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PROLOGUE

 On April 25, 1848, three men huddled in a wind-blown tent in
one of the coldest, most remote, places on earth. They were
composing a message. One had just trekked four miles to get the
paper; another dictated; the third laboriously thawed the ink and
wrote the words. Outside, as an incessant wind blew mournfully
between piles of clothing and supplies, 102 British officers,
sailors and marines made final preparations for a desperate escape.
Many were sick. Not one would live to see his home
again.

The officer who wrote the note was James
Fitzjames, perhaps the most promising young Naval officer of his
generation. In addition to the bleak missive of 1848, Fitzjames
kept a journal in which he wrote entertainingly and at length.
Unfortunately, only the first few thousand words of this remarkable
document survive.

North with Franklin has been a labour of
love. From the moment I read the existing fragment of Fitzjames’
journal, I knew I would have to tell the rest of his story. I felt
a close kinship to the man. He had an almost modern sense of wonder
at the world about him and I would have liked little more than to
meet him over a glass of port and discuss his world and mine. So I
read his letters and the letters of his friends. I read the books
he would have read and marveled at the inventions that changed his
world. I researched his culture and immersed myself in his life and
times. I read the stories the Inuit told Charles Francis Hall and
others of their encounters with Franklin's men alive and dead.
James Fitzjames became my friend.

The writing of this journal, more than a
century and a half after the real author dipped his quill pen into
ink, has been more than recreation, it has been a rediscovery, the
uncovering of a voice long silent and a glimpse into the mind of a
man who lived and died in a world very different from our own.

Bringing Fitzjames back to life has been my
primary purpose but, implicit in this task was an attempt to
explain the mysterious fate of Franklin and his men. To this end I
have used what little direct evidence we have of the expedition’s
fate, the more rational speculation put forward over the years, the
published Inuit testimony and my imagination. These diverse threads
I have attempted to weave into a coherent tapestry and I live in
hope that one day someone will stumble upon the brittle, stained
pages of Fitzjames’ actual journal, wrapped in sailcloth and cached
beneath a lonely pile of stones on some bleak Arctic shore. Then I
will know how close my ghosts have come to the real ones.


CHAPTER ONE

Summer, 1845

Her Majesty’s Ship Erebus, off the coast of
Greenland.

Sunday, July 13, 1845, 11
p.m.—My Dearest Elizabeth. We are begun.
All the endless preparation is done. The supplies are loaded and we
have said a last farewell to civilisation, or what passes for it in
this barren land. We weighed anchor on the tide last night, beneath
the most beautiful clear sky you could imagine. The sea was as flat
as a glass and peppered with a most remarkable assortment of
icebergs which shone on the horizon like a twelfth cake with each
occasional gleam of the midnight sun. This really is the most
extraordinary of lands we have entered.

Around eight the wind picked up and has
moved us quite briskly northwards all day. There was some
discussion before we sailed as to whether we should head straight
across Baffin’s Bay to Lancaster Sound or sail north and around the
top of the ice. A Dane from Lievely who had married an Esquimaux
came over to visit us at Disco and indicated that this was the one
of the mildest seasons and earliest summers ever known in these
lands. We are presented with a very open year for ice, but the
pack—as a solid mass of sea ice is called—can still be a formidable
obstacle in the centre of the bay.

It was decided that we should sail north
along the coast in the direction of Cape York and yet be prepared
to take advantage of any favourable winds or intelligence from the
whalers we shall meet. It is generally agreed that we shall be in
time if we reach Lancaster Sound by the first of August or
thereabouts. Everyone is very sanguine about our prospects and I
wrote to William that I would shake hands with him on February 22nd
next.

Yet, I cannot stop myself from wishing for
some small hindrance to keep us in this land for a winter—we have
ample supplies for three years and our scientific work would
benefit greatly from the extra time. I do not think one can get to
know this place without experiencing it when the sun is both never
down and eternally set. So if I am not back with you as my promise
to William, do not fret for I shall be enjoying myself in complete
security and comfort.

My dear sister—for thus I
think of you just as I think of William as my brother—and wife of him I love best; I leave you knowing
you as a woman and no longer a mere description in one of William’s
letters. I feel the parting from you full as much as from
William—and of course the children. I am often to be found taking
much pleasure in the remembrance of my little friends. My time on
land between the Clio’s return and this leaving was so brief, and
busy, that I scarce had time to do one quarter of the things I had
promised myself. My memories are too much filled with details of
supplies and crew lists and the like. However, foremost in my mind
is the short time I had to become acquainted with Elisabeth and
Robert. Their visit to the Erebus at Greenhithe breathed a fresh
draught of life into the dull life of a sailor at dock with their
eternal questions concerning every knot and billhook they espied.
In particular, Elisabeth’s opinion that the rigging made the ship
look as if it were held in the web of a spider and her scream of
fright when she stumbled over a coil of rope which she mistook for
a snake shall make me eternally look upon the tools of my trade
with fresh eyes.

Perhaps you will think I am foolish to care
for little children—but so it is. I was as much pleased with little
Elisabeth’s expressions of regard—exaggerated though they were—as I
should have been with the more studied and carefully phrased, but
perhaps less genuine expressions, of grown up people.

I hope to celebrate Elisabeth’s birthday
(this one or the next) in Behring’s Strait or close by it. Little
Robert, the son and heir, will be three or four by then and I
promise I shall find time to devote to my Godfatherly duties.

After all your anxiety that I should keep a
journal for your especial perusal and here I am already rambling on
and wearing out the porcupine quill. I have never been one to waste
the hours lying abed more than necessary and can always find some
dark corner of the night in which to put down my thoughts. Indeed,
I have managed to keep up my official journal which I will submit
to the Admiralty upon our return, but it is dry piece of work
talking in the same official voice of all our doings from the
weather to a man being flogged. Not fit reading for a fair lady, to
be sure, so I shall use it only to refresh my overfilled memory.
These writings will be mere notes to please you, of such things as
may strike me, either in the form of a letter, or in any other form
that might at the time suit my fancy. So I do not feel obliged to
fill a page every day. To keep my thoughts fresh I shall not read
over what I have written, so you must excuse all inaccuracies.

And so having made a beginning and my
excuses I will to bed. I wind up this and call it a letter just for
the sake of adding that I am as ever your affectionate friend and
almost brother, James Fitzjames.

July 14—A fine day and we make steady progress. The air hereabouts
has the clarity of desert air, but with a cold sharpness I have not
experienced before. It is most refreshing to both nose and eye,
imparting a hard-clarity to the views which I have never perceived
through the soft, moisture-laden air of England.

