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myself over for lost; for, as the current was on both 

sides of the island, I knew, in a few leagues’ distance, 

they must join again, and then I was irrecoverably 

gone. Nor could I see any possibility of avoiding 

it; so that I had no prospect before me but of perish- 

ing, not by the sea, for that was calm enough, but of 

starving for hunger. I had, indeed, found a tortoise 

on the shore, as big almost as I could lift, and had 

tossed it into the boat, and I had a great jar of fresh 

water—that is to say, one of my earthen pots; but 

what was all this to being driven in the vast ocean, 

where, to be sure, there was no shore, no mainland, 

or island, for a thousand leagues at least! 
And now I saw how easy it was for the providence 

of God to make even the most miserable condition of 
mankind worse. Now I looked back upon my deso- 
late solitary island as the most pleasant place in the 

world, and all the happiness my heart could wish for 
was to be put there again. Then I reproached myself 
with my unthankful temper, and how I had repined 
at my solitary condition; and now, what would I give 
to be on shore there again? It is scarce possible to 
imagine the consternation I was now in, being driven 
from my beloved island (for so it appeared to me now 
to be) into the wide ocean, almost two leagues, and 
in the utmost despair of ever recovering it again. 
However, I worked hard, till, indeed, my strength 
was almost exhausted, and kept my boat as much to 
the northward—that is, towards the side of the cur- 
vent which the eddy lay on, as possibly I could;


