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In appreciation for whatever it is

that makes men accomplish the impossible



preface

The story that follows is true.

Every effort has been made to portray the events exactly as
they occurred, and to record as accurately as possible the reac-
tions of the men who lived them.

For this purpose, a wealth of material has been generously
made available to me, most notably the painstakingly detailed
diaries of virtually every expedition member who kept one. It is
amazing how thorough these diaries are, considering the condi-
tions under which they were kept. In fact, the diarics contain
much more information than could be included in this book.

These logs are a wonderfully strange assortment of documents,
smudged with the smoke of blubber oil, wrinkled from being
waterlogged and then dried out. Some were written in book-
keepers’ ledgers in appropriately large handwriting. Others were
kept in very small notebooks in tiny script. In all cases, however,
the exact language, spelling, and punctuation have been pre-
served just as thcy were originally written.

In addition to making these diaries available to me, almost all
the surviving members of the expedition submitted to long hours,
even days, of interviewing with a courtesy and cooperativeness
for which my grateful appreciation is hardly an adequate repay-
ment. The same patient willingness marked the numerous let-
ters in which these men replied to the many questions which arose.

Thus most of the survivors of this astounding adventure worked
with me, graciously and with a remarkable degree of objectivity,
to re-create in the pages that follow as true a picture of the events
as we could collectively produce. I am extremely proud of my
association with them.

However, these men bear no responsibility whatever for what
follows. If any inaccuracies or misinterpretations have crept into
this story, they are my own and should in no way be attributed
to the men who took part in this expedition.

The names of those who helped to make this book possible
appear at the back of the book. A.L.
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chapter l

The order to abandon ship was given at 5 p.M. For most of
the men, however, no order was needed because by then every-
body knew that the ship was done and that it was time to give
up trying to save her. There was no show of fear or even
apprehension. They had fought unccasingly for three days and
they had lost. They accepted their defeat almost apathetically.
They were simply too tired to care.

Frank Wild, the second-in-command, made his way forward
along the buckling deck to the crew’s quarters. There, two
seamen, Walter How and William Bakewell, were lying in the
lower bunks. Both werc very nearly exhausted from almost
three days at the pumps; yet they were unable to sleep because
of the sounds the ship was making.

She was being crushed. Not all at once, but slowly, a little
at a time. The pressure of ten million tons of ice was driving
in against her sides. And dying as she was, she cried in agony.
Her frames and planking, her immense timbers, many of them
almost a foot thick, screamed as the killing pressure mounted.
And when her timbers could no longer stand the strain, they
broke with a report like artillery fire.

Most of the forecastle beams had already gone earlier in the
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day, and the deck was heaved upward and working slowly up
and down as the pressure came and went.

Wild put his head inside the crew’s quarters. He spoke quietly.
“She’s going, boys. I think it’s time to get off.” How and Bake-
well rose from their bunks, picked up two pillowcases in which
they had stowed some personal gear, and followed Wild back
up on deck.

Wild next went down into the ship’s tiny engine room. Kerr,
the second engineer, was standing at the foot of the ladder,
waiting. With him was Rickenson, the chief engincer. They
had been below for almost seventy-two hours maintaining steam
in the boilers to operate the engine-room pumps. During that
time, though they couldn’t actually see the ice in motion, they
were altogether aware of what it was doing to the ship. Period-
ically her sides—though they were 2 feet thick in most places—
bowed inward 6 inches under the pressure. Simultaneously, the
steel floor plates jammed together, screceching where their
edges met, then buckling up and suddenly overriding one an-
other with a sharp metallic report.

Wild did not pause long. “Let down your fires,” he said.
“She’s going.” Kerr looked relieved.

Wild turned aft to the propeller shaftway. There McNeish,
the old ship’s carpenter, and McLeod, a seaman, were busy with
torn picces of blankets calking a cofferdam built by McNeish
the day before. It had becen thrown up in an attempt to stem the
flow of water coming into the ship where the rudder and the
sternpost had been torn out by the ice. But the water now was
almost up to the floor plates, and it was gaining faster than the
cofferdam could hold it back and faster than the pumps could
carry it away. Whenever the pressure ceased for a moment, there
was the sound of the water running forward and filling up the
hold.

Wild signaled to the two men to give up. Then he climbed
the ladder to the main deck.

Clark, Hussey, James, and Wordie had been at the pumps
but they had quit on their own, realizing the futility of what they
were doing. Now they sat on cases of stores or on the deck it-
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self, and leaned against the bulwarks. Their faces showed the
unspeakable toil of the past three days at the pumps.

Farther forward, the dog-team drivers had attached a large
piece of canvas to the port rail and made it into a sort of chute
down to the ice alongside the ship. They took the forty-nine
huskies from their kennels and slid each one down to other
men waiting below. Ordinarily, any activity of this sort would
have driven the dogs mad with excitement, but somehow they
seemed to sense that something very extraordinary was going
on. Not one fight broke out among them, and not a single dog
attempted to break away.

It was, perhaps, the attitude of the men. They worked with
a deliberate urgency, hardly speaking to one another. There was
no display of alarm, however. In fact, apart from the move-
ment of the ice and the sounds from the ship, the scene was one
of relative calm. The temperature was 8% dcgrees below zero,
and a light southerly wind was blowing. Overhead, the twilight
sky was clear.

But somewhcre, far away to the south, a gale was blowing
toward them. Though it probably wouldn’t reach their position
for at least two days, its approach was suggested by the move-
ment of the ice, which stretched as far as the eye could see, and
for hundreds of miles beyond that. So immense was the pack,
and so tight, that though the gale had not yet reached them, the
distant pressure of its winds was already crushing the floes to-
gether.

The whole surface of the ice was a chaos of movement. It
looked like an enormous jigsaw puzzle, the pieces stretching
away to infinity and being shoved and crunched together by some
invisible but irresistible force. The impression of its titanic power
was heightened by the unhurried deliberateness of the motion.
Wherever two thick floes came together, their edges butted and
ground against one another for a time. Then, when neither of
them showed signs of yielding, they rose, slowly and often quiv-
eringly, driven by the implacable power behind them. Sometimes
they would stop abruptly as the unseen force affecting the ice
appeared mysteriously to lose interest. More frequently, though,
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the two floes—often 10 feet thick or more—would continue to
rise, tenting up, until one or both of them broke and toppled
over, creating a pressure ridge.

There were the sounds of the pack in movement—the basic
noises, the grunting and whining of the floes, along with an occa-
sional thud as a heavy block collapsed. But in addition, the pack
under compression seemed to have an almost limitless repertoire
of other sounds, many of which seemed strangely unrelated to the
noise of ice undergoing pressure. Sometimes there was a sound
like a gigantic train with squeaky axles being shunted roughly
about with a great dcal of bumping and clattcring. At the same
time a huge ship’s whistle blew, mingling with the crowing of
roosters, the roar of a distant surf, the soft throb of an engine
far away, and the moaning cries of an old woman. In the rare
periods of calm, when thc movement of the pack subsided for a
moment, the muffled rolling of drums drifted across the air.

In this universe of ice, nowhere was the movement greater or
the pressure more intense than in the flocs that were attacking the
ship. Nor could her position have been worsc. One floe was
jammed solidly against her starboard bow, and another held her
on the same side aft. A third floc drove squarely in on her port
bcam opposite. Thus the ice was working to break her in half,
directly amidships. On scvcral occasions she bowed to starboard
along her entire length.

Forward, where the worst of the onslaught was concentrated,
the ice was inundating her. It piled higher and higher against her
bows as she repelled cach new wave, until gradually it mounted
to her bulwarks, then crashed across the deck, overwhelming her
with a crushing load that pushed her head down even deeper.
Thus held, she was even more at the mercy of the floes driving
against her flanks.

The ship reacted to each fresh wave of pressure in a different
way. Sometimes she simply quivered briefly as a human being
might wince if seized by a single, stabbing pain. Other times she
retched in a series of convulsive jerks accompanied by anguished
outcries. On these occasions her three masts whipped violently
back and forth as the rigging tightened like harpstrings. But most
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agonizing for the men were the times when she seemed a huge
creature suffocating and gasping for breath, her sides heaving
against the strangling pressure.

More than any other single impression in those final hours,
all the men were struck, almost to the point of horror, by the
way the ship behaved like a giant beast in its death agonies.

By 7 ».M., all essential gcar had been transferred to the ice,
and a camp of sorts had been established on a solid floe a short
distance to starboard. The lifeboats had been lowered the night
before. As they went over the side onto the ice, most of the men
felt immense relicf at being away from the doomed ship, and few
if any of them would have returned to her voluntarily.

However, a few unfortunate souls were ordered back to re-
tricve various items. One was Alexander Macklin, a stocky young
physician, who also happened to be the driver of a dog team. He
had just tethered his dogs at the camp when he was told to go
with Wild to get some lumber out of the ship’s forchold.

The two men started out and had just rcached the ship when
a great shout went up from the campsite. The floc on which the
tents were pitched was itself breaking up. Wild and Macklin
rushed back. The teams were harnessed and the tents, stores,
sledges, and all the gear were hurriedly moved to another floe
a hundred yards farther from the ship.

By the time the transfer was completed, the ship scemed on
the point of going under, so the two men hurricd to get aboard.
They picked their way among the blocks of ice littering the forc-
castle, then lifted a hatch leading down into the forcpeak. The
ladder had been wrenched from its supports and had fallen to
one side. To get down, they had to lower themselves hand over
hand into the darkness.

The noise inside was indescribable. The half-empty compart-
ment, like a giant sounding box, amplified every snapping bolt
and splintering timber. From where they stood, the sides of the
ship were only a few feet away, and they could hear the ice out-
side battering to break through.

They waited for a moment until their eyes grew accustomed to
the gloom, and what they saw then was terrifying. The uprights
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were caving in and the cross members overhead were on the
verge of going. It looked as if some giant vise were being applied
to the ship and slowly tightened until she could no longer hold
out against its pressure.

The lumber they were after was stored in the black-dark re-
cesses of the side pockets in the very bow of the ship. To reach
it, they had to crawl through a thwartships bulkhead, and they
could see that the bulkhead itself bulged outward as if it might
burst at any moment, causing the whole forecastle to collapse
around them.

Macklin hesitated for just a moment, and Wild, sensing the
other’s fear, shouted to him above the noise of the ship to stay
where he was. Then Wild plunged through the opening and a
few minutes later began passing boards out to Macklin.

The two men worked with feverish speed, but even so the job
seemed interminable. Macklin was sure they would never get the
last board out in time. But finally Wild’s head reappeared
through the opening. They hoisted the lumber up on deck,
climbed out, and stood for a long moment without speaking,
savoring the exquisite feeling of safety. Later, to the privacy of
his diary, Macklin confided: “I do not think I have ever had such
a horrible sickening sensation of fear as I had whilst in the hold
of that breaking ship.”

Within an hour after the last man was off, the ice pierced her
sides. Sharp spears drove through first, opening wounds that let
in whole blocks and chunks of floes. Everything from midships
forward was now submerged. The entire starboard side of the
deckhouse had been crushed by the ice with such force that
some empty gasoline cans stacked on deck had been shoved
through the deckhouse wall and halfway across to the other side,
carrying before them a large framed picture that had hung on
the wall. Somehow, the glass on its front had not broken.

Later, after things had settled down at the camp, a few men
returned to look at the derelict that had been their ship. But not
many. Most of them huddled in their tents, cold through and
tired, for the time being indifferent to their fate.
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The general feeling of relief at being off the ship was not
shared by one man—at least not in the larger sense. He was a
thickset individual with a wide face and a broad nose, and he
spoke with a trace of an Irish brogue. During the hours it took to
abandon the ship, he had remained more or less apart as the
equipment, dogs, and men were gotten off.

His name was Sir Ernest Shackleton, and the twenty-seven men
he had watched so ingloriously leaving their stricken ship were
the members of his Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedition.

The date was October 27, 1915. The name of the ship was
Endurance. The position was 69°5” South, 51°30” West—deep
in the icy wastcland of the Antarctic’s treacherous Weddell Sea,
just about midway between the South Pole and the nearest known
outpost of humanity, some 1,200 miles away.

Few men have borne the responsibility Shackleton did at that
moment. Though he certainly was aware that their situation was
desperate, he could not possibly have imagined then the physical
and emotional demands that ultimately would be placed upon
them, the rigors they would have to endure, the sufferings to
which they would be subjected.