The coast of Greenland is in sight—a rugged
place of black rock cut by white furrows and ravines of snow and
some of the most magnificent glaciers the equal of any in
Switzerland. The whole is canopied with a mass of clouds and mist.
In bold relief, at the foot of this black mass, the most
fantastically formed and perfectly white bergs shine out. Grand
scenery, but desolate beyond expression.

Our time at Disco was longer than we had
hoped, the off-loading of the transport being a more arduous
undertaking than expected—but we used the time to advantage. We
commenced by beating up to the Whalefish Islands, which are in the
bay formed at the south end of Disco and the mainland. There we
planned to clear the transport. By some mistake, Reid, our
Ice-Master, fancied we were off-course, and led us away up to the
end of the bay, thirty miles to the mouth of Waigat Channel. It is
a not an auspicious beginning for our expert on the ice conditions
of this land, but no harm was done. In fact, the wind favoured us
right around the bay which was full of the most glorious icebergs
packed close along the shore. But for the loss of a morning, it
would have been the most delightful sail. I went on board the
Terror that evening, and found Crozier aware of the mistake. He
fancied we had given up the idea of going to the Whalefish Islands.
It was around midnight that we finally ran into a bay. Of course,
the sun was up all this time, it being almost as bright at midnight
as at noon.

We were met by five of the local Esquimaux,
in the smallest possible canoes, all in a row. The two going ahead
kept near the ship and piloted her into a safe place among the
rocks, where we moored in a channel just four times the ship’s
breadth, and perfectly landlocked. Feeling brave the following day,
I resolved to try one of the Esquimaux craft. They are very small
and necessitate the removal of trousers to enter them. I paddled
about happily for some time but at last over I went and remained
there, upside down in a most undignified position until
rescued.

One of the party gave a quite remarkable
display of skill in repeatedly severing a weighted string hung over
the stern from a distance of several boat lengths with nothing more
than a type of small throwing dart which they use to bring down
birds in flight.

The Esquimaux have the most unusual aspect,
being short and stocky, like folk used to a life of hard labour.
They have very flat and wide faces. Some resemble a type of face I
came across in China to such a degree that it made me wonder on the
origins of these odd people. Many came aboard and traded for
whatever they could. They were particularly taken with any metal
which they could fashion into spear points. In exchange they
offered many items made of sealskin. Our crew almost universally
smoke clay pipes and many obtained tobacco pouches from the natives
who, although they do not much use tobacco themselves, make the
pouches for trade with passing vessels. It seems the European
influence on these lands extends to establishing new trade
customs.

Crozier went quite overboard and kitted
himself out with a complete set of native clothing. It consists of
a shapeless jacket and pair of leggings, cunningly sewn from the
complete skins of several local deer and still bearing the distinct
aroma of the wilds. He also procured a pair of skin boots, or
mukluks as they are called. I cannot imagine what he will do with
this outfit or how strange he will look in the Strand dressed—and
smelling—like an Esquimaux. When I joked him about it, he replied
with a serious explanation on the principles by which air is
trapped in layers beneath the clothing and, warmed by the body
beneath, serves to protect the wearer from the extremes of the
local climate. He even went so far as to explain to me that the
Esquimaux have been living in these lands, in all probability,
since before Caesar conquered Britain and, for all their savage
appearance, must have learned something of adapting to its
vagaries. He really can be quite humourless at times.
None-the-less, I could not deny the natives a superior skill to
mine in the handling of their small craft.

I used this time to take magnetic readings
with an early version of the ‘Fox,’ which we find quite cumbersome
and awkward to use. Still, we must make what we can of it as there
is no scientific supplier in these parts. I was frequently very wet
and cold at this work; but plunging into cold water, when I got on
board, made me quite warm. I could not help thinking of the
Frenchman who, after a long account of the misery of the rain and
fogs of England, rued—‘Pour quitter ce triste sol je m’embarque à
Liverpool.’

The land of Disco was bold, black, and
topped with snow. The seas were covered with bits of ice, which
rushed through the channel as they broke away from the icebergs
with a noise like thunder. Every man was allowed on shore and they
ran about for a sort of holiday, getting eider duck’s eggs, &c;
we collected some very curious mosses and plants, also shells. Le
Vesconte and I spent a day on a small island surveying. It was very
satisfactory to me that he took to surveying, as I said he would.
Sir John was much pleased with him.

I also spent a day on land with Fairholme
measuring angles of the magnetic lines of force of our dear old
Earth. It is important work, but tedious in the extreme as it
involves sitting for long hours in a little square wooden house
recording minute variations in the movements of a tiny, suspended
needle. To add to our woes, we were continually bitten by very
large mosquitoes and I fancy we each lost some pounds of flesh. I
have saved you one of the beasts.

Both the Erebus and the Terror are very
heavily laden, the Terror less so since she left some supplies in
Disco. We have taken on the extra tons of coal. The Erebus is,
without doubt, the sturdiest ship I have ever been on. She is not
overly large, being 370 tons to the Terror’s 340. Both ships are
‘Bomb’ vessels, built solidly at first to carry the mortar cannons
that were used to bombard Napoleon’s coastal fortifications.

Oddly the Terror is the very same vessel I
rescued south of Lisbon when I was a lowly fifteen-year-old first
class on the old Pyramus in 1828. We found her 70 miles south of
the detestable hole we were blockading. She lay on a bed of sand
surrounded by rocks with the surf beating over her tremendously—her
crew living in tents and six other merchantmen wrecked nearby. She
was refloated and towed back to England, very leaky and with the
pumps working continuously. I thought then she would see no more
service in His Majesty’s Navy yet here she is on this new
adventure.

Both ships were much strengthened for the
ice they encountered while with James Ross in the Antarctic, and
they have been further strengthened with oak beams and iron hull
sheathing for this endeavour.

We draw some seventeen feet fully laden
which a few feel might handicap the work we have ahead of us.
Thomas Blanky, the Ice-Master on Terror, was with John Ross from
1829 to 33 and saw as much as any man of the kind of waters we must
navigate. He has expressed the opinion privately—but what can
remain private in the confines of a ship at sea—that the waters are
shoaly and treacherous and that we would have done well to bring a
small yacht with us to take out if the going got tight. I think he
worries overly for our aim is to sail through the open spaces near
Banks Land and, when possible keep well clear of narrow passages
which may well be ice-clogged traps.

