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				I

				The Kerguelen Is­lands

			
			No doubt the fol­low­ing nar­rat­ive will be re­ceived with en­tire in­credu­lity, but I think it well that the pub­lic should be put in pos­ses­sion of the facts nar­rated in “An Ant­arc­tic Mys­tery.” The pub­lic is free to be­lieve them or not, at its good pleas­ure.

			No more ap­pro­pri­ate scene for the won­der­ful and ter­rible ad­ven­tures which I am about to re­late could be ima­gined than the Des­ol­a­tion Is­lands, so called, in 1779, by Cap­tain Cook. I lived there for sev­er­al weeks, and I can af­firm, on the evid­ence of my own eyes and my own ex­per­i­ence, that the fam­ous Eng­lish ex­plorer and nav­ig­at­or was hap­pily in­spired when he gave the is­lands that sig­ni­fic­ant name.

			Geo­graph­ic­al no­men­clature, how­ever, in­sists on the name of Kerguelen, which is gen­er­ally ad­op­ted for the group which lies in 49° 45′ south lat­it­ude, and 69° 6′ east lon­git­ude. This is just, be­cause in 1772, Bar­on Kerguelen, a French­man, was the first to dis­cov­er those is­lands in the south­ern part of the In­di­an Ocean. In­deed, the com­mand­er of the squad­ron on that voy­age be­lieved that he had found a new con­tin­ent on the lim­it of the Ant­arc­tic seas, but in the course of a second ex­ped­i­tion he re­cog­nized his er­ror. There was only an ar­chipelago. I may be be­lieved when I as­sert that Des­ol­a­tion Is­lands is the only suit­able name for this group of three hun­dred isles or is­lets in the midst of the vast ex­panse of ocean, which is con­stantly dis­turbed by aus­tral storms.

			Nev­er­the­less, the group is in­hab­ited, and the num­ber of Europeans and Amer­ic­ans who formed the nuc­le­us of the Kerguelen pop­u­la­tion at the date of the 2nd of Au­gust, 1839, had been aug­men­ted for two months past by a unit in my per­son. Just then I was wait­ing for an op­por­tun­ity of leav­ing the place, hav­ing com­pleted the geo­lo­gic­al and min­er­alo­gic­al stud­ies which had brought me to the group in gen­er­al and to Christ­mas Har­bour in par­tic­u­lar.

			Christ­mas Har­bour be­longs to the most im­port­ant is­let of the ar­chipelago, one that is about half as large as Cor­sica. It is safe, and easy, and free of ac­cess. Your ship may ride se­curely at single an­chor in its wa­ters, while the bay re­mains free from ice.

			The Kerguelens pos­sess hun­dreds of oth­er fjords. Their coasts are notched and ragged, es­pe­cially in the parts between the north and the south­east, where little is­lets abound. The soil, of vol­can­ic ori­gin, is com­posed of quartz, mixed with a blu­ish stone. In sum­mer it is covered with green mosses, grey lichens, vari­ous hardy plants, es­pe­cially wild saxi­frage. Only one ed­ible plant grows there, a kind of cab­bage, not found any­where else, and very bit­ter of fla­vour. Great flocks of roy­al and oth­er pen­guins people these is­lets, find­ing good lodging on their rocky and mossy sur­face. These stu­pid birds, in their yel­low and white feath­ers, with their heads thrown back and their wings like the sleeves of a mon­ast­ic habit, look, at a dis­tance, like monks in single file walk­ing in pro­ces­sion along the beach.

			The is­lands af­ford refuge to num­bers of sea-calves, seals, and sea-ele­phants. The tak­ing of those am­phi­bi­ous an­im­als either on land or from the sea is prof­it­able, and may lead to a trade which will bring a large num­ber of ves­sels in­to these wa­ters.

			On the day already men­tioned, I was ac­cos­ted while strolling on the port by mine host of mine inn.

			“Un­less I am much mis­taken, time is be­gin­ning to seem very long to you, Mr. Je­or­ling?”

			The speak­er was a big tall Amer­ic­an who kept the only inn on the port.

			“If you will not be of­fen­ded, Mr. Atkins, I will ac­know­ledge that I do find it long.”

			“Of course I won’t be of­fen­ded. Am I not as well used to an­swers of that kind as the rocks of the Cape to the rollers?”

			“And you res­ist them equally well.”

			“Of course. From the day of your ar­rival at Christ­mas Har­bour, when you came to the Green Cor­mor­ant, I said to my­self that in a fort­night, if not in a week, you would have enough of it, and would be sorry you had landed in the Kerguelens.”

			“No, in­deed, Mr. Atkins; I nev­er re­gret any­thing I have done.”

			“That’s a good habit, sir.”

			“Be­sides, I have gained know­ledge by ob­serving curi­ous things here. I have crossed the rolling plains, covered with hard stringy mosses, and I shall take away curi­ous min­er­alo­gic­al and geo­lo­gic­al spe­ci­mens with me. I have gone seal­ing, and taken sea-calves with your people. I have vis­ited the rook­er­ies where the pen­guin and the al­batross live to­geth­er in good fel­low­ship, and that was well worth my while. You have giv­en me now and again a dish of pet­rel, seasoned by your own hand, and very ac­cept­able when one has a fine healthy ap­pet­ite. I have found a friendly wel­come at the Green Cor­mor­ant, and I am very much ob­liged to you. But, if I am right in my reck­on­ing, it is two months since the Chilean two-mas­ter Penãs set me down at Christ­mas Har­bour in mid­winter.

			“And you want to get back to your own coun­try, which is mine, Mr. Je­or­ling; to re­turn to Con­necti­c­ut, to Provid­ence, our cap­it­al.”

			“Doubt­less, Mr. Atkins, for I have been a globe­trot­ter for close upon three years. One must come to a stop and take root at some time.”

			“Yes, and when one has taken root, one puts out branches.”

			“Just so, Mr. Atkins. How­ever, as I have no re­la­tions liv­ing, it is likely that I shall be the last of my line. I am not likely to take a fancy for mar­ry­ing at forty.”

			“Well, well, that is a mat­ter of taste. Fif­teen years ago I settled down com­fort­ably at Christ­mas Har­bour with my Betsy; she has presen­ted me with ten chil­dren, who in their turn will present me with grand­chil­dren.”

			“You will not re­turn to the old coun­try?”

			“What should I do there, Mr. Je­or­ling, and what could I ever have done there? There was noth­ing be­fore me but poverty. Here, on the con­trary, in these Is­lands of Des­ol­a­tion, where I have no reas­on to feel des­ol­ate, ease and com­pet­ence have come to me and mine!”

			“No doubt, and I con­grat­u­late you, Mr. Atkins, for you are a happy man. Nev­er­the­less it is not im­possible that the fancy may take you some day—”

			Mr. Atkins answered by a vig­or­ous and con­vin­cing shake of the head. It was very pleas­ant to hear this worthy Amer­ic­an talk. He was com­pletely ac­cli­mat­ized on his ar­chipelago, and to the con­di­tions of life there. He lived with his fam­ily as the pen­guins lived in their rook­er­ies. His wife was a “vali­ant” wo­man of the Scrip­tur­al type, his sons were strong, hardy fel­lows, who did not know what sick­ness meant. His busi­ness was pros­per­ous. The Green Cor­mor­ant had the cus­tom of all the ships, whalers and oth­ers, that put in at Kerguelen. Atkins sup­plied them with everything they re­quired, and no second inn ex­is­ted at Christ­mas Har­bour. His sons were car­penters, sail­makers, and fish­ers, and they hunted the am­phi­bi­ans in all the creeks dur­ing the hot sea­son. In short, this was a fam­ily of hon­est folk who ful­filled their des­tiny without much dif­fi­culty.

			“Once more, Mr. Atkins, let me as­sure you,” I re­sumed, “I am de­lighted to have come to Kerguelen. I shall al­ways re­mem­ber the is­lands kindly. Nev­er­the­less, I should not be sorry to find my­self at sea again.”

			“Come, Mr. Je­or­ling, you must have a little pa­tience,” said the philo­soph­er, “you must not for­get that the fine days will soon be here. In five or six weeks—”

			“Yes, and in the mean­time, the hills and the plains, the rocks and the shores will be covered thick with snow, and the sun will not have strength to dis­pel the mists on the ho­ri­zon.”

			“Now, there you are again, Mr. Je­or­ling! Why, the wild grass is already peep­ing through the white sheet! Just look!”

			“Yes, with a mag­ni­fy­ing glass! Between ourselves, Atkins, could you ven­ture to pre­tend that your bays are not still ice-locked in this month of Au­gust, which is the Feb­ru­ary of our north­ern hemi­sphere?”

			“I ac­know­ledge that, Mr. Je­or­ling. But again I say have pa­tience! The winter has been mild this year. The ships will soon show up, in the east or in the west, for the fish­ing sea­son is near.”

			“May Heav­en hear you, Atkins, and guide the Hal­brane safely in­to port.”

			“Cap­tain Len Guy? Ah, he’s a good sail­or, al­though he’s Eng­lish—there are good people every­where—and he takes in his sup­plies at the Green Cor­mor­ant.”

			“You think the Hal­brane—”

			“Will be sig­nalled be­fore a week, Mr. Je­or­ling, or, if not, it will be be­cause there is no longer a Cap­tain Len Guy; and if there is no longer a Cap­tain Len Guy, it is be­cause the Hal­brane has sunk in full sail between the Kerguelens and the Cape of Good Hope.”

			Thereupon Mr. Atkins walked away, with a scorn­ful ges­ture, in­dic­at­ing that such an even­tu­al­ity was out of all prob­ab­il­ity.

			My in­ten­tion was to take my pas­sage on board the Hal­brane so soon as she should come to her moor­ings in Christ­mas Har­bour. After a rest of six or sev­en days, she would set sail again for Tristan d’Acunha, where she was to dis­charge her cargo of tin and cop­per. I meant to stay in the is­land for a few weeks of the fine sea­son, and from thence set out for Con­necti­c­ut. Nev­er­the­less, I did not fail to take in­to due ac­count the share that be­longs to chance in hu­man af­fairs, for it is wise, as Edgar Poe has said, al­ways “to reck­on with the un­fore­seen, the un­ex­pec­ted, the in­con­ceiv­able, which have a very large share (in those af­fairs), and chance ought al­ways to be a mat­ter of strict cal­cu­la­tion.”

			Each day I walked about the port and its neigh­bour­hood. The sun was grow­ing strong. The rocks were emer­ging by de­grees from their winter cloth­ing of snow; moss of a wine-like col­our was spring­ing up on the basalt cliffs, strips of sea­weed fifty yards long were float­ing on the sea, and on the plain the lyella, which is of An­dean ori­gin, was push­ing up its little points, and the only legumin­ous plant of the re­gion, that gi­gant­ic cab­bage already men­tioned, valu­able for its anti-scor­bu­tic prop­er­ties, was mak­ing its ap­pear­ance.

			I had not come across a single land mam­mal—sea mam­mals swarm in these wa­ters—not even of the bat­ra­chi­an or rep­tili­an kinds. A few in­sects only—but­ter­flies or oth­ers—and even these did not fly, for be­fore they could use their wings, the at­mo­spher­ic cur­rents car­ried the tiny bod­ies away to the sur­face of the rolling waves.

			“And the Hal­brane” I used to say to Atkins each morn­ing.

			“The Hal­brane, Mr. Je­or­ling,” he would reply with com­pla­cent as­sur­ance, “will surely come in­to port today, or, if not today, to­mor­row.”

			In my rambles on the shore, I fre­quently routed a crowd of am­phi­bi­ans, send­ing them plunging in­to the newly re­leased wa­ters. The pen­guins, heavy and im­pass­ive creatures, did not dis­ap­pear at my ap­proach; they took no no­tice; but the black pet­rels, the puffins, black and white, the grebes and oth­ers, spread their wings at sight of me.

			One day I wit­nessed the de­par­ture of an al­batross, sa­luted by the very best croaks of the pen­guins, no doubt as a friend whom they were to see no more. Those power­ful birds can fly for two hun­dred leagues without rest­ing for a mo­ment, and with such rapid­ity that they sweep through vast spaces in a few hours. The de­part­ing al­batross sat mo­tion­less upon a high rock, at the end of the bay of Christ­mas Har­bour, look­ing at the waves as they dashed vi­ol­ently against the beach.

			Sud­denly, the bird rose with a great sweep in­to the air, its claws fol­ded be­neath it, its head stretched out like the prow of a ship, ut­ter­ing its shrill cry: a few mo­ments later it was re­duced to a black speck in the vast height and dis­ap­peared be­hind the misty cur­tain of the south.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Schoon­er Hal­brane

			
			The Hal­brane was a schoon­er of three hun­dred tons, and a fast sail­er. On board there was a cap­tain, a mate, or lieu­ten­ant, a boat­swain, a cook, and eight sail­ors; in all twelve men, a suf­fi­cient num­ber to work the ship. Solidly built, cop­per-bot­tomed, very man­age­able, well suited for nav­ig­a­tion between the for­ti­eth and six­tieth par­al­lels of south lat­it­ude, the Hal­brane was a cred­it to the shipyards of Birken­head.

			All this I learned from Atkins, who ad­orned his nar­rat­ive with praise and ad­mir­a­tion of its theme. Cap­tain Len Guy, of Liv­er­pool, was three-fifths own­er of the ves­sel, which he had com­manded for nearly six years. He traded in the south­ern seas of Africa and Amer­ica, go­ing from one group of is­lands to an­oth­er and from con­tin­ent to con­tin­ent. His ship’s com­pany was but a dozen men, it is true, but she was used for the pur­poses of trade only; he would have re­quired a more nu­mer­ous crew, and all the im­ple­ments, for tak­ing seals and oth­er am­phi­bia. The Hal­brane was not de­fence­less, how­ever; on the con­trary, she was heav­ily armed, and this was well, for those south­ern seas were not too safe; they were fre­quen­ted at that peri­od by pir­ates, and on ap­proach­ing the isles the Hal­brane was put in­to a con­di­tion to res­ist at­tack. Be­sides, the men al­ways slept with one eye open.

			One morn­ing—it was the 27th of Au­gust—I was roused out of my bed by the rough voice of the innkeep­er and the tre­mend­ous thumps he gave my door. “Mr. Je­or­ling, are you awake?”

			“Of course I am, Atkins. How should I be oth­er­wise, with all that noise go­ing on? What’s up?”

			“A ship six miles out in the off­ing, to the nor’east, steer­ing for Christ­mas!”

			“Will it be the Hal­brane?”

			“We shall know that in a short time, Mr. Je­or­ling. At any rate it is the first boat of the year, and we must give it a wel­come.”

			I dressed hur­riedly and joined Atkins on the quay, where I found him in the midst of a group en­gaged in eager dis­cus­sion. Atkins was in­dis­put­ably the most con­sid­er­able and con­sidered man in the ar­chipelago—con­sequently he se­cured the best listen­ers. The mat­ter in dis­pute was wheth­er the schoon­er in sight was or was not the Hal­brane. The ma­jor­ity main­tained that she was not, but Atkins was pos­it­ive she was, al­though on this oc­ca­sion he had only two back­ers.

			The dis­pute was car­ried on with warmth, the host of the Green Cor­mor­ant de­fend­ing his view, and the dis­sen­tients main­tain­ing that the fast-ap­proach­ing schoon­er was either Eng­lish or Amer­ic­an, un­til she was near enough to hoist her flag and the Uni­on Jack went flut­ter­ing up in­to the sky. Shortly after the Hal­brane lay at an­chor in the middle of Christ­mas Har­bour.

			The cap­tain of the Hal­brane, who re­ceived the demon­strat­ive greet­ing of Atkins very coolly, it seemed to me, was about forty-five, red-faced, and solidly built, like his schoon­er; his head was large, his hair was already turn­ing grey, his black eyes shone like coals of fire un­der his thick eye­brows, and his strong white teeth were set like rocks in his power­ful jaws; his chin was lengthened by a coarse red beard, and his arms and legs were strong and firm. Such was Cap­tain Len Guy, and he im­pressed me with the no­tion that he was rather im­pass­ive than hard, a shut-up sort of per­son, whose secrets it would not be easy to get at. I was told the very same day that my im­pres­sion was cor­rect, by a per­son who was bet­ter in­formed than Atkins, al­though the lat­ter pre­ten­ded to great in­tim­acy with the cap­tain. The truth was that nobody had pen­et­rated that re­served nature.

			I may as well say at once that the per­son to whom I have al­luded was the boat­swain of the Hal­brane, a man named Hur­liguerly, who came from the Isle of Wight. This per­son was about forty-four, short, stout, strong, and bow­legged; his arms stuck out from his body, his head was set like a ball on a bull neck, his chest was broad enough to hold two pairs of lungs (and he seemed to want a double sup­ply, for he was al­ways puff­ing, blow­ing, and talk­ing), he had droll roguish eyes, with a net­work of wrinkles un­der them. A note­worthy de­tail was an ear­ring, one only, which hung from the lobe of his left ear. What a con­trast to the cap­tain of the schoon­er, and how did two such dis­sim­il­ar be­ings con­trive to get on to­geth­er? They had con­trived it, some­how, for they had been at sea in each oth­er’s com­pany for fif­teen years, first in the brig Power, which had been re­placed by the schoon­er Hal­brane, six years be­fore the be­gin­ning of this story.

			Atkins had told Hur­liguerly on his ar­rival that I would take pas­sage on the Hal­brane, if Cap­tain Len Guy con­sen­ted to my do­ing so, and the boat­swain presen­ted him­self on the fol­low­ing morn­ing without any no­tice or in­tro­duc­tion. He already knew my name, and he ac­cos­ted me as fol­lows:

			“Mr. Je­or­ling, I sa­lute you.”

			“I sa­lute you in my turn, my friend. What do you want?”

			“To of­fer you my ser­vices.”

			“On what ac­count?”

			“On ac­count of your in­ten­tion to em­bark on the Hal­brane.”

			“Who are you?”

			“I am Hur­liguerly, the boat­swain of the Hal­brane, and be­sides, I am the faith­ful com­pan­ion of Cap­tain Len Guy, who will listen to me will­ingly, al­though he has the repu­ta­tion of not listen­ing to any­body.”

			“Well, my friend, let us talk, if you are not re­quired on board just now.”

			“I have two hours be­fore me, Mr. Je­or­ling. Be­sides, there’s very little to be done today. If you are free, as I am—”

			He waved his hand to­wards the port.

			“Can­not we talk very well here?” I ob­served.

			“Talk, Mr. Je­or­ling, talk stand­ing up, and our throats dry, when it is so easy to sit down in a corner of the Green Cor­mor­ant in front of two glasses of whisky.”

			“I don’t drink.”

			“Well, then, I’ll drink for both of us. Oh! don’t ima­gine you are deal­ing with a sot! No! nev­er more than is good for me, but al­ways as much!”

			I fol­lowed the man to the tav­ern, and while Atkins was busy on the deck of the ship, dis­cuss­ing the prices of his pur­chases and sales, we took our places in the eat­ing room of his inn. And first I said to Hur­liguerly: “It was on Atkins that I reckoned to in­tro­duce me to Cap­tain Len Guy, for he knows him very in­tim­ately, if I am not mis­taken.”

			“Pooh! Atkins is a good sort, and the cap­tain has an es­teem for him. But he can’t do what I can. Let me act for you, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“Is it so dif­fi­cult a mat­ter to ar­range, boat­swain, and is there not a cab­in on board the Hal­brane? The smal­lest would do for me, and I will pay—”

			“All right, Mr. Je­or­ling! There is a cab­in, which has nev­er been used, and since you don’t mind put­ting your hand in your pock­et if re­quired—how­ever—between ourselves—it will take some­body sharp­er than you think, and who isn’t good old Atkins, to in­duce Cap­tain Len Guy to take a pas­sen­ger. Yes, in­deed, it will take all the smart­ness of the good fel­low who now drinks to your health, re­gret­ting that you don’t re­turn the com­pli­ment!”

			What a wink it was that ac­com­pan­ied this sen­ti­ment! And then the man took a short black pipe out of the pock­et of his jack­et, and smoked like a steam­er in full blast.

			“Mr. Hur­liguerly?” said I.

			“Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“Why does your cap­tain ob­ject to tak­ing me on his ship?”

			“Be­cause he does not in­tend to take any­body on board his ship. He nev­er has taken a pas­sen­ger.”

			“But, for what reas­on, I ask you.”

			“Oh! be­cause he wants to go where he likes, to turn about if he pleases and go the oth­er way without ac­count­ing for his motives to any­body. He nev­er leaves these south­ern seas, Mr. Je­or­ling; we have been go­ing these many years between Aus­tralia on the east and Amer­ica on the west; from Hobart Town to the Kerguelens, to Tristan d’Acunha, to the Falk­lands, only tak­ing time any­where to sell our cargo, and some­times dip­ping down in­to the Ant­arc­tic Sea. Un­der these cir­cum­stances, you un­der­stand, a pas­sen­ger might be trouble­some, and be­sides, who would care to em­bark on the Hal­brane? she does not like to flout the breezes, and goes wherever the wind drives her.”

			“The Hal­brane pos­it­ively leaves the Kerguelens in four days?”

			“Cer­tainly.”

			“And this time she will sail west­ward for Tristan d’Acunha?”

			“Prob­ably.”

			“Well, then, that prob­ab­il­ity will be enough for me, and since you of­fer me your ser­vices, get Cap­tain Len Guy to ac­cept me as a pas­sen­ger.”

			“It’s as good as done.”

			“All right, Hur­liguerly, and you shall have no reas­on to re­pent of it.”

			“Eh! Mr. Je­or­ling,” replied this sin­gu­lar mar­iner, shak­ing his head as though he had just come out of the sea, “I have nev­er re­pen­ted of any­thing, and I know well that I shall not re­pent of do­ing you a ser­vice. Now, if you will al­low me, I shall take leave of you, without wait­ing for Atkins to re­turn, and get on board.”

			With this, Hur­liguerly swal­lowed his last glass of whisky at a gulp—I thought the glass would have gone down with the li­quor—be­stowed a pat­ron­iz­ing smile on me, and de­par­ted.

			An hour later, I met the innkeep­er on the port, and told him what had oc­curred.

			“Ah! that Hur­liguerly!” said he, “al­ways the old story. If you were to be­lieve him, Cap­tain Len Guy wouldn’t blow his nose without con­sult­ing him. He’s a queer fel­low, Mr. Je­or­ling, not bad, not stu­pid, but a great hand at get­ting hold of dol­lars or guineas! If you fall in­to his hands, mind your purse, but­ton up your pock­et, and don’t let your­self be done.”

			“Thanks for your ad­vice, Atkins. Tell me, you have been talk­ing with Cap­tain Len Guy; have you spoken about me?”

			“Not yet, Mr. Je­or­ling. There’s plenty of time. The Hal­brane has only just ar­rived, and—”

			“Yes, yes, I know. But you un­der­stand that I want to be cer­tain as soon as pos­sible.”

			“There’s noth­ing to fear. The mat­ter will be all right. Be­sides, you would not be at a loss in any case. When the fish­ing sea­son comes, there will be more ships in Christ­mas Har­bour than there are houses around the Green Cor­mor­ant. Rely on me. I un­der­take your get­ting a pas­sage.”

			Now, these were fair words, but, just as in the case of Hur­liguerly, there was noth­ing in them. So, not­with­stand­ing the fine prom­ises of the two, I re­solved to ad­dress my­self per­son­ally to Len Guy, hard to get at though he might be, so soon as I should meet him alone.

			The next day, in the af­ter­noon, I saw him on the quay, and ap­proached him. It was plain that he would have pre­ferred to avoid me. It was im­possible that Cap­tain Len Guy, who knew every dwell­er in the place, should not have known that I was a stranger, even sup­pos­ing that neither of my would-be pat­rons had men­tioned me to him.

			His at­ti­tude could only sig­ni­fy one of two things—either my pro­pos­al had been com­mu­nic­ated to him, and he did not in­tend to ac­cede to it; or neither Hur­liguerly nor Atkins had spoken to him since the pre­vi­ous day. In the lat­ter case, if he held aloof from me, it was be­cause of his mor­ose nature; it was be­cause he did not choose to enter in­to con­ver­sa­tion with a stranger.

			At the mo­ment when I was about to ac­cost him, the Hal­brane’s lieu­ten­ant re­joined his cap­tain, and the lat­ter availed him­self of the op­por­tun­ity to avoid me. He made a sign to the of­ficer to fol­low him, and the two walked away at a rap­id pace.

			“This is ser­i­ous,” said I to my­self. “It looks as though I shall find it dif­fi­cult to gain my point. But, after all it only means delay. To­mor­row morn­ing I will go on board the Hal­brane. Wheth­er he likes it or wheth­er he doesn’t, this Len Guy will have to hear what I’ve got to say, and to give me an an­swer, yes or no!”

			Be­sides, the cap­tain of the Hal­brane might come at din­ner­time to the Green Cor­mor­ant, where the ship’s people usu­ally took their meals when ashore. So I waited, and did not go to din­ner un­til late. I was dis­ap­poin­ted, how­ever, for neither the cap­tain nor any­one be­long­ing to the ship pat­ron­ized the Green Cor­mor­ant that day. I had to dine alone, ex­actly as I had been do­ing every day for two months.

			After din­ner, about half-past sev­en, when it was dark, I went out to walk on the port, keep­ing on the side of the houses. The quay was quite deser­ted; not a man of the Hal­brane crew was ashore. The ship’s boats were along­side, rock­ing gently on the rising tide. I re­mained there un­til nine, walk­ing up and down the edge in full view of the Hal­brane. Gradu­ally the mass of the ship be­came in­dis­tinct, there was no move­ment and no light. I re­turned to the inn, where I found Atkins smoking his pipe near the door.

			“Atkins,” said I, “it seems that Cap­tain Len Guy does not care to come to your inn very of­ten?”

			“He some­times comes on Sunday, and this is Sat­urday, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“You have not spoken to him?”

			“Yes, I have.”

			Atkins was vis­ibly em­bar­rassed.

			“You have in­formed him that a per­son of your ac­quaint­ance wished to take pas­sage on the Hal­brane?”

			“Yes.”

			“What was his an­swer?”

			“Not what either you or I would have wished, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“He re­fuses?”

			“Well, yes, I sup­pose it was re­fus­ing; what he said was: ‘My ship is not in­ten­ded to carry pas­sen­gers. I nev­er have taken any, and I nev­er in­tend to do so.’ ”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Cap­tain Len Guy

			
			I slept ill. Again and again I “dreamed that I was dream­ing.” Now—this is an ob­ser­va­tion made by Edgar Poe—when one sus­pects that one is dream­ing, the wak­ing comes al­most in­stantly. I woke then, and every time in a very bad hu­mour with Cap­tain Len Guy. The idea of leav­ing the Kerguelens on the Hal­brane had full pos­ses­sion of me, and I grew more and more angry with her dis­ob­li­ging cap­tain. In fact, I passed the night in a fever of in­dig­na­tion, and only re­covered my tem­per with day­light. Nev­er­the­less I was de­term­ined to have an ex­plan­a­tion with Cap­tain Len Guy about his de­test­able con­duct. Per­haps I should fail to get any­thing out of that hu­man hedge­hog, but at least I should have giv­en him a piece of my mind.

			I went out at eight o’clock in the morn­ing. The weath­er was ab­om­in­able. Rain, mixed with snow, a storm com­ing over the moun­tains at the back of the bay from the west, clouds scur­ry­ing down from the lower zones, an ava­lanche of wind and wa­ter. It was not likely that Cap­tain Len Guy had come ashore merely to en­joy such a wet­ting and blow­ing.

			No one on the quay; of course not. As for my get­ting on’ board the Hal­brane, that could not be done without hail­ing one of her boats, and the boat­swain would not ven­ture to send it for me.

			“Be­sides,” I re­flec­ted, “on his quar­ter­deck the cap­tain is at home, and neut­ral ground is bet­ter for what I want to say to him, if he per­sists in his un­jus­ti­fi­able re­fus­al. I will watch him this time, and if his boat touches the quay, he shall not suc­ceed in avoid­ing me.”

			I re­turned to the Green Cor­mor­ant, and took up my post be­hind the win­dow panes, which were dimmed by the hiss­ing rain. There I waited, nervous, im­pa­tient, and in a state of grow­ing ir­rit­a­tion. Two hours wore away thus. Then, with the in­stabil­ity of the winds in the Kerguelens, the weath­er be­came calm be­fore I did. I opened my win­dow, and at the same mo­ment a sail­or stepped in­to one of the boats of the Hal­brane and laid hold of a pair of oars, while a second man seated him­self in the back, but without tak­ing the tiller ropes. The boat touched the land­ing, place and Cap­tain Len Guy stepped on shore.

			In a few seconds I was out of the inn, and con­fron­ted him.

			“Sir,” said I in a cold hard tone.

			Cap­tain Len Guy looked at me stead­ily, and I was struck by the sad­ness of his eyes, which were as black as ink. Then in a very low voice he asked:

			“You are a stranger?”

			“A stranger at the Kerguelens? Yes.”

			“Of Eng­lish na­tion­al­ity?”

			“No. Amer­ic­an.”

			He sa­luted me, and I re­turned the curt ges­ture.

			“Sir,” I re­sumed, “I be­lieve Mr. Atkins of the Green Cor­mor­ant has spoken to you re­spect­ing a pro­pos­al of mine. That pro­pos­al, it seems to me, de­served a fa­vour­able re­cep­tion on the part of a—”

			“The pro­pos­al to take pas­sage on my ship?” in­ter­posed Cap­tain Len Guy.

			“Pre­cisely.”

			“I re­gret, sir, I re­gret that I could not agree to your re­quest.”

			“Will you tell me why?”

			“Be­cause I am not in the habit of tak­ing pas­sen­gers. That is the first reas­on.”

			“And the second, cap­tain?”

			“Be­cause the route of the Hal­brane is nev­er settled be­fore­hand. She starts for one port and goes to an­oth­er, just as I find it to my ad­vant­age. You must know that I am not in the ser­vice of a shipown­er. My share in the schoon­er is con­sid­er­able, and I have no one but my­self to con­sult in re­spect to her.”

			“Then it en­tirely de­pends on you to give me a pas­sage?”

			“That is so, but I can only an­swer you by a re­fus­al—to my ex­treme re­gret.”

			“Per­haps you will change your mind, cap­tain, when you know that I care very little what the des­tin­a­tion of your schoon­er may be. It is not un­reas­on­able to sup­pose that she will go some­where—”

			“Some­where in­deed.” I fan­cied that Cap­tain Len Guy threw a long look to­wards the south­ern ho­ri­zon.

			“To go here or to go there is al­most a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence to me. What I de­sired above all was to get away from Kerguelen at the first op­por­tun­ity that should of­fer.”

			Cap­tain Len Guy made me no an­swer; he re­mained in si­lent thought, but did not en­deav­our to slip away from me.

			“You are do­ing me the hon­our to listen to me?” I asked him sharply.

			“Yes, sir.”

			“I will then add that, if I am not mis­taken, and if the route of your ship has not been altered, it was your in­ten­tion to leave Christ­mas Har­bour for Tristan d’ Acunha.”

			“Per­haps for Tristan d’Acunha, per­haps for the Cape, per­haps for the Falk­lands, per­haps for else­where.”

			“Well, then, Cap­tain Guy, it is pre­cisely else­where that I want to go,” I replied iron­ic­ally, and try­ing hard to con­trol my ir­rit­a­tion.

			Then a sin­gu­lar change took place in the de­mean­our of Cap­tain Len Guy. His voice be­came more sharp and harsh. In very plain words he made me un­der­stand that it was quite use­less to in­sist, that our in­ter­view had already las­ted too long, that time pressed, and he had busi­ness at the port; in short that we had said all that we could have to say to each oth­er.

			I had put out my arm to de­tain him—to seize him would be a more cor­rect term—and the con­ver­sa­tion, ill be­gun, seemed likely to end still more ill, when this odd per­son turned to­wards me and said in a milder tone—

			“Pray un­der­stand, sir, that I am very sorry to be un­able to do what you ask, and to ap­pear dis­ob­li­ging to an Amer­ic­an. But I could not act oth­er­wise. In the course of the voy­age of the Hal­brane some un­fore­seen in­cid­ent might oc­cur to make the pres­ence of a pas­sen­ger in­con­veni­ent—even one so ac­com­mod­at­ing as your­self. Thus I might ex­pose my­self to the risk of be­ing un­able to profit by the chances which I seek.”

			“I have told you, cap­tain, and I re­peat it, that al­though my in­ten­tion is to re­turn to Amer­ica and to Con­necti­c­ut, I don’t care wheth­er I get there in three months or in six, or by what route; it’s all the same to me, and even were your schoon­er to take me to the Ant­arc­tic seas—”

			“The Ant­arc­tic seas!” ex­claimed Cap­tain Len Guy with a ques­tion in his tone. And his look searched my thoughts with the keen­ness of a dag­ger.

			“Why do you speak of the Ant­arc­tic seas?” he asked, tak­ing my hand.

			“Well, just as I might have spoken of the ‘Hy­per­borean seas’ from whence an Ir­ish poet has made Se­basti­an Cabot ad­dress some lovely verses to his Lady.1 I spoke of the South Pole as I might have spoken of the North.”

			Cap­tain Len Guy did not an­swer, and I thought I saw tears glisten in his eyes. Then, as though he would es­cape from some har­row­ing re­col­lec­tion which my words had evoked, he said—

			“Who would ven­ture to seek the South Pole?”

			“It would be dif­fi­cult to reach, and the ex­per­i­ments would be of no prac­tic­al use,” I replied. “Nev­er­the­less there are men suf­fi­ciently ad­ven­tur­ous to em­bark in such an en­ter­prise.”

			“Yes—ad­ven­tur­ous is the word!” muttered the cap­tain.

			“And now,” I re­sumed, “the United States is again mak­ing an at­tempt with Wilkes’s fleet, the Van­couver, the Pea­cock, the Fly­ing Fish, and oth­ers.”

			“The United States, Mr. Je­or­ling? Do you mean to say that an ex­ped­i­tion has been sent by the Fed­er­al Gov­ern­ment to the Ant­arc­tic seas?”

			“The fact is cer­tain, and last year, be­fore I left Amer­ica, I learned that the ves­sels had sailed. That was a year ago, and it is very pos­sible that Wilkes has gone farther than any of the pre­ced­ing ex­plorers.”

			Cap­tain Len Guy had re­lapsed in­to si­lence, and came out of his in­ex­plic­able mus­ing only to say ab­ruptly—

			“You come from Con­necti­c­ut, sir?”

			“From Con­necti­c­ut.”

			“And more spe­cially?”

			“From Provid­ence.”

			“Do you know Nan­tuck­et Is­land?”

			“I have vis­ited it sev­er­al times.”

			“You know, I think,” said the cap­tain, look­ing straight in­to my eyes, “that Nan­tuck­et Is­land was the birth­place of Ar­thur Gor­don Pym, the hero of your fam­ous ro­mance-writer Edgar Poe.”

			“Yes. I re­mem­ber that Poe’s ro­mance starts from Nan­tuck­et.”

			“Ro­mance, you say? That was the word you used?”

			“Un­doubtedly, cap­tain.”

			“Yes, and that is what every­body says! But, par­don me, I can­not stay any longer. I re­gret that I can­not al­ter my mind with re­spect to your pro­pos­al. But, at any rate, you will only have a few days to wait. The sea­son is about to open. Trad­ing ships and whalers will put in at Christ­mas Har­bour, and you will be able to make a choice, with the cer­tainty of go­ing to the port you want to reach. I am very sorry, sir, and I sa­lute you.”

			With these words Cap­tain Len Guy walked quickly away, and the in­ter­view ended dif­fer­ently from what I had ex­pec­ted, that is to say in form­al, al­though po­lite, fash­ion.

			As there is no use in con­tend­ing with the im­possible, I gave up the hope of a pas­sage on the Hal­brane, but con­tin­ued to feel angry with her in­tract­able cap­tain. And why should I not con­fess that my curi­os­ity was aroused? I felt that there was some­thing mys­ter­i­ous about this sul­len mar­iner, and I should have liked to find out what it was.

			That day, Atkins wanted to know wheth­er Cap­tain Len Guy had made him­self less dis­agree­able. I had to ac­know­ledge that I had been no more for­tu­nate in my ne­go­ti­ations than my host him­self, and the avow­al sur­prised him not a little. He could not un­der­stand the cap­tain’s ob­stin­ate re­fus­al. And—a fact which touched him more nearly—the Green Cor­mor­ant had not been vis­ited by either Len Guy or his crew since the ar­rival of the Hal­brane. The men were evid­ently act­ing upon or­ders. So far as Hur­liguerly was con­cerned, it was easy to un­der­stand that after his im­prudent ad­vance he did not care to keep up use­less re­la­tions with me. I knew not wheth­er he had at­temp­ted to shake the res­ol­u­tion of his chief; but I was cer­tain of one thing; if he had made any such ef­fort it had failed.

			Dur­ing the three fol­low­ing days, the 10th, 11th, and 12th of Au­gust, the work of re­pair­ing and re-victual­ling the schoon­er went on briskly; but all this was done with reg­u­lar­ity, and without such noise and quar­rel­ling as sea­men at an­chor usu­ally in­dulge in. The Hal­brane was evid­ently well com­manded, her crew well kept in hand, dis­cip­line strictly main­tained.

			The schoon­er was to sail on the 15th of Au­gust, and on the eve of that day I had no reas­on to think that Cap­tain Len Guy had re­pen­ted him of his cat­egor­ic­al re­fus­al. In­deed, I had made up my mind to the dis­ap­point­ment, and had no longer any angry feel­ing about it. When Cap­tain Len Guy and my­self met on the quay, we took no no­tice of each oth­er; nev­er­the­less, I fan­cied there was some hes­it­a­tion in his man­ner; as though he would have liked to speak to me. He did not do so, how­ever, and I was not dis­posed to seek a fur­ther ex­plan­a­tion.

			At sev­en o’clock in the even­ing of the 14th of Au­gust, the is­land be­ing already wrapped in dark­ness, I was walk­ing on the port after I had dined, walk­ing briskly too, for it was cold, al­though dry weath­er. The sky was stud­ded with stars and the air was very keen. I could not stay out long, and was re­turn­ing to mine inn, when a man crossed my path, paused, came back, and stopped in front of me. It was the cap­tain of the Hal­brane.

			“Mr. Je­or­ling,” he began, “the Hal­brane sails to­mor­row morn­ing, with the ebb tide.”

			“What is the good of telling me that,” I replied, “since you re­fuse—”

			“Sir, I have thought over it, and if you have not changed your mind, come on board at sev­en o’clock.”

			“Really, cap­tain,” I replied, “I did not ex­pect this re­lent­ing on your part.”

			“I re­peat that I have thought over it, and I add that the Hal­brane shall pro­ceed dir­ect to Tristan d’Acunha. That will suit you, I sup­pose?”

			“To per­fec­tion, cap­tain. To­mor­row morn­ing, at sev­en o’clock, I shall be on board.”

			“Your cab­in is pre­pared.”

			“The cost of the voy­age—”

			“We can settle that an­oth­er time,” answered the cap­tain, “and to your sat­is­fac­tion. Un­til to­mor­row, then—”

			“Un­til to­mor­row.”

			I stretched out my arm, to shake hands with him upon our bar­gain. Per­haps he did not per­ceive my move­ment in the dark­ness, at all events he made no re­sponse to it, but walked rap­idly away and got in­to his boat.

			I was greatly sur­prised, and so was Atkins, when I found him in the eat­ing-room of the Green Cor­mor­ant and told him what had oc­curred. His com­ment upon it was char­ac­ter­ist­ic.

			“This queer cap­tain,” he said, “is as full of whims as a spoilt child! It is to be hoped he will not change his mind again at the last mo­ment.”

			The next morn­ing at day­break I bade adieu to the Green Cor­mor­ant, and went down to the port, with my kind­hearted host, who in­sisted on ac­com­pa­ny­ing me to the ship, partly in or­der to make his mind easy re­spect­ing the sin­cer­ity of the cap­tain’s re­pent­ance, and partly that he might take leave of him, and also of Hur­liguerly. A boat was wait­ing at the quay, and we reached the ship in a few minutes.

			The first per­son whom I met on the deck was Hur­liguerly; he gave me a look of tri­umph, which said as plainly as speech: “Ha! you see now. Our hard-to-man­age cap­tain has giv­en in at last. And to whom do you owe this, but to the good boat­swain who did his best for you, and did not boast over­much of his in­flu­ence?”

			Was this the truth? I had strong reas­ons for doubt­ing it. After all, what did it mat­ter?

			Cap­tain Len Guy came on deck im­me­di­ately after my ar­rival; this was not sur­pris­ing, ex­cept for the fact that he did not ap­pear to re­mark my pres­ence.

			Atkins then ap­proached the cap­tain and said in a pleas­ant tone—

			“We shall meet next year!”

			“If it please God, Atkins.”

			They shook hands. Then the boat­swain took a hearty leave of the innkeep­er, and was rowed back to the quay.

			Be­fore dark the white sum­mits of Table Mount and Haver­gal, which rise, the former to two, the oth­er to three thou­sand feet above the level of the sea, had dis­ap­peared from our view.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				From the Kerguelen Isles to Prince Ed­ward Is­land

			
			Nev­er did a voy­age be­gin more pros­per­ously, or a pas­sen­ger start in bet­ter spir­its. The in­teri­or of the Hal­brane cor­res­pon­ded with its ex­ter­i­or. Noth­ing could ex­ceed the per­fect or­der, the Dutch clean­li­ness of the ves­sel. The cap­tain’s cab­in, and that of the lieu­ten­ant, one on the port, the oth­er on the star­board side, were fit­ted up with a nar­row berth, a cup­board any­thing but ca­pa­cious, an arm­chair, a fixed table, a lamp hung from the ceil­ing, vari­ous naut­ic­al in­stru­ments, a ba­ro­met­er, a ther­mo­met­er, a chro­no­met­er, and a sex­tant in its oaken box. One of the two oth­er cab­ins was pre­pared to re­ceive me. It was eight feet in length, five in breadth. I was ac­cus­tomed to the ex­i­gen­cies of sea life, and could do with its nar­row pro­por­tions, also with its fur­niture—a table, a cup­board, a cane-bot­tomed arm­chair, a wash­ing-stand on an iron ped­es­tal, and a berth to which a less ac­com­mod­at­ing pas­sen­ger would doubt­less have ob­jec­ted. The pas­sage would be a short one, how­ever, so I took pos­ses­sion of that cab­in, which I was to oc­cupy for only four, or at the worst five weeks, with en­tire con­tent.

			The eight men who com­posed the crew were named re­spect­ively Mar­tin Holt, sail­ing-mas­ter; Hardy, Ro­gers, Drap, Fran­cis, Gra­tian, Burg, and Stern—sail­ors all between twenty-five and thirty-five years old—all Eng­lish­men, well trained, and re­mark­ably well dis­cip­lined by a hand of iron.

			Let me set it down here at the be­gin­ning, the ex­cep­tion­ally able man whom they all obeyed at a word, a ges­ture, was not the cap­tain of the Hal­brane; that man was the second of­ficer, James West, who was then thirty-two years of age.

			James West was born on the sea, and had passed his child­hood on board a light­er be­long­ing to his fath­er, and on which the whole fam­ily lived. All his life he had breathed the salt air of the Eng­lish Chan­nel, the At­lantic, or the Pa­cific. He nev­er went ashore ex­cept for the needs of his ser­vice, wheth­er of the State or of trade. If he had to leave one ship for an­oth­er he merely shif­ted his can­vas bag to the lat­ter, from which he stirred no more. When he was not sail­ing in real­ity he was sail­ing in ima­gin­a­tion. After hav­ing been ship’s boy, novice, sail­or, he be­came quarter­mas­ter, mas­ter, and fi­nally lieu­ten­ant of the Hal­brane, and he had already served for ten years as second in com­mand un­der Cap­tain Len Guy.

			James West was not even am­bi­tious of a high­er rise; he did not want to make a for­tune; he did not con­cern him­self with the buy­ing or selling of car­goes; but everything con­nec­ted with that ad­mir­able in­stru­ment a sail­ing ship, James West un­der­stood to per­fec­tion.

			The per­son­al ap­pear­ance of the lieu­ten­ant was as fol­lows: middle height, slightly built, all nerves and muscles, strong limbs as agile as those of a gym­nast, the true sail­or’s “look,” but of very un­usu­al farsighted­ness and sur­pris­ing pen­et­ra­tion, sun­burnt face, hair thick and short, beard­less cheeks and chin, reg­u­lar fea­tures, the whole ex­pres­sion de­not­ing en­ergy, cour­age, and phys­ic­al strength at their ut­most ten­sion.

			James West spoke but rarely—only when he was ques­tioned. He gave his or­ders in a clear voice, not re­peat­ing them, but so as to be heard at once, and he was un­der­stood. I call at­ten­tion to this typ­ic­al of­ficer of the Mer­chant Mar­ine, who was de­voted body and soul to Cap­tain Len Guy as to the schoon­er Hal­brane. He seemed to be one of the es­sen­tial or­gans of his ship, and if the Hal­brane had a heart it was in James West’s breast that it beat.

			There is but one more per­son to be men­tioned; the ship’s cook—a negro from the Afric­an coast named En­dicott, thirty years of age, who had held that post for eight years. The boat­swain and he were great friends, and in­dulged in fre­quent talks.

			Life on board was very reg­u­lar, very simple, and its mono­tony was not without a cer­tain charm. Sail­ing is re­pose in move­ment, a rock­ing in a dream, and I did not dis­like my isol­a­tion. Of course I should have liked to find out why Cap­tain Len Guy had changed his mind with re­spect to me; but how was this to be done? To ques­tion the lieu­ten­ant would have been loss of time. Be­sides, was he in pos­ses­sion of the secrets of his chief? It was no part of his busi­ness to be so, and I had ob­served that he did not oc­cupy him­self with any­thing out­side of it. Not ten words were ex­changed between him and me dur­ing the two meals which we took in com­mon daily. I must ac­know­ledge, how­ever, that I fre­quently caught the cap­tain’s eyes fixed upon me, as though he longed to ques­tion me, as though he had some­thing to learn from me, where­as it was I, on the con­trary, who had some­thing to learn from him. But we were both si­lent.

			Had I felt the need of talk­ing to some­body very strongly, I might have re­sor­ted to the boat­swain, who was al­ways dis­posed to chat­ter; but what had he to say that could in­terest me? He nev­er failed to bid me good morn­ing and good even­ing in most pro­lix fash­ion, but bey­ond these cour­tes­ies I did not feel dis­posed to go.

			The good weath­er las­ted, and on the 18th of Au­gust, in the af­ter­noon, the lookout dis­cerned the moun­tains of the Croz­et group. The next day we passed Pos­ses­sion Is­land, which is in­hab­ited only in the fish­ing sea­son. At this peri­od the only dwell­ers there are flocks of pen­guins, and the birds which whalers call “white pi­geons.”

			The ap­proach to land is al­ways in­ter­est­ing at sea. It oc­curred to me that Cap­tain Len Guy might take this op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to his pas­sen­ger; but he did not.

			We should see land, that is to say the peaks of Mari­on and Prince Ed­ward Is­lands, be­fore ar­riv­ing at Tristan d’Acunha, but it was there the Hal­brane was to take in a fresh sup­ply of wa­ter. I con­cluded there­fore that the mono­tony of our voy­age would con­tin­ue un­broken to the end. But, on the morn­ing of the 20th of Au­gust, to my ex­treme sur­prise, Cap­tain Len Guy came on deck, ap­proached me, and said, speak­ing very low—

			“Sir, I have some­thing to say to you.”

			“I am ready to hear you, cap­tain.”

			“I have not spoken un­til today, for I am nat­ur­ally ta­cit­urn.” Here he hes­it­ated again, but after a pause, con­tin­ued with an ef­fort—

			“Mr. Je­or­ling, have you tried to dis­cov­er my reas­on for chan­ging my mind on the sub­ject of your pas­sage?”

			“I have tried, but I have not suc­ceeded, cap­tain. Per­haps, as I am not a com­pat­ri­ot of yours, you—”

			“It is pre­cisely be­cause you are an Amer­ic­an that I de­cided in the end to of­fer you a pas­sage on the Hal­brane.”

			“Be­cause I am an Amer­ic­an?”

			“Also, be­cause you come from Con­necti­c­ut.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand.”

			“You will un­der­stand if I add that I thought it pos­sible, since you be­long to Con­necti­c­ut, since you have vis­ited Nan­tuck­et Is­land, that you might have known the fam­ily of Ar­thur Gor­don Pym.”

			“The hero of Edgar Poe’s ro­mance?”

			“The same. His nar­rat­ive was foun­ded upon the ma­nu­script in which the de­tails of that ex­traordin­ary and dis­astrous voy­age across the Ant­arc­tic Sea was re­lated.”

			I thought I must be dream­ing when I heard Cap­tain Len Guy’s words. Edgar Poe’s ro­mance was noth­ing but a fic­tion, a work of ima­gin­a­tion by the most bril­liant of our Amer­ic­an writers. And here was a sane man treat­ing that fic­tion as a real­ity.

			I could not an­swer him. I was ask­ing my­self what man­ner of man was this one with whom I had to deal.

			“You have heard my ques­tion?” per­sisted the cap­tain.

			“Yes, yes, cap­tain, cer­tainly, but I am not sure that I quite un­der­stand.”

			“I will put it to you more plainly. I ask you wheth­er in Con­necti­c­ut you per­son­ally knew the Pym fam­ily who lived in Nan­tuck­et Is­land? Ar­thur Pym’s fath­er was one of the prin­cip­al mer­chants there, he was a Navy con­tract­or. It was his son who em­barked in the ad­ven­tures which he re­lated with his own lips to Edgar Poe—”

			“Cap­tain! Why, that story is due to the power­ful ima­gin­a­tion of our great poet. It is a pure in­ven­tion.”

			“So, then, you don’t be­lieve it, Mr. Je­or­ling?” said the cap­tain, shrug­ging his shoulders three times.

			“Neither I nor any oth­er per­son be­lieves it, Cap­tain Guy, and you are the first I have heard main­tain that it was any­thing but a mere ro­mance.”

			“Listen to me, then, Mr. Je­or­ling, for al­though this ‘ro­mance’—as you call it—ap­peared only last year, it is none the less a real­ity. Al­though el­ev­en years have elapsed since the facts oc­curred, they are none the less true, and we still await the ‘word’ of an en­igma which will per­haps nev­er be solved.”

			Yes, he was mad; but by good for­tune West was there to take his place as com­mand­er of the schoon­er. I had only to listen to him, and as I had read Poe’s ro­mance over and over again, I was curi­ous to hear what the cap­tain had to say about it.

			“And now,” he re­sumed in a sharp­er tone and with a shake in his voice which de­noted a cer­tain amount of nervous ir­rit­a­tion, “it is pos­sible that you did not know the Pym fam­ily; that you have nev­er met them either at Provid­ence or at Nan­tuck­et—”

			“Or else­where.”

			“Just so! But don’t com­mit your­self by as­sert­ing that the Pym fam­ily nev­er ex­is­ted, that Ar­thur Gor­don is only a fic­ti­tious per­son­age, and his voy­age an ima­gin­ary one! Do you think any man, even your Edgar Poe, could have been cap­able of in­vent­ing, of cre­at­ing—?”

			The in­creas­ing vehe­mence of Cap­tain Len Guy warned me of the ne­ces­sity of treat­ing his mono­mania with re­spect, and ac­cept­ing all he said without dis­cus­sion.

			“Now,” he pro­ceeded, “please to keep the facts which I am about to state clearly in your mind; there is no dis­put­ing about facts. You may de­duce any res­ults from them you like. I hope you will not make me re­gret that I con­sen­ted to give you a pas­sage on the Hal­brane.”

			This was an ef­fec­tu­al warn­ing, so I made a sign of ac­qui­es­cence. The mat­ter prom­ised to be curi­ous. He went on—

			“When Edgar Poe’s nar­rat­ive ap­peared in 1838, I was at New York. I im­me­di­ately star­ted for Bal­timore, where the writer’s fam­ily lived; the grand­fath­er had served as quarter­mas­ter-gen­er­al dur­ing the War of In­de­pend­ence. You ad­mit, I sup­pose, the ex­ist­ence of the Poe fam­ily, al­though you deny that of the Pym fam­ily?”

			I said noth­ing, and the cap­tain con­tin­ued, with a dark glance at me—

			“I in­quired in­to cer­tain mat­ters re­lat­ing to Edgar Poe. His abode was poin­ted out to me and I called at the house. A first dis­ap­point­ment! He had left Amer­ica, and I could not see him. Un­for­tu­nately, be­ing un­able to see Edgar Poe, I was un­able to refer to Ar­thur Gor­don Pym in the case. That bold pi­on­eer of the Ant­arc­tic re­gions was dead! As the Amer­ic­an poet had stated, at the close of the nar­rat­ive of his ad­ven­tures, Gor­don’s death had already been made known to the pub­lic by the daily press.”

			What Cap­tain Len Guy said was true; but, in com­mon with all the read­ers of the ro­mance, I had taken this de­clar­a­tion for an ar­ti­fice of the nov­el­ist. My no­tion was that, as he either could not or dared not wind up so ex­traordin­ary a work of ima­gin­a­tion, Poe had giv­en it to be un­der­stood that he had not re­ceived the last three chapters from Ar­thur Pym, whose life had ended un­der sud­den and de­plor­able cir­cum­stances which Poe did not make known.

			“Then,” con­tin­ued the cap­tain, “Edgar Poe be­ing ab­sent, Ar­thur Pym be­ing dead, I had only one thing to do; to find the man who had been the fel­low-trav­el­ler of Ar­thur Pym, that Dirk Peters who had fol­lowed him to the very verge of the high lat­it­udes, and whence they had both re­turned—how? This is not known. Did they come back in com­pany? The nar­rat­ive does not say, and there are ob­scure points in that part of it, as in many oth­er places. How­ever, Edgar Poe stated ex­pli­citly that Dirk Peters would be able to fur­nish in­form­a­tion re­lat­ing to the non-com­mu­nic­ated chapters, and that he lived at Illinois. I set out at once for Illinois; I ar­rived at Spring­field; I in­quired for this man, a half-breed In­di­an. He lived in the ham­let of Van­dalia; I went there, and met with a second dis­ap­point­ment. He was not there, or rather, Mr. Je­or­ling, he was no longer there. Some years be­fore this Dirk Peters had left Illinois, and even the United States, to go—nobody knows where. But I have talked, at Van­dalia with people who had known him, with whom he lived, to whom he re­lated his ad­ven­tures, but did not ex­plain the fi­nal is­sue. Of that he alone holds the secret.”

			What! This Dirk Peters had really ex­is­ted? He still lived? I was on the point of let­ting my­self be car­ried away by the state­ments of the cap­tain of the Hal­brane! Yes, an­oth­er mo­ment, and, in my turn, I should have made a fool of my­self. This poor mad fel­low ima­gined that he had gone to Illinois and seen people at Van­dalia who had known Dirk Peters, and that the lat­ter had dis­ap­peared. No won­der, since he had nev­er ex­is­ted, save in the brain of the nov­el­ist!

			Nev­er­the­less I did not want to vex Len Guy, and per­haps drive him still more mad. Ac­cord­ingly I ap­peared en­tirely con­vinced that he was speak­ing words of sober ser­i­ous­ness, even when he ad­ded—

			“You are aware that in the nar­rat­ive men­tion is made by the cap­tain of the schoon­er on which Ar­thur Pym had em­barked, of a bottle con­tain­ing a sealed let­ter, which was de­pos­ited at the foot of one of the Kerguelen peaks?”

			“Yes, I re­call the in­cid­ent.”

			“Well, then, in one of my latest voy­ages I sought for the place where that bottle ought to be. I found it and the let­ter also. That let­ter stated that the cap­tain and Ar­thur Pym in­ten­ded to make every ef­fort to reach the ut­ter­most lim­its of the Ant­arc­tic Sea!”

			“You found that bottle?”

			“Yes!”

			“And the let­ter?”

			“Yes!”

			I looked at Cap­tain Len Guy. Like cer­tain mono­ma­ni­acs he had come to be­lieve in his own in­ven­tions. I was on the point of say­ing to him, “Show me that let­ter,” but I thought bet­ter of it. Was he not cap­able of hav­ing writ­ten the let­ter him­self? And then I answered—

			“It is much to be re­gret­ted, cap­tain, that you were un­able to come across Dirk Peters at Van­dalia! He would at least have in­formed you un­der what con­di­tions he and Ar­thur Pym re­turned from so far. Re­col­lect, now, in the last chapter but one they are both there. Their boat is in front of the thick cur­tain of white mist; it dashes in­to the gulf of the catar­act just at the mo­ment when a veiled hu­man form rises. Then there is noth­ing more; noth­ing but two blank lines—”

			“De­cidedly, sir, it is much to be re­gret­ted that I could not lay my hand on Dirk Peters! It would have been in­ter­est­ing to learn what was the out­come of these ad­ven­tures. But, to my mind, it would have been still more in­ter­est­ing to have as­cer­tained the fate of the oth­ers.”

			“The oth­ers?” I ex­claimed al­most in­vol­un­tar­ily. “Of whom do you speak?”

			“Of the cap­tain and crew of the Eng­lish schoon­er which picked up Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters after the fright­ful ship­wreck of the Gram­pus, and brought them across the Po­lar Sea to Tsalal Is­land—”

			“Cap­tain,” said I, just as though I en­ter­tained no doubt of the au­then­ti­city of Edgar Poe’s ro­mance, “is it not the case that all these men per­ished, some in the at­tack on the schoon­er, the oth­ers by the in­fernal device of the nat­ives of Tsalal?”

			“Who can tell?” replied the cap­tain in a voice hoarse from emo­tion. “Who can say but that some of the un­for­tu­nate creatures sur­vived, and con­trived to es­cape from the nat­ives?”

			“In any case,” I replied, “it would be dif­fi­cult to ad­mit that those who had sur­vived could still be liv­ing.”

			“And why?”

			“Be­cause the facts we are dis­cuss­ing are el­ev­en years old.”

			“Sir,” replied the cap­tain, “since Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters were able to ad­vance bey­ond Tsalal Is­land farther than the eighty-third par­al­lel, since they found means of liv­ing in the midst of those Ant­arc­tic lands, why should not their com­pan­ions, if they were not all killed by the nat­ives, if they were so for­tu­nate as to reach the neigh­bour­ing is­lands sighted dur­ing the voy­age—why should not those un­for­tu­nate coun­try­men of mine have con­trived to live there? Why should they not still be there, await­ing their de­liv­er­ance?”

			“Your pity leads you astray, cap­tain,” I replied. “It would be im­possible.”

			“Im­possible, sir! And if a fact, on in­dis­put­able evid­ence, ap­pealed to the whole civ­il­ized world; if a ma­ter­i­al proof of the ex­ist­ence of these un­happy men, im­prisoned at the ends of the earth, were fur­nished, who would ven­ture to meet those who would fain go to their aid with the cry of ‘Im­possible!’ ”

			Was it a sen­ti­ment of hu­man­ity, ex­ag­ger­ated to the point of mad­ness, that had roused the in­terest of this strange man in those ship­wrecked folk who nev­er had suffered ship­wreck, for the good reas­on that they nev­er had ex­is­ted?

			Cap­tain Len Guy ap­proached me anew, laid his hand on my shoulder and whispered in my ear—

			“No, sir, no! the last word has not been said con­cern­ing the crew of the Jane.”

			Then he promptly with­drew.