They were for all practical purposes alone in the frozen Ant-
arctic scas. It had been very nearly a year since they had last
been in contact with civilization. Nobody in the outside world
knew they were in trouble, much less where they were. They had
no radio transmitter with which to notify any would-be rescuers,
and it is doubtful that any rescuers could have reached them even
if they had been able to broadcast an SOS. It was 1915, and
there were no helicopters, no Weasels, no Sno-Cats, no suitable
planes.

Thus their plight was naked and terrifying in its simplicity. If
they were to get out—they had to get themselves out.

Shackleton estimated the shelf ice off the Palmer Peninsula—
the ncarest known land—to be 182 miles WSW of them. But
the land itself was 210 miles away, was inhabited by neither
human beings nor animals, and offered nothing in the way of
relief or rescue.

The nearest known place where they might at least find food
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and shelter was tiny Paulet Island, less than a mile and a half
in diameter, which lay 346 miles northwest across the heaving

ack ice. There, in 1903, twelve years before, the crew of a
Swedish ship had spent the winter after their vessel, the Antarctic,
had been crushed by the Weddell Sea ice. The ship which finally
rescued that party deposited its stock of stores on Paulet Island
for the use of any later castaways. Ironically, it was Shackleton
himself who had been commissioned at the time to purchase those
stores—and now, a dozen years later, it was he who needed

them.

chapter

Shackleton’s order to abandon ship, while it signaled the begin-
ning of the greatest of all Antarctic adventures, also sealcd the
fatc of one of the most ambitious of all Antarctic expeditions.
The goal of the Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedition, as its name
implies, was to cross the Antarctic continent overland from west
to east.

Evidence of the scope of such an undertaking is the fact that
after Shackleton’s failure, the crossing of the continent remained
untried for fully forty-three ycars—until 1957-1958. Then, as
an independent enterprise conducted during the International
Geophysical Ycar, Dr. Vivian E. Fuchs led the Commonwealth
Trans-Antarctic Expedition on the trek. And even Fuchs, though
his party was equipped with heated, tracked vchicles and power-
ful radios, and guided by reconnaissance planes and dog tcams,
was strongly urged to give up. It was only after a tortuous jour-
ney lasting nearly four months that Fuchs did in fact achieve
what Shackleton sct out to do in 1915.

This was Shackleton’s third expedition to the Antarctic. He
had gone first in 1901 as a member of the National Antarctic
Expedition led by Robert F. Scott, the famed British explorer,
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which drove to 82°15’ south latitude, 745 miles from the Pole—
the deepest penetration of the continent at that time.

Then in 1907, Shackleton led the first expedition actually to
declare the Pole as its goal. With three companions, Shackleton
struggled to within 97 miles of their destination and then had to
turn back because of a shortage of food. The return journey was
a desperate race with death. But the party finally made it, and
Shackleton returned to England a hero of the Empire. He was
lionized wherever he went, knighted by his king, and decorated
by every major country in the world.

Hec wrote a book, and he went on a lecture tour which took
him all over the British Isles, the United States, Canada, and
much of Europe. But even before it was over, his thoughts had
returned to the Antarctic.

He had been within 97 miles of the Pole, and he knew better
than anyone that it was only a matter of time until some expedi-
tion attained the goal that had been denied him. As carly as
March of 1911, he wrote to his wife, Emily, from Berlin where
he was on tour: “I feel that another expedition unless it crosses
the continent is not much.”

Meanwhile, an American expedition under Robert E. Peary
had reached the North Pole in 1909. Then Scott, on his second
expedition in late 1911 and early 1912, was raced to the South
Pole by the Norwegian, Roald Amundsen—and beaten by a
little more than a month. It was disappointing to lose out. But
that might have been only a bit of miserable luck—had not Scott
and his three companions died as they struggled, weak with
scurvy, to return to their base.

When the news of Scott’s achievement and the tragic circum-
stances of his death reached England, the whole nation was sad-
dened. The sense of loss was compounded by the fact that the
British, whose record for exploration had been perhaps unparal-
leled among the nations of the earth, had to take a humiliating
second best to Norway.

Throughout these events, Shackleton’s own plans for a Trans-
Antarctic expedition had been moving rapidly ahead. In an
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early prospectus designed to solicit funds for the undertaking,
Shackleton played heavily on this matter of prestige, making it
his primary argument for such an expedition. He wrotc:

“From the sentimental point of view, it is the last great Polar
journey that can be made. It will be a greater journey than the
journey to the Pole and back, and I feel it is up to the British
nation to accomplish this, for we have been beaten at the con-
quest of the North Pole and beaten at the first conquest of the
South Pole. There now remains the largest and most striking of
all journeys—the crossing of the Continent.”

Shackleton’s plan was to take a ship into thc Weddell Sea and
land a sledging party of six men and scventy dogs near Vahsel
Bay, approximately 78° South, 36° West. At more or less the
same time, a second ship would put into McMurdo Sound in the
Ross Sea, almost directly across the continent from the Weddel!l
Sea base. The Ross Sca party was to set down a series of food
caches from thcir base almost to the Pole. While this was being
done, the Weddell Sea group would be sledging toward the Pole,
living on their own rations. From the Pole they would proceed
to the vicinity of the mighty Beardmore Glacier where they would
replenish their supplies at the southernmost depot laid down
by the Ross Sea party. Other caches of rations along the route
would keep them supplied until they arrived at the McMurdo
Sound base.

Such was the plan on paper, and it was typical of Shackleton
—purposeful. bold, and neat. He had not the slightest doubt that
the expedition would achieve its goal.

The whole undertaking was criticized in some circles as being
too “audacious.” And perhaps it was. But if it hadn’t been
audacious, it wouldn’t have been to Shackleton’s liking. He was,
above all, an explorer in the classic mold—utterly self-reliant,
romantic, and just a little swashbuckling.

He was now forty years old, of medium height and thick of
neck, with broad, heavy shoulders a trifle stooped, and dark
brown hair parted in the center. He had a wide, sensuous but
expressive mouth that could curl into a laugh or tighten into a
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thin fixed line with equal facility. His jaw was like iron. His gray-
blue eyes, like his mouth, could come alight with fun or darken
into a steely and frightening gaze. His face was handsome, though
it often wore a brooding expression—as if his thoughts were
somewhere else—which gave him at times a kind of darkling
look. He had small hands, but his grip was strong and confident.
He spoke softly and somewhat slowly in an indcfinite baritone,
with just the recollection of a brogue from his County Kildare
birth.

Whatever his mood—whether it was gay and breezy, or dark
with rage—he had one pervading characteristic: he was pur-
poscful.

Cynics might justifiably contend that Shackleton’s fundamental
purpose in undertaking the expedition was simply the greater
glory of Ernest Shackleton—and the financial rewards that
would accrue to the leader of a successful expedition of this
scope. Beyond all doubt, these motives loomed large in Shackle-
ton's mind. He was keenly aware of social position and the im-
portant part that money played in it. In fact, the abiding (and un-
rcalistic) dream of his life—at least superficially—was to achieve
a status of economic well-being that would last a lifetime. He
enjoyed fancying himself as a country gentleman, divorced from
the workaday world, with the leisure and wealth to do as he
pleased.

Shackleton came from a middle-class background, the son of
a moderately successful physician. He joined the British Merchant
Navy at the age of sixtecen and though he rose steadily through
the ranks, this sort of step-by-step advancement grew progres-
sively less appealing to his flamboyant personality.

Then came two important events: the expedition with Scott in
1901, and his marriage to the daughter of a wealthy lawyer. The
first introduced him to the Antarctic—and his imagination was
immediately captivated. The second increased his desire for
wealth. He felt obliged to provide for his wifc in the manner to
which she was accustomed. The Antarctic and financial security
became more or less synonymous in Shackleton’s thinking. He
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felt that success here—some marvelous stroke of daring, a deed
which would capture the world’s imagination—would open the
door to fame, then riches.

Between expeditions, he also pursued this financial master-
stroke. He was perennially entranced with new schemes, each of
which in turn he was sure would win his fortune. It would be
impossible to list them all, but they included an idea to manu-
facture cigarcttes (a sure-fire plan—with his endorsement), a
flect of taxicabs, mining in Bulgaria, a whaling factory—even
digging for buried treasure. Most of his ideas never got beyond
the talking stage, and thosc that did were usually unsuccessful.

Shackleton’s unwillingness to succumb to the demands of
everyday life and his insatiable excitement with unrealistic ven-
tures left him open to the accusation of being basically imma-
ture and irresponsible. And very possibly he was—by conven-
tiona] standards. But the great leaders of historical record—the
Napoleons, the Nelsons, the Alexanders—have rarely fitted any
conventional mold, and it is perhaps an injustice to evaluate
them in ordinary terms. There can be little doubt that Shacklcton,
in his way, was an extraordinary leader of men.

Nor did the Antarctic represent to Shackleton merely the
grubby means to a financial end. In a very rcal sense he needed
it—something so enormous, sv demanding, that it provided a
touchstone for his monstrous ego and implacable drive. In or-
dinary situations, Shackleton’s tremendous capacity for boldness
and daring found almost nothing worthy of its pulling power;
he was a Percheron draft horse harnessed to a child’s wagon cart.
But in the Antarctic—herc was a burden which challenged every
atom of his strength.

Thus, while Shackleton was undeniably out of place, even
inept, in a great many everyday situations, hc had a talent—a
genius, even—that he shared with only a handful of men
throughout history—genuine lcadership. He was, as one of his
men put it, “the greatest leader that ever came on God’s earth,
bar none.” For all his blind spots and inadequacies, Shackleton
merited this tribute:
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“For scientific leadership give me Scott; for swift and
efficient travel, Amundscn; but when you arc in a hopeless
situation, when there seems no way out, get down on your
knees and pray for Shackleton.”

This, then, was the man who developed the idea of crossing the
Antarctic continent—on foot.

The largest items necded for the expedition were the ships that
would carry the two parties to the Antarctic. From Sir Douglas
Mawson, the famous Australian explorer, Shackleton bought the
Aurora, a stoutly built ship of the type then used for sealing. The
Aurora had already becn on two Antarctic expeditions. She was
to carry the Ross Sea party, under the command of Licutenant
Aeneas Mackintosh, who had served aboard the Nimrod on
Shackleton’s 1907-09 expedition.

Shackleton himself would command the actual transconti-
nental party, operating from the Weddell Sea side of the conti-
nent. To obtain a ship for his group, Shackleton arranged to
purchase from Lars Christensen, the Norwegian whaling mag-
nate, a ship that Christensen had ordered built to carry polar-
bear hunting parties to the Arctic. Such parties were then be-
coming increasingly popular with the well-to-do.

Christensen had had a partner in this would-be cnterprise, M.
le Baron de Gerlache. He was a Belgian who had been the Icader
of an Antarctic expedition in 1897, and was therefore able to
contribute many helpful idcas concerning the construction of the
ship. However, during the building of the vessel, de Gerlache
ran into financial difficulties and was forced to back out.

Thus deprived of his partner, Christensen was pleased when
Shackleton offered to buy the ship. The final sclling price of
$67.000 was less than Christensen had paid to have the ship
built, but he was willing to take the loss in order to further the
plans of an explorer of Shackleton’s stature.

The ship had becn named the Polaris. After the sale, Shackle-
ton rechristened her Endurance, in keceping with the motto of
his family, Fortitudine vincimus—*“By endurance we conquer.”

As with all such private expeditions, finances for the Imperial
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Trans-Antarctic Expedition were perhaps the primary headache.
Shackleton spent the better part of two years lining up financial
aid. The blessings of the government and of various scientific
socictics had to be obtained in order to justify the expedition as
a serious scientific endcavor. And Shackleton, whose interest in
science could hardly be compared with his love of exploration,
went out of his way to play up this side of the undertaking. This
was hypocrisy in a sense. Nevertheless, a capable staff of re-
searchers was to go with the expedition.

But dcspite all of his personal charm and persuasiveness, which
was considerable, Shackleton was disappointed time after time
by promised grants of financial aid which failed to materialize.
He finally obtained some $120,000 from Sir James Caird, a
wealthy Scottish jute manufacturer. And the government voted
him a sum cqual to about $50,000, while the Royal Geographical
Socicty contributed a token $5,000 to signify its general, though
by no means complete, approval of the expedition. Lesser gifts
were obtained from Dudley Docker and Miss Janet Stancomb-
Wills, plus literally hundreds of other, smaller contributions from
persons all over the world.

