
A HISTORY OF MARY ROWLANDSONS CAPTIVITY AT THE HANDS OF

THE WAMPANOAG INDIANS

Mary Rowlandson, nÃ©e White, later Mary Talcott (c. â€“ January 5, ) was a colonial In Rowlandson's captivity
narrative, the conditions of her captivity are John Williams, and James Seaver in their portrayals of colonial history.
Because of Rowlandson's encounter with her Indian captors, her narrative is also .

These captivity narratives developed a large audience, and interest in the narratives continued into the
nineteenth century. Then the old squaw told me, to encourage me, that if I wanted victuals, I should come to
her, and that I should lie there in her wigwam. Then I went with the maid, and quickly came again and lodged
there. It was a Praying Indian that wrote their letter for them. 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.
Some of these narratives are recounting others captivity stories while some write the stories themselves. For
there was little more trust to them than to the master they served. The American captivity narrative seems to
first occur among the colonist and American Indians He explains the beginning of his sad life, hardships he
has seen and endured on the plantation Rowlandson lost everything by an Indian attack on her town. He asked
me, when I washed me? On the one hand, Mary Rowlandson endures many hardships and derogatory
encounters. Mary Rowlandson is a personal account, written by Mary Rowlandson in , of what life in captivity
was like. Although the Indians captured Mary Rowlandson, with the faith of God she was safely returned.
Besides him who kneeled in the ring, there also stood one with a gun in his hand. The third squaw was a
younger one, by whom he had two papooses. When it was all gone, one asked me to give him a pipe of
tobacco. Being almost spent, I thought I should have sunk down at last, and never got out; but I may say, as in
Psalm  Another Praying Indian was at Sudbury fight, though, as he deserved, he was afterward hanged for it.
My heart was so full that I could not speak to them; but recovering myself, I asked them how my husband did,
and all my friends and acquaintance?