			The Jane was, in Edgar Poe’s ro­mance, the name of the ship which had res­cued Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters from the wreck of the Gram­pus, and Cap­tain Len Guy had now uttered it for the first time. It oc­curred to me then that Guy was the name of the cap­tain of the Jane, an Eng­lish ship; but what of that? The cap­tain of the Jane nev­er lived but in the ima­gin­a­tion of the nov­el­ist, he and the skip­per of the Hal­brane have noth­ing in com­mon ex­cept a name which is fre­quently to be found in Eng­land. But, on think­ing of the sim­il­ar­ity, it struck me that the poor cap­tain’s brain had been turned by this very thing. He had con­ceived the no­tion that he was of kin to the un­for­tu­nate cap­tain of the Jane! And this had brought him to his present state, this was the source of his pas­sion­ate pity for the fate of the ima­gin­ary ship­wrecked mar­iners!

			It would have been in­ter­est­ing to dis­cov­er wheth­er James West was aware of the state of the case, wheth­er his chief had ever talked to him of the fol­lies he had re­vealed to me. But this was a del­ic­ate ques­tion, since it in­volved the men­tal con­di­tion of Cap­tain Len Guy; and be­sides, any kind of con­ver­sa­tion with the lieu­ten­ant was dif­fi­cult. On the whole I thought it safer to re­strain my curi­os­ity. In a few days the schoon­er would reach Tristan d’Acunha, and I should part with her and her cap­tain for good and all. Nev­er, how­ever, could I lose the re­col­lec­tion that I had ac­tu­ally met and sailed with a man who took the fic­tions of Edgar Poe’s ro­mance for sober fact. Nev­er could I have looked for such an ex­per­i­ence!

			On the 22nd of Au­gust the out­line of Prince Ed­ward’s Is­land was sighted, south lat­it­ude 46° 55′, and 37° 46′ east lon­git­ude. We were in sight of the is­land for twelve hours, and then it was lost in the even­ing mists.

			On the fol­low­ing day the Hal­brane headed in the dir­ec­tion of the north­w­est, to­wards the most north­ern par­al­lel of the south­ern hemi­sphere which she had to at­tain in the course of that voy­age.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Edgar Poe’s Ro­mance

			
			In this chapter I have to give a brief sum­mary of Edgar Poe’s ro­mance, which was pub­lished at Rich­mond un­der the title of

			
				The Ad­ven­tures of Ar­thur Gor­don Pym.

			

			We shall see wheth­er there was any room for doubt that the ad­ven­tures of this hero of ro­mance were ima­gin­ary. But in­deed, among the mul­ti­tude of Poe’s read­ers, was there ever one, with the sole ex­cep­tion of Len Guy, who be­lieved them to be real? The story is told by the prin­cip­al per­son­age. Ar­thur Pym states in the pre­face that on his re­turn from his voy­age to the Ant­arc­tic seas he met, among the Vir­gini­an gen­tle­men who took an in­terest in geo­graph­ic­al dis­cov­er­ies, Edgar Poe, who was then ed­it­or of the South­ern Lit­er­ary Mes­sen­ger at Rich­mond, and that he au­thor­ized the lat­ter to pub­lish the first part of his ad­ven­tures in that journ­al “un­der the cloak of fic­tion.” That por­tion hav­ing been fa­vour­ably re­ceived, a volume con­tain­ing the com­plete nar­rat­ive was is­sued with the sig­na­ture of Edgar Poe.

			Ar­thur Gor­don Pym was born at Nan­tuck­et, where he at­ten­ded the Bed­ford School un­til he was six­teen years old. Hav­ing left that school for Mr. Ron­ald’s, he formed a friend­ship with one Au­gus­tus Barn­ard, the son of a ship’s cap­tain. This youth, who was eight­een, had already ac­com­pan­ied his fath­er on a whal­ing ex­ped­i­tion in the south­ern seas, and his yarns con­cern­ing that mari­time ad­ven­ture fired the ima­gin­a­tion of Ar­thur Pym. Thus it was that the as­so­ci­ation of these youths gave rise to Pym’s ir­res­ist­ible vo­ca­tion to ad­ven­tur­ous voy­aging, and to the in­stinct that es­pe­cially at­trac­ted him to­wards the high zones of the Ant­arc­tic re­gion. The first ex­ploit of Au­gus­tus Barn­ard and Ar­thur Pym was an ex­cur­sion on board a little sloop, the Ar­i­el, a two-decked boat which be­longed to the Pyms. One even­ing the two youths, both be­ing very tipsy, em­barked secretly, in cold Oc­to­ber weath­er, and boldly set sail in a strong breeze from the south­w­est. The Ar­i­el, aided by the ebb tide, had already lost sight of land when a vi­ol­ent storm arose. The im­prudent young fel­lows were still in­tox­ic­ated. No one was at the helm, not a reef was in the sail. The masts were car­ried away by the furi­ous gusts, and the wreck was driv­en be­fore the wind. Then came a great ship which passed over the Ar­i­el as the Ar­i­el would have passed a float­ing feath­er.

			Ar­thur Pym gives the fullest de­tails of the res­cue of his com­pan­ion and him­self after this col­li­sion, un­der con­di­tions of ex­treme dif­fi­culty. At length, thanks to the second of­ficer of the Pen­guin, from New Lon­don, which ar­rived on the scene of the cata­strophe, the com­rades were picked with life all but ex­tinct, and taken back to Nan­tuck­et.

			This ad­ven­ture, to which I can­not deny an ap­pear­ance vera­city, was an in­geni­ous pre­par­a­tion for the chapters that were to fol­low, and in­deed, up to the day on which Pym pen­et­rates in­to the po­lar circle, the nar­rat­ive might con­ceiv­ably be re­garded as au­then­t­ic. But, bey­ond the po­lar circle, above the aus­tral ice­bergs, it is quite an­oth­er thing, and, if the au­thor’s work be not one of pure ima­gin­a­tion, I am—well, of any oth­er na­tion­al­ity than my own. Let us get on.

			Their first ad­ven­ture had not cooled the two youths, and eight months after the af­fair of the Ar­i­el—June, 1827—the brig Gram­pus was fit­ted out by the house of Lloyd and Vre­den­burg for whal­ing in the south­ern seas. This brig was an old, ill-re­paired craft, and Mr. Barn­ard, the fath­er of Au­gus­tus, was its skip­per. His son, who was to ac­com­pany him on the voy­age, strongly urged Ar­thur to go with him, and the lat­ter would have asked noth­ing bet­ter, but he knew that his fam­ily, and es­pe­cially his moth­er, would nev­er con­sent to let him go.

			This obstacle, how­ever, could not stop a youth not much giv­en to sub­mit to the wishes of his par­ents. His head was full of the en­treat­ies and per­sua­sion of his com­pan­ion, and he de­term­ined to em­bark secretly on the Gram­pus, for Mr. Barn­ard would not have au­thor­ized him to defy the pro­hib­i­tion of his fam­ily. He an­nounced that he had been in­vited to pass a few days with a friend at New Bed­ford, took leave of his par­ents and left his home. Forty-eight hours be­fore the brig was to sail, he slipped on board un­per­ceived, and got in­to a hid­ing-place which had been pre­pared for him un­known alike to Mr. Barn­ard and the crew.

			The cab­in oc­cu­pied by Au­gus­tus com­mu­nic­ated by a trap-door with the hold of the Gram­pus, which was crowded with bar­rels, bales, and the in­nu­mer­able com­pon­ents of a cargo. Through the trap-door Ar­thur Pym reached his hid­ing-place, which was a huge wooden chest with a slid­ing side to it. This chest con­tained a mat­tress, blankets, a jar of wa­ter, ship’s bis­cuit, smoked saus­age, a roast quarter of mut­ton, a few bottles of cor­di­als and li­queurs, and also writ­ing-ma­ter­i­als. Ar­thur Pym, sup­plied with a lan­tern, candles, and tinder, re­mained three days and nights in his re­treat. Au­gus­tus Barn­ard had not been able to vis­it him un­til just be­fore the Gram­pus set sail.

			An hour later, Ar­thur Pym began to feel the rolling and pitch­ing of the brig. He was very un­com­fort­able in the chest, so he got out of it, and in the dark, while hold­ing on by a rope which was stretched across the hold to the trap of his friend’s cab­in, he was vi­ol­ently sea­sick in the midst of the chaos. Then he crept back in­to his chest, ate, and fell asleep.

			Sev­er­al days elapsed without the re­appear­ance of Au­gus­tus Barn­ard. Either he had not been able to get down in­to the hold again, or he had not ven­tured to do so, fear­ing to be­tray the pres­ence of Ar­thur Pym, and think­ing the mo­ment for con­fess­ing everything to his fath­er had not yet come.

			Ar­thur Pym, mean­while, was be­gin­ning to suf­fer from the hot and viti­ated at­mo­sphere of the hold. Ter­rible night­mares troubled his sleep. He was con­scious of rav­ing, and in vain sought some place amid the mass of cargo where he might breathe a little more eas­ily. In one of these fits of de­li­ri­um he ima­gined that he was gripped in the claws of an Afric­an li­on,2 and in a par­oxysm of ter­ror he was about to be­tray him­self by scream­ing, when he lost con­scious­ness.

			The fact is that he was not dream­ing at all. It was not a li­on that Ar­thur Pym felt crouch­ing upon his chest, it was his own dog, Ti­ger, a young New­found­land. The an­im­al had been smuggled on board by Au­gus­tus Barn­ard un­per­ceived by any­body—(this, at least, is an un­likely oc­cur­rence). At the mo­ment of Ar­thur’s com­ing out of his swoon the faith­ful Ti­ger was lick­ing his face and hands with lav­ish af­fec­tion.

			Now the pris­on­er had a com­pan­ion. Un­for­tu­nately, the said com­pan­ion had drunk the con­tents of the wa­ter jar while Ar­thur was un­con­scious, and when Ar­thur Pym felt thirsty, he dis­covered that there was “not a drop to drink!” His lan­tern had gone out dur­ing his pro­longed faint; he could not find the candles and the tinder­box, and he then re­solved to re­join Au­gus­tus Barn­ard at all haz­ards. He came out of the chest, and al­though faint from in­an­i­tion and trem­bling with weak­ness, he felt his way in the dir­ec­tion of the trap-door by means of the rope. But, while he was ap­proach­ing, one of the bales of cargo, shif­ted by the rolling of the ship, fell down and blocked up the pas­sage. With im­mense but quite use­less ex­er­tion he con­trived to get over this obstacle, but when he reached the trap-door un­der Au­gus­tus Barn­ard’s cab­in he failed to raise it, and on slip­ping the blade of his knife through one of the joints he found that a heavy mass of iron was placed upon the trap, as though it were in­ten­ded to con­demn him bey­ond hope. He had to re­nounce his at­tempt and drag him­self back to­wards the chest, on which he fell, ex­hausted, while Ti­ger covered him with caresses.

			The mas­ter and the dog were des­per­ately thirsty, and when Ar­thur stretched out his hand, he found Ti­ger ly­ing on his back, with his paws up and his hair on end. He then felt Ti­ger all over, and his hand en­countered a string passed round the dog’s body. A strip of pa­per was fastened to the string un­der his left shoulder.

			Ar­thur Pym had reached the last stage of weak­ness. In­tel­li­gence was al­most ex­tinct. How­ever, after sev­er­al fruit­less at­tempts to pro­cure a light, he suc­ceeded in rub­bing the pa­per with a little phos­phor­us—(the de­tails giv­en in Edgar Poe’s nar­rat­ive are curi­ously minute at this point)—and then by the glim­mer that las­ted less than a second he dis­cerned just sev­en words at the end of a sen­tence. Ter­ri­fy­ing words these were: blood—re­main hid­den—life de­pends on it.

			What did these words mean? Let us con­sider the situ­ation of Ar­thur Pym, at the bot­tom of the ship’s hold, between the boards of a chest, without light, without wa­ter, with only ar­dent li­quor to quench his thirst! And this warn­ing to re­main hid­den, pre­ceded by the word “blood”—that su­preme word, king of words, so full of mys­tery, of suf­fer­ing, of ter­ror! Had there been strife on board the Gram­pus? Had the brig been at­tacked by pir­ates? Had the crew mu­tinied? How long had this state of things las­ted?

			It might be thought that the mar­vel­lous poet had ex­hausted the re­sources of his ima­gin­a­tion in the ter­ror of such a situ­ation; but it was not so. There is more to come!

			Ar­thur Pym lay stretched upon his mat­tress, in­cap­able of thought, in a sort of leth­argy; sud­denly he be­came aware of a sin­gu­lar sound, a kind of con­tinu­ous whist­ling breath­ing. It was Ti­ger, pant­ing, Ti­ger with eyes that glared in the midst of the dark­ness, Ti­ger with gnash­ing teeth—Ti­ger gone mad. An­oth­er mo­ment and the dog had sprung upon Ar­thur Pym, who, wound up to the highest pitch of hor­ror, re­covered suf­fi­cient strength to ward off his fangs, and wrap­ping around him a blanket which Ti­ger had torn with his white teeth, he slipped out of the chest, and shut the slid­ing side upon the snap­ping and strug­gling brute.

			Ar­thur Pym con­trived to slip through the stow­age of the hold, but his head swam, and, fall­ing against a bale, he let his knife drop from his hand.

			Just as he felt him­self breath­ing his last sigh he heard his name pro­nounced, and a bottle of wa­ter was held to his lips. He swal­lowed the whole of its con­tents, and ex­per­i­enced the most ex­quis­ite of pleas­ures.

			A few minutes later, Au­gus­tus Barn­ard, seated with his com­rade in a corner of the hold, told him all that had oc­curred on board the brig.

			Up to this point, I re­peat, the story is ad­miss­ible, but we have not yet come to the events which “sur­pass all prob­ab­il­ity by their mar­vel­lous­ness.”

			The crew of the Gram­pus numbered thirty-six men, in­clud­ing the Barn­ards, fath­er and son. After the brig had put to sea on the 20th of June, Au­gus­tus Barn­ard had made sev­er­al at­tempts to re­join Ar­thur Pym in his hid­ing place, but in vain. On the third day a mutiny broke out on board, headed by the ship’s cook, a negro like our En­dicott; but he, let me say at once, would nev­er have thought of head­ing a mutiny.

			Nu­mer­ous in­cid­ents are re­lated in the ro­mance—the mas­sacre of most of the sail­ors who re­mained faith­ful to Cap­tain Barn­ard, then the turn­ing adrift of the cap­tain and four of those men in a small whaler’s boat when the ship was abreast of the Ber­mu­das. These un­for­tu­nate per­sons were nev­er heard of again.

			Au­gus­tus Barn­ard would not have been spared, but for the in­ter­ven­tion of the sail­ing-mas­ter of the Gram­pus. This sail­ing-mas­ter was a half-breed named Dirk Peters, and was the per­son whom Cap­tain Len Guy had gone to look for in Illinois!

			The Gram­pus then took a south­east course un­der the com­mand of the mate, who in­ten­ded to pur­sue the oc­cu­pa­tion of pir­acy in the south­ern seas.

			These events hav­ing taken place, Au­gus­tus Barn­ard would again have joined Ar­thur Pym, but he had been shut up in the fore­castle in irons, and told by the ship’s cook that he would not be al­lowed to come out un­til “the brig should be no longer a brig.” Nev­er­the­less, a few days af­ter­wards, Au­gus­tus con­trived to get rid of his fet­ters, to cut through the thin par­ti­tion between him and the hold, and, fol­lowed by Ti­ger, he tried to reach his friend’s hid­ing place. He could not suc­ceed, but the dog had scen­ted Ar­thur Pym, and this sug­ges­ted to Au­gus­tus the idea of fasten­ing a note to Ti­ger’s neck bear­ing the words:

			“I scrawl this with blood—re­main hid­den—your life de­pends on it—”

			This note, as we have already learned, Ar­thur Pym had re­ceived. Just as he had ar­rived at the last ex­tremity of dis­tress his friend reached him.

			Au­gus­tus ad­ded that dis­cord reigned among the mutin­eers. Some wanted to take the Gram­pus to­wards the Cape Verde Is­lands; oth­ers, and Dirk Peters was of this num­ber, were bent on sail­ing to the Pa­cific Isles.

			Ti­ger was not mad. He was only suf­fer­ing from ter­rible thirst, and soon re­covered when it was re­lieved.

			The cargo of the Gram­pus was so badly stowed away that Ar­thur Pym was in con­stant danger from the shift­ing of the bales, and Au­gus­tus, at all risks, helped him to re­move to a corner of the ’tween decks.

			The half-breed con­tin­ued to be very friendly with the son of Cap­tain Barn­ard, so that the lat­ter began to con­sider wheth­er the sail­ing-mas­ter might not be coun­ted on in an at­tempt to re­gain pos­ses­sion of the ship.

			They were just thirty days out from Nan­tuck­et when, on the 4th of Ju­ly, an angry dis­pute arose among the mutin­eers about a little brig sig­nalled in the off­ing, which some of them wanted to take and oth­ers would have al­lowed to es­cape. In this quar­rel a sail­or be­long­ing to the cook’s party, to which Dirk Peters had at­tached him­self, was mor­tally in­jured. There were now only thir­teen men on board, count­ing Ar­thur Pym.

			Un­der these cir­cum­stances a ter­rible storm arose, and the Gram­pus was mer­ci­lessly knocked about. This storm raged un­til the 9th of Ju­ly, and on that day, Dirk Peters hav­ing mani­fes­ted an in­ten­tion of get­ting rid of the mate, Au­gus­tus Barn­ard read­ily as­sured him of his as­sist­ance, without, how­ever, re­veal­ing the fact of Ar­thur Pym’s pres­ence on board. Next day, one of the cook’s ad­her­ents, a man named Ro­gers, died in con­vul­sions, and, bey­ond all doubt, of pois­on. Only four of the cook’s party then re­mained, of these Dirk Peters was one. The mate had five, and would prob­ably end by car­ry­ing the day over the cook’s party.

			There was not an hour to lose. The half-breed hav­ing in­formed Au­gus­tus Barn­ard that the mo­ment for ac­tion had ar­rived, the lat­ter told him the truth about Ar­thur Pym.

			While the two were in con­sulta­tion upon the means to be em­ployed for re­gain­ing pos­ses­sion of the ship, a tem­pest was ra­ging, and presently a gust of ir­res­ist­ible force struck the Gram­pus and flung her upon her side, so that on right­ing her­self she shipped a tre­mend­ous sea, and there was con­sid­er­able con­fu­sion on board. This offered a fa­vour­able op­por­tun­ity for be­gin­ning the struggle, al­though the mutin­eers had made peace among them­selves. The lat­ter numbered nine men, while the half-breed’s party con­sisted only of him­self, Au­gus­tus Barn­ard and Ar­thur Pym. The ship’s mas­ter pos­sessed only two pis­tols and a hanger. It was there­fore ne­ces­sary to act with prudence.

			Then did Ar­thur Pym (whose pres­ence on board the mutin­eers could not sus­pect) con­ceive the idea of a trick which had some chance of suc­ceed­ing. The body of the poisoned sail­or was still ly­ing on the deck; he thought it likely, if he were to put on the dead man’s clothes and ap­pear sud­denly in the midst of those su­per­sti­tious sail­ors, that their ter­ror would place them at the mercy of Dirk Peters. It was still dark when the half-breed went softly to­wards the ship’s stern, and, ex­ert­ing his prodi­gious strength to the ut­most, threw him­self upon the man at the wheel and flung him over the poop.

			Au­gus­tus Barn­ard and Ar­thur Pym joined him in­stantly, each armed with a be­lay­ing-pin. Leav­ing Dirk Peters in the place of the steers­man, Ar­thur Pym, so dis­guised as to present the ap­pear­ance of the dead man, and his com­rade, pos­ted them­selves close to the head of the fore­castle gang­way. The mate, the ship’s cook, all the oth­ers were there, some sleep­ing, the oth­ers drink­ing or talk­ing; guns and pis­tols were with­in reach of their hands.

			The tem­pest raged furi­ously; it was im­possible to stand on the deck.

			At that mo­ment the mate gave the or­der for Au­gus­tus Barn­ard and Dirk Peters to be brought to the fore­castle. This or­der was trans­mit­ted to the man at the helm, no oth­er than Dirk Peters, who went down, ac­com­pan­ied by Au­gus­tus Barn­ard, and al­most sim­ul­tan­eously Ar­thur Pym made his ap­pear­ance.

			The ef­fect of the ap­par­i­tion was prodi­gious. The mate, ter­ri­fied on be­hold­ing the re­sus­cit­ated sail­or, sprang up, beat the air with his hands, and fell down dead. Then Dirk Peters rushed upon the oth­ers, seconded by Au­gus­tus Barn­ard, Ar­thur Pym, and the dog Ti­ger. In a few mo­ments all were strangled or knocked on the head save Richard Park­er, the sail­or, whose life was spared.

			And now, while the tem­pest was in full force, only four men were left to work the brig, which was la­bour­ing ter­ribly with sev­en feet of wa­ter in her hold. They had to cut down the main­mast, and, when morn­ing came, the mizzen. That day was truly aw­ful, the night was more aw­ful still! If Dirk Peters and his com­pan­ions had not lashed them­selves se­curely to the re­mains of the rig­ging, they must have been car­ried away by a tre­mend­ous sea, which drove in the hatches of the Gram­pus.

			Then fol­lows in the ro­mance a minute re­cord of the series of in­cid­ents en­su­ing upon this situ­ation, from the 14th of Ju­ly to the 7th of Au­gust; the fish­ing for victu­als in the sub­merged hold, the com­ing of a mys­ter­i­ous brig laden with corpses, which poisoned the at­mo­sphere and passed on like a huge coffin, the sport of a wind of death; the tor­ments of hun­ger and thirst; the im­possib­il­ity of reach­ing the pro­vi­sion store; the draw­ing of lots by straws—the shortest gave Richard Park­er to be sac­ri­ficed for the life of the oth­er three—the death of that un­happy man, who was killed by Dirk Peters and de­voured; lastly, the find­ing in the hold of a jar of olives and a small turtle.

			Ow­ing to the dis­place­ment of her cargo the Gram­pus rolled and pitched more and more. The fright­ful heat caused the tor­ture of thirst to reach the ex­treme lim­it of hu­man en­dur­ance, and on the 1st of Au­gust, Au­gus­tus Barn­ard died. On the 3rd, the brig foundered in the night, and Ar­thur Pym and the half-breed, crouch­ing upon the up­turned keel, were re­duced to feed upon the barnacles with which the bot­tom was covered, in the midst of a crowd of wait­ing, watch­ing sharks. Fi­nally, after the ship­wrecked mar­iners of the Gram­pus had drif­ted no less than twenty-five de­grees to­wards the south, they were picked up by the schoon­er Jane, of Liv­er­pool, Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy.

			Evid­ently, reas­on is not out­raged by an ad­mis­sion of the real­ity of these facts, al­though the situ­ations are strained to the ut­most lim­its of pos­sib­il­ity; but that does not sur­prise us, for the writer is the Amer­ic­an ma­gi­cian-poet, Edgar Poe. But from this mo­ment on­wards we shall see that no semb­lance of real­ity ex­ists in the suc­ces­sion of in­cid­ents.

			Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters were well treated on board the Eng­lish schoon­er Jane. In a fort­night, hav­ing re­covered from the ef­fects of their suf­fer­ings, they re­membered them no more. With al­tern­a­tions of fine and bad weath­er the Jane sighted Prince Ed­ward’s Is­land on the 13th of Oc­to­ber, then the Croz­et Is­lands, and af­ter­wards the Kerguelens, which I had left el­ev­en days ago.

			Three weeks were em­ployed in chas­ing sea-calves; these fur­nished the Jane with a goodly cargo. It was dur­ing this time that the cap­tain of the Jane bur­ied the bottle in which his name­sake of the Hal­brane claimed to have found a let­ter con­tain­ing Wil­li­am Guy’s an­nounce­ment of his in­ten­tion to vis­it the aus­tral seas.

			On the 12th of Novem­ber, the schoon­er left the Kerguelens, and after a brief stay at Tristan d’Acunha she sailed to re­con­noitre the Au­ror­as in 35° 15′ of south lat­it­ude, and 37° 38′ of west lon­git­ude. But these is­lands were not to be found, and she did not find them.

			On the 12th of Decem­ber the Jane headed to­wards the Ant­arc­tic pole. On the 26th, the first ice­bergs came in sight bey­ond the sev­enty-third de­gree.

			From the 1st to the 14th of Janu­ary, 1828, the move­ments were dif­fi­cult, the po­lar circle was passed in the midst of ice-floes, the ice­bergs’ point was doubled and the ship sailed on the sur­face of an open sea—the fam­ous open sea where the tem­per­at­ure is 47° Fahren­heit, and the wa­ter is 34°.

			Edgar Poe, every­one will al­low, gives free rein to his fancy at this point. No nav­ig­at­or had ever reached lat­it­udes so high—not even James Wed­dell of the Brit­ish Navy, who did not get bey­ond the sev­enty-fourth par­al­lel in 1822. But the achieve­ment of the Jane, al­though dif­fi­cult of be­lief, is tri­fling in com­par­is­on with the suc­ceed­ing in­cid­ents which Ar­thur Pym, or rather Edgar Poe, relates with simple earn­est­ness. In fact he en­ter­tained no doubt of reach­ing the pole it­self.

			In the first place, not a single ice­berg is to be seen on this fant­ast­ic sea. In­nu­mer­able flocks of birds skim its sur­face, among them is a pel­ic­an which is shot. On a float­ing piece of ice is a bear of the Arc­tic spe­cies and of gi­gant­ic size. At last land is sig­nalled. It is an is­land of a league in cir­cum­fer­ence, to which the name of Ben­net Is­let was giv­en, in hon­our of the cap­tain’s part­ner in the own­er­ship of the Jane.

			Nat­ur­ally, in pro­por­tion as the schoon­er sailed south­wards the vari­ation of the com­pass be­came less, while the tem­per­at­ure be­came milder, with a sky al­ways clear and a uni­form north­erly breeze. Need­less to add that in that lat­it­ude and in the month of Janu­ary there was no dark­ness.

			The Jane pur­sued her ad­ven­tur­ous course, un­til, on the 18th of Janu­ary, land was sighted in lat­it­ude 83° 20′ and lon­git­ude 43° 5′.

			This proved to be an is­land be­long­ing to a nu­mer­ous group scattered about in a west­erly dir­ec­tion.

			The schoon­er ap­proached and anchored off the shore. Arms were placed in the boats, and Ar­thur Pym got in­to one of the lat­ter with Dirk Peters. The men rowed shore­wards, but were stopped by four ca­noes car­ry­ing armed men, “new men” the nar­rat­ive calls them. These men showed no hos­tile in­ten­tions, but cried out con­tinu­ously “anamoo” and “lamalama.” When the ca­noes were along­side the schoon­er, the chief, Too-Wit, was per­mit­ted to go on board with twenty of his com­pan­ions. There was pro­found as­ton­ish­ment on their part then, for they took the ship for a liv­ing creature, and lav­ished caresses on the rig­ging, the masts, and the bul­warks. Steered between the reefs by these nat­ives, she crossed a bay with a bot­tom of black sand, and cast an­chor with­in a mile of the beach. Then Wil­li­am Guy, leav­ing the host­ages on board, stepped ashore amid the rocks.

			If Ar­thur Pym is to be be­lieved, this was Tsalal Is­land! Its trees re­sembled none of the spe­cies in any oth­er zone of our plan­et. The com­pos­i­tion of the rocks re­vealed a strat­i­fic­a­tion un­known to mod­ern min­er­alo­gists. Over the bed of the streams ran a li­quid sub­stance without any ap­pear­ance of limp­id­ity, streaked with dis­tinct veins, which did not re­unite by im­me­di­ate co­he­sion when they were par­ted by the blade of a knife!

			Klock-Klock, which we are ob­liged to de­scribe as the chief “town” of the is­land, con­sisted of wretched huts en­tirely formed of black skins; it pos­sessed do­mest­ic an­im­als re­sem­bling the com­mon pig, a sort of sheep with a black fleece, twenty kinds of fowls, tame al­batross, ducks, and large turtles in great num­bers.

			On ar­riv­ing at Klock-Klock, Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions found a pop­u­la­tion—which Ar­thur Pym es­tim­ated at ten thou­sand souls, men, wo­men, and chil­dren—if not to be feared, at least to be kept at a dis­tance, so noisy and demon­strat­ive were they. Fi­nally, after a long halt at the hut of Too-Wit, the strangers re­turned to the shore, where the “bêche-de-mer”—the fa­vour­ite food of the Chinese—would provide enorm­ous car­goes; for the suc­cu­lent mol­lusk is more abund­ant there than in any oth­er part of the aus­tral re­gions.

			Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy im­me­di­ately en­deav­oured to come to an un­der­stand­ing with Too-Wit on this mat­ter, re­quest­ing him to au­thor­ize the con­struc­tion of sheds in which some of the men of the Jane might pre­pare the bêche-de-mer, while the schoon­er should hold on her course to­wards the Pole. Too-Wit ac­cep­ted this pro­pos­al will­ingly, and made a bar­gain by which the nat­ives were to give their la­bour in the gath­er­ing-in of the pre­cious mol­lusk.

			At the end of a month, the sheds be­ing fin­ished, three men were told off to re­main at Tsalal. The nat­ives had not giv­en the strangers cause to en­ter­tain the slight­est sus­pi­cion of them. Be­fore leav­ing the place, Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy wished to re­turn once more to the vil­lage of Klock-Klock, hav­ing, from prudent motives, left six men on board, the guns charged, the bul­wark net­tings in their place, the an­chor hanging at the fore­peak—in a word, all in read­i­ness to op­pose an ap­proach of the nat­ives. Too-Wit, es­cor­ted by a hun­dred war­ri­ors, came out to meet the vis­it­ors. Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy and his men, al­though the place was pro­pi­tious to an am­bus­cade, walked in close or­der, each press­ing upon the oth­er. On the right, a little in ad­vance, were Ar­thur Pym, Dirk Peters, and a sail­or named Al­len. Hav­ing reached a spot where a fis­sure tra­versed the hill­side, Ar­thur Pym turned in­to it in or­der to gath­er some hazel nuts which hung in clusters upon stun­ted bushes. Hav­ing done this, he was re­turn­ing to the path, when he per­ceived that Al­len and the half-breed had ac­com­pan­ied him. They were all three ap­proach­ing the mouth of the fis­sure, when they were thrown down by a sud­den and vi­ol­ent shock. At the same mo­ment the crum­bling masses of the hill slid down upon them and they in­stantly con­cluded that they were doomed to be bur­ied alive.

			Alive—all three? No! Al­len had been so deeply covered by the slid­ing soil that he was already smothered, but Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters con­trived to drag them­selves on their knees, and open­ing a way with their bowie knives, to a pro­ject­ing mass of harder clay, which had res­isted the move­ment from above, and from thence they climbed to a nat­ur­al plat­form at the ex­tremity of a wooded rav­ine. Above them they could see the blue sky-roof, and from their po­s­i­tion were en­abled to sur­vey the sur­round­ing coun­try.

			An ar­ti­fi­cial land­slip, cun­ningly con­trived by the nat­ives, had taken place. Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy and his twenty-eight com­pan­ions had dis­ap­peared; they were crushed be­neath more than a mil­lion tons of earth and stones.

			The plain was swarm­ing with nat­ives who had come, no doubt, from the neigh­bour­ing is­lets, at­trac­ted by the pro­spect of pil­la­ging the Jane. Sev­enty boats were be­ing paddled to­wards the ship. The six men on board fired on them, but their aim was un­cer­tain in the first vol­ley; a second, in which mit­raille and grooved bul­lets were used, pro­duced ter­rible ef­fect. Nev­er­the­less, the Jane be­ing boarded by the swarm­ing is­landers, her de­fend­ers were mas­sacred, and she was set on fire.

			Fi­nally a ter­rif­ic ex­plo­sion took place—the fire had reached the powder store—killing a thou­sand nat­ives and mu­til­at­ing as many more, while the oth­ers fled, ut­ter­ing the cry of tékéli-li! tékéli-li!

			Dur­ing the fol­low­ing week, Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters, liv­ing on nuts and bit­terns’ flesh, es­caped dis­cov­ery by the nat­ives, who did not sus­pect their pres­ence. They found them­selves at the bot­tom of a sort of dark abyss in­clud­ing sev­er­al planes, but without is­sue, hol­lowed out from the hill­side, and of great ex­tent. The two men could not live in the midst of these suc­cess­ive abysses, and after sev­er­al at­tempts they let them­selves slide on one of the slopes of the hill. In­stantly, six sav­ages rushed upon them; but, thanks to their pis­tols, and the ex­traordin­ary strength of the half-breed, four of the as­sail­ants were killed. The fifth was dragged away by the fu­git­ives, who reached a boat which had been pulled up on the beach and was laden with three huge turtles. A score of nat­ives pur­sued and vainly tried to stop them; the former were driv­en off, and the boat was launched suc­cess­fully and steered for the south.

			Ar­thur Pym was then nav­ig­at­ing bey­ond the eighty-fourth de­gree of south lat­it­ude. It was the be­gin­ning of March, that is to say, the ant­arc­tic winter was ap­proach­ing. Five or six is­lands, which it was prudent to avoid, were vis­ible to­wards the west. Ar­thur Pym’s opin­ion was that the tem­per­at­ure would be­come more mild by de­grees as they ap­proached the pole. They tied to­geth­er two white shirts which they had been wear­ing, and hois­ted them to do duty as a sail. At sight of these shirts the nat­ive, who answered to the name of Nu-Nu, was ter­ri­fied. For eight days this strange voy­age con­tin­ued, fa­voured by a mild wind from the north, in per­man­ent day­light, on a sea without a frag­ment of ice, in­deed, ow­ing to the high and even tem­per­at­ure of the wa­ter, no ice had been seen since the par­al­lel of Ben­net Is­land.

			Then it was that Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters entered upon a re­gion of nov­elty and won­der. Above the ho­ri­zon line rose a broad bar of light grey va­pour, striped with long lu­min­ous rays, such as are pro­jec­ted by the po­lar au­rora. A very strong cur­rent came to the aid of the breeze. The boat sailed rap­idly upon a li­quid sur­face of milky as­pect, ex­ceed­ingly hot, and ap­par­ently agit­ated from be­neath. A fine white ash-dust began to fall, and this in­creased the ter­ror of Nu-Nu, whose lips trembled over his two rows of black ivory.

			On the 9th of March this rain of ashes fell in re­doubled volume, and the tem­per­at­ure of the wa­ter rose so high that the hand could no longer bear it. The im­mense cur­tain of va­pour, spread over the dis­tant peri­met­er of the south­ern ho­ri­zon re­sembled a bound­less catar­act fall­ing noise­lessly from the height of some huge ram­part lost in the height of the heav­ens.

			Twelve days later, it was dark­ness that hung over these wa­ters, dark­ness fur­rowed by lu­min­ous streaks dart­ing from the milky depths of the Ant­arc­tic Ocean, while the in­cess­ant shower of ash-dust fell and melted in its wa­ters.

			The boat ap­proached the catar­act with an im­petu­ous ve­lo­city whose cause is not ex­plained in the nar­rat­ive of Ar­thur Pym. In the midst of this fright­ful dark­ness a flock of gi­gant­ic birds, of liv­id white plumage, swept by, ut­ter­ing their etern­al tékéli-li, and then the sav­age, in the su­preme throes of ter­ror, gave up the ghost.

			Sud­denly, in a mad whirl of speed, the boat rushed in­to the grasp of the catar­act, where a vast gulf seemed ready to swal­low it up. But be­fore the mouth of this gulf there stood a veiled hu­man fig­ure, of great­er size than any in­hab­it­ant of this earth, and the col­our of the man’s skin was the per­fect white­ness of snow.

			Such is the strange ro­mance con­ceived by the more than hu­man geni­us of the greatest poet of the New World.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				An Ocean Waif

			
			The nav­ig­a­tion of the Hal­brane went on pros­per­ously with the help of the sea and the wind. In fif­teen days, if this state of things las­ted, she might reach Tristan d’Acunha. Cap­tain Len Guy left the work­ing of the ship to James West, and well might he do so; there was noth­ing to fear with such a sea­man as he.

			“Our lieu­ten­ant has not his match afloat,” said Hur­liguerly to me one day. “He ought to be in com­mand of a flag­ship.”

			“In­deed,” I replied, “he seems to be a true son of the sea.”

			“And then, our Hal­brane, what a craft! Con­grat­u­late your­self, Mr. Je­or­ling, and con­grat­u­late your­self also that I suc­ceeded in bring­ing the cap­tain to change his mind about you.”

			“If it was you who ob­tained that res­ult, boat­swain, I thank you heart­ily.”

			“And so you ought, for he was plaguily against it, was our cap­tain, in spite of all old man Atkins could say. But I man­aged to make him hear reas­on.”

			“I shan’t for­get it, boat­swain, I shan’t for­get it, since, thanks to your in­ter­ven­tion, in­stead of mop­ing at Kerguelen. I hope shortly to get with­in sight of Tristan d’Acunha.”

			“In a few days, Mr. Je­or­ling. Only think, sir, ac­cord­ing to what I hear tell, they are mak­ing ships in Eng­land and Amer­ica with ma­chines in their in­sides, and wheels which they use as a duck uses its paddles. All right, we shall know what’s the good of them when they come in­to use. My no­tion is, how­ever, that those ships will nev­er be able to fight with a fine frig­ate sail­ing with a fresh breeze.”

			

			It was the 3rd of Septem­ber. If noth­ing oc­curred to delay us, our schoon­er would be in sight of port in three days. The chief is­land of the group is vis­ible on clear days at a great dis­tance.

			That day, between ten and el­ev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, I was walk­ing back­wards and for­wards on the deck, on the wind­ward side. We were slid­ing smoothly over the sur­face of an un­du­lat­ing sea. The Hal­brane re­sembled an enorm­ous bird, one of the gi­gant­ic al­batross kind de­scribed by Ar­thur Pym—which had spread its sail-like wings, and was car­ry­ing a whole ship’s crew to­wards space.

			James West was look­ing out through his glasses to star­board at an ob­ject float­ing two or three miles away, and sev­er­al sail­ors, hanging over the side, were also curi­ously ob­serving it.

			I went for­ward and looked at­tent­ively at the ob­ject. It was an ir­reg­u­larly formed mass about twelve yards in length, and in the middle of it there ap­peared a shin­ing lump.

			“That is no whale,” said Mar­tin Holt, the sail­ing-mas­ter. “It would have blown once or twice since we have been look­ing at it.”

			“Cer­tainly!” as­sen­ted Hardy. “Per­haps it is the car­case of some deser­ted ship.”

			“May the dev­il send it to the bot­tom!” cried Ro­ger. “It would be a bad job to come up against it in the dark; it might send us down be­fore we could know what had happened.”

			“I be­lieve you,” ad­ded Drap, “and these derel­icts are more dan­ger­ous than a rock, for they are now here and again there, and there’s no avoid­ing them.”

			Hur­liguerly came up at this mo­ment and planted his el­bows on the bul­wark, along­side of mine.

			“What do you think of it, boat­swain?” I asked.

			“It is my opin­ion, Mr. Je­or­ling,” replied the boat­swain, “that what we see there is neither a blower nor a wreck, but merely a lump of ice.”

			“Hur­liguerly is right,” said James West; “it is a lump of ice, a piece of an ice­berg which the cur­rents have car­ried hith­er.”

			“What?” said I, “to the forty-fifth par­al­lel?”

			“Yes, sir,” answered West, “that has oc­curred, and the ice some­times gets up as high as the Cape, if we are to take the word of a French nav­ig­at­or, Cap­tain Blos­sev­ille, who met one at this height in 1828.”

			“Then this mass will melt be­fore long,” I ob­served, feel­ing not a little sur­prised that West had hon­oured me by so lengthy a reply.

			“It must in­deed be dis­solved in great part already,” he con­tin­ued, “and what we see is the re­mains of a moun­tain of ice which must have weighed mil­lions of tons.”

			Cap­tain Len Guy now ap­peared, and per­ceiv­ing the group of sail­ors around West, he came for­ward. A few words were ex­changed in a low tone between the cap­tain and the lieu­ten­ant, and the lat­ter passed his glass to the former, who turned it upon the float­ing ob­ject, now at least a mile near­er to us.

			“It is ice,” said he, “and it is lucky that it is dis­solv­ing. The Hal­brane might have come to ser­i­ous grief by col­li­sion with it in the night.”

			I was struck by the fix­ity of his gaze upon the ob­ject, whose nature he had so promptly de­clared: he con­tin­ued to con­tem­plate it for sev­er­al minutes, and I guessed what was passing in the mind of the man un­der the ob­ses­sion of a fixed idea. This frag­ment of ice, torn from the south­ern ice­bergs, came from those wa­ters wherein his thoughts con­tinu­ally ranged. He wanted to see it more near, per­haps at close quar­ters, it might be to take away some bits of it. At an or­der from West the schoon­er was dir­ec­ted to­wards the float­ing mass; presently we were with­in two cables’-length, and I could ex­am­ine it.

			The mound in the cen­ter was melt­ing rap­idly; be­fore the end of the day noth­ing would re­main of the frag­ment of ice which had been car­ried by the cur­rents so high up as the forty-fifth par­al­lel.

			Cap­tain Len Guy gazed at it stead­ily, but he now needed no glass, and presently we all began to dis­tin­guish a second ob­ject which little by little de­tached it­self from the mass, ac­cord­ing as the melt­ing pro­cess went on—a black shape, stretched on the white ice.

			What was our sur­prise, mingled with hor­ror, when we saw first an arm, then a leg, then a trunk, then a head ap­pear, form­ing a hu­man body, not in a state of na­ked­ness, but clothed in dark gar­ments.

			For a mo­ment I even thought that the limbs moved, that the hands were stretched to­wards us.

			The crew uttered a sim­ul­tan­eous cry. No! this body was not mov­ing, but it was slowly slip­ping off the icy sur­face.

			I looked at Cap­tain Len Guy. His face was as liv­id as that of the corpse that had drif­ted down from the far lat­it­udes of the aus­tral zone. What could be done was done to re­cov­er the body of the un­for­tu­nate man, and who can tell wheth­er a faint breath of life did not an­im­ate it even then? In any case his pock­ets might per­haps con­tain some doc­u­ment that would en­able his iden­tity to be es­tab­lished. Then, ac­com­pan­ied by a last pray­er, those hu­man re­mains should be com­mit­ted to the depths of the ocean, the cemetery of sail­ors who die at sea.

			A boat was let down. I fol­lowed it with my eyes as it neared the side of the ice frag­ment eaten by the waves.

			Hur­liguerly set foot upon a spot which still offered some res­ist­ance. Gra­tian got out after him, while Fran­cis kept the boat fast by the chain. The two crept along the ice un­til they reached the corpse, then drew it to them by the arms and legs and so got it in­to the boat. A few strokes of the oars and the boat­swain had re­joined the schoon­er. The corpse, com­pletely frozen, hav­ing been laid at the foot of the mizzen mast, Cap­tain Len Guy ap­proached and ex­amined it long and closely, as though he sought to re­cog­nize it.

			It was the corpse of a sail­or, dressed in coarse stuff, wool­len trousers and a patched jer­sey; a belt en­circled his waist twice. His death had evid­ently oc­curred some months pre­vi­ously, prob­ably very soon after the un­for­tu­nate man had been car­ried away by the drift. He was about forty, with slightly grizzled hair, a mere skel­et­on covered with skin. He must have suffered ag­on­ies of hun­ger.

			Cap­tain Len Guy lif­ted up the hair, which had been pre­served by the cold, raised the head, gazed upon the scaled eye­lids, and fi­nally said with a sort of sob—

			“Pat­ter­son! Pat­ter­son!”

			“Pat­ter­son?” I ex­claimed.

			The name, com­mon as it was, touched some chord in my memory. When had I heard it uttered? Had I read it any­where?

			At this mo­ment, James West, on a hint from the boat­swain, searched the pock­ets of the dead man, and took out of them a knife, some string, an empty to­bacco box, and lastly a leath­er pock­et­book fur­nished with a metal­lic pen­cil.

			“Give me that,” said the cap­tain. Some of the leaves were covered with writ­ing, al­most en­tirely ef­faced by the damp. He found, how­ever, some words on the last page which were still legible, and my emo­tion may be ima­gined when I heard him read aloud in a trem­bling voice: “The Jane … Tsalal is­land … by eighty-three … There … el­ev­en years … Cap­tain … five sail­ors sur­viv­ing … Hasten to bring them aid.”

			And un­der these lines was a name, a sig­na­ture, the name of Pat­ter­son!

			Then I re­membered! Pat­ter­son was the second of­ficer of the Jane, the mate of that schoon­er which had picked up Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters on the wreck of the Gram­pus, the Jane hav­ing reached Tsalal Is­land; the Jane which was at­tacked by nat­ives and blown up in the midst of those wa­ters.

			So then it was all true? Edgar Poe’s work was that of an his­tor­i­an, not a writer of ro­mance? Ar­thur Gor­don Pym’s journ­al had ac­tu­ally been con­fided to him! Dir­ect re­la­tions had been es­tab­lished between them! Ar­thur Pym ex­is­ted, or rather he had ex­is­ted, he was a real be­ing! And he had died, by a sud­den and de­plor­able death un­der cir­cum­stances not re­vealed be­fore he had com­pleted the nar­rat­ive of his ex­traordin­ary voy­age. And what par­al­lel had he reached on leav­ing Tsalal Is­land with his com­pan­ion, Dirk Peters, and how had both of them been re­stored to their nat­ive land, Amer­ica?

			I thought my head was turn­ing, that I was go­ing mad—I who ac­cused Cap­tain Guy of be­ing in­sane! No! I had not heard aright! I had mis­un­der­stood! This was a mere phantom of my fancy!

			And yet, how was I to re­ject the evid­ence found on the body of the mate of the Jane, that Pat­ter­son whose words were sup­por­ted by as­cer­tained dates? And above all, how could I re­tain a doubt, after James West, who was the most self-pos­sessed among us, had suc­ceeded in de­ci­pher­ing the fol­low­ing frag­ments of sen­tences:—

			“Drift­ing since the 3rd of June north of Tsalal Is­land … Still there … Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy and five of the men of the Jane—the piece of ice I am on is drift­ing across the ice­berg … food will soon fail me … Since the 13th of June … my last re­sources ex­hausted … today … 16th of June … I am go­ing to die.”

			So then for nearly three months Pat­ter­son’s body had lain on the sur­face of this ice-waif which we had met on our way from the Kerguelens to Tristan d’Acunha! Ah! why had we not saved the mate of the Jane!

			I had to yield to evid­ence. Cap­tain Len Guy, who knew Pat­ter­son, had re­cog­nized him in this frozen corpse! It was in­deed he who ac­com­pan­ied the cap­tain of the Jane when he had in­terred that bottle, con­tain­ing the let­ter which I had re­fused to be­lieve au­then­t­ic, at the Kerguelens. Yes! for el­ev­en years, the sur­viv­ors of the Eng­lish schoon­er had been cast away there without any hope of suc­cour.

			Len Guy turned to me and said, “Do you be­lieve—now?”

			“I be­lieve,” said I, fal­ter­ingly; “but Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy of the Jane, and Cap­tain Len Guy of the Hal­brane—”

			“Are broth­ers!” he cried in a loud voice, which was heard by all the crew.

			Then we turned our eyes once more to the place where the lump of ice had been float­ing; but the double in­flu­ence of the sol­ar rays and the wa­ters in this lat­it­ude had pro­duced its ef­fect, no trace of the dead man’s last refuge re­mained on the sur­face of the sea.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Tristan d’Acunha

			
			Four days later, the Hal­brane neared that curi­ous is­land of Tristan d’Acunha, which may be de­scribed as the big boil­er of the Afric­an seas. By that time I had come to real­ize that the “hal­lu­cin­a­tion” of Cap­tain Len Guy was a truth, and that he and the cap­tain of the Jane (also a real­ity) were con­nec­ted with each oth­er by this ocean waif from the au­then­t­ic ex­ped­i­tion of Ar­thur Pym. My last doubts were bur­ied in the depths of the ocean with the body of Pat­ter­son.

			And now, what was Cap­tain Len Guy go­ing to do? There was not a shad­ow of doubt on that point. He would take the Hal­brane to Tsalal Is­land, as marked upon Pat­ter­son’s note­book. His lieu­ten­ant, James West, would go whith­er­so­ever he was ordered to go; his crew would not hes­it­ate to fol­low him, and would not be stopped by any fear of passing the lim­its as­signed to hu­man power, for the soul of their cap­tain and the strength of their lieu­ten­ant would be in them.

			This, then, was the reas­on why Cap­tain Len Guy re­fused to take pas­sen­gers on board his ship, and why he had told me that his routes nev­er were cer­tain; he was al­ways hop­ing that an op­por­tun­ity for ven­tur­ing in­to the sea of ice might arise. Who could tell in­deed, wheth­er he would not have sailed for the south at once without put­ting in at Tristan d’Acunha, if he had not wanted wa­ter? After what I had said be­fore I went on board the Hal­brane, I should have had no right to in­sist on his pro­ceed­ing to the is­land for the sole pur­pose of put­ting me ashore. But a sup­ply of wa­ter was in­dis­pens­able, and be­sides, it might be pos­sible there to put the schoon­er in a con­di­tion to con­tend with the ice­bergs and gain the open sea—since open it was bey­ond the eighty-second par­al­lel—in fact to at­tempt what Lieu­ten­ant Wilkes of the Amer­ic­an Navy was then at­tempt­ing.

			The nav­ig­at­ors knew at this peri­od, that from the middle of Novem­ber to the be­gin­ning of March was the lim­it dur­ing which some suc­cess might be looked for. The tem­per­at­ure is more bear­able then, storms are less fre­quent, the ice­bergs break loose from the mass, the ice wall has holes in it, and per­petu­al day reigns in that dis­tant re­gion.

			Tristan d’Acunha lies to the south of the zone of the reg­u­lar south­w­est winds. Its cli­mate is mild and moist. The pre­vail­ing winds are west and north­w­est, and, dur­ing the winter—Au­gust and Septem­ber—south. The is­land was in­hab­ited, from 1811, by Amer­ic­an whale fish­ers. After them, Eng­lish sol­diers were in­stalled there to watch the St. Helena seas, and these re­mained un­til after the death of Na­po­leon, in 1821. Sev­er­al years later the group of is­lands pop­u­lated by Amer­ic­ans and Dutch­men from the Cape ac­know­ledged the su­zer­ainty of Great Bri­tain, but this was not so in 1839. My per­son­al ob­ser­va­tion at that date con­vinced me that the pos­ses­sion of Tristan d’Acunha was not worth dis­put­ing. In the six­teenth cen­tury the is­lands were called the Land of Life.

			On the 5th of Septem­ber, in the morn­ing, the tower­ing vol­cano of the chief is­land was sig­nalled; a huge snow-covered mass, whose crater formed the basin of a small lake. Next day, on our ap­proach, we could dis­tin­guish a vast heaped-up lava field. At this dis­tance the sur­face of the wa­ter was striped with gi­gant­ic sea­weeds, ve­get­able ropes, vary­ing in length from six hun­dred to twelve hun­dred feet, and as thick as a wine bar­rel.

			Here I should men­tion that for three days sub­sequent to the find­ing of the frag­ment of ice, Cap­tain Len Guy came on deck for strictly naut­ic­al pur­poses only, and I had no op­por­tun­it­ies of see­ing him ex­cept at meals, when he main­tained si­lence, that not even James West could have en­ticed him to break. I made no at­tempt to do this, be­ing con­vinced that the hour would come when Len Guy would again speak to me of his broth­er, and of the ef­forts which he in­ten­ded to make to save him and his com­pan­ions. Now, I re­peat, the sea­son be­ing con­sidered, that hour had not come, when the schoon­er cast an­chor on the 6th of Septem­ber at An­sied­ling, in Fal­mouth Bay, pre­cisely in the place in­dic­ated in Ar­thur Pym’s nar­rat­ive as the moor­ings of the Jane.

			At the peri­od of the ar­rival of the Jane, an ex-cor­por­al of the Eng­lish ar­til­lery, named Glass, reigned over a little colony of twenty-six in­di­vidu­als, who traded with the Cape, and whose only ves­sel was a small schoon­er. At our ar­rival this Glass had more than fifty sub­jects, and was, as Ar­thur Pym re­marked, quite in­de­pend­ent of the Brit­ish Gov­ern­ment. Re­la­tions with the ex-cor­por­al were es­tab­lished on the ar­rival of the Hal­brane, and he proved very friendly and ob­li­ging. West, to whom the cap­tain left the busi­ness of re­filling the wa­ter tanks and tak­ing in sup­plies of fresh meat and ve­get­ables, had every reas­on to be sat­is­fied with Glass, who, no doubt, ex­pec­ted to be paid, and was paid, hand­somely.

			The day after our ar­rival I met ex-cor­por­al Glass, a vig­or­ous, well-pre­served man, whose sixty years had not im­paired his in­tel­li­gent vi­va­city. In­de­pend­ently of his trade with the Cape and the Falk­lands, he did an im­port­ant busi­ness in seal-skins and the oil of mar­ine an­im­als, and his af­fairs were pros­per­ous. As he ap­peared very will­ing to talk, I entered briskly in­to con­ver­sa­tion with this self-ap­poin­ted Gov­ernor of a con­ten­ted little colony, by ask­ing him—

			“Do many ships put in to Tristan d’Acunha?”

			“As many as we re­quire,” he replied, rub­bing his hands to­geth­er be­hind his back, ac­cord­ing to his in­vari­able cus­tom.

			“In the fine sea­son?”

			“Yes, in the fine sea­son, if in­deed we can be said to have any oth­er in these lat­it­udes.”

			“I con­grat­u­late you, Mr. Glass. But it is to be re­gret­ted that Tristan d’Acunha has not a single port. If you pos­sessed a land­ing-stage, now?”

			“For what pur­pose, sir, when nature has provided us with such a bay as this, where there is shel­ter from gales, and it is easy to lie snug right up against the rocks? No, Tristan has no port, and Tristan can do without one.”

			Why should I have con­tra­dicted this good man? He was proud of his is­land, just as the Prince of Monaco is justly proud of his tiny prin­cip­al­ity.

			I did not per­sist, and we talked of vari­ous things. He offered to ar­range for me an ex­cur­sion to the depths of the thick forests, which clothed the vol­cano up to the middle of the cent­ral cove.

			I thanked him, but de­clined his of­fer, pre­fer­ring to em­ploy my leis­ure on land in some min­er­alo­gic­al stud­ies. Be­sides, the Hal­brane was to set sail so soon as she had taken in her pro­vi­sions.

			“Your cap­tain is in a re­mark­able hurry!” said Gov­ernor Glass.

			“You think so?”

			“He is in such haste that his lieu­ten­ant does not even talk of buy­ing skins or oil from me.”

			“We re­quire only fresh victu­als and fresh wa­ter, Mr. Glass.”

			“Very well,” replied the Gov­ernor, who was rather an­noyed, “what the Hal­brane will not take oth­er ves­sels will.”

			Then he re­sumed—

			“And where is your schoon­er bound for on leav­ing us?”

			“For the Falk­lands, no doubt, where she can be re­paired.”

			“You, sir, are only a pas­sen­ger, I sup­pose?”

			“As you say, Mr. Glass, and I had even in­ten­ded to re­main at Tristan d’Acunha for some weeks. But I have had to re­lin­quish that pro­ject.”

			“I am sorry to hear it, sir. We should have been happy to of­fer you hos­pit­al­ity while await­ing the ar­rival of an­oth­er ship.”

			“Such hos­pit­al­ity would have been most valu­able to me,” I replied, “but un­for­tu­nately I can­not avail my­self of it.”

			In fact, I had fi­nally re­solved not to quit the schoon­er, but to em­bark for Amer­ica from the Falk­land Isles without much delay. I felt sure that Cap­tain Len Guy would not re­fuse to take me to the is­lands. I in­formed Mr. Glass of my in­ten­tion, and he re­marked, still in a tone of an­noy­ance—

			“As for your cap­tain, I have not even seen the col­our of his hair.”

			“I don’t think he has any in­ten­tion of com­ing ashore.”

			“Is he ill?”

			“Not to my know­ledge. But it does not con­cern you, since he has sent his lieu­ten­ant to rep­res­ent him.”

			“Oh, he’s a cheer­ful per­son! One may ex­tract two words from him oc­ca­sion­ally. For­tu­nately, it is easi­er to get coin out of his pock­et than speech out of his lips.”

			“That’s the im­port­ant thing, Mr. Glass.”

			“You are right, sir—Mr. Je­or­ling, of Con­necti­c­ut, I be­lieve?”

			I as­sen­ted.

			“So! I know your name, while I have yet to learn that of the cap­tain of the Hal­brane.”

			“His name is Guy—Len Guy.”

			“An Eng­lish­man?”

			“Yes—an Eng­lish­man.”

			“He might have taken the trouble to pay a vis­it to a coun­try­man of his, Mr. Je­or­ling! But stay! I had some deal­ings formerly with a cap­tain of that name. Guy, Guy—”

			“Wil­li­am Guy?” I asked, quickly.

			“Pre­cisely. Wil­li­am Guy.”

			“Who com­manded the Jane?”

			“The Jane? Yes. The same man.”

			“An Eng­lish schoon­er which put in at Tristan d’Acunha el­ev­en years ago?”

			“El­ev­en years, Mr. Je­or­ling. I had been settled in the is­land where Cap­tain Jef­frey, of the Ber­wick, of Lon­don, found me in the year 1824, for full sev­en years. I per­fectly re­call this Wil­li­am Guy, as if he were be­fore me. He was a fine, open­hearted fel­low, and I sold him a cargo of seal-skins. He had the air of a gen­tle­man, rather proud, but good-natured.”

			“And the Jane!”

			“I can see her now at her moor­ings in the same place as the Hal­brane. She was a hand­some ves­sel of one hun­dred and eighty tons, very slender for’ar­ds. She be­longed to the port of Liv­er­pool.”

			“Yes; that is true, all that is true.”

			“And is the Jane still afloat, Mr. Je­or­ling?”

			“No, Mr. Glass.”

			“Was she lost?”

			“The fact is only too true, and the great­er part of her crew with her.”

			“Will you tell me how this happened?”

			“Will­ingly. On leav­ing Tristan d’Acunha the Jane headed for the bear­ings of the Au­rora and oth­er is­lands, which Wil­li­am Guy hoped to re­cog­nize from in­form­a­tion—”

			“That came from me,” in­ter­rup­ted the ex-cor­por­al. “And those oth­er is­lands, may I learn wheth­er the Jane dis­covered them?”

			“No, nor the Au­ror­as either, al­though Wil­li­am Guy re­mained sev­er­al weeks in those wa­ters, run­ning from east to west, with a lookout al­ways at the masthead.”

			“He must have lost his bear­ings, Mr. Je­or­ling, for, if sev­er­al whalers, who were well de­serving of cred­it, are to be be­lieved, these is­lands do ex­ist, and it was even pro­posed to give them my name.”

			“That would have been but just,” I replied po­litely. “It will be very vex­a­tious if they are not dis­covered some day,” ad­ded the Gov­ernor, in a tone which in­dic­ated that he was not devoid of van­ity.

			“It was then,” I re­sumed, “that Cap­tain Guy re­solved to carry out a pro­ject he had long cher­ished, and in which he was en­cour­aged by a cer­tain pas­sen­ger who was on board the Jane—”

			“Ar­thur Gor­don Pym,” ex­claimed Glass, “and his com­pan­ion, one Dirk Peters; the two had been picked up at sea by the schoon­er.”

			“You knew them, Mr. Glass?” I asked eagerly.

			“Knew them, Mr. Je­or­ling? I should think I did, in­deed! That Ar­thur Pym was a strange per­son, al­ways want­ing to rush in­to ad­ven­tures—a real rash Amer­ic­an, quite cap­able of start­ing off to the moon! Has he gone there at last?”

