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Prime Minister Stephen Harper talks about the find from the Victoria Strait Expedition as Parks Canada’s 

Ryan Harris looks on in Ottawa on Sept. 9, 2014. (The Canadian Press/Sean Kilpatrick)

ANNOUNCEMENT

“This is a good historic event,” Prime Minister Stephen Harper announced Tuesday.

Alex Boutilier and Bruce Campion-Smith, Ship From Lost Franklin Expedition Found  
(The Toronto Star, 9 September 2014)

Two weeks ago, as Americans were preoccupied playing Groundhog War in Iraq, 
a significant discovery was announced in Canada. Yes, yes, of course this is an 
accepted ground for joking—“Worthwhile Canadian Initiative Yields Results” 
being the world’s most boring headline, and so on—but in this case the initiative 
in question really was worthwhile, at least to anyone with an appreciation for 
Victorian mystery, the winter sublime, and the far north. What had taken place 
was the discovery, intact and underwater, of one of the two ships of the Franklin 
expedition, the British naval voyage that went out in search of the Northwest 
Passage, in 1845, got stranded in the Arctic ice, and was never seen again. 

The finding of the Franklin ship—there were two, the H.M.S. Erebus and 
the H.M.S. Terror; no one is yet sure which has been spotted down there—is, 
for Canadians, a very big deal (“Canada’s Moon Shot,” the Toronto Star called 
it), since the Franklin expedition has long provided the single most eventful 
mythological moment in Canada’s admittedly not-exactly-limitlessly mytholo-
gized history. Margaret Atwood, in her essay “Concerning Franklin and His 
Gallant Crew,” from 1991, identifies it as a kind of origin myth of disaster in 
the Canadian experience. To translate it from Canadian into American terms, 
it is as if someone had found, in a single moment, the hull of the Titanic, the 
solution to the mystery of the lost colony at Roanoke, the original flag of “The 
Star-Spangled Banner,” and the menu for the Donner Party’s last meal.

The basic outlines of what happened to Franklin and his crew after they 
foundered in the Victoria Strait had long been surmised from various kinds of 
evidence …

Adam Gopnik, The Franklin Ship Myth, Verified (The New Yorker, 24 September 2014)
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is third from the left. (John Ross Robertson Collection, Metropolitan Toronto Library)
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DEAD and COLD
or

A Large Discourse of the Said Voyage
And The Success Thereof,

Written By Abacuk Pricket,
Who Lived To Come Home 1

WHEREIN

The Miferies indured,
and the Rarities obferv’d Philofo-

phical, Mathematic and Natural are related in
this Journal of it, publifh’d by the Special

Command of King Charles I. 2

To which is added,

The results Of A Long Intercourse With The Innuits,
The Discovery Of ActuAl relics Of The Expedition Of Martin Frobisher

Of Three Centuries Ago, And DeDuctions In Favour Of Yet Discovering Some
Of The Survivors Of Sir John Franklin’s expeDition. 3

and also,

A cAtAlogue of the Library of
H.M.S. “Erebus” and H.M.S. “Terror”

Along with transcriptions of the ship-board newspaper,
The North Devon

Gazette, and King William Informer 4

The Whole Compiled by
Capt. Edgar Arnason Poe

Gimli: Sisters of the Rotarians, 1863

The seconD eDition, Revifed and Corrected. 2



Samuel Gurney Cresswell, “Melville Island from Banks Land,” from A Series of Eight Sketches in Colour (together 

with a Chart of the Route) by Lieut. S. Gurney Cresswell, of the Voyage of the H.M.S. Investigator (Captain 

M’Clure), during the Discovery of the North-West Passage, London, 1854
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Footprints

The tale is a story within a story. During a thunderstorm, the narrator’s fishing 
companion tells him about something that happened to him on a similar excur-
sion. First Blake sets the scene:

So we were two alone in one of the loneliest places this wide earth knows …

W. H. Blake, Brown Waters and Other Sketches 

The Arctic Ocean encircles with a belt of eternal ice the desert confines of Siberia 
and North America—the uttermost limits of the Old and New worlds, separated 
by the narrow, channel, known as Behring’s Straits.

