continually going, and were found almost insufficient to free the ship of water. The whole crew

began now to turn their eyes upon my husband, who advised the immediate lightening of the

ship, as the only measure that could be adopted to preserve our lives — the hatches were torn

up, and the ship discharged of the most weighty part of her cargo, but the storm continued to

rage, and the leaks increasing, it was soon concluded by the officers utterly impossible to save

either the ship or their effects; the preservation of even their lives becoming every moment

more difficult to them, they now began to apply every thought and deed to that consideration.

Since the commencement of the furious storm, they had not been enabled to keep any

reckoning, and had been driven many leagues out of their course. Such was our perilous

situation from the 19th to the 24th June, in the evening of which the storm began to abate —

the morning ensuing, although the sea had become much more calm, there was so thick a fog,

that the ship's crew found it impossible to discern an object three rods ahead of them, and to

add to our consternation, by the colour of the water it was discovered that we were on

soundings, while the breakers were distinctly heard at the leeward — the storm had rendered

the ship unmanageable, and she was considered so completely a wreck, that the officers

thought it their wisest plan to put her before the wind, until they could discover the land, (which

they imagined not far off) and then attempt the gaining the shore with the boats — but, the day

closed without any discovery of land being made, although the roar of the surf indicated that it

could not be far distant. The ship's crew, nearly worn down with fatigue, as many of them as

could be spared off deck now sought a little necessary repose below: but, about midnight, they

were suddenly aroused from their slumbers by the violent striking of the ship against a chain of

rocks, and with so much violence as to open her stern! Even the little hope that the ship's crew

had till then preserved, seemed to fail them at once — on the instant, the ship resounded with

their lamentable exclamatiions, imploring the mercy of their Creator! indeed to form an

adequate idea of our distress, one must have been witness of it. The reader cannot suppose

but that I too in a moment like this, must have shared the terrors of the crew; but my fortitude,

by the blessings of Heaven, was much more probable than what would have been exhibited

by many females in my situation — the extremity of the misfortune, with the certainty of its

being inevitable, served to supply me with a sort of seeming firmness. My poor husband, in his

endeavors to reconcile me to my fate, seemed to forget his own perilous situation; indeed his

visible steadiness and resolution happily imposed so far upon the whole crew, that it inspired

them, even in the instant of destruction, with such confidence in him, that rendered them

attentive and obedient to his directions. Never could a night be passed in more

wretchedness! the storm again gathered, and while the rain fell in torrents, the waves rising

every instant, covered our bark, and rolled their mountains over our heads — in such a

situation, stretched along on the outside of the hulk, fastening ourselves to every thing we

could lay hold of, drenched through with pain, spent with the constant efforts we were obliged

to exert against the fury of the waves, which endeavored to wash us off from our hold, we at

length perceived the morning's dawn, only to afford us a clearer view of the dangers we had



passed, and those we had yet to encounter. This prospect of our situation appeared still

more tremendous; we perceived indeed, that we were not far from land, but we saw that it was

impossible for us to reach it. The raging of the sea would have daunted the stoutest and most

expert swimmer; for the waves rolled with such fury, that whoever attempted to gain the shore,

must have run the risk of being launched back into the main ocean or dashed to pieces against

the ship or shore. At this sight and reflection the whole crew was seized with the extremity of

despair: their groans and exclamations redoubled, and were repeated with such strength and

fervency, that they were to be heard amidst the raging of the winds, the roaring of the thunder,

and the dashing of the waves, which, all joined together, augmented the horror of the

sound. The day was once more near closing, we reflected with terror on the last night, and

trembled beforehand at that which was to come — there was indeed a small boat attached to

the ship, but in no condition to weather even the short passage that appeared to be between

us and the land. We passed the night with feelings more horrible, if possible, than on ihs

former; the exhausted state we had been reiucfd to, by our past labor, left us hardly power to

sustain the present. The succeeding morning our spirits were a little revived by beholding

the sun arise, a sight all absolutely despaired of, when we saw it setting, and when death, by

putting an end to our calamities, would certainly be a blessing; but the care of life, is the

strongest passion in the human breast; it continues with us to the last moment of existence; the

miseries one feels may weaken, perhaps, but rarely extinguish it. Our first emotion, on findiug

ourselves still clinging fast to the vessel, was to offer up our thanksgivings to Heaven, for

having still preserved us alive, even in such a deplorable situation, to raise up our suppliant

hands in petition to Providence, to complete its miracle, by affording us some unforeseen

means of escaping to the shore — there never was sure a more fervent prayer. Heaven at

length, seemed to look down with compassion on our miseries and danger — the wind began

to abate, and the various agitation of the sea to subside to that degree, that the officers

conceived it possible for us to reach the shore in the ship's boat.
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the ship unmanageable, and she was considered so completely a wreck, that the officers
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closed without any discovery of land being made, although the roar of the surf indicated that it
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visible steadiness and resolution happily imposed so far upon the whole crew, that it inspired

them, even in the instant of destruction, with such confidence in him, that rendered them

attentive and obedient to his directions. Never could a night be passed in more

wretchedness! the storm again gathered, and while the rain fell in torrents, the waves rising

every instant, covered our bark, and rolled their mountains over our heads — in such a

situation, stretched along on the outside of the hulk, fastening ourselves to every thing we

could lay hold of, drenched through with pain, spent with the constant efforts we were obliged

to exert against the fury of the waves, which endeavored to wash us off from our hold, we at

length perceived the morning's dawn, only to afford us a clearer view of the dangers we had