As was the custom, Shackleton also mortgaged the expedition,
in a sense, by selling in advance the rights to whatever commer-
cial propertics the expedition might produce. He promised to
write a book later about the trip. He sold the rights to the motion
pictures and still photographs that would be taken, and hc agreed
to give a long lecturc series on his return. In all these arrange-
ments, there was onc basic assumption—that Shackleton would
survive.

In contrast to the difficulties in obtaining sufficient financial
backing, finding volunteers to take part in the expedition proved
simple. When Shackleton announced his plans he was deluged
by more than five thousand applications from persons (including
three girls) who asked to go along.

Almost without exception, these volunteers were motivated
solely by the spirit of adventure, for the salaries offered were little
more than token payments for the services expected. They ranged
from about $240 a year for an able seaman to $750 a year for
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the most experienced scientists. And even this, in many cases,
was not to be paid until the end of the cxpedition. Shackleton
felt that the privilege of being taken along was itsclf almost
compensation enough, espccially for the scientists for whom the
undertaking offered an unmatched opportunity for research in
their fields.

Shackleton built the crew list around a nucleus of tested veter-
ans. The top post as second-in-command went to Frank Wild, a
very small but powerfully built man whose thin, mousy hair was
rapidly disappearing altogether. Wild was a soft-spoken and
casy-going individual on the surface, but he had a kind of inner
toughness. He had been one of Shackleton’s three companions in
the race for the Pole in 1908 and 1909, and Shackleton had de-
veloped a tremendous respect and personal liking for him. The
two men, in fact, formed a well-matched team. Wild's loyalty to
Shackleton was beyond question, and his quict, somewhat unim-
aginative disposition was a perfect balance for Shackleton’s often
whimsical and occasionally explosive nature.

The berth of second officer aboard the Endurance was given to
Thomas Crean, a tall, row-boned, plain-spoken Irishman whose
long service in the Royal Navy had taught him the ways of un-
questioning discipline. Crean had scrved with Shackleton on
Scott’s 1901 expedition, and he had also been a crewman aboard
the Terra Nova, which had carried Scott’s ill-fated 1910-1913
group to the Antarctic. Because of Crean’s experience and
strength, Shackleton planned to have him as thc driver of a
sledge tcam in the six-man transcontinental party.

Alfred Cheetham, who shipped aboard as third officer, was
Crean’s opposite in appearance. He was a tiny man, even shorter
than Wild, with an unassuming, pleasant disposition. Shackleton
spoke of Chcetham as “the veteran of Antarctic,” sincc he had
already been on three expeditions, including one with Shackle-
ton and onc with Scott.

Then there was George Marston, the expedition’s thirty-two-
year-old artist. Marston, a boyish-faced, chubby man, had done
outstanding work on Shackleton’s 1907-1909 trek. Unlike most
of the others, he was a married man with children.
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The nucleus of veterans was completed when Thomas Mc-
Leod, a member of the 1907-1909 expedition, was signed on the
Endurance as a scaman.

In the matter of sclecting newcomers, Shackleton’s methods
would appcar to have been almost capricious. If he liked the
look of a man, he was accepted. If he didn’t, the matter was
closed. And these decisions were made with lightning speed.
There is no record of any interview that Shackleton conducted
with a prospective expedition member lasting much more than
five minutes.

Leonard Hussey, an irrepressible, peppery little individual,
was signcd on as meteorologist even though he had practically no
qualifications for thc position at the time. Shackleton simply
thought Husscy “looked funny,” and the fact that he had recently
returned from an expedition (as an anthropologist) to the torrid
Sudan appealed to Shackleton’s sense of whimsy. Hussey immedi-
ately took an intensive course in metcorology and later proved to
be very proficicnt.

Dr. Alexander Macklin, one of the two surgeons, caught
Shackleton’s fancy by replying, when Shackleton asked him why
he was wearing glasses: “Many a wise face would look foolish
without spectacles.” And Reginald James was signed on as physi-
cist after Shackleton inquired about the state of his tecth, whether
he suffercd from varicose veins, if he was good-tempercd—and
if he could sing. At this Jast question, James looked puzzled.

“Oh. I don’t mean any Caruso stuff,” Shackleton reassured
him, “but I suppose you can shout a bit with the boys?”

Despite the instantaneous naturc of these decisions, Shackle-
ton’s intuition for selecting compatible men rarely failed.

The carly months of 1914 were spent acquiring the countless
items of equipment, stores, and gear that would be needed.
Sledges were designed and tested in the snow-covered mountains
of Norway. A new type of rations intended to prevent scurvy
was tried out, as were specially designed tents.

By the end of July, 1914, however, everything had been col-
lected, tested, and stowed aboard the Endurance. She sailed from
London’s East India Docks on August 1.
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But the tragic political events of these dramatic days not only
eclipsed the departure of the Endurance, but even thrcatened the
whole venture. Archduke Ferdinand of Austria had bcen assas-
sinated on June 28, and exactly one month later Austria-
Hungary declared war on Serbia. The powder trail was lighted.
While the Endurance lay anchored at the mouth of the Thames
River, Germany dcclared war on France.

Then, on the very day that George V presented Shackleton
with the Union Jack to carry on the expedition, Britain declared
war on Germany. Shackleton’s position could hardly have been
worse. He was damned if he did, and damned if he didn’t. He was
just about to lcave on an expedition he had dreamed about and
worked toward for almost four ycars. Vast sums of money, much
of it involving future commitments, had been spent, and count-
less hours had gone into planning and preparation. At the same
time, he felt very strongly about doing his part in the war,

He spent long hours debating what to do, and he discusscd the
matter with scveral advisers, notably his principal backers. Fi-
nally he reached a decision.

He mustered the crew and explained that he wanted their ap-
proval to telegraph the Admiralty, placing the cntire expedition
at the disposal of the government. All hands agreed, and the wire
was sent. The reply was a one-word telegram: “Proceed.” Two
hours later there was a longer wire from Winston Churchill, then
First Lord of the Admiraity, stating that the government desired
the expedition to go on.

The Endurance sailed from Plymouth five days later. She set
a course for Buenos Aires, lcaving Shackleton and Wild behind
to attend to last-minute financial arrangements. They were to
follow later by faster commercial liner and mcet the ship in
Argentina.

The trip across the Atlantic amounted to a shakedown cruise.
For the ship, it was her first major voyage since her complction in
Norway the year before; and for many of those on board, it was
their first experience in sail.

In appearance, the Endurance was beautiful by any standards.
She was a barkentine—three masts, of which the forward one
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was square-rigged, while the after two carried fore-and-aft sails,
like a schooner. She was powered by a coal-fired, 350-hp steam
engine, capable of driving her at speeds up to 10.2 knots. She
measured 144 feet over-all, with a 25-foot beam, which was not
overbig, but big enough. And though her sleek black hull looked
from the outside like that of any other vessel of a comparable
size, it was not.

Her kcel members were four pieces of solid oak, one above the
other, adding up to a total thickness of 7 feet, 1 inch. Her sides
were made from oak and Norwegian mountain fir, and they var-
ied in thickness from about 18 inches to more than 2% feet. Out-
side this planking, to keep her from being chafed by the ice, there
was a shcathing from stem to stern of greenheart, a wood so
heavy it wcighs more than solid iron and so tough that it cannot
be worked with ordinary tools. Her frames were not only double-
thick, ranging from 9% to 11 inches, but they were double in
number, compared with a conventional vessel.

Her bow, wherc she would mect the ice head-on, had received
special attention. Each of the timbers there had been fashioned
from a single oak trec especially selected so that its natural
growth followed the curve of her design. When assembled, these
pieces had a total thickness of 4 fect, 4 inches.

But more than simple ruggedness was incorporated into the
Endurance. She was built in Sandefjord, Norway, by the Fram-
nacs shipyard, the famous polar shipbuilding firm which for
years had been constructing vessels for whaling and sealing in
the Arctic and Antarctic. However, when the builders came to
the Endurance, they realized that she might well be the last of
her kind—as indced she was—and the ship became the yard’s pet
project.*

She was designed by Aanderud Larsen so that every joint
and every fitting cross-braced something else for the maximum
strength. Her construction was meticulously supervised by a
master wood shipbuilder, Christian Jacobsen, who insisted on

* Though Shackleton bought the Endurance for $67,000, the Framnaes
shipyard today would not undertake to build a similar vessel for less than
$700,000—and the cost might well run to $1,000,000, they estimate.
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employing men who were not only skilled shipwrights, but had
been to sea themselves in whaling and sealing ships. They took
a proprietary interest in the smallest details of the Endurance’s
construction. They sclected each timber and plank individually
with great care, and fitted each to the closest tolerance. For luck,
when they put the mast in her, the superstitious shipwrights
placed the traditional copper kroner under cach onc to insure
against its breaking.

By the time she was launched on December 17, 1912, she was
the strongest wooden ship ever built in Norway—and probably
anywhere else—with the possible exception of the Fram, the
vessel used by Fridtjof Nansen, and later by Amundsen.

However, there was onc major difference between the two
ships. The Fram was rather bowl-bottomed so that if the ice
closed in aguinst her she would be squeczed up and out of the
pressure. But since the Endurance was designed to operate in
rclatively loose pack ice she was not constructed so as to rise out
of pressure to any great extent. She was comparatively wall-sided,
much the way conventional ships are.

However, on the trip from London to Buenos Aires, her hull
was altogether too rounded for most of those on board her. At
least half the scientists were seasick. and strapping young Lionel
Grecnstreet, the outspohen First Officer, who had long experi-
ence in sailing ships, declared that she behaved in a “most abom-
inable way.”

The trip across the Atlantic took more than two months. Dur-
ing the voyage the Endurance was under the command of Frank
Worsley, a New Zealander who had been to sea sincc he was
sixteen.

Worsley was now forty-two years old, though he looked much
younger. He was a deep-chested man of slightly less than average
height with a coarse-featured yet handsome face which had a
built-in mischievous expression. It was very diflicult for Worsley
to look stern, even when he wanted to.

He was a sensitive, fanciful individual, and the manner in
which he claimed to havc joined the expedition, whether it was
true or not, characterized him perfectly. As he told it, he was
ashore in London, staying at a hotel, when onc night he had a
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dream in which he pictured Burlington Street, in the fashionable
West End scction, as being filled with blocks of ice through which
he was navigating a ship.

Early the next morning, he hurried over to Burlington Street.
As he was walking along he saw a nameplate on a door. It read:
“Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedition.” (The expedition’s Lon-
don office was, in fact, at 4 New Burlington Street. )

Inside he found Shackleton. The two men were immediately
drawn to one another, and Worsley hardly had to mention that
he wanted to join the expedition.

“You're engaged,” Shackleton said after a brief conversation.
“Join your ship until I wire for you. I'll let you know all the de-
tails as soon as possible. Good morning.”

With that he shook Worsley's hand and the interview, if that
is what it was, had cnded.

Worsley had thus been appointcd captain of the Endurance.
That is, he was put in charge of the physical running of the ship
under the over-all command of Shacklcton, as leader of the entire
expedition.

Temperamentally, Shackleton and Worsley had some of the
samec characteristics. Both were energetic, imaginative, romantic
men who thirsted for adventure. But while Shackleton’s nature
drove him always to be the lcader, Worsley had no such inclina-
tions. He was fundamentally light-hearted, given to bursts of
excitcment and unpredictable enthusiasms. The mantle of leader-
ship which fell to him on the trip across the Atlantic did not rest
too comfortably on his shoulders. He felt it was his duty to play
the part of commander, but he was woefully out of place in the
role. His tendency to indulge his moods became obvious one Sun-
day morning, when a church service was being held. After some
appropriately reverent prayers, the idca struck him to sing a few
hymns—and he broke up the proceedings by clapping his hands
and demanding impetuously, “Where's the ruddy band?”

By the time the Endurance reached Buenos Aires on October
9, 1914, Worsley's lack of discipline had let morale slip to a
sorry state. But Shackleton and Wild had arrived from London,
and they applied a firm hand.

The cook, who had been an indifferent worker on the trip over,
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came aboard drunk and was immediately paid off. Amazingly,
twenty men applied to fill the vacancy. The job went to a
squeaky-voiced man by the name of Charles J. Green, who was
a different sort of person altogether, conscientious almost to the
point of being single-minded.

Later, two of the scamen, after a stormy night ashore, tangled
with Greenstreet and were similarly let go. It was decided that
the complement would be adequate with only one replacement.
The berth went to William Bakewell, a twenty-six-yeur-old Ca-
nadian who had lost his ship in nearby Montevideo, Uruguay.
He arrived with a stocky cightcen-year-old shipmate, Perce
Blackboro, who was hired temporarily as the cook’s helper dur-
ing the Endurance’s stay in Buenos Aires.

