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The National Curriculum Outdoors: Year 6 
 
Extracts from The Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe (1719)  
 
Progression 1: extract from Chapter III  
 
After I had solaced my mind with the comfortable part of my condition, I began to look 
round me, to see what kind of place I was in, and what was next to be done […]. I was wet, 
had no clothes to shift me, nor anything either to eat or drink to comfort me; neither did I 
see any prospect before me but that of perishing with hunger or being devoured by wild 
beasts; and that which was particularly afflicting to me was, that I had no weapon, either to 
hunt and kill any creature for my sustenance, or to defend myself against any other creature 
that might desire to kill me for theirs. In a word, I had nothing about me but a knife, a 
tobacco-pipe, and a little tobacco in a box. This was all my provisions; and this threw me into 
such terrible agonies of mind, that for a while I ran about like a madman. Night coming upon 
me, I began with a heavy heart to consider what would be my lot if there were any ravenous 
beasts in that country, as at night they always come abroad for their prey. 
 
Progression 2: extract from Chapter V  

September 30, 1659. – I, poor miserable Robinson Crusoe, being shipwrecked during a 
dreadful storm […] came on shore on this dismal, unfortunate island, which I called “The 
Island of Despair”; all the rest of the ship’s company being drowned, and myself almost 
dead. 

All the rest of the day I spent in afflicting myself at the dismal circumstances I was brought 
to—viz. I had neither food, house, clothes, weapon, nor place to fly to; and in despair of any 
relief, saw nothing but death before me—either that I should be devoured by wild beasts, 
murdered by savages, or starved to death for want of food. At the approach of night I slept 
in a tree, for fear of wild creatures; but slept soundly, though it rained all night. 

Progression 3: extract Chapter V  

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 the days, though with some intervals of fair weather; but it seems 
this was the rainy season. 
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Oct. 20.—I overset my raft, and all the goods I had got upon it; but, being in shoal water, and 
the things being chiefly heavy, I recovered many of them when the tide was out. 

Oct. 25.—It rained all night and all day, with some gusts of wind; during which time the ship 
broke in pieces, the wind blowing a little harder than before, and was no more to be seen, 
except the wreck of her, and that only at low water. I spent this day in covering and securing 
the goods which I had saved, that the rain might not spoil them. 

Progression 4: extract from Chapter XI  
 
It happened one day, about noon, going towards my boat, I was exceedingly surprised with 
the print of a man’s naked foot on the shore, which was very plain to be seen on the sand. I 
stood like one thunderstruck, or as if I had seen an apparition. I listened, I looked round me, 
but I could hear nothing, nor see anything; I went up to a rising ground to look farther; I 
went up the shore and down the shore, but it was all one; I could see no other impression 
but that one. I went to it again to see if there were any more, and to observe if it might not 
be my fancy; but there was no room for that, for there was exactly the print of a foot—toes, 
heel, and every part of a foot. How it came thither I knew not, nor could I in the least 
imagine; but after innumerable fluttering thoughts, like a man perfectly confused and out of 
myself, I came home to my fortification, not feeling, as we say, the ground I went on, but 
terrified to the last degree, looking behind me at every two or three steps, mistaking every 
bush and tree, and fancying every stump at a distance to be a man. Nor is it possible to 
describe how many various shapes my affrighted imagination represented things to me in, 
how many wild ideas were found every moment in my fancy, and what strange, 
unaccountable whimsies came into my thoughts by the way. 

Progression 6: extract from Chapter XVII  

I had scarce set my foot upon the hill when my eye plainly discovered a ship lying at anchor, 
at about two leagues and a half distance from me, SSE., but not above a league and a half 
from the shore. By my observation it appeared plainly to be an English ship, and the boat 
appeared to be an English long-boat. 

I cannot express the confusion I was in, though the joy of seeing a ship, and one that I had 
reason to believe was manned by my own countrymen, and consequently friends, was such 
as I cannot describe; but yet I had some secret doubts hung about me—I cannot tell from 
whence they came—bidding me keep upon my guard. In the first place, it occurred to me to 
consider what business an English ship could have in that part of the world, since it was not 
the way to or from any part of the world where the English had any traffic; and I knew there 
had been no storms to drive them in there in distress; and that if they were really English it 
was most probable that they were here upon no good design; and that I had better continue 
as I was than fall into the hands of thieves and murderers. 

 

 
 


