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My name is Lemuel Gulliver. I have always wanted to see the world.

From an early age, I did everything I could to get ready for a life of adventure. I studied maps for hours and hours. I learned many languages. I exercised to become as strong as a sailor.

My hard work paid off in the year 1699. The captain of a ship called the Antelope hired me. The Antelope was sailing to the southern Pacific Ocean, far from my home in England. I said good-bye to my family and began my adventure.

The first six months at sea were tough. But I was happy working on board the ship. Too soon, that happiness was taken away.

We were drifting through a thick mist on a hazy afternoon. It was hard to see. No one noticed a rock sticking out of the water until our ship crashed into it. I was thrown overboard.

I heard men shouting. They scrambled for the lifeboats. But I could not even see the ship through all the fog. My cries for help were lost among the other shouts.

The tide pulled me away from my fellow sailors. To save myself, I had to swim in the direction the ocean pushed me. I only hoped that the rock in the sea meant land was nearby.

Just as I was almost too tired to go on, my feet touched bottom. I walked the rest of the way to land. By then, it was night. Exhausted, I lay down on the grass and fell asleep.

I woke up in the morning to an unhappy surprise. I was unable to stand. In fact, I could not move at all!

Thin, strong strings held my body. My arms and legs were tied to the ground. So was my hair.

I felt something on my leg—something alive. It crossed my stomach and my chest. When it was nearly at my chin, it stopped. I turned my eyes down just enough to see what it was.

It was a man. He was only six inches tall!

In his hands were a tiny bow and arrow. A moment later, dozens of equally small men joined him. I could hardly believe my eyes.

I roared, and they all ran away. I struggled to stand. My left arm came free of its strings. With a painful tug, I also loosened the strings that held my hair.
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That was as far as I got. There was a shrill cry in a language I did not know. Then a hundred little men fired arrows at me. The arrows struck my left hand and stung like needles. Other men tried to stab me in the side with spears. But their weapons could not cut through my leather jacket.

I stopped moving, and the wave of arrows and spears came to an end.

One of the men stepped forward. I could now turn my head enough to see him. He was clearly a leader of this small army. But I could not understand him. He did not understand my words, either.

Luckily, he understood the signs I made with my free hand. I asked for food and drink because I was terribly hungry and thirsty.

The leader barked some orders in a high-pitched voice. Several small ladders were leaned against my side. Men climbed them with baskets of food and barrels of wine. They emptied them into my mouth. It took quite a lot before I was full.

I did not know that the wine had been drugged with a sleeping potion.

When I woke up again, I was tied to a sheet of wood that had twenty-two wheels. It was a cart, pulled by one thousand five hundred horses. Each horse was about four and a half inches tall.

Even with so many horses, it was a slow trip across the countryside. Two days later, we came within view of the city gates. But we did not enter. Instead we stopped at an ancient temple.

The king’s blacksmiths met us there. They carried a long chain. It was made of many smaller chains tied together. They locked the chain to my left leg with thirty-six padlocks. Then they looped it through the temple’s windows.

Once the chain was in place, the men at last cut the strings that bound me. For the first time in days, I stood up.

When the crowd saw how tall I was, they let out a tiny, amazed roar.

The countryside around the temple looked like a garden to me. The tallest trees were about my height. The farmers’ fields were like flower beds.

As I looked around, the emperor of the land of Lilliput came over. He wore simple clothes, but on his head was a helmet of gold and jewels with a feather on top. He held a three-inch sword in his hand.

His voice was high-pitched. But he spoke loudly enough that I could hear him even when I stood. Sadly, I had no idea what he was saying. I spoke to him first in English. Then I tried every other language I knew—German, Portuguese, Dutch, Latin, Greek, French, Spanish, and Italian. It was no good.

Although we could not understand each other, the emperor made it clear that he was a kind and generous ruler. He had brought many carts full of food and drink. The people cheered when I lifted the carts to my mouth.

The emperor soon left, but hundreds of little people stayed to watch me. Several soldiers kept the crowd under control. Still, when they were not looking, someone in the crowd shot an arrow at me. The arrow almost hit me in the eye!

To punish the prankster, the soldiers handed him over to me. I decided to play a trick of my own. I grabbed the young man and raised him slowly to my face. I licked my lips. Finally I opened my mouth as if I were going to eat him!

The man cried out in fright. The crowd held its breath. But I laughed and put the man on the ground.

He ran off, never looking back.
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