Mecanwhile, Frank Hurley, the official photographer, had ar-
rived from Australia. Hurley had been on Sir Douglas Mawson's
last expedition to the Antarctic, and Shackleton had hired him
solely on the basis of the reputation he had achieved as a result
of his work there.

Finally, the last official members of the expedition came on
board—sixty-nine sledge dogs that had been purchased in Can-
ada and shipped to Buenos Aires. They were kenncled in stalls
built along the main deck amidships.

The Endurance sailed from Buenos Aires at 10:30 A.M. on
October 26 for her last port of call, the desolate island of South
Georgia off the southern tip of South America. She proceeded
out the ever-widening mouth of the River Platte, and dropped her
pilot the next morning at the Recalada Lightship. By sunset the
land had dropped from sight.

chapter

They were on their way at last, really on their way, and Shackle-
ton was immensely relicved. The long years of preparation were
over ... the begging, the hypocrisy, the finagling, all were fin-



Shackleton’s Incredible Voyage 23

ished. The simple act of sailing had carried him beyond the
world of reversals, frustrations, and inanities. And in the space
of a few short hours, lifc had been reduced from a highly complex
existence, with a thousand petty problems, to onc of the barcst
simplicity in which only one real task remained—the achieve-
ment of the goal.

In his diary that night, Shackleton summed up his feelings:
“. .. now comes the actual work itsclf . . . the fight will be good.”

Among some men in the forecastle, however, there was more
a mounting air of tension than of relicf. The crew list carried the
names of twenty-scven men, including Shackleton. Actually
there were twenty-eight men on board. Bakewell, the seaman
who had joined the Endurance at Buenos Aires, had conspired
with Walter How and Thomas McLcod to smuggle his pal, Perce
Blackboro, on board. As the Endurance rose to the increasing
swell from the opcn ocean, Blackboro half crouched behind the
oilskins in Bakewell's locker. Fortunatcly, there was a great deal
to be done on deck, so that most of the forecastle hands were
employed elsewhcre and Bakewell could periodically slip below
to give Blackboro a bite of food or a drink of water.

Early thc next morning, the three conspirators decided their
time had come; the ship was too far from land to turn back. So
Blackboro, who by now was severely cramped, was transferred
to the locker assigned to Ernest Holness, a fireman who was due
to come off watch shortly. Holness arrived, opened his locker,
saw two fect protruding from under his oilskins, and hurried back
to the quarterdeck. He found Wild on watch and told him of his
discovery. Wild immediatcly went forward and hauled Blackboro
out of the locker. He was brought before Shackleton.

Few men could be more forbidding than Ernest Shackleton in
a rage, and now, squarely facing Blackboro, his huge shoulders
hunched, Shackleton berated the young Welsh stowaway merci-
lessly. Blackboro was terrified. Bakewell, How, and McLeod,
standing helplessly by, never had expected anything of this na-
ture. But then, at the height of his tirade, Shackleton paused
abruptly and put his face up close to Blackboro’s. “Finally,” he
thundered, “if we run out of food and anyone has to be eaten, you
will be first. Do you understand?”
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A smile slowly spread over Blackboro’s round, boyish face,
and he nodded. Shackleton turned to Worsley and suggested that
he assign Blackboro to help Green in the galley.

The Endurance arrived at the Grytviken whaling station on
South Georgia on November 5, 1914. Depressing ncws was wait-
ing. Ice conditions in the Weddell Sea, while never good, were
the worst they had cever been in the memory of the Norwegian
whaling skippers operating in the area. Several of them predicted
it would be impossible to get through, and some even tried to dis-
suade Shackleton from trying until the following season. Shackle-
ton decided to remain at South Georgia for a time in the hope
that the situation would improve.

The whalers were especially interested in the expedition, be-
cause their first-hand knowledge of the Antarctic seas gave them
a very real appreciation of the problems Shacklcton faced. More-
over, the arrival of the Endurance was an occasion at South
Georgia; ordinarily there was very little in the way of diversion
at this southernmost outpost of civilization. Therc were a number
of parties on board the ship. and the whalers reciprocated with
gatherings of their own ashore.

Most of the crew were entertained at the home of Fridtjof
Jacobsen, the manager of the Grytviken whaling station, and
Shackleton even made a fifteen-mile trip to Stromness where he
was the guest of Anton Andcrsen, the off-season factory manager
there.

While Shackleton was at Stromness, the regular factory man-
ager, Thoralf Serlle, returncd from his vacation in Norway.
Sgrlle was a powerfully built man of thirty-eight, with dark hair
and a handsome handlebar mustache. In his sca-going days,
Sprile had been perhaps the best harpooner in all the Norwegian
whaling fleet, and he had vast knowledge of polar ice navigation.
During the following month, Shackleton drew upon the experi-
ence of S¢rlle and many of the whaling captains to form an over-
all picture of the movements of ice in the Weddell Sea. In the
end, this is what he had learned:

The Weddell Sea was roughly circular in shape, hemmed in by
three land masses: the Antarctic continent itself, the Palmer
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Peninsula, and the islands of the South Sandwich group. Conse-
quently much of the ice that formed in the Weddell Sca was held
there, prevented by the encircling land from escaping into the
open occan where it might have melted. The winds in the area
were light, by Antarctic standards, and not only failed to drive
the ice away, but even allowed new ice to form at all seasons of
the year, even summer. Finally, a strong prevailing current mov-
ing in a clockwise direction tended to drive the ice in an immense
semicircle, packing it tightly against the arm of the Palmer Pen-
insula on the western side of the sca.

But their destination was Vahsel Bay, more or less on the op-
posite shore. There was thus reason to hope that the ice might be
carried away from that particular stretch of coast by the prevail-
ing winds and currents. With luck, they might slip in behind
the worst of the ice along this lec shore.

Shackleton decided to skirt the northeast perimcter of the
Weddell Sea and its evil pack and hope that thcy would find the
coast in the vicinity of Vahsel Bay icc-free.

They waited through December 4, hoping that the supply ship
for the whaling station would arrive with the Jast mail from home
before they sailed. But it didn't, so at 8:45 A.M. on December
5, 1914, the Endurance weighed anchor and proceceded slowly
out of Cumberlund Bay. When she had cleared Barff Point, the
command “Sail stations!” rang out. The mizzen, main, and fore-
sails were set, then the fore topsail and royalsail were braced
before the freshening northwest wind. A raw, numbing mixture
of drizzle, slect, and snow was driving across the leaden sea.
Shackleton ordered Worsley to set an easterly course for the
South Sandwich group. Two hours after the Endurance had
sailed, the supply ship arrived with their mail on board.

The Endurance skirted the coast of South Georgia, running
before a high following sea. The ship herself presented an appall-
ing sight. Sixty-nine quarrelsome huskies were tied forward;
several tons of coal were heaped on the deck midships; and up in
the rigging hung a ton of whale meat for use as dog food. It
dripped blood constantly, spattering the deck and keeping the
dogs in a near frenzy of anticipation hoping a piece would fall.
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The first land sighted was Saunders Island in the South Sand-
wich group, and at 6 p.M. on December 7, the Endurance passed
between it and the Candlemas Volcano. There, for the first time,
she encountered the enemy.

It was only a small patch of light stream ice which the ship
negotiated without difficulty. But two hours later they came up
against a band of heavy pack ice several feet thick and a half
mile wide. Clear water was visible on the other side, but it would
have been extremely dangerous to push into the pack with the
heavy swecll that was running.

So for more than twelve hours they searched along the edge
of it until, at ninc o’clock the next morning, they found what ap-
peared to be a safe passage, and they started through, with the
engines at dead slow. Several times the Endurance smashed
head-on into floes, but no damage was done.

Like most of the othcrs on board, Worsley had never seen
polar pack ice before, and he was tremendously impressed by it,
especially the excitement of dodging large floes.

They passed a number of very large bergs, some of them more
than a milc square, which presented a majestic sight as they rode
the swell with the seas brcaking against their sides and leaping
high into the air, like surf pounding against cliffs. The action of
the sea had worn huge ice caverns in many of the bergs, and each
breaking wave produced a decp booming sound as it rolled into
one of these ice-bluc caves. Also, there was the hoarse, rhythmic
wash of the seas bursting against the graceful, undulating pack
as it rode the steep swell.

For two days they sailed east, skirting the edge of the pack,
before they were finally able to turn south toward Vahsel Bay
at midnight on Deccmber 11.

The Endurance twisted and squirmed her way through the
pack for nearly two weeks, but it was progress of a stop-and-go
sort. Frequently she was barely able to push her way through,
and sometimes she was stopped altogether, and had to heave to
until the ice loosened.

In an open sea she could make 10 to 11 knots without the
aid of sails, and could easily have covered 200 miles a day. But
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by midnight of December 24, her average daily run was less
than 30 miles.

Before lcaving South Georgia, Shackleton had estimated that
they would be ashore by the end of December. But they had not
yet even crossed the Antarctic Circle, though the summer had
already officially begun. It was now light twenty-four hours a
day; the sun disappcared only briefly near midnight, leaving pro-
longed, magnificent twilight. Often during this period, the phe-
nomenon of an “ice shower,” caused by the moisture in the air
freezing and scttling to earth, lent a fairyland atmosphere to the
scene. Millions of dclicate crystals, frequently thin and needle-
like in shape, descended in sparkling beauty through the twilight
air.

And though the pack in every direction appeared to stretch
in endless desolation, it abounded with life. Finner, humpback,
and huge blue whales, some of them a hundred fect long, sur-
faced and sported in the leads of open water between the floes.
There were killer whales, too, who thrust their ugly, pointed
snouts above the surface of the ice to look for whatever prey
they might upset into the water. Overhead, giant albatross, and
several species of petrels, fulmars, and terns wheeled and dipped.
On the ice itself, Weddell and crabeater seals were a common
sight as they lay slecping.

And there were penguins, of course. Formal, stiff-necked em-
perors, who watched in dignified silence as the ship sailed past
them. But there was nothing dignified about the little Adélies.
They were so friendly they would flop down on their bellies and
toboggan along, pushing with their feet and croaking what
sounded like “Clark! Clark!” . . . especially, it seemed, if Robert
Clark, the gaunt and taciturn Scottish biologist, happened to be
at the wheel.

In spite of the disappointing progress, they celebrated Christ-
mas festively. The wardroom was decorated with bunting, and
they had an excellent dinner of soup, herring, jugged hare, plum
pudding, and sweets, washed down with stout and rum. After-
ward there was a hearty songfest, with Hussey playing a one-
stringed violin he had made himself. That night before he
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turned in, Greenstreet recorded the day’s events in his diary, con-
cluding the entry with these words:

“Here endeth another Christmas Day. I wonder how and under
what circumstances our next one will be spent. Temperature 30
degrees.”

He would have becn shocked could he have guessed.

But the coming of the New Year of 1915 brought some
changes in the pack. Sometimes they were hemmed in on all
sides by dense, hummocky old floes. Yet more and more often
they found only brittle young ice in their path, and they raced
ahcead, hardly even slowed by it.

At 11:30 A.M. on January 9, they passed closc to a berg so
magnificent they gave it a name: The Rampart Berg. It towered
150 fect into the air, more than twice the height of the Endur-
ance’s mainmast. So close did they come to it that looking down
into the indigo water they saw it stretching away bencath them,
40 fcet below the keel of the ship, and going ever deeper, a
thousand feet beneath them, Worsley estimated, becoming bluer
and bluer until they could see it no more. And just bcyond it
was the dark, rolling, ice-free ocean, stretching to the horizon.
They were through the pack.

“We feel.” said Worsley, “as pleased as Balboa when, having
burst through the forest of the Isthmus of Darien [Panamal, he
beheld the Pacific.”

They set a course of south by east and ran at full speed for 100
carefrce miles through open water with whales sporting and
blowing on all sides. At 5 p.M. on January 10, they sighted land
which Shackleton named the Caird Coast in honor of the expe-
dition’s principal backer. By midnight they were stcaming west
in the twilight 500 fcet off a succession of 1,000-foot ice cliffs,
collectively termed “the barrier.”

The Endurance was now about 400 miles northeast of Vahsel
Bay, and Shackleton headcd her in that direction. For five days
they ran paralle]l with the barrier, and their progress was excel-
lent. By January 15, they were within 200 miles of Vahsel Bay.