Both ships are very full with three years’
provisions and coals for the engine. The engine on Erebus takes up
space most inconveniently. It is an entire locomotive (which but a
few months ago was running on the Greenwich line) with only the
wheels removed and set by crane in our aft hold. It weighs 15 tons
and its bulk makes passage below deck quite a trial at times. Many
of the crew are not to be convinced of its import, especially as it
can only push us along at a poor three or four knots. Still, I am
certain we shall have reason to be thankful for such foresight when
we have need of a push through the ice and the wind is uncertain or
contrary.

Some men of vision, Sir John Ross among
them, even talk of a day when flotillas of ships powered by steam
boiler alone will conclude all recourse to sail. It is a stirring
idea especially given Ross’s unfortunate experiences when he had to
dismantle and dump the unworkable engines from his Victory at Felix
Harbour in 1829. Yet perhaps he is right for certainly the steamer
Rattler was of great assistance to us on our way to the Orkneys.
Perhaps the day will come when we see the great navies and merchant
fleets of the world steaming around the globe without a care for
the movements of wind and tide! For all that they may change our
world, the engines are, as Irving on the Terror says of their
trials, prone to make the most dreadful puffings and screamings and
will undoubtedly astound the Esquimaux not a little.

Meanwhile, our deck is covered with coal
piled chest high and casks of food and liquor, and there is but a
narrow pathway fore and aft which must look to the untrained eye as
if it winds around like fallen knitting wool, yet which in fact
defines the most convenient routes that the crew must take as they
go about their sometimes complex tasks.

We sit very low and the two ships handle
rather like logs in the water. You will please picture to yourself
our having a smooth passage between the icebergs for we had enough
rolling and pitching on our way across the Atlantic to last us all
the voyage. The old Terror pitched so much she appeared as if
tossed around by some playful undersea serpent—but no doubt we
appear to do likewise from her decks. We can only hope that we do
not meet with an unseasonable gale before we make Lancaster Sound
and the opening of the passage.

I have no fear but that we shall complete
the passage before we have time enough for scientific work and
adventure, and if we do not, what wrong can befall us? Since Parry
revived our English claim to these northern lands in 1818, all the
expeditions, even those that met with misfortune, have lost but a
handful of men, and most of those through accident or some
pre-existing medical condition. Surgeon Stanley had to invalid one
man back to the Whalefish Islands and Peddie did the same for two
in addition to both the Terror’s Armourer and Sailmaker who Crozier
classified as “perfectly useless either at their trade or anything
else.” So we are now 129 hardy souls in two of the sturdiest ships
ever to set sail. We have the best of supplies and the keenest
hearts that could ever be wanted. How can we not succeed?

But here I am rambling on about hearts of
oak when all you want to hear is gossip of my shipmates and
stirring tales of adventure. All I can pass on in this regard is
that our Purser, Osmer, beat me soundly at chess this evening. I
pray the voyage is long enough so that I may improve to such
sufficient degree that I might take a game or two from him before
we reach home.

July 16—I was beginning to write last night, but the ship was
tumbling about to such an extent that I went to bed but had to turn
out again immediately and get the top-sails reefed, as it blew very
hard in squalls. The ship pitched about as much as I ever
witnessed. Reid is a most extraordinary rustic and prognosticates
endlessly on all manner of topics, nautical and otherwise. After
the experience at Disco I am disinclined to give much weight to his
sayings, but they are undoubtedly quaint and sometimes amusing.
Today he was saying that he does not like to see the wind “seeking
a corner to blow into,” and followed this with a rough comment on
the impracticality of kilt wearing in windy climates.

The weather moderated this morning, and all
day we have had little wind and tolerably smooth sea. This allowed
us to get the proper ‘crow’s-nest’ up. The construction is a hooped
canvas cylinder attached at the main-top-gallant-masthead (if you
know where that is). According to Reid, who will have the peculiar
privilege of being perched up there to search out channels through
the ice, this particular crow’s nest is a very expensive one.

Blanky on the Terror proclaims this to be a
very open season, much like the one he experienced when he sailed
these waters in 1829 with old Captain John Ross. Of course the
weather cannot be taken as a good luck omen since Ross and his crew
spent four years trapped in the ice and were given up for dead
before they were rescued. But you need have no fears for us. I am
told by Osmer that we could easily make supplies last a farther one
or even two years taking no account of what fresh meat we might
obtain with musket and ball.

Osmer is a delightful
fellow. He was with Beechey in the Blossom when they went to
Behring’s Strait to look out for Franklin. At the time Sir John was
surveying the north coast of America in 1821, and was within 150
miles of Beechey. Osmer was also at Petro
Paulowski in Kamschatka, where I hope to go, and served since on
the lakes of Canada. It is said that if the Purser is plump then
the crew eat well. If there is any truth in this saying then we
will surely benefit for Osmer is almost as broad as he is tall and
his skin exudes a most ruddy glow. I was at first inclined to think
him a stupid old man, because he has chins, takes snuff, and has an
extraordinary nose; but he is as merry-hearted as any young man,
full of quaint dry sayings, always good humoured, always laughing,
never a bore, takes his ‘pinch after dinner,’ plays a ‘rubber,’ and
beats me at chess—and, he is a gentleman.

By the time you have read a quarter of this
poor document you will have a fit picture of all my messmates. We
have the following whom I have or shall from time to time give you
descriptions:—First Lieutenant, Gore; Second, Le Vesconte; Third,
Fairholme; Purser, Osmer; Surgeon, Stanley; Assistant-Surgeon,
Goodsir; Ice-Master (so called), Reid; Mates, Sargent, Des Voeux,
Couch; Second Master, Collins; Commander, of himself you know
better; and over us all, Sir John Franklin, the hero of so many
past adventures in the lonely and unexplored regions of the world.
But for now I must to bed. Good night sister.

July 17—A wonderful clear evening. Osmer came from on deck dancing
with an imaginary skipping-rope. I said to him, “What a happy
fellow you are, always in good humour.” His answer was, “Well, sir,
if I am not happy here, I don’t know where else I could
be.”

He has an extraordinary facility to remember
and recount the details of our provisions, and we take comfort in
having him recite what will keep us from want in the months to
come.

“Why, sirs,” he says, “we need fear nothing.
We have sixty-one tons of flour; sixteen tons of biscuits; fourteen
tons each of salt beef and pork; ten and one-half tons of sugar;
nine tons of concentrated soup; four tons of chocolate; three tons
of tobacco; a ton each of tea, soap and candles; 8,000 cans of
preserved meat, soup and vegetables; 3,684 gallons of liquor; 900
gallons of lemon juice; 170 gallons of cranberries; and 200 pounds
of pepper to season it all.”

Of course all this is supplemented by the
personal supplies that all of the officers have brought aboard and
we look forward with some anticipation to the treats which will, on
occasion, grace our mess table. For myself, these personal supplies
are modest, comprising some ox tongue, crystallised fruit,
Abernethy’s crackers, and of course the preserved goose you and
William so kindly furnished.