			“No, not quite, Mr. Glass, but, dur­ing her voy­age, the schoon­er, it seems, did clear the po­lar circle, and pass the ice-wall. She got farther than any ship had ever done be­fore.”

			“What a won­der­ful feat!”

			“Yes. Un­for­tu­nately, the Jane did not re­turn. Ar­thur Pym and Wil­li­am Guy es­caped the doom of the Jane and the most of her crew. They even got back to Amer­ica, how I do not know. Af­ter­wards Ar­thur Pym died, but un­der what cir­cum­stances I am ig­nor­ant. As for the half-breed, after hav­ing re­tired to Illinois, he went off one day without a word to any­one and no trace of him has been found.”

			“And Wil­li­am Guy?” asked Mr. Glass.

			I re­lated the find­ing of the body of Pat­ter­son, the mate of the Jane, and I ad­ded that everything led to the be­lief that the cap­tain of the Jane and five of his com­pan­ions were still liv­ing on an is­land in the aus­tral re­gions, at less than six de­grees from the Pole.

			“Ah, Mr. Je­or­ling,” cried Glass, “if some day Wil­li­am Guy and his sail­ors might be saved! They seemed to me to be such fine fel­lows.”

			“That is just what the Hal­brane is cer­tainly go­ing to at­tempt, so soon as she is ready, for her cap­tain, Len Guy, is Wil­li­am Guy’s own broth­er.”

			“Is it pos­sible? Well, al­though I do not know Cap­tain Len Guy, I ven­ture to as­sert that the broth­ers do not re­semble each oth­er—at least in their be­ha­viour to the Gov­ernor of Tristan d’Acunha!”

			It was plain that the Gov­ernor was pro­foundly mor­ti­fied, but no doubt he con­soled him­self by the pro­spect of selling his goods at twenty-five per­cent above their value.

			One thing was cer­tain: Cap­tain Len Guy had no in­ten­tion of com­ing ashore. This was the more sin­gu­lar, inas­much as he could not be un­aware that the Jane had put in at Tristan d’Acunha be­fore pro­ceed­ing to the south­ern seas. Surely he might be ex­pec­ted to put him­self in com­mu­nic­a­tion with the last European who had shaken hands with his broth­er!

			Nev­er­the­less, Cap­tain Len Guy re­mained per­sist­ently on board his ship, without even go­ing on deck; and, look­ing through the glass sky­light of his cab­in, I saw him per­petu­ally stoop­ing over the table, which was covered with open books and out­spread charts. No doubt the charts were those of the aus­tral lat­it­udes, and the books were nar­rat­ives of the pre­curs­ors of the Jane in those mys­ter­i­ous re­gions of the south.

			On the table lay also a volume which had been read and re­read a hun­dred times. Most of its pages were dogs’-eared and their mar­gins were filled with pen­cilled notes. And on the cov­er shone the title in brightly gil­ded let­ters:

			
				The Ad­ven­tures of Ar­thur Gor­don Pym.

			

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Bound for the Falk­lands

			
			On the 8th of Septem­ber, in the even­ing, I had taken leave of His Ex­cel­lency the Gov­ernor-Gen­er­al of the Ar­chipelago of Tristan d’Acunha—for such is the of­fi­cial title be­stowed upon him­self by that ex­cel­lent fel­low, Glass, ex-cor­por­al of ar­til­lery in the Brit­ish Army. On the fol­low­ing day, be­fore dawn, the Hal­brane sailed.

			After we had roun­ded Her­ald Point, the few houses of An­sied­lung dis­ap­peared be­hind the ex­tremity of Fal­mouth Bay. A fine breeze from the east car­ried us along gaily.

			Dur­ing the morn­ing we left be­hind us in suc­ces­sion Ele­phant Bay, Hardy Rock, West Point, Cot­ton Bay, and Daly’s Promon­tory; but it took the en­tire day to lose sight of the vol­cano of Tristan d’Acunha, which is eight thou­sand feet high; its snow-clad bulk was at last veiled by the shades of even­ing.

			Dur­ing that week our voy­age pro­ceeded un­der the most fa­vour­able con­di­tions; if these were main­tained, the end of the month of Septem­ber ought to bring us with­in sight of the first peaks of the Falk­land Group; and so, very sens­ibly to­wards the south; the schoon­er hav­ing des­cen­ded from the thirty-eighth par­al­lel to the fifty-fifth de­gree of lat­it­ude.

			The most dar­ing, or, per­haps I ought to say, the most lucky of those dis­cover­ers who had pre­ceded the Hal­brane, un­der the com­mand of Cap­tain Len Guy, in the Ant­arc­tic seas, had not gone bey­ond—Kemp, the sixty-sixth par­al­lel; Ballerry, the sixty-sev­enth; Bis­coe, the sixty-eighth; Belling­hausen and Mor­rell, the sev­en­ti­eth; Cook, the sev­enty-first; Wed­dell, the sev­enty-fourth. And it was bey­ond the eighty-third, nearly five hun­dred and fifty miles farther, that we must go to the suc­cour of the sur­viv­ors of the Jane!

			I con­fess that for a prac­tic­al man of un­ima­gin­at­ive tem­pera­ment, I felt strangely ex­cited; a nervous rest­less­ness had taken pos­ses­sion of me. I was haunted by the fig­ures of Ar­thur Pym and his com­pan­ions, lost in Ant­arc­tic ice-deserts. I began to feel a de­sire to take part in the pro­posed un­der­tak­ing of Cap­tain Len Guy. I thought about it in­cess­antly. As a fact there was noth­ing to re­call me to Amer­ica. It is true that wheth­er I should get the con­sent of the com­mand­er of the Hal­brane re­mained to be seen; but, after all, why should he re­fuse to keep me as a pas­sen­ger? Would it not be a very “hu­man” sat­is­fac­tion to him to give me ma­ter­i­al proof that he was in the right, by tak­ing me to the very scene of a cata­strophe that I had re­garded as fic­ti­tious, show­ing me the re­mains of the Jane at Tsalal, and land­ing me on that self­same is­land which I had de­clared to be a myth?

			Nev­er­the­less, I re­solved to wait, be­fore I came to any def­in­ite de­term­in­a­tion, un­til an op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to the cap­tain should arise.

			After an in­ter­val of un­fa­vour­able weath­er, dur­ing which the Hal­brane made but slow pro­gress, on the 4th of Oc­to­ber, in the morn­ing, the as­pect of the sky and the sea un­der­went a marked change. The wind be­came calm, the waves abated, and the next day the breeze veered to the north­w­est. This was very fa­vour­able to us, and in ten days, with a con­tinu­ance of such for­tu­nate con­di­tions, we might hope to reach the Falk­lands.

			It was on the 11th that the op­por­tun­ity of an ex­plan­a­tion with Cap­tain Len Guy was presen­ted to me, and by him­self, for he came out of his cab­in, ad­vanced to the side of the ship where I was seated, and took his place at my side.

			Evid­ently he wished to talk to me, and of what, if not the sub­ject which en­tirely ab­sorbed him? He began by say­ing:

			“I have not yet had the pleas­ure of a chat with you, Mr. Je­or­ling, since our de­par­ture from Tristan d’Acunha!”

			“To my re­gret, cap­tain,” I replied, but with re­serve, for I wanted him to make the run­ning.

			“I beg you to ex­cuse me,” he re­sumed, “I have so many things to oc­cupy me and make me anxious. A plan of cam­paign to or­gan­ize, in which noth­ing must be un­fore­seen or un­provided for. I beg you not to be dis­pleased with me—”

			“I am not, I as­sure you.”

			“That is all right, Mr. Je­or­ling; and now that I know you, that I am able to ap­pre­ci­ate you, I con­grat­u­late my­self upon hav­ing you for a pas­sen­ger un­til our ar­rival at the Falk­lands.”

			“I am very grate­ful, cap­tain, for what you have done for me, and I feel en­cour­aged to—”

			The mo­ment seemed pro­pi­tious to my mak­ing my pro­pos­al, when Cap­tain Len Guy in­ter­rup­ted me.

			“Well, Mr. Je­or­ling,” he asked, “are you now con­vinced of the real­ity of the voy­age of the Jane, or do you still re­gard Edgar Poe’s book as a work of pure ima­gin­a­tion?”

			“I do not so re­gard it, cap­tain.”

			“You no longer doubt that Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters have really ex­is­ted, or that my broth­er Wil­li­am Guy and five of his com­pan­ions are liv­ing?”

			“I should be the most in­cred­u­lous of men, cap­tain, to doubt either fact, and my earn­est de­sire is that the fa­vour of Heav­en may at­tend you and se­cure the safety of the ship­wrecked mar­iners of the Jane.”

			“I will do all in my power, Mr. Je­or­ling, and by the bless­ing of God I shall suc­ceed.”

			“I hope so, cap­tain. In­deed, I am cer­tain it will be so, and if you con­sent—”

			“Is it not the case that you talked of this mat­ter with one Glass, an Eng­lish ex-cor­por­al, who sets up to be Gov­ernor of Tristan d’Acunha?” in­quired the cap­tain, without al­low­ing me to fin­ish my sen­tence.

			“That is so,” I replied, “and what I learned from Glass has con­trib­uted not a little to change my doubts in­to cer­tainty.”

			“And he has sat­is­fied you?”

			“Yes. He per­fectly re­mem­bers to have seen the Jane, el­ev­en years ago, when she had put in at Tristan d’Acunha.”

			“The Jane—and my broth­er?”

			“He told me that he had per­son­al deal­ings with Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy.”

			“And he traded with the Jane?”

			“Yes, as he has just been trad­ing with the Hal­brane.”

			“She was moored in this bay?”

			“In the same place as your schoon­er.”

			“And—Ar­thur Pym—Dirk Peters?”

			“He was with them fre­quently.”

			“Did he ask what had be­come of them?”

			“Oh yes, and I in­formed him of the death of Ar­thur Pym, whom he re­garded as a fool­hardy ad­ven­turer, cap­able of any dar­ing folly.”

			“Say a mad­man, and a dan­ger­ous mad­man, Mr. Je­or­ling. Was it not he who led my un­for­tu­nate broth­er in­to that fatal en­ter­prise?”

			“There is, in­deed, reas­on to be­lieve so from his nar­rat­ive.”

			“And nev­er to for­get it!” ad­ded the cap­tain in a tone of agit­a­tion.

			“This man, Glass,” I re­sumed, “also knew Pat­ter­son, the mate of the Jane.”

			“He was a fine, brave, faith­ful fel­low, Mr. Je­or­ling, and de­voted, body and soul, to my broth­er.”

			“As West is to you, cap­tain.”

			“Does Glass know where the ship­wrecked men from the Jane are now?”

			“I told him, cap­tain, and also all that you have re­solved to do to save them.”

			I did not think prop­er to add that Glass had been much sur­prised at Cap­tain Guy’s ab­stain­ing from vis­it­ing him, as, in his ab­surd van­ity, he held the com­mand­er of the Hal­brane bound to do, nor that he did not con­sider the Gov­ernor of Tristan d’Acunha bound to take the ini­ti­at­ive.

			“I wish to ask you, Mr. Je­or­ling, wheth­er you think everything in Ar­thur Pym’s journ­al, which has been pub­lished by Edgar Poe, is ex­actly true?”

			“I think there is some need for doubt,” I answered, “the sin­gu­lar char­ac­ter of the hero of those ad­ven­tures be­ing taken in­to con­sid­er­a­tion—at least con­cern­ing the phe­nom­ena of the is­land of Tsalal. And we know that Ar­thur Pym was mis­taken in as­sert­ing that Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy and sev­er­al of his com­pan­ions per­ished in the land­slip of the hill at Klock-Klock.”

			“Ah! but he does not as­sert this, Mr. Je­or­ling! He says only that, when he and Dirk Peters had reached the open­ing through which they could dis­cern the sur­round­ing coun­try, the seat of the ar­ti­fi­cial earth­quake was re­vealed to them. Now, as the whole face of the hill was rush­ing in­to the rav­ine, the fate of my broth­er and twenty-nine of his men could not be doubt­ful to his mind. He was, most nat­ur­ally, led to be­lieve that Dirk Peters and him­self were the only white men re­main­ing alive on the is­land. He said noth­ing but this—noth­ing more. These were only sup­pos­i­tions—very reas­on­able, are they not?”

			“I ad­mit that, fully, cap­tain.”

			“But now, thanks to Pat­ter­son’s note­book, we are cer­tain that my broth­er and five of his com­pan­ions es­caped from the land­slip con­trived by the nat­ives.”

			“That is quite clear, cap­tain. But, as to what be­came of the sur­viv­ors of the Jane, wheth­er they were taken by the nat­ives of Tsalal and kept in cap­tiv­ity, or re­mained free, Pat­ter­son’s note­book says noth­ing, nor does it re­late un­der what cir­cum­stances he him­self was car­ried far away from them.”

			“All that we shall learn, Mr. Je­or­ling. Yes, we shall know all. The main point is that we are quite sure my broth­er and five of his sail­ors were liv­ing less than four months ago on some part of Tsalal Is­land. There is now no ques­tion of a ro­mance signed ‘Edgar Poe,’ but of a vera­cious nar­rat­ive signed ‘Pat­ter­son.’ ”

			“Cap­tain,” said I, “will you let me be one of your com­pany un­til the end of the cam­paign of the Hal­brane in the Ant­arc­tic seas?”

			Cap­tain Len Guy looked at me with a glance as pen­et­rat­ing as a keen blade. Oth­er­wise he did not ap­pear sur­prised by the pro­pos­al I had made; per­haps he had been ex­pect­ing it—and he uttered only the single word:

			“Will­ingly.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Fit­ting Out the Hal­brane

			
			On the 15th of Oc­to­ber, our schoon­er cast an­chor in Port Egmont, on the north of West Falk­land. The group is com­posed of two is­lands, one the above-named, the oth­er Soledad or East Falk­land. Cap­tain Len Guy gave twelve hours’ leave to the whole crew. The next day the pro­ceed­ings were to be­gin by a care­ful and minute in­spec­tion of the ves­sel’s hull and keel, in view of the con­tem­plated pro­longed nav­ig­a­tion of the Ant­arc­tic seas. That day Cap­tain Len Guy went ashore, to con­fer with the Gov­ernor of the group on the sub­ject of the im­me­di­ate re-victual­ling of the schoon­er. He did not in­tend to make ex­pense a con­sid­er­a­tion, be­cause the whole ad­ven­ture might be wrecked by an un­wise eco­nomy. Be­sides I was ready to aid with my purse, as I told him, and I in­ten­ded that we should be part­ners in the cost of this ex­ped­i­tion.

			James West re­mained on board all day, ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom in the ab­sence of the cap­tain, and was en­gaged un­til even­ing in the in­spec­tion of the hold. I did not wish to go ashore un­til the next day. I should have ample time while we re­mained in port to ex­plore Port Egmont and its sur­round­ings, and to study the geo­logy and min­er­alogy of the is­land. Hur­liguerly re­garded the op­por­tun­ity as highly fa­vour­able for the re­new­al of talk with me, and availed him­self of it ac­cord­ingly. He ac­cos­ted me as fol­lows:

			“Ac­cept my sin­cere com­pli­ments, Mr. Je­or­ling?”

			“And where­fore, boat­swain?”

			“On ac­count of what I have just heard—that you are to come with us to the far end of the Ant­arc­tic seas.”

			“Oh! not so far, I ima­gine, and if it is not a mat­ter of go­ing bey­ond the eighty-fourth par­al­lel—”

			“Who can tell,” replied the boat­swain, “at all events the Hal­brane will make more de­grees of lat­it­ude than any oth­er ship be­fore her.”

			“We shall see.”

			“And does that not alarm you, Mr. Je­or­ling?”

			“Not in the very least.”

			“Nor us, rest as­sured. No, no! You see, Mr. Je­or­ling, our cap­tain is a good one, al­though he is no talk­er. You only need to take him the right way! First he gives you the pas­sage to Tristan d’Acunha that he re­fused you at first, and now he ex­tends it to the pole.”

			“The pole is not the ques­tion, boat­swain.”

			“Ah! it will be reached at last, some day.”

			“The thing has not yet been done. And, be­sides, I don’t take much in­terest in the pole, and have no am­bi­tion to con­quer it. In any case it is only to Tsalal Is­land—”

			“Tsalal Is­land, of course. Nev­er­the­less, you will ac­know­ledge that our cap­tain has been very ac­com­mod­at­ing to you, and—”

			“And there­fore I am much ob­liged to him, boat­swain, and,” I hastened to add, “to you also; since it is to your in­flu­ence I owe my pas­sage.”

			“Very likely.” Hur­liguerly, a good fel­low at bot­tom, as I af­ter­wards learned, dis­cerned a little touch of irony in my tone; but he did not ap­pear to do so; he was re­solved to per­severe in his pat­ron­age of me. And, in­deed, his con­ver­sa­tion could not be oth­er­wise than prof­it­able to me, for he was thor­oughly ac­quain­ted with the Falk­land Is­lands. The res­ult was that on the fol­low­ing day I went ashore ad­equately pre­pared to be­gin my per­quis­i­tions. At that peri­od the Falk­lands were not util­ized as they have been since.

			It was at a later date that Port Stan­ley—de­scribed by Elisée Réclus, the French geo­graph­er, as “ideal”—was dis­covered. Port Stan­ley is sheltered at every point of the com­pass, and could con­tain all the fleets of Great Bri­tain.

			If I had been sail­ing for the last two months with band­aged eyes, and without know­ing whith­er the Hal­brane was bound, and had been asked dur­ing the first few hours at our moor­ings, “Are you in the Falk­land Isles or in Nor­way?” I should have puzzled how to an­swer the ques­tion. For here were coasts form­ing deep creeks, the steep hills with peaked sides, and the coast-ledges faced with grey rock. Even the sea­side cli­mate, ex­empt from great ex­tremes of cold and heat, is com­mon to the two coun­tries. Be­sides, the fre­quent rains of Scand­inavia vis­it Magel­lan’s re­gion in like abund­ance. Both have dense fogs, and, in spring and au­tumn, winds so fierce that the very ve­get­ables in the fields are fre­quently rooted up.

			A few walks in­land would, how­ever, have suf­ficed to make me re­cog­nize that I was still sep­ar­ated by the equat­or from the wa­ters of North­ern Europe. What had I found to ob­serve in the neigh­bour­hood of Port Egmont after my ex­plor­a­tions of the first few days? Noth­ing but the signs of a sickly ve­get­a­tion, nowhere ar­bor­es­cent. Here and there a few shrubs grew, in place of the flour­ish­ing firs of the Nor­we­gi­an moun­tains, and the sur­face of a spongy soil which sinks and rises un­der the foot is car­peted with mosses, fungi, and lichens. No! this was not the en­ti­cing coun­try where the echoes of the sagas re­sound, this was not the po­et­ic realm of Wod­in and the Valkyries.

			On the deep wa­ters of the Falk­land Strait, which sep­ar­ates the two prin­cip­al isles, great masses of ex­traordin­ary aquat­ic ve­get­a­tion floated, and the bays of the Ar­chipelago, where whales were already be­com­ing scarce, were fre­quen­ted by oth­er mar­ine mam­mals of enorm­ous size—seals, twenty-five feet long by twenty in cir­cum­fer­ence, and great num­bers of sea ele­phants, wolves, and lions, of pro­por­tions no less gi­gant­ic. The up­roar made by these an­im­als, by the fe­males and their young es­pe­cially, sur­passes de­scrip­tion. One would think that herds of cattle were bel­low­ing on the beach. Neither dif­fi­culty nor danger at­tends the cap­ture, or at least the slaughter of the mar­ine beasts. The seal­ers kill them with a blow of a club when they are ly­ing in the sands on the strand. These are the spe­cial fea­tures that dif­fer­en­ti­ate Scand­inavia from the Falk­lands, not to speak of the in­fin­ite num­ber of birds which rose on my ap­proach, grebe, cor­mor­ants, black-headed swans, and above all, tribes of pen­guins, of which hun­dreds of thou­sands are mas­sacred every year.

			One day, when the air was filled with a sound of bray­ing, suf­fi­cient to deafen one, I asked an old sail­or be­long­ing to Port Egmont—

			“Are there asses about here?”

			“Sir,” he replied, “those are not asses that you hear, but pen­guins.”

			The asses them­selves, had any been there, would have been de­ceived by the bray­ing of these stu­pid birds. I pur­sued my in­vest­ig­a­tions some way to the west of the bay. West Falk­land is more ex­tens­ive than its neigh­bour, La Soledad, and pos­sesses an­oth­er fort at the south­ern point of Byron’s Sound—too far off for me to go there.

			I could not es­tim­ate the pop­u­la­tion of the Ar­chipelago even ap­prox­im­ately. Prob­ably, it did not then ex­ceed from two to three hun­dred souls, mostly Eng­lish, with some In­di­ans, Por­tuguese, Span­iards, Gauche from the Ar­gen­tine Pam­pas, and nat­ives from Tier Del Fuel. On the oth­er hand, the rep­res­ent­at­ives of the ovine and bovine races were to be coun­ted by tens of thou­sands. More than five hun­dred thou­sand sheep yield over four hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars’ worth of wool yearly. There are also horned cattle bred on the is­lands; these seem to have in­creased in size, while the oth­er quad­ru­peds, for in­stance, horses, pigs, and rab­bits, have de­creased. All these live in a wild state, and the only beast of prey is the dog-fox, a spe­cies pe­cu­li­ar to the fauna of the Falk­lands.

			Not without reas­on has this is­land been called “a cattle farm.” What in­ex­haust­ible pas­tures, what an abund­ance of that sa­voury grass, the tus­sock, does nature lav­ish on an­im­als there! Aus­tralia, though so rich in this re­spect, does not set a bet­ter spread table be­fore her ovine and bovine pen­sion­ers.

			The Falk­lands ought to be re­sor­ted to for the re-victual­ling of ships. The groups are of real im­port­ance to nav­ig­at­ors mak­ing for the Strait of Magel­lan, as well as to those who come to fish in the vi­cin­ity of the po­lar re­gions.

			When the work on the hull was done, West oc­cu­pied him­self with the masts and the rig­ging, with the as­sist­ance of Mar­tin Holt, our sail­ing-mas­ter, who was very clev­er at this kind of in­dustry.

			On the 21st of Oc­to­ber, Cap­tain Len Guy said to me: “You shall see, Mr. Je­or­ling, that noth­ing will be neg­lected to en­sure the suc­cess of our en­ter­prise. Everything that can be fore­seen has been fore­seen, and if the Hal­brane is to per­ish in some cata­strophe, it will be be­cause it is not per­mit­ted to hu­man be­ings to go against the designs of God.”

			“I have good hopes, cap­tain, as I have already said. Your ves­sel and her crew are worthy of con­fid­ence. But, sup­pos­ing the ex­ped­i­tion should be much pro­longed, per­haps the sup­ply of pro­vi­sions—”

			“We shall carry suf­fi­cient for two years, and those shall be of good qual­ity. Port Egmont has proved cap­able of sup­ply­ing us with everything we re­quire.”

			“An­oth­er ques­tion, if you will al­low me?”

			“Put it, Mr. Je­or­ling, put it.”

			“Shall you not need a more nu­mer­ous crew for the Hal­brane? Though you have men enough for the work­ing of the ship, sup­pose you find you have to at­tack or to de­fend in the Ant­arc­tic wa­ters? Let us not for­get that, ac­cord­ing to Ar­thur Pym’s nar­rat­ive, there were thou­sands of nat­ives on Tsalal Is­land, and if your broth­er—if his com­pan­ions are pris­on­ers—”

			“I hope, Mr. Je­or­ling, our ar­til­lery will pro­tect the Hal­brane bet­ter than the Jane was pro­tec­ted by her guns. To tell the truth, the crew we have would not be suf­fi­cient for an ex­ped­i­tion of this kind. I have been ar­ran­ging for re­cruit­ing our forces.”

			“Will it be dif­fi­cult?”

			“Yes and no; for the Gov­ernor has prom­ised to help me.”

			“I sur­mise, cap­tain, that re­cruits will have to be at­trac­ted by lar­ger pay.”

			“Double pay, Mr. Je­or­ling, and the whole crew must have the same.”

			“You know, cap­tain, I am dis­posed, and, in­deed, de­sirous to con­trib­ute to the ex­penses of the ex­ped­i­tion. Will you kindly con­sider me as your part­ner?”

			“All that shall be ar­ranged, Mr. Je­or­ling, and I am very grate­ful to you. The main point is to com­plete our arm­a­ment with the least pos­sible delay. We must be ready to clear out in a week.”

			The news that the schoon­er was bound for the Ant­arc­tic seas had pro­duced some sen­sa­tion in the Falk­lands, at Port Egmont, and in the ports of La Soledad. At that sea­son a num­ber of un­oc­cu­pied sail­ors were there, await­ing the passing of the whal­ing-ships to of­fer their ser­vices, for which they were very well paid in gen­er­al. If it had been only for a fish­ing cam­paign on the bor­ders of the Po­lar Circle, between the Sand­wich Is­lands and New Geor­gia, Cap­tain Len Guy would have merely had to make a se­lec­tion. But the pro­jec­ted voy­age was a very dif­fer­ent thing; and only the old sail­ors of the Hal­brane were en­tirely in­dif­fer­ent to the dangers of such an en­ter­prise, and ready to fol­low their chief whith­er­so­ever it might please him to go.

			In real­ity it was ne­ces­sary to treble the crew of the schoon­er. Count­ing the cap­tain, the mate, the boat­swain, the cook and my­self, we were thir­teen on board. Now, thirty-two or thirty-four men would not be too many for us, and it must be re­membered that there were thirty-eight on board the Jane.

			In this emer­gency the Gov­ernor ex­er­ted him­self to the ut­most, and thanks to the largely-ex­tra pay that was offered, Cap­tain Len Guy pro­cured his full tale of sea­men. Nine re­cruits signed art­icles for the dur­a­tion of the cam­paign, which could not be fixed be­fore­hand, but was not to ex­tend bey­ond Tsalal Is­land.

			The crew, count­ing every man on board ex­cept my­self, numbered thirty-one, and a thirty-second for whom I be­speak es­pe­cial at­ten­tion. On the eve of our de­par­ture, Cap­tain Len Guy was ac­cos­ted at the angle of the port by an in­di­vidu­al whom he re­cog­nized as a sail­or by his clothes, his walk, and his speech.

			This in­di­vidu­al said, in a rough and hardly in­tel­li­gible voice—

			“Cap­tain, I have to make a pro­pos­al to you.”

			“What is it?”

			“Have you still a place?”

			“For a sail­or?”

			“For a sail­or.”

			“Yes and no.”

			“Is it yes?”

			“It is yes, if the man suits me.”

			“Will you take me?”

			“You are a sea­man?”

			“I have served the sea for twenty-five years.”

			“Where?”

			“In the South­ern Seas.”

			“Far?”

			“Yes, far, far.”

			“Your age?”

			“Forty-four years.”

			“And you are at Port Egmont?”

			“I shall have been there three years, come Christ­mas.”

			“Did you ex­pect to get on a passing whale-ship?”

			“No.”

			“Then what were you do­ing here?”

			“Noth­ing, and I did not think of go­ing to sea again.”

			“Then why seek a berth?”

			“Just an idea. The news of the ex­ped­i­tion your schoon­er is go­ing on was spread. I de­sire, yes, I de­sire to take part in it—with your leave, of course.”

			“You are known at Port Egmont?”

			“Well known, and I have in­curred no re­proach since I came here.”

			“Very well,” said the cap­tain. “I will make in­quiry re­spect­ing you.”

			“In­quire, cap­tain, and if you say yes, my bag shall be on board this even­ing.”

			“What is your name?”

			“Hunt.”

			“And you are—?”

			“An Amer­ic­an.”

			This Hunt was a man of short stature, his weath­er beaten face was brick red, his skin of a yel­low­ish-brown like an In­di­an’s, his body clumsy, his head very large, his legs were bowed, his whole frame de­noted ex­cep­tion­al strength, es­pe­cially the arms, which ter­min­ated in huge hands. His grizzled hair re­sembled a kind of fur.

			A par­tic­u­lar and any­thing but pre­pos­sess­ing char­ac­ter was im­par­ted to the physiognomy of this in­di­vidu­al by the ex­traordin­ary keen­ness of his small eyes, his al­most lip­less mouth, which stretched from ear to ear, and his long teeth, which were dazzlingly white; their enamel be­ing in­tact, for he had nev­er been at­tacked by scurvy, the com­mon scourge of sea­men in high lat­it­udes.

			Hunt had been liv­ing in the Falk­lands for three years; he lived alone on a pen­sion, no one knew from whence this was de­rived. He was sin­gu­larly un­com­mu­nic­at­ive, and passed his time in fish­ing, by which he might have lived, not only as a mat­ter of susten­ance, but as an art­icle of com­merce.

			The in­form­a­tion gained by Cap­tain Len Guy was ne­ces­sar­ily in­com­plete, as it was con­fined to Hunt’s con­duct dur­ing his res­id­ence at Port Egmont. The man did not fight, he did not drink, and he had giv­en many proofs of his Her­culean strength. Con­cern­ing his past noth­ing was known, but un­doubtedly he had been a sail­or. He had said more to Len Guy than he had ever said to any­body; but he kept si­lence re­spect­ing the fam­ily to which he be­longed, and the place of his birth. This was of no im­port­ance; that he should prove to be a good sail­or was all we had to think about. Hunt ob­tained a fa­vour­able reply, and came on board that same even­ing.

			On the 27th, in the morn­ing, in the pres­ence of the au­thor­it­ies of the Ar­chipelago, the Hal­brane’s an­chor was lif­ted, the last good wishes and the fi­nal adieus were ex­changed, and the schoon­er took the sea. The same even­ing Capes Dol­phin and Pem­broke dis­ap­peared in the mists of the ho­ri­zon.

			Thus began the as­ton­ish­ing ad­ven­ture un­der­taken by these brave men, who were driv­en by a sen­ti­ment of hu­man­ity to­wards the most ter­rible re­gions of the Ant­arc­tic realm.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Out­set of the En­ter­prise

			
			Here was I, then, launched in­to an ad­ven­ture which seemed likely to sur­pass all my former ex­per­i­ences. Who would have be­lieved such a thing of me. But I was un­der a spell which drew me to­wards the un­known, that un­known of the po­lar world whose secrets so many dar­ing pi­on­eers had in vain es­sayed to pen­et­rate. And this time, who could tell but that the sphinx of the Ant­arc­tic re­gions would speak for the first time to hu­man ears!

			The new crew had firstly to ap­ply them­selves to learn­ing their sev­er­al du­ties, and the old—all fine fel­lows—aided them in the task. Al­though Cap­tain Len Guy had not had much choice, he seemed to have been in luck. These sail­ors, of vari­ous na­tion­al­it­ies, dis­played zeal and good will. They were aware, also, that the mate was a man whom it would not do to vex, for Hur­liguerly had giv­en them to un­der­stand that West would break any man’s head who did not go straight. His chief al­lowed him full lat­it­ude in this re­spect.

			“A lat­it­ude,” he ad­ded, “which is ob­tained by tak­ing the alti­tude of the eye with a shut fist.”

			I re­cog­nized my friend the boat­swain in the man­ner of this warn­ing to all whom it might con­cern.

			The new hands took the ad­mon­i­tion ser­i­ously, and there was no oc­ca­sion to pun­ish any of them. As for Hunt, while he ob­served the do­cil­ity of a true sail­or in all his du­ties, he al­ways kept him­self apart, speak­ing to none, and even slept on the deck, in a corner, rather than oc­cupy a bunk in the fore­castle with the oth­ers.

			Cap­tain Len Guy’s in­ten­tion was to take the Sand­wich Isles for his point of de­par­ture to­wards the south, after hav­ing made ac­quaint­ance with New Geor­gia, dis­tant eight hun­dred miles from the Falk­lands. Thus the schoon­er would be in lon­git­ude on the route of the Jane.

			On the 2nd of Novem­ber this course brought us to the bear­ings which cer­tain nav­ig­at­ors have as­signed to the Au­rora Is­lands, 30° 15′ of lat­it­ude and 47° 33′ of east lon­git­ude.

			Well, then, not­with­stand­ing the af­firm­a­tions—which I re­garded with sus­pi­cion—of the cap­tains of the Au­rora in 1762, of the Saint Miguel, in 1769, of the Pearl, in 1779, of the Prini­cus and the Dolores, in 1790, of the At­re­vida, in 1794, which gave the bear­ings of the three is­lands of the group, we did not per­ceive a single in­dic­a­tion of land in the whole of the space tra­versed by us. It was the same with re­gard to the al­leged is­lands of the con­ceited Glass. Not a single little is­let was to be seen in the po­s­i­tion he had in­dic­ated, al­though the lookout was most care­fully kept. It is to be feared that his Ex­cel­lency the Gov­ernor of Tristan d’Acunha will nev­er see his name fig­ur­ing in geo­graph­ic­al no­men­clature.

			It was now the 6th of Novem­ber. Our pas­sage prom­ised to be short­er than that of the Jane. We had no need to hurry, how­ever. Our schoon­er would ar­rive be­fore the gates of the ice­berg wall would be open. For three days the weath­er caused the work­ing of the ship to be un­usu­ally la­bor­i­ous, and the new crew be­haved very well; thereupon the boat­swain con­grat­u­lated them. Hur­liguerly bore wit­ness that Hunt, for all his awk­ward and clumsy build, was in him­self worth three men.

			“A fam­ous re­cruit,” said he.

			“Yes, in­deed,” I replied, “and gained just at the last mo­ment.”

			“Very true, Mr. Je­or­ling! But what a face and head he has, that Hunt!”

			“I have of­ten met Amer­ic­ans like him in the re­gions of the Far West,” I answered, “and I should not be sur­prised if this man had In­di­an blood in his veins. Do you ever talk with Hunt?”

			“Very sel­dom, Mr. Je­or­ling. He keeps him­self to him­self, and away from every­body. And yet, it is not for want of mouth. I nev­er saw any­thing like his! And his hands! Have you seen his hands? Be on your guard, Mr. Je­or­ling, if ever he wants to shake hands with you.”

			“For­tu­nately, boat­swain, Hunt does not seem to be quar­rel­some. He ap­pears to be a quiet man who does not ab­use his strength.”

			“No—ex­cept when he is set­ting a hal­yard. Then I am al­ways afraid the pul­ley will come down and the yard with it.”

			Hunt cer­tainly was a strange be­ing, and I could not res­ist ob­serving him with curi­os­ity, es­pe­cially as it struck me that he re­garded me at times with a curi­ous in­tent­ness.

			On the 10th of Novem­ber, at about two in the af­ter­noon, the lookout shouted—

			“Land ahead, star­board!”

			An ob­ser­va­tion had just giv­en 55° 7′ lat­it­ude and 41° 13′ lon­git­ude. This land could only be the Isle de Saint Pierre—its Brit­ish names are South Geor­gia, New Geor­gia, and King George’s Is­land—and it be­longs to the cir­cum­polar re­gions.

			It was dis­covered by the French­man, Barbe, in 1675, be­fore Cook; but, al­though he came in second, the cel­eb­rated nav­ig­at­or gave it the series of names which it still bears.

			The schoon­er took the dir­ec­tion of this is­land, whose snow-clad heights—for­mid­able masses of an­cient rock-rise to an im­mense alti­tude through the yel­low fogs of the sur­round­ing space.

			New Geor­gia, situ­ated with­in five hun­dred leagues of Magel­lan Straits, be­longs to the ad­min­is­trat­ive do­main of the Falk­lands. The Brit­ish ad­min­is­tra­tion is not rep­res­en­ted there by any­one, the is­land is not in­hab­ited, al­though it is hab­it­able, at least in the sum­mer sea­son.

			On the fol­low­ing day, while the men were gone in search of wa­ter, I walked about in the vi­cin­ity of the bay. The place was an ut­ter desert, for the peri­od at which seal­ing is pur­sued there had not ar­rived. New Geor­gia, be­ing ex­posed to the dir­ect ac­tion of the Ant­arc­tic po­lar cur­rent, is freely fre­quen­ted by mar­ine mam­mals. I saw sev­er­al droves of these creatures on the rocks, the strand, and with­in the rock grot­toes of the coast. Whole “smalas” of pen­guins, stand­ing mo­tion­less in in­ter­min­able rows, brayed their protest against the in­va­sion of an in­truder—I al­lude to my­self.

			In­nu­mer­able larks flew over the sur­face of the wa­ters and the sands; their song awoke my memory of lands more fa­voured by nature. It is for­tu­nate that these birds do not want branches to perch on; for there does not ex­ist a tree in New Geor­gia. Here and there I found a few phan­er­o­gams, some pale-col­oured mosses, and es­pe­cially tus­sock grass in such abund­ance that nu­mer­ous herds of cattle might be fed upon the is­land.

			On the 12th Novem­ber the Hal­brane sailed once more, and hav­ing doubled Char­lotte Point at the ex­tremity of Roy­al Bay, she headed in the dir­ec­tion of the Sand­wich Is­lands, four hun­dred miles from thence.

			So far we had not en­countered float­ing ice. The reas­on was that the sum­mer sun had not de­tached any, either from the ice­bergs or the south­ern lands. Later on, the cur­rent would draw them to the height of the fiftieth par­al­lel, which, in the south­ern hemi­sphere, is that of Par­is or Que­bec. But we were much im­peded by huge banks of fog which fre­quently shut out the ho­ri­zon. Nev­er­the­less, as these wa­ters presen­ted no danger, and there was noth­ing to fear from ice packs or drift­ing ice­bergs, the Hal­brane was able to pur­sue her route to­wards the Sand­wich Is­lands com­fort­ably enough. Great flocks of clan­gor­ous birds, breast­ing the wind and hardly mov­ing their wings, passed us in the midst of the fogs, pet­rels, divers, hal­cy­ons, and al­batross, bound land­wards, as though to show us the way.

			Ow­ing, no doubt, to these mists, we were un­able to dis­cern Tra­ver­sey Is­land. Cap­tain Len Guy, how­ever, thought some vague streaks of in­ter­mit­tent light which were per­ceived in the night, between the 14th and 15th, prob­ably pro­ceeded from a vol­cano which might be that of Tra­ver­sey, as the crater fre­quently emits flames.

			On the 17th Novem­ber the schoon­er reached the Ar­chipelago to which Cook gave the name of South­ern Thule in the first in­stance, as it was the most south­ern land that had been dis­covered at that peri­od. He af­ter­wards bap­tized it Sand­wich Isles.

			James West re­paired to Thule in the large boat, in or­der to ex­plore the ap­proach­able points, while Cap­tain Len Guy and I des­cen­ded on the Bris­tol strand.

			We found ab­so­lutely des­ol­ate coun­try; the only in­hab­it­ants were mel­an­choly birds of Ant­arc­tic spe­cies. Mosses and lichens cov­er the na­ked­ness of an un­pro­duct­ive soil. Be­hind the beach a few firs rise to a con­sid­er­able height on the bare hill­sides, from whence great masses oc­ca­sion­ally come crash­ing down with a thun­der­ing sound. Aw­ful solitude reigns every­where. There was noth­ing to at­test the pas­sage of any hu­man be­ing, or the pres­ence of any ship­wrecked per­sons on Bris­tol Is­land.

			West’s ex­plor­a­tion at Thule pro­duced a pre­cisely sim­il­ar res­ult. A few shots fired from our schoon­er had no ef­fect but to drive away the crowd of pet­rels and divers, and to startle the rows of stu­pid pen­guins on the beach.

			While Cap­tain Len Guy and I were walk­ing, I said to him—

			“You know, of course, what Cook’s opin­ion on the sub­ject of the Sand­wich group was when he dis­covered it. At first he be­lieved he had set foot upon a con­tin­ent. Ac­cord­ing to him, the moun­tains of ice car­ried out of the Ant­arc­tic Sea by the drift were de­tached from that con­tin­ent. He re­cog­nized af­ter­wards that the Sand­wiches only formed an Ar­chipelago, but, nev­er­the­less, his be­lief that a po­lar con­tin­ent farther south ex­ists, re­mained firm and un­changed.”

			“I know that is so, Mr. Je­or­ling,” replied the cap­tain, “but if such a con­tin­ent ex­ists, we must con­clude that there is a great gap in its coast, and that Wed­dell and my broth­er each got in by that gap at six years’ in­ter­val. That our great nav­ig­at­or had not the luck to dis­cov­er this pas­sage is easy to ex­plain; he stopped at the sev­enty-first par­al­lel! But oth­ers found it after Cap­tain Cook, and oth­ers will find it again.”

			“And we shall be of the num­ber, cap­tain.”

			“Yes—with the help of God! Cook did not hes­it­ate to as­sert that no one would ever ven­ture farther than he had gone, and that the Ant­arc­tic lands, if any such ex­is­ted, would nev­er be seen, but the fu­ture will prove that he was mis­taken. They have been seen so far as the eighty-fourth de­gree of lat­it­ude—”

			“And who knows,” said I, “per­haps bey­ond that, by Ar­thur Pym.”

			“Per­haps, Mr. Je­or­ling. It is true that we have not to trouble ourselves about Ar­thur Pym, since he, at least, and Dirk Peters also, re­turned to Amer­ica.”

			“But—sup­pos­ing he did not re­turn?”

			“I con­sider that we have not to face that even­tu­al­ity,” replied Cap­tain Len Guy.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				From the Sand­wich Is­lands to the Po­lar Circle

			
			The Hal­brane, sin­gu­larly fa­voured by the weath­er, sighted the New South Orkneys group in six days after she had sailed from the Sand­wich Is­lands. This ar­chipelago was dis­covered by Palmer, an Amer­ic­an, and Both­well, an Eng­lish­man, jointly, in 1821–22. Crossed by the sixty-first par­al­lel, it is com­pre­hen­ded between the forty-fourth and the forty, sev­enth me­ridi­an.

			On ap­proach­ing, we were en­abled to ob­serve con­tor­ted masses and steep cliffs on the north side, which be­came less rugged as they neared the coast, at whose edge lay enorm­ous ice-floes, heaped to­geth­er in for­mid­able con­fu­sion; these, be­fore two months should have ex­pired, would be drif­ted to­wards the tem­per­ate wa­ters. At that sea­son the whal­ing ships would ap­pear to carry on the tak­ing of the great blow­ing creatures, while some of their crews would re­main on the is­lands to cap­ture seals and sea-ele­phants.

			In or­der to avoid the strait, which was en­cumbered with is­lets and ice-floes, Cap­tain Len Guy first cast an­chor at the south­east­ern ex­tremity of Laurie Is­land, where he passed the day on the 24th; then, hav­ing roun­ded Cape Dun­das, he sailed along the south­ern coast of Coron­a­tion Is­land, where the schoon­er anchored on the 25th. Our close and care­ful re­searches pro­duced no res­ult as re­garded the sail­ors of the Jane.

			The is­lands and is­lets were peopled by mul­ti­tudes of birds. Without tak­ing the pen­guins in­to ac­count, those guano-covered rocks were crowded with white pi­geons, a spe­cies of which I had already seen some spe­ci­mens. These birds have rather short, con­ic­al beaks, and red-rimmed eye­lids; they can be knocked over with little dif­fi­culty. As for the ve­get­able king­dom in the New South Orkneys, it is rep­res­en­ted only by grey lichen and some scanty sea­weeds. Mus­sels are found in great abund­ance all along the rocks; of these we pro­cured an ample sup­ply.

			The boat­swain and his men did not lose the op­por­tun­ity of killing sev­er­al dozens of pen­guins with their sticks, not from a ruth­less in­stinct of de­struc­tion, but from the le­git­im­ate de­sire to pro­cure fresh food.

			“Their flesh is just as good as chick­en, Mr. Je­or­ling,” said Hur­liguerly. “Did you not eat pen­guin at the Kerguelens?”

			“Yes, boat­swain, but it was cooked by Atkins.”

			“Very well, then; it will be cooked by En­dicott here, and you will not know the dif­fer­ence.”

			And in fact we in the sa­loon, like the men in the fore­castle, were re­galed with pen­guin, and ac­know­ledged the mer­its of our ex­cel­lent sea-cook.

			The Hal­brane sailed on the 26th of Novem­ber, at six o’clock in the morn­ing, head­ing south. She re­as­cen­ded the forty-third me­ridi­an; this we were able to as­cer­tain very ex­actly by a good ob­ser­va­tion. This route it was that Wed­dell and then Wil­li­am Guy had fol­lowed, and, provided the schoon­er did not de­flect either to the east or the west, she must in­ev­it­ably come to Tsalal Is­land. The dif­fi­culties of nav­ig­a­tion had to be taken in­to ac­count, of course.

			The wind, con­tinu­ing to blow stead­ily from the west, was in our fa­vour, and if the present speed of the Hal­brane could be main­tained, as I ven­tured to sug­gest to Cap­tain Len Guy, the voy­age from the South Orkneys to the Po­lar Circle would be a short one. Bey­ond, as I knew, we should have to force the gate of the thick bar­ri­er of ice­bergs, or to dis­cov­er a breach in that ice-fort­ress.

			“So that, in less than a month, cap­tain—” I sug­ges­ted, tent­at­ively.

			“In less than a month I hope to have found the ice­less sea which Wed­dell and Ar­thur Pym de­scribe so fully, bey­ond the ice-wall, and thence­forth we need only sail on un­der or­din­ary con­di­tions to Ben­net Is­land in the first place, and af­ter­wards to Tsalal Is­land. Once on that ‘wide open sea,’ what obstacle could ar­rest or even re­tard our pro­gress?”

			“I can fore­see none, cap­tain, so soon as we shall get to the back of the ice-wall. The pas­sage through is the dif­fi­cult point; it must be our chief source of anxi­etys and if only the wind holds—”

			“It will hold, Mr. Je­or­ling. All the nav­ig­at­ors of the aus­tral seas have been able to as­cer­tain, as I my­self have done, the per­man­ence of this wind.”

			“That is true, and I re­joice in the as­sur­ance, cap­tain. Be­sides, I ac­know­ledge, without shrink­ing from the ad­mis­sion, that I am be­gin­ning to be su­per­sti­tious.”

			“And why not, Mr. Je­or­ling? What is there un­reas­on­able in ad­mit­ting the in­ter­ven­tion of a su­per­nat­ur­al power in the most or­din­ary cir­cum­stances of life? And we, who sail the Hal­brane, should we ven­ture to doubt it? Re­call to your mind our meet­ing with the un­for­tu­nate Pat­ter­son on our ship’s course, the frag­ment of ice car­ried in­to the wa­ters where we were, and dis­solved im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards. Were not these facts provid­en­tial? Nay, I go farther still, and am sure that, after hav­ing done so much to guide us to­wards our com­pat­ri­ots, God will not aban­don us—”

			“I think as you think, cap­tain. No, His in­ter­ven­tion is not to be denied, and I do not be­lieve that chance plays the part as­signed to it by su­per­fi­cial minds upon the stage of hu­man life. All the facts are united by a mys­ter­i­ous chain.”

			“A chain, Mr. Je­or­ling, whose first link, so far as we are con­cerned, is Pat­ter­son’s ice-block, and whose last will be Tsalal Is­land. Ah! My broth­er! my poor broth­er! Left there for el­ev­en years, with his com­pan­ions in misery, without be­ing able to en­ter­tain the hope that suc­cour ever could reach them! And Pat­ter­son car­ried far away from them, un­der we know not what con­di­tions, they not know­ing what had be­come of him! If my heart is sick when I think of these cata­strophes, Mr. Je­or­ling, at least it will not fail me un­less it be at the mo­ment when my broth­er throws him­self in­to my arms.”

			So then we two were agreed in our trust in Provid­ence. It had been made plain to us in a mani­fest fash­ion that God had en­trus­ted us with a mis­sion, and we would do all that might be hu­manly pos­sible to ac­com­plish it.

			The schoon­er’s crew, I ought to men­tion, were an­im­ated by the like sen­ti­ments, and shared the same hopes. I al­lude to the ori­gin­al sea­men who were so de­voted to their cap­tain. As for the new ones, they were prob­ably in­dif­fer­ent to the res­ult of the en­ter­prise, provided it should se­cure the profits prom­ised to them by their en­gage­ment.

			At least, I was as­sured by the boat­swain that such was the case, but with the ex­cep­tion of Hunt. This man had ap­par­ently not been in­duced to take ser­vice by the bribe of high wages or prize money. He was ab­so­lutely si­lent on that and every oth­er sub­ject.

			“If he does not speak to you, boat­swain,” I said, “neither does he speak to me.”

			“Do you know, Mr. Je­or­ling, what it is my no­tion that man has already done?”

			“Tell me, Hur­liguerly.”

			“Well, then, I be­lieve he has gone far, far in­to the south­ern seas, let him be as dumb as a fish about it. Why he is dumb is his own af­fair. But if that sea-hog of a man has not been in­side the Ant­arc­tic Circle and even the ice wall by a good dozen de­grees, may the first sea we ship carry me over­board.”

			“From what do you judge, boat­swain?”

			“From his eyes, Mr. Je­or­ling, from his eyes. No mat­ter at what mo­ment, let the ship’s head be as it may, those eyes of his are al­ways on the south, open, un­wink­ing, fixed like guns in po­s­i­tion.”

			Hur­liguerly did not ex­ag­ger­ate, and I had already re­marked this. To em­ploy an ex­pres­sion of Edgar Poe’s, Hunt had eyes like a fal­con’s.

			“When he is not on the watch,” re­sumed the boat­swain, “that sav­age leans all the time with his el­bows on the side, as mo­tion­less as he is mute. His right place would be at the end of our bow, where he would do for a fig­ure­head to the Hal­brane, and a very ugly one at that! And then, when he is at the helm, Mr. Je­or­ling, just ob­serve him! His enorm­ous hands clutch the handles as though they were fastened to the wheel; he gazes at the bin­nacle as though the mag­net of the com­pass were draw­ing his eyes. I pride my­self on be­ing a good steers­man, but as for be­ing the equal of Hunt, I’m not! With him, not for an in­stant does the needle vary from the sail­ing-line, how­ever rough a lurch she may give. I am sure that if the bin­nacle lamp were to go out in the night Hunt would not re­quire to re­light it. The fire in his eyes would light up the dial and keep him right.”

			For sev­er­al days our nav­ig­a­tion went on in un­broken mono­tony, without a single in­cid­ent, and un­der fa­vour­able con­di­tions. The spring sea­son was ad­van­cing, and whales began to make their ap­pear­ance in large num­bers.

			In these wa­ters a week would suf­fice for ships of heavy ton­nage to fill their casks with the pre­cious oil. Thus the new men of the crew, and es­pe­cially the Amer­ic­ans, did not con­ceal their re­gret for the cap­tain’s in­dif­fer­ence in the pres­ence of so many an­im­als worth their weight in gold, and more abund­ant than they had ever seen whales at that peri­od of the year. The lead­ing mal­con­tent was Hearne, a seal­ing-mas­ter, to whom his com­pan­ions were ready to listen. He had found it easy to get the up­per hand of the oth­er sail­ors by his rough man­ner and the surly au­da­city that was ex­pressed by his whole per­son­al­ity. Hearne was an Amer­ic­an, and forty-five years of age. He was an act­ive, vig­or­ous man, and I could see him in my mind’s eye, stand­ing up on his double bowed whal­ing-boat bran­dish­ing the har­poon, dart­ing it in­to the flank of a whale, and pay­ing out the rope. He must have been fine to see. Gran­ted his pas­sion for this busi­ness, I could not be sur­prised that his dis­con­tent showed it­self upon oc­ca­sion. In any case, how­ever, our schoon­er was not fit­ted out for fish­ing, and the im­ple­ments of whal­ing were not on board.

			One day, about three o’clock in the af­ter­noon, I had gone for­ward to watch the gam­bols of a “school” of the huge sea mam­mals. Hearne was point­ing them out to his com­pan­ions, and mut­ter­ing in dis­join­ted phrases—

			“There, look there! That’s a fin­back! There’s an­oth­er, and an­oth­er; three of them with their dorsal fins five or six feet high. Just see them swim­ming between two waves, quietly, mak­ing no jumps. Ah! if I had a har­poon, I bet my head that I could send it in­to one of the four yel­low spots they have on their bod­ies. But there’s noth­ing to be done in this traffic-box; one can­not stretch one’s arms. Dev­il take it! In these seas it is fish­ing we ought to be at, not—”

			Then, stop­ping short, he swore a few oaths, and cried out, “And that oth­er whale!”

			“The one with a hump like a dromedary?” asked a sail­or.

			“Yes. It is a hump­back,” replied Hearne. “Do you make out its wrinkled belly, and also its long dorsal fin? They’re not easy to take, those hump­backs, for they go down in­to great depths and de­vour long reaches of your lines. Truly, we de­serve that he should give us a switch of his tail on our side, since we don’t send a har­poon in­to his.”

			“Look out! Look out!” shouted the boat­swain. This was not to warn us that we were in danger of re­ceiv­ing the for­mid­able stroke of the hump­back’s tail which the seal­ing-mas­ter had wished us. No, an enorm­ous blower had come along­side the schoon­er, and al­most on the in­stant a spout of ill-smelling wa­ter was ejec­ted from its blowhole with a noise like a dis­tant roar of ar­til­lery. The whole fore­deck to the main hatch was in­und­ated.

			“That’s well done!” growled Hearne, shrug­ging his shoulders, while his com­pan­ions shook them­selves and cursed the hump­back.

			Be­sides these two kinds of ceta­cea we had ob­served sev­er­al right-whales, and these are the most usu­ally met with in the south­ern seas. They have no fins, and their blub­ber is very thick. The tak­ing of these fat mon­sters of the deep is not at­ten­ded with much danger. The right-whales are vig­or­ously pur­sued in the south­ern seas, where the little shell fish called “whales’ food” abound. The whales sub­sist en­tirely upon these small crus­ta­ceans.

			Presently, one of these right-whales, meas­ur­ing sixty feet in length—that is to say, the an­im­al was the equi­val­ent of a hun­dred bar­rels of oil—was seen float­ing with­in three cables’ lengths of the schoon­er.

			“Yes! that’s a right-whale,” ex­claimed Hearne. “You might tell it by its thick, short spout. See, that one on the port side, like a column of smoke, that’s the spout of a right-whale! And all this is passing be­fore our very noses—a dead loss! Why, it’s like empty­ing money­bags in­to the sea not to fill one’s bar­rels when one can. A nice sort of cap­tain, in­deed, to let all this mer­chand­ise be lost, and do such wrong to his crew!”

			“Hearne,” said an im­per­i­ous voice, “go up to the main­top. You will be more at your ease there to reck­on the whales.”

			“But, sir—”

			“No reply, or I’ll keep you up there un­til to­mor­row. Come—be off at once.”

			And as he would have got the worst of an at­tempt at res­ist­ance, the seal­ing-mas­ter obeyed in si­lence.

			The sea­son must have been ab­nor­mally ad­vanced, for al­though we con­tin­ued to see a vast num­ber of testa­ceans, we did not catch sight of a single whal­ing-ship in all this fish­ing-ground.

			I hasten to state that, al­though we were not to be temp­ted by whales, no oth­er fish­ing was for­bid­den on board the Hal­brane, and our daily bill of fare profited by the boat­swain’s trawl­ing lines, to the ex­treme sat­is­fac­tion of stom­achs weary of salt meat. Our lines brought us goby, sal­mon, cod, mack­er­el, con­ger, mul­let, and par­rot­fish.

			The birds which we saw, and which came from every point of the ho­ri­zon, were those I have already men­tioned, pet­rels, divers, hal­cy­ons, and pi­geons in count­less flocks. I also saw—but bey­ond aim—a gi­ant pet­rel; its di­men­sions were truly as­ton­ish­ing. This was one of those called “quebran­tahnesos” by the Span­iards. This bird of the Magel­lani­an wa­ters is very re­mark­able; its curved and slender wings have a span of from thir­teen to four­teen feet, equal to that of the wings of the great al­batross. Nor is the lat­ter want­ing among these power­ful winged creatures; we saw the dusky-plumed al­batross of the cold lat­it­udes, sweep­ing to­wards the gla­cial zone.

			On the 30th of Novem­ber, after ob­ser­va­tion taken at noon, it was found that we had reached 66° 23′ 3″ of lat­it­ude.

			The Hal­brane had then crossed the Po­lar Circle which cir­cum­scribes the area of the Ant­arc­tic zone.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Between the Po­lar Circle and the Ice Wall

			
			Since the Hal­brane has passed bey­ond the ima­gin­ary curve drawn at twenty-three and a half de­grees from the Pole, it seems as though she had entered a new re­gion, “that re­gion of Des­ol­a­tion and Si­lence,” as Edgar Poe says; that ma­gic per­son of splend­our and glory in which the Elean­ora’s sing­er longed to be shut up to all etern­ity; that im­mense ocean of light in­ef­fable.

			It is my be­lief—to re­turn to less fanci­ful hy­po­theses—that the Ant­arc­tic re­gion, with a su­per­fi­cies of more than five mil­lions of square miles, has re­mained what our spher­oid was dur­ing the gla­cial peri­od. In the sum­mer, the south­ern zone, as we all know, en­joys per­petu­al day, ow­ing to the rays pro­jec­ted by the orb of light above its ho­ri­zon in his spir­al as­cent. Then, so soon as he has dis­ap­peared, the long night sets in, a night which is fre­quently il­lumined by the po­lar au­rora or North­ern Lights.

			It was then in the sea­son of light that our schoon­er was about to sail in these for­mid­able re­gions. The per­man­ent bright­ness would not fail us be­fore we should have reached Tsalal Is­land, where we felt no doubt of find­ing the men of the Jane.

			When Cap­tain Len Guy, West, and the old sail­ors of the crew learned that the schoon­er had cleared the sixty-sixth par­al­lel of lat­it­ude, their rough and sun­burnt faces shone with sat­is­fac­tion. The next day, Hur­liguerly ac­cos­ted me on the deck with a broad smile and a cheer­ful man­ner.

			“So then, Mr. Je­or­ling,” said he, “we’ve left the fam­ous ‘Circle’ be­hind us!”

			“Not far enough, boat­swain, not far enough!”

			“Oh, that will come! But I am dis­ap­poin­ted.”

			“In what way?”

			“Be­cause we have not done what is usu­al on board ships

			on cross­ing the Line!”

			“You re­gret that?”

			“Cer­tainly I do, and the Hal­brane might have been al­lowed the ce­re­mony of a south­ern bap­tism.”

			“A bap­tism? And whom would you have bap­tized, boat­swain, see­ing that all our men, like your­self, have already sailed bey­ond this par­al­lel?”

			“We! Oh, yes! But you! Oh, no, Mr. Je­or­ling. And why, may I ask, should not that ce­re­mony be per­formed in your hon­our?”

			“True, boat­swain; this is the first time in the course of my travels that I have been in so high a lat­it­ude.”

			“And you should have been re­war­ded by a bap­tism, Mr. Je­or­ling. Yes, in­deed, but without any big fuss—no drum and trum­pet about it, and leav­ing out old Fath­er Nep­tune with his mas­quer­ade. If you would per­mit me to bap­tize you—”

			“So be it, Hur­liguerly,” said I, put­ting my hand in­to my pock­et. “Bap­tize as you please. Here is some­thing to drink my health with at the nearest tav­ern.”

			“Then that will be Ben­net Is­let or Tsalal Is­land, provided there are any tav­erns in those sav­age is­lands, and any Atkinses to keep them.”

			“Tell me, boat­swain—I al­ways get back to Hunt—does he seem so much pleased to have passed the Po­lar Circle as the Hal­brane’s old sail­ors are?”

			“Who knows? There’s noth­ing to be got out of him one way or an­oth­er. But, as I have said be­fore, if he has not already made ac­quaint­ance with the ice-bar­ri­er.”

			“What makes you think so?”

			“Everything and noth­ing, Mr. Je­or­ling. One feels these things; one doesn’t think them. Hunt is an old sea-dog, who has car­ried his can­vas bag in­to every corner of the world.”

