
Cast•Away (Four Options)  

 

1)  Defoe, Robinson Crusoe, the shipwreck scene—Crusoe’s first telling. 

 

Nothing can describe the confusion of thought which I felt when I sank into the water; for 

though I swam very well, yet I could not deliver myself from the waves so as to draw breath, till that 

wave having driven me, or rather carried me, a vast way on towards the shore, and having spent 

itself, went back, and left me upon the land almost dry, but half dead with the water I took in. I had 

so much presence of mind, as well as breath left, that seeing myself nearer the mainland than I 

expected, I got upon my feet, and endeavoured to make on towards the land as fast as I could 

before another wave should return and take me up again; but I soon found it was impossible to 

avoid it; for I saw the sea come after me as high as a great hill, and as furious as an enemy, which I 

had no means or strength to contend with: my business was to hold my breath, and raise myself 

upon the water if I could; and so, by swimming, to preserve my breathing, and pilot myself towards 

the shore, if possible, my greatest concern now being that the sea, as it would carry me a great way 

towards the shore when it came on, might not carry me back again with it when it gave back towards 

the sea. 

The wave that came upon me again 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 waters 

went from me, and then took to my heels and ran with what strength I had further 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 forward as before, the shore being 

very flat. 

The last time of these two had well-nigh been fatal to me, for the sea having hurried me 

along as before, landed me, or rather dashed me, against a piece of rock, and that with such force, 



that it left me senseless, and indeed helpless, as to my own deliverance; for the blow taking my side 

and breast, beat the breath as it were quite out of my body; and had it returned again immediately, I 

must have been strangled in the water; but I recovered a little before the return of the waves, and 

seeing I should be covered again with the water, I resolved to hold fast by a piece of the rock, and so 

to hold my breath, if possible, till the wave went back. Now, as the waves were not so high as at 

first, being nearer land, I held my hold till the wave abated, and then fetched another run, which 

brought me so near the shore that the next wave, though it went over me, yet did not so swallow me 

up as to carry me away; and the next run I took, I got to the mainland, where, to my great comfort, I 

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 a case wherein there was some minutes before scarce any room to hope. I believe it is 

impossible to express, to the life, what the ecstasies and transports of the soul are, when it is so 

saved, as I may say, out of the very grave: and I do not wonder now at the custom, when a 

malefactor, who has the halter about his neck, is tied up, and just going to be turned off, and has a 

reprieve brought to him—I say, I do not wonder that they bring a surgeon with it, to let him blood 

that very moment they tell him of it, that the surprise may not drive the animal spirits from the heart 

and overwhelm him. 

 

  



2) Defoe, Robinson Crusoe, the shipwreck scene—second telling (after he has discovered paper 

and ink for keeping a journal: however, this is not from the journal). 

 

And now it was when I began to keep a journal of every day's employment, for indeed at 

first I was in too much hurry, and not only hurry as to labour, but in too much discomposure of 

mind, and my journal would ha’ been full of many dull things; for example, I must have said thus: 

Sept. the 30th. After I got to shore and had escap’d drowning, instead of being thankful to God for 

my deliverance, having first vomited with the great quantity of salt water which was gotten into my 

stomach, and recovering my self a little, I ran about the shore, wringing my hands, and beating my 

head and face, exclaiming at my misery, and crying out, I was undone, undone, till, tyr’d and faint, I 

was forc’d to lye down on the ground to repose, but durst not sleep for fear of being devour’d. 

 

  



3) Defoe, Robinson Crusoe, the shipwreck scene—third telling (this time, from the journal). 

The JOURNAL. 
 

September 30, 1659. I poor miserable Robinson Crusoe, being shipwreck’d, during a dreadful 

storm, in the offing, came on shore on this dismal unfortunate island, which I call’d The Island of 

Despair, all the rest of the ship’s company being drown’d, and my self almost dead. 

All the rest of that day I spent in afflicting my self at the dismal circumstances I was brought 

to, viz. I had neither food, house, clothes, weapon, or place to fly to, and in despair of any relief, saw 

nothing but death before me, either that I should be devour’d by wild beasts, murther’d by savages, 

or starv’d to death for want of food. At the approach of night, I slept in a tree for fear of wild 

creatures, but slept soundly tho’ it rain’d all night.  

October 1. In the morning I saw, to my great surprise, the ship had floated with the high tide, 

and was driven on shore again much nearer the island, which as it was some comfort on one hand, 

for seeing her set upright, and not broken to pieces, I hoped, if the wind abated, I might get on 

board, and get some food and necessaries out of her for my relief; so on the other hand, it renewed 

my grief at the loss of my comrades, who, I imagined, if we had all stayed on board, might have 

saved the ship, or, at least, that they would not have been all drowned as they were; and that, had the 

men been saved, we might perhaps have built us a boat out of the ruins of the ship to have carried 

us to some other part of the world. I spent great part of this day in perplexing myself on these 

things; but at length, seeing the ship almost dry, I went upon the sand as near as I could, and then 

swam on board. This day also it continued raining, though with no wind at all. 

From the 1st of October, to the 24th. All these days entirely spent in many several voyages to 

get all I could out of the ship, which I brought on shore, every tide of flood, upon rafts. Much rain 

also in these days, tho’ with some intervals of fair weather: But, it seems, this was the rainy season. 

 

  



4) Coetzee, Foe, the opening scene (p. 5). 

I 
 

‘At last I could row no further. My hands were blistered, my back was burned, my body 

ached. With a sigh, making barely a splash, I slipped overboard. With slow strokes, my long hair 

floating about me, like a flower of the sea, like an anemone, like a jellyfish of the kinds you see in the 

waters of Brazil, I swam towards the strange island, for a while swimming as I had rowed, against 

the current, then all at once free of its grip, carried by the waves into the bay and on to the beach. 

‘There I lay sprawled on the hot sand, my head filled with the orange blaze of the sun, my 

petticoat (which was all I had escaped with) baking dry upon me, tired, grateful, like all the saved. 

‘A dark shadow fell upon me, not of a cloud but of a man with a dazzling halo about him. 

“Castaway,” I said with my thick dry tongue. “I am cast away. I am all alone.” And I held out my 

sore hands. 

. . . 

 

 

5) Tom Hanks in Robert Zemeckis’s Cast Away (2000). 

 

 

 
 