Our victualling schedule for the men will be
one pound biscuit or flour; two and one-half ounces sugar;
one-quarter ounce tea; one ounce chocolate; and one ounce lemon
juice per day; one-half pound preserved meat every second day and
three-quarters pound each of salt beef and pork, and one pint of
soup twice a week. Surgeon Stanley is of the opinion that the
preserved meat should be fed preferentially to the sick, and I tend
to agree. We also carried ten live oxen, but they were slaughtered
at Disco with the intention of freezing the meat but the
unseasonably warm weather has meant that we have had to eat it as
quickly as possible. At least the beasts provided us with a few
meals of fresh meat to remember in the months of salt beef to come.
As important as the food for the body, we carry food for the mind
in our library of 1,700 books. They will make these Arctic nights
pass with alacrity.

It is now well past the witching hour and
with thoughts of giant hams and Milton dancing in my brain, I must
extinguish the candle.

July 18—Passed within hailing of a whaler today. She confirmed the
openness of the ice and stated that we should have no difficulty in
the crossing if we should only catch a fair wind. For the moment it
still leads us north toward Cape York.

I wish I could convey to you a just idea of
the immense stock of good feeling, good humour, and real kindliness
of heart which fills our small mess. We are very happy, and our
opinion of Sir John improves very much as we come to know more of
him. He is anything but nervous or fidgety; in fact, I should say
remarkable for energetic decisions in sudden emergencies; but I
should think he might be easily persuaded where he has not already
formed a strong opinion.

As you know, the rumours abounded in
Admiralty circles in England that the first choice to command this
expedition was James Ross, but that he turned it down because of
the exhaustion he felt after four years battling the icy southern
ocean on his magnificent circumnavigation of the South Polar Lands.
He also harboured a quite natural desire to share time with his
young wife and family. Sir John had just returned from his unhappy
experiences in Van Diemen’s Land and was, I believe, anxious to
undertake some action whereby he might restore his reputation, so
unjustly slandered by the colonials, and escape the worries of
political circumstance. He was the most senior Arctic officer
available having led two extraordinary expeditions to explore the
coast of America. Sir John commanded the Trent on Buchan’s attempt
to reach the Pole in 1818. The only hindrance against him was his
age of fifty-eight which is considered excessive by some, including
a few of the junior officers on this expedition. But any grumblings
have vanished. Sir John is a remarkable man and, if anyone is to
lead us through this adventure, it must surely be he.

I dine with Sir John each evening the
weather permits and he also enjoys the nightly company of two
others from the mess. This evening I was present with Gore and Le
Vesconte, and we discussed our orders.

“We must make all haste,” Sir John began,
“through Lancaster Sound and Barrow Strait to Cape Walker. From
there we shall set course to the southwest and sail through the
uncharted waters between Banks and Victoria Lands. I hope to emerge
on the coast of the Americas near Point Turnagain and from there
make Behring’s Strait in good order.”

“You do not hold then,” Gore asked, “with
the theory that an as yet undiscovered land fills that part of the
globe?”

“I know not,” Sir John smiled. “There may be
land there as you say, but it will not be of one piece—we shall
find a way around it. Simpson and Dease traversed the coast almost
to the foot of Prince Regent Inlet and I am confident there must be
a way through to the coast, possibly several.”

“What of the northern route across the Polar
Ocean?” interjected Le Vesconte. He is of the school, led by
Barrow, which believes in an open ocean lying to the far north and
that if only the rim of drifting pack ice around it is penetrated,
a short, clear route to the Orient will be found. Like many
neophytes, Le Vesconte has boundless enthusiasm for his beliefs and
expounds upon them at the least provocation.

“If,” said Sir John with heavy emphasis,
“after our best attempts, we find the southern route to be blocked
by ice or land, then we shall turn north and try to find a way east
by Wellington Channel. Our orders are very clear and we shall
follow them to the best of our ability, regardless of what
unsupported theories are currently in vogue in some quarters of the
Admiralty.”

Poor Le Vesconte looked crushed, but said
nothing more. I felt sympathy for him, but he was well aware, as
are we all, how Sir John feels about Barrow’s theories. Le Vesconte
was asking for a rebuff in bringing up the topic.

The fair wind continues and we are making
some seven knots, good for these vessels. The sea is tolerably
smooth, though we do roll a little; but this ship has the happy
facility of being very steady below, though from on deck, she
appears to be plunging and rolling greatly. Already we are becoming
fond of the old Erebus. She is what is commonly known in the
service as a ‘happy ship,’ not least the result of the cheerful
community we are developing aboard her. I sometimes miss the
community on land, not least the company of yourself, William and
the little ones, but to belong to a band of fellows engaged as we
are in one laudable purpose and confined in a small area with but
the vastness of the natural world surrounding, is a situation which
cannot be reproduced elsewhere. My new world fosters such joy that
I cannot help but be satisfied with the life I have chosen.

I sometimes think that in any case I am not
fitted for what is commonly called society—by this I mean tea and
bread and butter society—and that I am much better in a position of
the sort I now occupy than dallying about in the humbugging world.
This is all to say that your roving brother-in-spirit is content
with his lot despite only being with you in thought, which I most
assuredly am. Good night.

July 19—The life below these cold waters is quite extraordinarily
plentiful and is providing continual delight for Goodsir who,
though an Æsculapian by trade and lately curator of the Edinburgh
College of Surgeons, is only truly happy in the presence of some
unusual or hitherto unknown denizen of the natural world. He is a
splendidly entertaining fellow and has the useful facility of being
able to impart his enthusiasm to any idle hands he comes across and
to make them uncomplainingly aid him in his explorations. He is
what I believe is called ‘canny.’ His upper lip projects beyond his
lower and his lower begins his chin thus producing a gradation, but
a whisker comes down beyond the chin so you imagine there is more
of the chin than meets the eye. He is long and straight (like a can
of pump water) and walks upright—on his toes, with his hands tucked
up in his jacket pockets. He is perfectly good humoured, very well
informed on general points, in natural history learned, appears to
be about twenty-eight years of age, laughs delightfully, cannot be
in a passion, is enthusiastic about all ’ologies, draws the insides
of microscopic animals with an imaginary-pointed pencil, catches
phenomena in a bucket, looks at the thermometer and every other
meter, is a pleasant companion—in all an acquisition to the mess.
So much for the appearance of Mister Goodsir.