			The boat­swain’s opin­ion was mine also, and some in­ex­plic­able presen­ti­ment made me ob­serve Hunt con­stantly, for he oc­cu­pied a large share of my thoughts.

			Early in Decem­ber the wind showed a north­w­est tend­ency, and that was not good for us, but we would have no ser­i­ous right to com­plain so long as it did not blow due south­w­est. In the lat­ter case the schoon­er would have been thrown out of her course, or at least she would have had a struggle to keep in it, and it was bet­ter for us, in short, not to stray from the me­ridi­an which we had fol­lowed since our de­par­ture from the New South Orkneys. Cap­tain Len Guy was made anxious by this al­ter­a­tion in the wind, and be­sides, the speed of the Hal­brane was mani­festly lessened, for the breeze began to soften on the 4th, and in the middle of the night it died away.

			In the morn­ing the sails hung mo­tion­less and shriv­elled along the masts. Al­though not a breath reached us, and the sur­face of the ocean was un­ruffled, the schoon­er was rocked from side to side by the long os­cil­la­tions of the swell com­ing from the west.

			“The sea feels some­thing,” said Cap­tain Len Guy to me, “and there must be rough weath­er on that side,” he ad­ded, point­ing west­ward.

			“The ho­ri­zon is misty,” I replied; “but per­haps the sun to­wards noon—”

			“The sun has no strength in this lat­it­ude, Mr. Je­or­ling, not even in sum­mer. Jem!”

			West came up to us.

			“What do you think of the sky?”

			“I do not think well of it. We must be ready for any­thing and everything, cap­tain.”

			“Has not the lookout giv­en warn­ing of the first drift­ing ice?” I asked.

			“Yes,” replied Cap­tain Len Guy, “and if we get near the ice­bergs the dam­age will not be to them. There­fore, if prudence de­mands that we should go either to the east or to the west, we shall resign ourselves, but only in case of ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity.”

			The watch had made no mis­take. In the af­ter­noon we sighted masses, is­lets they might be called, of ice, drift­ing slowly south­ward, but these were not yet of con­sid­er­able ex­tent or alti­tude. These packs were easy to avoid; they could not in­ter­fere with the sail­ing of the Hal­brane. But, al­though the wind had hitherto per­mit­ted her to keep on her course, she was not ad­van­cing, and it was ex­ceed­ingly dis­agree­able to be rolling about in a rough and hol­low sea which struck our ship’s sides most un­pleas­antly.

			About two o’clock it was blow­ing a hur­ricane from all the points of the com­pass. The schoon­er was ter­ribly knocked about, and the boat­swain had the deck cleared of everything that was mov­able by her rolling and pitch­ing.

			For­tu­nately, the cargo could not be dis­placed, the stow­age hav­ing been ef­fected with per­fect fore­cast of naut­ic­al even­tu­al­it­ies. We had not to dread the fate of the Gram­pus, which was lost ow­ing to neg­li­gence in her lad­ing. It will be re­membered that the brig turned bot­tom up­wards, and that Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters re­mained for sev­er­al days crouch­ing on its keel.

			Be­sides, the schoon­er’s pumps did not give a drop of wa­ter; the ship was per­fectly sound in every part, ow­ing to the ef­fi­cient re­pairs that had been done dur­ing our stay at the Falk­lands. The tem­per­at­ure had fallen rap­idly, and hail, rain, and snow thickened and darkened the air. At ten o’clock in the even­ing—I must use this word, al­though the sun re­mained al­ways above the ho­ri­zon—the tem­pest in­creased, and the cap­tain and his lieu­ten­ant, al­most un­able to hear each oth­er’s voices amid the ele­ment­al strife, com­mu­nic­ated mostly by ges­tures, which is as good a mode as speech between sail­ors.

			I could not make up my mind to re­tire to my cab­in, and, seek­ing the shel­ter of the round­house, I re­mained on deck, ob­serving the weath­er phe­nom­ena, and the skill, cer­tainty, celer­ity, and ef­fect with which the crew car­ried out the or­ders of the cap­tain and West. It was a strange and ter­rible ex­per­i­ence for a lands­man, even one who had seen so much of the sea and seaman­ship as I had. At the mo­ment of a cer­tain dif­fi­cult man­oeuvre, four men had to climb to the cross­bars of the fore­mast in or­der to reef the main­sail. The first who sprang to the rat­lines was Hunt. The second was Mar­tin Holt; Burry and one of the re­cruits fol­lowed them. I could not have be­lieved that any man could dis­play such skill and agil­ity as Hunt’s. His hands and feet hardly caught the rat­lines. Hav­ing reached the cross­bars first, he stretched him­self on the ropes to the end of the yard, while Holt went to the oth­er end, and the two re­cruits re­mained in the middle.

			While the men were work­ing, and the tem­pest was ra­ging round us, a ter­rif­ic lurch of the ship to star­board un­der the stroke of a moun­tain­ous wave, flung everything on the deck in­to wild con­fu­sion, and the sea rushed in through the scup­per-holes. I was knocked down, and for some mo­ments was un­able to rise.

			So great had been the in­cline of the schoon­er that the end of the yard of the main­sail was plunged three or four feet in­to the crest of a wave. When it emerged Mar­tin Holt, who had been astride on it, had dis­ap­peared. A cry was heard, uttered by the sail­ing-mas­ter, whose arm could be seen wildly wav­ing amid the white­ness of the foam. The sail­ors rushed to the side and flung out one a rope, an­oth­er a cask, a third a spar—in short, any ob­ject of which Mar­tin Holt might lay hold. At the mo­ment when I struggled up to my feet I caught sight of a massive sub­stance which cleft the air and van­ished in the whirl of the waves.

			Was this a second ac­ci­dent? No! it was a vol­un­tary ac­tion, a deed of self-sac­ri­fice. Hav­ing fin­ished his task, Hunt had thrown him­self in­to the sea, that he might save Mar­tin Holt.

			“Two men over­board!”

			Yes, two—one to save the oth­er. And were they not about to per­ish to­geth­er?

			The two heads rose to the foam­ing sur­face of the wa­ter.

			Hunt was swim­ming vig­or­ously, cut­ting through the waves, and was near­ing Mar­tin Holt.

			“They are lost! both lost!” ex­claimed the cap­tain. “The boat, West, the boat!”

			“If you give the or­der to lower it,” answered West, “I will be the first to get in­to it, al­though at the risk of my life. But I must have the or­der.”

			In un­speak­able sus­pense the ship’s crew and my­self had wit­nessed this scene. None thought of the po­s­i­tion of the Hal­brane, which was suf­fi­ciently dan­ger­ous; all eyes were fixed upon the ter­rible waves. Now fresh cries, the frantic cheers of the crew, rose above the roar of the ele­ments. Hunt had reached the drown­ing man just as he sank out of sight, had seized hold of him, and was sup­port­ing him with his left arm, while Holt, in­cap­able of move­ment, swayed help­lessly about like a weed. With the oth­er arm Hunt was swim­ming bravely and mak­ing way to­wards the schoon­er.

			A minute, which seemed end­less, passed. The two men, the one drag­ging the oth­er, were hardly to be dis­tin­guished in the midst of the sur­ging waves.

			At last Hunt reached the schoon­er, and caught one of the lines hanging over the side.

			In a minute Hunt and Mar­tin Holt were hois­ted on board; the lat­ter was laid down at the foot of the fore­mast, and the former was quite ready to go to his work. Holt was speedily re­stored by the aid of vig­or­ous rub­bing; his senses came back, and he opened his eyes.

			“Mar­tin Holt,” said Cap­tain Len Guy, who was lean­ing over him, “you have been brought back from very far—”

			“Yes, yes, cap­tain,” answered Holt, as he looked about him with a search­ing gaze, “but who saved me?”

			“Hunt,” cried the boat­swain, “Hunt risked his life for you.”

			As the lat­ter was hanging back, Hur­liguerly pushed him to­wards Mar­tin Holt, whose eyes ex­pressed the live­li­est grat­it­ude.

			“Hunt,” said he, “you have saved me. But for you I should have been lost. I thank you.”

			Hunt made no reply.

			“Hunt,” re­sumed Cap­tain Len Guy, “don’t you hear?”

			The man seemed not to have heard.

			“Hunt,” said Mar­tin Holt again, “come near to me. I thank you. I want to shake hands with you.”

			And he held out his right hand. Hunt stepped back a few paces, shak­ing his head with the air of a man who did not want so many com­pli­ments for a thing so simple, and quietly walked for­ward to join his ship­mates, who were work­ing vig­or­ously un­der the or­ders of West.

			De­cidedly, this man was a hero in cour­age and self-de­vo­tion; but equally de­cidedly he was a be­ing im­per­vi­ous to im­pres­sions, and not on that day either was the boat­swain destined to know “the col­our of his words!”

			For three whole days, the 6th, 7th, and 8th of Decem­ber, the tem­pest raged in these wa­ters, ac­com­pan­ied by snow storms which per­cept­ibly lowered the tem­per­at­ure. It is need­less to say that Cap­tain Len Guy proved him­self a true sea­man, that James West had an eye to everything, that the crew seconded them loy­ally, and that Hunt was al­ways fore­most when there was work to be done or danger to be in­curred.

			In truth, I do not know how to give an idea of this man! What a dif­fer­ence there was between him and most of the sail­ors re­cruited at the Falk­lands, and es­pe­cially between him and Hearne, the seal­ing-mas­ter! They obeyed, no doubt, for such a mas­ter as James West gets him­self obeyed, wheth­er with good or ill will. But be­hind backs what com­plaints were made, what re­crim­in­a­tions were ex­changed! All this, I feared, was of evil pres­age for the fu­ture.

			Mar­tin Holt had been able to re­sume his du­ties very soon, and he ful­filled them with hearty good­will. He knew the busi­ness of a sail­or right well, and was the only man on board who could com­pete with Hunt in handi­ness and zeal.

			“Well, Holt,” said I to him one day when he was talk­ing with the boat­swain, “what terms are you on with that queer fel­low Hunt now? Since the sal­vage af­fair, is he a little more com­mu­nic­at­ive?”

			“No, Mr. Je­or­ling, and I think he even tries to avoid me.”

			“To avoid you?”

			“Well, he did so be­fore, for that mat­ter.”

			“Yes, in­deed, that is true,” ad­ded Hur­liguerly; “I have made the same re­mark more than once.”

			“Then he keeps aloof from you, Holt, as from the oth­ers?”

			“From me more than from the oth­ers.”

			“What is the mean­ing of that?”

			“I don’t know, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			I was sur­prised at what the two men had said, but a little ob­ser­va­tion con­vinced me that Hunt ac­tu­ally did avoid every oc­ca­sion of com­ing in con­tact with Mar­tin Holt. Did he not think that he had a right to Holt’s grat­it­ude al­though the lat­ter owed his life to him? This man’s con­duct was cer­tainly very strange.

			In the early morn­ing of the 9th the wind showed a tend­ency to change in the dir­ec­tion of the east, which would mean more man­age­able weath­er for us. And, in fact, al­though the sea still re­mained rough, at about two in the morn­ing it be­came feas­ible to put on more sail without risk, and thus the Hal­brane re­gained the course from which she had been driv­en by the pro­longed tem­pest.

			In that por­tion of the Ant­arc­tic sea the ice-packs were more nu­mer­ous, and there was reas­on to be­lieve that the tem­pest, by hasten­ing the smash-up, had broken the bar­ri­er of the ice­berg wall to­wards the east.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Along the Front of the Ice­bergs

			
			Al­though the seas bey­ond the Po­lar Circle were wildly tu­mul­tu­ous, it is but just to ac­know­ledge that our nav­ig­a­tion had been ac­com­plished so far un­der ex­cep­tion­al con­di­tions. And what good luck it would be if the Hal­brane, in this first fort­night of Decem­ber, were to find the Wed­dell route open!

			There! I am talk­ing of the Wed­dell route as though it were a mac­ad­am­ized road, well kept, with mile­stones and “This way to the South Pole” on a sign­post!

			The nu­mer­ous wan­der­ing masses of ice gave our men no trouble; they were eas­ily avoided. It seemed likely that no real dif­fi­culties would arise un­til the schoon­er should have to try to make a pas­sage for her­self through the ice­bergs.

			Be­sides, there was no sur­prise to be feared. The pres­ence of ice was in­dic­ated by a yel­low­ish tint in the at­mo­sphere, which the whalers called “blink.” This is a phe­nomen­on pe­cu­li­ar to the gla­cial zones which nev­er de­ceives the ob­serv­er.

			For five suc­cess­ive days the Hal­brane sailed without sus­tain­ing any dam­age, without hav­ing, even for a mo­ment, had to fear a col­li­sion. It is true that in pro­por­tion as she ad­vanced to­wards the south the num­ber of ice-packs in­creased and the chan­nels be­came nar­row­er. On the 14th an ob­ser­va­tion gave us 72° 37′ for lat­it­ude, our lon­git­ude re­main­ing the same, between the forty-second and the forty-third me­ridi­an. This was already a point bey­ond the Ant­arc­tic Circle that few nav­ig­at­ors had been able to reach. We were at only two de­grees lower than Wed­dell.

			The nav­ig­a­tion of the schoon­er nat­ur­ally be­came a more del­ic­ate mat­ter in the midst of those dim, wan masses soiled with the ex­creta of birds. Many of them had a lep­rous look: com­pared with their already con­sid­er­able volume, how small our little ship, over whose mast some of the ice­bergs already towered, must have ap­peared!

			Cap­tain Len Guy ad­mir­ably com­bined bold­ness and prudence in his com­mand of his ship. He nev­er passed to lee­ward of an ice­berg, if the dis­tance did not guar­an­tee the suc­cess of any man­oeuvre what­so­ever that might sud­denly be­come ne­ces­sary. He was fa­mil­i­ar with all the con­tin­gen­cies of ice-nav­ig­a­tion, and was not afraid to ven­ture in­to the midst of these flo­til­las of drifts and packs. That day he said to me—

			“Mr. Je­or­ling; this is not the first time that I have tried to pen­et­rate in­to the Po­lar Sea, and without suc­cess. Well, if I made the at­tempt to do this when I had noth­ing but pre­sump­tion as to the fate of the Jane to go upon, what shall I not do now that pre­sump­tion is changed in­to cer­tainty?”

			“I un­der­stand that, cap­tain, and of course your ex­per­i­ence of nav­ig­a­tion in these wa­ters must in­crease our chances of suc­cess.”

			“Un­doubtedly. Nev­er­the­less, all that lies bey­ond the fixed ice­bergs is still the un­known for me, as it is for oth­er nav­ig­at­ors.”

			“The Un­known! No, not ab­so­lutely, cap­tain, since we pos­sess the im­port­ant re­ports of Wed­dell, and, I must add, of Ar­thur Pym also.”

			“Yes, I know; they have spoken of the open sea.”

			“Do you not be­lieve that such a sea ex­ists?”

			“Yes, I do be­lieve that it ex­ists, and for val­id reas­ons. In fact, it is per­fectly mani­fest that these masses, called ice­bergs and ice-fields, could not be formed in the ocean it­self. It is the tre­mend­ous and ir­res­ist­ible ac­tion of the surge which de­taches them from the con­tin­ents or is­lands of the high lat­it­udes. Then the cur­rents carry them in­to less cold wa­ters, where their edges are worn by the waves, while the tem­per­at­ure dis­in­teg­rates their bases and their sides, which are sub­jec­ted to ther­mo­met­ric in­flu­ences.”

			“That seems very plain,” I replied. “Then these masses have come from the ice­bergs.3 They clash with them in drift­ing, some­times break in­to the main body, and clear their pas­sage through. Again, we must not judge the south­ern by the north­ern zone. The con­di­tions are not identic­al. Cook has re­cor­ded that he nev­er met the equi­val­ent of the Ant­arc­tic ice moun­tains in the Green­land seas, even at a high­er lat­it­ude.”

			“What is the reas­on?” I asked.

			“No doubt that the in­flu­ence of the south winds is pre­dom­in­ant in the north­ern re­gions. Now, those winds do not reach the north­ern re­gions un­til they have been heated in their pas­sage over Amer­ica, Asia, and Europe, and they con­trib­ute to raise the tem­per­at­ure of the at­mo­sphere. The nearest land, end­ing in the points of the Cape of Good Hope, Pa­tago­nia, and Tas­mania, does not modi­fy the at­mo­spher­ic cur­rents.”

			“That is an im­port­ant ob­ser­va­tion, cap­tain, and it jus­ti­fies your opin­ion with re­gard to an open sea.”

			“Yes, open—at least, for ten de­grees be­hind the ice­bergs. Let us then only get through that obstacle, and our greatest dif­fi­culty will have been conquered. You were right in say­ing that the ex­ist­ence of that open sea has been form­ally re­cog­nized by Wed­dell.”

			“And by Ar­thur Pym, cap­tain.”

			“And by Ar­thur Pym.”

			From the 15th of Decem­ber the dif­fi­culties of nav­ig­a­tion in­creased with the num­ber of the drift­ing masses. The wind, how­ever, con­tin­ued to be uni­formly fa­vour­able, show­ing no tend­ency to veer to the south. The breeze freshened now and then, and we had to take in sail. When this oc­curred we saw the sea foam­ing along the sides of the ice packs, cov­er­ing them with spray like the rocks on the coast of a float­ing is­land, but without hinder­ing their on­ward march.

			Our crew could not fail to be im­pressed by the sight of the schoon­er mak­ing her way through these mov­ing masses; the new men among them, at least, for the old hands had seen such man­oeuvres be­fore. But they soon be­came ac­cus­tomed to it, and took it all for gran­ted.

			It was ne­ces­sary to or­gan­ize the lookout ahead with the greatest care. West had a cask fixed at the head of the fore­mast—what is called a crow’s-nest—and from thence an un­re­mit­ting watch was kept.

			The 16th was a day of ex­cess­ive fa­tigue to the men. The packs and drifts were so close that only very nar­row and wind­ing pas­sage­way between them was to be found, so that the work­ing of the ship was more than com­monly la­bor­i­ous.

			Un­der these cir­cum­stances, none of the men grumbled, but Hunt dis­tin­guished him­self by his activ­ity. In­deed, he was ad­mit­ted by Cap­tain Len Guy and the crew to be an in­com­par­able sea­man. But there was some­thing mys­ter­i­ous about him that ex­cited the curi­os­ity of them all.

			At this date the Hal­brane could not be very far from the ice­bergs. If she held on in her course in that dir­ec­tion she would cer­tainly reach them be­fore long, and would then have only to seek for a pas­sage. Hitherto, how­ever, the lookout had not been able to make out between the ice­bergs an un­broken crest of ice bey­ond the ice-fields.

			Con­stant and minute pre­cau­tions were in­dis­pens­able all day on the 16th, for the helm, which was loosened by mer­ci­less blows and bumps, was in danger of be­ing un­shipped.

			The sea mam­mals had not for­saken these seas. Whales were seen in great num­bers, and it was a fairy-like spec­tacle when sev­er­al of them spouted sim­ul­tan­eously. With fin­backs and hump­backs, por­poises of co­lossal size ap­peared, and these Hearne har­pooned clev­erly when they came with­in range. The flesh of these creatures was much rel­ished on board, after En­dicott had cooked it in his best man­ner.

			As for the usu­al Ant­arc­tic birds, pet­rels, pi­geons, and cor­mor­ants, they passed in scream­ing flocks, and le­gions of pen­guins, ranged along the edges of the ice-fields, watched the evol­u­tions of the schoon­er. These pen­guins are the real in­hab­it­ants of these dis­mal solitudes, and nature could not have cre­ated a type more suited to the des­ol­a­tion of the gla­cial zone.

			On the morn­ing of the 17th the man in the crow’s-nest at last sig­nalled the ice­bergs.

			Five or six miles to the south a long dent­ated crest up­reared it­self, plainly stand­ing out against the fairly clear sky, and all along it drif­ted thou­sands of ice-packs. This mo­tion­less bar­ri­er stretched be­fore us from the north­w­est to the south­east, and by merely sail­ing along it the schoon­er would still gain some de­grees south­wards.

			When the Hal­brane was with­in three miles of the ice­bergs, she lay-to in the middle of a wide basin which al­lowed her com­plete free­dom of move­ment.

			A boat was lowered, and Cap­tain Len Guy got in­to it, with the boat­swain, four sail­ors at the oars, and one at the helm. The boat was pulled in the dir­ec­tion of the enorm­ous ram­part, vain search was made for a chan­nel through which the schoon­er could have slipped, and after three hours of this fa­tiguing re­con­noitring, the men re­turned to the ship. Then came a squall of rain and snow which caused the tem­per­at­ure to fall to thirty-six de­grees (2.2 C. above zero), and shut out the view of the ice-ram­part from us.

			Dur­ing the next twenty-four hours the schoon­er lay with­in four miles of the ice­bergs. To bring her near­er would have been to get among wind­ing chan­nels from which it might not have been pos­sible to ex­tric­ate her. Not that Cap­tain Len Guy did not long to do this, in his fear of passing some open­ing un­per­ceived.

			“If I had a con­sort,” he said, “I would sail closer along the ice­bergs, and it is a great ad­vant­age to be two, when one is on such an en­ter­prise as this! But the Hal­brane is alone, and if she were to fail us—”

			Even though we ap­proached no near­er to the ice­bergs than prudence per­mit­ted, our ship was ex­posed to great risk, and West was con­stantly ob­liged to change his trim in or­der to avoid the shock of an ice­field.

			For­tu­nately, the wind blew from east to north-nor’-east without vari­ation, and it did not freshen. Had a tem­pest aris­en I know not what would have be­come of the schoon­er—yes, though, I do know too well: she would have been lost and all on board of her. In such a case the Hal­brane could not have es­caped; we must have been flung on the base of the bar­ri­er.

			After a long ex­am­in­a­tion Cap­tain Len Guy had to re­nounce the hope of find­ing a pas­sage through the ter­rible wall of ice. It re­mained only to en­deav­our to reach the south­east point of it. At any rate, by fol­low­ing that course we lost noth­ing in lat­it­ude; and, in fact, on the 18th the ob­ser­va­tion taken made the sev­enty-third par­al­lel the po­s­i­tion of the Hal­brane.

			I must re­peat, how­ever, that nav­ig­a­tion in the Ant­arc­tic seas will prob­ably nev­er be ac­com­plished un­der more fe­li­cit­ous cir­cum­stances—the pre­co­city of the sum­mer sea­son, the per­man­ence of the north wind, the tem­per­at­ure forty-nine de­grees at the low­est; all this was the best of good-for­tune. I need not add that we en­joyed per­petu­al light, and the whole twenty-four hours round the sun’s rays reached us from every point of the ho­ri­zon.

			Two or three times the cap­tain ap­proached with­in two miles of the ice­bergs. It was im­possible but that the vast mass must have been sub­jec­ted to cli­ma­ter­ic in­flu­ences; rup­tures must surely have taken place at some points.

			But his search had no res­ult, and we had to fall back in­to the cur­rent from west to east.

			I must ob­serve at this point that dur­ing all our search we nev­er descried land or the ap­pear­ance of land out at sea, as in­dic­ated on the charts of pre­ced­ing nav­ig­at­ors. These maps are in­com­plete, no doubt, but suf­fi­ciently ex­act in their main lines. I am aware that ships have of­ten passed over the in­dic­ated bear­ings of land. This, how­ever, was not ad­miss­ible in the case of Tsalal. If the Jane had been able to reach the is­lands, it was be­cause that por­tion of the Ant­arc­tic sea was free, and in so “early” a year, we need not fear any obstacle in that dir­ec­tion.

			At last, on the 19th, between two and three o’clock in the af­ter­noon, a shout from the crow’s-nest was heard.

			“What is it?” roared West.

			“The ice­berg wall is split on the south­east.”

			“What is bey­ond?”

			“Noth­ing in sight.”

			It took West very little time to reach the point of ob­ser­va­tion, and we all waited be­low, how im­pa­tiently may be ima­gined. What if the lookout were mis­taken, if some op­tic­al de­lu­sion?—But West, at all events, would make no mis­take.

			After ten in­ter­min­able minutes his clear voice reached us on the deck.

			“Open sea!” he cried.

			Un­an­im­ous cheers made an­swer.

			The schoon­er’s head was put to the south­east, hug­ging the wind as much as pos­sible.

			Two hours later we had doubled the ex­tremity of the ice-bar­ri­er, and there lay be­fore our eyes a spark­ling sea, en­tirely open.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				A Voice in a Dream

			
			En­tirely free from ice? No. It would have been pre­ma­ture to af­firm this as a fact. A few ice­bergs were vis­ible in the dis­tance, while some drifts and packs were still go­ing east. Nev­er­the­less, the break­up had been very thor­ough on that side, and the sea was in real­ity open, since a ship could sail freely.

			“God has come to our aid,” said Cap­tain Len Guy. “May He be pleased to guide us to the end.”

			“In a week,” I re­marked, “our schoon­er might come in sight of Tsalal Is­land.”

			“Provided that the east wind lasts, Mr. Je­or­ling. Don’t for­get that in sail­ing along the ice­bergs to their east­ern ex­tremity, the Hal­brane went out of her course, and she must be brought back to­wards the west.”

			“The breeze is for us, cap­tain.”

			“And we shall profit by it, for my in­ten­tion is to make for Ben­net Is­let. It was there that my broth­er first landed, and so soon as we shall have sighted that is­land we shall be cer­tain that we are on the right route. Today, when I have as­cer­tained our po­s­i­tion ex­actly, we shall steer for Ben­net Is­let.”

			“Who knows but that we may come upon some fresh sign?”

			“It is not im­possible, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			I need not say that re­course was had to the surest guide with­in our reach, that vera­cious nar­rat­ive of Ar­thur Gor­don Pym, which I read and re­read with in­tense at­ten­tion, fas­cin­ated as I was by the idea that I might be per­mit­ted to be­hold with my own eyes those strange phe­nom­ena of nature in the Ant­arc­tic world which I, in com­mon with all Edgar Poe’s read­ers, had hitherto re­garded as cre­ations of the most ima­gin­at­ive writer who ever gave voice by his pen to the fantas­ies of a unique brain. No doubt a great part of the won­ders of Ar­thur Gor­don Pym’s nar­rat­ive would prove pure fic­tion, but if even a little of the mar­vel­lous story were found to be true, how great a priv­ilege would be mine!

			The pic­tur­esque and won­der­ful side of the story we were study­ing as gos­pel truth had little charm and but slight in­terest for Cap­tain Len Guy; he was in­dif­fer­ent to everything in Pym’s nar­rat­ive that did not re­late dir­ectly to the cast­aways of Tsalal Is­land: his mind was solely and con­stantly set upon their res­cue.

			Ac­cord­ing to the nar­rat­ive of Ar­thur Pym Jane ex­per­i­enced ser­i­ous dif­fi­culties, due to bad weath­er, from the 1st to the 4th of Janu­ary, 1828. It was not un­til the morn­ing of the 5th, in lat­it­ude 73° 15′ that she found a free pas­sage through the last ice­berg that barred her way. The fi­nal dif­fer­ence between our po­s­i­tion and the Jane in a par­al­lel ease, was that the Jane took fif­teen days to ac­com­plish the dis­tance of ten de­grees, or six hun­dred miles, which sep­ar­ated her on the 5th of Janu­ary from Tsalal Is­land, while on the 19th of Decem­ber the Hal­brane was only about sev­en de­grees, or four hun­dred miles, off the is­land. Ben­net Is­let, where Cap­tain Guy in­ten­ded to put in for twenty-four hours, was fifty miles near­er. Our voy­age was pro­gress­ing un­der pros­per­ous con­di­tions; we were no longer vis­ited by sud­den hail and snow storms, or those rap­id falls of tem­per­at­ure which tried the crew of the Jane so sorely. A few ice-floes drif­ted by us, oc­ca­sion­ally peopled, as tour­ists throng a pleas­ure yacht, by pen­guins, and also by dusky seals, ly­ing flat upon the white sur­faces like enorm­ous leeches. Above this strange flo­tilla we traced the in­cess­ant flight of pet­rels, pi­geons, black puffins, divers, grebe, sterns, cor­mor­ants, and the sooty-black al­batross of the high lat­it­udes. Huge me­du­sas, ex­quis­itely tin­ted, floated on the wa­ter like spread para­sols. Among the den­iz­ens of the deep, cap­tured by the crew of the schoon­er with line and net, I noted more par­tic­u­larly a sort of gi­ant John Dory4 (dorade) three feet in length, with firm and sa­voury flesh.

			Dur­ing the night, or rather what ought to have been the night of the 19th-20th, my sleep was dis­turbed by a strange dream. Yes! there could be no doubt but that it was only a dream! Nev­er­the­less, I think it well to re­cord it here, be­cause it is an ad­di­tion­al testi­mony to the haunt­ing in­flu­ence un­der which my brain was be­gin­ning to la­bour.

			I was sleep­ing—at two hours after mid­night—and was awakened by a plaint­ive and con­tinu­ous mur­mur­ing sound. I opened—or I ima­gined I opened my eyes. My cab­in was in pro­found dark­ness. The mur­mur began again; I listened, and it seemed to me that a voice—a voice which I did not know—whispered these words:—

			“Pym … Pym … poor Pym!”

			Evid­ently this could only be a de­lu­sion; un­less, in­deed, someone had got in­to my cab­in: the door was locked.

			“Pym!” the voice re­peated. “Poor Pym must nev­er be for­got­ten.”

			This time the words were spoken close to my ear. What was the mean­ing of the in­junc­tion, and why was it ad­dressed to me? And be­sides, had not Pym, after his re­turn to Amer­ica, met with a sud­den and de­plor­able death, the cir­cum­stances or the de­tails be­ing un­known?

			I began to doubt wheth­er I was in my right mind, and shook my­self in­to com­plete wake­ful­ness, re­cog­niz­ing that I had been dis­turbed by an ex­tremely vivid dream due to some cereb­ral cause.

			I turned out of my berth, and, push­ing back the shut­ter, looked out of my cab­in. No one aft on the deck, ex­cept Hunt, who was at the helm.

			I had noth­ing to do but to lie down again, and this I did. It seemed to me that the name of Ar­thur Pym was re­peated in my hear­ing sev­er­al times; nev­er­the­less, I fell asleep and did not wake un­til morn­ing, when I re­tained only a vague im­pres­sion of this oc­cur­rence, which soon faded away. No oth­er in­cid­ent at that peri­od of our voy­age calls for no­tice. Noth­ing par­tic­u­lar oc­curred on board our schoon­er. The breeze from the north, which had for­saken us, did not re­cur, and only the cur­rent car­ried the Hal­brane to­wards the south. This caused a delay un­bear­able to our im­pa­tience.

			At last, on the 21st, the usu­al ob­ser­va­tion gave 82° 50′ of lat­it­ude, and 42° 20′ of west lon­git­ude. Ben­net Is­let, if it had any ex­ist­ence, could not be far off now.

			Yes! the is­let did ex­ist, and its bear­ings were those in­dic­ated by Ar­thur Pym.

			At six o’clock in the even­ing one of the crew cried out that there was land ahead on the port side.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Ben­net Is­let

			
			The Hal­brane was then with­in sight of Ben­net Is­let! The crew ur­gently needed rest, so the dis­em­bark­a­tion was de­ferred un­til the fol­low­ing day, and I went back to my cab­in.

			The night passed without dis­turb­ance, and when day came not a craft of any kind was vis­ible on the wa­ters, not a nat­ive on the beach. There were no huts upon the coast, no smoke arose in the dis­tance to in­dic­ate that Ben­net Is­let was in­hab­ited. But Wil­li­am Guy had not found any trace of hu­man be­ings there, and what I saw of the is­let answered to the de­scrip­tion giv­en by Ar­thur Pym. It rose upon a rocky base of about a league in cir­cum­fer­ence, and was so ar­id that no ve­get­a­tion ex­is­ted on its sur­face.

			“Mr. Je­or­ling,” said Cap­tain Len Guy, “do you ob­serve a promon­tory in the dir­ec­tion of the north­east?”

			“I ob­serve it, cap­tain.”

			“Is it not formed of heaped-up rocks which look like gi­ant bales of cot­ton?”

			“That is so, and just what the nar­rat­ive de­scribes.”

			“Then all we have to do is to land on the promon­tory, Mr. Je­or­ling. Who knows but we may come across some vestige of the crew of the Jane, sup­pos­ing them to have suc­ceeded in es­cap­ing from Tsalal Is­land.”

			The speak­er was de­vour­ing the is­let with his eyes. What must his thoughts, his de­sires, his im­pa­tience have been! But there was a man whose gaze was set upon the same point even more fix­edly; that man was Hunt.

			Be­fore we left the Hal­brane Len Guy en­joined the most minute and care­ful watch­ful­ness upon his lieu­ten­ant. This was a charge which West did not need. Our ex­plor­a­tion would take only half a day at most. If the boat had not re­turned in the af­ter­noon a second was to be sent in search of us.

			“Look sharp also after our re­cruits,” ad­ded the cap­tain.

			“Don’t be un­easy, cap­tain,” replied the lieu­ten­ant. “In­deed, since you want four men at the oars you had bet­ter take them from among the new ones. That will leave four less trouble­some fel­lows on board.”

			This was a good idea, for, un­der the de­plor­able in­flu­ence of Hearne, the dis­con­tent of his ship­mates from the Falk­lands was on the in­crease. The boat be­ing ready, four of the new crew took their places for­ward, while Hunt, at his own re­quest, was steers­man. Cap­tain Len Guy, the boat­swain and my­self, all well armed, seated ourselves aft, and we star­ted for the north­ern point of the is­let. In the course of an hour we had doubled the promon­tory, and come in sight of the little bay whose shores the boats of the Jane had touched.

			Hunt steered for this bay, glid­ing with re­mark­able skill between the rocky points which stuck up here and there. One would have thought he knew his way among them.

			We dis­em­barked on a stony coast. The stones were covered with sparse lichen. The tide was already ebbing, leav­ing un­covered the sandy bot­tom of a sort of beach strewn with black blocks, re­sem­bling big nail­heads.

			Two men were left in charge of the boat while we landed amid the rocks, and, ac­com­pan­ied by the oth­er two, Cap­tain Len Guy, the boat­swain, Hunt and I pro­ceeded to­wards the centre, where we found some rising ground, from whence we could see the whole ex­tent of the is­let. But there was noth­ing to be seen on any side, ab­so­lutely noth­ing. On com­ing down from the slight em­in­ence Hunt went on in front, as it had been agreed that he was to be our guide. We fol­lowed him there­fore, as he led us to­wards the south­ern ex­tremity of the is­let. Hav­ing reached the point, Hunt looked care­fully on all sides of him, then stooped and showed us a piece of half rot­ten wood ly­ing among the scattered stones.

			“I re­mem­ber!” I ex­claimed; “Ar­thur Pym speaks of a piece of wood with traces of carving on it which ap­peared to have be­longed to the bow of a ship.”

			“Among the carving my broth­er fan­cied he could trace the design of a tor­toise,” ad­ded Cap­tain Len Guy.

			“Just so,” I replied, “but Ar­thur Pym pro­nounced that re­semb­lance doubt­ful. No mat­ter; the piece of wood is still in the same place that is in­dic­ated in the nar­rat­ive, so we may con­clude that since the Jane cast an­chor here no oth­er crew has ever set foot upon Ben­net Is­let. It fol­lows that we should only lose time in look­ing out for any tokens of an­oth­er land­ing. We shall know noth­ing un­til we reach Tsalal Is­land.”

			“Yes, Tsalal Is­land,” replied the cap­tain.

			We then re­traced our steps in the dir­ec­tion of the bay. In vari­ous places we ob­served frag­ments of cor­al reef, and bêche-de-mer was so abund­ant that our schoon­er might have taken a full cargo of it. Hunt walked on in si­lence with down­cast eyes, un­til as we were close upon the beach to the east, he, be­ing about ten paces ahead, stopped ab­ruptly, and summoned us to him by a hur­ried ges­ture.

			In an in­stant we were by his side. Hunt had evinced no sur­prise on the sub­ject of the piece of wood first found, but his at­ti­tude changed when he knelt down in front of a worm-eaten plank ly­ing on the sand. He felt it all over with his huge hands, as though he were seek­ing some tracery on its rough sur­face whose sig­ni­fic­a­tion might be in­tel­li­gible to him. The black paint was hid­den un­der the thick dirt that had ac­cu­mu­lated upon it. The plank had prob­ably formed part of a ship’s stern, as the boat­swain re­ques­ted us to ob­serve.

			“Yes, yes,” re­peated Cap­tain Len Guy, “it made part of a stern.”

			Hunt, who still re­mained kneel­ing, nod­ded his big head in as­sent.

			“But,” I re­marked, “this plank must have been cast upon Ben­net Is­let from a wreck! The cross­cur­rents must have found it in the open sea, and—”

			“If that were so—” cried the cap­tain.

			The same thought had oc­curred to both of us. What was our sur­prise, in­deed our amazement, our un­speak­able emo­tion, when Hunt showed us eight let­ters cut in the plank, not painted, but hol­low and dis­tinctly trace­able with the fin­ger.

			It was only too easy to re­cog­nize the let­ters of two names, ar­ranged in two lines, thus:

			
				AN

				LI.E.PO.L.

			

			The Jane of Liv­er­pool! The schoon­er com­manded by Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy! What did it mat­ter that time had blurred the oth­er let­ters? Did not those suf­fice to tell the name of the ship and the port she be­longed to? The Jane of Liv­er­pool!

			Cap­tain Len Guy had taken the plank in his hands, and now he pressed his lips to it, while tears fell from his eyes.

			It was a frag­ment of the Jane! I did not ut­ter a word un­til the cap­tain’s emo­tion had sub­sided. As for Hunt, I had nev­er seen such a light­ning glance from his bril­liant hawk-like eyes as he now cast to­wards the south­ern ho­ri­zon.

			Cap­tain Len Guy rose.

			Hunt, without a word, placed the plank upon his shoulder, and we con­tin­ued our route.

			When we had made the tour of the is­land, we hal­ted at the place where the boat had been left un­der the charge of two sail­ors, and about half-past two in the af­ter­noon we were again on board.

			Early on the morn­ing of the 23rd of Decem­ber the Hal­brane put off from Ben­net Is­let, and we car­ried away with us new and con­vin­cing testi­mony to the cata­strophe which Tsalal Is­land had wit­nessed.

			Dur­ing that day, I ob­served the sea wa­ter very at­tent­ively, and it seemed to me less deeply blue than Ar­thur Pym de­scribes it. Nor had we met a single spe­ci­men of his mon­ster of the aus­tral fauna, an an­im­al three feet long, six inches high, with four short legs, long cor­al claws, a silky body, a rat’s tail, a cat’s head, the hanging ears, blood-red lips and white teeth of a dog. The truth is that I re­garded sev­er­al of these de­tails as “sus­pect,” and en­tirely due to an over-ima­gin­at­ive tem­pera­ment.

			Seated far aft in the ship, I read Edgar Poe’s book with sed­u­lous at­ten­tion, but I was not un­aware of the fact that Hunt, whenev­er his du­ties fur­nished him with an op­por­tun­ity, ob­served me per­tina­ciously, and with looks of sin­gu­lar mean­ing.

			And, in fact, I was re-per­us­ing the end of Chapter XVII., in which Ar­thur Pym ac­know­ledged his re­spons­ib­il­ity for the sad and tra­gic events which were the res­ults of his ad­vice. It was, in fact, he who over-per­suaded Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy, ur­ging him “to profit by so tempt­ing an op­por­tun­ity of solv­ing the great prob­lem re­lat­ing to the Ant­arc­tic Con­tin­ent.” And, be­sides, while ac­cept­ing that re­spons­ib­il­ity, did he not con­grat­u­late him­self on hav­ing been the in­stru­ment of a great dis­cov­ery, and hav­ing aided in some de­gree to re­veal to sci­ence one of the most mar­vel­lous secrets which had ever claimed its at­ten­tion?

			At six o’clock the sun dis­ap­peared be­hind a thick cur­tain of mist. After mid­night the breeze freshened, and the Hal­brane’s pro­gress marked a dozen ad­di­tion­al miles.

			On the mor­row the good ship was less than the third of a de­gree, that is to say less than twenty miles, from Tsalal Is­land.

			Un­for­tu­nately, just after mid­day, the wind fell. Nev­er­the­less, thanks to the cur­rent, the Is­land of Tsalal was sig­nalled at forty-five minutes past six in the even­ing.

			The an­chor was cast, a watch was set, with loaded fire­arms with­in hand-reach, and board­ing-nets ready. The Hal­brane ran no risk of be­ing sur­prised. Too many eyes were watch­ing on board—es­pe­cially those of Hunt, whose gaze nev­er quit­ted the ho­ri­zon of that south­ern zone for an in­stant.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				Tsalal Is­land

			
			The night passed without alarm. No boat had put off from the is­land, nor had a nat­ive shown him­self upon the beach. The Hal­brane, then, had not been ob­served on her ar­rival; this was all the bet­ter.

			We had cast an­chor in ten fathoms, at three miles from the coast.

			When the Jane ap­peared in these wa­ters, the people of Tsalal be­held a ship for the first time, and they took it for an enorm­ous an­im­al, re­gard­ing its masts as limbs, and its sails as gar­ments. Now, they ought to be bet­ter in­formed on this sub­ject, and if they did not at­tempt to vis­it us, to what motive were we to as­sign such con­duct?

			Cap­tain Len Guy gave or­ders for the lower­ing of the ship’s largest boat, in a voice which be­trayed his im­pa­tience.

			The or­der was ex­ecuted, and the cap­tain, ad­dress­ing West, said—

			“Send eight men down with Mar­tin Holt; send Hunt to the helm. Re­main your­self at the moor­ings, and keep a lookout land­wards as well as to sea.”

			“Aye, aye, sir; don’t be un­easy.”

			“We are go­ing ashore, and we shall try to gain the vil­lage of Klock-Klock. If any dif­fi­culty should arise on sea, give us warn­ing by fir­ing three shots.”

			“All right,” replied West—“at a minute’s in­ter­val.”

			“If we should not re­turn be­fore even­ing, send the second boat with ten armed men un­der the boat­swain’s or­ders, and let them sta­tion them­selves with­in a cable’s length of the shore, so as to es­cort us back. You un­der­stand?”

			“Per­fectly, cap­tain.”

			“If we are not to be found, after you have done all in your power, you will take com­mand of the schoon­er, and bring her back to the Falk­lands.”

			“I will do so.”

			The large boat was rap­idly got ready. Eight men em­barked in it, in­clud­ing Mar­tin Holt and Hunt, all armed with rifles, pis­tols, and knives; the lat­ter weapons were slung in their belts. They also car­ried cart­ridge-pouches. I stepped for­ward and said—

			“Will you not al­low me to ac­com­pany you, cap­tain?”

			“If you wish to do so, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			I went to my cab­in, took my gun—a re­peat­ing rifle—with ball and powder, and re­joined Cap­tain Len Guy, who had kept a place in the stern of the boat for me. Our ob­ject was to dis­cov­er the pas­sage through which Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters had crossed the reef on the 19th of Janu­ary, 1828, in the Jane’s boat. For twenty minutes we rowed along the reef, and then Hunt dis­covered the pass, which was through a nar­row cut in the rocks. Leav­ing two men in the boat, we landed, and hav­ing gone through the wind­ing gorge which gave ac­cess to the crest of the coast, our little force, headed by Hunt, pushed on to­wards the centre of the is­land. Cap­tain Len Guy and my­self ex­changed ob­ser­va­tions, as we walked, on the sub­ject of this coun­try, which, as Ar­thur Pym de­clared, differed es­sen­tially from every oth­er land hitherto vis­ited by hu­man be­ings. We soon found that Pym’s de­scrip­tion was trust­worthy. The gen­er­al col­our of the plains was black, as though the clay were made of lava-dust; nowhere was any­thing white to be seen. At a hun­dred paces dis­tance Hunt began to run to­wards an enorm­ous mass of rock, climbed on it with great agil­ity, and looked out over a wide ex­tent of space like a man who ought to re­cog­nize the place he is in, but does not.

			“What is the mat­ter with him?” asked Cap­tain Len Guy, who was ob­serving Hunt at­tent­ively.

			“I don’t know what is the mat­ter with him, cap­tain. But, as you are aware, everything about this man is odd: his ways are in­ex­plic­able, and on cer­tain sides of him he seems to be­long to those strange be­ings whom Ar­thur Pym as­serts that he found on this is­land. One would even say that—”

			“That—” re­peated the cap­tain.

			And then, without fin­ish­ing my sen­tence, I said—

			“Cap­tain, are you sure that you made a good ob­ser­va­tion when you took the alti­tude yes­ter­day?”

			“Cer­tainly.”

			“So that your point—”

			“Gave 83° 20′ of lat­it­ude and 43° 5′ of lon­git­ude.”

			“Ex­actly?”

			“Ex­actly.”

			“There is, then, no doubt that we are on Tsalal Is­land?”

			“None, Mr. Je­or­ling, if Tsalal Is­land lies where Ar­thur Pym places it.”

			This was quite true, there could be no doubt on the point, and yet of all that Ar­thur Pym de­scribed noth­ing ex­is­ted, or rather, noth­ing was any longer to be seen. Not a tree, not a shrub, not a plant was vis­ible in the land­scape. There was no sign of the wooded hills between which the vil­lage of Klock-Klock ought to lie, or of the streams from which the crew of the Jane had not ven­tured to drink. There was no wa­ter any­where; but every­where ab­so­lute, aw­ful drought.

			Nev­er­the­less, Hunt walked on rap­idly, without show­ing any hes­it­a­tion. It seemed as though he was led by a nat­ur­al in­stinct, “a bee’s flight,” as we say in Amer­ica. I know not what presen­ti­ment in­duced us to fol­low him as the best of guides, a Chingach­gook, a Renard-Sub­til. And why not? Was not he the fel­low-coun­try­man of Fen­imore Cooper’s her­oes?

			But, I must re­peat that we had not be­fore our eyes that fab­ulous land which Ar­thur Pym de­scribed. The soil we were tread­ing had been rav­aged, wrecked, torn by con­vul­sion. It was black, a cindery black, as though it had been vomited from the earth un­der the ac­tion of Pluto­ni­an forces; it sug­ges­ted that some ap­palling and ir­res­ist­ible cata­clysm had over­turned the whole of its sur­face.

			Not one of the an­im­als men­tioned in the nar­rat­ive was to be seen, and even the pen­guins which abound in the Ant­arc­tic re­gions had fled from this un­in­hab­it­able land. Its stern si­lence and solitude made it a hideous desert. No hu­man be­ing was to be seen either on the coast or in the in­teri­or. Did any chance of find­ing Wil­li­am Guy and the sur­viv­ors of the Jane ex­ist in the midst of this scene of des­ol­a­tion?

			I looked at Cap­tain Len Guy. His pale face, dim eyes, and knit brow told too plainly that hope was be­gin­ning to die with­in his breast.

			And then the pop­u­la­tion of Tsalal Is­land, the al­most na­ked men, armed with clubs and lances, the tall, well-made, up­stand­ing wo­men, en­dowed with grace and free­dom of bear­ing not to be found in a civ­il­ized so­ci­ety—those are the ex­pres­sions of Ar­thur Pym—and the crowd of chil­dren ac­com­pa­ny­ing them, what had be­come of all these? Where were the mul­ti­tude of nat­ives, with black skins, black hair, black teeth, who re­garded white col­our with deadly ter­ror?

			All of a sud­den a light flashed upon me. “An earth­quake!” I ex­claimed. “Yes, two or three of those ter­rible shocks, so com­mon in these re­gions where the sea pen­et­rates by in­filt­ra­tion, and a day comes when the quant­ity of ac­cu­mu­lated va­pour makes its way out and des­troys everything on the sur­face.”

			“Could an earth­quake have changed Tsalal Is­land to such an ex­tent?” asked Len Guy, mus­ingly.

			“Yes, cap­tain, an earth­quake has done this thing; it has des­troyed every trace of all that Ar­thur Pym saw here.”

			Hunt, who had drawn nigh to us, and was listen­ing, nod­ded his head in ap­prov­al of my words.

			“Are not these coun­tries of the south­ern seas vol­can­ic?” I re­sumed; “If the Hal­brane were to trans­port us to Vic­tor­ia Land, we might find the Ere­bus and the Ter­ror in the midst of an erup­tion.”

			“And yet,” ob­served Mar­tin Holt, “if there had been an erup­tion here, we should find lava beds.”

			“I do not say that there has been an erup­tion,” I replied, “but I do say the soil has been con­vulsed by an earth­quake.”

			On re­flec­tion it will be seen that the ex­plan­a­tion giv­en by me de­served to be ad­mit­ted. And then it came to my re­mem­brance that ac­cord­ing to Ar­thur Pym’s nar­rat­ive, Tsalal be­longed to a group of is­lands which ex­ten­ded to­wards the west. Un­less the people of Tsalal had been des­troyed, it was pos­sible that they might have fled in­to one of the neigh­bour­ing is­lands. We should do well, then, to go and re­con­noitre that ar­chipelago, for Tsalal clearly had no re­sources whatever to of­fer after the cata­clysm. I spoke of this to the cap­tain.

			“Yes,” he replied, and tears stood in his eyes, “yes, it may be so. And yet, how could my broth­er and his un­for­tu­nate com­pan­ions have found the means of es­cap­ing? Is it not far more prob­able that they all per­ished in the earth­quake?”

			Here Hunt made us a sig­nal to fol­low him, and we did so.

			After he had pushed across the val­ley for a con­sid­er­able dis­tance, he stopped.

			What a spec­tacle was be­fore our eyes!

			There, ly­ing in heaps, were hu­man bones, all the frag­ments of that frame­work of hu­man­ity which we call the skel­et­on, hun­dreds of them, without a particle of flesh, clusters of skulls still bear­ing some tufts of hair—a vast bone heap, dried and whitened in this place! We were struck dumb and mo­tion­less by this spec­tacle. When Cap­tain Len Guy could speak, he mur­mured—

			“My broth­er, my poor broth­er!”

			On a little re­flec­tion, how­ever, my mind re­fused to ad­mit cer­tain things. How was this cata­strophe to be re­con­ciled with Pat­ter­son’s memor­anda? The entries in his note­book stated ex­pli­citly that the mate of the Jane had left his com­pan­ions on Tsalal Is­land sev­en months pre­vi­ously. They could not then have per­ished in this earth­quake, for the state of the bones proved that it had taken place sev­er­al years earli­er, and must have oc­curred after the de­par­ture of Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters, since no men­tion of it was made in the nar­rat­ive of the former.

			These facts were, then, ir­re­con­cil­able. If the earth­quake was of re­cent date, the pres­ence of those time-bleached skel­et­ons could not be at­trib­uted to its ac­tion. In any case, the sur­viv­ors of the Jane were not among them. But then, where were they?

			The val­ley of Klock-Klock ex­ten­ded no farther; we had to re­trace our steps in or­der to re­gain the coast. We had hardly gone half a mile on the cliff’s edge when Hunt again stopped, on per­ceiv­ing some frag­ments of bones which were turn­ing to dust, and did not seem to be those of a hu­man be­ing.

			Were these the re­mains of one of the strange an­im­als de­scribed by Ar­thur Pym, of which we had not hitherto seen any spe­ci­mens?

			Hunt sud­denly uttered a cry, or rather a sort of sav­age growl, and held out his enorm­ous hand, hold­ing a met­al col­lar. Yes! a brass col­lar, a col­lar eaten by rust, but bear­ing let­ters which might still be de­ciphered. These let­ters formed the three fol­low­ing words:—

			“Ti­ger—Ar­thur Pym.”

			Ti­ger!—the name of the dog which had saved Ar­thur Pym’s life in the hold of the Gram­pus, and, dur­ing the re­volt of the crew, had sprung at the throat of Jones, the sail­or, who was im­me­di­ately “fin­ished” by Dirk Peters.

			So, then, that faith­ful an­im­al had not per­ished in the ship­wreck of the Gram­pus. He had been taken on board the Jane at the same time as Ar­thur Pym and the half-breed. And yet the nar­rat­ive did not al­lude to this, and after the meet­ing with the schoon­er there was no longer any men­tion of the dog. All these con­tra­dic­tions oc­curred to me. I could not re­con­cile the facts. Nev­er­the­less, there could be no doubt that Ti­ger had been saved from the ship­wreck like Ar­thur Pym, had es­caped the land­slip of the Klock-Klock hill, and had come to his death at last in the cata­strophe which had des­troyed a por­tion of the pop­u­la­tion of Tsalal.

			But, again, Wil­li­am Guy and his five sail­ors could not be among those skel­et­ons which were strewn upon the earth, since they were liv­ing at the time of Pat­ter­son’s de­par­ture, sev­en months ago, and the cata­strophe already dated sev­er­al years back!

			Three hours later we had re­turned on board the Hal­brane, without hav­ing made any oth­er dis­cov­ery. Cap­tain Len Guy went dir­ect to his cab­in, shut him­self up there, and did not re­appear even at din­ner hour.

			The fol­low­ing day, as I wished to re­turn to the is­land in or­der to re­sume its ex­plor­a­tion from one coast to the oth­er, I re­ques­ted West to have me rowed ashore.

			He con­sen­ted, after he had been au­thor­ized by Cap­tain Len Guy, who did not come with us.

			Hunt, the boat­swain, Mar­tin Holt, four men, and my­self took our places in the boat without arms; for there was no longer any­thing to fear.

			We dis­em­barked at our yes­ter­day’s land­ing-place, and Hunt again led the way to­wards the hill of Klock-Klock. Noth­ing re­mained of the em­in­ence that had been car­ried away in the ar­ti­fi­cial land­slip, from which the cap­tain of the Jane, Pat­ter­son, his second of­ficer, and five of his men had hap­pily es­caped. The vil­lage of Klock-Klock had thus dis­ap­peared; and doubt­less the mys­tery of the strange dis­cov­er­ies nar­rated in Edgar Poe’s work was now and ever would re­main bey­ond solu­tion.

			We had only to re­gain our ship, re­turn­ing by the east side of the coast. Hunt brought us through the space where sheds had been erec­ted for the pre­par­a­tion of the bêche-de-mer, and we saw the re­mains of them. On all sides si­lence and aban­don­ment reigned.

			We made a brief pause at the place where Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters seized upon the boat which bore them to­wards high­er lat­it­udes, even to that ho­ri­zon of dark va­pour whose rents per­mit­ted them to dis­cern the huge hu­man fig­ure, the white gi­ant.

			Hunt stood with crossed arms, his eyes de­vour­ing the vast ex­tent of the sea.

			“Well, Hunt?” said I, tent­at­ively.

			Hunt did not ap­pear to hear me; he did not turn his head in my dir­ec­tion.

			“What are we do­ing here?” I asked him, and touched him on the shoulder.

			He star­ted, and cast a glance upon me which went to my heart.

			“Come along, Hunt,” cried Hur­liguerly. “Are you go­ing to take root on this rock? Don’t you see the Hal­brane wait­ing for us at her moor­ings? Come along. We shall be off to­mor­row. There is noth­ing more to do here.”

			It seemed to me that Hunt’s trem­bling lips re­peated the word “noth­ing,” while his whole bear­ing pro­tested against what the boat­swain said.

			The boat brought us back to the ship. Cap­tain Len Guy had not left his cab­in. West, hav­ing re­ceived no or­ders, was pa­cing the deck aft. I seated my­self at the foot of the main­mast, ob­serving the sea which lay open and free be­fore us.

			At this mo­ment the cap­tain came on deck; he was very pale, and his fea­tures looked pinched and weary.

			“Mr. Je­or­ling,” said he, “I can af­firm con­scien­tiously that I have done all it was pos­sible to do. Can I hope hence­forth that my broth­er Wil­li­am and his com­pan­ions—No! No! We must go away—be­fore winter—”

			He drew him­self up, and cast a last glance to­wards Tsalal Is­land.

			“To­mor­row, Jim,” he said to West, “to mor­row we will make sail as early as pos­sible.”

			At this mo­ment a rough voice uttered the words:

			“And Pym—poor Pym!”

			I re­cog­nized this voice.

			It was the voice I had heard in my dream.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				And Pym?

			
			“And Pym—poor Pym?”

			I turned round quickly.

			Hunt had spoken. This strange per­son was stand­ing mo­tion­less at a little dis­tance, gaz­ing fix­edly at the ho­ri­zon.

			It was so un­usu­al to hear Hunt’s voice on board the schoon­er, that the men, whom the un­ac­cus­tomed sound reached, drew near, moved by curi­os­ity. Did not his un­ex­pec­ted in­ter­ven­tion point to—I had a presen­ti­ment that it did—some won­der­ful rev­el­a­tion?

			A move­ment of West’s hand sent the men for­ward, leav­ing only the mate, the boat­swain, Mar­tin Holt, the sail­ing-mas­ter, and Hardy, with the cap­tain and my­self in the vi­cin­ity of Hunt. The cap­tain ap­proached and ad­dressed him:

			“What did you say?”

			“I said, ‘And Pym—poor Pym.’ ”

			“Well, then, what do you mean by re­peat­ing the name of the man whose per­ni­cious ad­vice led my broth­er to the is­land on which the Jane was lost, the great­er part of her crew was mas­sacred, and where we have not found even one left of those who were still here sev­en months ago?”

			Hunt did not speak.

			“An­swer, I say—an­swer!” cried the cap­tain.

			Hunt hes­it­ated, not be­cause he did not know what to say, but from a cer­tain dif­fi­culty in ex­press­ing his ideas. The lat­ter were quite clear, but his speech was con­fused, his words were un­con­nec­ted. He had a cer­tain lan­guage of his own which some­times was pic­tur­esque, and his pro­nun­ci­ation was strongly marked by the hoarse ac­cent of the In­di­ans of the Far West.

			“You see,” he said, “I do not know how to tell things. My tongue stops. Un­der­stand me, I spoke of Pym, poor Pym, did I not?”

			“Yes,” answered West, sternly; “and what have you to say about Ar­thur Pym?”

			“I have to say that he must not be aban­doned.”

			“Aban­doned!” I ex­claimed.

			“No, nev­er! It would be cruel—too cruel. We must go to seek him.”

			“To seek him?” re­peated Cap­tain Len Guy.

			“Un­der­stand me; it is for this that I have em­barked on the Hal­brane—yes, to find poor Pym!”

			“And where is he,” I asked, “if not deep in a grave, in the cemetery of his nat­al city?”

			“No, he is in the place where he re­mained, alone, all alone,” con­tin­ued Hunt, point­ing to­wards the south; “and since then the sun has ris­en on that ho­ri­zon sev­en times.”

			It was evid­ent that Hunt in­ten­ded to des­ig­nate the Ant­arc­tic re­gions, but what did he mean by this?

			“Do you not know that Ar­thur Pym is dead?” said the cap­tain.

			“Dead!” replied Hunt, em­phas­iz­ing the word with an ex­press­ive ges­ture. “No! listen to me: I know things; un­der­stand me, he is not dead.”

			“Come now, Hunt,” said I, “re­mem­ber what you do know. In the last chapter of the ad­ven­tures of Ar­thur Pym, does not Edgar Poe re­late his sud­den and de­plor­able end?”

			“Ex­plain your­self, Hunt,” said the cap­tain, in a tone of com­mand. “Re­flect, take your time, and say plainly whatever you have to say.”

			And, while Hunt passed his hand over his brow, as though to col­lect his memory of far-off things, I ob­served to Cap­tain Len Guy—

			“There is some­thing very sin­gu­lar in the in­ter­ven­tion of this man, if in­deed he be not mad.”

			At my words the boat­swain shook his head, for he did not be­lieve Hunt to be in his right mind.

			The lat­ter un­der­stood this shake of the boat­swain’s head, and cried out in a harsh tone—

			“No, not mad. And mad­men are re­spec­ted on the prair­ies, even if they are not be­lieved. And I—I must be be­lieved. No, no, no! Pym is not dead!”