The last days of September have arrived.
The equinox has brought with it darkness and Northern storms, and night 

will quickly close the short and dismal polar day. The sky of a dull and leaden 
blue is faintly lighted by a sun without warmth, whose white disk, scarcely seen 
above the horizon, pales before the dazzling, brilliancy of the snow that covers, 
as far as the eyes can reach, the boundless steppes.

To the North, this desert is bounded by a ragged coast, bristling with huge 
black rocks.

At the base of this Titanic mass lied enchained the petrified ocean, whose 
spell-bound waves appear fired as vast ranges of ice mountains, their blue peaks 
fading away in the far-off frost smoke, or snow vapor.

Between the twin-peaks of Cape East, the termination of Siberia, the 
sullen sea is seen to drive tall icebergs across a streak of dead green. There lies 
Behring’s Straits.

Opposite, and towering over the channel, rise the granite masses of Cape 
Prince of Wales, the headland of North America.

These lonely latitudes do not belong to the habitable world; for the piercing 
cold shivers the stones, splits the trees, and causes the earth to burst asunder, 
which, throwing forth showers of icy spangles seems capable of enduring this 
solitude of frost and tempest, of famine and death.

And yet, strange to say, footprints may be traced on the snow, covering 
these headlands on either side of Behring’s Straits.
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On the American shore, the footprints are small and light, thus betraying 
the passage of a woman.

She has been hastening up the rocky peak, whence the drifts of Siberia are 
visible.

On the latter ground, footprints larger and deeper betoken the passing of 
a man. He also was on his way to the Straits.

It would seem that this man and woman had arrived here from opposite 
directions, in hope of catching a glimpse of one another, across the arm of the 
sea dividing the two worlds—the Old and the New.

More strange still! the man and the woman have crossed the solitudes during 
a terrific storm! Black pines, the growth of centuries, pointing their bent heads in 
different parts of the solitude like crosses in a churchyard, have been uprooted, 
rent, and hurled aside by the blasts!

Yet the two travellers face this furious tempest, which has plucked up trees, 
and pounded the frozen masses into splinters, with the roar of thunder.

They face it, without for one single instant deviating from the straight line 
hitherto followed by them.

Who then are these two beings who advance thus calmly amidst the storms 
and convulsions of nature?

Is it by chance, or design, or destiny, that the seven nails in the sole of the 
man’s shoe form a cross—thus:

 *
 ***
 *
 *
 *

Everywhere he leaves this impress behind him.
On the smooth and polished snow, these footmarks seem imprinted by a 

foot of brass on a marble floor.
Night without twilight has soon succeeded day—a night of foreboding 

gloom.
The brilliant reflection of the snow renders the white steppes still visible 

beneath the azure darkness of the sky; and the pale stars glimmer on the obscure 
and frozen dome.

Solemn silence reigns.
But, towards the Straits, a faint light appears.
At first, a gentle, bluish light, such as precedes moonrise; it increases in 

brightness, and assumes a ruddy hue.

Darkness thickens in every other direction; the white wilds of the desert are 
now scarcely visible under the black vault of the firmament.

Strange and confused noises are heard amidst this obscurity.
They sound like the flight of large night-birds—now flapping—now heavily 

skimming over the steppes—now descending.
But no cry is heard.
This silent terror heralds the approach of one of those imposing phenomena 

that awe alike the most ferocious and the most harmless, of animated beings. 
An Aurora Borealis (magnificent sight!) common in the polar regions, suddenly 
beams forth.

A half circle of dazzling whiteness becomes visible in the horizon. Immense 
columns of light stream forth from this dazzling centre, rising to a great height, 
illuminating earth, sea, and sky. Then a brilliant reflection, like the blaze of a 
conflagration, steals over the snow of the desert, purples the summits of the 
mountains of ice, and imparts a dark red hue to the black rocks of both continents.