This evening he held us all in thrall with
tales of his attic domicile in Lothian Street, Edinburgh which he
termed ‘The Barracks.’ “It was rented,” he said, “for the princely
sum of £17 per annum. As I recall, I shared it with my two
brothers, two fellow doctors, a monkey, tortoise, dog, cat, eagle,
king crab, chameleon, and various assorted guinea pigs, birds, fish
and amphibians, not all of whom helped with the rental, and some of
whom were a considerable surprise to the other residents of the
house.

“When one of our non-human guests passed on
as nature intended, we would, in the name of science, dissect and
study it. Naturally an assortment of skins could always be found
hanging to dry in all manner of corners.

“It was the ideal setting
for the free expression of opinions in the numerous and sometimes
heated debates we undertook on scientific, political and moral
matters. On occasion, we drew outsiders into our discussions. Once
even that famous man of science Louis Agassiz. The discussion that night was warm enough to melt even the
great sheets of ice which our learned visitor believes once covered
all of Europe.”

We were no less entertained by Goodsir’s
descriptions of some of the more eccentric professors at the
college including the eminent man Harald Redvers who was in the
habit of continually eating cranberry tarts throughout his lectures
and of stopping in mid-expostulation and staring out the window for
periods of several minutes while his students sat with pens poised
and struggled to prevent their eyelids from drooping too far.

Goodsir is very much in favour of new ideas
in science and, in this way, occasionally comes into minor conflict
with Stanley who is more of the old school. The other day, the pair
became quite heated in a discussion of the propagation of that
scourge of our cities—cholera.

“Impure air—” said Stanley, expressing the
traditional view, “there can be no doubt that during an epidemic, a
‘cholera cloud’ hangs over an infected city. Inhalation of the
miasma affects the lungs, turns the blood the characteristic black
colour one often observes, and the patient is killed by
asphyxiation. The purging and vomiting which accompany the progress
of the disease are but secondary symptoms.”

This was all presented in almost biblical
tones and brooked no dispute. However, Goodsir disagreed.

“Well,” he said after a pause for thought,
“an increasing amount of scientific study suggests that the
disorders of the bowels in cholera are primary. This would indicate
that the bowel is the site of initial infection. If so, then the
cholera must be passed through something ingested, impure water
perhaps.”

Stanley only grunted, and the discussion
remained somewhat academic until Goodsir, perhaps injudiciously,
said, “The worst thing is the harm done by old-fashioned
treatments. Warm baths, bleeding and the administration of brandy,
calomel, and opium are less than useless and only worsen the
patient’s condition. A far more logical approach would be the
replacement of the lost bodily fluids through the injection of a
salt solution to the bloodstream.”

“Rubbish!” Stanley scoffed. “Unsupported,
modern nonsense. Contaminated water is bad enough, but to suggest
injections when the patient is in an extreme condition borders on
the lunatic.”

I am not qualified to judge, but, as Goodsir
put it, his ideas appeared to warrant more attention. In any case,
it is only Stanley who grumbles at Goodsir. To the rest of us he
remains a delight.

Today we pulled up enough codfish for a good
feed or two for all hands, and we bring up more starfish, shells
and other curiosities than even Goodsir can accommodate. This
evening I sat up trying to read a watch by the light of certain
blubbers which are remarkably jelly-like and which emit a bright
phosphorescent light when shaken in a basin. As a practical method
of illumination they will never supplant the gas light, but as a
novel sample of the varied wonders of the natural world, they more
than suffice.

Of the larger life, we commonly see whales
and porpoises dancing about the ship. The most unusual are the
‘bottle noses,’ a species of whale, about twenty-eight feet long;
their heads are very peculiar, and unless they are so close as to
see their beak under water, one fancies their foreheads are snouts
poking above the water. Walruses are also very common at times.
Sometimes we see shoals of several hundred, tumbling over one
another, diving and splashing with their fins and tails, and
looking at us with their grim, solemn-looking countenances and
small heads all bewhiskered and betusked. They look so serious that
Goodsir suggested, jokingly I trust (but then again he did once
make a pet of a seal which he fed on milk) that we capture one of
these beasts and set it up on deck as some kind of local dignitary
which we could consult on matters pertaining to our voyage, much as
the Greeks attended their oracles when they wished the future to be
made clear. I told Goodsir I had no wish to know the future, that
it would take care of itself in good time and that, in any case, to
my understanding the Greek oracles were notorious for leading their
questioners false.

Sometimes I feel we are all just inquisitive
schoolboys who have climbed the wall of the local manor and are at
play in some vast garden all unawares.

July 20—Pitching heavily, breeze increasing steadily from ESE. The
cloud came on as the sun was lowering to the horizon in the form of
a bank which was painted the most delightful rose-red by the dying
light; it then rose in the form of an arch, and I expected wind;
but the cloud overspread the sky and all we have is this breeze.
Barometer rising as rapidly as it fell, and I have been
prognosticating a sort of gale in consequence. It was calm last
night, cloudy all today. Passed the day working and making
observations with Le Vesconte, when the sun did peep out. There is
nothing in this day’s journal that will interest or amuse you and I
am not in a humour for describing any more messmates.

July 22—Blowing hard for two days, a circumstance which I did not
relish since it brought many large bergs down upon us. Reid,
however, put us at ease. I was not overly taken initially with his
rough manner, and his misplacing us at the Whalefish Islands so
soon after our first encounter with the ice inspired little
confidence in his purported knowledge of the ice. Yet, gradually, I
am coming to see some of his benefits. Not least is the amusement
his broadly-accented comments bring.

Reid is a Greenland whaler from Aberdeen and
amuses us constantly with tales and quaint remarks about ice and
catching whales. He is a most original character—rough,
intelligent, good humoured and honest hearted, unpolished but not
vulgar. When I asked him of his experience of bergs and whether we
might not get into difficulties should a gale blow up, he answered,
“Ah! now, Mister Jems, we’ll not be worrying about the bergs. We’ll
be having the weather fine, sir! fine! No ice at arl about it, sir,
unless it be the bergs—arl the ice’ll be gone, sir, only the bergs,
which I like to see. Let it come on to blow, look out for a big
’un. Get under his lee, and hold on to him fast, sir, fast. He’ll
not tipple over and, if he drifts near the land, why, he grounds
afore you do.”

This I interpreted to mean that there was
little danger in our undertaking yet it is hard not to be in awe as
these huge blocks of ice and snow are borne down upon us.

