
Four re-interpretations of Robinson Crusoe and Friday’s meeting from Friday’s 
perspective

1. Gabriella Armagno, Irene Ottieri, Francesca Reale, Chiara Bertetti

Shortly after I recovered from the adventure with cannibals, I noticed the stranger who had 
helped me to escape from that dangerous situation. He was just a man who had arrived on 
the island from a faraway country, but I started to see recognize him as my wonderful hero! 
Physically, he was so strange in comparison with me, because he was very pale, like sea 
foam, with long brown hair and a beard that amplified his proud look. He walked along the 
street with pride and the attitude of a very powerful man. He continued to talk with me in a 
very strange language, with a lot of noises and gestures, and he looked at me as if I were a 
monster, so I was completely terrified. I had never seen people with different skin colours 
and, when he started to point at my nose and mouth and to laugh, I tried to touch them 
because I had never seen my appearance, except in the water of the “Big Lake'' near the 
village. I was very frightened because the man was screaming. He pointed at me and he said 
that my new name was Friday, which was the day he had saved my life. (A very strange 
name for a person but when he spoke he made a very big smile, so I accepted that name).He 
also taught me to call him Master and then he showed me that, if I agreed with what he 
would ask me, I had to say “ Yes”, whereas, if I wanted to express disagreement, the correct 
word would be “No”. He gave me some milk in an earthenware pot and, after I saw him 
drink in front of me while dipping some bread in the milk, he gave me food to do the same. 
After that, he asked me to follow him and he gave me some clothes because I was 
completely naked. I think his arrival was a blessing for me, because it never happened that a 
master would treat me with such kindness. I hope that this master will always be kind and 
comprehensive as he is now, but I heard from my grandma that humans with pale skin often 
think they can control our life just because they're superior, but for me no one is inferior to 
others, the only difference is the colour of our skins that tells about our origins and our 
different cultures. I really hope that humans will soon understand this simple thought and 
they'll start to live together without wars and discriminations.

2. Federica Piló, Lucia Peretto, Bedane Milanese, Martina Cipriani, Eleonora Coste

One day I landed on an island. I was scared and terrified because I didn’t know where I was 
or what day it was. The place was deserted and I was alone - or at least that is what I 
thought. The island was surrounded by the ocean, so I couldn't see anything from here and it
was as beautiful as scary. The only things I could see were a big beach and, near this, a 
forest dense with trees; it was amazing but I didn't feel safe. However, I couldn’t go away, it 
was impossible, so I took a tour of the island looking for a shelter and to check if I was 
really alone. As I walked, looking for a place where I could spend the night, I was hoping to 
find someone who could help me and I thought about what I could do to survive. Suddenly I
heard noises, so I leaned behind a tree and I saw not an animal, as I thought, but a man. He 
was tall and white as the milk: I had never met someone like him. He had brown dishevelled
hair with some white locks, his eyes seemed smart and he had a big red nose. He didn’t have
any teeth, maybe because he had had an abrupt landing. I thought he was a pirate or 
something,because he had a big scar on his back. He looked like a crab with long legs, not 



so nice to see. I didn’t know how to behave, he didn’t look good and his eyes didn’t seem 
kind. I decided that I would behave as if he were my master, so I ran to him and knelt at his 
feet but the man made me get up and he started talking to me. I was very confused, I didn’t 
understand his language, he had a particular accent but I was very curious. I mimicked his 
gestures and tried to understand him. He told me that my name was Friday, as the day of the 
week, and that his name was Master. The name Master was really strange, I had never heard 
of a person with this name, but he was very kind although authoritarian. He taught me the 
words no and yes and, after so many repetitions (because it was very difficult to understand 
his language), I could understand their meaning. Master was also very intuitive, in fact I was
very hungry and cold, but fortunately he gave me some food and showed me how to eat it. 
Despite his good manners, I hated pretending to be another person. I am not saying that I 
wasn’t happy to have found a person, in fact I was lucky not to be alone, but I was afraid 
that my life would remain like this, trapped by another person. I am not a slave, I am a 
person who has a personality, a family, I thought, but somehow I felt vulnerable in front of 
Robinson because, since he had saved me, I felt obliged to respect and serve him. I felt 
trapped: despite the fact that I wasn't in danger of death, I was still obliged to serve someone
and to praise him for it. I just wanted him to understand that the only thing I wanted is to 
remain free and to have no debt towards him. I wanted to explain to him how I felt, but the 
language barrier wouldn't let me.