			“Edgar Poe as­serts that he is,” I replied.

			“Yes, I know, Edgar Poe of Bal­timore. But—he nev­er saw poor Pym, nev­er, nev­er.”

			“What!” ex­claimed Cap­tain Len Guy; “the two men were not ac­quain­ted?”

			“No!”

			“And it was not Ar­thur Pym him­self who re­lated his ad­ven­tures to Edgar Poe?”

			“No, cap­tain, no! He, be­low there, at Bal­timore, had only the notes writ­ten by Pym from the day when he hid him­self on board the Gram­pus to the very last hour—the last—un­der­stand me the last.”

			“Who, then, brought back that journ­al?” asked Cap­tain Len Guy, as he seized Hunt’s hand.

			“It was Pym’s com­pan­ion, he who loved him, his poor Pym, like a son. It was Dirk Peters, the half-breed, who came back alone from there—bey­ond.”

			“The half-breed, Dirk Peters!” I ex­claimed.

			“Yes.”

			“Alone?”

			“Alone.”

			“And Ar­thur Pym may be—”

			“There,” answered Hunt, in a loud voice, bend­ing to­wards the south­ern line, from which he had not di­ver­ted his gaze for a mo­ment.

			Could such an as­ser­tion pre­vail against the gen­er­al in­credu­lity? No, as­suredly not! Mar­tin Holt nudged Hur­liguerly with his el­bow, and both re­garded Hunt with pity, while West ob­served him without speak­ing. Cap­tain Len Guy made me a sign, mean­ing that noth­ing ser­i­ous was to be got out of this poor fel­low, whose men­tal fac­ulties must have been out of gear for a long time.

			And nev­er­the­less, when I looked keenly at Hunt, it seemed to me that a sort of ra­di­ance of truth shone out of his eyes:

			Then I set to work to in­ter­rog­ate the man, put­ting to him pre­cise and press­ing ques­tions which he tried to an­swer cat­egor­ic­ally, as we shall see, and not once did he con­tra­dict him­self.

			“Tell me,” I asked, “did Ar­thur Pym really come to Tsalal Is­land on board the Gram­pus?”

			“Yes.”

			“Did Ar­thur Pym sep­ar­ate him­self, with the half-breed and one of the sail­ors, from his com­pan­ions while Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy had gone to the vil­lage of Klock-Klock?”

			“Yes. The sail­or was one Al­len, and he was al­most im­me­di­ately stifled un­der the stones.”

			“Then the two oth­ers saw the at­tack, and the de­struc­tion of the schoon­er, from the top of the hill?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then, some time later, the two left the is­land, after they had got pos­ses­sion of one of the boats which the nat­ives could not take from them?”

			“Yes.”

			“And, after twenty days, hav­ing reached the front of the cur­tain of va­pour, they were both car­ried down in­to the gulf of the catar­act?”

			This time Hunt did not reply in the af­firm­at­ive; he hes­it­ated, he stammered out some vague words; he seemed to be try­ing to re­kindle the half-ex­tin­guished flame of his memory. At length, look­ing at me and shak­ing his head, he answered—

			“No, not both. Un­der­stand me—Dirk nev­er told me—”

			“Dirk Peters,” in­ter­posed Cap­tain Len Guy, quickly. “You knew Dirk Peters?”

			“Yes.”

			“Where?”

			“At Van­dalia, State of Illinois.”

			“And it is from him that you have all this in­form­a­tion con­cern­ing the voy­age?”

			“From him.”

			“And he came back alone—alone—from that voy­age, hav­ing left Ar­thur Pym.”

			“Alone!”

			“Speak, man—do speak!” I cried, im­pa­tiently. Then, in broken, but in­tel­li­gible sen­tences, Hunt spoke—

			“Yes—there—a cur­tain of va­pour—so the half-breed of­ten said—un­der­stand me. The two, Ar­thur Pym and he, were in the Tsalal boat. Then an enorm­ous block of ice came full upon them. At the shock Dirk Peters was thrown in­to the sea, but he clung to the ice block, and—un­der­stand me, he saw the boat drift with the cur­rent, far, very far, too far! In vain did Pym try to re­join his com­pan­ion, he could not; the boat drif­ted on and on, and Pym, that poor dear Pym, was car­ried away. It is he who has nev­er come back, and he is there, still there!”

			If Hunt had been the half-breed in per­son he could not have spoken with more heart­felt emo­tion of “poor Pym.”

			It was then, in front of the “cur­tain of va­pour,” that Ar­thur Pym and the half-breed had been sep­ar­ated from each oth­er. Dirk Peters had suc­ceeded in re­turn­ing from the ice-world to Amer­ica, whith­er he had con­veyed the notes that were com­mu­nic­ated to Edgar Poe.

			Hunt was minutely ques­tioned upon all these points and he replied, con­form­ably, he de­clared, to what the half-breed had told him many times. Ac­cord­ing to this state­ment, Dirk Peters had Ar­thur Pym’s note­book in his pock­et at the mo­ment when the ice-block struck them, and thus the journ­al which the half-breed placed at the dis­pos­al of the Amer­ic­an ro­mance-writer was saved.

			“Un­der­stand me,” Hunt re­peated, “for I tell you things as I have them from Dirk Peters. While the drift was car­ry­ing him away, he cried out with all his strength. Pym, poor Pym, had already dis­ap­peared in the midst of the va­pour. The half-breed, feed­ing upon raw fish, which he con­trived to catch, was car­ried back by a cross cur­rent to Tsalal Is­land, where he landed half dead from hun­ger.”

			“To Tsalal Is­land!” ex­claimed Cap­tain Len Guy. “And how long was it since they had left it?”

			“Three weeks—yes, three weeks at the farthest, so Dirk Peters told me.”

			“Then he must have found all that re­mained of the crew of the Jane—my broth­er Wil­li­am and those who had sur­vived with him?”

			“No,” replied Hunt; “and Dirk Peters al­ways be­lieved that they had per­ished—yes, to the very last man. There was no one upon the is­land.”

			“No one?”

			“Not a liv­ing soul.”

			“But the pop­u­la­tion?”

			“No one! No one, I tell you. The is­land was a desert—yes, a desert!”

			This state­ment con­tra­dicted cer­tain facts of which we were ab­so­lutely cer­tain. After all, though, it seemed pos­sible that when Dirk Peters re­turned to Tsalal Is­land, the pop­u­la­tion, seized by who can tell what ter­ror, had already taken refuge upon the south­west­ern group, and that Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions were still hid­den in gorges of Klock-Klock. That would ex­plain why half-breed had not come across them, and also why sur­viv­ors of the Jane had had noth­ing to fear dur­ing el­ev­en years of their so­journ in the is­land. On the oth­er hand, since Pat­ter­son had left them there sev­en months pre­vi­ously, if we did not find them, that must have been be­cause they had been ob­liged to leave Tsalal, the place be­ing rendered un­in­hab­it­able by the earth­quake.

			“So that,” re­sumed Cap­tain Len Guy, “on the re­turn of Dirk Peters, there was no longer an in­hab­it­ant on the is­land?”

			“No one,” re­peated Hunt, “no one. The half-breed did not meet a single nat­ive.”

			“And what did Dirk Peters do?”

			“Un­der­stand me. A for­saken boat lay there, at the back of the bay, con­tain­ing some dried meat and sev­er­al casks of wa­ter. The half-breed got in­to it, and a south wind—yes, south, very strong, the same that had driv­en the ice block, with the cross cur­rent, to­wards Tsalal Is­land—car­ried him on for weeks and weeks—to the ice­berg bar­ri­er, through a pas­sage in it—you may be­lieve me, I am telling you only what Dirk Peters told me—and he cleared the po­lar circle.”

			“And bey­ond it?” I in­quired.

			“Bey­ond it. He was picked up by an Amer­ic­an whaler, the Sandy Hook, and taken back to Amer­ica.”

			Now, one thing at all events was clear. Edgar Poe had nev­er known Ar­thur Pym. This was the reas­on why, to leave his read­ers in ex­cit­ing un­cer­tainty, he had brought Pym to an end “as sud­den as it was de­plor­able,” without in­dic­at­ing the man­ner or the cause of his death.

			“And yet, al­though Ar­thur Pym did not re­turn, could it be reas­on­ably ad­mit­ted that he had sur­vived his com­pan­ion for any length of time, that he was still liv­ing, el­ev­en years hav­ing elapsed since his dis­ap­pear­ance?”

			“Yes, yes,” replied Hunt.

			And this he af­firmed with the strong con­vic­tion that Dirk Peters had in­fused in­to his mind while the two were liv­ing to­geth­er in Van­dalia, in Illinois.

			Now the ques­tion arose, was Hunt sane? Was it not he who had stolen in­to my cab­in in a fit of in­san­ity—of this I had no doubt—and mur­mured in my ear the words: “And Pym—poor Pym?”

			Yes, and I had not been dream­ing! In short, if all that Hunt had just said was true, if he was but the faith­ful re­port­er of secrets which had been en­trus­ted to him by Dirk Peters, ought he to be be­lieved when he re­peated in a tone of mingled com­mand and en­treaty—

			“Pym is not dead. Pym is there. Poor Pym must not be for­saken!”

			When I had made an end of ques­tion­ing Hunt, Cap­tain Len Guy came out of his med­it­at­ive mood, pro­foundly troubled, and gave the word, “All hands for­ward!”

			When the men were as­sembled around him, he said—

			“Listen to me, Hunt, and ser­i­ously con­sider the grav­ity of the ques­tions I am about to put to you.”

			Hunt held his head up, and ran his eyes over the crew of the Hal­brane.

			“You as­sert, Hunt, that all you have told us con­cern­ing Ar­thur Pym is true?”

			“Yes.”

			“You knew Dirk Peters?”

			“Yes.”

			“You lived some years with him in Illinois?”

			“Nine years.”

			“And he of­ten re­lated these things to you?”

			“Yes.”

			“And, for your own part, you have no doubt that he told you the ex­act truth?”

			“None.”

			“Well, then, did it nev­er oc­cur to him that some of the crew of the Jane might have re­mained on Tsalal Is­land?”

			“No.”

			“He be­lieved that Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions must all have per­ished in the land­slip of the hill of Klock-Klock?”

			“Yes, and from what he of­ten re­peated to me, Pym be­lieved it also.”

			“Where did you see Dirk Peters for the last time?”

			“At Van­dalia.”

			“How long ago?”

			“Over two years.”

			“And which of you two was the first to leave Van­dalia?”

			I thought I de­tec­ted a slight hes­it­a­tion in Hunt be­fore he answered—

			“We left the place to­geth­er.”

			“You, to go to?”

			“The Falk­lands.”

			“And he—”

			“He?” re­peated Hunt.

			And then his wan­der­ing gaze fixed it­self on Mar­tin Holt, our sail­ing-mas­ter, whose life he had saved at the risk of his own dur­ing the tem­pest.

			“Well!” re­sumed the cap­tain, “do you not un­der­stand what I am ask­ing you?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then an­swer me. When Dirk Peters left Illinois, did he fi­nally give up Amer­ica?”

			“Yes.”

			“To go whith­er? Speak!”

			“To the Falk­lands.”

			“And where is he now?”

			“He stands be­fore you.”

			Dirk Peters! Hunt was the half-breed Dirk Peters, the de­voted com­pan­ion of Ar­thur Pym, he whom Cap­tain Guy had so long sought for in the United States, and whose pres­ence was prob­ably to fur­nish us with a fresh reas­on for pur­su­ing our dar­ing cam­paign.

			I shall not be at all sur­prised if my read­ers have already re­cog­nized Dirk Peters in Hunt; in­deed, I shall be as­ton­ished if they have failed to do so. The ex­traordin­ary thing is that Cap­tain Len Guy and my­self, who had read Edgar Poe’s book over and over again, did not see at once, when Hunt came on the ship at the Falk­lands, that he and the half-breed were identic­al! I can only ad­mit that we were both blind­folded by some hid­den ac­tion of Fate, just when cer­tain pages of that book ought to have ef­fec­tu­ally cleared our vis­ion.

			There was no doubt whatever that Hunt really was Dirk Peters. Al­though he was el­ev­en years older, he answered in every par­tic­u­lar to the de­scrip­tion of him giv­en by Ar­thur Pym, ex­cept that he was no longer “of fierce as­pect.” In fact, the half-breed had changed with age and the ex­per­i­ence of ter­rible scenes through which he had passed; nev­er­the­less, he was still the faith­ful com­pan­ion to whom Ar­thur Pym had of­ten owed his safety, that same Dirk Peters who loved him as his own son, and who had nev­er—no, nev­er—lost the hope of find­ing him again one day amid the aw­ful Ant­arc­tic wastes.

			Now, why had Dirk Peters hid­den him­self in the Falk­lands un­der the name of Hunt? Why, since his em­bark­a­tion on the Hal­brane, had he kept up that in­cog­nito? Why had he not told who he was, since he was aware of the in­ten­tions of the cap­tain, who was about to make every ef­fort to save his coun­try­men by fol­low­ing the course of the Jane?

			Why? No doubt be­cause he feared that his name would in­spire hor­ror. Was it not the name of one who had shared in the hor­rible scenes of the Gram­pus, who had killed Park­er, the sail­or, who had fed upon the man’s flesh, and quenched his thirst in the man’s blood? To in­duce him to re­veal his name he must needs be as­sured that the Hal­brane would at­tempt to dis­cov­er and res­cue Ar­thur Pym!

			And as to the ex­ist­ence of Ar­thur Pym? I con­fess that my reas­on did not rebel against the ad­mis­sion of it as a pos­sib­il­ity. The im­plor­ing cry of the half-breed, “Pym, poor Pym! he must not be for­saken!” troubled me pro­foundly.

			As­suredly, since I had re­solved to take part in the ex­ped­i­tion of the Hal­brane, I was no longer the same man!

			A long si­lence had fol­lowed the astound­ing de­clar­a­tion of the half-breed. None dreamed of doubt­ing his vera­city. He had said, “I am Dirk Peters.” He was Dirk Peters.

			At length, moved by ir­res­ist­ible im­pulse, I said:

			“My friends, be­fore any de­cision is made, let us care­fully con­sider the situ­ation. Should we not lay up ever­last­ing re­gret for ourselves if we were to aban­don our ex­ped­i­tion at the very mo­ment when it prom­ises to suc­ceed? Re­flect upon this, cap­tain, and you, my com­pan­ions. It is less than sev­en months since Pat­ter­son left your coun­try­men alive on Tsalal Is­land. If they were there then, the fact proves that for el­ev­en years they had been en­abled to ex­ist on the re­sources provided by the is­land, hav­ing noth­ing to fear from the is­landers, some of whom had fallen vic­tims to cir­cum­stances un­known to us, and oth­ers had prob­ably trans­ferred them­selves to some neigh­bour­ing is­land. This is quite plain, and I do not see how any ob­jec­tion can be raised to my reas­on­ing.”

			No one made an­swer: there was none to be made.

			“If we have not come across the cap­tain of the Jane and his people,” I re­sumed, “it is be­cause they have been ob­liged to aban­don Tsalal Is­land since Pat­ter­son’s de­par­ture. Why? In my be­lief, it was be­cause the earth­quake had rendered the is­land un­in­hab­it­able. Now, they would only have re­quired a nat­ive boat to gain either an­oth­er is­land or some point of the Ant­arc­tic con­tin­ent by the aid of the south­ern cur­rent. I hardly hes­it­ate to as­sert that all this has oc­curred; but in any case, I know, and I re­peat, that we shall have done noth­ing if we do not per­severe in the search on which the safety of your coun­try­men de­pends.”

			I ques­tioned my audi­ence by a search­ing look. No an­swer.

			Cap­tain Len Guy, whose emo­tion was un­res­trained, bowed his head, for he felt that I was right, that by in­vok­ing the du­ties of hu­man­ity I was pre­scrib­ing the only course open to men with feel­ing hearts.

			“And what is in ques­tion?” I con­tin­ued, after the si­lent pause. “To ac­com­plish a few de­grees of lat­it­ude, and that while the sea is open, while we have two months of good weath­er to look for, and noth­ing to fear from the south­ern winter. I cer­tainly should not ask you to brave its sever­ity. And shall we hes­it­ate, when the Hal­brane is abund­antly fur­nished, her crew com­plete and in good health? Shall we take fright at ima­gin­ary dangers? Shall we not have cour­age to go on, on, thith­er?”

			And I poin­ted to the south­ern ho­ri­zon. Dirk Peters poin­ted to it also, with an im­per­at­ive ges­ture which spoke for him.

			Still, the eyes of all were fixed upon us, but there was no re­sponse. I con­tin­ued to urge every ar­gu­ment, and to quote every ex­ample in fa­vour of the safety of pur­su­ing our voy­age, but the si­lence was un­broken and now the men stood with eyes cast down.

			And yet I had not once pro­nounced the name of Dirk Peters, nor al­luded to Dirk Peters’ pro­pos­al.

			I was ask­ing my­self wheth­er I had or had not suc­ceeded in in­spir­ing my com­pan­ions with my own be­lief, when Cap­tain Len Guy spoke:

			“Dirk Peters,” he said, “do you as­sert that Ar­thur Pym and you after your de­par­ture from Tsalal Is­land saw land in the dir­ec­tion of the south?”

			“Yes, land,” answered the half-breed. “Is­lands or con­tin­ent—un­der­stand me—and I be­lieve that Pym, poor Pym, is wait­ing there un­til aid comes to him.”

			“There, where per­haps Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions are also wait­ing,” said I, to bring back the dis­cus­sion to more prac­tic­al points.

			Cap­tain Len Guy re­flec­ted for a little while, and then spoke:

			“Is it true, Dirk Peters,” he asked, “that bey­ond the eighty-fourth par­al­lel the ho­ri­zon is shut in by that cur­tain of va­pour which is de­scribed in the nar­rat­ive? Have you seen—seen with your own eyes—those catar­acts in the air, that gulf in which Ar­thur Pym’s boat was lost?”

			The half-breed looked from one to the oth­er of us, and shook his big head.

			“I don’t know,” he said. “What are you ask­ing me about, cap­tain? A cur­tain of va­pour? Yes, per­haps, and also ap­pear­ances of land to­wards the south.”

			Evid­ently Dirk Peters had nev­er read Edgar Poe’s book, and very likely did not know how to read. After hav­ing handed over Pym’s journ­al, he had not troubled him­self about its pub­lic­a­tion. Hav­ing re­tired to Illinois at first and to the Falk­lands af­ter­wards, he had no no­tion of the stir that the work had made, or of the fant­ast­ic and base­less cli­max to which our great poet had brought those strange ad­ven­tures.

			And, be­sides, might not Ar­thur Pym him­self, with his tend­ency to the su­per­nat­ur­al, have fan­cied that he saw these won­drous things, due solely to his ima­gin­at­ive brain?

			Then, for the first time in the course of this dis­cus­sion, West’s voice made it­self heard. I had no idea which side he would take. The first words he uttered were:

			“Cap­tain, your or­ders?”

			Cap­tain Len Guy turned to­wards his crew, who sur­roun­ded him, both the old and the new. Hearne re­mained in the back­ground, ready to in­ter­vene if he should think it ne­ces­sary.

			The cap­tain ques­tioned the boat­swain and his com­rades, whose de­vo­tion was un­re­servedly his, by a long and anxious look, and I heard him mut­ter between his teeth—

			“Ah! if it de­pended only on me! if I were sure of the as­sent and the help of them all!”

			Then Hearne spoke roughly:

			“Cap­tain,” said he, “it’s two months since we left the Falk­lands. Now, my com­pan­ions were en­gaged for a voy­age which was not to take them farther bey­ond the ice­bergs than Tsalal Is­land.”

			“That is not so,” ex­claimed Cap­tain Len Guy. “No! That is not so. I re­cruited you all for an en­ter­prise which I have a right to pur­sue, so far as I please.”

			“Beg par­don,” said Hearne, coolly, “but we have come to a point which no nav­ig­at­or has ever yet reached, in a sea, no ship ex­cept the Jane has ever ven­tured in­to be­fore us, and there­fore my com­rades and I mean to re­turn to the Falk­lands be­fore the bad sea­son. From there you can re­turn to Tsalal Is­land, and even go on to the Pole, if you so please.”

			A mur­mur of ap­prob­a­tion greeted his words; no doubt the seal­ing-mas­ter justly in­ter­preted the sen­ti­ments of the ma­jor­ity, com­posed of the new re­cruits. To go against their opin­ion, to ex­act the obed­i­ence of these ill-dis­posed men, and un­der such con­di­tions to risk the un­known Ant­arc­tic wa­ters, would have been an act of temer­ity—or, rather, an act of mad­ness—that would have brought about some cata­strophe.

			Nev­er­the­less, West, ad­van­cing upon Hearne, said to him in a threat­en­ing tone, “Who gave you leave to speak?”

			“The cap­tain ques­tioned us,” replied Hearne. “I had a right to reply.”

			The man uttered these words with such in­solence that West, who was gen­er­ally so self-re­strained, was about to give free vent to his wrath, when Cap­tain Len Guy, stop­ping him by a mo­tion of his hand, said quietly—

			“Be calm, Jem. Noth­ing can be done un­less we are all agreed. What is your opin­ion, Hur­liguerly?”

			“It is very clear, cap­tain,” replied the boat­swain. “I will obey your or­ders, whatever they may be! It is our duty not to for­sake Wil­li­am Guy and the oth­ers so long as any chance of sav­ing them re­mains.”

			The boat­swain paused for a mo­ment, while sev­er­al of the sail­ors gave un­equi­voc­al signs of ap­prob­a­tion.

			“As for what con­cerns Ar­thur Pym—”

			“There is no ques­tion of Ar­thur Pym,” struck in the cap­tain, “but only of my broth­er Wil­li­am and his com­pan­ions.”

			I saw at this mo­ment that Dirk Peters was about to protest, and caught hold of his arm. He shook with an­ger, but kept si­lence.

			The cap­tain con­tin­ued his ques­tion­ing of the men, de­sir­ing to know by name all those upon whom he might reck­on. The old crew to a man ac­qui­esced in his pro­pos­als, and pledged them­selves to obey his or­ders im­pli­citly and fol­low him whith­er­so­ever he chose to go.

			Three only of the re­cruits joined those faith­ful sea­men; these were Eng­lish sail­ors. The oth­ers were of Hearne’s opin­ion, hold­ing that for them the cam­paign was ended at Tsalal Is­land. They there­fore re­fused to go bey­ond that point, and form­ally de­man­ded that the ship should be steered north­ward so as to clear the ice­bergs at the most fa­vour­able peri­od of the sea­son.

			Twenty men were on their side, and to con­strain them to lend a hand to the work­ing of the ship if she were to be di­ver­ted to the south would have been to pro­voke them to rebel. There was but one re­source: to arouse their cov­et­ous­ness, to strike the chord of self-in­terest.

			I in­ter­vened, there­fore, and ad­dressed them in a tone which placed the ser­i­ous­ness of my pro­pos­al bey­ond a doubt.

			“Men of the Hal­brane, listen to me! Just as vari­ous States have done for voy­ages of dis­cov­ery in the Po­lar Re­gions, I of­fer a re­ward to the crew of this schoon­er. Two thou­sand dol­lars shall be shared among you for every de­gree we make bey­ond the eighty-fourth par­al­lel.”

			Nearly sev­enty dol­lars to each man; this was a strong tempta­tion.

			I felt that I had hit the mark.

			“I will sign an agree­ment to that ef­fect,” I con­tin­ued, “with Cap­tain Len Guy as your rep­res­ent­at­ive, and the sums gained shall be handed to you on your re­turn, no mat­ter un­der what con­di­tions that re­turn be ac­com­plished.”

			I waited for the ef­fect of this prom­ise, and, to tell the truth, I had not to wait long.

			“Hur­rah!” cried the boat­swain, act­ing as fugle­man to his com­rades, who al­most un­an­im­ously ad­ded their cheers to his. Hearne offered no farther op­pos­i­tion; it would al­ways be in his power to put in his word when the stances should be more pro­pi­tious.

			Thus the bar­gain was made, and, to gain my ends, I have made a heav­ier sac­ri­fice. It is true we were with­in sev­en de­grees of the South and, if the Hal­brane should in­deed reach that spot, it would nev­er cost me more than four­teen thou­sand dol­lars.

			Early in the morn­ing of the 27th of Decem­ber the Hal­brane put out to sea, head­ing south­w­est.

			After the scene of the pre­ced­ing even­ing Cap­tain Len Guy had taken a few hours’ rest. I met him next day on deck while West was go­ing about fore and aft, and he called us both to him.

			“Mr. Je­or­ling,” he said, “it was with a ter­rible pang that I came to the res­ol­u­tion to bring our schoon­er back to the north! I felt I had not done all I ought to do for our un­happy fel­low-coun­try­men: but I knew that the ma­jor­ity of the crew would be against me if I in­sisted on go­ing bey­ond Tsalal Is­land.”

			“That is true, cap­tain; there was a be­gin­ning of in­dis­cip­line on board, and per­haps it might have ended in a re­volt.”

			“A re­volt we should have speedily put down,” said West, coolly, “were it only by knock­ing Hearne, who is al­ways ex­cit­ing the mutin­ous men, on the head.”

			“And you would have done well, Jem,” said the cap­tain. “Only, justice be­ing sat­is­fied, what would have be­come of the agree­ment to­geth­er, which we must have in or­der to do any­thing?”

			“Of course, cap­tain, it is bet­ter that things passed off without vi­ol­ence! But for the fu­ture Hearne will have to look out for him­self.”

			“His com­pan­ions,” ob­served the cap­tain, “are now greedy for the prizes that have been prom­ised them. The greed of gain will make them more will­ing and per­sever­ing. The gen­er­os­ity of Mr. Je­or­ling has suc­ceeded where our en­treat­ies would un­doubtedly have failed. I thank him for it.”

			Cap­tain Len Guy held out a hand to me, which I grasped cor­di­ally.

			After some gen­er­al con­ver­sa­tion re­lat­ing to our pur­pose, the ship’s course, and the pro­posed veri­fic­a­tion of the bear­ings of the group of is­lands on the west of Tsalal which is de­scribed by Ar­thur Pym, the cap­tain said—

			“As it is pos­sible that the rav­ages of the earth­quake did not ex­tend to this group, and that it may still be in­hab­ited, we must be on our guard in ap­proach­ing the bear­ings.”

			“Which can­not be very far off,” I ad­ded. “And then, cap­tain, who knows but that your broth­er and his sail­ors might have taken refuge on one of these is­lands!”

			This was ad­miss­ible, but not a con­sol­ing even­tu­al­ity, for in that case the poor fel­lows would have fallen in­to the hands of those sav­ages of whom they were rid while they re­mained at Tsalal.

			“Jem,” re­sumed Cap­tain Len Guy, “we are mak­ing good way, and no doubt land will be sig­nalled in a few hours. Give or­ders for the watch to be care­ful.”

			“It’s done, cap­tain.”

			“There is a man in the crow’s-nest?”

			“Dirk Peters him­self, at his own re­quest.”

			“All right, Jem; we may trust his vi­gil­ance.”

			“And also his eyes,” I ad­ded, “for he is gif­ted with amaz­ing sight.”

			For two hours of very quick sail­ing not the smal­lest in­dic­a­tion of the group of eight is­lands was vis­ible.

			“It is in­com­pre­hens­ible that we have not come in sight of them,” said the cap­tain. “I reck­on that the Hal­brane has made sixty miles since this morn­ing, and the is­lands in ques­tion are tol­er­ably close to­geth­er.”

			“Then, cap­tain, we must con­clude—and it is not un­likely—that the group to which Tsalal be­longed has en­tirely dis­ap­peared in the earth­quake.”

			“Land ahead!” cried Dirk Peters.

			We looked, but could dis­cern noth­ing on the sea, nor was it un­til a quarter of an hour had elapsed that our glasses en­abled us to re­cog­nize the tops of a few scattered is­lets shin­ing in the ob­lique rays of the sun, two or three miles to the west­ward.

			What a change! How had it come about? Ar­thur Pym de­scribed spa­cious is­lands, but only a small num­ber of tiny is­lets, half a dozen at most, pro­truded from the wa­ters.

			At this mo­ment the half-breed came slid­ing down from his lofty perch and jumped to the deck.

			“Well, Dirk Peters! Have you re­cog­nized the group?” asked the cap­tain.

			“The group?” replied the half-breed, shak­ing his head. “No, I have only seen the tops of five or six is­lets. There is noth­ing but stone heaps there—not a single is­land!”

			As the schoon­er ap­proached we eas­ily re­cog­nized these frag­ments of the group, which had been al­most en­tirely des­troyed on its west­ern side. The scattered re­mains formed dan­ger­ous reefs which might ser­i­ously in­jure the keel or the sides of the Hal­brane, and there was no in­ten­tion of risk­ing the ship’s safety among them. We ac­cord­ingly cast an­chor at a safe dis­tance, and a boat was lowered for the re­cep­tion of Cap­tain Len Guy, the boat­swain, Dirk Peters, Holt, two men and my­self. The still, trans­par­ent wa­ter, as Peters steered us skil­fully between the pro­ject­ing edges of the little reefs, al­lowed us to see, not a bed of sand strewn with shells, but heaps which were over­grown by land ve­get­a­tion, tufts plants not be­long­ing to the mar­ine flora that floated the sur­face of the sea. Presently we landed on one of the lar­ger is­lets which rose to about thirty feet above the sea.

			“Do the tides rise some­times to that height?” I in­quired of the cap­tain.

			“Nev­er,” he replied, “and per­haps we shall dis­cov­er some re­mains of the ve­get­able king­dom, of hab­it­a­tions, or of an en­camp­ment.”

			“The best thing we can do,” said the boat­swain, “is to fol­low Dirk Peters, who has already dis­tanced us. The half-breed’s lynx eyes will see what we can’t.”

			Peters had in­deed scaled the em­in­ence in a mo­ment, and we presently joined him on the top.

			The is­let was strewn with re­mains (prob­ably of those do­mest­ic an­im­als men­tioned in Ar­thur Pym’s journ­al), but these bones differed from the bones on Tsalal Is­land by the fact that the heaps dated from a few months only. This then agreed with the re­cent peri­od at which we placed the earth­quake. Be­sides, plants and tufts of flowers were grow­ing here and there.

			“And these are this year’s,” I cried, “no south­ern winter has passed over them.”

			These facts hav­ing been as­cer­tained, no doubt could re­main re­spect­ing the date of the cata­clysm after the de­par­ture of Pat­ter­son. The de­struc­tion of the pop­u­la­tion of Tsalal whose bones lay about the vil­lage was not at­trib­ut­able to that cata­strophe. Wil­li­am Guy and the five sail­ors of the Jane had been able to fly in time, since no bones that could be theirs had been found on the is­land.

			Where had they taken refuge? This was the ever-press­ing ques­tion. What an­swer were we to ob­tain? Must we con­clude that hav­ing reached one of these is­lets they had per­ished in the swal­low­ing-up of the ar­chipelago? We de­bated this point, as may be sup­posed, at a length and with de­tail which I can only in­dic­ate here. Suf­fice it to say that a de­cision was ar­rived at to the fol­low­ing ef­fect. Our sole chance of dis­cov­er­ing the un­for­tu­nate cast­aways was to con­tin­ue our voy­age for two or three par­al­lels farther; the goal was there, and which of us would not sac­ri­fice even his life to at­tain it?

			“God is guid­ing us, Mr. Je­or­ling,” said Cap­tain Len Guy.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				A Rev­el­a­tion

			
			The fol­low­ing day, the 29th of Decem­ber, at six in the morn­ing, the schoon­er set sail with a north­east wind, and this time her course was due south. The two suc­ceed­ing days passed wholly without in­cid­ent; neither land nor any sign of land was ob­served. The men on the Hal­brane took great hauls of fish, to their own sat­is­fac­tion and ours. It was New Year’s Day, 1840, four months and sev­en­teen days since I had left the Kerguelens and two months and five days since the Hal­brane had sailed from the Falk­lands. The half-breed, between whom and my­self an odd kind of ta­cit un­der­stand­ing sub­sisted, ap­proached the bench on which I was sit­ting—the cap­tain was in his cab­in, and West was not in sight—with a plain in­ten­tion of con­vers­ing with me. The sub­ject may eas­ily be guessed.

			“Dirk Peters,” said I, tak­ing up the sub­ject at once, “do you wish that we should talk of him?”

			“Him!” he mur­mured.

			“You have re­mained faith­ful to his memory, Dirk Peters.”

			“For­get him, sir! Nev­er!”

			“He is al­ways there—be­fore you?”

			“Al­ways! So many dangers shared! That makes broth­ers! No, it makes a fath­er and his son! Yes! And I have seen Amer­ica again, but Pym—poor Pym—he is still bey­ond there!”

			“Dirk Peters,” I asked, “have you any idea of the route which you and Ar­thur Pym fol­lowed in the boat after your de­par­ture from Tsalal Is­land?”

			“None, sir! Poor Pym had no longer any in­stru­ment—you know—sea ma­chines—for look­ing at the sun. We could not know, ex­cept that for the eight days the cur­rent pushed us to­wards the south, and the wind also. A fine breeze and a fair sea, and our shirts for a sail.”

			“Yes, white lin­en shirts, which frightened your pris­on­er Nu Nu—”

			“Per­haps so—I did not no­tice. But if Pym has said so, Pym must be be­lieved.”

			“And dur­ing those eight days you were able to sup­ply yourselves with food?”

			“Yes, sir, and the days after—we and the sav­age. You know—the three turtles that were in the boat. These an­im­als con­tain a store of fresh wa­ter—and their flesh is sweet, even raw. Oh, raw flesh, sir!”

			He lowered his voice, and threw a furt­ive glance around him. It would be im­possible to de­scribe the fright­ful ex­pres­sion of the half-breed’s face as he thus re­called the ter­rible scenes of the Gram­pus. And it was not the ex­pres­sion of a can­ni­bal of Aus­tralia or the New Hebrides, but that of a man who is per­vaded by an in­sur­mount­able hor­ror of him­self.

			“Was it not on the 1st of March, Dirk Peters,” I asked, “that you per­ceived for the first time the veil of grey va­pour shot with lu­min­ous and mov­ing rays?”

			“I do not re­mem­ber, sir, but if Pym says it was so, Pym must be be­lieved.”

			“Did he nev­er speak to you of fiery rays which fell from the sky?” I did not use the term “po­lar au­rora,” lest the half-breed should not un­der­stand it.

			“Nev­er, sir,” said Dirk Peters, after some re­flec­tion.

			“Did you not re­mark that the col­our of the sea changed, grew white like milk, and that its sur­face be­came ruffled around your boat?”

			“It may have been so, sir; I did not ob­serve. The boat went on and on, and my head went with it.”

			“And then, the fine powder, as fine as ashes, that fell—”

			“I don’t re­mem­ber it.”

			“Was it not snow?”

			“Snow? Yes! No! The weath­er was warm. What did Pym say? Pym must be be­lieved.” He lowered his voice and con­tin­ued: “But Pym will tell you all that, sir. He knows. I do not know. He saw, and you will be­lieve him.”

			“Yes, Dirk Peters, I shall be­lieve him.”

			“We are to go in search of him, are we not?”

			“I hope so.”

			“After we shall have found Wil­li­am Guy and the sail­ors of the Jane!”

			“Yes, after.”

			“And even if we do not find them?”

			“Yes, even in that case. I think I shall in­duce our cap­tain. I think he will not re­fuse—”

			“No, he will not re­fuse to bring help to a man—a man like him!”

			“And yet,” I said, “if Wil­li­am Guy and his people are liv­ing, can we ad­mit that Ar­thur Pym—”

			“Liv­ing? Yes! Liv­ing!” cried the half-breed. “By the great spir­it of my fath­ers, he is—he is wait­ing for me, my poor Pym! How joy­ful he will be when he clasps his old Dirk in his arms, and I—I, when I feel him, there, there.”

			And the huge chest of the man heaved like a stormy sea. Then he went away, leav­ing me in­ex­press­ibly af­fected by the rev­el­a­tion of the ten­der­ness for his un­for­tu­nate com­pan­ion that lay deep in the heart of this semi-sav­age.

			In the mean­time I said but little to Cap­tain Len Guy, whose whole heart and soul were set on the res­cue of broth­er, of the pos­sib­il­ity of our find­ing Ar­thur Gor­don Pym. Time enough, if in the course of this strange en­ter­prise of ours we suc­ceeded in that ob­ject, to urge upon him one still more vis­ion­ary.

			At length, on the 7th of Janu­ary—ac­cord­ing to Dirk Peters, who had fixed it only by the time that had ex­pired—we ar­rived at the place where Nu Nu the sav­age breathed his last, ly­ing in the bot­tom of the boat. On that day an ob­ser­va­tion gave 86° 33′ for the lat­it­ude, the lon­git­ude re­main­ing the same between the forty-second and the forty-third me­ridi­an. Here it was, ac­cord­ing to the half-breed, that the two fu­git­ives were par­ted after the col­li­sion between the boat and the float­ing mass of ice. But a ques­tion now arose. Since the mass of ice car­ry­ing away Dirk Peters had drif­ted to­wards the north, was this be­cause it was sub­jec­ted to the ac­tion of a coun­ter­cur­rent?

			Yes, that must have been so, for our schoon­er had not felt the in­flu­ence of the cur­rent which had guided her on leav­ing the Falk­lands, for fully four days. And yet, there was noth­ing sur­pris­ing in that, for everything is vari­able in the aus­tral seas. Hap­pily, the fresh breeze from the north­east con­tin­ued to blow, and the Hal­brane made pro­gress to­ward high­er wa­ters, thir­teen de­grees in ad­vance upon Wed­dell’s ship and two de­grees upon the Jane. As for the land—is­lands or con­tin­ent—which Cap­tain Len Guy was seek­ing on the sur­face of that vast ocean, it did not ap­pear. I was well aware that he was gradu­ally los­ing con­fid­ence in our en­ter­prise.

			As for me, I was pos­sessed by the de­sire to res­cue Ar­thur Pym as well as the sur­viv­ors of the Jane. And yet, how could he have sur­vived! But then, the half-breed’s fixed idea! Sup­pos­ing our cap­tain were to give the or­der to go back, what would Dirk Peters do? Throw him­self in­to the sea rather than re­turn north­wards? This it was which made me dread some act of vi­ol­ence on his part, when he heard the great­er num­ber of the sail­ors protest­ing against this in­sensate voy­age, and talk­ing of put­ting the ship about, es­pe­cially to­wards Hearne, who was stealth­ily in­cit­ing his com­rades of the Falk­lands to in­sub­or­din­a­tion.

			It was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary not to al­low dis­cip­line to de­cline, or dis­cour­age­ment to grow among the crew; so that, on the 7th of Janu­ary, Cap­tain Len Guy at my re­quest as­sembled the men and ad­dressed them in the fol­low­ing words:—

			“Sail­ors of the Hal­brane, since our de­par­ture from Tsalal Is­land, the schoon­er has gained two de­grees south­wards, and I now in­form you, that, con­form­ably with the en­gage­ment signed by Mr. Je­or­ling, four thou­sand dol­lars—that is two thou­sand dol­lars for each de­gree—are due to you, and will be paid at the end of the voy­age.”

			These words were greeted with some mur­murs of sat­is­fac­tion, but not with cheers, ex­cept those of Hur­liguerly the boat­swain, and En­dicott the cook, which found no echo.

			On the 13th of Janu­ary a con­ver­sa­tion took place between the boat­swain and my­self of a nature to jus­ti­fy my anxi­ety con­cern­ing the tem­per of our crew.

			The men were at break­fast, with the ex­cep­tion of Drap and Stern. The schoon­er was cut­ting the wa­ter un­der a stiff breeze. I was walk­ing between the fore and main masts, watch­ing the great flights of birds wheel­ing about the ship with deaf­en­ing clangour, and the pet­rels oc­ca­sion­ally perch­ing on our yards. No ef­fort was made to catch or shoot them; it would have been use­less cruelty, since their oily and stringy flesh is not eat­able.

			At this mo­ment Hur­liguerly ap­proached me, looked at­tent­ively at the birds, and said—

			“I re­mark one thing, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“What is it, boat­swain?”

			“That these birds do not fly so dir­ectly south as they did up to the present. Some of them are set­ting north.”

			“I have no­ticed the same fact.”

			“And I add, Mr. Je­or­ling, that those who are be­low there will come back without delay.”

			“And you con­clude from this?”

			“I con­clude that they feel the ap­proach of winter.”

			“Of winter?”

			“Un­doubtedly.”

			“No, no, boat­swain; the tem­per­at­ure is so high that the birds can’t want to get to less cold re­gions so pre­ma­turely.”

			“Oh! pre­ma­turely, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“Yes, boat­swain; do we not know that nav­ig­at­ors have al­ways been able to fre­quent the Ant­arc­tic wa­ters un­til the month of March?”

			“Not at such a lat­it­ude. Be­sides, there are pre­co­cious win­ters as well as pre­co­cious sum­mers. The fine sea­son this year was full two months in ad­vance, and it is to be feared the bad sea­son may come soon­er than usu­al.”

			“That is very likely,” I replied. “After all, it does not sig­ni­fy to us, since our cam­paign will cer­tainly be over in three weeks.”

			“If some obstacle does not arise be­fore­hand, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“And what obstacle?”

			“For in­stance, a con­tin­ent stretch­ing to the south and bar­ring our way.”

			“A con­tin­ent, Hur­liguerly!”

			“I should not be at all sur­prised.”

			“And, in fact, there would be noth­ing sur­pris­ing in it.”

			“As for the lands seen by Dirk Peters,” said the boat­swain, “where the men of the Jane might have landed on one or an­oth­er of them, I don’t be­lieve in them.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause Wil­li­am Guy, who can only have had a small craft at his dis­pos­al, could not have got so far in­to these seas.”

			“I do not feel quite so sure of that. Nev­er­the­less, Mr. Je­or­ling—”

			“What would there be so sur­pris­ing in Wil­li­am Guy’s be­ing car­ried to land some­where by the ac­tion of the cur­rents? He did not re­main on board his boat for eight months, I sup­pose. His com­pan­ions and he may have been able to land on an is­land, or even on a con­tin­ent, and that is a suf­fi­cient motive for us to pur­sue our search.”

			“No doubt—but all are not of your opin­ion,” replied Hur­liguerly, shak­ing his head.

			“I know,” said I, “and that is what makes me most anxious. Is the ill-feel­ing in­creas­ing?”

			“I fear so, Mr. Je­or­ling. The sat­is­fac­tion of hav­ing gained sev­er­al hun­dreds of dol­lars is already lessened, and the pro­spect of gain­ing a few more hun­dreds does not put a stop to dis­putes. And yet the prize is tempt­ing! From Tsalal Is­land to the pole, ad­mit­ting that we might get there, is six de­grees. Now six de­grees at two thou­sand dol­lars each makes twelve thou­sand dol­lars for thirty men, that is four hun­dred dol­lars a head. A nice little sum to slip in­to one’s pock­et on the re­turn of the Hal­brane; but, not­with­stand­ing, that fel­low Hearne works so wickedly upon his com­rades that I be­lieve they are ready to ’bout ship in spite of any­body.”

			“I can be­lieve that of the re­cruits, boat­swain, but the old crew—”

			“H—m! there are three or four of those who are be­gin­ning to re­flect, and they are not easy in their minds about the pro­long­a­tion of the voy­age.”

			“I fancy Cap­tain Len Guy and his lieu­ten­ant will know to get them­selves obeyed.”

			“We shall see, Mr. Je­or­ling. But may it not be that our cap­tain him­self will get dis­heartened; that the sense of his re­spons­ib­il­ity will pre­vail, and that he will re­nounce his en­ter­prise?”

			Yes! this was what I feared, and there was no rem­edy on that side.

			“As for my friend En­dicott, Mr. Je­or­ling, I an­swer for him as for my­self. We would go to the end of the world—if the world has an end—did the cap­tain want to go there. True, we two, Dirk Peters and your­self, are but a few to be a law to the oth­ers.”

			“And what do you think of the half-breed?” I asked.

			“Well, our men ap­pear to ac­cuse him chiefly of the pro­long­a­tion of the voy­age. You see, Mr. Je­or­ling, though you have a good deal to do with it, you pay, and pay well, while this crazy fel­low, Dirk Peters, per­sists in as­sert­ing that his poor Pym is still liv­ing—his poor Pym who was drowned, or frozen, or crushed—killed, any­how, one way or an­oth­er, el­ev­en years ago!”

			So com­pletely was this my own be­lief that I nev­er dis­cussed the sub­ject with the half-breed.

			“You see, Mr. Je­or­ling,” re­sumed the boat­swain, “at the first some curi­os­ity was felt about Dirk Peters. Then, after he saved Mar­tin Holt, it was in­terest. Cer­tainly, he was no more talk­at­ive than be­fore, and the bear came no of­ten­er out of his den! But now we know what he is, and no one likes him the bet­ter for that. At all events it was he who in­duced our cap­tain, by talk­ing of land to the south of Tsalal Is­land, to make this voy­age, and it is ow­ing to him that he has reached the eighty-sixth de­gree of lat­it­ude.”

			“That is quite true, boat­swain.”

			“And so, Mr. Je­or­ling, I am al­ways afraid that one of these days some­body will do Peters an ill turn.”

			“Dirk Peters would de­fend him­self, and I should pity the man who laid a fin­ger on him.”

			“Quite so. It would not be good for any­body to be in his hands, for they could bend iron! But then, all be­ing against him, he would be forced in­to the hold.”

			“Well, well, we have not yet come to that, I hope, and I count on you, Hur­liguerly, to pre­vent any against Dirk Peters. Reas­on with your men. Make them un­der­stand that we have time to re­turn to the Falk­lands be­fore the end of the fine sea­son. Their re­proaches must not be al­lowed to provide the cap­tain with an ex­cuse for turn­ing back be­fore the ob­ject is at­tained.”

			“Count on me, Mr. Je­or­ling, to well serve you to the best of my abil­ity.”

			“You will not re­pent of do­ing so, Hur­liguerly. Noth­ing is easi­er than to add a round 0 to the four hun­dred dol­lars which each man is to have, if that man be some­thing more than a sail­or—even were his func­tions simply those of boat­swain on board the Hal­brane.”

			Noth­ing im­port­ant oc­curred on the 13th and 14th, but a fresh fall in the tem­per­at­ure took place. Cap­tain Len Guy called my at­ten­tion to this, point­ing out the flocks of birds con­tinu­ously fly­ing north.

			While he was speak­ing to me I felt that his last hopes were fad­ing. And who could won­der? Of the land in­dic­ated by the half-breed noth­ing was seen, and we were already more than one hun­dred and eighty miles from Tsalal Is­land. At every point of the com­pass was the sea, noth­ing but the vast sea with its desert ho­ri­zon which the sun’s disk had been near­ing since the 21st and would touch on the 21st March, pri­or to dis­ap­pear­ing dur­ing the six months of the aus­tral night. Hon­estly, was it pos­sible to ad­mit that Wil­li­am Guy and his five com­pan­ions could have ac­com­plished such a dis­tance on a craft, and was there one chance in a hun­dred that they could ever be re­covered?

			On the 15th of Janu­ary an ob­ser­va­tion most care­fully taken gave 43° 13′ lon­git­ude and 88° 17′ lat­it­ude. The Hal­brane was less than two de­grees from the pole.

			Cap­tain Len Guy did not seek to con­ceal the res­ult of this ob­ser­va­tion, and the sail­ors knew enough of naut­ic­al cal­cu­la­tion to un­der­stand it. Be­sides, if the con­sequences had to be ex­plained to them, were not Holt and Hardy there to do this, and Hearne, to ex­ag­ger­ate them to the ut­most?

			Dur­ing the af­ter­noon I had in­dubit­able proof that the seal­ing-mas­ter had been work­ing on the minds of the crew. The men, emer­ging at the foot of the main­mast, talked in whis­pers and cast evil glances at us. Two or three sail­ors made threat­en­ing ges­tures un­dis­guisedly; then arose such angry mut­ter­ings that West could not to be deaf to them.

			He strode for­ward and called out. “Si­lence, there! The first man who speaks will have to reck­on with me!”

			Cap­tain Len Guy was shut up in his cab­in, but every mo­ment I ex­pec­ted to see him come out, give one last look around the waste of wa­ters, and then or­der the ship’s course to be re­versed. Nev­er­the­less, on the next day the schoon­er was sail­ing in the same dir­ec­tion. Un­for­tu­nately—for the cir­cum­stance had some grav­ity—a mist was be­gin­ning to come down on us. I could not keep still, I con­fess. My ap­pre­hen­sions were re­doubled. It was that West was only await­ing the or­der to change the helm. What mor­tal an­guish so­ever the cap­tain’s must be, I un­der­stood too well that he would not give that or­der without hes­it­a­tion.

			For sev­er­al days past I had not seen the half-breed, or, least, I had not ex­changed a word with him. He was boy­cot­ted by the whole crew, with the ex­cep­tion of the boat­swain, who was care­ful to ad­dress him, al­though rarely got a word in re­turn. Dirk Peters took not faintest no­tice of this state of things. He re­mained com­pletely ab­sorbed in his own thoughts, yet, had he heard West give the word to steer north, I know not to what acts of vi­ol­ence he might have been driv­en. He seemed to avoid me; was this from a de­sire not to com­prom­ise me?

			On the 17th, in the af­ter­noon, how­ever, Dirk Peters mani­fes­ted an in­ten­tion of speak­ing to me, and nev­er, nev­er, could I have ima­gined what I was to learn in that in­ter­view.

			It was about half-past two, and, not feel­ing well, I gone to my cab­in, where the side win­dow was open, that at the back was closed. I heard a knock at the door and asked who was there.

			“Dirk Peters,” was the reply.

			“You want to speak to me?”

			“Yes.”

			“I am com­ing out.”

			“If you please—I should prefer—may I come in­to your cab­in?”

			“Come in.”

			He entered, and shut the door be­hind him.

			Without rising I signed to him to seat him­self in the arm­chair, but he re­mained stand­ing.

			“What do you want of me, Dirk Peters?” I asked at length, as he seemed un­able to make up his mind to speak.

			“I want to tell you some­thing—be­cause it seems well that you should know it, and you only. In the crew—they must nev­er know it.”

			“If it is a grave mat­ter, and you fear any in­dis­cre­tion, Dirk Peters, why do you speak to me?”

			“If!—I must! Ah, yes! I must! It is im­possible to keep it there! It weighs on me like a stone.”

			And Dirk Peters struck his breast vi­ol­ently.

			Then he re­sumed:

			“Yes! I am al­ways afraid it may es­cape me dur­ing my sleep, and that someone will hear it, for I dream of it, and in dream­ing—”

			“You dream,” I replied, “and of what?”

			“Of him, of him. There­fore it is that I sleep in corners, all alone, for fear that his true name should be dis­covered.”

			Then it struck me that the half-breed was per­haps about to re­spond to an in­quiry which I had not yet made—why he had gone to live at the Falk­lands un­der the name of Hunt after leav­ing Illinois?

			I put the ques­tion to him, and he replied—

			“It is not that; no, it is not that I wish—”

			“I in­sist, Dirk Peters, and I de­sire to know in the first place for what reas­on you did not re­main in Amer­ica, for what reas­on you chose the Falk­lands—”

			“For what reas­on, sir? Be­cause I wanted to get near Pym, my poor Pym—be­cause I hoped to find an op­por­tun­ity at the Falk­lands of em­bark­ing on a whal­ing ship bound for the south­ern sea.”

			“But that name of Hunt?”

			“I would not bear my own name any longer—on ac­count of the af­fair of the Gram­pus.”

			The half-breed was al­lud­ing to the scene of the “short straw” (or lot-draw­ing) on board the Amer­ic­an brig, when it was de­cided between Au­gus­tus Barn­ard, Ar­thur Pym, Dirk Peters, and Park­er, the sail­or, that one of the four should be sac­ri­ficed—as food for the three oth­ers. I re­membered the ob­stin­ate res­ist­ance of Ar­thur Pym, and how it was im­possible for him to re­fuse to take his part in the tragedy about to be per­formed—he says this him­self—and the hor­rible act whose re­mem­brance must pois­on the ex­ist­ence of all those who had sur­vived it.

			Oh, that lot-draw­ing! The “short straws” were little splin­ters of wood of un­even length which Ar­thur held in his hand. The shortest was to des­ig­nate him who should be im­mol­ated. And he speaks of the sort of in­vol­un­tary fierce de­sire to de­ceive his com­pan­ions that he felt—“to cheat” is the word he uses—but he did not “cheat,” and he asks par­don for hav­ing had the idea! Let us try to put ourselves in his place!

			He made up his mind, and held out his hand, closed on the four slips. Dirk Peters drew the first. Fate fa­voured him. He had noth­ing more to fear. Ar­thur Pym cal­cu­lated that one more chance was against him. Au­gus­tus Barn­ard drew in his turn. Saved, too, he! And now Ar­thur Pym reckoned up the ex­act chances between Park­er and him­self. At that mo­ment all the fe­ro­city of the ti­ger entered in­to his soul. He con­ceived an in­tense and dev­il­ish hatred of his poor com­rade, his fel­low-man.

			Five minutes elapsed be­fore Park­er dared to draw. At length Ar­thur Pym, stand­ing with closed eyes, not know­ing wheth­er the lot was for or against him, felt a hand seize his own. It was the hand of Dirk Peters. Ar­thur Pym had es­caped death. And then the half-breed rushed upon Park­er and stabbed him in the back. The fright­ful re­past fol­lowed—im­me­di­ately—and words are not suf­fi­cient to con­vey to the mind the hor­ror of the real­ity.

			Yes! I knew that hideous story, not a fable, as I had long be­lieved. This was what had happened on board the Gram­pus, on the 16th of Ju­ly, 1827, and vainly did I try to un­der­stand Dirk Peters’ reas­on for re­call­ing it to my re­col­lec­tion.

			“Well, Dirk Peters,” I said, “I will ask you, since you were anxious to hide your name, what it was that in­duced you to re­veal it, when the Hal­brane was moored off Tsalal Is­land; why you did not keep to the name of Hunt?”

			“Sir—un­der­stand me—there was hes­it­a­tion about go­ing farther—they wanted to turn back. This was de­cided, and then I thought that by telling who I was—Dirk Peters—of the Gram­pus—poor Pym’s com­pan­ion—I should be heard; they would be­lieve with me that he was still liv­ing, they would go in search of him! And yet, it was a ser­i­ous thing to do—to ac­know­ledge that I was Dirk Peters, he who had killed Park­er! But hun­ger, de­vour­ing hun­ger!”

			“Come, come, Dirk Peters,” said I, “you ex­ag­ger­ate! If the lot had fallen to you, you would have in­curred the fate of Park­er. You can­not be charged with a crime.”

			“Sir, would Park­er’s fam­ily speak of it as you do?”

			“His fam­ily! Had he then re­la­tions?”

			“Yes—and that is why Pym changed his name in the nar­rat­ive. Park­er’s name was not Park­er—it was—”

			“Ar­thur Pym was right,” I said, in­ter­rupt­ing him quickly, “and as for me, I do not wish to know Park­er’s real name. Keep this secret.”

			“No, I will tell it to you. It weighs too heav­ily on me, and I shall be re­lieved, per­haps, when I have told you, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“No, Dirk Peters, no!”

			“His name was Holt—Ned Holt.”

			“Holt!” I ex­claimed, “the same name as our sail­ing-mas­ter’s.”

			“Who is his own broth­er, sir.”

			“Mar­tin Holt?”

			“Yes—un­der­stand me—his broth­er.”

			“But he be­lieves that Ned Holt per­ished in the wreck of the Gram­pus with the rest.”

			“It was not so, and if he learned that I—”

			Just at that in­stant a vi­ol­ent shock flung me out of my bunk.

			The schoon­er had made such a lurch to the port side that she was near founder­ing.

			I heard an angry voice cry out:

			“What dog is that at the helm?”

			It was the voice of West, and the per­son he ad­dressed was Hearne.

			I rushed out of my cab­in.

			“Have you let the wheel go?” re­peated West, who had seized Hearne by the col­lar of his jer­sey.

			“Lieu­ten­ant—I don’t know—”

			“Yes, I tell you, you have let it go. A little more and the schoon­er would have cap­sized un­der full sail.”

			“Gra­tian,” cried West, call­ing one of the sail­ors, “take the helm; and you, Hearne, go down in­to the hold.”

			On a sud­den the cry of “Land!” re­soun­ded, and every eye was turned south­wards.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				Land?

			
			“Land” is the only word to be found at the be­gin­ning of the nine­teenth chapter of Edgar Poe’s book. I thought it would be a good idea—pla­cing after it a note of in­ter­rog­a­tion—to put it as a head­ing to this por­tion of our nar­rat­ive.

			Did that word, dropped from our fore­masthead, in­dic­ate an is­land or a con­tin­ent? And, wheth­er a con­tin­ent or an is­land, did not a dis­ap­point­ment await us? Could they be there whom we had come to seek? And Ar­thur Pym, who was dead, un­ques­tion­ably dead, in spite of Dirk Peters’ as­ser­tions, had he ever set foot on this land?

			When the wel­come word re­soun­ded on board the Jane on the 17th Janu­ary, 1828—(a day full of in­cid­ents ac­cord­ing to Ar­thur Pym’s di­ary)—it was suc­ceeded by “Land on the star­board bow!” Such might have been the sig­nal from the masthead of the Hal­brane.

			The out­lines of land lightly drawn above the sky line were vis­ible on this side.

			The land an­nounced to the sail­ors of the Jane was the wild and bar­ren Ben­net Is­let. Less than one de­gree south of it lay Tsalal Is­land, then fer­tile, hab­it­able and in­hab­ited, and on which Cap­tain Len Guy had hoped to meet his fel­low-coun­try­men. But what would this un­known is­land, five de­grees farther off in the depths of the south­ern sea, be for our schoon­er? Was it the goal so ar­dently de­sired and so earn­estly sought for? Were the two broth­ers, Wil­li­am and Len Guy, to meet at this place? Would the Hal­brane come there to the end of a voy­age whose suc­cess would be def­in­itely se­cured by the res­tor­a­tion of the sur­viv­ors of the Jane to their coun­try?

			I re­peat that I was just like the half-breed. Our aim was not merely to dis­cov­er the sur­viv­ors, nor was suc­cess in this mat­ter the only suc­cess we looked for. How­ever, since land was be­fore our eyes, we must get near­er to it first.

			That cry of “Land” caused an im­me­di­ate di­ver­sion of our thoughts. I no longer dwelt upon the secret Dirk Peters had just told me—and per­haps the half-breed for­got it also, for he rushed to the bow and fixed his eyes im­mov­ably on the ho­ri­zon. As for West, whom noth­ing could di­vert from his duty, he re­peated his com­mands. Gra­tian came to take the helm, and Hearne was shut up in the hold.

			On the whole this was a just pun­ish­ment, and none of the old crew pro­tested against it, for Hearne’s in­at­ten­tion or awk­ward­ness had really en­dangered the schoon­er, for a short time only.

			Five or six of the Falk­lands sail­ors did, how­ever, mur­mur a little.

			A sign from the mate si­lenced them, and they re­turned at once to their posts.

			Need­less to say, Cap­tain Len Guy, upon hear­ing the cry of the lookout man, had tumbled up from his cab­in: and eagerly ex­amined this land at ten or twelve miles dis­tance.