I had intended to write last night but
having sat down at my desk, I suddenly found myself in bed and
falling asleep. Picture me if you will in my cabin struggling to
add a few words to entertain you. My cabin measures some six by
seven and seems quite commodious, though not as large as it looked
in the Illustrated News. My bunk occupies one wall and is joined to
the opposite wall at the head by my desk. I have a bookshelf and a
chair and below the bunk are large drawers for all my things. Your
picture hangs above the desk and has excited some comment from
those of my companions who are uncertain as to whether it is quite
proper for a bachelor such as I to carry a solitary picture of his
cousin’s wife! I do not take the trouble to explain the special
bond which unites us for those who know me understand and those who
do not will either come to know me through this adventure or not
regardless of whatever explanations I might proffer. In any case, I
trust that you look upon my presumption with approval.

My cabin is one of ten around our mess which
is an open, well lighted place of red wood and painted birds-eye
maple, with comfortable room for ten although there are rarely that
many for those on watch. Sir John’s cabin is large but he ends with
little more space than the rest of us. Much room has been given
over to Goodsir and his classification activities, and to Stanley
who is quite expert at skinning and preserving birds of all sorts.
In all the whole has something more of the aspect—and smell—of a
scientific laboratory than the cabin of a ship at sea. This
troubles Sir John not a bit. He is convinced of the great import of
our scientific endeavour and greatly encourages Goodsir in his
work. In fact he said that, important as our discovery of the
Northwest Passage will be, it is our scientific work which will
live on after us.

July 23—A fine sunny day, quite warm and the air clear. Ice
glistening in all directions. The only problem is the complete
contrariness of wind, so we can make no headway. “But you have your
steam engines,” I hear you say. Indeed we have, but the decision
has been made to save our irreplaceable coal supplies for the
tighter work of pushing us through the ice, rather than burning it
as we drudge along making precious little headway toward our
goal.

July 24—A clear, fine sunset at nine, and Goodsir examining
‘mollusca,’ in the microscope. He is in ecstasies about a bag full
of blubber-like stuff, which he has just hauled up in a net, and
which turns out to be whales’ food and other animals. It is all
part of Sir John’s instructions on the necessity of observing
everything from flea to whale in the unknown regions we are to
visit. This afternoon, seven or eight large grampuses came shooting
past us to the southwest, which Mister Goodsir declared delightful
animals. Last evening a shoal of porpoises bounded about the bows
of the vessel as she plunged into the sea, and a bird called a
mullimauk, a sort of peterel, wheeled over us. The Arctic folk say
the bird, when seen in open water, is a sign of approaching ice. We
need no such indicators. Today I counted 180 icebergs within sight
of the masthead, and yet they are widely spaced and as long as a
secure watch is kept, pose no threat.

It is but a month since I saw my first
iceberg, a poor snowy one about six or eight miles off as I recall,
but now I am quite accustomed to them. Before making their
acquaintance, I had fancied them to be large transparent lumps or
rocks of ice, but that is not at all the case; they are mostly like
huge masses of pure snow, furrowed with caverns and dark ravines.
They come from the glaciers which break off from Greenland’s
mountains. We should see them no more as soon as we enter Lancaster
Sound.

Sir John told us at dinner of a tight spot
he was in with Buchan at Spitzbergen in 1818.

“We were in a bay, at the foot of a large
glacier,” he said. “Our attention was all on mapping the rugged
coastline. All of a sudden, we heard a mighty crack. Upon looking
up we observed a huge piece of ice sliding down the face of the
glacier. It fell some two hundred feet and crashed into the water
in front of us, sending up much foam and spray and almost swamping
the boat. The ice disappeared for several minutes before bobbing
back up to a height of some 100 feet. Water was cascading down its
sides as it rolled over and commenced to drift out to sea. I
estimated the weight of ice at near 500,000 tons and, certainly,
the noise of the crash must have been heard upwards of four miles
away.”

The natural phenomena at these latitudes are
quite extraordinary. The light is quite sharp, making distant
things appear much closer than they actually are. There is also a
phenomenon, called ‘ice-blink’ by Reid, which is the reflection of
the sunset and ice on clouds which is truly quite striking,
resembling nothing so much as a large town on fire some twenty
miles off. Sometimes the clouds move off, like a blanket being
withdrawn and leaving an orange-coloured arch below a well-defined
dark, clear, cold horizon. I do not think I have ever smelled air
as crisp as this. Every odour, from the tang of the sea to the
rather more pungent fragrance below decks, seems exaggerated and I
find myself more aware of my surroundings than I have ever been
(with the exception of the thrill of entering a military
engagement). I suppose that since our senses are our only windows
to the world, any change in what is perceived will alter our
temper. Certainly in this world where sight and sound and smell are
heightened I feel unusually alert.

July 25—The wind does not hold steady for long in these waters and we
are making poor progress. We lie about sixty miles south of Cape
York and can go no farther until a favourable wind comes to push us
across the bay. It is frustrating as the season is moving on,
however, we are making good use of the time.

This morning we got under the lee of a huge
berg and made fast with the ice anchors. It was an undertaking I
did not relish since, at Disco, I had witnessed one about 200 feet
high topple over and come down with a crash like an avalanche, but
in fact this berg seems as solid as if it were rock anchored to the
sea bed. It is a large, irregular mountain of ice, upwards of 150
feet high and some 600 feet across. The ice, where it is shewing on
a vertical face, is a deep blue, like thick coloured glass in some
places. But the surface is not smooth and the ground is quite easy
to walk on, being rough and a dull opaque white. There is a
wave-cut ledge on the lee side which makes a perfect jetty for us.
We have gone ‘ashore’ and set up a magnetic observatory some
distance from the ships. As I told you in my letters from Disco,
Sir John has especially charged me with the magnetic observations,
and this is a splendid opportunity to collect readings where no one
has previously done so. It is exciting work but I cannot but hope
we are not delayed too long.

July 26— Today around noon we were met by a whaler, the Prince of
Wales out of Hull, with Captain Dannet commanding. We exchanged
pleasantries and offered an invitation to supper on board but,
unfortunately for our social agenda, a favourable wind came up
(favourable for the whaler), and Captain Dannet felt he could not
let it go so we parted company. Our island of ice has become quite
homey with our observation huts scattered over it and men walking
everywhere for exercise, but I wish for a fair wind to speed us on
our way also.

July 27—This morning we came upon a further whaler, the Enterprise
from Peterhead captained by Robert Martin. This evening a few of us
accepted the kind gentleman’s offer and dined aboard his vessel. It
was a most enjoyable occasion much given over to talk of our
prospects which were universally spoken of in a sanguine manner.
The whalers are fine hearty fellows from the north country and they
regaled us with tales of the whaling fleets. It is a most
adventurous and interesting profession, but not one which I could
take to, the whaling boat carrying such a disagreeable odour with
her as I have ever smelled. It comes from the barrels she carries
which are full of oil rendered from the whale fat, or blubber,
heated over large fires on some suitable beach. Captain Martin
laughed at our sensibilities and invited us to visit one of his
rendering stations on the Greenland coast where, he assured us, the
smell is one hundred times worse. We used the urgency of our
passage to excuse ourselves from his hospitality.

