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Another wave that came upon me buried me at 

once twenty or thirty feet deep in its own body, and 
I could feel myself carried, with a mighty force and 
swiftness, towards the shore a very great way; but 

I held my breath, and assisted myself to swim still 
forward with all my might. I was ready to burst 
with holding my breath, when, as I felt myself rising 
up, so, to my immediate relief, I found my head and 

hands shoot out above the surface of the water; and, 
though it was not two seconds of time that I could 
keep myself so, yet it relieved me greatly, gave me 
breath, and new courage. I was covered again with 

water a good while, but not so long but I held it 

out; and finding the water had spent itself, and 

began to return, I struck forward against the return 

of the waves, and felt ground again with my feet. I 
stood still a few moments to recover breath, and till 

the water went from me, and then took to my heels, 

and ran, with what strength I had, farther towards 
the shore. But neither would this deliver me from 

the fury of the sea, which came pouring in after me 
again; and twice more I was lifted up by the waves, 

and carried forwards as before, the shore being very 

flat. At last, to my great comfort, I got to the 

mainland, and clambered up the cliffs of the shore, 

and sat me down, upon the grass, free from danger, 

and quite out of the reach of the water. 

I was now landed, and safe on shore; and began 
to look up and thank God that my life was saved, in” 

@ case wherein there was, some minutes before, scarce