			As I have said, I was no longer think­ing about the secret Dirk Peters had con­fided to me. Be­sides, so long as the secret re­mained between us two—and neither would be­tray it—there would be noth­ing to fear. But if ever an un­lucky ac­ci­dent were to re­veal to Mar­tin Holt that his broth­er’s name had been changed to Park­er, that the un­for­tu­nate man had not per­ished in the ship­wreck of the Gram­pus, but had been sac­ri­ficed to save his com­pan­ions from per­ish­ing of hun­ger; that Dirk Peters, to whom Mar­tin Holt him­self owed his life, had killed him with his own hand, what might not hap­pen then? This was the reas­on why the half-breed shrank from any ex­pres­sion of thanks from Mar­tin Holt—why he avoided Mar­tin Holt, the vic­tim’s broth­er.

			The boat­swain had just struck six bells. The schoon­er was sail­ing with the cau­tion de­man­ded by nav­ig­a­tion in un­known seas. There might be shoals or reefs barely hid­den un­der the sur­face on which she might run aground or be wrecked. As things stood with the Hal­brane, and even ad­mit­ting that she could be floated again, an ac­ci­dent would have rendered her re­turn im­possible be­fore the winter set in. We had ur­gent need that every chance should be in our fa­vour and not one against us.

			West had giv­en or­ders to shorten sail. When the boat­swain had furled the top­gal­lant-sail, the top­sail and roy­al, the Hal­brane re­mained un­der her main­sail, her fore­sail and her jib: suf­fi­cient can­vas to cov­er the dis­tance that sep­ar­ated her from land in a few hours. Cap­tain Len Guy im­me­di­ately heaved the lead, which showed a depth of twenty fathoms. Sev­er­al oth­er sound­ings showed that the coast, which was very steep, was prob­ably pro­longed like a wall un­der the wa­ter. Nev­er­the­less, as the bot­tom might hap­pen to rise sharply in­stead of fol­low­ing the slope of the coast, we did not ven­ture to pro­ceed without the sound­ing line in hand.

			The weath­er was still beau­ti­ful, al­though the sky was over­cast by a mist from south­east to south­w­est. Ow­ing to this there was some dif­fi­culty in identi­fy­ing the vague out­lines which stood out like float­ing va­pour in the sky, dis­ap­pear­ing and then re­appear­ing between the breaks of the mist.

			How­ever, we all agreed to re­gard this land as from twenty-five to thirty fathoms in height, at least at its highest part.

			No! we would not ad­mit that we were the vic­tims of a de­lu­sion, and yet our un­easy minds feared that it might so!

			Is it not nat­ur­al, after all, for the heart to be as­sailed by a thou­sand ap­pre­hen­sions as we near the end of any en­ter­prise? At this thought my mind be­came con­fused and dreamy. The Hal­brane seemed to be re­duced to the di­men­sions of a small boat lost in this bound­less space—the con­trary of that lim­it­less sea of which Edgar Poe speaks, where, like a liv­ing body, the ship grows lar­ger.

			When we have charts, or even sail­ing dir­ec­tions to in­struct us con­cern­ing the hy­dro­graphy of the coasts, the nature of the land­falls, the bays and the creeks, we may sail along boldly. In every oth­er re­gion, the mas­ter of a ship must not de­fer the or­der to cast an­chor near the shore un­til the mor­row. But, where we were, what an amount of prudence was ne­ces­sary! And yet, no mani­fest obstacle was be­fore us. Moreover, we had no cause to fear that the light would fail us dur­ing the sunny hours of the night. At this sea­son the sun did not set so soon un­der the west­ern ho­ri­zon, and its rays bathed the vast Ant­arc­tic zone in un­abated light.

			From that day for­ward the ship’s log re­cor­ded that the tem­per­at­ure fell con­tinu­ously. The ther­mo­met­er in the air and in the shade did not mark more than 32° (0° C.), and when plunged in­to wa­ter it only in­dic­ated 26° (3.3 C. be­low 0°). What could be the cause of this fall, since we were at the height of the south­ern sum­mer? The crew were ob­liged to re­sume their wool­len cloth­ing, which they had left off a month pre­vi­ously. The schoon­er, how­ever, was sail­ing be­fore the wind, and these first cold blasts were less keenly felt. Yet we re­cog­nized the ne­ces­sity of reach­ing our goal as soon as pos­sible. To linger in this re­gion or to ex­pose ourselves to the danger of win­ter­ing out would be to tempt Provid­ence!

			Cap­tain Len Guy tested the dir­ec­tion of the cur­rent by heavy lead lines, and dis­covered that it was be­gin­ning to de­vi­ate from its former course.

			“Wheth­er it is a con­tin­ent,” said he, “that lies be­fore us, or wheth­er it is an is­land, we have at present no means of de­term­in­ing. If it be a con­tin­ent, we must con­clude that the cur­rent has an is­sue to­wards the south­east.”

			“And it is quite pos­sible,” I replied, “that the sol­id part of the Ant­arc­tic re­gion may be re­duced to a mere po­lar mound. In any case, it is well to note any of those ob­ser­va­tions which are likely to be ac­cur­ate.”

			“That is just what I am do­ing, Mr. Je­or­ling, and we shall bring back a mass of in­form­a­tion about this por­tion of the south­ern sea which will prove use­ful to nav­ig­at­ors.”

			“If ever any ven­ture to come so far south, cap­tain! We have pen­et­rated so far, thanks to the help of par­tic­u­lar cir­cum­stances, the earli­ness of the sum­mer sea­son, an ab­nor­mal tem­per­at­ure and a rap­id thaw. Such con­di­tions may only oc­cur once in twenty or fifty years!”

			“Where­fore, Mr. Je­or­ling, I thank Provid­ence for this, and hope re­vives in me to some ex­tent. As the weath­er has been con­stantly fine, what is there to make it im­possible for my broth­er and my fel­low-coun­try­men to have landed on this coast, whith­er the wind and the tide bore them? What our schoon­er has done, their boat may have done! They surely did not start on a voy­age which might be pro­longed to an in­def­in­ite time without a prop­er sup­ply of pro­vi­sions! Why should they not have found the re­sources as those af­forded to them by the is­land of Tsalal dur­ing many long years? They had am­muni­tion and arms else­where. Fish abound in these wa­ters, wa­ter­fowl also. Oh yes! my heart is full of hope, and I wish I were a few hours older!”

			Without be­ing quite so san­guine as Len Guy, I was glad to see he had re­gained his hope­ful mood. Per­haps, if his in­vest­ig­a­tions were suc­cess­ful, I might be able to have them con­tin­ued in Ar­thur Pym’s in­terest—even in­to the heart of this strange land which we were ap­proach­ing.

			The Hal­brane was go­ing along slowly on these clear wa­ters, which swarmed with fish be­long­ing to the same spe­cies as we had already met. The seabirds were more nu­mer­ous, and were evid­ently not frightened; for they kept fly­ing round the mast, or perch­ing in the yards. Sev­er­al whit­ish ropes about five or six feet long were brought on board. They were chap­lets formed of mil­lions of shell­fish.

			Whales, spout­ing jets of feath­ery wa­ter from their blowholes, ap­peared at a dis­tance, and I re­marked that all them took a south­erly dir­ec­tion. There was there­fore reas­on to be­lieve that the sea ex­ten­ded far and wide in that dir­ec­tion.

			The schoon­er covered two or three miles of her course without any in­crease of speed. This coast evid­ently stretched from north­w­est to south­east. Nev­er­the­less, the tele­scopes re­vealed no dis­tinct­ive fea­tures—even after three hours’ nav­ig­a­tion.

			The crew, gathered to­geth­er on the fore­castle, were look­ing on without re­veal­ing their im­pres­sions. West, after go­ing aloft to the fore-cross-trees, where he had re­mained ten minutes, had re­por­ted noth­ing pre­cise. Sta­tioned at the port side, lean­ing my el­bows on the bul­warks, I closely watched the sky line, broken only to­wards the east.

			At this mo­ment the boat­swain re­joined me, and without pre­face said:

			“Will you al­low me to give you my opin­ion, Mr. Je­or­ling?”

			“Give it, boat­swain,” I replied, “at the risk of my not ad­opt­ing it if I don’t agree with it.”

			“It is cor­rect, and ac­cord­ing as we get near­er one must really be blind not to ad­opt it!”

			“And what idea have you got?”

			“That it is not land which lies be­fore us, Mr. Je­or­ling!”

			“What is it you are say­ing?”

			“Look at­tent­ively, put­ting one fin­ger be­fore your eyes—look there—out a—star­board.”

			I did as Hur­liguerly dir­ec­ted.

			“Do you see?” he began again. “May I lose my lik­ing for my grog if these heights do not change place, not with re­gard to the schoon­er, but with re­gard to them­selves!”

			“And what do you con­clude from this?”

			“That they are mov­ing ice­bergs.”

			“Ice­bergs?”

			“Sure enough, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			Was not the boat­swain mis­taken? Were we in for a dis­ap­point­ment? Were there only drift­ing ice-moun­tains in the dis­tance in­stead of a shore?

			Presently, there was no doubt on the sub­ject; for some time past the crew had no longer be­lieved ex­ist­ence of land in that dir­ec­tion.

			Ten minutes af­ter­wards, the man in the crow’s-nest an­nounced that sev­er­al ice­bergs were com­ing north­w­est, in an ob­lique dir­ec­tion, in­to the course of the Hal­brane.

			This news pro­duced a great sen­sa­tion on board. Our last hope was sud­denly ex­tin­guished. And what a blow to Cap­tain Len Guy! We should have to seek land of the aus­tral zone un­der high­er lat­it­udes without be­ing sure of ever com­ing across it!

			And then the cry, “Back ship! back ship!” soun­ded al­most un­an­im­ously on board the Hal­brane.

			Yes, in­deed, the re­cruits from the Falk­lands de­mand­ing that we should turn back, al­though Hearne was not there to fan the flame of in­sub­or­din­a­tion, and I must ac­know­ledge that the great­er part of the old tars seemed to agree with them.

			West awaited his chief’s or­ders, not dar­ing to im­pose si­lence.

			Gra­tian was at the helm, ready to give a turn to wheel, whilst his com­rades with their hands on the cleats were pre­par­ing to ease off the sheets.

			Dirk Peters re­mained im­mov­able, lean­ing against the fore­mast, his head down, his body bent, and his mouth set firm. Not a word passed his lips.

			But now he turned to­wards me, and what a look of mingled wrath and en­treaty he gave me!

			I don’t know what ir­res­ist­ible motive in­duced me to in­ter­fere per­son­ally, and once again to protest! A fi­nal ar­gu­ment had just crossed my mind—an ar­gu­ment whose weight could not be dis­puted.

			So I began to speak, and I did so with such con­vic­tion that none tried to in­ter­rupt me.

			The sub­stance of what I said was as fol­lows:—

			“No! all hope must not be aban­doned. Land can­not be far off. The ice­bergs which are formed in the open sea by the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of ice are not be­fore us. These ice­bergs must have broken off from the sol­id base of a con­tin­ent or an is­land. Now, since the thaw be­gins at this sea­son of the year, the drift will last for only a short time. Be­hind them we must meet the coast on which they were formed. In an­oth­er twenty-four hours, or forty-eight at the most, if the land does not ap­pear, Cap­tain Len Guy will steer to the north again!”

			Had I con­vinced the crew, or ought I to take ad­vant­age of Hearne’s ab­sence and of the fact that he could not com­mu­nic­ate with them to make them un­der­stand that they were be­ing de­ceived, and to re­peat to them that it would en­danger the schoon­er if our course were now to be re­versed.

			The boat­swain came to my help, and in a good-hu­moured voice ex­claimed—

			“Very well reasoned, and for my part I ac­cept Mr. Je­or­ling’s opin­ion. As­suredly, land is near! If we seek it bey­ond those ice­bergs, we shall dis­cov­er it without much hard work, or great danger! What is one de­gree farther south, when it is a ques­tion of put­ting a hun­dred ad­di­tion­al dol­lars in­to one’s pock­et? And let us not for­get that if they are ac­cept­able when they go in, they are none the less so when they come out!”

			Upon this, En­dicott, the cook, came to the aid of his friend the boat­swain.

			“Yes, very good things in­deed are dol­lars!” cried he, show­ing two rows of shin­ing white teeth.

			Did the crew in­tend to yield to Hur­liguerly’s ar­gu­ment, or would they try to res­ist if the Hal­brane went on in the dir­ec­tion of the ice­bergs?

			Cap­tain Len Guy took up his tele­scope again, and turned it upon these mov­ing masses; he ob­served them with much at­ten­tion, and cried out in a loud voice—

			“Steer south-sou’-west!”

			West gave or­ders to ex­ecute the man­oeuvres. The sail­ors hes­it­ated an in­stant. Then, re­called to obed­i­ence, they began to brace the yards and slack the sheets, and the schoon­er in­creased her speed.

			When the op­er­a­tion was over, I went up to Hur­liguerly, and draw­ing him aside, I said—

			“Thank you, boat­swain.”

			“Ah, Mr. Je­or­ling,” he replied, shak­ing his head, “it is all very fine for this time, but you must not do it again! Every­one would turn against me, even En­dicott, per­haps.”

			“I have urged noth­ing which is not at least prob­able,” I answered sharply.

			“I don’t deny that fact, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“Yes, Hur­liguerly, yes—I be­lieve what I have said, and I have no doubt but that we shall really see the land bey­ond the ice­bergs.”

			“Just pos­sible, Mr. Je­or­ling, quite pos­sible. But it must ap­pear be­fore two days, or, on the word of a boat­swain, noth­ing can pre­vent us from put­ting about!”

			Dur­ing the next twenty-four hours the Hal­brane took a south-south­west­erly course. Nev­er­the­less, her dir­ec­tion must have been fre­quently changed and her speed de­creased in avoid­ing the ice. The nav­ig­a­tion be­came very dif­fi­cult so soon as the schoon­er headed to­wards the line of the bergs, which it had to cut ob­liquely. How­ever, there were none of the packs which blocked up all ac­cess to the ice­berg on the 67th par­al­lel. The enorm­ous heaps were melt­ing away with majest­ic slow­ness. The ice-blocks ap­peared “quite new” (to em­ploy a per­fectly ac­cur­ate ex­pres­sion), and per­haps they had only been formed some days. How­ever, with a height of one hun­dred and fifty feet, their bulk must have been cal­cu­lated by mil­lions of tons. West was watch­ing closely in or­der to avoid col­li­sions, and did not leave the deck even for an in­stant.

			Un­til now, Cap­tain Len Guy had al­ways been able to rely upon the in­dic­a­tions of the com­pass. The mag­net­ic pole, still hun­dreds of miles off, had no in­flu­ence on the com­pass, its dir­ec­tion be­ing east. The needle re­mained steady, and might be trus­ted.

			So, in spite of my con­vic­tion, foun­ded, how­ever, on very ser­i­ous ar­gu­ments, there was no sign of land, and I was won­der­ing wheth­er it would not be bet­ter to steer more to the west, at the risk of re­mov­ing the Hal­brane from that ex­treme point where the me­ridi­ans of the globe cross each oth­er.

			Thus, as the hours went by—and I was only al­lowed forty-eight—it was only too plain that lack of cour­age pre­vailed, and that every­one was in­clined to be in­sub­or­din­ate.

			After an­oth­er day and a half, I could no longer con­tend with the gen­er­al dis­con­tent. The schoon­er must ul­ti­mately re­trace her course to­wards the north.

			The crew were work­ing in si­lence, whilst West was giv­ing sharp short or­ders for man­oeuv­ring through the chan­nels, some­times luff­ing in or­der to avoid a col­li­sion, now bear­ing away al­most square be­fore the wind. Nev­er­the­less, in spite of a close watch, in spite of the skill of the sail­ors, in spite of the prompt ex­e­cu­tion of the man­oeuvres, dan­ger­ous fric­tion against the hull, which left long traces of the ridge of the ice­bergs, oc­curred. And, in truth, the bravest could not repress a feel­ing of ter­ror when think­ing that the plank­ing might have giv­en way and the sea have in­vaded us.

			The base of these float­ing ice-moun­tains was very steep, so that it would have been im­possible for us to land upon one. Moreover, we saw no seals—these were usu­ally very nu­mer­ous where the ice-fields aboun­ded—nor even a flock of the screech­ing pen­guins which, on oth­er oc­ca­sions, the Hal­brane sent diving by myri­ads as she passed through them; the birds them­selves seemed rarer and wilder. Dread, from which none of us could es­cape, seemed to come upon us from these des­ol­ate and deser­ted re­gions. How could we still en­ter­tain a hope that the sur­viv­ors of the Jane had found shel­ter, and ob­tained means of ex­ist­ence in those aw­ful solitudes?

			And if the Hal­brane were also ship­wrecked, would there re­main any evid­ence of her fate?

			Since the pre­vi­ous day, from the mo­ment our south­ern course had been aban­doned, to cut the line of the ice­bergs, a change had taken place in the de­mean­our of the half-breed. Nearly al­ways crouched down at the foot of the fore­mast, look­ing afar in­to the bound­less space, he only got up in or­der to lend a hand to some man­oeuvre, and without any of his former vi­gil­ance or zeal. Not that he had ceased to be­lieve that his com­rade of the Jane was still liv­ing—that thought nev­er even came in­to his mind! But he felt by in­stinct that the traces of poor Pym were not to be re­covered by fol­low­ing this course.

			“Sir,” he would have said to me, “this is not the way! No, this is not the way!” And how could I have answered him?

			To­wards sev­en o’clock in the even­ing a rather thick mist arose; this would tend to make the nav­ig­a­tion of the schoon­er dif­fi­cult and dan­ger­ous.

			The day, with its emo­tions of anxi­ety and al­tern­at­ives, had worn me out. So I re­turned to my cab­in, where I threw my­self on my bunk in my clothes.

			But sleep did not come to me, ow­ing to my be­set­ting thoughts. I will­ingly ad­mit that the con­stant read­ing of Edgar Poe’s works, and read­ing them in this place in which his her­oes de­lighted, had ex­er­cised an in­flu­ence on me which I did not fully re­cog­nize.

			To­mor­row, the forty-eight hours would be up, the last con­ces­sion which the crew had made to my en­treat­ies.

			“Things are not go­ing as you wish?” the boat­swain said to me just as I was leav­ing the deck.

			No, cer­tainly not, since land was not to be seen be­hind the fleet of ice­bergs. If no sign of a coast ap­peared between these mov­ing masses, Cap­tain Len Guy would steer north to­mor­row.

			Ah! were I only mas­ter of the schoon­er! If I could have bought it even at the price of all my for­tune, if these men had been my slaves to drive by the lash, the Hal­brane should nev­er have giv­en up this voy­age, even if it led her so far as the point above which flames the South­ern Cross.

			My mind was quite up­set, and teemed with a thou­sand thoughts, a thou­sand re­grets, a thou­sand de­sires! I wanted to get up, but a heavy hand held me down in my bunk! And I longed to leave this cab­in where I was strug­gling against night­mare in my half-sleep, to launch one of the boats of the Hal­brane, to jump in­to it with Dirk Peters, who would not hes­it­ate about fol­low­ing me, and so aban­don both of us to the cur­rent run­ning south.

			And lo! I was do­ing this in a dream. It is to­mor­row! Cap­tain Len Guy has giv­en or­ders to re­verse our course, after a last glance at the ho­ri­zon. One of the boats is in tow. I warn the half-breed. We creep along without be­ing seen. We cut the paint­er. Whilst the schoon­er sails on ahead, we stay astern and the cur­rent car­ries us off.

			Thus we drift on the sea without hindrance! At length our boat stops. Land is there. I see a sort of sphinx sur­mount­ing the south­ern peak—the sea-sphinx. I go to him. I ques­tion him. He dis­closes the secrets of these mys­ter­i­ous re­gions to me. And then, the phe­nom­ena whose real­ity Ar­thur Pym as­ser­ted ap­pear around the myth­ic mon­ster. The cur­tain of flick­er­ing va­pours, striped with lu­min­ous rays, is rent asun­der. And it is not a face of su­per­hu­man grandeur which arises be­fore my as­ton­ished eyes: it is Ar­thur Pym, fierce guard­i­an of the south pole, flaunt­ing the en­sign of the United States in those high lat­it­udes!

			Was this dream sud­denly in­ter­rup­ted, or was it changed by a freak of my brain? I can­not tell, but I felt as though I had been sud­denly awakened. It seemed as though a change had taken place in the mo­tion of the schoon­er, which was slid­ing along on the sur­face of the quiet sea, with a slight list to star­board. And yet, there was neither rolling nor pitch­ing. Yes, I felt my­self car­ried off as though my bunk were the car of an air-bal­loon. I was not mis­taken, and I had fallen from dream­land in­to real­ity.

			Crash suc­ceeded crash over­head. I could not ac­count for them. In­side my cab­in the par­ti­tions de­vi­ated from the ver­tic­al in such a way as to make one be­lieve that the Hal­brane had fallen over on her beam ends. Al­most im­me­di­ately, I was thrown out of my bunk and barely es­caped split­ting my skull against the corner of the table. How­ever, I got up again, and, cling­ing on to the edge of the door frame, I propped my­self against the door.

			At this in­stant the bul­warks began to crack and the port side of the ship was torn open.

			Could there have been a col­li­sion between the schoon­er and one of those gi­gant­ic float­ing masses which West was un­able to avoid in the mist?

			Sud­denly loud shouts came from the af­ter­deck, and then screams of ter­ror, in which the maddened voices of the crew joined.

			At length there came a fi­nal crash, and the Hal­brane re­mained mo­tion­less.

			I had to crawl along the floor to reach the door and gain the deck. Cap­tain Len Guy hav­ing already left his cab­in, dragged him­self on his knees, so great was the list to port, and caught on as best he could.

			In the fore part of the ship, between the fore­castle and the fore­mast, many heads ap­peared.

			Dirk Peters, Hardy, Mar­tin Holt and En­dicott, the lat­ter with his black face quite va­cant, were cling­ing to the star­board shrouds.

			A man came creep­ing up to me, be­cause the slope of the deck pre­ven­ted him from hold­ing him­self up­right: it was Hur­liguerly, work­ing him­self along with his hands like a top-man on a yard.

			Stretched out at full length, my feet propped up against the jamb of the door, I held out my hand to the boat­swain, and helped him, not without dif­fi­culty, to hoist him­self up near me.

			“What is wrong?” I asked. “A strand­ing, Mr. Je­or­ling.”

			“We are ashore!”

			“A shore pre­sup­poses land,” replied the boat­swain iron­ic­ally, “and so far as land goes there was nev­er any ex­cept in that ras­cal Dirk Peters’ ima­gin­a­tion.”

			“But tell me—what has happened?”

			“We came upon an ice­berg in the middle of the fog, and were un­able to keep clear of it.”

			“An ice­berg, boat­swain?”

			“Yes, an ice­berg, which has chosen just now to turn head over heels. In turn­ing, it struck the Hal­brane and car­ried it off just as a battle­dore catches a shuttle­cock, and now here we are, stran­ded at cer­tainly one hun­dred feet above the level of the Ant­arc­tic Sea.”

			Could one have ima­gined a more ter­rible con­clu­sion to the ad­ven­tur­ous voy­age of the Hal­brane?

			In the middle of these re­mote re­gions our only means of trans­port had just been snatched from its nat­ur­al ele­ment, and car­ried off by the turn of an ice­berg to a height of more than one hun­dred feet! What a con­clu­sion! To be swal­lowed up in a po­lar tem­pest, to be des­troyed in a fight with sav­ages, to be crushed in the ice, such are the dangers to which any ship en­gaged in the po­lar seas is ex­posed! But to think that the Hal­brane had been lif­ted by a float­ing moun­tain just as that moun­tain was turn­ing over, was stran­ded and al­most at its sum­mit—no! such a thing seemed quite im­possible.

			I did not know wheth­er we could suc­ceed in let­ting down the schoon­er from this height with the means we had at our dis­pos­al. But I did know that Cap­tain Len Guy, the mate and the older mem­bers of the crew, when they had re­covered from their first fright, would not give up in des­pair, no mat­ter how ter­rible the situ­ation might be; of that I had no doubt what­so­ever! They would all look to the gen­er­al safety; as for the meas­ures to be taken, no one yet knew any­thing. A foggy veil, a sort of grey­ish mist still hung over the ice­berg. Noth­ing could be seen of its enorm­ous mass ex­cept the nar­row craggy cleft in which the schoon­er was wedged, nor even what place it oc­cu­pied in the middle of the ice-fleet drift­ing to­wards the south­east.

			Com­mon prudence de­man­ded that we should quit the Hal­brane, which might slide down at a sharp shake of the ice­berg. Were we even cer­tain that the lat­ter had re­gained its po­s­i­tion on the sur­face of the sea? Was her sta­bil­ity se­cure? Should we not be on the lookout for a fresh up­heav­al? And if the schoon­er were to fall in­to the abyss, which of us could ex­tric­ate him­self safe and sound from such a fall, and then from the fi­nal plunge in­to the depths of the ocean?

			In a few minutes the crew had aban­doned the Hal­brane. Each man sought for refuge on the ice-slopes, await­ing the time when the ice­berg should be freed from mist. The ob­lique rays from the sun did not suc­ceed in pier­cing it, and the red disk could hardly be per­ceived through the opaque mass.

			How­ever, we could dis­tin­guish each oth­er at about twelve feet apart. As for the Hal­brane, she looked like a con­fused black­ish mass stand­ing out sharply against the white­ness of the ice.

			We had now to as­cer­tain wheth­er any of those who were on the deck at the time of the cata­strophe had been thrown over the bul­warks and pre­cip­it­ated, in­to the sea?

			By Cap­tain Len Guy’s or­ders all the sail­ors then present joined the group in which I stood with the mate, the boat­swain, Hardy and Mar­tin Holt.

			So far, this cata­strophe had cost us five men—these were the first since our de­par­ture from Kerguelen, but were they to be the last?

			There was no doubt that these un­for­tu­nate fel­lows had per­ished, be­cause we called them in vain, and in vain we sought for them, when the fog abated, along the sides of the ice­berg, at every place where they might have been able to catch on to a pro­jec­tion.

			When the dis­ap­pear­ance of the five men had been as­cer­tained, we fell in­to des­pair. Then we felt more keenly than be­fore the dangers which threaten every ex­ped­i­tion to the Ant­arc­tic zone.

			“What about Hearne?” said a voice.

			Mar­tin Holt pro­nounced the name at a mo­ment when there was gen­er­al si­lence. Had the seal­ing-mas­ter been crushed to death in the nar­row part of the hold where he was shut up?

			West rushed to­wards the schoon­er, hois­ted him­self on board by means of a rope hanging over the bows, and gained the hatch which gives ac­cess to that part of the hold.

			We waited si­lent and mo­tion­less to learn the fate of Hearne, al­though the evil spir­it of the crew was but little worthy of our pity.

			And yet, how many of us were then think­ing that if we had heeded his ad­vice, and if the schoon­er had taken the north­ern course, a whole crew would not have been re­duced to take refuge on a drift­ing ice-moun­tain! I scarcely dared to cal­cu­late my own share of the vast re­spons­ib­il­ity, I who had so vehe­mently in­sisted on the pro­long­a­tion of the voy­age.

			At length the mate re­appeared on deck and Hearne fol­lowed him! By a mir­acle, neither the bulk­heads, nor the ribs, nor the plank­ing had yiel­ded at the place where the seal­ing-mas­ter was con­fined.

			Hearne re­joined his com­rades without open­ing his lips, and we had no fur­ther trouble about him.

			To­wards six o’clock in the morn­ing the fog cleared off, ow­ing to a marked fall in the tem­per­at­ure. We had no longer to do with com­pletely frozen va­pour, but had to deal with the phe­nomen­on called frost-rime, which of­ten oc­curs in these high lat­it­udes. Cap­tain Len Guy re­cog­nized it by the quant­ity of pris­mat­ic threads, the point fol­low­ing the wind which roughened the light ice-crust de­pos­ited on the sides of the ice­berg. Nav­ig­at­ors know bet­ter than to con­found this frost-rime with the hoar frost of the tem­per­ate zones, which only freezes when it has been de­pos­ited on the sur­face of the soil.

			We were now en­abled to es­tim­ate the size of the sol­id mass on which we clustered like flies on a sug­ar-loaf, and the schoon­er, seen from be­low, looked no big­ger than the yawl of a trad­ing ves­sel.

			This ice­berg of between three and four hun­dred fathoms in cir­cum­fer­ence meas­ured from 130 to 140 feet high. Ac­cord­ing to all cal­cu­la­tions, there­fore, its depth would be four or five times great­er, and it would con­sequently weigh mil­lions of tons.

			This is what had happened:

			The ice­berg, hav­ing been melted away at its base by con­tact with warm­er wa­ters, had ris­en little by little; its centre of grav­ity had be­come dis­placed, and its equi­lib­ri­um could only be rees­tab­lished by a sud­den cap­size, which had lif­ted up the part that had been un­der­neath above the sea-level. The Hal­brane, caught in this move­ment, was hois­ted as by an enorm­ous lever. Num­bers of ice­bergs cap­size thus on the po­lar seas, and form one of the greatest dangers to which ap­proach­ing ves­sels are ex­posed.

			Our schoon­er was caught in a hol­low on the west side of the ice­berg. She lis­ted to star­board with her stern raised and her bow lowered. We could not help think­ing that the slight­est shake would cause her to slide along the slope of the ice­berg in­to the sea. The col­li­sion had been so vi­ol­ent as to stave in some of the planks of her hull. After the first col­li­sion, the gal­ley situ­ated be­fore the fore­mast had broken its fasten­ings. The door between Cap­tain Len Guy’s and the mate’s cab­ins was torn away from the hinges. The top­mast and the top­gal­lant-mast had come down after the back­stays par­ted, and fresh frac­tures could plainly be seen as high as the cap of the masthead.

			Frag­ments of all kinds, yards, spars, a part of the sails, break­ers, cases, hen-coops, were prob­ably float­ing at the foot of the mass and drift­ing with it.

			The most alarm­ing part of our situ­ation was the fact that of the two boats be­long­ing to the Hal­brane, one had been stove in when we groun­ded, and the oth­er, the lar­ger of the two, was still hanging on by its tackles to the star­board dav­its. Be­fore any­thing else was done this boat had to be put in a safe place, be­cause it might prove our only means of es­cape.

			As a res­ult of the first ex­am­in­a­tion, we found that the lower masts had re­mained in their places, and might be of use if ever we suc­ceeded in re­leas­ing the schoon­er. But how were we to re­lease her from her bed in the ice and re­store her to her nat­ur­al ele­ment?

			When I found my­self with Cap­tain Len Guy, the mate, and the boat­swain, I ques­tioned them on this sub­ject.

			“I agree with you,” replied West, “that the op­er­a­tion in­volves great risks, but since it is in­dis­pens­able, we will ac­com­plish it. I think it will be ne­ces­sary to dig out a sort of slide down to the base of the ice­berg.”

			“And without the delay of a single day,” ad­ded Cap­tain Len Guy.

			“Do you hear, boat­swain?” said Jem West.

			“Work be­gins today.”

			“I hear, and every­one will set him­self to the task,” replied Hur­liguerly. “If you al­low me, I shall just make one ob­ser­va­tion, cap­tain.”

			“What is it?”

			“Be­fore be­gin­ning the work, let us ex­am­ine the hull and see what the dam­age is, and wheth­er it can be re­paired. For what use would it be to launch a ship stripped of her planks, which would go to the bot­tom at once?”

			We com­plied with the boat­swain’s just de­mand.

			The fog hav­ing cleared off, a bright sun then il­lumined the east­ern side of the ice­berg, whence the sea was vis­ible round a large part of the ho­ri­zon. Here the sides of the ice­berg showed rugged pro­jec­tions, ledges, shoulders, and even flat in­stead of smooth sur­faces, giv­ing no foothold. How­ever, cau­tion would be ne­ces­sary in or­der to avoid the fall­ing of those un­bal­anced blocks, which a single shock might set loose. And, as a mat­ter of fact, dur­ing the morn­ing, sev­er­al of these blocks did roll in­to the sea with a fright­ful noise just like an ava­lanche.

			On the whole, the ice­berg seemed to be very steady on its new base. So long as the centre of grav­ity was be­low the level of the wa­ter­line, there was no fear of a fresh cap­size.

			I had not yet had an op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to Dirk Peters since the cata­strophe. As he had answered to his name, I knew he was not numbered among the vic­tims. At this mo­ment, I per­ceived him stand­ing on a nar­row pro­jec­tion; need­less to spe­cify the dir­ec­tion in which his eyes were turned.

			Cap­tain Len Guy, the mate, the boat­swain, Hardy, and Mar­tin Holt, whom I ac­com­pan­ied, went up again to­wards the schoon­er in or­der to make a minute in­vest­ig­a­tion of the hull. On the star­board side the op­er­a­tion would be easy enough, be­cause the Hal­brane had a list to the op­pos­ite side. On the port side we would have to slide along to the keel as well as we could by scoop­ing out the ice, in or­der to in­sure the in­spec­tion of every part of the plank­ing.

			After an ex­am­in­a­tion which las­ted two hours, it was dis­covered that the dam­age was of little im­port­ance, and could be re­paired in a short time. Two or three planks only were wrenched away by the col­li­sion. In the in­side the skin was in­tact, the ribs not hav­ing giv­en way. Our ves­sel, con­struc­ted for the po­lar seas, had res­isted where many oth­ers less solidly built would have been dashed to pieces. The rud­der had in­deed been un­shipped, but that could eas­ily be set right.

			Hav­ing fin­ished our in­spec­tion in­side and out­side, we agreed that the dam­age was less con­sid­er­able than we feared, and on that sub­ject we be­came re­as­sured. Re­as­sured! Yes, if we could only suc­ceed in get­ting the schoon­er afloat again.

		
	
		
			
				XX

				“Un­mer­ci­ful Dis­aster”

			
			In the morn­ing, after break­fast, it was de­cided that the men should be­gin to dig a slop­ing bed which would al­low the Hal­brane to slide to the foot of the ice­berg. Would that Heav­en might grant suc­cess to the op­er­a­tion, for who could con­tem­plate without ter­ror hav­ing to brave the sever­ity of the aus­tral winter, and to pass six months un­der such con­di­tions as ours on a vast ice­berg, dragged none could tell whith­er? Once the winter had set in, none of us could have es­caped from that most ter­rible of fates—dy­ing of cold.

			At this mo­ment, Dirk Peters, who was ob­serving the ho­ri­zon from south to east at about one hun­dred paces off, cried out in a rough voice: “Ly­ing to!”

			Ly­ing to? What could the half-breed mean by that, ex­cept that the float­ing mass had sud­denly ceased to drift? As for the cause of this stop­page, it was neither the mo­ment to in­vest­ig­ate it, nor to ask ourselves what the con­sequences were likely to be.

			“It is true, how­ever,” cried the boat­swain. “The ice­berg is not stir­ring, and per­haps has not stirred since it cap­sized!”

			“How?” said I, “it no longer changes its place?”

			“No,” replied the mate, “and the proof is that the oth­ers, drift­ing on, are leav­ing it be­hind!”

			And, in fact, whilst five or six ice­bergs were des­cend­ing to­wards the south, ours was as mo­tion­less as though it had been stran­ded on a shoal.

			The simplest ex­plan­a­tion was that the new base had en­countered ground at the bot­tom of the sea to which it now ad­hered, and would con­tin­ue to ad­here, un­less the sub­merged part rose in the wa­ter so as to cause a second cap­size.

			This com­plic­ated mat­ters ser­i­ously, be­cause the dangers of pos­it­ive im­mob­il­ity were such that the chances of drift­ing were prefer­able. At least, in the lat­ter case there was some hope of com­ing across a con­tin­ent or an is­land, or even (if the cur­rents did not change) of cross­ing the bound­ar­ies of the aus­tral re­gion.

			Here we were, then, after three months of this ter­rible voy­age! Was there now any ques­tion of try­ing to save Wil­li­am Guy, his com­rades on the Jane, and Ar­thur Pym? Was it not for our own safety that any means at our dis­pos­al should be em­ployed? And could it be wondered at were the sail­ors of the Hal­brane to rebel, were they to listen to Hearne’s sug­ges­tions, and make their of­ficers, or my­self es­pe­cially, re­spons­ible for the dis­asters of this ex­ped­i­tion?

			Moreover, what was likely to take place, since, not­with­stand­ing their losses, the fol­low­ers of the seal­ing-mas­ter were still a ma­jor­ity of the ship’s com­pany?

			This ques­tion I could clearly see was oc­cupy­ing the thoughts of Cap­tain Len Guy and West.

			Again, al­though the re­cruits from the Falk­lands formed only a total of four­teen men, as against the twelve of the old crew, was it not to be feared that some of the lat­ter would take Hearne’s side? What if Hearne’s people, urged by des­pair, were already think­ing of seiz­ing the only boat we now pos­sessed, set­ting off to­wards the north, and leav­ing us on this ice­berg? It was, then, of great im­port­ance that our boat should be put in safety and closely watched.

			A marked change had taken place in Cap­tain Len Guy since the re­cent oc­cur­rences. He seemed to be trans­formed upon find­ing him­self face to face with the dangers which men­aced us. Up to that time he had been solely oc­cu­pied in search­ing for his fel­low-coun­try­men; he had handed over the com­mand of the schoon­er to West, and he could not have giv­en it to any­one more zeal­ous and more cap­able. But from this date he re­sumed his po­s­i­tion as mas­ter of the ship, and used it with the en­ergy re­quired by the cir­cum­stances; in a word, he again be­came sole mas­ter on board, after God.

			At his com­mand the crew were drawn up around him on a flat spot a little to the left of the Hal­brane. In that place the fol­low­ing were as­sembled:—on the seni­ors’ side: Mar­tin Holt and Hardy, Ro­gers, Fran­cis, Gra­tian, Bury, Stern, the cook (En­dicott), and I may add Dirk Peters; on the side of the new­comers, Hearne and the thir­teen oth­er Falk­land sail­ors. The lat­ter com­posed a dis­tinct group; the seal­ing-mas­ter was their spokes­man and ex­er­cised a bane­ful in­flu­ence over them.

			Cap­tain Len Guy cast a stern glance upon the men and said in a sharp tone:

			“Sail­ors of the Hal­brane, I must first speak to you of our lost com­pan­ions. Five of us have just per­ished in this cata­strophe.”

			“We are wait­ing to per­ish in our turn, in these seas, where we have been dragged in spite of—”

			“Be si­lent, Hearne,” cried West, pale with an­ger, “or if not—”

			“Hearne has said what he had to say,” Cap­tain Len Guy con­tin­ued, coldly. “Now it is said, and I ad­vise him not to in­ter­rupt me a second time!”

			The seal­ing-mas­ter might pos­sibly have ven­tured on an an­swer, for he felt that he was backed by the ma­jor­ity of the crew; but Mar­tin Holt held him back, and he was si­lent.

			Cap­tain Len Guy then took off his hat and pro­nounced the fol­low­ing words with an emo­tion that af­fected us to the bot­tom of our hearts:—

			“We must pray for those who have died in this dan­ger­ous voy­age, which was un­der­taken in the name of hu­man­ity. May God be pleased to take in­to con­sid­er­a­tion the fact that they de­voted their lives to their fel­low-creatures, and may He not be in­sens­ible to our pray­ers! Kneel down, sail­ors of the Hal­brane!”

			They all knelt down on the icy sur­face, and the mur­murs of pray­er as­cen­ded to­wards heav­en.

			We waited for Cap­tain Len Guy to rise be­fore we did so.

			“Now,” he re­sumed, “after those who are dead come those who have sur­vived. To them I say that they must obey me, whatever my or­ders may be, and even in our present situ­ation I shall not tol­er­ate any hes­it­a­tion or op­pos­i­tion. The re­spons­ib­il­ity for the gen­er­al safety is mine, and I will not yield any of it to any­one. I am mas­ter here, as on board—”

			“On board—when there is no longer a ship,” muttered the seal­ing-mas­ter.

			“You are mis­taken, Hearne, the ves­sel is there, and we will put it back in­to the sea. Be­sides, if we had only a boat, I am the cap­tain of it. Let him be­ware who for­gets this!”

			That day, Cap­tain Len Guy, hav­ing taken the height of the sun by the sex­tant and fixed the hour by the chro­no­met­er (both of these in­stru­ments had es­caped de­struc­tion in the col­li­sion), ob­tained the fol­low­ing po­s­i­tion of his ship:—

			South lat­it­ude: 88° 5′.

			West lon­git­ude: 39° 2′.

			The Hal­brane was only at 1° 5′—about 65 miles—from the south pole.

			“All hands to work,” was the cap­tain’s or­der that af­ter­noon, and every­one obeyed it with a will. There was not a mo­ment to lose, as the ques­tion of time was more im­port­ant than any oth­er. So far as pro­vi­sions were con­cerned, there was enough in the schoon­er for eight­een months on full ra­tions, so we were not threatened with hun­ger, nor with thirst either, not­with­stand­ing that ow­ing to the wa­ter-casks hav­ing been burst in the col­li­sion, their con­tents had es­caped through their staves. Luck­ily, the bar­rels of gin, whisky, beer, and wine, be­ing placed in the least ex­posed part of the hold, were nearly all in­tact. Un­der this head we had ex­per­i­enced no loss, and the ice­berg would sup­ply us with good drink­ing-wa­ter. It is a well-known fact that ice, wheth­er formed from fresh or salt wa­ter, con­tains no salt, ow­ing to the chlor­ide of so­di­um be­ing elim­in­ated in the change from the li­quid to the sol­id state. The ori­gin of the ice, there­fore, is a mat­ter of no im­port­ance. How­ever, those blocks which are eas­ily dis­tin­guished by their green­ish col­our and their per­fect trans­par­ency are prefer­able. They are so­lid­i­fied rain, and there­fore much more suit­able for drink­ing-wa­ter.

			Without doubt, our cap­tain would have re­cog­nized any blocks of this de­scrip­tion, but none were to be found on the gla­ci­er, ow­ing to its be­ing that part of the berg which was ori­gin­ally sub­merged, and came to the top after the fall.

			The cap­tain and West de­cided first to light­en the ves­sel, by con­vey­ing everything on board to land. The masts were to be cleared of rig­ging, taken out, and placed on the plat­eau. It was ne­ces­sary to light­en the ves­sel as much as pos­sible, even to clear out the bal­last, ow­ing to the dif­fi­cult and dan­ger­ous op­er­a­tion of launch­ing. It would be bet­ter to put off our de­par­ture for some days if this op­er­a­tion could be per­formed un­der more fa­vour­able cir­cum­stances. The load­ing might be af­ter­wards ac­com­plished without much dif­fi­culty.

			Be­sides this, an­oth­er reas­on by no means less ser­i­ous presen­ted it­self to us. It would have been an act of un­par­don­able rash­ness to leave the pro­vi­sions in the stor­e­room of the Hal­brane, her situ­ation on the side of the ice­berg be­ing very pre­cari­ous. One shake would suf­fice to de­tach the ship, and with her would have dis­ap­peared the sup­plies on which our lives de­pended.

			On this ac­count, we passed the day in re­mov­ing casks of half-salted meat, dried ve­get­ables, flour, bis­cuits, tea, cof­fee, bar­rels of gin, whisky, wine and beer from the hold and stor­e­room and pla­cing them in safety in the ham­mocks near the Hal­brane.

			We also had to in­sure our land­ing against any pos­sible ac­ci­dent, and, I must add, against any plot on the part of Hearne and oth­ers to seize the boat in or­der to re­turn to the ice-bar­ri­er.

			We placed the long boat in a cav­ity which would be easy to watch, about thirty feet to the left of the schoon­er, along with its oars, rud­der, com­pass, an­chor, masts and sail.

			By day there was noth­ing to fear, and at night, or rather dur­ing the hours of sleep, the boat­swain and one of the su­per­i­ors would keep guard near the cav­ity, and we might rest as­sured that no evil could be­fall.

			The 19th, 20th, and 21st of Janu­ary were passed in work­ing ex­tra hard in the un­ship­ping of the cargo and the dis­mant­ling of the Hal­brane. We slung the lower masts by means of yards form­ing props. Later on, West would see to re­pla­cing the main and mizzen masts; in any case, we could do without them un­til we had reached the Falk­lands or some oth­er winter port.

			Need­less to say, we had set up a camp on the plat­eau of which I have spoken, not far from the Hal­brane. Suf­fi­cient shel­ter against the in­clem­ency of the weath­er, not in­fre­quent at this time of the year, was to be found un­der tents, con­struc­ted of sails placed on spars and fastened down by pegs. The glass re­mained set fair; the wind was nor’-east, the tem­per­at­ure hav­ing ris­en to 46 de­grees (2° 8′ C.).

			En­dicott’s kit­chen was fit­ted up at the end of the plain, near a steep pro­jec­tion by which we could climb to the very top of the berg.

			It is only fair to state that dur­ing these three days of hard work no fault was to be found with Hearne. The seal­ing-mas­ter knew he was be­ing closely watched, and he was well aware that Cap­tain Len Guy would not spare him if he tried to get up in­sub­or­din­a­tion amongst his com­rades. It was a pity that his bad in­stincts had in­duced him to play such a part, for his strength, skill, and clev­erness made him a very valu­able man, and he had nev­er proved more use­ful than un­der these cir­cum­stances.

			Was he changed for the bet­ter? Did he un­der­stand that gen­er­al good feel­ing was ne­ces­sary for the safety of all? I know not, but I had no con­fid­ence in him, neither had Hur­liguerly!

			I need not dwell on the ar­dour with which the half-breed did the rough work, al­ways first to be­gin and the last to leave off, do­ing as much as four men, and scarcely sleep­ing, only rest­ing dur­ing meals, which he took apart from the oth­ers. He had hardly spoken to me at all since the schoon­er had met with this ter­rible ac­ci­dent.

			What in­deed could he say to me? Did I not know as well as he that it would be ne­ces­sary to re­nounce every hope of pur­su­ing our in­ten­ded voy­age?

			Now and again I no­ticed Mar­tin Holt and the half-breed near each oth­er while some dif­fi­cult piece of work was in pro­gress. Our sail­ing-mas­ter did not miss a chance of get­ting near Dirk Peters, who al­ways tried his best to es­cape from him, for reas­ons well known to me. And whenev­er I thought of the secret of the fate of the so-called Park­er, Mar­tin Holt’s broth­er, which had been en­trus­ted to me, that dread­ful scene of the Gram­pus filled me with hor­ror. I was cer­tain that if this secret were made known the half-breed would be­come an ob­ject of ter­ror. He would no longer be looked upon as the res­cuer of the sail­ing-mas­ter; and the lat­ter, learn­ing that his broth­er—Luck­ily, Dirk Peters and my­self were the only two ac­quain­ted with the fact.

			While the Hal­brane was be­ing un­loaded, Cap­tain Len Guy and the mate were con­sid­er­ing how the ves­sel might be launched. They had to al­low for a drop of one hun­dred feet between the cav­ity in which the ship lay and the sea; this to be ef­fected by means of an in­clined bed hol­lowed in an ob­lique line along the west side of the ice­berg, and to meas­ure two or three hun­dred perches in length. So, while the first lot of men, com­manded by the boat­swain, was un­load­ing the schoon­er, a second batch un­der West’s or­ders began to cut the trench between the blocks which covered the side of the float­ing moun­tain.

			Float­ing? I know not why I use this ex­pres­sion, for the ice­berg no longer floated, but re­mained as mo­tion­less as an is­land. There was noth­ing to in­dic­ate that it would ever move again. Oth­er ice­bergs drif­ted along and passed us, go­ing south­east, whilst ours, to use Dirk Peters’ ex­pres­sion, was “ly­ing to.” Would its base be suf­fi­ciently un­der­mined to al­low it to de­tach it­self? Per­haps some heavy mass of ice might strike it and set it free by the shock. No one could pre­dict such an event, and we had only the Hal­brane to rely upon for get­ting us out of these re­gions.

			We were en­gaged in these vari­ous tasks un­til the 24th of Janu­ary. The at­mo­sphere was clear, the tem­per­at­ure was even, and the ther­mo­met­er had in­deed gone up to two or three de­grees above freez­ing-point. The num­ber of ice­bergs com­ing from the nor’-west was there­fore in­creas­ing; there were now a hun­dred of them, and a col­li­sion with any of these might have a most dis­astrous res­ult. Hardy, the caulk­er, hastened first of all to mend the hull; pegs had to be changed, bits of plank­ing to be re­placed, seams to be caulked. We had everything that was ne­ces­sary for this work, and we might rest as­sured that it would be per­formed in the best pos­sible man­ner. In the midst of the si­lence of these solitudes, the noise of the ham­mers strik­ing nails in­to the side, and the sound of the mal­let stuff­ing tow in­to the seams, had a start­ling ef­fect. Seagulls, wild duck, al­batross, and pet­rels flew in a circle round the top of the berg with a shrill scream­ing, and made a ter­rible up­roar.

			When I found my­self with West and the cap­tain, our con­ver­sa­tion nat­ur­ally turned on our situ­ation and how to get out of it, and upon our chances of pulling through. The mate had good hopes that if no ac­ci­dent oc­curred the launch­ing would be suc­cess­fully ac­com­plished. The cap­tain was more re­served on the sub­ject, but at the thought that he would have to re­nounce all hope of find­ing the sur­viv­ors of the Jane, his heart was ready to break. When the Hal­brane should again be ready for the sea, and when West should in­quire what course he was to steer, would Cap­tain Len Guy dare to reply, “To the south”? No! for he would not be fol­lowed either by the new hands, or by the great­er por­tion of the older mem­bers of the crew. To con­tin­ue our search in this dir­ec­tion, to go bey­ond the pole, without be­ing cer­tain of reach­ing the In­di­an Ocean in­stead of the At­lantic, would have been rash­ness of which no nav­ig­at­or would be guilty. If a con­tin­ent bound the sea on this side, the schoon­er would run the danger of be­ing crushed by the mass of ice be­fore it could es­cape the south­ern winter.

			Un­der such cir­cum­stances, to at­tempt to per­suade Cap­tain Len Guy to pur­sue the voy­age would only be to court a cer­tain re­fus­al. It could not even be pro­posed, now that ne­ces­sity ob­liged us to re­turn north­wards, and not to delay a single day in this por­tion of the Ant­arc­tic re­gions. At any rate, though I re­solved not again to speak of the mat­ter to the cap­tain, I lost no op­por­tun­ity of sound­ing the boat­swain. Of­ten when he had fin­ished his work, Hur­liguerly would come and join me; we would chat, and we would com­pare our re­col­lec­tions of travel.

			One day as we were seated on the sum­mit of the ice­berg, gaz­ing fix­edly on the de­cept­ive ho­ri­zon, he ex­claimed—

			“Who could ever have ima­gined, Mr. Je­or­ling, when the Hal­brane left Kerguelen, that six and a half months af­ter­wards she would be stuck on the side of an ice-moun­tain?”

			“A fact much more to be re­gret­ted,” I replied, “be­cause only for that ac­ci­dent we should have at­tained our ob­ject, and we should have be­gun our re­turn jour­ney.”

			“I don’t mean to con­tra­dict,” replied the boat­swain, “but you say we should have at­tained our ob­ject, Do you mean by that, that we should have found our coun­try­men?”

			“Per­haps.”

			“I can scarcely be­lieve such would have been the case, Mr. Je­or­ling, al­though this was the prin­cip­al and per­haps even the only ob­ject of our nav­ig­a­tion in the po­lar seas.”

			“The only one—yes—at the start,” I in­sinu­ated. “But since the half-breed’s rev­el­a­tions about Ar­thur Pym—”

			“Ah! You are al­ways hark­ing back on that sub­ject, like brave Dirk Peters.”

			“Al­ways, Hur­liguerly; and only that a de­plor­able and un­fore­seen ac­ci­dent made us run aground—”

			“I leave you to your de­lu­sions, Mr. Je­or­ling, since you be­lieve you have run aground—”

			“Why? Is not this the case?”

			“In any case it is a won­der­ful run­ning aground,” replied the boat­swain. “In­stead of a good sol­id bot­tom, we have run aground in the air.”

			“Then I am right, Hur­liguerly, in say­ing it is an un­for­tu­nate ad­ven­ture.”

			“Un­for­tu­nate, truly, but in my opin­ion we should take warn­ing by it.”

			“What warn­ing?”

			“That it is not per­mit­ted to us to ven­ture so far in these lat­it­udes, and I be­lieve that the Cre­at­or for­bids His creatures to climb to the sum­mit of the poles.”

			“Not­with­stand­ing that the sum­mit of one pole is only sixty miles away from us now.”

			“Gran­ted, Mr. Je­or­ling, but these sixty miles are equal to thou­sands when we have no means of mak­ing them! And if the launch of the schoon­er is not suc­cess­ful, here are we con­demned to winter quar­ters which the po­lar bears them­selves would hardly rel­ish!”

			I replied only by a shake of my head, which Hur­liguerly could not fail to un­der­stand.

			“Do you know, Mr. Je­or­ling, of what I think of­ten­est?”

			“What do you think of, boat­swain?”

			“Of the Kerguelens, whith­er we are cer­tainly not trav­el­ling. Truly, in a bad sea­son it was cold enough there! There is not much dif­fer­ence between this ar­chipelago and the is­lands situ­ated on the edge of the Ant­arc­tic Sea! But there one is not far from the Cape, and if we want to warm our shins, no ice­berg bars the way. Where­as here it is the dev­il to weigh an­chor, and one nev­er knows if one shall find a clear course.”

			“I re­peat it, boat­swain. If this last ac­ci­dent had not oc­curred, everything would have been over by this time, one way or an­oth­er. We should still have had more than six weeks to get out of these south­ern seas. It is sel­dom that a ship is so roughly treated as ours has been, and I con­sider it real bad luck, after our hav­ing profited by such for­tu­nate cir­cum­stances—”

			“These cir­cum­stances are all over, Mr. Je­or­ling,” ex­claimed Hur­liguerly, “and I fear in­deed—”

			“What—you also, boat­swain—you whom I be­lieved to be so con­fid­ent!”

			“Con­fid­ence, Mr. Je­or­ling, wears out like the ends of one’s trousers, What would you have me do? When I com­pare my lot to old Atkins, in­stalled in his cosy inn; when I think of the Green Cor­mor­ant, of the big par­lours down­stairs with the little tables round which friends sip whisky and gin, dis­cuss­ing the news of the day, while the stove makes more noise than the weath­er­cock on the roof—oh, then the com­par­is­on is not in our fa­vour, and in my opin­ion Mr. Atkins en­joys life bet­ter than I do.”

			“You shall see them all again, boat­swain—Atkins, the Green Cor­mor­ant, and Kerguelen! For God’s sake do not let your­self grow down­hearted! And if you, a sens­ible and cour­ageous man, des­pair already—”

			“Oh, if I were the only one it would not be half so bad as it is!”

			“The whole crew does not des­pair, surely?”

			“Yes—and no,” replied Hur­liguerly, “for I know some who are not at all sat­is­fied!”

			“Has Hearne be­gun his mis­chief again? Is he ex­cit­ing his com­pan­ion?”

			“Not openly at least, Mr. Je­or­ling, and since I have kept him un­der my eye I have neither seen nor heard any­thing. Be­sides, he knows what awaits him if he budges. I be­lieve I am not mis­taken, the sly dog has changed his tac­tics. But what does not as­ton­ish me in him, as­ton­ishes me in Mar­tin Holt.”

			“What do you mean, boat­swain?”

			“That they seem to be on good terms with each oth­er. See how Hearne seeks out Mar­tin Holt, talks to him fre­quently, and Holt does not treat his over­tures un­fa­vour­ably.”

			“Mar­tin Holt is not one of those who would listen to Hearne’s ad­vice, or fol­low it if he tried to pro­voke re­bel­lion amongst the crew.”

			“No doubt, Mr. Je­or­ling. How­ever, I don’t fancy see­ing them so much to­geth­er. Hearne is a dan­ger­ous and un­scru­pu­lous in­di­vidu­al, and most likely Mar­tin Holt does not dis­trust him suf­fi­ciently.”

			“He is wrong, boat­swain.”

			“And—wait a mo­ment—do you know what they were talk­ing about the oth­er day when I over­heard a few scraps of their con­ver­sa­tion?”

			“I could not pos­sibly guess un­til you tell me, Hur­liguerly.”

			“Well, while they were con­vers­ing on the bridge of the Hal­brane, I heard them talk­ing about Dirk Peters, and Hearne was say­ing: ‘You must not owe a grudge to the half-breed, Mas­ter Holt, be­cause he re­fused to re­spond to your ad­vances and ac­cept your thanks! If he be only a sort of brute, he pos­sesses plenty of cour­age, and has showed it in get­ting you out of a bad corner at the risk of his life. And be­sides, do not for­get that he formed part of the crew of the Gram­pus and your broth­er Ned, if I don’t mis­take—’ ”

			“He said that, boat­swain; he spoke of the Gram­pus!” I ex­claimed.

			“Yes—of the Gram­pus!”

			“And of Ned Holt?”

			“Pre­cisely, Mr. Je­or­ling!”

			“And what an­swer did Mar­tin Holt make?”

			“He replied: ‘I don’t even know un­der what cir­cum­stances my un­for­tu­nate broth­er per­ished. Was it dur­ing a re­volt on board? Brave man that he was, he would not be­tray his cap­tain, and per­haps he was mas­sacred.’ ”

			“Did Hearne dwell on this, boat­swain?”

			“Yes, but he ad­ded: ‘It is very sad for you, Mas­ter Holt! The cap­tain of the Gram­pus, ac­cord­ing to what I have been told, was aban­doned, be­ing placed in a small boat with one or two of his men—and who knows if your broth­er was not along with him?’ ”

			“And what next?”

			“Then, Mr. Je­or­ling, he ad­ded: ‘Did it nev­er oc­cur to you to ask Dirk Peters to en­light­en you on the sub­ject?’ ‘Yes, once,’ replied Mar­tin Holt, ‘I ques­tioned the half-breed about it, and nev­er did I see a man so over­come. He replied in so low a voice that I could scarcely un­der­stand him, “I know not—I know not—” and he ran away with his face bur­ied in his hands.’ ”

			“Was that all you heard of the con­ver­sa­tion, boat­swain?”

			“That was all, Mr. Je­or­ling, and I thought it so strange that I wished to in­form you of it.”

			“And what con­clu­sion did you draw from it?”

			“Noth­ing, ex­cept that I look upon the seal­ing-mas­ter as a scoun­drel of the deep­est dye, per­fectly cap­able of work­ing in secret for some evil pur­pose with which he would like to as­so­ci­ate Mar­tin Holt!”

			What did Hearne’s new at­ti­tude mean? Why did he strive to gain Mar­tin Holt, one of the best of the crew, as an ally? Why did he re­call the scenes of the Gram­pus? Did Hearne know more of this mat­ter of Dirk Peters and Ned Holt than the oth­ers; this secret of which the half-breed and I be­lieved ourselves to be the sole pos­sessors?

			The doubt caused me ser­i­ous un­eas­i­ness. How­ever, I took good care not to say any­thing of it to Dirk Peters. If he had for a mo­ment sus­pec­ted that Hearne spoke of what happened on board the Gram­pus, if he had heard that the ras­cal (as Hur­liguerly called him, and not without reas­on) con­stantly talked to Mar­tin Holt about his broth­er, I really do not know what would have happened.

			In short, whatever the in­ten­tions of Hearne might be, it was dread­ful to think that our sail­ing-mas­ter, on whose fi­del­ity Cap­tain Len Guy ought to be able to count, was in con­spir­acy with him.

			The seal­ing-mas­ter must have a strong motive for act­ing in this way. What it was I could not ima­gine. Al­though the crew seemed to have aban­doned every thought of mutiny, a strict watch was kept, es­pe­cially on Hearne.

			Be­sides, the situ­ation must soon change, at least so far as the schoon­er was con­cerned. Two days af­ter­wards the work was fin­ished. The caulking op­er­a­tions were com­pleted, and also the slide for lower­ing the ves­sel to the base of our float­ing moun­tain.