After attaining this magnificent brilliancy, the Northern Lights fade away 
gradually, and their vivid glow is lost in a luminous fog.

Just then, by a wondrous mirage an effect very common in high latitudes, 
the American Coast, though separated from Siberia by a broad arm of the sea, 
loomed so close that a bridge might seemingly be thrown from one world to other.

Then human forms appeared in the transparent azure haze overspreading 
both forelands.

On the Siberian Cape, a man on his knees stretched his arms towards 
America, with an expression of inconceivable despair.

On the American promontory, a young and handsome woman replied to 
the man’s despairing gesture by pointing to heaven.

For some seconds, these two tall figures stood out, pale and shadowy, in the 
farewell gleams of the Aurora.

But the fog thickens, and all is lost in the darkness.
Whence came the two beings, who met thus amidst polar glaciers, at the 

extremities of the Old and New worlds?
Who were the two creatures, brought near for a moment by a deceitful 

mirage, but who seemed eternally separated? 

Eugene Sue, The Wandering Jew 

Something is uncanny—that is how it begins. But at the same time one must search 
for the remoter “something,” which is already close at hand.

Ernst Bloch, A Philosophical View of the Detective Novel 

FootprintsDead and Cold
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hole in snow a killer 
big, strong boy, 13, asphyxiated in freak accident

By Catherine Mitchell, Staff Reporter 

Winnipeg—A Gimli-area teenager died in a freak accident Monday night while 
playing in his yard on a snowdrift.

Ronald James Schol, 13, was asphyxiated after apparently tumbling head-
first into a hole he had dug in his yard. He was pronounced dead hours later at 
Gimli General Hospital.

His mother, Marie Devisser, said yesterday she hoped parents could learn 
something from the tragic death of her big, strong son, known as Jim.

“No matter how strong, confident or how old the child is, never leave them 
alone,” Devisser said yesterday from her Gimli home.

Devisser’s bungalow just outside the small town north of Winnipeg was 
almost hidden by the massive drift swept into the front yard by the record-
breaking weekend storm. Jim was playing on that drift after supper when the 
accident happened.

He dug a vertical hole in the snow about 1.5 metres deep and almost a 
metre wide and somehow became wedged into it, Gimli RCMP spokesman 
Dana Worsnop said.

“For some reason, he went down in the hole head-first and couldn’t get 
himself out.” …

“What a tragedy. This is devastating,” said a mother of three young children, 
who would only identify herself as Patty. She said the accident gave her a new 
view of the dangers lurking in the yard …

“It’s pretty scary because you really wouldn’t expect anything like this to 
happen,” said 12-year old Sarah Raho, shopping with her mother, Pat.

Winnipeg Free Press, 9 April 1997 
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One of the passages, with steps, under the snow

Roland Huntford, The Amundsen Photographs

FootprintsDead and Cold
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mystery hole discovered in frozen lake winnipeg

Gimli, Manitoba—Bob Gretchen can’t be certain he’s found a crater made by 
a meteorite, but he’s already got a name for it if he has. 

“It’s called Bob’s Rock,” he said with a laugh yesterday. 
Reports of fire in the sky near Gimli and Camp Morton remain a hot topic 

in the Interlake region thanks to Gretchen’s discovery of a strange hole in Lake 
Winnipeg. 

Yesterday Gretchen contacted experts at the Manitoba Museum of Man and 
Nature’s Planetarium, who are searching for what could be a rare find. 

Gretchen, a Gimli resident, couldn’t believe his eyes when he recently 
found a hole “about 30 feet by 30 feet” while snowmobiling on the shore of 
Lake Winnipeg. 

He thought a truck or something had fallen through the ice, but there were 
no tracks near the hole and nothing floating on the surface. 