passed, and those we had yet to encounter. This prospect of our situation appeared still

more tremendous; we perceived indeed, that we were not far from land, but we saw that it was

impossible for us to reach it. The raging of the sea would have daunted the stoutest and most

expert swimmer; for the waves rolled with such fury, that whoever attempted to gain the shore,

must have run the risk of being launched back into the main ocean or dashed to pieces against

the ship or shore. At this sight and reflection the whole crew was seized with the extremity of

despair: their groans and exclamations redoubled, and were repeated with such strength and

fervency, that they were to be heard amidst the raging of the winds, the roaring of the thunder,

and the dashing of the waves, which, all joined together, augmented the horror of the

sound. The day was once more near closing, we reflected with terror on the last night, and

trembled beforehand at that which was to come — there was indeed a small boat attached to

the ship, but in no condition to weather even the short passage that appeared to be between

us and the land. We passed the night with feelings more horrible, if possible, than on ihs

former; the exhausted state we had been reiucfd to, by our past labor, left us hardly power to

sustain the present. The succeeding morning our spirits were a little revived by beholding

the sun arise, a sight all absolutely despaired of, when we saw it setting, and when death, by

putting an end to our calamities, would certainly be a blessing; but the care of life, is the

strongest passion in the human breast; it continues with us to the last moment of existence; the

miseries one feels may weaken, perhaps, but rarely extinguish it. Our first emotion, on findiug

ourselves still clinging fast to the vessel, was to offer up our thanksgivings to Heaven, for

having still preserved us alive, even in such a deplorable situation, to raise up our suppliant

hands in petition to Providence, to complete its miracle, by affording us some unforeseen



means of escaping to the shore — there never was sure a more fervent prayer. Heaven at

length, seemed to look down with compassion on our miseries and danger — the wind began

to abate, and the various agitation of the sea to subside to that degree, that the officers

conceived it possible for us to reach the shore in the ship's boat. The boat was but small, it

could not contain above a third part of our number; we could not attempt to embark all at once

without sinking it; everyone was sensible of the difficulty, but no one would consent to wait for a

second passage; the fear of some accident happening to prevent a return, and the terror of

lying another night exposed on the hulk, made every one obstinate for being taken in the first

— it was however unanimously agreed by all, that my husband and myself should be among

the number who should go first into the boat. The sea having now almost become a calm, the

boat containing as many at it was thought prudent to take on board, left the wreck, and in less

than half an hour we reached the shore, and were all safely landed; and were soon after joined

by the remainder of the ship's crew, who were as fortunate as ourselves in reaching the shore,

and with as little difficulty. Being now placed on dry land, we soon perceived that we had

new difficulties to encounter; high craggy rocks nearly perpendicular, and of more than two

hundred feet in height, lined the shore as far as the sight could extend. The first care of the

crew was to seek among the articles floated ashore from the wreck, for planks and pieces of

wood, to erect a covering for the night; and they succeeded beyond their hopes — the right

was extremely boisterous, and nothing beneath us but sharp rocks on which to extend our

wearied limbs, we obtained but Iittle repose. Early the ensuing morning it was to our sorrow

discovered that but very little of lhe wreck was remaining, and those of the crew who were best

able to walk, went to reconnoitre the shore and to see whether the sea had brought any

fragments of the wreck; they were so fortunate as to tind a barrel of flour, and a keg of salt

pork, — soon after they had secured these, the tide arose and put an end to their labor.

Captain Bradley now called together the ship's crew, and having divided the provision among

them, enquired of them if they consented to his continuing in the command; to which they

unanimously agreed — he then informed them, that from the best calculatious he could make,

he had reason to believe that we were on the Barbary coast, and as we had no weapons of

defence, much was to be apprehended from the ferocity of the natives, if we should be so

unfortunate as to be discovered by them. The coast appeared to be formed of perpendicular

rocks to a great height, and no way could be discovered by which we might mount to the top of

the precipices, so steep was the ascent. Having agreed to keep together, we proceeded along

the sea side, in hopes to find some place of more easy ascent, by which we might gain the

surface of land above us, where we were in hopes of discovering a spring of water with which

to allay our thirst — after travelling many miles, we at length found the sought for passage, up a

precipice, which resembled a flight of stairs, and seemed more the production of art than of

nature. We soon gained the summit of the cliffs; but instead of springs of water, or groves to

shelter us from the rays of the scorching sun, what was our surprise, to see nothing before us,

but a barren sandy plain, extending as far as the eye could reach. The day was now

drawing to a close, and despairing of meeting with relief, I threw myself upon the sand, and

after wishing for death a thousand times, I resolved to await it on the spot where I lay. Why

should I go further to seek it, amidst new miseries? I was indeed so determined to die, that I

awaited the moment with impatience as the termination of my misery. Amid these melancholly

reflections, sleep at length overpowered me. My poor husband did.every thing in his power to

al!eviate my sufferings; he represented to me the probability of our meeting with friendly aid, by

the means of which we might be conducted to some commercial port, at which we might

probably obtain a passage for Europe. We passed the night at this place, half buried in the



sand. At the dawn of day we again put forward, travelling in a southeast direction. The cravings

of hunger and thirst, became now more pressing than ever, and we founi nothing to appease

them — before the close of the day we were, however, cheered by the account of one of the

sailors who had been dispatched ahead on the look out, who informed us that he had

traversed the rocky borders of the shore, until he had discovered an extensive flat almost

covered with mussels. We hastened to the spot, where we passed the night, and the next

morning found ourselves so much strengthened, that we resolved to remain there the whole

day, and the following night.
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