At about 8 A.M. on the sixteenth, heavy pack was sighted
ahead from the masthead. They reached it at eight-thirty, and
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saw that it was kept from moving by a number of giant bergs that
were grounded on a shoal. They furled sail and proceeded under
steam along the edge of the pack looking for a way through, but
none could be found. Toward noon, the wind freshened from
the ENE, and by mid-afternoon was blowing a gale. At 8 p.M.,
when they saw that no real progress could be made, they took
shelter under the lee of a large grounded berg.

The gale continued on the seventeenth, and even increased in
intensity. Though the sky overhead was blue, clear, dense clouds
of snow driven off the land filled the air. The Endurance dodged
back and forth, keeping under the sheltering protection of the
berg.

The northeast gale began to moderate about 6 A.M. on Jan-
uary 18, so they set the topsail and proceeded south with the
engines at slow. Most of the pack had blown away to the south-
west leaving only a small amount trapped by the stranded bergs.
They made their way through it for about 10 miles until at 3
P.M., they ran into the main body of the pack once more, stretch-
ing from the face of the barrier away to the northwest as far as
could be seen. But dead ahcad the dark strcak of a so-called
water sky held promise of a large patch of open ocean. They de-
cided to work through the pack, and the Endurance cntered it at
Se.Mm.

Almost immediately they realized that this was a different sort
of ice from anything encountcred before. The floes were thick but
very soft, and consisted mostly of snow. They floated in a soupy
sea of mushy brash ice composed of ground-up floes and lumps
of snow. The mass of it closed in around the ship like pudding.

At 7 ».M., Greenstreet headed the Endurance between two
large floes toward a pool of open water. Halfway along, the ship
got mired in the brash and then another floe closed in behind her.
Even with the engines at full speed ahead, it took her two hours
to push her way through. What secmed like a routine decision was
recorded in Worsley's log: “We thercfore lie to for a while to
see if the Pack opens at all when this N.E. wind ceases.”

But it was six cold, cloudy days until, on January 24, the
northeasterly gale dropped off. By then, the ice was packed
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snugly around the Endurance in every direction as far as the eye
could sec.

And Worsley wrote in his log: “We must possess ourselves in
patience till a Southerly gale occurs, or the ice opens of its own
swect will.”

But no southerly gale occurred—nor did the ice open of its
own sweet will. At midnight on January 24, a crack 15 feet wide
appeared about 50 yards ahead of the ship. By mid-morning the
crack was a quarter of a mile across. A full head of steam was
raised, all sails set, and the engines put full speed ahcad in an
attempt to break through to the crack. For three hours the ship
leaned against the ice with all her might—and never moved a
foot.

The Endurance was beset. As Orde-Lees, the storekeeper, put
it, “frozen, like an almond in the middle of a chocolate bar.”

chapter 4

What had happened was simple enough. The northerly gale had
compressed and crowded the whole Weddell Sea pack against the
face of the land, and no force on earth could open up the ice
again—except another gale from the opposite direction. But in-
stead of southcrly gales, there were only very moderate winds.
Worsley's diary tells the story of day aftcr day of waiting for the
gale that never came: “Light SW breeze”. ... “Mod. Eastlly
breeze”. . .. “Gentle SW breeze”. . .. “Calm and light airs”. ...
“Light West'ly breezes.”

It was a chance, a freak. A hard northerly gale—then quiet
cold.

Among the men the realization that the Endurance was really
beset for good came very slowly—like a kind of creeping resigna-
tion—a bad dream from which there was no waking. Anxiously
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they watched each day, but the face of the pack remained sub-
stantially unchanged.

The story again was told in their diaries. Dour old Chippy
McNeish, the carpenter, wrote at the end of the gale on January
24.

“Still fast & no sign of any opening. The pressure is still a
serious business & if we don’t get out of it soon I would not give
much chance of ever getting away from here. . . .”

On the twenty-fifth: “Still fast. We tricd to cut away the ice to
relieve the ship, but it was no use....”

On the twenty-sixth: “Still fast. The water has opened out a
bit ahead of us, but the floe we are in is still as sound as ever. . . .”

The twenty-seventh: “Still fast. We had another trial to break
the ice . . . gave it up.”

The twenty-cighth: “Temperature 6°. Very cold. Still fast & no
signs of any change.”

The twenty-ninth: “Still fast . . . no signs of any change.”

The thirticth: “Still fast. .. .”

The thirty-first: “Still fast. . ..”

Nevertheless, full watches were maintained, and the ship’s
business was carricd out as ever. On January 31, they made the
first attempt to use their radio. It was a battery-powered affair,
capablc only of receiving spark transmission messages in Morse
code. Tts intended function was to pick up time checks for the
chronometers and news programs which were to be broadcast to
them on the first of each month from the Falkland Islands, now
1,650 miles away.

In view of the distance to the transmitter, Hubert Hudson, the
navigator, and Reginald James, the expedition’s academic-
minded young physicist, did all they could to increase the range
of the set. They attached an extra 180 fect of wire to the an-
tenna, and soldered all the joints to improve the connections.

At three-twenty the following morning, a small group of men
gathered around the receiver in the wardroom. They fussed with
the dials for more than an hour, but as everyone cxpected, all
they heard was static. There was, in fact, a notable lack of in-
terest in the radio, primarily because it was considered not only
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a novelty but an unserviceable one. In 1914, radio was barely
out of the infant stage, at least as far as long distance reception
was concerned. Nobody on board the Endurance expected very
much of it, and thcy were neither surprised nor disappointed
when their expectations were realized. Had the radio included a
transmitter so that they could have broadcast news of their
plight and position, the attitude of the crew might have been very
diffcrent.

Two or three times carly in February they tried to frce the
ship when cracks developed reasonably close to her, but these
attempts failed complctely. Then, on February 14, an exccllent
lcad of water opened a quarter of a mile ahead of the ship.
Steam was hurriedly raised and all hands were ordcred onto the
ice with saws, chisels, picks, and any other tools that could be
used to cut a lanc through the floes.

The Endurance lay in a pool of young ice only about a foot or
two thick. This was systematically sawed and rafted away to
give the ship room to batter at the flocs ahead. The crew started
work at 8:40 a.M.. and worked throughout the day. By midnight
they had carved out a channel about 150 yards long.

Early the next morning. the men resumed the cffort, working
more desperately to reach the lane of water before it closed. The
ship was cased astern as far as she would go, then thrown full
speed ahcad toward the floes. A V-shaped slot had been sawed
in the ice so that the bow of the ship might split the floc more
easily.

Again and again, she slammed into the ice, throwing a
wave of water up over the floe, then staggered and rolled and
slipped backward. Each time she bit off a little more. The crew
on the icc hurricdly threw wirc hawsers around each chunk. some
of them weighing more than 20 tons, and the Endurance, going
full speed astern, dragged thcm back and away in preparation
for another run. But she never had a really good crack at the
floes ahead. There was always too much loosc ice floating around
her and freezing up. It slowed her repeated onslaughts and soft-
ened all her blows.

At 3 p.M., after she had smashed one-third of the way
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through the 600-yard ice field leading to the open water, it was
decided that the expenditure of coal and effort was useless. The
remaining 400 yards of ice was 12 to 18 feet thick, and Shackle-
ton, abandoning hope of getting through, ordered the fires let
down.

Still the crew refused to give up and during their watches
turned out on the ice to continue cutting away at it. Even frail
Charlie Green, the cook, hurried through his bread-making
to join his shipmates trying to saw the ship clear.

But by midnight the volunteers themsclves could no longer
deny the hopelessness of the task, and they returned to the ship.
Green made hot porridge for all hands to warm them up before
they turned in. The temperature was 2 degrecs above zero.

Greenstreet, always plain-spoken and never one to dodge the
issue, summed up the general feeling in his diary that night. In a
tired hand, he wrote: “Anyway, if we do get jambed here for
the winter we shall have the satisfaction of knowing that we did
our darnest to try & get out.”

Their time was running out. They noticed the approaching
end of the Antarctic summer on February 17 when the sun,
which had shone twenty-four hours a day for two months, dipped
beneath the horizon for the first time at midnight.

At last on February 24 Shackleton admitted that the possi-
bility of getting free could no longer be seriously considered.
The sea watches were canceled and a system of night watchmen
was instituted.

Shackleton’s order merely made official what long before
they had all come to accept: they would have to winter on board
the ship—with whatever that might bring. Word of Shackleton’s
decision was passed along routincly by Wild—and if anything, it
was almost welcome. The end of sea watches mcant that at least
the men could slecp all night.

For Shackleton, however, it was another matter. He was tor-
mented by thoughts, both of what had happencd and of what
might happen. Hindsight now told him that if he had landed
the transcontinental party on one of the places they had passed
along the barrier, they would at least have been ashore, ready to
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strike out for the Pole thc next spring. But no onc could have
forescen the disastrous chain of events that had brought them
to their present predicament—unseasonable northerly gales, then
calms and subzero temperatures.

Nor was there now any chance of landing the party that was to
cross the continent. The drift of the pack since the Endurance
was besct had carried them to within about 60 miles of Vahsel
Bay—a tantalizingly short distance, it would scem. But 60
miles over hummocky ice with God knows how many impassable
tracks of open water in betwecen, carrying at least a year's sup-
ply of rations and equipment, plus the Jumber for a hut—and
all this bchind sledges drawn by ill-conditioned and untrained
dogs. No, 60 miles could be a very long way, indecd.

Even had there been no obstacle to putting the transcontinen-
tal party ashore, this was hardly the time for the leader of an
expedition to forsake his ship and leave others to see her
through—assuming she would get through. She would drift—to
the west, probably, under the prevailing winds and currents.
But how far? And to where? And what would happen when
the break-up came in the spring? Clearly, Shackleton’s duty lay
aboard the Endurance. But that realization did not lesscn the
bitterness of the fact that the Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedi-
tion’s chances of succeeding, while always uncertain, were now a
thousand times more problematical.

He was careful, however, not to betray his disappointment to
the mcn, and he cheerfully supervised the routine of readying
the ship for the long winter’s night ahead.

The dogs were removed to the floes and individual “dogloos”
built for them of blocks of ice and snow. Warm winter clothing
was issued to all hands, and work was begun to transfer the
officers and scicntists from their regular wardroom area in the
deckhouse to warmer quarters in the between-deck storage area.
They moved in carly in March and christened their new quar-
ters “The Ritz.”

The conversion of the Endurance from a ship into a kind of
floating shore station brought with it a marked slowdown in the
tempo of life. There simply wasn’t much for the men to do. The
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winter schedule required of them only about three hours’ work
a day, and the rest of the time they were free to do what they
wanted.

Their only really vital task was to lay in a large supply of meat
and blubber. The meat was needed to feed both men and dogs
over the winter, the blubber to be used as fuel to make up for
the overexpenditure of coal on the trip south.

During Fcbruary it was easy. The floes in every direction
teemed with life. Somctimes they could see as many as 200 seals
from the masthead, and it was simple to harvest the number
needed. Approached quictly, the seals rarely attempted to get
away. Like the penguins, they were devoid of fear when on the
ice since thc only encmices they knew—sea leopards and killer
whales—were creaturcs of the sea.

However, with the coming of March, when the days grew
shorter, the number of animals dropped off noticeably as the
seals and penguins migrated north, following the sun. Toward
the end of the month, only an occasional maverick seal could
be seen—and sharp cyes were needed for that.

Frank Worsley, now universally called “Wuzzles,” had those
sharp cyes. He became the chief game spotter because his re-
markable vision enabled him to pick out seals at distances up
to three and a half miles from the crow’s nest. To help him at
his task, he accumulated a collection of equipment which he
hung around his perch aloft—tclescopes, binoculars, a mega-
phone, and a large flag for use in signaling the direction of the
quarry or to warn the hunting parties if there were killer whales
near them. Little Frank Wild was usually the exccutioner. Fol-
lowing Worsley's directions, he walked or skied out to where
the seal was lying and shot it in the head.

The hardest part of the operation was getting the seal back
to the ship, since many of them weighed 400 pounds and more.
But there was always a struggle to get the job done as quickly
as possible so that the seal wouldn't cool off beforc it arrived.
While the flesh was warm, the men who skinned and butchercd
the carcass didn’t get their hands frostbitten.