The Enterprise has had a good season, the
ice being open and allowing her into northern bays which were
filled with whales. Reid and some others passed over letters for
Captain Martin to take back. Had I been more conscientious with my
writing I would have had more than these few pages which I did not
think worth the trouble of sending. God willing, you will be
reading them soon enough and your mood then, after we have sailed
home in triumph, will perhaps be more sympathetic to my rude
ramblings.

Many of our men are past whalers from Hull
and Whitby, or else from the Orkney Islands and Peterhead. Several
have past shipmates aboard the Enterprise. There was much shouting
of messages between ships, but no opportunity for the crews to
mingle. Just before I went across to dine this evening, I was
approached by a little old Orkney man. “Beggin’ pardon, sir,” he
said as I was about to disembark, “but Bill Fowler has pit some o’
ma words on paper an’ would ye consider the takin’ o’ the writin’
for they lads tae tak hame fer the missus?”—By which I took to mean
that William Fowler, the Paymaster and one of the few of the people
to have learned writing, had taken down a message for the old man’s
wife which he was asking me to deliver over to someone on the
Enterprise. It is a favour I have not been much disposed to
undertake for the men, for it can quickly become a burden, but for
him I made an exception. I have come across him before.

When we docked in Stromness in the Orkneys
in June, we feared that some of the crew from those parts would
repent their decision to accompany us. As was usual at this port,
no leave was allowed. But the old man approached me then and begged
to be allowed ashore. He had not seen his wife in over four years,
so I let him go to Kirkwall, fourteen miles off. I also allowed the
Captain of the Foretop, Robert Sinclair, who had not seen his
mother for fourteen years, and one man from each mess, to go ashore
for provisions. They all came on board after their leave; but
finding we were not going to sea till the following morning, four
men (who probably had taken a ‘leetle’ too much whiskey, and among
them the little old man who had not seen his wife for four years)
took a small boat that lay alongside and went on shore without
leave. Their absence was soon discovered, and Fairholme, assisted
by the Bailie, brought all on board by three o’clock in the
morning.

I firmly believed each man intended coming
on board (if he had been sober enough), especially the poor man
with the wife—but according to the rules of the service, these men
should have been severely punished—one method being to stop their
pay and give it to the constables or others who apprehended them.
It struck me, however, that the punishment is intended to prevent
misconduct in others, and not to take revenge on individuals. Men
know very well when they are in the wrong—and there was clearly no
chance of a repetition of such offence until we reached Valparaiso,
or the Sandwich Islands; so I got up at four o’clock, had everybody
on deck, sent Gore and Bryant, the Sergeant of our Royal Marine
contingent, below and searched the whole deck for spirits, which
were thrown overboard. This took two good hours; soon after which
we weighed anchor, and made sail out. I said nothing to any of the
men. They evidently expected a rowing, and the old man with the
wife looked very sheepish, and would not look me in the face; but
nothing more was said, and the men have behaved not a bit the worse
ever since.

I don’t know why I tell you all this. I had
meant to say just a little about icebergs and our guests, and say
that when we came back on board I found that Le Vesconte had
organised an occasion to celebrate your brother reaching the august
age of thirty-two. We had many toasts with some splendid champagne
and much talk of old times in China and Syria. Not one of us
expressed the least iota of regret and none would rather be
anywhere than exactly where we are unless it be with a fine
following wind heading into Lancaster Sound. I toasted your health
dearest Elizabeth and you were, as you ever are, close in my
thoughts. I will try to write a letter tomorrow which the
Enterprise may take back to England for me. And now I really must
say goodnight; it is past one o’clock. God Bless.

July 28—We have a fair wind! Around noontime it turned to the
northwest and we got in such a rush to bring the magnetic equipment
on board, cast off and make the most of it, that for two hours or
so you would have thought our friendly berg was home to a colony of
black ants busily going about their business.

Around 3 p.m. we finally cast off and, with
a final wave to the Enterprise, set course for Lancaster Sound. I
am sorry we did not have the chance to return the hospitality of
those stout men and, more important, pass on to them a short letter
for delivery to you, but we must take what the fates offer and make
the most of it, and if they suddenly give us a fair wind we cannot
turn it down.

There is a feeling amongst some that, if we
make Lancaster Sound by the first or second day of August, and if
the ice remains as open as it is we may complete the passage this
year and set through Behring’s Strait before it becomes blocked for
the winter.

I hope not.

I have my heart set on spending a winter in
this strange land we are approaching, and if we rush through there
will not be time for proper readings of the magnetic phenomena
which are of the utmost importance in advancing our understanding
of that mysterious force, or time to collect adventures with which
to regale you upon my return.

July 29—At dinner today, Sir John reaffirmed his doubt that there is
an open sea around the Pole. He treated us to his belief that it
might even be possible to reach the Pole over the ice by wintering
at Spitzbergen, then and going in spring before the ice broke up
and drifted to the south, as it did with Parry on it. Fortunately,
Le Vesconte was not one of the diners and so did not have to hear
his cherished theories so put to the test.

Sir John pointed out how desirable it is to
note everything, and give one’s individual opinion of it. He spoke
delightfully of the zealous co-operation he expected from all, and
his desire to do full justice to the exertions of each. “We are the
only vehicle,” he reminded us, “for the transport of knowledge from
this far corner to the great seats of learning. It is a heavy
responsibility and one which must be given prominence.”

He then told all the officers that he was
desired to claim all their remarks, journals, &c on our return
to England. This is common practice and will serve to provide
material for his narrative of our voyage, and indeed he shall have
my journal for what it is worth. This I shall regard as an extended
personal letter and thus not feel constrained in what I say to you
by the possibility of it being perused by other eyes. Thus I shall
feel free to mention my fellow adventurers’ little faults,
failings, and peculiarities—in all charity of course—for the
entertainment of your inquiring mind. But enough for now. Good
night and God bless.

August 2—All yesterday it blew very hard, with so much sea that we
shipped one or two over the quarter-deck, by which I got a good
drenching once. The sea was of the most perfect transparency—a
beautiful, delicate, cold-looking green, or ultramarine. Long
rollers, as if carved out of the essence of bottle glass, came
rolling toward us; now and then topped with a beautiful
pot-of-porter head. By evening the wind moderated, and was calm at
night. This morning the wind was quite fair, but instead of having
clear weather as with the northeast wind, it came to the southeast,
and brought hard rain and thick fogs all day.

