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was still much the same, for I could no more stir the 
canoe than I could the other boat. Then I measured 
the distance of ground, and resolved to cut a dock or 
canal, to bring the water up to the canoe, seeing 1 
could not bring the canoe down to the water. Well, 
I began this work; and when I began to enter upon 
it, and calculate how deep it was to be dug, how 
broad, how the stuff was to be thrown out, I found 

by the number of hands I had, having none but my 

own, that it must have been ten or twelve years be- 
fore I could have gone through with it; for the shore 

lay so high, that at the upper end it must have been 

at least twenty feet deep; this attempt, though with 

great reluctancy, I was at length obliged to give over 

also. 

This grieved me heartily; and now I saw, though 

too late, the folly of beginning a work before we 

count the cost, and before we judge rightly of our 

own strength to go through with it. 
In the middle of this work I finished my fourth 

year in this place, and kept my anniversary with the 

same devotion, and with as much comfort, as before ; 

for by a constant study and serious application to the 
Word of God, and by the assistance of his grace, I 

gained a different knowledge from what I had before; 
Tentertained different notions of things; I looked now 
upon the world as a thing remote, which I had no- 
thing to do with, no expectation from, and indeed no 

desires about; in a word, ‘I had nothing to do with 

it, nor was ever likely to have. I thought it looked.