Adding to his confusion were massive chips of ice that were stacked around 
the hole “like there was an explosion or something.” 

“Then I thought about the (Feb. 21 reported sightings),” said Gretchen, who 
estimated the ice at the scene to be about a metre thick. 

The planetarium had more than 100 calls to report sightings of the 
meteor.

Far Shores ParaUFO Website—24 HR Worldwide Anomaly Reporting 
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Roland Huntford, The Amundsen Photographs
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Listen To Me

Are you all here? 
Yes. Yes. Sure. Uh-huh. Yes. Here. Yes. I’m here. Yes. Of course. Here. Here. 

Yes. Present. Yes. I guess so. Yes.  Looks like it.  Yes.
Uncle smiled with satisfaction. “I give this documentation out of duty, for I 

fear that sometimes my sorrow does violence to the facts, and I do not wish to 
alienate the fact, for the fact is one of the possibilities I cannot afford to ignore. 
The fact is a crude spade but my fingernails are blue and bleeding. The fact is 
like a bright new coin, and you do not want to spend it until it has picked up 
scratches in your jewelry box.” 

Leonard Cohen, Beautiful Losers 

You may easily perceive, Captain Walton, that I have suffered great and unparal-
leled misfortunes. I had determined at one time that the memory of these evils 
should die with me, but you have won me to alter my determination. You seek for 
knowledge and wisdom, as I once did; and I ardently hope that the gratification 
of your wishes may not be a serpent to sting you, as mine has been … Prepare 
to hear of occurrences which are usually deemed marvellous. Were we among 
the tamer scenes of nature I might fear to encounter your unbelief, perhaps your 
ridicule; but many things will appear possible in these wild and mysterious regions 
which would provoke the laughter of those unacquainted with the ever-varied 
powers of nature; nor can I doubt but that my tale conveys in its series internal 
evidence of the truth of the events of which it is composed.

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 
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It has often struck me as odd that so many early civilizations emerge on our 
historical horizon fully formed. It sometimes seems as if the people of the Indus 
valley or Sumeria suddenly decided to build cities and went out and bought the 
plans at Canadian Tire.

John Wilson, Entertaining Saga of Lost Civilizations Is Waterlogged by Speculation, 
Review of Underworld: Flooded Kingdoms of the Ice Age, by Graham Hancock 

Guy Maddin (director), Tales from the Gimli Hospital 

Listen To Me
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While digging on his farm near Fort Moxie, N.D., Tom Lasker discovers a yacht, 
complete with sail. It looks almost new, but no one knows how it was buried 
there. The yacht has other oddities as well, such as writing in strange characters 
and the lack of a registration number.

Max Collingswood, one of Tom’s friends, takes a sample of the sail to Colson 
Laboratories for analysis. When April Cannon performs the tests, she is astounded. 
The material consists of a new element with an atomic number of 161—something 
well beyond modern technology. It’s also extremely resistant to wear and other 
damage. Fibers from the mooring cables are found to come from spruce trees, 
which have long since disappeared from the area. But 10,000 years ago, Tom’s 
farm was at the bottom of Lake Agassiz, a great inland sea larger than all the 
Great Lakes combined. April hypothesizes that the yacht once sailed the lake, 
and that it could be evidence of extraterrestrial visits.

Clinton Lawrence, Ancient Shores: Is A Yacht Found Buried  
on a North Dakota Farm Evidence of Extraterrestrial Visits? 
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York boat, Gimli, 2 August 2000
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The story, like a fairy tale, begins in a far-off time, when the last Ice Age was 
drawing to a close. The vast northlands of America lay bare and flat and lifeless, 
scraped clean by the once advancing ice … 

Paul Fenimore Cooper, Island of the Lost 

In September, 1876, an unfamiliar disease appeared among the settlers, at the 
Icelandic River. For the first six weeks it spread slowly, and was little heeded, 
but afterwards it began to spread like wildfire throughout the entire colony, and 
was identified as smallpox. The terrified people then began to isolate themselves 
in their huts, but far too late.