During this period the physical condition of the dogs caused
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considerable anxiety. One after another of them fell sick and
wasted away. On April 6, a dog named Bristol had to be shot,
bringing to fifteen the total number of dogs lost since they
sailed from South Georgia. Of the original sixty-nine, only
fifty-four remained, and scveral of these were in a bad way.

The two doctors—young Macklin and Mcllroy, the senior
surecon—performed post mortems on each dog and discovered
that the majority of them suffered from huge red worms, often
a foot or more long, in their intestines. Furthermore, there was
nothing that could be done to cure the sick animals. One of the
few items the expedition had failed to bring from England was
worm powder.

The loss of the fifteen dogs had been partly made up, in
numbers if not in pulling power, by the arrival of two litters of
puppies. Eight of the newcomers survived, and it soon became
apparent that they were as nondescript as their parents—though
considerably more good-natured.

The older dogs were vicious—toward each other, toward their
drivers, and espccially toward any seals or penguins they might
meet on a training run. They were not pure-bred huskies in the
present day sensc. Rather they were a rag-tag collection of short-
haired, long-haired, snubby-nosed, pointed-nosed beasts. Born
in the remoter wilds of Canada, they had a basic sledging in-
stinct and a resistance to cold weather, but little else.

In dealing with them, the only technique that secmed to work
was a demonstration of physical superiority. On several occasions
one dog might have killed another if somebody hadn’t stepped
in and stopped the fight by a simple show of strength. Macklin,
though a gentle individual by nature, developed a technique that
was more ecffective than almost any amount of effort with a
whip. He simply struck the aggressor dog a thudding uppercut
under the jaw with his mittened fist. No harm was done, and the
animal invariably was stunned into letting go its hold.

Early in April, Shackleton decided that permanent dog drivers
should be assigned with full responsibility for their teams. These
posts were allotted to Macklin, Wild, Mcllroy, Crean, Marston,
and Hurley.
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Once the teams had been parceled out and were training
regularly, the whole crew developed a great interest in the dogs.
There was keen competition each day for the positions of as-
sistants to the sledge drivers. These training sessions were also
put to the practical purpose of sledging scal carcasses back to
the ship on the infrequent occasions when scals were killed. But
these occasions, unfortunately, were becoming very infrequent in-
deed.

Nevertheless, by April 10, the party had accumulated 5,000
pounds of meat and blubber. Shackleton calculated that this
would last ninety days, and would eliminate the need to dip
into their supply of tinned and dried provisions until the middle
of the Antarctic night, which was approaching very rapidly.
At below-zero temperatures, they had no worries about food
spoilage: fresh meat was automatically frozen.

Throughout April, the sun sank lower cach day, gradually
shortening the hours of light. Though the pack remained gener-
ally quiet, their observations showed that the entire mass was on
the move as a unit. It began slowly. During February, when
they were newly bescet, the pack had crept almost imperceptibly
westward, parallel with the coast. Early in March, it gradually
turned to the wNw and gained speed. In April, it swung due
northwest and moved at an average spced for the month of 2%
miles a day. On May 2, their position showed a total northwest
drift since the end of February of 130 miles. The Endurance was
one microcosmic speck. 144 feet long and 25 feet wide, em-
bedded in nearly onc million square miles of icc that was slowly
being rotated by the irresistible clockwise sweep of the winds and
currents of the Weddell Sea.

Early in May the sun appcared over the horizon for the last
time, then slowly dropped from sight—and the Antarctic night
began. It did not happen all at once: the gradually diminishing
dusk grew shorter and less intense each day.

For a time a hazy, dcceiving half-light remained, and the
stark outline of the ship could be seen against the horizon. But
it was difficult to perceive distances. Even the ice underfoot grew
strangely indistinct so that walking became hazardous. A man
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could drop into an unseen hollow or collide with a hummock
thinking it was still a dozen yards away.

But before long even the half-light disappeared—and they
were left in darkness.

chapter

In all the world there is no desolation more complete than the
polar night. It is a return to the Ice Age—no warmth, no life,
no movement. Only those who have experienced it can fully
apprcciatec what it means to be without the sun day after day
and week aftcr week. Few men unaccustomed to it can fight off
its effccts altogether, and it has driven some men mad.

By coincidence, the man who had once bcen a partner in
the Endurance, M. le Baron de Gerlache, had himself been beset
in the Weddell Sea aboard a vessel called the Belgica in 1899.
With the coming of the night, the Belgica’s crew became in-
fected with a strange melancholy. As the weeks went by this
slowly deepened into depression and then despair. In time they
found it almost impossible to concentrate or even to eat. In
order to offset the terrifying symptoms of insanity thecy saw in
themselves, they took to walking in a circle around the ship.
The routc came to be known as “madhouse promenade.”

One man died of a heart ailment brought on partly by his un-
reasoning terror of the darkness. Another was seized with the
idea that the rest of the crew intended to kill him, and when-
ever he slept he squeezed himself into a tiny recess of the ship.
Still another gave way to hysteria which left him temporarily
deaf and dumb.

But there was very little depression on board the Endurance.
The coming of the polar night somehow drew the men closer to-
gether.

When the Endurance sailed from England, there could hardly
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have been a more heterogeneous collection of individuals. They
varied from Cambridge University dons to Yorkshire fishermen.
But after nine months of being together almost constantly and
living and working in the same close quarters, the men had
built up a backlog of shared experiences that offset the vast dif-
ferences between them. During these ninc months, the men on
board the Endurance had come to know one another very well
indeced. And with fcw exceptions, they had come to like one an-
other, too.

Nobody much thought of Blackboro as a stowaway any more.
The stocky dark-haired young Welshman was a regular member
of the crew now. Blackboro was an extremely quict individual
but nonethcless quick-witted and well liked, a cheerful, willing
shipmate, who helped Green in the galley.

They all knew Bobbic Clark, the biologist, to be a dour, hard-
working, almost humorless Scot. But they knew also that he
could be counted on to do his share and morec whencver all
hands were called to duty. He got cxcited only when the dredge
he lowered through the ice each day fetched up a new species of
creature for his collection of bottled specimens. The crew
once tricked him into great excitement by placing some picces
of cooked spaghetti in one of his jars of formaldchyde. Clark
kept his own counscl, and never mentioned to a single man any-
thing about his personal life.

Tom Crean—tall, almost gaunt—was cxactly what he ap-
peared to be—a heavy-handed sailorman, forthright and tactless,
who spoke with a sailorman’s rough vocabulary. He was cer-
tainly not a very warm personality, but he knew the sea and he
knew his job, and the others respected him for it. Shackleton
was personally quite fond of Crean. He liked the big Irishman’s
willingness. Shackleton also put a high valuc on discipline, and
Crean, after years in the Royal Navy, regarded an order as some-
thing to be obeyed without question. Nor was Crean above giv-
ing Shackleton a bit o’ the blarney occasionally.

When it came to Charlie Green, the cook, there was a wide-
spread feeling that he was a little “crackers,” or daft, because of
his disorganized and seemingly scatterbrained mannerisms. They
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oelled him Chef or Cookie—or sometimes Doughballs because
of his high, squeaky voice and because he had in fact lost a
testicle in an accident. They poked fun at him on the surface,
but underneath there was a fundamental respect, and a fondness,
too. Few men were more conscientious. While the others worked
only three hours a day, Green was busy in the galley from early
morning until long after supper at night.

Green was occasionally the victim of the almost merciless
ribbing that all ships™ cooks everywhere are subjected to, but he
had his jokes, too. Two or threc times, when some crewman’s
birthday was to be cclebrated, he produced a cuke for the occa-
sion. One proved to be a blown-up toy balloon which he had
carcfully frosted, and another was a block of wood, daintily cov-
cred with icing.

Hudson, the navigator, was a peculiar sort. He mcant well, all
richt, but he was just a little dull. He owed his nickname—
Buddha—to a practical joke he had fallen for once while the
ship was at South Georgia. The men had convinced him that
there was to be a costume party ashore ... and any man who
had scen South Georgiu with his own eyes—its glaciers and
rugeed mountains, the stink of whale entrails rotting in the
harbor—and who could belicve it to be the scene of a costume
party ... but Hudson did. They got him to remove most of
his clothing and they dressed him in a bedsheet. Then they tied
the lid of a teapot on his head with picces of ribbon running
under his chin. Thus attired, he was rowed to shore, shivering in
the icy blusts that howled down off the mountains. A party was
held at the home of the whaling factory manager. But when
Hudson walked in, he was most assuredly the only one in cos-
tume.

In any practical joke such as this, the men knew that the one
to look for was Leonard Hussey, the meteorologist. A slightly
built little fellow in his carly twenties, Husscy was universally
liked for his unfailing good humor. He had a sharp, satiric
tongue, but he could take a joke against himself without losing
his good spirits. It was not always casy to get the best of Hussey in
an exchange of wits, though. They liked him, too, because he
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played the zither banjo and was willing to strike up a tune when:
ever anybody wanted to sing. Hussey’s name was corrupted into
a variety of nicknames—Hussbert, Hussbird, and just plain Huss.

A great many of the men looked on Mcllroy, one of the sur-
geons, as a man of the world. He was a handsome, aristocratic-
looking individual, slightly older than most of the others, and
they immensely enjoyed listcning to his tales of past conquests.
Mcllroy could be bitingly sarcastic, but the others admired him
for it. It secmed to go along with his cosmopolitan nature, and
there was ncver any malice in what he said. They called him
Mick.

Gceorge Marston, the expedition’s artist, was a moody fellow,
up onc day and down the next. He was unique among them in
that he worried outwardly about the future, whereas almost
everybody else was confident that everything was going to be all
right. But Marston, whenever he was fecling downcast, would
brood over his wife and children at home. His attitude was not
improved by Shackleton’s obvious and increcasing dislike for him.
It was one of those inexplicable things. Perhaps Marston’s un-
easiness itsell was at fault. Shackleton seemed to fear that this
attitude would spread to other men. But, apart from his change-
able nature and the fact that he was not overly eager to turn out
for work, Marston was well liked by most.

Among the forccastle hands, the seamen and firemen. the only
outstanding individual was John Vincent, a young, ambitious
bully. He was quite short, but ruggedly built and much stronger
than any of the other seamen. And he sought to use his superior
strength to dominate his shipmates by intimidation. He insisted
on being served first at mealtimes so that he could pick the best
portion, and when grog was issued, he always managed to get
more than his sharc. The other seamen not only disliked him
personally, they had very little respect for his abilities aboard
ship. Vincent had been in the Navy, but most of his experience
at sea had been aboard trawlers in the North Sca. Unlike How,
Bakewell, and McLcod, who had served for years aboard square
riggers, Vincent had had no previous experience in sail. Never-
theless, he had his eyc on the vacant post of boatswain, and he
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felt that the best way to get it was to demonstrate a capacity for
tyranny. After a time the forecastle hands got fed up, and How,
a soft-spoken, agreeable, and extremcly competent little chap.
went to Shackleton and complained. Shackleton immediately
sent for Vincent. Though it is not known what Shackleton told
him. Vincent's attitude was considerably less domineering after
that.

It was remarkable that there were not more cases of friction
among the men, especially after the Antarctic night set in. The
gathering darkness and the unpredictable weather limited their
activities to an ever-constricting area around the ship. There was
very little to occupy them, and they were in closer contact with
one another than ever. But instead of getting on each other’s
nerves, the entire party seemed to become more close-knit.

Early in the winter. George Marston and Frank Wild decided
to give each other haircuts. Before they were through, they had
shaved off all their hair with the ship’s barber clippers. The next
evening the fever had sprcad throughout the crew. Everyone,
including Shackleton, had his hair trimmed down to the scalp.

After that, there were many pranks. The following evcning,
Wild appeared for supper with his face buried in the neck of his
jersey. revcaling only the top of his shaved head, on which Mars-
ton had painted what Greenstreet described as an “imbecilic look-
ing Johnny.”

And the next night “Wuzzles” Worsley was put on trial for
“robbing a Presbyterian church of a trouser button out of the
offertory bag and having turned the same to base and ignoble
use.” The proccedings were long and disorderly. Wild was the
judge, James the prosecuting attorney, and Orde-Lees the de-
fense attorncy. Greenstreet and Mcllroy gave testimony against
the defendant, but when Worsley promised to buy the judge a
drink after the trial, Wild charged the jury to find the defendant
innocent. Neverthcless, Worsley was found guilty on the first bal-
lot.

Besides these spontaneous affairs, there was a regular series
of social occasions. Each Saturday night bcfore the men turned
in a ration of grog was issued to all hands, followed by the toast,
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“To our swecthearts and wives.” Invariably a chorus of voices
added, “May they never meet.”