			Just now the up­per por­tion of the ice had been slightly softened, so that this last work did not en­tail much la­bour for pick­axe or spade. The course ran ob­liquely round the west side of the berg, so that the in­cline should not be too great at any point. With cables prop­erly fixed, the launch, it seemed, might be ef­fected without any mis­hap. I rather feared lest the melt­ing of the ice should make the glid­ing less smooth at the lower part of the berg.

			Need­less to say, the cargo, mast­ing, an­chors, chains, etc., had not been put on board. The hull was quite heavy enough, and not eas­ily moved, so it was ne­ces­sary to light­en it as much as pos­sible.

			When the schoon­er was again in its ele­ment, the load­ing could be ef­fected in a few days.

			On the af­ter­noon of the 28th, the fin­ish­ing touches were giv­en. It was ne­ces­sary to put sup­ports for the sides of the slide in some places where the ice had melted quickly. Then every­one was al­lowed to rest from 4 o’clock p.m. The cap­tain had double ra­tions served out to all hands, and well they mer­ited this ex­tra sup­ply of spir­its; they had in­deed worked hard dur­ing the week. I re­peat that every sign of mutiny had dis­ap­peared. The crew thought of noth­ing ex­cept this great op­er­a­tion of the launch­ing. The Hal­brane in the sea would mean de­par­ture, it would also mean re­turn! For Dirk Peters and me it would be the def­in­ite aban­don­ment of Ar­thur Pym.

			That night the tem­per­at­ure was the highest we had so far ex­per­i­enced. The ther­mo­met­er re­gistered 53° (11.67° C.). So, al­though the sun was near­ing the ho­ri­zon, the ice was melt­ing, and thou­sands of small streams flowed in every dir­ec­tion. The early birds awoke at four o’clock, and I was one of their num­ber. I had scarcely slept, and I fancy that Dirk Peters did not sleep much, haunted as he was by the sad thought of hav­ing to turn back!

			The launch was to take place at ten o’clock. Tak­ing every pos­sible dif­fi­culty in­to ac­count, and al­low­ing for the minutest pre­cau­tions, the cap­tain hoped that it would be com­pleted be­fore the close of the day. Every­one be­lieved that by even­ing the schoon­er would be at the foot of the berg.

			Of course we had all to lend a hand to this dif­fi­cult task. To each man a spe­cial duty was as­signed; some were em­ployed to fa­cil­it­ate the slid­ing with wooden rollers, if ne­ces­sary; oth­ers to mod­er­ate the speed of the hull, in case it be­came too great, by means of hawsers and cables.

			We break­fas­ted at nine o’clock in the tents. Our sail­ors were per­fectly con­fid­ent, and could not re­frain from drink­ing “suc­cess to the event”; and al­though this was a little pre­ma­ture, we ad­ded our hur­rahs to theirs. Suc­cess seemed very nearly as­sured, as the cap­tain and the mate had worked out the mat­ter so care­fully and skil­fully. At last we were about to leave our en­camp­ment and take up our sta­tions (some of the sail­ors were there already), when cries of amazement and fear were raised. What a fright­ful scene, and, short as it may have been, what an im­pres­sion of ter­ror it left on our minds!

			One of the enorm­ous blocks which formed the bank of the mud-bed where the Hal­brane lay, hav­ing be­come loose ow­ing to the melt­ing of its base, had slipped and was bound­ing over the oth­ers down the in­cline.

			In an­oth­er mo­ment, the schoon­er, be­ing no longer re­tained in po­s­i­tion, was swinging on this de­cliv­ity.

			On board, on deck, in front, there were two sail­ors, Ro­gers and Gra­tian. In vain did the un­for­tu­nate men try to jump over the bul­warks, they had not time, and they were dragged away in this dread­ful fall.

			Yes! I saw it! I saw the schoon­er topple over, slide down first on its left side, crush one of the men who delayed too long about jump­ing to one side, then bound from block to block, and fi­nally fling it­self in­to space.

			In an­oth­er mo­ment the Hal­brane, staved in, broken up, with gap­ing planks and shattered ribs, had sunk, caus­ing a tre­mend­ous jet of wa­ter to spout up at the foot of the ice­berg.

			Hor­ri­fied! yes, in­deed, we were hor­ri­fied when the schoon­er, car­ried off as though by an ava­lanche, had dis­ap­peared in the abyss! Not a particle of our Hal­brane re­mained, not even a wreck!

			A minute ago she was one hun­dred feet in the air, now she was five hun­dred in the depths of the sea! Yes, we were so stu­pefied that we were un­able to think of the dangers to come—our amazement was that of people who “can­not be­lieve their eyes.”

			Pros­tra­tion suc­ceeded as a nat­ur­al con­sequence. There was not a word spoken. We stood mo­tion­less, with our feet rooted to the icy soil. No words could ex­press the hor­ror of our situ­ation!

			As for West, when the schoon­er had dis­ap­peared in the abyss, I saw big tears fall from his eyes. The Hal­brane that he loved so much was now an un­known quant­ity! Yes, our stout­hearted mate wept.

			Three of our men had per­ished, and in what fright­ful fash­ion! I had seen Ro­gers and Gra­tian, two of our most faith­ful sail­ors, stretch out their hands in des­pair as they were knocked about by the re­bound­ing of the schoon­er, and fi­nally sink with her! The oth­er man from the Falk­lands, an Amer­ic­an, was crushed in its rush; his shape­less form lay in a pool of blood. Three new vic­tims with­in the last ten days had to be in­scribed on the re­gister of those who died dur­ing this fatal voy­age! Ah! for­tune had fa­voured us up to the hour when the Hal­brane was snatched from her own ele­ment, but her hand was now against us. And was not this last the worst blow—must it not prove the stroke of death?

			The si­lence was broken by a tu­mult of des­pair­ing voices, whose des­pair was jus­ti­fied in­deed by this ir­re­par­able mis­for­tune!

			And I am sure that more than one thought it would have been bet­ter to have been on the Hal­brane as she re­boun­ded off the side of the ice­berg!

			Everything would have been over then, as all was over with Ro­gers and Gra­tian! This fool­ish ex­ped­i­tion would thus have come to a con­clu­sion worthy of such rash­ness and im­prudence!

			At last, the in­stinct of self-pre­ser­va­tion tri­umphed, and ex­cept Hearne, who stood some dis­tance off and af­fected si­lence, all the men shouted: “To the boat! to the boat!”

			These un­for­tu­nate fel­lows were out of their mind. Ter­ror led them astray. They rushed to­wards the crag where our one boat (which could not hold them all) had been sheltered dur­ing the un­load­ing of the schoon­er.

			Cap­tain Len Guy and Jem West rushed after them. I joined them im­me­di­ately, fol­lowed by the boat­swain. We were armed, and re­solved to make use of our arms. We had to pre­vent these furi­ous men from seiz­ing the boat, which did not be­long to a few, but to all!

			“Hallo, sail­ors!” cried the cap­tain.

			“Hallo!” re­peated West, “stop there, or we fire on the first who goes a step farther!”

			Both threatened the men with their pis­tols. The boat­swain poin­ted his gun at them. I held my rifle, ready to fire.

			It was in vain! The fren­zied men heard noth­ing, would not hear any­thing, and one of them fell, struck by the mate’s bul­let, just as he was cross­ing the last block. He was un­able to catch on to the bank with his hands, and slip­ping on the frozen slope, he dis­ap­peared in the abyss.

			Was this the be­gin­ning of a mas­sacre? Would oth­ers let them­selves be killed at this place? Would the old hands side with the new­comers?

			At that mo­ment I re­marked that Hardy, Mar­tin Holt, Fran­cis Bury, and Stern hes­it­ated about com­ing over to our side, while Hearne, still stand­ing mo­tion­less at some dis­tance, gave no en­cour­age­ment to the rebels.

			How­ever, we could not al­low them to be­come mas­ters of the boat, to bring it down, to em­bark ten or twelve men, and to aban­don us to our cer­tain fate on this ice­berg. They had al­most reached the boat, heed­less of danger and deaf to threats, when a second re­port was heard, and one of the sail­ors fell, by a bul­let from the boat­swain’s gun.

			One Amer­ic­an and one Fue­gi­an less to be numbered amongst the seal­ing-mas­ter’s par­tis­ans!

			Then, in front of the boat, a man ap­peared. It was Dirk Peters, who had climbed the op­pos­ite slope.

			The half-breed put one of his enorm­ous hands on the stern and with the oth­er made a sign to the furi­ous men to clear off. Dirk Peters be­ing there, we no longer needed our arms, as he alone would suf­fice to pro­tect the boat.

			And in­deed, as five or six of the sail­ors were ad­van­cing, he went up to them, caught hold of the nearest by the belt, lif­ted him up, and sent him fly­ing ten paces off. The wretched man not be­ing able to catch hold of any­thing, would have re­boun­ded in­to the sea had not Hearne seized him.

			Ow­ing to the half-breed’s in­ter­ven­tion the re­volt was in­stantly quelled. Be­sides, we were com­ing up to the boat, and with us those of our men whose hes­it­a­tion had not las­ted long.

			No mat­ter. The oth­ers were still thir­teen to our ten. Cap­tain Len Guy made his ap­pear­ance; an­ger shone in his eyes, and with him was West, quite un­moved. Words failed the cap­tain for some mo­ments, but his looks said what his tongue could not ut­ter. At length, in a ter­rible voice, he said—

			“I ought to treat you as evil­do­ers; how­ever, I will only con­sider you as mad­men! The boat be­longs to every­body. It is now our only means of sal­va­tion, and you wanted to steal it—to steal it like cow­ards! Listen at­tent­ively to what I say for the last time! This boat, be­long­ing to the Hal­brane, is now the Hal­brane her­self! I am the cap­tain of it, and let him who dis­obeys me, be­ware!”

			With these last words Cap­tain Len Guy looked at Hearne, for whom this warn­ing was ex­pressly meant. The seal­ing-mas­ter had not ap­peared in the last scene, not openly at least, but nobody doubted that he had urged his com­rades to make off with the boat, and that he had every in­ten­tion of do­ing the same again.

			“Now to the camp,” said the cap­tain, “and you, Dirk Peters, re­main here!”

			The half-breed’s only reply was to nod his big head and be­take him­self to his post.

			The crew re­turned to the camp without the least hes­it­a­tion. Some lay down in their sleep­ing-places, oth­ers wandered about. Hearne neither tried to join them nor to go near Mar­tin Holt.

			Now that the sail­ors were re­duced to idle­ness, there was noth­ing to do ex­cept to pon­der on our crit­ic­al situ­ation, and in­vent some means of get­ting out of it.

			The cap­tain, the mate, and the boat­swain formed a coun­cil, and I took part in their de­lib­er­a­tions. Cap­tain Len Guy began by say­ing—

			“We have pro­tec­ted our boat, and we shall con­tin­ue to pro­tect it.”

			“Un­til death,” de­clared West.

			“Who knows,” said I, “wheth­er we shall not soon be forced to em­bark?”

			“In that case,” replied the cap­tain, “as all can­not fit in­to it, it will be ne­ces­sary to make a se­lec­tion. Lots shall de­term­ine which of us are to go, and I shall not ask to be treated dif­fer­ently from the oth­ers.”

			“We have not come to that, luck­ily,” replied the boat­swain. “The ice­berg is sol­id, and there is no fear of its melt­ing be­fore winter.”

			“No,” as­sen­ted West, “that is not to be feared. What it be­hoves us to do is, while watch­ing the boat, to keep an eye on the pro­vi­sions.”

			“We are lucky,” ad­ded Hur­liguerly, “to have put our cargo in safety. Poor, dear Hal­brane. She will re­main in these seas, like the Jane, her eld­er sis­ter!”

			Yes, without doubt, and I thought so for many reas­ons, the one des­troyed by the sav­ages of Tsalal, the oth­er by one of these cata­strophes that no hu­man power can pre­vent.

			“You are right,” replied the cap­tain, “and we must pre­vent our men from plun­der­ing. We are sure of enough pro­vi­sions for one year, without count­ing what we may get by fish­ing.”

			“And it is so much the more ne­ces­sary, cap­tain, to keep a close watch, be­cause I have seen some hov­er­ing about the spir­it casks.”

			“I will see to that,” replied West.

			“But,” I then asked, “had we not bet­ter pre­pare ourselves for the fact that we may be com­pelled to winter on this ice­berg.”

			“May Heav­en avert such a ter­rible prob­ab­il­ity,” replied the cap­tain.

			“After all, if it were ne­ces­sary, we could get through it, Mr. Je­or­ling,” said the boat­swain. “We could hol­low out shel­ter­ing-places in the ice, so as to be able to bear the ex­treme cold of the pole, and so long as we had suf­fi­cient to ap­pease our hun­ger—”

			At this mo­ment the hor­rid re­col­lec­tion of the Gram­pus came to my mind—the scenes in which Dirk Peters killed Ned Holt, the broth­er of our sail­ing-mas­ter. Should we ever be in such ex­tremity?

			Would it not, be­fore we pro­ceed to set up winter quar­ters for sev­en or eight months, be bet­ter to leave the ice­berg al­to­geth­er, if such a thing were pos­sible?

			I called the at­ten­tion of Cap­tain Len Guy and West to this point.

			This was a dif­fi­cult ques­tion to an­swer, and a long si­lence pre­ceded the reply.

			At last the cap­tain said—

			“Yes, that would be the best res­ol­u­tion to come to; and if our boat could hold us all, with the pro­vi­sions ne­ces­sary for a voy­age that might last three or four weeks, I would not hes­it­ate to put to sea now and re­turn to­wards the north.”

			But I made them ob­serve that we should be ob­liged to dir­ect our course con­trary to wind and cur­rent; our schoon­er her­self could hardly have suc­ceeded in do­ing this. Whilst to con­tin­ue to­wards the south—

			“To­wards the south?” re­peated the cap­tain, who looked at me as though he sought to read my thoughts.

			“Why not?” I answered. “If the ice­berg had not been stopped in its pas­sage, per­haps it would have drif­ted to some land in that dir­ec­tion, and might not our boat ac­com­plish what it would have done?”

			The cap­tain, shak­ing his head, answered noth­ing. West also was si­lent.

			“Eh! our ice­berg will end by rais­ing its an­chor,” replied Hur­liguerly. “It does not hold to the bot­tom, like the Falk­lands or the Kerguelens! So the safest course is to wait, as the boat can­not carry twenty-three, the num­ber of our party.”

			I dwelt upon the fact that it was not ne­ces­sary for all twenty-three to em­bark. It would be suf­fi­cient, I said, for five or six of us to re­con­noitre fur­ther south for twelve or fif­teen miles.

			“South?” re­peated Cap­tain Len Guy.

			“Un­doubtedly, cap­tain,” I ad­ded. “You prob­ably know what the geo­graph­ers frankly ad­mit, that the ant­arc­tic re­gions are formed by a capped con­tin­ent.”

			“Geo­graph­ers know noth­ing, and can know noth­ing about it,” replied West, coldly.

			“It is a pity,” said I, “that as we are so near, we should not at­tempt to solve this ques­tion of a po­lar con­tin­ent.”

			I thought it bet­ter not to in­sist just at present.

			Moreover there would be danger in send­ing out our only boat on a voy­age of dis­cov­ery, as the cur­rent might carry it too far, or it might not find us again in the same place. And, in­deed, if the ice­berg happened to get loose at the bot­tom, and to re­sume its in­ter­rup­ted drift, what would be­come of the men in the boat?

			The draw­back was that the boat was too small to carry us all, with the ne­ces­sary pro­vi­sions. Now, of the seni­ors, there re­mained ten men, count­ing Dirk Peters; of the new men there were thir­teen; twenty-three in all. The largest num­ber our boat could hold was from el­ev­en to twelve per­sons. Then el­ev­en of us, in­dic­ated by lot, would have to re­main on this is­land of ice. And what would be­come of them?

			With re­gard to this Hur­liguerly made a sound ob­ser­va­tion.

			“After all,” he said, “I don’t know that those who would em­bark would be bet­ter off than those who re­mained! I am so doubt­ful of the res­ult, that I would will­ingly give up my place to any­one who wanted it.”

			Per­haps the boat­swain was right. But in my own mind, when I asked that the boat might be util­ized, it was only for the pur­pose of re­con­noitring the ice­berg.

			We fi­nally de­cided to ar­range everything with a view to win­ter­ing out, even were our ice-moun­tain again to drift.

			“We may be sure that will be agreed to by our men,” de­clared Hur­liguerly.

			“What is ne­ces­sary must be done,” replied the mate, “and today we must set to work.”

			That was a sad day on which we began our pre­par­a­tions.

			En­dicott, the cook, was the only man who sub­mit­ted without mur­mur­ing. As a negro, who cares little about the fu­ture, shal­low and frivol­ous like all his race, he resigned him­self eas­ily to his fate; and this is, per­haps, true philo­sophy. Be­sides, when it came to the ques­tion of cook­ing, it mattered very little to him wheth­er it was here or there, so long as his stoves were set up some­where.

			So he said to his friend the mate, with his broad negro smile—

			“Luck­ily my kit­chen did not go off with the schoon­er, and you shall see, Hur­liguerly, if I do not make up dishes just as good as on board the Hal­brane, so long as pro­vi­sions don’t grow scarce, of course—”

			“Well! they will not be want­ing for some time to come,” replied the boat­swain. “We need not fear hun­ger, but cold, such cold as would re­duce you to an icicle the minute you cease to warm your feet—cold that makes your skin crack and your skull split! Even if we had some hun­dreds of tons of coal—But, all things be­ing well cal­cu­lated, there is only just what will do to boil this large kettle.”

			“And that is sac­red,” cried En­dicott; “touch­ing is for­bid­den! The kit­chen be­fore all.”

			“And that is the reas­on why it nev­er strikes you to pity your­self, you old nig­ger! You can al­ways make sure of keep­ing your feet warm at your oven!”

			“What would you have, boat­swain? You are a first-rate cook, or you are not. When you are, you take ad­vant­age of it; but I will re­mem­ber to keep you a little place be­fore my stove.”

			“That’s good! that’s good, En­dicott! Each one shall have his turn! There is no priv­ilege, even for a boat­swain! On the whole, it is bet­ter not to have to fear fam­ine! One can fight against the cold. We shall dig holes in the ice­berg, and cuddle ourselves up there. And why should we not have a gen­er­al dwell­ing-room? We could make a cave for ourselves with pick­axes! I have heard tell that ice pre­serves heat. Well, let it pre­serve ours, and that is all I ask of it!”

			The hour had come for us to re­turn to the camp and to seek our sleep­ing-places.

			Dirk Peters alone re­fused to be re­lieved of his duty as watch­man of the boat, and nobody thought of dis­put­ing the post with him.

			Cap­tain Len Guy and West did not enter the tents un­til they had made cer­tain that Hearne and his com­pan­ions had gone to their usu­al place of rest. I came back like­wise and went to bed.

			I could not tell how long I had been sleep­ing, nor what time it was, when I found my­self rolling on the ground after a vi­ol­ent shock.

			What could be hap­pen­ing? Was it an­oth­er cap­size of the ice­berg?

			We were all up in a second, then out­side the tents in the full light of a night in the po­lar re­gions.

			A second float­ing mass of enorm­ous size had just struck our ice­berg, which had “hois­ted the an­chor” (as the sail­ors say) and was drift­ing to­wards the south.

			An un­hoped-for change in the situ­ation had taken place. What were to be the con­sequences of our be­ing no longer cast away at that place? The cur­rent was now car­ry­ing us in the dir­ec­tion of the pole! The first feel­ing of joy in­spired by this con­vic­tion was, how­ever, suc­ceeded by all the ter­rors of the un­known! and what an un­known!

			Dirk Peters only was en­tirely re­joiced that we had re­sumed the route which, he be­lieved, would lead us to the dis­cov­ery of traces of his “poor Pym”—far oth­er ideas oc­cu­pied the minds of his com­pan­ions.

			Cap­tain Len Guy no longer en­ter­tained any hope of res­cuing his coun­try­men, and hav­ing reached the con­di­tion of des­pair, he was bound by his duty to take his crew back to the north, so as to clear the ant­arc­tic circle while the sea­son rendered it pos­sible to do so. And we were be­ing car­ried away to­wards the south!

			Nat­ur­ally enough, we were all deeply im­pressed by the fear­ful­ness of our po­s­i­tion, which may be summed up in a few words. We were no longer cast away, with a pos­sible ship, but the ten­ants of a float­ing ice­berg, with no hope but that our mon­ster tene­ment might en­counter one of the whal­ing ships whose busi­ness in the deep wa­ters lies between the Orkneys, New Geor­gia, and the Sand­wich Is­lands. A quant­ity of things had been thrown in­to the ice by the col­li­sion which had set our ice­berg afloat, but these were chiefly art­icles be­long­ing to the Hal­brane. Ow­ing to the pre­cau­tion that had been taken on the pre­vi­ous day, when the cargo was stowed away in the clefts, it had been only slightly dam­aged. What would have be­come of us, had all our re­serves been swal­lowed up in that grim en­counter?

			Now, the two ice­bergs formed but one, which was trav­el­ling south at the rate of two miles an hour. At this rate, thirty hours would suf­fice to bring us to the point of the ax­is at which the ter­restri­al me­ridi­ans unite. Did the cur­rent which was car­ry­ing us along pass on to the pole it­self, or was there any land which might ar­rest our pro­gress? This was an­oth­er ques­tion, and I dis­cussed it with the boat­swain.

			“Nobody knows, Mr. Je­or­ling,” was Hur­liguerly’s reply. “If the cur­rent goes to the pole, we shall go there; and if it doesn’t, we shan’t. An ice­berg isn’t a ship, and as it has neither sails nor helm, it goes as the drift takes it.”

			“That’s true, boat­swain. And there­fore I had the idea that if two or three of us were to em­bark in the boat—”

			“Ah! you still hold to your no­tion of the boat—”

			“Cer­tainly, for, if there is land some­where, is it not pos­sible that the people of the Jane—”

			“Have come upon it, Mr. Je­or­ling—at four thou­sand miles from Tsalal Is­land.”

			“Who knows, boat­swain?”

			“That may be, but al­low me to say that your ar­gu­ment will be reas­on­able when the land comes in sight, if it ever does so. Our cap­tain will see what ought to be done, and he will re­mem­ber that time presses. We can­not delay in these wa­ters, and, after all, the one thing of real im­port­ance to us is to get out of the po­lar circle be­fore the winter makes it im­pass­able.”

			There was good sense in Hur­liguerly’s words; I could not deny the fact.

			Dur­ing that day the great­er part of the cargo was placed in the in­teri­or of a vast cave-like fis­sure in the side of the ice­berg, where, even in case of a second col­li­sion, casks and bar­rels would be in safety. Our men then as­sisted En­dicott to set up his cook­ing-stove between two blocks, so that it was firmly fixed, and they heaped up a great mass of coals close to it.

			No mur­murs, no re­crim­in­a­tion dis­turbed these la­bours. It was evid­ent that si­lence was de­lib­er­ately main­tained. The crew obeyed the cap­tain and West be­cause they gave no or­ders but such as were of ur­gent ne­ces­sity. But, af­ter­wards, would these men al­low the au­thor­ity of their lead­ers to be un­con­tested? How long would the re­cruits from the Falk­lands, who were already ex­as­per­ated by the dis­asters of our en­ter­prise, res­ist their de­sire to seize upon the boat and es­cape?

			I did not think they would make the at­tempt, how­ever, so long as our ice­berg should con­tin­ue to drift, for the boat could not out­strip its pro­gress; but, if it were to run aground once more, to strike upon the coast of an is­land or a con­tin­ent, what would not these un­for­tu­nate creatures do to es­cape the hor­rors of win­ter­ing un­der such con­di­tions?

			In the af­ter­noon, dur­ing the hour of rest al­lowed to the crew, I had a second con­ver­sa­tion with Dirk Peters. I had taken my cus­tom­ary seat at the top of the ice­berg, and had oc­cu­pied it for half an hour, be­ing, as may be sup­posed, deep in thought, when I saw the half-breed com­ing quickly up the slope. We had ex­changed hardly a dozen words since the ice­berg had be­gun to move again. When Dirk Peters came up to me, he did not ad­dress me at first, and was so in­tent on his thoughts that I was not quite sure he saw me. At length, he leaned back against an ice-block, and spoke:

			“Mr. Je­or­ling,” he said, “you re­mem­ber, in your cab­in in the Hal­brane, I told you the—the af­fair of the Gram­pus?”

			I re­membered well.

			“I told you that Park­er’s name was not Park­er, that it was Holt, and that he was Ned Holt’s broth­er?”

			“I know, Dirk Peters,” I replied, “but why do you refer to that sad story again?”

			“Why, Mr. Je­or­ling? Have not—have you nev­er said any­thing about it to any­body?”

			“Not to any­body,” I pro­tested. “How could you sup­pose I should be so ill-ad­vised, so im­prudent, as to di­vulge your secret, a secret which ought nev­er to pass our lips—a dead secret?”

			“Dead, yes, dead! And yet, un­der­stand me, it seems to me that, among the crew, some­thing is known.”

			I in­stantly re­called to mind what the boat­swain had told me con­cern­ing a cer­tain con­ver­sa­tion in which he had over­heard Hearne prompt­ing Mar­tin Holt to ask the half-breed what were the cir­cum­stances of his broth­er’s death on board the Gram­pus. Had a por­tion of the secret got out, or was this ap­pre­hen­sion on the part of Dirk Peters purely ima­gin­ary?

			“Ex­plain your­self,” I said.

			“Un­der­stand me, Mr. Je­or­ling, I am a bad hand at ex­plain­ing. Yes, yes­ter­day—I have thought of noth­ing else since—Mar­tin Holt took me aside, far from the oth­ers, and told me that he wished to speak to me—”

			“Of the Gram­pus?”

			“Of the Gram­pus—yes, and of his broth­er, Ned Holt. For the first time he uttered that name be­fore me—and yet we have sailed to­geth­er for nearly three months.”

			The half-breed’s voice was so changed that I could hardly hear him.

			“It seemed to me,” he re­sumed, “that in Mar­tin Holt’s mind—no, I was not mis­taken—there was some­thing like a sus­pi­cion.”

			“But tell me what he said! Tell me ex­actly what he asked you. What is it?”

			I felt sure that the ques­tion put by Mar­tin Holt, what­so­ever its bear­ing, had been in­spired by Hearne. Nev­er­the­less, as I con­sidered it well that the half-breed should know noth­ing of the seal­ing-mas­ter’s dis­quiet­ing and in­ex­plic­able in­ter­ven­tion in this tra­gic af­fair, I de­cided upon con­ceal­ing it from him.

			“He asked me,” replied Dirk Peters, “did I not re­mem­ber Ned Holt of the Gram­pus, and wheth­er he had per­ished in the fight with the mutin­eers or in the ship­wreck; wheth­er he was one of the men who had been aban­doned with Cap­tain Barn­ard; in short, he asked me if I could tell him how his broth­er died. Ah! how!”

			No idea could be con­veyed of the hor­ror with which the half-breed uttered words which re­vealed a pro­found loath­ing of him­self.

			“And what an­swer did you make to Mar­tin Holt?”

			“None, none!”

			“You should have said that Ned Holt per­ished in the wreck of the brig.”

			“I could not—un­der­stand me—I could not. The two broth­ers are so like each oth­er. In Mar­tin Holt I seemed to see Ned Holt. I was afraid, I got away from him.”

			The half-breed drew him­self up with a sud­den move­ment, and I sat think­ing, lean­ing my head on my hands. These tardy ques­tions of Holt’s re­spect­ing his broth­er were put, I had no doubt what­so­ever, at the in­stig­a­tion of Hearne, but what was his motive, and was it at the Falk­lands that he had dis­covered the secret of Dirk Peters? I had not breathed a word on the sub­ject to any­one. To the second ques­tion no an­swer sug­ges­ted it­self; the first in­volved a ser­i­ous is­sue. Did the seal­ing-mas­ter merely de­sire to grat­i­fy his enmity against Dirk Peters, the only one of the Falk­land sail­ors who had al­ways taken the side of Cap­tain Len Guy, and who had pre­ven­ted the seizure of the boat by Hearne and his com­pan­ions? Did he hope, by arous­ing the wrath and ven­geance of Mar­tin Holt, to de­tach the sail­ing-mas­ter from his al­le­gi­ance and in­duce him to be­come an ac­com­plice in Hearne’s own designs? And, in fact, when it was a ques­tion of sail­ing the boat in these seas, had he not im­per­at­ive need of Mar­tin Holt, one of the best sea­men of the Hal­brane? A man who would suc­ceed where Hearne and his com­pan­ions would fail, if they had only them­selves to de­pend on?

			I be­came lost in this labyrinth of hy­po­theses, and it must be ad­mit­ted that its com­plic­a­tions ad­ded largely to the troubles of an already com­plic­ated po­s­i­tion.

			When I raised my eyes, Dirk Peters had dis­ap­peared; he had said what he came to say, and he now knew that I had not be­trayed his con­fid­ence.

			The cus­tom­ary pre­cau­tions were taken for the night, no in­di­vidu­al be­ing al­lowed to re­main out­side the camp, with the ex­cep­tion of the half-breed, who was in charge of the boat.

			The fol­low­ing day was the 31st of Janu­ary. I pushed back the can­vas of the tent, which I shared with Cap­tain Len Guy and West re­spect­ively, as each suc­ceeded the oth­er on re­lease from the al­tern­ate “watch,” very early, and ex­per­i­enced a severe dis­ap­point­ment.

			Mist, every­where! Nay, more than mist, a thick yel­low, mouldy-smelling fog. And more than this again; the tem­per­at­ure had fallen sens­ibly: this was prob­ably a fore­warn­ing of the aus­tral winter. The sum­mit of our ice-moun­tain was lost in va­pour, in a fog which would not re­solve it­self in­to rain, but would con­tin­ue to muffle up the ho­ri­zon.

			“Bad luck!” said the boat­swain, “for now if we were to pass by land we should not per­ceive it.”

			“And our drift?”

			“More con­sid­er­able than yes­ter­day, Mr. Je­or­ling. The cap­tain has soun­ded, and he makes the speed no less than between three and four miles.”

			“And what do you con­clude from this?”

			“I con­clude that we must be with­in a nar­row­er sea, since the cur­rent is so strong. I should not be sur­prised if we had land on both sides of us with­in ten or fif­teen miles.”

			“This, then, would be a wide strait that cuts the ant­arc­tic con­tin­ent?”

			“Yes. Our cap­tain is of that opin­ion.”

			“And, hold­ing that opin­ion, is he not go­ing to make an at­tempt to reach one or oth­er of the coasts of this strait?”

			“And how?”

			“With the boat.”

			“Risk the boat in the midst of this fog!” ex­claimed the boat­swain, as he crossed his arms. “What are you think­ing of, Mr. Je­or­ling? Can we cast an­chor to wait for it? And all the chances would be that we should nev­er see it again. Ah! if we only had the Hal­brane!”

			But there was no longer a Hal­brane!

			In spite of the dif­fi­culty of the as­cent through the half-con­densed va­pour, I climbed up to the top of the ice­berg, but when I had gained that em­in­ence I strove in vain to pierce the im­pen­et­rable grey mantle in which the wa­ters were wrapped.

			I re­mained there, hustled by the north­east wind, which was be­gin­ning to blow freshly and might per­haps rend the fog asun­der. But no, fresh va­pours ac­cu­mu­lated around our float­ing refuge, driv­en up by the im­mense vent­il­a­tion of the open sea. Un­der the double ac­tion of the at­mo­spher­ic and ant­arc­tic cur­rents, we drif­ted more and more rap­idly, and I per­ceived a sort of shud­der pass through­out the vast bulk of the ice­berg.

			Then it was that I felt my­self un­der the domin­ion of a sort of hal­lu­cin­a­tion, one of those hal­lu­cin­a­tions which must have troubled the mind of Ar­thur Pym. It seemed to me that I was los­ing my­self in his ex­traordin­ary per­son­al­ity; at last I was be­hold­ing all that he had seen! Was not that im­pen­et­rable mist the cur­tain of va­pours which he had seen in his de­li­ri­um? I peered in­to it, seek­ing for those lu­min­ous rays which had streaked the sky from east to west! I sought in its depths for that lim­it­less catar­act, rolling in si­lence from the height of some im­mense ram­part lost in the vast­ness of the zenith! I sought for the aw­ful white gi­ant of the South Pole!

			At length reas­on re­sumed her sway. This vis­ion­ary mad­ness, in­tox­ic­at­ing while it las­ted, passed off by de­grees, and I des­cen­ded the slope to our camp.

			The whole day passed without a change. The fog nev­er once lif­ted to give us a glimpse out­side of its muffling folds, and if the ice­berg, which had trav­elled forty miles since the pre­vi­ous day, had passed by the ex­tremity of the ax­is of the earth, we should nev­er know it.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				Amid the Mists

			
			So this was the sum of all our ef­forts, tri­als and dis­ap­point­ments! Not to speak of the de­struc­tion of the Hal­brane, the ex­ped­i­tion had already cost nine lives. From thirty-two men who had em­barked on the schoon­er, our num­ber was re­duced to twenty-three: how low was that fig­ure yet to fall?

			Between the south pole and ant­arc­tic circle lay twenty de­grees, and those would have to be cleared in a month or six weeks at the most; if not, the ice­berg bar­ri­er would be re­formed and closed-up. As for win­ter­ing in that part of the ant­arc­tic circle, not a man of us could have sur­vived it.

			Be­sides, we had lost all hope of res­cuing the sur­viv­ors of the Jane, and the sole de­sire of the crew was to es­cape as quickly as pos­sible from the aw­ful solitudes of the south. Our drift, which had been south, down to the pole, was now north, and, if that dir­ec­tion should con­tin­ue, per­haps we might be fa­voured with such good for­tune as would make up for all the evil that had be­fallen us! In any case there was noth­ing for it but, in fa­mil­i­ar phrase, “to let ourselves go.”

			The mist did not lift dur­ing the 2nd, 3rd, and 4th of Feb­ru­ary, and it would have been dif­fi­cult to make out the rate of pro­gress of our ice­berg since it had passed the pole. Cap­tain Len Guy, how­ever, and West, con­sidered them­selves safe in reck­on­ing it at two hun­dred and fifty miles.

			The cur­rent did not seem to have di­min­ished in speed or changed its course. It was now bey­ond a doubt that we were mov­ing between the two halves of a con­tin­ent, one on the east, the oth­er on the west, which formed the vast ant­arc­tic re­gion. And I thought it was a mat­ter of great re­gret that we could not get aground on one or the oth­er side of this vast strait, whose sur­face would presently be so­lid­i­fied by the com­ing of winter.

			When I ex­pressed this sen­ti­ment to Cap­tain Len Guy, he made me the only lo­gic­al an­swer:

			“What would you have, Mr. Je­or­ling? We are power­less. There is noth­ing to be done, and the per­sist­ent fog is the worst part of our ill luck. I no longer know where we are. It is im­possible to take an ob­ser­va­tion, and this be­falls us just as the sun is about to dis­ap­pear for long months.”

			“Let me come back to the ques­tion of the boat,” said I, “for the last time. Could we not, with the boat—”

			“Go on a dis­cov­ery cruise? Can you think of such a thing? That would be an im­prudence I would not com­mit, even though the crew would al­low me.”

			I was on the point of ex­claim­ing: “And what if your broth­er and your coun­try­men have found refuge on some spot of the land that un­doubtedly lies about us?”

			But I re­strained my­self. Of what avail was it to reawaken our cap­tain’s grief? He, too, must have con­tem­plated this even­tu­al­ity, and he had not re­nounced his pur­pose of fur­ther search without be­ing fully con­vinced of the folly of a last at­tempt.

			Dur­ing those three days of fog I had not caught sight of Dirk Peters, or rather he had made no at­tempt to ap­proach, but had re­mained in­flex­ibly at his post by the boat. Mar­tin Holt’s ques­tions re­spect­ing his broth­er Ned seemed to in­dic­ate that his secret was known—at least in part, and the half-breed held him­self more than ever aloof, sleep­ing while the oth­ers watched, and watch­ing in their time of sleep. I even wondered wheth­er he re­gret­ted hav­ing con­fided in me, and fan­cied that he had aroused my re­pug­nance by his sad story. If so, he was mis­taken; I deeply pit­ied the poor half-breed.

			Noth­ing could ex­ceed the mel­an­choly mono­tony of the hours which we passed in the midst of a fog so thick that the wind could not lift its cur­tain. The po­s­i­tion of the ice­berg could not be as­cer­tained. It went with the cur­rent at a like speed, and had it been mo­tion­less there would have been no ap­pre­ciable dif­fer­ence for us, for the wind had fallen—at least, so we sup­posed—and not a breath was stir­ring. The flame of a torch held up in the air did not flick­er. The si­lence of space was broken only by the clangour of the seabirds, which came in muffled croak­ing tones through the stifling at­mo­sphere of va­pour. Pet­rels and al­batross swept the top of the ice­berg, where they kept a use­less watch in their flight. In what dir­ec­tion were those swift-winged creatures—per­haps already driv­en to­wards the con­fines of the arc­tic re­gion at the ap­proach of winter—bound? We could not tell. One day, the boat­swain, who was de­term­ined to solve this ques­tion if pos­sible, hav­ing moun­ted to the ex­treme top, not without risk of break­ing his neck, came in­to such vi­ol­ent con­tact with a quebranta huesos—a sort of gi­gant­ic pet­rel meas­ur­ing twelve feet with spread wings—that he was flung on his back.

			“Curse the bird!” he said on his re­turn to the camp, ad­dress­ing the ob­ser­va­tion to me. “I have had a nar­row es­cape! A thump, and down I went, sprawl­ing. I saved my­self I don’t know how, for I was all but over the side. Those ice ledges, you know, slip through one’s fin­gers like wa­ter. I called out to the bird, ‘Can’t you even look be­fore you, you fool?’ But what was the good of that? The big blun­der­er did not even beg my par­don!”

			In the af­ter­noon of the same day our ears were as­sailed by a hideous bray­ing from be­low. Hur­liguerly re­marked that as there were no asses to treat us to the con­cert, it must be giv­en by pen­guins. Hitherto these count­less dwell­ers in the po­lar re­gions had not thought prop­er to ac­com­pany us on our mov­ing is­land; we had not seen even one, either at the foot of the ice­berg or on the drift­ing packs. There could be no doubt that they were there in thou­sands, for the mu­sic was un­mis­tak­ably that of a mul­ti­tude of per­formers. Now those birds fre­quent by choice the edges of the coasts of is­lands and con­tin­ents in high lat­it­udes, or the ice-fields in their neigh­bour­hood. Was not their pres­ence an in­dic­a­tion that land was near?

			I asked Cap­tain Len Guy what he thought of the pres­ence of these birds.

			“I think what you think, Mr. Je­or­ling,” he replied. “Since we have been drift­ing, none of them have taken refuge on the ice­berg, and here they are now in crowds, if we may judge by their deaf­en­ing cries. From whence do they come? No doubt from land, which is prob­ably near.”

			“Is this West’s opin­ion?”

			“Yes, Mr. Je­or­ling, and you know he is not giv­en to vain ima­gin­a­tions.”

			“Cer­tainly not.”

			“And then an­oth­er thing has struck both him and me, which has ap­par­ently es­caped your at­ten­tion. It is that the bray­ing of the pen­guins is mingled with a sound like the low­ing of cattle. Listen and you will read­ily dis­tin­guish it.”

			I listened, and, sure enough, the or­ches­tra was more full than I had sup­posed.

			“I hear the low­ing plainly,” I said; “there are, then, seals and wal­rus also in the sea at the base.”

			“That is cer­tain, Mr. Je­or­ling, and I con­clude from the fact that those an­im­als—both birds and mam­mals—very rare since we left Tsalal Is­land, fre­quent the wa­ters in­to which the cur­rents have car­ried us.”

			“Of course, cap­tain, of course. Oh! what a mis­for­tune it is that we should be sur­roun­ded by this im­pen­et­rable fog!”

			“Which pre­vents us from even get­ting down to the base of the ice­berg! There, no doubt, we should dis­cov­er wheth­er there are sea­weed drifts around us; if that be so, it would be an­oth­er sign.”

			“Why not try, cap­tain?”

			“No, no, Mr. Je­or­ling, that might lead to falls, and I will not per­mit any­body to leave the camp. If land be there, I ima­gine our ice­berg will strike it be­fore long.”

			“And if it does not?”

			“If it does not, how are we to make it?”

			I thought to my­self that the boat might very well be used in the lat­ter case. But Cap­tain Len Guy pre­ferred to wait, and per­haps this was the wiser course un­der our cir­cum­stances.

			At eight o’clock that even­ing the half-con­densed mist was so com­pact that it was dif­fi­cult to walk through it. The com­pos­i­tion of the air seemed to be changed, as though it were passing in­to a sol­id state. It was not pos­sible to dis­cern wheth­er the fog had any ef­fect upon the com­pass. I knew the mat­ter had been stud­ied by met­eor­o­lo­gists, and that they be­lieve they may safely af­firm that the needle is not af­fected by this con­di­tion of the at­mo­sphere. I will add here that since we had left the South Pole be­hind no con­fid­ence could be placed in the in­dic­a­tions of the com­pass; it had gone wild at the ap­proach to the mag­net­ic pole, to which we were no doubt on the way. Noth­ing could be known, there­fore, con­cern­ing the course of the ice­berg.

			The sun did not set quite be­low the ho­ri­zon at this peri­od, yet the wa­ters were wrapped in tol­er­ably deep dark­ness at nine o’clock in the even­ing, when the muster of the crew took place.

			On this oc­ca­sion each man as usu­al answered to his name ex­cept Dirk Peters.

			The call was re­peated in the loudest of Hur­liguerly’s stentori­an tones. No reply.

			“Has nobody seen Dirk Peters dur­ing the day?” in­quired the cap­tain.

			“Nobody,” answered the boat­swain.

			“Can any­thing have happened to him?”

			“Don’t be afraid,” cried the boat­swain. “Dirk Peters is in his ele­ment, and as much at his ease in the fog as a po­lar bear. He has got out of one bad scrape; he will get out of a second!”

			I let Hur­liguerly have his say, know­ing well why the half-breed kept out of the way.

			That night none of us, I am sure, could sleep. We were smothered in the tents, for lack of oxy­gen. And we were all more or less un­der the in­flu­ence of a strange sort of presen­ti­ment, as though our fate were about to change, for bet­ter or worse, if in­deed it could be worse.

			The night wore on without any alarm, and at six o’clock in the morn­ing each of us came out to breathe a more whole­some air.

			The state of things was un­changed, the dens­ity of the fog was ex­traordin­ary. It was, how­ever, found that the ba­ro­met­er had ris­en, too quickly, it is true, for the rise to be ser­i­ous. Presently oth­er signs of change be­came evid­ent. The wind, which was grow­ing colder—a south wind since we had passed bey­ond the south pole—began to blow a full gale, and the noises from be­low were heard more dis­tinctly through the space swept by the at­mo­spher­ic cur­rents.

			At nine o’clock the ice­berg doffed its cap of va­pour quite sud­denly, pro­du­cing an in­des­crib­able trans­form­a­tion scene which no fairy’s wand could have ac­com­plished in less time or with great­er suc­cess.

			In a few mo­ments, the sky was clear to the ex­treme verge of the ho­ri­zon, and the sea re­appeared, il­lumined by the ob­lique rays of the sun, which now rose only a few de­grees above it. A rolling swell of the waves bathed the base of our ice­berg in white foam, as it drif­ted, to­geth­er with a great mul­ti­tude of float­ing moun­tains un­der the double ac­tion of wind and cur­rent, on a course in­clin­ing to the nor’-nor’-east.

			“Land!”

			This cry came from the sum­mit of the mov­ing moun­tain, and Dirk Peters was re­vealed to our sight, stand­ing on the out­er­most block, his hand stretched to­wards the north.

			The half-breed was not mis­taken. The land this time—yes!—it was land! Its dis­tant heights, of a black­ish hue, rose with­in three or four miles of us.

			
				86° 12′ south lat­it­ude.

				114° 17′ east lon­git­ude.

			

			The ice­berg was nearly four de­grees bey­ond the ant­arc­tic pole, and from the west­ern lon­git­udes that our schoon­er had fol­lowed tra­cing the course of the Jane, we had passed in­to the east­ern lon­git­udes.

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				In Camp

			
			A little after noon, the ice­berg was with­in a mile of the land.

			After their din­ner, the crew climbed up to the top­most block, on which Dirk Peters was sta­tioned. On our ap­proach the half-breed des­cen­ded the op­pos­ite slope and when I reached the top he was no longer to be seen.

			The land on the north evid­ently formed a con­tin­ent or is­land of con­sid­er­able ex­tent. On the west there was a sharply pro­ject­ing cape, sur­moun­ted by a slop­ing height which re­sembled an enorm­ous seal’s head on the side view; then bey­ond that was a wide stretch of sea. On the east the land was pro­longed out of sight.

			Each one of us took in the po­s­i­tion. It de­pended on the cur­rent—wheth­er it would carry the ice­berg in­to an eddy which might drive it on the coast, or con­tin­ue to drift it to­wards the north. Which was the more ad­miss­ible hy­po­thes­is?

			Cap­tain Len Guy, West, Hur­liguerly, and I talked over the mat­ter, while the crew dis­cussed it among them­selves. Fi­nally, it was agreed that the cur­rent ten­ded rather to carry the ice­berg to­wards the north­ern point of land.

			“After all,” said Cap­tain Len Guy, “if it is hab­it­able dur­ing the months of the sum­mer sea­son, it does not look like be­ing in­hab­ited, since we can­not descry a hu­man be­ing on the shore.”

			“Let us bear in mind, cap­tain,” said I, “that the ice­berg is not cal­cu­lated to at­tract at­ten­tion as the Hal­brane would have done.”

			“Evid­ently, Mr. Je­or­ling; and the nat­ives, if there were any, would have been col­lec­ted on the beach to see the Hal­brane already.”

			“We must not con­clude, cap­tain, be­cause we do not see any nat­ives—”

			“Cer­tainly not, Mr. Je­or­ling; but you will agree with me that the as­pect of this land is very un­like that of Tsalal Is­land when the Jane reached it; there is noth­ing here but des­ol­a­tion and bar­ren­ness.”

			“I ac­know­ledge that—bar­ren­ness and des­ol­a­tion, that is all. Nev­er­the­less, I want to ask you wheth­er it is your in­ten­tion to go ashore, cap­tain?”

			“With the boat?”

			“With the boat, should the cur­rent carry our ice­berg away from the land.”

			“We have not an hour to lose, Mr. Je­or­ling, and the delay of a few hours might con­demn us to a cruel winter stay, if we ar­rived too late at the ice­berg bar­ri­er.”

			“And, con­sid­er­ing the dis­tance, we are not too soon,” ob­served West.

			“I grant it,” I replied, still per­sist­ing. “But, to leave this land be­hind us without ever hav­ing set foot on it, without hav­ing made sure that it does not pre­serve the traces of an en­camp­ment, if your broth­er, cap­tain—his com­pan­ions—”

			Cap­tain Len Guy shook his head. How could the cast­aways have sup­por­ted life in this des­ol­ate re­gion for sev­er­al months?

			Be­sides, the Brit­ish flag was hois­ted on the sum­mit of the ice­berg, and Wil­li­am Guy would have re­cog­nized it and come down to the shore had he been liv­ing.

			No one. No one.

			At this mo­ment, West, who had been ob­serving cer­tain points of ap­proach, said—

			“Let us wait a little be­fore we come to a de­cision. In less than an hour we shall be able to de­cide. Our speed is slack­en­ing, it seems to me, and it is pos­sible that an eddy may bring us back ob­liquely to the coast.”

			“That is my opin­ion too,” said the boat­swain, “and if our float­ing ma­chine is not sta­tion­ary, it is nearly so. It seems to be turn­ing round.”

			West and Hur­liguerly were not mis­taken. For some reas­on or oth­er the ice­berg was get­ting out of the course which it had fol­lowed con­tinu­ously. A gir­at­ory move­ment had suc­ceeded to that of drift­ing, ow­ing to the ac­tion of an eddy which set to­wards the coast.

			Be­sides, sev­er­al ice-moun­tains, in front of us, had just run aground on the edge of the shore. It was, then, use­less to dis­cuss wheth­er we should take to the boat or not. Ac­cord­ing as we ap­proached, the des­ol­a­tion of the land be­came more and more ap­par­ent, and the pro­spect of en­dur­ing six months’ win­ter­ing there would have ap­palled the stoutest hearts.

			At five in the af­ter­noon, the ice­berg plunged in­to a deep rift in the coast end­ing in a long point on the right, and there stuck fast.

			“On shore! On shore!” burst from every man, like a single ex­clam­a­tion, and the men were already hur­ry­ing down the slope of the ice­berg, when West com­manded:

			“Wait for or­ders!”

			Some hes­it­a­tion was shown—es­pe­cially on the part of Hearne and sev­er­al of his com­rades. Then the in­stinct of dis­cip­line pre­vailed, and fi­nally the whole crew ranged them­selves around Cap­tain Len Guy. It was not ne­ces­sary to lower the boat, the ice­berg be­ing in con­tact with the point.

			The cap­tain, the boat­swain, and my­self, pre­ced­ing the oth­ers, were the first to quit the camp; ours were the first hu­man feet to tread this vir­gin and vol­can­ic soil.

			We walked for twenty minutes on rough land, strewn with rocks of ig­neous ori­gin, so­lid­i­fied lava, dusty slag, and grey ashes, but without enough clay to grow even the har­di­est plants.

			With some risk and dif­fi­culty, Cap­tain Len Guy, the boat­swain, and I suc­ceeded in climb­ing the hill; this ex­ploit oc­cu­pied a whole hour. Al­though even­ing had now come, it brought no dark­ness in its train. From the top of the hill we could see over an ex­tent of from thirty to forty miles, and this was what we saw.

			Be­hind us lay the open sea, laden with float­ing masses; a great num­ber of these had re­cently heaped them­selves up against the beach and rendered it al­most in­ac­cess­ible.

			On the west was a strip of hilly land, which ex­ten­ded bey­ond our sight, and was washed on its east side by a bound­less sea. It was evid­ent that we had been car­ried by the drift through a strait.

			Ah! if we had only had our Hal­brane! But our sole pos­ses­sion was a frail craft barely cap­able of con­tain­ing a dozen men, and we were twenty-three!

			There was noth­ing for it but to go down to the shore again, to carry the tents to the beach, and take meas­ures in view of a winter so­journ un­der the ter­rible con­di­tions im­posed upon us by cir­cum­stances.

			On our re­turn to the coast the boat­swain dis­covered sev­er­al cav­erns in the gran­it­ic cliffs, suf­fi­ciently spa­cious to house us all and af­ford stor­age for the cargo of the Hal­brane. Whatever might be our ul­ti­mate de­cision, we could not do bet­ter than place our ma­ter­i­al and in­stall ourselves in this op­por­tune shel­ter.

			After we had re­as­cen­ded the slopes of the ice­berg and reached our camp, Cap­tain Len Guy had the men mustered. The only miss­ing man was Dirk Peters, who had de­cidedly isol­ated him­self from the crew. There was noth­ing to fear from him, how­ever; he would be with the faith­ful against the mutin­ous, and un­der all cir­cum­stances we might count upon him. When the circle had been formed, Cap­tain Len Guy spoke, without al­low­ing any sign of dis­cour­age­ment to ap­pear, and ex­plained the po­s­i­tion with the ut­most frank­ness and lu­cid­ity, stat­ing in the first place that it was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to lower the cargo to the coast and stow it away in one of the cav­erns. Con­cern­ing the vi­tal ques­tion of food, he stated that the sup­ply of flour, pre­served meat, and dried ve­get­ables would suf­fice for the winter, how­ever pro­longed, and on that of fuel he was sat­is­fied that we should not want for coal, provided it was not wasted; and it would be pos­sible to eco­nom­ize it, as the hi­bern­at­ing waifs might brave the cold of the po­lar zone un­der a cov­er­ing of snow and a roof of ice.

			Was the cap­tain’s tone of se­cur­ity feigned? I did not think so, es­pe­cially as West ap­proved of what he said.

			A third ques­tion raised by Hearne re­mained, and was well cal­cu­lated to arouse jeal­ousy and an­ger among the crew. It was the ques­tion of the use to be made of the only craft re­main­ing to us. Ought the boat to be kept for the needs of our hi­berna­tion, or used to en­able us to re­turn to the ice­berg bar­ri­er?

			Cap­tain Len Guy would not pro­nounce upon this; he de­sired to post­pone the de­cision for twenty-four or forty-eight hours. The boat, car­ry­ing the pro­vi­sions ne­ces­sary for such a voy­age, could not ac­com­mod­ate more than el­ev­en or, at the out­side, twelve men. If the de­par­ture of the boat were agreed to, then its pas­sen­gers must be se­lec­ted by lot. The cap­tain pro­ceeded to state that neither West, the boat­swain, I, nor he would claim any priv­ilege, but would sub­mit to the for­tune of the lot with all the oth­ers. Both Mar­tin Holt and Hardy were per­fectly cap­able of tak­ing the boat to the fish­ing-grounds, where the whalers would still be found.

			Then, those to whom the lot should fall were not to for­get their com­rades, left to winter on the eighty-sixth par­al­lel, and were to send a ship to take them off at the re­turn of sum­mer.

			All this was said in a tone as calm as it was firm. I must do Cap­tain Len Guy the justice to say that he rose to the oc­ca­sion.

			When he had con­cluded—without any in­ter­rup­tion even from Hearne—no one made a re­mark. There was, in­deed, none to be made, since, in the giv­en case, lots were to be drawn un­der con­di­tions of per­fect equal­ity.

			The hour of rest hav­ing ar­rived, each man entered the camp, par­took of the sup­per pre­pared by En­dicott, and went to sleep for the last time un­der the tents.

			Dirk Peters had not re­appeared, and I sought for him in vain.

			On the fol­low­ing day, the 7th of Feb­ru­ary, every­body set to work early with a will. The boat was let down with all due pre­cau­tion to the base of the ice­berg, and drawn up by the men on a little sandy beach out of reach of the wa­ter. It was in per­fectly good con­di­tion, and thor­oughly ser­vice­able.

			The boat­swain then set to work on the former con­tents of the Hal­brane, fur­niture, bed­ding, sails, cloth­ing, in­stru­ments, and utensils. Stowed away in a cab­in, these things would no longer be ex­posed to the knock­ing about and dam­age of the ice­berg. The cases con­tain­ing pre­served food and the casks of spir­its were rap­idly car­ried ashore.

			I worked with the cap­tain and West at this oner­ous task, and Dirk Peters also turned up and lent the valu­able as­sist­ance of his great strength, but he did not ut­ter a word to any­one.

			Our oc­cu­pa­tion con­tin­ued on the 8th, 9th, and 10th Feb­ru­ary, and our task was fin­ished in the af­ter­noon of the 10th. The cargo was safely stowed in the in­teri­or of a large grotto, with ac­cess to it by a nar­row open­ing. We were to in­hab­it the ad­join­ing grotto, and En­dicott set up his kit­chen in the lat­ter, on the ad­vice of the boat­swain. Thus we should profit by the heat of the stove, which was to cook our food and warm the cav­ern dur­ing the long days, or rather the long nights of the aus­tral winter.

			Dur­ing the pro­cess of hous­ing and stor­ing, I ob­served noth­ing to arouse sus­pi­cion in the bear­ing of Hearne and the Falk­lands men. Nev­er­the­less, the half-breed was kept on guard at the boat, which might eas­ily have been seized upon the beach.

			Hur­liguerly, who ob­served his com­rades closely, ap­peared less anxious.

			On that same even­ing Cap­tain Len Guy, hav­ing re­as­sembled his people, stated that the ques­tion should be dis­cussed on the mor­row, adding that, if it were de­cided in the af­firm­at­ive, lots should be drawn im­me­di­ately. No reply was made.

			It was late, and half dark out­side, for at this date the sun was on the edge of the ho­ri­zon, and would very soon dis­ap­pear be­low it.

			I had been asleep for some hours when I was awakened by a great shout­ing at a short dis­tance. I sprang up in­stantly and dar­ted out of the cav­ern, sim­ul­tan­eously with the cap­tain and West, who had also been sud­denly aroused from sleep.

			“The boat! the boat!” cried West.

			The boat was no longer in its place—that place so jeal­ously guarded by Dirk Peters.

			After they had pushed the boat in­to the sea, three men had got in­to it with bales and casks, while ten oth­ers strove to con­trol the half-breed.

			Hearne was there, and Mar­tin Holt also; the lat­ter, it seemed to me, was not in­ter­fer­ing.

			These wretches, then, in­ten­ded to de­part be­fore the lots were drawn; they meant to for­sake us. They had suc­ceeded in sur­pris­ing Dirk Peters, and they would have killed him, had he not fought hard for life.

			In the face of this mutiny, know­ing our in­feri­or­ity of num­bers, and not know­ing wheth­er he might count on all the old crew, Cap­tain Len Guy re-entered the cav­ern with West in or­der to pro­cure arms. Hearne and his ac­com­plices were armed.

			I was about to fol­low them when the fol­low­ing words ar­res­ted my steps.

			The half-breed, over­powered by num­bers, had been knocked down, and at this mo­ment Mar­tin Holt, in grat­it­ude to the man who saved his life, was rush­ing to his aid, but Hearne called out to him—

			“Leave the fel­low alone, and come with us!”

			Mar­tin Holt hes­it­ated.

			“Yes, leave him alone, I say; leave Dirk Peters, the as­sas­sin of your broth­er, alone.”

			“The as­sas­sin of my broth­er!”

			“Your broth­er, killed on board the Gram­pus—”

			“Killed! by Dirk Peters?”

			“Yes! Killed and eaten—eaten—eaten!” re­peated Hearne, who pro­nounced the hate­ful words with a kind of howl.

			And then, at a sign from Hearne, two of his com­rades seized Mar­tin Holt and dragged him in­to the boat. Hearne was in­stantly fol­lowed by all those whom he had in­duced to join in this crim­in­al deed.

			At that mo­ment Dirk Peters rose from the ground, and sprang upon one of the Falk­lands men as he was in the act of step­ping on the plat­form of the boat, lif­ted him up bod­ily, hurled him round his head and dashed his brains out against a rock.

			In an in­stant the half-breed fell, shot in the shoulder by a bul­let from Hearne’s pis­tol, and the boat was pushed off.

			Then Cap­tain Len Guy and West came out of the cav­ern—the whole scene had passed in less than a minute—and ran down to the point, which they reached to­geth­er with the boat­swain, Hardy, Fran­cis, and Stern.

			The boat, which was drawn by the cur­rent, was already some dis­tance off, and the tide was fall­ing rap­idly.

			West shouldered his gun and fired; a sail­or dropped in­to the bot­tom of the boat. A second shot, fired by Cap­tain Len Guy, grazed Hearne’s breast, and the ball was lost among the ice-blocks at the mo­ment when the boat dis­ap­peared be­hind the ice­berg.

			The only thing for us to do was to cross to the oth­er side of the point. The cur­rent would carry the wretches thith­er, no doubt, be­fore it bore them north­ward. If they passed with­in range, and if a second shot should hit Hearne, either killing or wound­ing him, his com­pan­ions might per­haps de­cide on com­ing back to us.

			A quarter of an hour elapsed. When the boat ap­peared at the oth­er side of the point, it was so far off that our bul­lets could not reach it. Hearne had already had the sail set, and the boat, im­pelled by wind and cur­rent jointly, was soon no more than a white speck on the face of the wa­ters, and speedily dis­ap­peared.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				Found at Last

			
			The ques­tion of our win­ter­ing on the land where­on we had been thrown was settled for us. But, after all, the situ­ation was not changed for those among the nine (now only re­main­ing of the twenty-three) who should not have drawn the lot of de­par­ture. Who could spec­u­late upon the chances of the whole nine? Might not all of them have drawn the lot of “stay”? And, when every chance was fully weighed, was that of those who had left us the best? To this ques­tion there could be no an­swer.