We are now, however, (11 p.m.), going three
knots and a quarter in a fog with the Terror close in on one side
for fear of losing sight of us. Sir John will not cut sail and we
are having fun navigating the bergs which loom at us out of the fog
like huge, ghostly mountains. I calculate we are some forty miles
off Cape Horsburgh, the most western extremity of Devon Island, and
should raise Cape Warrender tomorrow and be in the Sound.

Reid still amuses us. He has just told me
how to boil salt fish when it is very salty. He saw Bridgens, the
Officers’ Steward, towing it overboard, and roared out, “What are
you making faces at there? That’s no the way to get the sarlt oot.”
Apparently, when the saltfish boils it is to be taken off the fire
and kept not boiling.

This is Saturday night. Reid and Osmer are
drinking ‘Sweethearts and wives;’ and they wanted me to join. I
said I had not the one, and did not want the other. Good night.

August 3—In Lancaster Sound—the gateway to the Northwest Passage. This
morning broke fair with a stiff following breeze. Sir John read the
church service today and a sermon so very beautifully that I defy
any man to hear and not feel the force of that which he conveys. He
took for his theme the Lord’s placing of the bounty of the earth
here for our use and talked of our obligation to use said bounty to
the maximum. Our task, in coming to this unknown place and
discovering what bounty there may be, is thus one sanctioned by the
highest Authority.

I was in mind of the first Sunday he read,
the day before we sailed, when Lady Franklin, his daughter, and
niece attended. Everyone was struck with his extreme earnestness of
manner, his real conviction. I like a man who is in earnest.

About noon we espied Cape Warrender and by 4
p.m. had land on both sides of us. I allowed the whole crew to
scramble up on the rigging and perch on the mounds of supplies to
better glimpse this land we have come to explore and challenge. The
day was clear and the panorama quite delightful. The sky was a
pale-blue, separated from the darker, fuller blue of the water by
two narrow strips of black mountain on the far horizon.

We have left the bergs behind and sail now
amongst broken pack ice which paints uneven blotches of pure white
over the deep blue carpet of the waves. I hardly think there was a
man on board either ship who was not deeply touched by the sight.
This is where we start, a gateway to another world and the entrance
to the Northwest Passage. How long until we sail through the gate
at the other side, no-one can say, but sail through it we shall. I
find myself quite overcome by the scene, in a way I never felt
amidst the exotic poverty of China, or the dusty, ancient tombs
along the Euphrates. As you know, I have not the gift of poetic
expression, but today I felt something of the power which drives
poets to fashion the world around them into verse. Common language
is so poor a carriage for our sometimes soaring thoughts.

In honour of the occasion, I ordered a cask
of beer opened and Gore led the men in three hearty cheers for Sir
John. At dinner there was much merriment and discussion of our
chances. Certainly, luck has been smiling on us so far. Those who
have been this way before say they have never seen such little ice
in the Sound. In fact, when Sir John Ross first came this way in
1818, it was so ice clogged that he dismissed Lancaster Sound as a
mere inlet ending in a mirage of mountains. No-one is flinching
from our undertaking and everyone’s cry is, ‘Now at last we are
into the Passage.’ I am not of a philosophical turn of mind, but a
day such as today, when we first truly enter these lands, cannot
help but get one reflecting upon our place in the great scheme of
things. The war in China was a fine adventure, but in the service
of human affairs. Here there is naught but nature on every side,
pure and unsullied. It is difficult not to feel we are doing God’s
work, or at least pursuing human goals of which He approves. Do not
think I am turning into a Tracterian, but there is not one of us
who does not feel deep within himself that we are fulfilling some
larger purpose.

At dinner, we drank to Lady Franklin’s
health at the old gentleman’s table. All we ask is what any man
hopes, that the fates do not play cruel with us. Granted, if we
shall be home before you know it and with answers and stories that
will make you hold your breath. God bless us all. Good night.

August 4—Weather continues fair but the wind has dropped and we make
very slow passage. The ice remains light in mid-channel where we
sail, but is piled up somewhat along the north shore.

Do you remember, on the day you bid us
farewell at Greenhithe, the dove alighting on the masthead to give
us an omen of good luck to carry on our endeavour. I am often put
in mind of that as if the memory of it were a talisman which I can
carry with me, and perhaps, knowing as I do your love of all things
feathered and beaked, you too will be thinking of that same bird
and our thoughts will be linked.

I am continually amazed at how the
imagination of the people was caught by our expedition before we
sailed, even those who had not the slightest wish or desire to set
foot in more than six inches of ocean water, and how all took such
pride in what we were setting out to do and revelled in the
discoveries we would make in almost unimaginable seas so far from
their ken. When the steamers Rattler and Blazer left us by the
island of Rona, some seventy or eighty miles from Stromness, they
both, despite the heavy swell and wind from the northwest, ranged
alongside us, one on each side, as close as possible without
touching, and, with the whole force of lungs of officers and men,
gave us not three, but a prolongation of cheers—to which we
responded. Having done the same to the Terror, away they went, and
in an hour or two were out of sight, leaving us with an old gull or
two and the rocky Rona to look at. But it is the memory of those
good wishes that means so much to us.

I was in mind this evening of the talk there
was before we left England of a brevet promotion; if this be true,
I think it more than probable that I shall get the rank of Captain,
although I shall know nothing of it until we have made a passage of
Behring’s Strait and collected our messages in Russia. With the
idea that I may now be a mighty Captain, I took a glass of brandy
and water at ten o’clock. Allowing for the difference of longitude,
this answers to half-past seven in London. I drank your health, in
petto, fancying you might be drinking wine. In fact, we took an
imaginary glass of wine together, and I don’t care how soon we may
take a real one.

Now I am laughing, for Reid has just said,
scratching his head, “Why, mister Jems, you never seem to me to
sleep at arl; you’re al’ays writing!” I tell him that when I do
sleep, I do twice as much as other people in the same time. Now, I
must to bed.

August 5—The weather continues fair with no wind so we make little headway.
OEBPS/cover.jpg
HE LOST JOURNALS Ol
JAMES FITZJAMES

JOHN WILSON





OEBPS/tmp_b3af1877160c2672d3bb19725d64f4bb_0sQjH7_html_m6a5a50a6.jpg
NORTH WITH
FRANKLIN

THE LOST JOURNALS OF JAMES FITZJAMES

JOHN WlLSON

SUSFENSFUL AND ENJOYABLE—BOOKLIST