On Sunday evenings the men listened to music from the hand-
crank phonograph for an hour or two as they lay in their bunks
or wrotc up their diarics. But the playing of the phonograph was
limited because of a shortage of ncedles. Five thousand had been
ordered in England, but Wild, in sending off the requisition, had
failed to specify the word “gramophone.” Only long after the ship
had sailed did Orde-Lees, the storekeeper, discover they had five
thousand extra sewing ncedles, and only a small package of the
phonograph variety.

Then once each month all hands gathered in the Ritz and
Frank Hurley, the photographer, delivered a “lantern chat”—a
slide-illustrated lecture on the places he had visited: Australia,
New Zcaland, the Mawson expedition. The favorite was one
called “Peeps in Java,” which featured waving palm trees and
native maidens.

The Ritz on nights like these was a cozy place. It had been
a cargo arca just below the main deck and aft of the crew’s
quarters in the forecastle. Then the stores and men traded places.
The supplies were moved to the wardroom area in the deckhouse,
and the men took over the hold. The area was about 35 feet long
and 25 feet wide, and McNeish had erected partitions to form
individual slecping cubicles for the officers and scientists. In the
center was a long table with a paraflin-burning lamp overhead.
Here they ate their meals, wrote their diaries, played cards,
and read. In one corner was a coal-burning stove which kept the
temperature inside quite comfortable. The Endurance's thick
sides were excellent insulation.

Outside, however, the weather was getting steadily worse.
Late in May the temperaturc dropped below zero, and stayed
there. During the first half of June, the average rcading was
—17 degrees. But the scene from the deck of the Endurance was
often fantastically beautiful. In clear weather, if the moon was
out, it swept in bold, high circles through the starlit skies for
days on end, casting a soft, pale light over the floes. At other
times, there were breathtaking displays of the aurora australis,



44 ENDURANCE

the Antarctic equivalent of the northern lights. Incredible sun-
bursts of grecn and bluc and silver shot up from the horizon into
the blue-black sky, shimmering, iridescent colors that glinted
off the rock-hard ice below. But apart from the increasing cold,
the weather remained remarkably stable and free from gales.

Toward the middle of June, at the blackest part of the winter,
a chance boast by Frank Hurley that he had the fastest tcam
resulted in a dog derby. Even at high noon when the race was
run, it was so dark out that the spectators at this “Antarctic
Sweepstakes™ couldn’t see the far end of the race course. Wild’s
team won, but Hurley claimed that he was carrying more weight
than Wild, and demanded a rematch. He later won when
Shackleton, who was riding as passenger on Wild's sledge, slipped
off going around a turn, and Wild was disqualificd.

The following night, cagy Dr. Mcllroy “brought to light” a
pair of dice he happened to find among his things. He first shook
with Greenstreet to see who would buy champagne when they
got home. Greenstrect lost. By that time scverul men had gath-
ered around the table in the Ritz, and in subsequent rolls of the
dice, an entirc cvening's entertainment was wagered. Wild got
stuck for buying the dinner. Mcllroy himself lost the roll for the
theater tickets, Hurley the after-theater supper, and parsimonious
“Jock” Wordie, the geologist, was committed to pay for the
taxis home.

They held a special celebration on Midwinter’s Day, June 22.
The Ritz was decked out with bunting and flags, and Hurlcy built
a stage of sorts which was lighted by a row of acetylene gas foot-
lights. Everyone gathered for the festivities at 8 p.M.

Shackleton, as chairman, introduced the participants. Orde-
Lees, the storckeeper, was dressed as a Methodist minister, the
“Rev. Bubbling-Love,” and he exhorted his listeners against the
wages of sin. James, as “Herr Professor von Schopenbaum,” de-
livered a lengthy lecture on the “Calorie.” Macklin recited a
tropical versc hc had written about “Captain Eno,” the effer-
vescent seafarer, who could have been no one but the effervescent
Worsley.

Greenstreet described the evening in his diary: “I think I
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laughed most over Kerr who dressed up as a tramp and sang
Spagoni the Toreador. He started several keys too high and not-
withstanding the accompanist, Hussey, who was vainly whisper-
ing ‘Lower! Lower!” and playing in a much lower key, he kept
going until he lost the tune altogether. When he came to the
word Spagoni he had forgotten the word so came out with
Stuberski the Toreador and had completely forgotten the chorus,
so simply saying, ‘He shall dic, he shall die, he shall die!” It was
killing and we laughed until the tears ran down our checks. Mc-
Ilroy dressed up as a Spanish girl and a very wicked looking one
at that, with very low evening dress and slit skirt showing a bare
leg above her stocking tops . . . gave the Danse Espagnol.”

Marston sang, Wild recited “The Wreck of the Hesperus,”
Hudson was a half-caste girl, Greenstrect was a red-nosed drunk,
and Rickenson was a London streetwalker.

The evening ended at midnight with a cold supper and a toast.
Then everyone sang, “God Save the King.”

And so the winter was half done.

chapter 6

The men’s thoughts began to turn to spring. the return of the
sun and warmth when the Endurance would break out of her
icy prison and they could make a new assault on Vahsel Bay.

Only once in the last part of June did they hear any sounds
of pressure. That was on the twenty-eighth, and Worsley de-
scribed it in his diary: “At times during the night a distant, rich,
dcep booming note is heard—changing at times to a long creak-
ing groan which seems to carry a menacing tone. It starts up
gradually but stops abruptly, and sounds best in the distance—
the greater the distance, the better the sound.”

But then on July 9, the barometer began to fall—very, very
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slowly. For five consecutive days, the reading slid downward:
29.79...29.61...29.48...29.39...29.25.

On the morning of July 14 the bottom fell out of the glass—
28.88. An ominous gloom came on about noon. The wind
backed to thc southwest and began to blow, though not much at
first. It wasn’t until 7 p.M. that the snow began to fall.

By two o’clock the following morning the whole ship vibrated
as the wind scrcamed through the rigging at 70 miles an hour.
The snow was like a sandstorm blown up from the pole. Noth-
ing could keep it out, though they lashed tarpaulins over the
hatches trying to scal them off. By noon it was impossible to see
much more than half the length of the ship. The temperature was
34 degrees below zero.

Shacklcton ordered that no man venture farther than the dog
kennels which were only a few feet from the ship. The men who
fed the dogs had to crawl on their hands and knees to keep
from being blown away. Within two minutes after leaving the
ship the blinding, suffocating snow blocked their eyes and
mouths.

On the Endurance’s lee side, the force of the wind eroded the
ice, leaving it grooved and channeled. On the windward side,
snowdrifts 14 feet high built up, weighing probably 100 tons
over-all. The floes alongside the ship bent downward under the
weight of it, and the ship herself, with the load she was carry-
ing, sank a foot.

On the following day the tempecrature dropped to —35 de-
grees, and the dogs were fed a half pound of lard each to help
them ward off the cold. After breakfast Shackleton ordered all
hands onto the ice to try to clcar the floes on the port side of
snow. The area around the kennels was becoming dangerously
weighted down, and he feared it might buckle under, carrying
the dogs with it.

All that night the blizzard raged; but on July 16 the snow
began to thin out and by early morning there werc patches of
clear sky overhead. In the faint glow of light at noon, newly
created pressure ridges could be seen in every dircction. They
looked like hedgerows separating different fields of ice. Against
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these, banks of snow had drifted, but otherwise the howling
wind had blown the surface of the ice free from snow and
polished it smooth.

Before the storm the pack had been almost one solid mass of
ice, but now it was broken into picces, and there was an area of
open water to the north.

It was a situation that made pressure inevitable. The ice, now
that it was twisted and broken up, provided ten million new
surfaces to catch the wind. And each floc was capable of move-
ment independent of the rest. The pack would move with the
wind, and a kind of behemothic momentum would be sct up
through the ice. The resulting force is called pressure—and it
began on July 21. Not against the ship hersclf, for she was in
the center of a thick, tough floe. But there were sounds of ice
working toward the south and southwest.

The noise continued all night and into the next morning.
After lunch Worsley decided to have a look around. He put on
his knitted helinet and watch coat, and climbed the ladder. Al-
most immediately he returned with the news that their floe had
cracked. There was a rush to grab Burberrys and helmets and
everyone dashed on deck. The crack was therc, about 2 feet wide,
running from the outer edge of the floe, where extreme pressure
had jumbled one slab on top of another, to within about 40 yards
of the Endurance’s port quarter. The sledges were immediately
brought on board and the sea watches set.

A breakup seemed imminent. They waited all that day and
into the night and all the next day. No breakup occurred. The
pressure could be heard all around, and occasionally they felt a
heavy shock transmitted through the ice, but still the Endurance
remained locked in the unbroken center of the floe. The crack on
the port quarter froze over, and as the days wore on without any
significant change in their situation, the sense of expectancy
diminished. The sea watches were canceled and sledging prac-
tice was resumed on a limited scale.

Each time a party went out, they came upon pressure, and
occasionally a demonstration of power the like of which they
had never witnessed before. On July 26, Greenstreet went with
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Wild’s team for a short run. Seeing some working ice, they
paused to watch. As they stood looking, a solid, blue-green floe
9 feet thick was driven against a neighboring floe, and together
they rose as casily as if they had been two picces of cork.

When he got back to the ship, Greenstreet wrote in his diary:
“Lucky for us if we don’t get any pressure like that against the
ship for I doubt whether any ship could stand a pressure that
will force blocks like that up.”

Among the other men, too, the feeling of security was rapidly
disappearing. After supper that night there was a somber quiet
in the Ritz. The whole party had been cheered by the sun’s re-
fracted image appearing over the horizon for one minute just
after noon. It was the first time they had seen it in seventy-nine
days. But it did not quite offset the gencral uncasiness.

McNeish, who was never one to dodge the issue, came straight
to the point in his diary that night:

“That [the sun} means a lot to us now as we will have more
daylight as we go along. We are looking for higher tempera-
tures now but we don’t want this floe to break up until there is
some open water for it would mean the ship being crushed if
we got adrift at present.”

Six days later, at 10 A.M. on August 1, while the dog drivers
were shoveling snow away from the kenncls, there was a tremble,
followed by a scraping, grinding sound and the Endurance rose
suddenly upward, then heeled to port and dropped back into
the water again, rolling slightly. The floe had broken and the
ship was free.

Shackleton was on deck immediately, followed by the rest of
the crew. Swiftly, he saw what was happening and he shouted to
get the dogs on board. All hands dropped onto the shuddering
floe alongside the ship and went among the dogs, wrenching their
chains out of the icc and hurrying them up the gangway. The
cntirc operation took only eight minutes.

It was just in time. As the gangway was being hoisted, the
ship moved violently forward and sideways, propelled by the
force of the ice driving in and under her. The stout old floe that
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had protected her so long became an attacker, battering her
sides and churning the little dogloos to bits against her.

The worst of the pressure was toward the bow, and all hands
watched in helpless anxiety as the floes below broke into frag-
ments, reared up, and were overlapped by other fragments which
smashcd into the greenhcart sheathing along the waterline.

It went on for fifteen agonizing minutes, and then, driven from
astern once more, the Endurance’s bow slowly climbed up onto
a floe ahead. The men could fecl her rise, and a spontaneous
shout of relief went up. For the moment, she was safe.

The ice near the ship remained under intense pressure until
shortly after noon, and then settled down. The Endurance re-
mained perched atop the ice, with a 5-degrce list to port. The
boats were cleared for lowering and all hands were instructed
to have their warmest clothing handy in case they should have
to “get out and walk.” But all remained quiet throughout the
afternoon and into the evening.

Worsley, after recording the day’s events, concluded the en-
try in his diary that evening: “If anything held the ship from
rising to such pressure she would crush up like an empty egg-
shell. The behavior of the dogs was splendid. . .. They seemed
to regard it as an entertainment we had got up for their benefit.”

During the night the wind picked up from the southwest, and
by morning it was blowing a gale. Thesc winds, compressing the
pack ahead of them, had been responsible for the pressure.

By morning, the chunks of ice around the ship had refrozen
into a solid mass. Curiously, in the general breakup, one large
section of the old floc had come through intact. But it had been
driven in against the ship and tilted up at a 45-degree angle so
that the well-worn sledge tracks in its surface were now running
uphill.

Most of the men were put to the task of building new kennels
on deck for the dogs. The job required several days’ work, and
amazingly, even before it was finished, the memory of what had
happened was beginning to fade.