			When the boat had dis­ap­peared, Cap­tain Len Guy and his com­pan­ions re­traced their steps to­wards the cav­ern in which we must live for all the time dur­ing which we could not go out, in the dread dark­ness of the ant­arc­tic winter. My first thought was of Dirk Peters, who, be­ing wounded, could not fol­low us when we hur­ried to the oth­er side of the point.

			On reach­ing the cav­ern I failed to find the half-breed. Was he severely wounded? Should we have to mourn the death of this man who was as faith­ful to us as to his “poor Pym”?

			“Let us search for him, Mr. Je­or­ling!” cried the boat­swain.

			“We will go to­geth­er,” said the cap­tain. “Dirk Peters would nev­er have for­saken us, and we will not for­sake him.”

			“Would he come back,” said I, “now that what he thought was known to him and me only has come out?”

			I in­formed my com­pan­ions of the reas­on why the name of Ned Holt had been changed to that of Park­er in Ar­thur Pym’s nar­rat­ive, and of the cir­cum­stances un­der which the half-breed had ap­prised me of the fact. At the same time I urged every con­sid­er­a­tion that might ex­culp­ate him, dwell­ing in par­tic­u­lar upon the point that if the lot had fallen to Dirk Peters, he would have been the vic­tim of the oth­ers’ hun­ger.

			“Dirk Peters con­fided this secret to you only?” in­quired Cap­tain Len Guy.

			“To me only, cap­tain.”

			“And you have kept it?”

			“Ab­so­lutely.”

			“Then I can­not un­der­stand how it came to the know­ledge of Hearne.”

			“At first,” I replied, “I thought Hearne might have talked in his sleep, and that it was by chance Mar­tin Holt learned the secret. After re­flec­tion, how­ever, I re­called to mind that when the half-breed re­lated the scene on the Gram­pus to me, he was in my cab­in, and the side sash was raised. I have reas­on to think that the man at the wheel over­heard our con­ver­sa­tion. Now that man was Hearne, who, in or­der to hear it more clearly, let go the wheel, so that the Hal­brane lurched—”

			“I re­mem­ber,” said West. “I ques­tioned the fel­low sharply, and sent him down in­to the hold.”

			“Well, then, cap­tain,” I re­sumed, “it was from that day that Hearne made up to Mar­tin Holt. Hur­liguerly called my at­ten­tion to the fact.”

			“Of course he did,” said the boat­swain, “for Hearne, not be­ing cap­able of man­aging the boat which he in­ten­ded to seize, re­quired a mas­ter-hand like Holt.”

			“And so,” I said, “he kept on ur­ging Holt to ques­tion the half-breed con­cern­ing his broth­er’s fate, and you know how Holt came at last to learn the fear­ful truth. Mar­tin Holt seemed to be stu­pefied by the rev­el­a­tion. The oth­ers dragged him away, and now he is with them!” We were all agreed that things had happened as I sup­posed, and now the ques­tion was, did Dirk Peters, in his present state of mind, mean to ab­sent him­self? Would he con­sent to re­sume his place among us?

			We all left the cav­ern, and after an hour’s search we came in sight of Dirk Peters, whose first im­pulse was to es­cape from us. At length, how­ever, Hur­liguerly and Fran­cis came up with him. He stood still and made no res­ist­ance. I ad­vanced and spoke to him, the oth­ers did the same. Cap­tain Len Guy offered him his hand, which he took after a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion. Then, without ut­ter­ing a single word, he re­turned to­wards the beach.

			From that day no al­lu­sion was ever made to the tra­gic story of the Gram­pus. Dirk Peters’ wound proved to be slight; he merely wrapped a piece of sail­cloth round the in­jured arm, and went off to his work with en­tire un­con­cern.

			We made all the pre­par­a­tion in our power for a pro­longed hi­berna­tion. Winter was threat­en­ing us. For some days past the sun hardly showed at all through the mists. The tem­per­at­ure fell to 36 de­grees and would rise no more, while the sol­ar rays, cast­ing shad­ows of end­less length upon the soil, gave hardly any heat. The cap­tain made us put on warm wool­len clothes without wait­ing for the cold to be­come more severe.

			Ice­bergs, packs, streams, and drifts came in great­er num­bers from the south. Some of these struck and stayed upon the coast, which was already heaped up with ice, but the great­er num­ber dis­ap­peared in the dir­ec­tion of the north­east.

			“All these pieces,” said the boat­swain, “will go to the clos­ing up of the ice­berg wall. If Hearne and his lot of scoun­drels are not ahead of them, I ima­gine they will find the door shut, and as they have no key to open it with—”

			“I sup­pose you think, boat­swain, that our case is less des­per­ate than theirs?”

			“I do think so, Mr. Je­or­ling, and I have al­ways thought so. If everything had been done as it was settled, and the lot had fallen to me to go with the boat, I would have giv­en up my turn to one of the oth­ers. After all, there is some­thing in feel­ing dry ground un­der our feet. I don’t wish the death of any­body, but if Hearne and his friends do not suc­ceed in clear­ing the ice­berg bar­ri­er—if they are doomed to pass the winter on the ice, re­duced for food to a sup­ply that will only last a few weeks, you know the fate that awaits them!”

			“Yes, a fate worse than ours!”

			“And be­sides,” said the boat­swain, “even sup­pos­ing they do reach the Ant­arc­tic Circle. If the whalers have already left the fish­ing-grounds, it is not a laden and over­laden craft that will keep the sea un­til the Aus­trali­an coasts are in sight.”

			This was my own opin­ion, and also that of the cap­tain and West.

			Dur­ing the fol­low­ing four days, we com­pleted the stor­age of the whole of our be­long­ings, and made some ex­cur­sions in­to the in­teri­or of the coun­try, find­ing “all bar­ren,” and not a trace that any land­ing had ever been made there.

			One day, Cap­tain Len Guy pro­posed that we should give a geo­graph­ic­al name to the re­gion whith­er the ice­berg had car­ried us. It was named Hal­brane Land, in memory of our schoon­er, and we called the strait that sep­ar­ated the two parts of the po­lar con­tin­ent the Jane Sound.

			Then we took to shoot­ing the pen­guins which swarmed upon the rocks, and to cap­tur­ing some of the am­phi­bi­ous an­im­als which fre­quen­ted the beach. We began to feel the want of fresh meat, and En­dicott’s cook­ing rendered seal and wal­rus flesh quite pal­at­able. Be­sides, the fat of these creatures would serve, at need, to warm the cav­ern and feed the cook­ing-stove. Our most for­mid­able en­emy would be the cold, and we must fight it by every means with­in our power. It re­mained to be seen wheth­er the am­phi­bia would not for­sake Hal­brane Land at the ap­proach of winter, and seek a less rig­or­ous cli­mate in lower lat­it­udes. For­tu­nately there were hun­dreds of oth­er an­im­als to se­cure our little com­pany from hun­ger, and even from thirst, at need. The beach was the home of num­bers of galapa­gos—a kind of turtle so called from an ar­chipelago in the equi­noc­tial sea, where also they abound, and men­tioned by Ar­thur Pym as sup­ply­ing food to the is­landers, It will be re­membered that Pym and Peters found three of these galapa­gos in the nat­ive boat which car­ried them away from Tsalal Is­land.

			The move­ment of these huge creatures is slow, heavy, and wad­dling; they have thin necks two feet long, tri­an­gu­lar snake­like heads, and can go without food for very long peri­ods.

			Ar­thur Pym has com­pared the ant­arc­tic turtles to dromedar­ies, be­cause, like those ru­min­ants, they have a pouch just where the neck be­gins, which con­tains from two to three gal­lons of cold fresh wa­ter. He relates, be­fore the scene of the lot-draw­ing, that but for one of these turtles the ship­wrecked crew of the Gram­pus must have died of hun­ger and thirst. If Pym is to be be­lieved, some of the great turtles weigh from twelve to fif­teen hun­dred pounds. Those of Hal­brane Land did not go bey­ond sev­en or eight hun­dred pounds, but their flesh was none the less sa­voury.

			On the 19th of Feb­ru­ary an in­cid­ent oc­curred—an in­cid­ent which those who ac­know­ledge the in­ter­ven­tion of Provid­ence in hu­man af­fairs will re­cog­nize as provid­en­tial.

			It was eight o’clock in the morn­ing; the weath­er was calm; the sky was tol­er­ably clear; the ther­mo­met­er stood at thirty-two de­grees Fahren­heit.

			We were as­sembled in the cav­ern, with the ex­cep­tion of the boat­swain, wait­ing for our break­fast, which En­dicott was pre­par­ing, and were about to take our places at table, when we heard a call from out­side.

			The voice was Hur­liguerly’s, and we hur­ried out. On see­ing us, he cried—

			“Come—come quickly!”

			He was stand­ing on a rock at the foot of the hil­lock above the beach in which Hal­brane Land ended bey­ond the point, and his right hand was stretched out to­wards the sea.

			“What is it?” asked Cap­tain Len Guy.

			“A boat.”

			“Is it the Hal­brane’s boat com­ing back?”

			“No, cap­tain—it is not.”

			Then we per­ceived a boat, not to be mis­taken for that of our schoon­er in form or di­men­sions, drift­ing without oars or paddle, seem­ingly aban­doned to the cur­rent.

			We had but one idea in com­mon—to seize at any cost upon this derel­ict craft, which would, per­haps, prove our sal­va­tion. But how were we to reach it? how were we to get it in to the point of Hal­brane Land?

			While we were look­ing dis­trac­tedly at the boat and at each oth­er, there came a sud­den splash at the end of the hil­lock, as though a body had fallen in­to the sea.

			It was Dirk Peters, who, hav­ing flung off his clothes, had sprung from the top of a rock, and was swim­ming rap­idly to­wards the boat be­fore we made him out.

			We cheered him heart­ily. I nev­er be­held any­thing like that swim­ming. He bounded through the waves like a por­poise, and in­deed he pos­sessed the strength and swift­ness of one. What might not be ex­pec­ted of such a man!

			In a few minutes the half-breed had swum sev­er­al cables’ lengths to­wards the boat in an ob­lique dir­ec­tion. We could only see his head like a black speck on the sur­face of the rolling waves. A peri­od of sus­pense, of in­tense watch­ing of the brave swim­mer suc­ceeded. Surely, surely he would reach the boat; but must he not be car­ried away with it? Was it to be be­lieved that even his great strength would en­able him, swim­ming, to tow it to the beach?

			“After all, why should there not be oars in the boat?” said the boat­swain.

			“He has it! He has it! Hur­rah, Dirk, hur­rah!” shouted Hur­liguerly, and En­dicott echoed his ex­ult­ant cheer.

			The half-breed had, in fact, reached the boat and raised him­self along­side half out of the wa­ter. His big, strong hand grasped the side, and at the risk of caus­ing the boat to cap­size, he hois­ted him­self up to the side, stepped over it, and sat down to draw his breath.

			Al­most in­stantly a shout reached our ears. It was uttered by Dirk Peters. What had he found? Paddles! It must be so, for we saw him seat him­self in the front of the boat, and paddle with all his strength in striv­ing to get out of the cur­rent.

			“Come along!” said the cap­tain, and, turn­ing the base of the hil­lock, we all ran along the edge of the beach between the black­ish stones that be­strewed it.

			After some time, West stopped us. The boat had reached the shel­ter of a small pro­jec­tion at that place, and it was evid­ent that it would be run ashore there.

			When it was with­in five or six cables’ lengths, and the eddy was help­ing it on, Dirk Peters let go the paddles, stooped to­wards the after-part of the boat, and then raised him­self, hold­ing up an in­ert body.

			An ag­on­ized cry from Cap­tain Len Guy rent the air!

			“My broth­er—my broth­er!”

			“He is liv­ing! He is liv­ing!” shouted Dirk Peters.

			A mo­ment later, the boat had touched the beach, and Cap­tain Len Guy held his broth­er in his arms.

			Three of Wil­li­am Guy’s com­pan­ions lay ap­par­ently life­less in the bot­tom of the boat.

			And these four men were all that re­mained of the crew of the Jane.

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				El­ev­en Years in a Few Pages

			
			The head­ing of the fol­low­ing chapter in­dic­ates that the ad­ven­tures of Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions after de­struc­tion of the Eng­lish schoon­er, and the de­tails of their his­tory sub­sequent to the de­par­ture of Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters, are about to be nar­rated with all pos­sible brev­ity.

			We car­ried our treas­ure-trove to the cav­ern, and had hap­pi­ness of restor­ing all four men to life. In real­ity, it was hun­ger, noth­ing but hun­ger, which had re­duced the poor fel­lows to the semb­lance of death.

			On the 8th of Feb­ru­ary, 1828, the crew of the Jane, hav­ing no reas­on to doubt the good faith of the pop­u­la­tion of Tsalal Is­land, or that of their chief, Too-Wit, dis­em­barked, in or­der to vis­it the vil­lage of Klock-Klock, hav­ing pre­vi­ously put the schoon­er in­to a state of de­fense, leav­ing six men on board.

			The crew, count­ing Wil­li­am Guy, the cap­tain, Ar­thur Pym, and Dirk Peters, formed a body of thirty-two men armed with guns, pis­tols, and knives. The dog Ti­ger ac­com­pan­ied them.

			On reach­ing the nar­row gorge lead­ing to the vil­lage pre­ceded and fol­lowed by the nu­mer­ous war­ri­ors of Too Wit, the little com­pany di­vided, Ar­thur Pym, Dirk Peters, and Al­len (the sail­or) en­ter­ing a cleft in the hill­side with the in­ten­tion of cross­ing it to the oth­er side. From that mo­ment their com­pan­ions were nev­er to see them more.

			After a short in­ter­val a shock was felt. The op­pos­ite hill fell down in a vast heap, bury­ing Wil­li­am Guy and his twenty-eight com­pan­ions.

			Twenty-two of these un­for­tu­nate men were crushed to death on the in­stant, and their bod­ies would nev­er be found un­der that mass of earth.

			Sev­en, mi­ra­cu­lously sheltered in the depth of a great cleft of the hill, had sur­vived the cata­strophe. These were Wil­li­am Guy, Pat­ter­son, Roberts, Coy­in, Trinkle, also For­bes and Sex­ton, since dead. As for Ti­ger, they knew not wheth­er he had per­ished in the land­slip, or wheth­er he had es­caped. There ex­is­ted in the right side of the hill, as well as in the left, on either side of the fis­sure, cer­tain wind­ing pas­sages, and it was by crawl­ing along these in the dark­ness that Wil­li­am Guy, Pat­ter­son, and the oth­ers reached a cav­ity which let in light and air in abund­ance. From this shel­ter they be­held the at­tack on the Jane by sixty pirogues, the de­fence made by the six men on board; the in­va­sion of the ship by the sav­ages, and fi­nally the ex­plo­sion which caused the death of a vast num­ber of nat­ives as well as the com­plete de­struc­tion of the ship.

			Too-Wit and the Tsalal is­landers were at first ter­ri­fied by the ef­fects of this ex­plo­sion, but prob­ably still more dis­ap­poin­ted. Their in­stincts of pil­lage could not be grat­i­fied, be­cause some value­less wreck­age was all that re­mained of the ship and her cargo, and they had no reas­on to sup­pose that any of the crew had sur­vived the clev­erly con­trived col­lapse of the hill. Hence it came about that Ar­thur Pym and Dirk Peters on the one side, and Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions on the oth­er, were en­abled to re­main un­dis­turbed in the labyrinths of Klock-Klock, where they fed on the flesh of bit­terns—these they could catch with their hands—and the fruit of the nut-trees which grow on the hill­sides. They pro­cured fire by rub­bing pieces of soft against pieces of hard wood; there was a quant­ity of both with­in their reach.

			After a whole week of this con­fine­ment, Ar­thur Pym and the half-breed had suc­ceeded, as we know, in leav­ing their hid­ing-place, se­cur­ing a boat, and abandon­ing Tsalal Is­land, but Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions had not yet found an op­por­tun­ity to es­cape.

			After they had been shut up in the labyrinth for twenty-one days, the birds on which they lived began to fail them, and they re­cog­nized that their only means of es­cap­ing hun­ger—(they had not to fear thirst, for there was a spring of fresh wa­ter in the in­teri­or of the hill)—was to go down again to the coast, lay hands upon a nat­ive boat, and get out to sea. Where were the fu­git­ives to go, and what was to be­come of them without pro­vi­sions?—these were ques­tions that had to be asked, and which nobody could an­swer. Nev­er­the­less, they would not have hes­it­ated to at­tempt the ad­ven­ture if they could have a few hours of dark­ness; but, at that time of year, the sun did not as yet go down be­hind the ho­ri­zon of the eighty-fourth par­al­lel.

			Death would prob­ably have put an end to their misery had not the situ­ation been changed by the fol­low­ing events.

			On the 22nd of Feb­ru­ary, in the morn­ing, Wil­li­am Guy and Pat­ter­son were talk­ing to­geth­er, in ter­rible per­plex­ity of mind, at the ori­fice of the cav­ity that opened upon the coun­try. They no longer knew how to provide for the wants of sev­en per­sons, who were then re­duced to eat­ing nuts only, and were suf­fer­ing in con­sequence from severe pain in the head and stom­ach. They could see big turtles crawl­ing on the beach, but how could they ven­ture to go thith­er, with hun­dreds of nat­ives com­ing and go­ing about their sev­er­al oc­cu­pa­tions, with their con­stant cry of tékéli-li?

			Sud­denly, this crowd of people be­came vi­ol­ently agit­ated. Men, wo­men, and chil­dren ran wildly about on every side. Some of the sav­ages even took to their boats as though a great danger were at hand. What was hap­pen­ing?

			Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions were very soon in­formed. The cause of the tu­mult was the ap­pear­ance of an un­known an­im­al, a ter­rible quad­ruped, which dashed in­to the midst of the is­landers, snap­ping at and bit­ing them in­dis­crim­in­ately, as it sprang at their throats with a hoarse growl­ing.

			And yet the in­furi­ated an­im­al was alone, and might eas­ily have been killed by stones or ar­rows. Why then did a crowd of sav­ages mani­fest such ab­ject ter­ror? Why did they take to flight? Why did they ap­pear in­cap­able of de­fend­ing them­selves against this one beast?

			The an­im­al was white, and the sight of it had pro­duced the phe­nomen­on pre­vi­ously ob­served, that in­ex­plic­able ter­ror of white­ness com­mon to all the nat­ives of Tsalal.

			To their ex­treme sur­prise, Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions re­cog­nized the strange an­im­al as the dog Ti­ger.

			Yes! Ti­ger had es­caped from the crum­bling mass of the hill and be­taken him­self to the in­teri­or of the is­land, whence he had re­turned to Klock-Klock, to spread ter­ror among the nat­ives. But Ti­ger was no mere phantom foe; he was the most dan­ger­ous and deadly of en­emies, for the poor an­im­al was mad, and his fangs were fatal!

			This was the reas­on why the great­er part of the Tsalal is­landers took to flight, headed by their chief, Too-Wit, and the Wam­pos, who are the lead­ing per­son­ages of Klock-Klock. It was un­der these ex­traordin­ary cir­cum­stances that they aban­doned their is­land, whith­er they were destined nev­er to re­turn.

			Al­though the boats car­ried off the bulk of the pop­u­la­tion, a con­sid­er­able num­ber still re­mained on Tsalal, hav­ing no means of es­cape, and their fate ac­com­plished it­self quickly. Sev­er­al nat­ives who were bit­ten by Ti­ger de­veloped hy­dro­phobia rap­idly, and at­tacked the oth­ers. Fear­ful scenes en­sued, and are briefly to be summed up in one dis­mal state­ment. The bones we had seen in or near Klock-Klock were those of the poor sav­ages, which had lain there bleach­ing for el­ev­en years!

			The poor dog had died after he had done his fell work, in a corner on the beach, where Dirk Peters found his skel­et­on and the col­lar bear­ing the name of Ar­thur Pym.

			Then, after those nat­ives who could not es­cape from the is­land had all per­ished in the man­ner de­scribed, Wil­li­am Guy, Pat­ter­son, Trinkle, Cov­in, For­bes, and Sex­ton ven­tured to come out of the labyrinth, where they were on the verge of death by star­va­tion.

			What sort of ex­ist­ence was that of the sev­en sur­viv­ors of the ex­ped­i­tion dur­ing the el­ev­en en­su­ing years?

			On the whole, it was more en­dur­able than might have been sup­posed. The nat­ur­al products of an ex­tremely fer­tile soil and the pres­ence of a cer­tain num­ber of do­mest­ic an­im­als se­cured them against want of food; they had only to make out the best shel­ter for them­selves they could con­trive, and wait for an op­por­tun­ity of get­ting away from the is­land with as much pa­tience as might be gran­ted to them. And from whence could such an op­por­tun­ity come? Only from one of the chances with­in the re­sources of Provid­ence.

			Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy, Pat­ter­son, and their five com­pan­ions des­cen­ded the rav­ine, which was half filled with the fallen masses of the hill-face, amid heaps of scor­ia and blocks of black gran­ite. Be­fore they left this gorge, it oc­curred to Wil­li­am Guy to ex­plore the fis­sure on the right in­to which Ar­thur Pym, Dirk Peters, and Al­len had turned, but he found it blocked up; it was im­possible for him to get in­to the pass. Thus he re­mained in ig­nor­ance of the ex­ist­ence of the nat­ur­al or ar­ti­fi­cial labyrinth which cor­res­pon­ded with the one he had just left, and prob­ably com­mu­nic­ated with it un­der the dry bed of the tor­rent. The little com­pany, hav­ing passed the chaot­ic bar­ri­er that in­ter­cep­ted the north­ern route, pro­ceeded rap­idly to­wards the north­w­est. There, on the coast, at about three miles from Klock-Klock, they es­tab­lished them­selves in a grotto very like that in our own oc­cu­pa­tion on the coast of Hal­brane Land.

			And it was in this place that, dur­ing long, hope­less years, the sev­en sur­viv­ors of the Jane lived, as we were about to do ourselves, but un­der bet­ter con­di­tions, for the fer­til­ity of the soil of Tsalal fur­nished them with re­sources un­known in Hal­brane Land. In real­ity, we were con­demned to per­ish when our pro­vi­sions should be ex­hausted, but they could have waited in­def­in­itely—and they did wait.

			They had nev­er en­ter­tained any doubt that Ar­thur Pym, Dirk Peters, and Al­len had per­ished, and this was only too true in Al­len’s case. How, in­deed, could they ever have ima­gined that Pym and the half-breed had got hold of a boat and made their es­cape from Tsalal Is­land?

			So, then, as Wil­li­am Guy told us, not an in­cid­ent oc­curred to break the mono­tony of that ex­ist­ence of el­ev­en years—not even the re­appear­ance of the is­landers, who were kept away from Tsalal by su­per­sti­tious ter­ror. No danger had threatened them dur­ing all that time; but, of course, as it be­came more and more pro­longed, they lost the hope of ever be­ing res­cued. At first, with the re­turn of the fine sea­son, when the sea was once more open, they had thought it pos­sible that a ship would be sent in search of the Jane. But after four or five years they re­lin­quished all hope.

			There is no need for dwell­ing on this peri­od, which ex­tends from the year 1828 to the year 1839. The win­ters were hard. The sum­mer did in­deed ex­tend its be­ne­fi­cent in­flu­ence to the is­lands of the Tsalal group, but the cold sea­son, with its at­tend­ant snows, rains, and tem­pests, spared them none of its sever­ity.

			Dur­ing sev­en months Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy had not lost one of those who had come with him safe and sound out of the trap set for them at Klock-Klock, and this was due, no doubt, to their ro­bust con­sti­tu­tions, re­mark­able power of en­dur­ance, and great strength of char­ac­ter. Alas! mis­for­tune was mak­ing ready to fall on them.

			The month of May had come—it cor­res­ponds in those re­gions to the month of Novem­ber in north­ern lands—and the ice-packs which the cur­rent car­ried to­wards the north were be­gin­ning to drift past Tsalal. One day, one of the sev­en men failed to re­turn to the cav­ern. They called, they waited, they searched for him. All was in vain. He did not re­appear; no doubt he had been drowned. He was nev­er more seen by his fel­low-ex­iles.

			This man was Pat­ter­son, the faith­ful com­pan­ion of Wil­li­am Guy.

			Now, what Wil­li­am Guy did not know, but we told him, was that Pat­ter­son—un­der what cir­cum­stances none would ever learn—had been car­ried away on the sur­face of an ice-block, where he died of hun­ger. And on that ice-block, which had trav­elled so far as Prince Ed­ward Is­land, the boat­swain had dis­covered the corpse of the un­for­tu­nate man al­most de­com­posed by the ac­tion of the warm­er wa­ters.

			When Cap­tain Len Guy told his broth­er of the find­ing of the body of Pat­ter­son, and how it was ow­ing to the notes in his pock­et­book that the Hal­brane had been en­abled to pro­ceed to­wards the ant­arc­tic seas, Wil­li­am Guy hid his face in his hands and wept.

			Oth­er mis­for­tunes fol­lowed upon this one.

			Five months after the dis­ap­pear­ance of Pat­ter­son, in the middle of Oc­to­ber, Tsalal Is­land was laid waste from coast to coast by an earth­quake, which des­troyed the south­west­ern group al­most en­tirely. Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions must soon have per­ished on the bar­ren land, which no longer could give them food, had not the means of leav­ing its coast, now merely an ex­panse of tumbled rocks, been af­forded them in an al­most mi­ra­cu­lous man­ner. Two days after the earth­quake, the cur­rent car­ried ashore with­in a few hun­dred yards of their cav­ern a boat which had drif­ted from the is­land group on the south­w­est.

			Without the delay of even one day, the boat was laden with as much of the re­main­ing pro­vi­sions as it could con­tain, and the six men em­barked in it, bid­ding adieu forever to the now un­in­hab­it­able is­land.

			Un­for­tu­nately a very strong breeze was blow­ing; it was im­possible to res­ist it, and the boat was driv­en south­wards by that very same cur­rent which had caused our ice­berg to drift to the coast of Hal­brane Land.

			For two months and a half these poor fel­lows were borne across the open sea, with no con­trol over their course. It was not un­til the 2nd of Janu­ary in the present year (1840) that they sighted land—east of the Jane Sound.

			Now, we already knew this land was not more than fifty miles from Hal­brane Land. Yes! so small, re­l­at­ively, was the dis­tance that sep­ar­ated us from those whom we had sought for in the ant­arc­tic re­gions far and wide, and con­cern­ing whom we had lost hope.

			Their boat had gone ashore far to the south­east of us. But on how dif­fer­ent a coast from that of Tsalal Is­land, or, rather, on one how like that of Hal­brane Land! Noth­ing was to be seen but sand and stones; neither trees, shrubs, nor plants of any kind. Their pro­vi­sions were al­most ex­hausted; Wil­li­am Guy and his com­pan­ions were soon re­duced to ex­treme want, and two of the little com­pany, For­bes and Sex­ton, died.

			The re­main­ing four re­solved not to re­main a single day longer in the place where they were doomed to die of hun­ger. They em­barked in the boat with the small sup­ply of food still re­main­ing, and once more aban­doned them­selves to the cur­rent, without hav­ing been able to veri­fy their po­s­i­tion, for want of in­stru­ments.

			Thus had they been borne upon the un­known deep for twenty-five days, their re­sources were com­pletely ex­hausted, and they had not eaten for forty-eight hours, when the boat, with its oc­cu­pants ly­ing in­an­im­ate at the bot­tom of it, was sighted from Hal­brane Land. The rest is already known to the read­er of this strange event­ful his­tory.

			And now the two broth­ers were at length re­united in that re­mote corner of the big world which we had dubbed Hal­brane Land.

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				“We Were the First”

			
			Two days later not one of the sur­viv­ors from the two schoon­ers, the Jane and the Hal­brane, re­mained upon any coast of the Ant­arc­tic re­gion.

			On the 21st of Feb­ru­ary, at six o’clock in the morn­ing, the boat, with us all (we numbered thir­teen) in it, left the little creek and doubled the point of Hal­brane Land. On the pre­vi­ous day we had fully and fi­nally de­bated the ques­tion of our de­par­ture, with the un­der­stand­ing that if it were settled in the af­firm­at­ive, we should start without delay.

			The cap­tain of the Jane was for an im­me­di­ate de­par­ture, and Cap­tain Len Guy was not op­posed to it. I will­ingly sided with them, and West was of a sim­il­ar opin­ion. The boat­swain was in­clined to op­pose us. He con­sidered it im­prudent to give up a cer­tainty for the un­cer­tain, and he was backed by En­dicott, who would in any case say “ditto” to his “Mr. Burke.” How­ever, when the time came, Hur­liguerly con­formed to the view of the ma­jor­ity with a good grace, and de­clared him­self quite ready to set out, since we were all of that way of think­ing.

			Our boat was one of those in use in the Tsalal Ar­chipelago for ply­ing between the is­lands. We knew, from the nar­rat­ive of Ar­thur Pym, that these boats are of two kinds, one re­sem­bling rafts or flat boats, the oth­er strongly-built pirogues. Our boat was of the former kind, forty feet long, six feet in width, and worked by sev­er­al paddles.

			We called our little craft the Paracuta, after a fish which abounds in these wa­ters. A rough im­age of that den­iz­en of the south­ern deep was cut upon the gun­wale.

			Need­less to say that the great­er part of the cargo of the Hal­brane was left in our cav­ern, fully pro­tec­ted from the weath­er, at the dis­pos­al of any ship­wrecked people who might chance to be thrown on the coast of Hal­brane Land. The boat­swain had planted a spar on the top of this slope to at­tract at­ten­tion. But, our two schoon­ers not­with­stand­ing, what ves­sel would ever ven­ture in­to such lat­it­udes?

			Nota Bene.—We were just thir­teen—the fatal num­ber. Per­fectly good re­la­tions sub­sisted among us. We had no longer to dread the re­bel­lion of a Hearne. (How of­ten we spec­u­lated upon the fate of those whom he had be­guiled!)

			At sev­en o’clock, the ex­treme point of Hal­brane Land lay five miles be­hind us, and in the even­ing we gradu­ally lost sight of the heights that vari­ated that part of the coast.

			I de­sire to lay spe­cial stress on the fact that not a single scrap of iron entered in­to the con­struc­tion of this boat, not so much as a nail or a bolt, for that met­al was en­tirely un­known to the Tsalal is­landers. The planks were bound to­geth­er by a sort of li­ana, or creep­ing-plant, and caulked with moss steeped in pitch, which was turned by con­tact with the sea­wa­ter to a sub­stance as hard as met­al.

			I have noth­ing spe­cial to re­cord dur­ing the week that suc­ceeded our de­par­ture. The breeze blew stead­ily from the south, and we did not meet with any un­fa­vour­able cur­rent between the banks of the Jane Sound.

			Dur­ing those first eight days, the Paracuta, by pad­dling when the wind fell, had kept up the speed that was in­dis­pens­able for our reach­ing the Pa­cific Ocean with­in a short time.

			The des­ol­ate as­pect of the land re­mained the same, while the strait was already vis­ited by float­ing drifts, packs of one to two hun­dred feet in length, some ob­long, oth­ers cir­cu­lar, and also by ice­bergs which our boat passed eas­ily. We were made anxious, how­ever, by the fact that these masses were pro­ceed­ing to­wards the ice­berg bar­ri­er, for would they not close the pas­sages, which ought to be still open at this time?

			I shall men­tion here that in pro­por­tion as Dirk Peters was car­ried farther and farther from the places wherein no trace of his poor Pym had been found, he was more si­lent than ever, and no longer even answered me when I ad­dressed him.

			It must not be for­got­ten that since our ice­berg had passed bey­ond the south pole, we were in the zone of east­ern lon­git­udes coun­ted from the zero of Green­wich to the hun­dred and eighti­eth de­gree. All hope must there­fore be aban­doned of our either touch­ing at the Falk­lands, or find­ing whal­ing-ships in the wa­ters of the Sand­wich Is­lands, the South Orkneys, or South Geor­gia.

			Our voy­age pro­ceeded un­der un­altered con­di­tions for ten days. Our little craft was per­fectly sea­worthy. The two cap­tains and West fully ap­pre­ci­ated its sound­ness, al­though, as I have pre­vi­ously said, not a scrap of iron had a place in its con­struc­tion. It had not once been ne­ces­sary to re­pair its seams, so staunch were they. To be sure, the sea was smooth, its long, rolling waves were hardly ruffled on their sur­face.

			On the 10th of March, with the same lon­git­ude the ob­ser­va­tion gave 7° 3′ for lat­it­ude. The speed of the Paracuta had then been thirty miles in each twenty-four hours. If this rate of pro­gress could be main­tained for three weeks, there was every chance of our find­ing the passes open, and be­ing able to get round the ice­berg bar­ri­er; also that the whal­ing-ships would not yet have left the fish­ing-grounds.

			The sun was on the verge of the ho­ri­zon, and the time was ap­proach­ing when the Ant­arc­tic re­gion would be shrouded in po­lar night. For­tu­nately, in re-as­cend­ing to­wards the north we were get­ting in­to wa­ters from whence light was not yet ban­ished. Then did we wit­ness a phe­nomen­on as ex­traordin­ary as any of those de­scribed by Ar­thur Pym. For three or four hours, sparks, ac­com­pan­ied by a sharp noise, shot out of our fin­gers’ ends, our hair, and our beards. There was an elec­tric snowstorm, with great flakes fall­ing loosely, and the con­tact pro­duced this strange lu­min­os­ity. The sea rose so sud­denly and tumbled about so wildly that the Paracuta was sev­er­al times in danger of be­ing swal­lowed up by the waves, but we got through the mys­tic-seem­ing tem­pest all safe and sound.

			Nev­er­the­less, space was thence­forth but im­per­fectly lighted. Fre­quent mists came up and bounded our out­look to a few cable-lengths. Ex­treme watch­ful­ness and cau­tion were ne­ces­sary to avoid col­li­sion with the float­ing masses of ice, which were trav­el­ling more slowly than the Paracuta.

			It is also to be noted that, on the south­ern side, the sky was fre­quently lighted up by the broad and bril­liant rays of the po­lar au­rora.

			The tem­per­at­ure fell very per­cept­ibly, and no longer rose above twenty-three de­grees.

			Forty-eight hours later Cap­tain Len Guy and his broth­er suc­ceeded with great dif­fi­culty in tak­ing an ap­prox­im­ate ob­ser­va­tion, with the fol­low­ing res­ults of their cal­cu­la­tions:

			
				Lat­it­ude: 75° 17′ south.

				Lon­git­ude: 118° 3′ east.

			

			At this date, there­fore (12th March), the Paracuta was dis­tant from the wa­ters of the Ant­arc­tic Circle only four hun­dred miles.

			Dur­ing the night a thick fog came on, with a sub­sid­ence of the breeze. This was to be re­gret­ted, for it in­creased the risk of col­li­sion with the float­ing ice. Of course fog could not be a sur­prise to us, be­ing where we were, but what did sur­prise us was the gradu­ally in­creas­ing speed of our boat, al­though the fall­ing of the wind ought to have lessened it.

			This in­crease of speed could not be due to the cur­rent for we were go­ing more quickly than it.

			This state of things las­ted un­til morn­ing, without our be­ing able to ac­count for what was hap­pen­ing, when at about ten o’clock the mist began to dis­perse in the low zones. The coast on the west re­appeared—a rocky coast, without a moun­tain­ous back­ground; the Paracuta was fol­low­ing its line.

			And then, no more than a quarter of a mile away, we be­held a huge mound, reared above the plain to a height of three hun­dred feet, with a cir­cum­fer­ence of from two to three hun­dred feet. In its strange form this great mound re­sembled an enorm­ous sphinx; the body up­right, the paws stretched out, crouch­ing in the at­ti­tude of the winged mon­ster which Gre­cian Myth­o­logy has placed upon the way to Thebes.

			Was this a liv­ing an­im­al, a gi­gant­ic mon­ster, a mas­to­don a thou­sand times the size of those enorm­ous ele­phants of the po­lar seas whose re­mains are still found in the ice? In our frame of mind we might have be­lieved that it was such a creature, and be­lieved also that the mas­to­don was about to hurl it­self on our little craft and crush it to atoms.

			After a few mo­ments of un­reas­on­ing and un­reas­on­able fright, we re­cog­nized that the strange ob­ject was only a great mound, sin­gu­larly shaped, and that the mist had just rolled off its head, leav­ing it to stand out and con­front us.

			Ah! that sphinx! I re­membered, at sight of it, that on the night when the ice­berg was over­turned and the Hal­brane was car­ried away, I had dreamed of a fab­ulous an­im­al of this kind, seated at the pole of the world, and from whom Edgar Poe could only wrest its secrets.

			But our at­ten­tion was to be at­trac­ted, our sur­prise, even our alarm, was evoked soon by phe­nom­ena still more strange than the mys­ter­i­ous earth form upon which the mist-cur­tain had been raised so sud­denly.

			I have said that the speed of the Paracuta was gradu­ally in­creas­ing; now it was ex­cess­ive, that of the cur­rent re­main­ing in­feri­or to it. Now, of a sud­den, the grapnel that had be­longed to the Hal­brane, and was in the bow of the boat, flew out of its sock­et as though drawn by an ir­res­ist­ible power, and the rope that held it was strained to break­ing point. It seemed to tow us, as it grazed the sur­face of the wa­ter to­wards the shore.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” cried Wil­li­am Guy. “Cut away, boat­swain, cut away!” shouted West, “or we shall be dragged against the rocks.”

			Hur­liguerly hur­ried to the bow of the Paracuta to cut away the rope. Of a sud­den the knife he held was snatched out of his hand, the rope broke, and the grapnel, like a pro­jectile, shot off in the dir­ec­tion of the sphinx.

			At the same mo­ment, all the art­icles on board the boat that were made of iron or steel—cook­ing utensils, arms, En­dicott’s stove, our knives, which were torn from our pock­ets—took flight after a sim­il­ar fash­ion in the same dir­ec­tion, while the boat, quick­en­ing its course, brought up against the beach.

			What was hap­pen­ing? In or­der to ex­plain these in­ex­plic­able things, were we not ob­liged to ac­know­ledge that we had come in­to the re­gion of those won­ders which I at­trib­uted to the hal­lu­cin­a­tions of Ar­thur Pym?

			No! These were phys­ic­al facts which we had just wit­nessed, and not ima­gin­ary phe­nom­ena!

			We had, how­ever, no time for re­flec­tion, and im­me­di­ately upon our land­ing, our at­ten­tion was turned in an­oth­er dir­ec­tion by the sight of a boat ly­ing wrecked upon the sand.

			“The Hal­brane’s boat!” cried Hur­liguerly. It was in­deed the boat which Hearne had stolen, and it was simply smashed to pieces; in a word, only the form­less wreck­age of a craft which has been flung against rocks by the sea, re­mained.

			We ob­served im­me­di­ately that all the iron­work of the boat had dis­ap­peared, down to the hinges of the rud­der. Not one trace of the met­al ex­is­ted.

			What could be the mean­ing of this?

			A loud call from West brought us to a little strip of beach on the right of our stran­ded boat.

			Three corpses lay upon the stony soil, that of Hearne, that of Mar­tin Holt, and that of one of the Falk­lands men.

			Of the thir­teen who had gone with the seal­ing-mas­ter, there re­mained only these three, who had evid­ently been dead some days.

			What had be­come of the ten miss­ing men? Had their bod­ies been car­ried out to sea?

			We searched all along the coast, in­to the creeks, and between the outly­ing rocks, but in vain. Noth­ing was to be found, no traces of a camp, not even the vestiges of a land­ing.

			“Their boat,” said Wil­li­am Guy, “must have been struck by a drift­ing ice­berg. The rest of Hearne’s com­pan­ions have been drowned, and only these three bod­ies have come ashore, life­less.”

			“But,” asked the boat­swain, “how is the state the boat is in to be ex­plained?”

			“And es­pe­cially,” ad­ded West, “the dis­ap­pear­ance of all the iron?”

			“In­deed,” said I, “it looks as though every bit had been vi­ol­ently torn off.”

			Leav­ing the Paracuta in the charge of two men, we again took our way to the in­teri­or, in or­der to ex­tend our search over a wider ex­panse.

			As we were ap­proach­ing the huge mound the mist cleared away, and the form stood out with great­er dis­tinct­ness. It was, as I have said, al­most that of a sphinx, a dusky-hued sphinx, as though the mat­ter which com­posed it had been ox­id­ized by the in­clem­ency of the po­lar cli­mate.

			And then a pos­sib­il­ity flashed in­to my mind, an hy­po­thes­is which ex­plained these as­ton­ish­ing phe­nom­ena.

			“Ah!” I ex­claimed, “a load­stone! that is it! A mag­net with prodi­gious power of at­trac­tion!”

			I was un­der­stood, and in an in­stant the fi­nal cata­strophe, to which Hearne and his com­pan­ions were vic­tims, was ex­plained with ter­rible clear­ness.

			The Ant­arc­tic Sphinx was simply a co­lossal mag­net. Un­der the in­flu­ence of that mag­net the iron bands of the Hal­brane’s boat had been torn out and pro­jec­ted as though by the ac­tion of a cata­pult. This was the oc­cult force that had ir­res­ist­ibly at­trac­ted everything made of iron on the Paracuta. And the boat it­self would have shared the fate of the Hal­brane’s boat had a single bit of that met­al been em­ployed in its con­struc­tion. Was it, then, the prox­im­ity of the mag­net­ic pole that pro­duced such ef­fects?

			At first we en­ter­tained this idea, but on re­flec­tion we re­jec­ted it.

			At the place where the mag­net­ic me­ridi­ans cross, the only phe­nomen­on pro­duced is the ver­tic­al po­s­i­tion of the mag­net­ic needle in two sim­il­ar points of the ter­restri­al globe. This phe­nomen­on, already proved by ob­ser­va­tions made on the spot, must be identic­al in the Ant­arc­tic re­gions.

			Thus, then, there did ex­ist a mag­net of prodi­gious in­tens­ity in the zone of at­trac­tion which we had entered. Un­der our eyes one of those sur­pris­ing ef­fects which had hitherto been classed among fables was ac­tu­ally pro­duced.

			The fol­low­ing ap­peared to me to be the true ex­plan­a­tion.

			The Trade-winds bring a con­stant suc­ces­sion of clouds or mists in which im­mense quant­it­ies of elec­tri­city not com­pletely ex­hausted by storms, are stored. Hence there ex­ists a for­mid­able ac­cu­mu­la­tion of elec­tric flu­id at the poles, and it flows to­wards the land in a per­man­ent stream.

			From this cause come the north­ern and south­ern au­ror­as, whose lu­min­ous splend­ours shine above the ho­ri­zon, es­pe­cially dur­ing the long po­lar night, and are vis­ible even in the tem­per­ate zones when they at­tain their max­im­um of cul­min­a­tion.

			These con­tinu­ous cur­rents at the poles, which be­wilder our com­passes, must pos­sess an ex­traordin­ary in­flu­ence. And it would suf­fice that a block of iron should be sub­jec­ted to their ac­tion for it to be changed in­to a mag­net of power pro­por­tioned to the in­tens­ity of the cur­rent, to the num­ber of turns of the elec­tric helix, and to the square root of the dia­met­er of the block of mag­net­ized iron. Thus, then, the bulk of the sphinx which up­reared its mys­tic form upon this out­er edge of the south­ern lands might be cal­cu­lated by thou­sands of cu­bic yards.

			Now, in or­der that the cur­rent should cir­cu­late around it and make a mag­net of it by in­duc­tion, what was re­quired? Noth­ing but a metal­lic lode, whose in­nu­mer­able wind­ings through the bowels of the soil should be con­nec­ted sub­ter­raneously at the base of the block.

			It seemed to me also that the place of this block ought to be in the mag­net­ic ax­is, as a sort of gi­gant­ic calam­ite, from whence the im­pon­der­able flu­id whose cur­rents made an in­ex­haust­ible ac­cu­mu­lat­or set up at the con­fines of the world should is­sue. Our com­pass could not have en­abled us to de­term­ine wheth­er the mar­vel be­fore our eyes really was at the mag­net­ic pole of the south­ern re­gions. All I can say is, that its needle staggered about, help­less and use­less. And in fact the ex­act loc­a­tion of the Ant­arc­tic Sphinx mattered little in re­spect of the con­sti­tu­tion of that ar­ti­fi­cial load­stone, and the man­ner in which the clouds and metal­lic lode sup­plied its at­tract­ive power.

			In this very plaus­ible fash­ion I was led to ex­plain the phe­nomen­on by in­stinct. It could not be doubted that we were in the vi­cin­ity of a mag­net which pro­duced these ter­rible but strictly nat­ur­al ef­fects by its at­trac­tion.

			I com­mu­nic­ated my idea to my com­pan­ions, and they re­garded this ex­plan­a­tion as con­clus­ive, in pres­ence of the phys­ic­al facts of which we were the ac­tu­al wit­nesses.

			“We shall in­cur no risk by go­ing to the foot of the mound, I sup­pose,” said Cap­tain Len Guy.

			“None,” I replied.

			“There—yes—here!”

			I could not de­scribe the im­pres­sion those three words made upon us. Edgar Poe would have said that they were three cries from the depths of the un­der world.

			It was Dirk Peters who had spoken, and his body was stretched out in the dir­ec­tion of the sphinx, as though it had been turned to iron and was at­trac­ted by the mag­net.

			Then he sped swiftly to­wards the sphinx-like mound, and his com­pan­ions fol­lowed him over rough ground strewn with vol­can­ic re­mains of all sorts.

			The mon­ster grew lar­ger as we neared it, but lost none of its myth­o­lo­gic­al shape. Alone on that vast plain it pro­duced a sense of awe. And—but this could only have been a de­lu­sion—we seemed to be drawn to­wards it by the force of its mag­net­ic at­trac­tion.

			On ar­riv­ing at the base of the mound, we found there the vari­ous art­icles on which the mag­net had ex­er­ted its power; arms, utensils, the grapnel of the Paracuta, all ad­her­ing to the sides of the mon­ster. There also were the iron rel­ics of the Hal­brane’s boat, all her utensils, arms, and fit­tings, even to the nails and the iron por­tions of the rud­der.

			There was no pos­sib­il­ity of re­gain­ing pos­ses­sion of any of these things. Even had they not ad­hered to the load­stone rock at too great a height to be reached, they ad­hered to it too closely to be de­tached. Hur­liguerly was in­furi­ated by the im­possib­il­ity of re­cov­er­ing his knife, which he re­cog­nized at fifty feet above his head, and cried as he shook his clenched fist at the im­per­turb­able mon­ster—

			“Thief of a sphinx!”

			Of course the things which had be­longed to the Hal­brane’s boat and the Paracuta’s were the only art­icles that ad­orned the mighty sides of the lonely mys­tic form. Nev­er had any ship reached such a lat­it­ude of the Ant­arc­tic Sea. Hearne and his ac­com­plices, Cap­tain Len Guy and his com­pan­ions, were the first who had trod­den this point of the south­ern con­tin­ent. And any ves­sel that might have ap­proached this co­lossal mag­net must have in­curred cer­tain de­struc­tion. Our schoon­er must have per­ished, even as its boat had been dashed in­to a shape­less wreck.

			West now re­minded us that it was im­prudent to pro­long our stay upon this Land of the Sphinx—a name to be re­tained. Time pressed, and a few days’ delay would have en­tailed our win­ter­ing at the foot of the ice-bar­ri­er.

			The or­der to re­turn to the beach had just been giv­en, when the voice of the half-breed was again heard, as he cried out:

			“There! There! There!”

			We fol­lowed the sounds to the back of the mon­ster’s right paw, and we found Dirk Peters on his knees, with his hands stretched out be­fore an al­most na­ked corpse, which had been pre­served in­tact by the cold of these re­gions, and was as ri­gid as iron. The head was bent, a white beard hung down to the waist, the nails of the feet and hands were like claws.

			How had this corpse been fixed to the side of the mound at six feet above the ground?

			Across the body, held in place by its cross-belt, we saw the twis­ted bar­rel of a mus­ket, half-eaten by rust.

			“Pym—my poor Pym!” groaned Dirk Peters.

			He tried to rise, that he might ap­proach and kiss the os­si­fied corpse. But his knees bent un­der him, a strangled sob seemed to rend his throat, with a ter­rible spasm his faith­ful heart broke, and the half-breed fell back—dead!

			The story was easy to read. After their sep­ar­a­tion, the boat had car­ried Ar­thur Pym through these Ant­arc­tic re­gions! Like us, once he had passed bey­ond the south pole, he came in­to the zone of the mon­ster! And there, while his boat was swept along on the north­ern cur­rent, he was seized by the mag­net­ic flu­id be­fore he could get rid of the gun which was slung over his shoulder, and hurled against the fatal load­stone Sphinx of the Ice-realm.

			Now the faith­ful half-breed rests un­der the clay of the Land of the Ant­arc­tic Mys­tery, by the side of his “poor Pym,” that hero whose strange ad­ven­tures found a chron­icler no less strange in the great Amer­ic­an poet!

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				A Little Rem­nant

			
			That same day, in the af­ter­noon, the Paracuta de­par­ted from the coast of the Land of the Sphinx, which had lain to the west of us since the 21st of Feb­ru­ary.

			By the death of Dirk Peters the num­ber of the pas­sen­gers was re­duced to twelve. These were all who re­mained of the double crew of the two schoon­ers, the first com­pris­ing thirty-eight men, the second, thirty-two; in all sev­enty souls. But let it not be for­got­ten that the voy­age of the Hal­brane had been un­der­taken in ful­fill­ment of a duty to hu­man­ity, and four of the sur­viv­ors of the Jane owed their res­cue to it.

			And now there re­mains but little to tell, and that must be re­lated as suc­cinctly as pos­sible. It is un­ne­ces­sary to dwell upon our re­turn voy­age, which was fa­voured by the con­stancy of the cur­rents and the wind to the north­ern course. The last part of the voy­age was ac­com­plished amid great fa­tigue, suf­fer­ing, and but it ended in our safe de­liv­er­ance from all these.

			Firstly, a few days after our de­par­ture from the Land of the Sphinx, the sun set be­hind the west­ern ho­ri­zon to re­appear no more for the whole winter. It was then in the midst of the semi­d­ark­ness of the aus­tral night that the Paracuta pur­sued her mono­ton­ous course. True, the south­ern po­lar lights were fre­quently vis­ible; but they were not the sun, that single orb of day which had il­lumined our ho­ri­zons dur­ing the months of the Ant­arc­tic sum­mer, and their ca­pri­cious splend­our could not re­place his un­chan­ging light. That long dark­ness of the poles sheds a mor­al and phys­ic­al in­flu­ence on mor­tals which no one can elude, a gloomy and over­whelm­ing im­pres­sion al­most im­possible to res­ist.

			Of all the Paracuta’s pas­sen­gers, the boat­swain and En­dicott only pre­served their ha­bitu­al good-hu­mour; those two were equally in­sens­ible to the wear­i­ness and the per­il of our voy­age. I also ex­cept West, who was ever ready to face every even­tu­al­ity, like a man who is al­ways on the de­fens­ive. As for the two broth­ers Guy, their hap­pi­ness in be­ing re­stored to each oth­er made them fre­quently ob­li­vi­ous of the anxi­et­ies and risks of the fu­ture.

			Of Hur­liguerly I can­not speak too highly. He proved him­self a thor­oughly good fel­low, and it raised our droop­ing spir­its to hear him re­peat in his jolly voice—

			“We shall get to port all right, my friends, be sure of that. And, if you only reck­on things up, you will see that we have had more good luck than bad. Oh, yes, I know, there was the loss of our schoon­er! Poor Hal­brane, car­ried up in­to the air like a bal­loon, then flung in­to the deep like an ava­lanche! But, on the oth­er hand, there was the ice­berg which brought us to the coast, and the Tsalal boat which brought us and Cap­tain Wil­li­am Guy and his three com­pan­ions to­geth­er. And don’t for­get the cur­rent and the breeze that have pushed us on up to now, and will keep push­ing us on, I’m sure of that. With so many trumps in our hand we can­not pos­sibly lose the game. The only thing to be re­gret­ted is that we shall have to get ashore again in Aus­tralia or New Zea­l­and, in­stead of cast­ing an­chor at the Kerguelens, near the quay of Christ­mas Har­bour, in front of the Green Cor­mor­ant.”

			For a week we pur­sued our course without de­vi­ation to east or west, and it was not un­til the 21st of March that the Paracuta lost sight of Hal­brane Land, be­ing car­ried to­wards the north by the cur­rent, while the coast­line of the con­tin­ent, for such we are con­vinced it is, trended in a round curve to the north­east.

			Al­though the wa­ters of this por­tion of sea were still open, they car­ried a flo­tilla of ice­bergs or ice-fields. Hence arose ser­i­ous dif­fi­culties and also dangers to nav­ig­a­tion in the midst of the gloomy mists, when we had to man­oeuvre between these mov­ing masses, either to find pas­sage or to pre­vent our little craft from be­ing crushed like grain between the mill­stones.

			Be­sides, Cap­tain Len Guy could no longer as­cer­tain his po­s­i­tion either in lat­it­ude or lon­git­ude. The sun be­ing ab­sent, cal­cu­la­tions by the po­s­i­tion of the stars was too com­plic­ated, it was im­possible to take alti­tudes, and the Paracuta aban­doned her­self to the ac­tion of the cur­rent, which in­vari­ably bore us north­ward, as the com­pass in­dic­ated. By keep­ing the reck­on­ing of its me­di­um speed, how­ever, we con­cluded that on the 27th of March our boat was between the sixty-ninth and the sixty-eighth par­al­lels, that is to say, some sev­enty miles only from the Ant­arc­tic Circle.

			Ah! if no obstacle to the course of our per­il­ous nav­ig­a­tion had ex­is­ted, if pas­sage between this in­ner sea of the south­ern zone and the wa­ters of the Pa­cific Ocean had been cer­tain, the Paracuta might have reached the ex­treme lim­it of the aus­tral seas in a few days. But a few hun­dred miles more to sail, and the ice­berg-bar­ri­er would con­front us with its im­mov­able ram­part, and un­less a pas­sage could be found, we should be ob­liged to go round it either by the east or by the west.

			Once cleared in­deed—

			Ah! once cleared, we should be in a frail craft upon the ter­rible Pa­cific Ocean, at the peri­od of the year when its tem­pests rage with re­doubled fury and strong ships dread the might of its waves.

			We were de­term­ined not to think of this. Heav­en would come to our aid. We should be picked up by some ship. This the boat­swain as­ser­ted con­fid­ently, and we were bound to be­lieve the boat­swain.

			For six en­tire days, un­til the 2nd of April, the Paracuta held her course among the ice-bar­ri­er, whose crest was pro­filed at an alti­tude of between sev­en and eight hun­dred feet above the level of the sea. The ex­tremit­ies were not vis­ible either on the east or the west, and if our boat did not find an open pas­sage, we could not clear it. By a most for­tu­nate chance a pas­sage was found on the above-men­tioned date, and at­temp­ted, amid a thou­sand risks. Yes, we re­quired all the zeal, skill, and cour­age of our men and their chiefs to ac­com­plish such a task.

			At last we were in the South Pa­cific wa­ters, but our boat had suffered severely in get­ting through, and it had sprung more than one leak. We were kept busy in bal­ing out the wa­ter, which also came in from above.

			The breeze was gentle, the sea more calm than we could have hoped, and the real danger did not lie in the risks of nav­ig­a­tion. No, it arose from the fact that not a ship was vis­ible in these wa­ters, not a whaler was to be seen on the fish­ing-grounds. At the be­gin­ning of April these places are for­saken, and we ar­rived some weeks too late.

			We learned af­ter­wards that had we ar­rived a little soon­er, we should have met the ves­sels of the Amer­ic­an ex­ped­i­tion.

			In fact, on the 1st of Feb­ru­ary, by 95° 50′ lon­git­ude and 64° 17′ lat­it­ude, Lieu­ten­ant Wilkes was still ex­plor­ing these seas in one of his ships, the Vincennes, after hav­ing dis­covered a long ex­tent of coast stretch­ing from east to west. On the ap­proach of the bad sea­son, he re­turned to Hobart Town, in Tas­mania. The same year, the ex­ped­i­tion of the French cap­tain Du­mont d’Ur­ville, which star­ted in 1838, dis­covered Adélie Land in 66° 30′ lat­it­ude and 38° 21′ east lon­git­ude, and Clar­ie Coast in 64° 30′ and 129° 54′. Their cam­paign hav­ing ended with these im­port­ant dis­cov­er­ies, the As­tro­labe and the Zélée left the Ant­arc­tic Ocean and re­turned to Hobart Town.

			None of these ships, then, were in those wa­ters; so that, when our nut­shell Paracuta was “alone on a lone, lone sea” bey­ond the ice-bar­ri­er, we were bound to be­lieve that it was no longer pos­sible we could be saved.

			We were fif­teen hun­dred miles away from the nearest land, and winter was a month old!

			Hur­liguerly him­self was ob­liged to ac­know­ledge the last for­tu­nate chance upon which he had coun­ted failed us.

			On the 6th of April we were at the end of our re­sources; the sea began to threaten, the boat seemed likely to be swal­lowed up in the angry waves.

			“A ship!” cried the boat­swain, and on the in­stant we made out a ves­sel about four miles to the north­east, be­neath the mist which had sud­denly ris­en.

			Sig­nals were made, sig­nals were per­ceived; the ship lowered her largest boat and sent it to our res­cue.

			This ship was the Tas­man, an Amer­ic­an three-mas­ter, from Char­lestown, where we were re­ceived with eager wel­come and cor­di­al­ity. The cap­tain treated my com­pan­ions as though they had been his own coun­try­men.

			The Tas­man had come from the Falk­land Is­lands where the cap­tain had learned that sev­en months pre­vi­ously the Amer­ic­an schoon­er Hal­brane had gone to the south­ern seas in search of the ship­wrecked people of the Jane. But as the sea­son ad­vanced, the schoon­er not hav­ing re­appeared, she was giv­en up for lost in the Ant­arc­tic re­gions.

			Fif­teen days after our res­cue the Tas­man dis­em­barked the sur­viv­ors of the crew of the two schoon­ers at Mel­bourne, and it was there that our men were paid the sums they had so hardly earned, and so well de­served.

			We then learned from maps that the Paracuta had de­bouched in­to the Pa­cific from the land called Clar­ie by Du­mont d’Ur­ville, and the land called Fab­ri­cia, which was dis­covered in 1838 by Bel­lenny.

			Thus ter­min­ated this ad­ven­tur­ous and ex­traordin­ary ex­ped­i­tion, which cost, alas, too many vic­tims. Our fi­nal word is that al­though the chances and the ne­ces­sit­ies of our voy­age car­ried us farther to­wards the south pole than those who pre­ceded us, al­though we ac­tu­ally did pass bey­ond the axi­al point of the ter­restri­al globe, dis­cov­er­ies of great value still re­main to be made in those wa­ters!

			Ar­thur Pym, the hero whom Edgar Poe has made so fam­ous, has shown the way. It is for oth­ers to fol­low him, and to wrest the last Ant­arc­tic Mys­tery from the Sphinx of the Ice-realm.

		
	
		
			1. Thomas D’Arcy McGee.

			2. The Amer­ic­an “li­on” is only a small spe­cies of pu­mas and not for­mid­able enough to ter­rify a Nan­tuck­et youth.

			3. The French word is ban­quise, which means the vast stretch of ice­bergs farther south than the bar­rière or ice wall.

			4. The le­gendary ety­mo­logy of this pis­cat­ori­al des­ig­na­tion is Jan­itore, the “door­keep­er,” in al­lu­sion to St. Peter, who brought a fish said to be of that spe­cies, to our Lord at His com­mand.
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