3. Arianna Varriale, Angelica Bruno, Marzia Franceschini, Alondra Girleanu

He was a handsome boy, about twenty, with pale dead skin, lighter than my own; he was 
different from any person I'd seen in my life. Although it was clear that he had been here for 
a long time, he had maintained that diversity that distinguished him from this island, almost 
as if he were a man of another world. He had strange clothes: I didn’t recognize that 
material, it was delicate and, even if it was dirty, I was fascinated by that cloth I had never 
seen before. He also had a thick beard, but not too thick, straight teeth and a tired but 
determined look, perhaps even with a certain air of superiority. I woke up and realized that I 
had fallen asleep in the cave. I immediately thought that I had to thank that gentleman who 
had saved me, but I didn't know how to talk to him, not knowing his language; but I tried, in 
fact I came out of the cave and, seeing him milking the goats, I instinctively ran to him, 
threw myself at his feet and used all possible signs of subjection and servitude to make him 
understand that I would be grateful to him for all my life. He lifted me up and I was pleased 
that he understood me. I understood that he was kind and well intentioned with me; he 
began to speak to me but initially I didn’t understand his language. But then he taught me 
how to speak and he told me that he had decided to call me Friday, because he had saved me
on that day. I didn’t really like that name, but he had saved my life, so I thought that I’d 
better not object. He told me that his name was Master, so, from that moment, I called him 
by that name. He also taught me two important words: yes (when I meant to accept to do 
something) and no (when I would not agree). Master understood that I was really hungry 
and he gave me some milk and bread and he showed me how to eat them. I really liked that 
food, it was delicious. He stayed with me the whole night and, when the sun came up, he 
told me that I had to go with him. He gave me some clothes, making me very glad and 
happy because on that day I felt like Master despite being aware that he was in a higher 
position than me in the social ladder. I went with Master but I didn't want to leave my island:
I was very sorry for that reason but Master didn’t ask me if I agreed.



4. Giorgia Lamia, Giulia De Vita, Erika Zedda, Giulia Sabra
My life was saved from a group of cannibals who kept me prisoner: my saviour was a young
man and he was very different from me. 
He had a long, white beard, a big nose, and his skin was pale. I consider myself pretty well-
built: I'm tall, well-shaped and good-looking. I’m young – I’m only 26 years old – and I'm 
not intimidating, my expression is not fierce and I think I look pretty friendly. I'm smart, I 
have a great vivacity and sparkling sharpness in my eyes. My hair is long and black, not 
curled, and my skin colour is very tawny, an olive colour. My skin is darker than his. My 
face is round and plump, with a small nose, and I have straight white teeth and thin lips.
After he had saved me, I slept for half an hour and, when I woke up, I came out of the cave. 
I saw him milking goats and I decided to run to him and to lie down because he had saved 
me! I had to show him all my gratitude, I humiliated myself a little: it was a joke. I didn’t 
really know how to thank him, I didn’t know his language, the only thing that came to my 
mind was to put my head between his feet in order to submit to him: I had decided that I 
would serve him as long as I lived. He seemed pleased with me, in fact he began to talk to 
me, and, realizing that I did not know his language, he taught me to speak like him. I’ve 
never taught him my language because it wasn’t necessary: we could understand each other 
perfectly with the words that i learned from him.
He gave me a name: Friday. I have a name, but he chose this new one because it was the day
that he saved my life. He also told me his name was Master, so I learned both of them and I 
repeated them to make sure he knew I had understood everything. I quickly got the 
meanings of yes and no, and started using them to communicate with him in an easy way. I 
ate with him, and I discovered a delicious food which he told me it was milk-soaked bread. I
stayed with him all night, and when the day came, he gave me some clothes: I was really 
grateful because, since I met him, I felt ashamed being naked while he was covered. 