On August 4, just three days after the breakup, Shackleton
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came upon a group of men in the Ritz speculating confidently
that the Endurance was equal to any pressure. He sat down at
the table with them.

Shackleton said there once was a mouse who lived in a tavern.
One night the mousc found a leaky barrcl of beer, and he drank
all he could hold. When the mousc had finished, he sat up, twirled
his whiskers, and looked around arrogantly. “Now then,” he said,
“where’s that damned cat?”

In spite of Shacklcton’s meaningful parable, the growing con-
fidence among the men refused to be stificd. They knew now
what pressurc was like. They had scen the ship come through
it, and she was nonc the worse for having done so. The returning
sun also did much to raise their spirits. There was now actual
daylight for about three hours every day, plus sceven or cight
hours of twilight. The men resumed their hockey games on the
ice, and some spirited contests were held. When oversized Tom
Crean harnessed up the puppics for their first attempts at sledg-
ing practice, his eflorts stimulated great intercst. Worsley ob-
served: “Partly persuaded, mainly driven, they pursue a devious
and uncertain course, even more erratic than the poor ship’s,
across the Weddell Sea.”

Again, in an cntry for August 15, Worsley reflected the gen-
eral high spirits among them. In describing the intense rivalries
among the dog tcam drivers, or “owners,” Worsley related, with
a characteristic touch of exaggcration:

“...some very tall bragging is indulged in by some in re-
spect to their teams merits and performancc. One team appears
to suffer from hcart discase, their owner evidently cxpecting the
whole crcation to hold their breath as they pass by. A vulgar per-
son who often indulges in whoops and yclls of “Yoicks Tally Ho,’
had the indescribable effrontery to let go his horrid war cry
whilst riding on the imposing convcyance drawn by thesc digni-
fied but nervous creatures, and was reproved by their indignant
owner pointing out to the Vulgar Person into what terror his
voice had thrown the beautiful but highly strung and delicate
doggies. It is my painful duty to relate that this Awful Vulgar
Person the very next day being out with an ordinary team gave
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vent to his fearsome bellow when passing the ‘Heart Disease’
Team. The result was disastrous, 2 of the poor creatures fainted
and had to be brought round with hartshorn, etc., while the re-
mainder went into hysterics until the Vulgar Person and his as-
sociates disappeared over the horizon.”

The “Heart Disease” team belonged to Macklin, who believed
in treating his dogs as gently as possible. The “Awful Vulgar
Person” was Worslcy himsclf.

Another factor contributing to the general cheerfulness of
the party was their drift. Ever since the blizzard in July they
had been blessed much of the time with strong southerly winds,
and during that period they had covered a distance of more than
160 miles.

But just at midnight on August 29 a single heavy shock struck
the ship. A moment later there was a sound like a distant clap of
thunder. The men sat up in their bunks, waiting for something
more to happen, but nothing did.

The next morning they saw a thin crack running out astern,
but that was all. The rest of the day passed uneventfully. Then,
about 6:30 p.M., just as the crew was finishing supper, the
Endurance shuddered to the blow of a second shock. Several
men jumped up from the table and rushed on deck. Again there
was nothing, except that the crack astern had widened (o a mere
half inch.

The thirty-first was quict until about ten o'clock in the eve-
ning. Then the Endurance began to crcak and groan like a
haunted house. The night watchman reported that the ice ahead
and along the port side was on the move, but there was nothing
the men could do so they turned in. But a scrics of loud snapping
noiscs which reverberated throughout the ship kept them awake
most of the night.

Those whose bunks were on the port side suffered the most. As
they lay trying to sleep, they could hear the ice scraping and bat-
tering against the hull outside—Iless than 3 feet from their ears.
The noise stopped just before dawn, but it was a tired, jittery
group of men who sat down to breakfast that next morning.

The pressure began again late in the afternoon and continued
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into the evening. That night it was the worst it had been. Worsley
described it in his diary:

“Just after midnight there was a series of loud and violent
cracks, groans and bumps to the ship making her jump and
shake fore and aft. Many dressed hastily and rushed on deck.
Personally, I've got tired of alarms against which we can do
absolutely nothing, so when the loudest crash came I listened to
make sure that no ripping, tearing sound of smashing timbers
was indicating an entrance of the ice into the hold, then turned
over and went to sleep.”

By the next afternoon, the pressure had ceased—and the
Endurance had survived her second attack.

chapter

The confidence of the men in their ship should have improved.
As Grecenstrect recorded in his diary on September 1: “She is
stronger than we thought. and providing we don’t get much
heavier pressure . . . we should pull through all right.”

But there was no real ring of confidence in Greenstreet's
words. Who could say that there wouldn’t be heavier pressure?
It was not that they doubted the staunchness of the Endurance,
but they were acutely aware that she had not been designed to
encounter rcal pressure, much less the fearful pressures of the
Weddell Sea, unquestionably the worst on earth.

Furthermore, the three-day attack on the ship had left them all
tired and on edge. They had no idea what the future might bring.
The novelty was past, and so too was their optimism. The pack
was not yet through with them, and they knew it. But all they
could do was to wait in helpless, frustrating uncertainty, living
through the passage of each day as the drift of the ice carried
them north in its own good time, and hoping every day that the
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Endurance would encounter nothing worse than what she had al-
ready endured.

Even Worsley, whose spirits rarely flagged, reflected the gen-
eral anxiety in his diary:

“Many of the tabular bergs appear like huge warehouses
and grain elevators, but more look like the creations of some
brilliant architect when suffering from delirium, induced by gaz-
ing too long on this damned infernal stationary pack that seems
.. . doomed to drift to and fro till the Crack of Doom splits and
shivers it N., ., E. & w. into a thousand million fragments—and
the smaller the better. No animal life observed—no land—no
nothing!!!”

They felt most keenly the absence of seals, which would have
provided both the plcasures of the chase and the opportunity to
taste some fresh meat—a treat they had not had for five months.

Still there were occasional signs that the Antarctic spring was
coming. The sun now shone for nearly ten hours every day, and
on September 10, the temperature climbed to 1.9 degrees above
zero—the highest reading for seven months. To the men it
seemed like a heat wave; they could go aloft with bare heads and
hands in reasonable comfort. A week later, Bobbie Clark’s bio-
logical dredge brought up evidence that the amount of plankton
in the water was increasing—a definite sign of the approach of
spring.

In the Antarctic, plankton—tiny one-celled plants and animals
—is the basis for all life. The smallest fishes subsist on it, and
they in turn become the food of larger fish, which are eaten by
squids and scals and penguins, who constitute the food for killer
whales, sea leopards, and giant sperm whales. The cycle of life
begins with plankton, and when it is present, the other creatures
of the Antarctic are never far behind.

Five days after Clark’s report, Jock Wordie sighted an emperor
penguin and enticed it out of a patch of open water. It was speed-
ily killed. The following day, a female seal was slain.

But in spite of these encouraging signs, an unmistakable air of
apprehension was spreading. October 1 was getting close. Twice
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before, in August and September, the first of the month had been
the signal for severe pressurc, and the men had grown supersti-
tious about it.

This time the fates miscalculated by one day. The pressure
started on September 30, about three o’clock in the afternoon.
Altogether 1t lasted only one terrifying hour.

The attacker this time, a floe off the port bow, bore in merci-
lessly beneath the foremast. The decks below shuddered and
jumped, and the uprights buckled. Chippy McNeish was down
in the Ritz. The giant beams over his head bent “like a piece of
cane.” Greenstreet, on deck, was unable to take his eycs off the
foremast which looked as if it were “coming out of her with the
tremendous jerks it gave.”

Worsley was aft by the wheel, and when the pressure was past,
he wrote in his diary: “She shows almost unconccivable strength
.. . every moment it scems as though the floe must crush her like
a nutshall. All hands arc watching and standing by, but to our
relief, just as it appears she can stand no more, the huge floe
weighing possibly a million tons or more yiclds to our little ship
by cracking across, 14 of a mile, and so relieves the pressure. The
behavior of our ship in the ice has been magnificent. Undoubtedly
she is the finest little wooden vessel ever built. . . .”

When it was all over the crew went below to find that many of
the decks were permanently buckled and all manner of articles
had been shaken off the shelves. But the ship was still under
them.

A little of the old optimism began to crecp back. The Endur-
ance might just make it. Three times the ship had come under
attack from the ice, and always the pressure had been worse
than the time before. But each time the Endurance had fought
back and she had won. As the early days of October passcd, the
ice showed definite signs of opening. Temperatures, too, began
to rise. On October 10, the thermometer climbed to 9.8 degrees
above zero. The floec which had been jammed under the ship’s
starboard side since July broke free on October 14, and the En-
durance lay in a small pool of open water—truly afloat for the
first time since she was beset nine months before.
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The officers and scientists could now move back into the ward-
room in the deckhouse. The partitions in the Ritz were taken
down and the area was reconverted into a hold for stores.

Shackleton decided on October 16 that the opcning tendency
of the pack justified getting up stcam on the chance that they
could forcc a way through. All hands were put to pumping up the
boilers with water. This exhausting three-and-a-half hour job was
hardly finished when a scrious leak was discovered in one of the
fittings—and the boilers had to be pumped out again so the engi-
necrs could make repairs. By the time the job was completed, it
was too late to get under way. Early the next afternoon a lead of
open water appeared ahcad of the ship. There wasn’t time to get
up steam, so the men set all sails trying to force her into the
orack. Shc wouldn’t budge. October 18 dawncd a misty, snowy
morning. The lead ahead had disappeared, and the ice was a little
closcr. Throughout the day the ship felt little nips of pressure, but
nothing serious. Then at 4:45 p.M., the floes on either side of the
Endurance closed in against her, and kept on closing.

Every man on board stiffened, as if he himself had been
touched. Several raced up the ladders onto deck. In the next
instant, the deck seemed to slide away from beneath their feet as
the ship rolled suddenly over to port. A second’s pause—then
everything movablc let go with a rush—wood, kennels, ropes,
sledges, stores, dogs, and men cascaded across the deck. James
was caught under two boxes of winter clothing onto which a
pile-up of dogs descended in whining, howling confusion. Clouds
of steam rosc from the galley and the wardroom where pots of
water were upset onto the fires.

In the space of five seconds, the Endurance was heeled over
20 degrees to port—and she continued to fall off. Worsley rushed
to the lee rail and watched as plank after plank disappeared under
the ice. Greenstreet stood nearby, ready to jump.

The floe to starboard had got a grip on the bulge of her hull
and was simply rolling her over. At 30 degrecs to port she
slowed, then stopped with her bulwarks resting on the ice and
the lifeboats nearly touching. Said Worsley: “She seemed to say
to the grinding, hungry pack, ‘You may smash me but I'm
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damned if T'll go over another inch for you; I'll see you melting
in Hell first.” ”

The moment the Endurance came to rest, Shackleton ordered
the fires extinguished; then everyone went systematically about
the job of restoring order. They lashed down everything that was
loosc and nailed small strips of wood to the deck to give the dogs
a foothold. About seven o'clock the work on deck was finished
and the men went below—to behold a scene in which every hang-
ing article looked as if it were caught in a high wind. Curtains,
pictures, clothing, and cooking utensils all hung out from the
starboard bulkhead.

Green managed to prepare a supper while the rest of the crew
nailed more battens to the decks below. The meal was eaten with
most of them sitting on the deck, one above another, holding
their plates in their laps. “We look like we're sitting in a grand-
stand,” James remarked.

About eight o'clock, the floes under the Endurance drew apart,
and the ship quickly righted herself. The crew was set to chop-
ping away the ice from around the rudder. They finished about
10 p.M. A ration of grog was issued, and then they began pump-
ing up the boilers again. At onc o'clock in the morning all hands
except the watch turned in—bonc tired.

October 19 was a day free from pressure, and therc was very
little activity of any sort. A killer whale surfaced in the lane of
open water alongside the ship and cruised with graceful arro-
gance up and down for a time. The last barometer reading of the
day was 28.96, the lowest since the disastrous blizzard in July.

Again on October 20 therc was little change in the pack.
Nevertheless, everything was made ready to get under way when-
ever an opening appeared. The engines were turned over slowly
and found to be in good order. Regular four-hour sea watches
were set. The twenty-first and the twenty-second similarly were
days of watchful waiting; the only change in the pack was that it
appeared to close slightly. The temperature dropped from 10
above zero to — 14 degrees. Late on the twenty-second, the wind
swung around 180 degrees from southwest to northeast. McNeish