The disaster was compounded by the overcrowded housing that permitted 
no isolation, as well as the total lack of hospitals, medical supplies, trained nurses 
and qualified doctors. There was not even a minister in the colony to console the 
living, comfort the dying, or conduct last rites for the dead. Neighbour feared 
neighbour, dreading the contagion.

The Gimli Saga 

It seemed impossibly strange somehow, McFarlane thought, to be trudging through 
the center of this nothingness, this child’s globe of white, toward a huge mysterious 
rock, listening to this old man relate the legend of Isla Desolación.

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

Referring to the time of an alleged cataclysm, 12,000 B.P., Mr. Hancock in The 
Mysterious Origins of Man continues: 

A kind of zone of death all over the northern hemisphere, northern 
Siberia, and northern Canada. We find the frozen carcasses of 
hundreds of thousands of large mammal species. 

The “zone of death” mentioned above is a melodramatic exaggeration that has no 
basis in fact. First, their claim that hundreds of thousands of frozen carcasses have 
been found is simply incorrect. At most, only a few tens of frozen carcasses have 
been documented in all of Siberia and Alaska. In Canada, the frozen mammal 
material found consists of scraps of hide and muscle found attached to bones. All 
of these “frozen carcasses” that have been carefully examined show evidence of 
decomposition, scavenging, or both prior to being buried, e.g. Gutherie (1990). 
Also, the sediments in which these carcasses occur are clearly of noncatastrophic 
origin (Gutherie 1990, Lister and Bahn 1994, Pewe 1975, Uraintseva 1993).

Paul Heinrich, The Mysterious Origins of Man: Atlantis, Mammoths, and Crustal Shift 
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No documentary evidence from European sources remains to tell us what 
happened to the Knutsson expedition; but there may be documentation of a sort 
from North America. In 1898 a stone inscribed with runic characters was found 
enmeshed in the roots of a tree near Kensington, Minnesota. The inscription 
translates as follows:

8 Goths [Swedes] and 22 Norwegians on exploration journey 
from [or for] Vinland across West. We had camp by two sker-
ries [islands] one day’s journey north from this stone. We were 
and fished one day. After we came home found 10 men red 
with blood and dead. AVM [Ave Maria] save from evil. Have 
10 men by the sea to look after our ships 14 days journey from 
this island. Year 1362.

The white rock in its original position

The Gimli Saga: The History of Gimli, Manitoba
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The Kensington Stone has been the centre of bitter controversy ever since it 
came to light. Some scholars insist it must be a forgery. Others point out that, 
considering all the circumstances, it is more difficult to believe it is a forgery 
than to accept it as genuine. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

“Listen to me,” said the Demon, as he placed his hand upon my head. “The 
region of which I speak is a dreary region in Libya … 

Edgar Allan Poe, Silence: A Fable 

As they neared the coffin lid, the wind picked up dramatically and a massive, 
black thunder cloud moved over the site. The walls of the tent covering the 
excavation began to snap loudly, and as the weather continued to worsen the five 
researchers finally stopped their work and looked at one another. The conditions 
had suddenly become so strange that Kowal observed, “This is like something 
out of a horror film.” 

Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen in Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition  

Amoth’s scowl of concentration intensified as she carefully threaded her instruc-
tions into the dream. 

Charity pulled the door inwards, revealing the stunningly cold landscape of 
snow and ice that now lay before her. 

“Amoth!” Myron warned her in a commanding but unconcerned voice. “Stop 
this foolishness. It is not her time. You overstep your bounds.” 

Amoth turned on Myron. Her dark eyes, dead and cold as the Canadian land-
scape that lay before young Charity. Her once beautiful face, twisted and dark 
with pain eons old.

R. A. Cox, Mysterious Ways 

Who was the Ice Maiden? How had she lived? And how did she die? She was 5 
foot 6, extremely tall for her time—as tall as many of the powerful men found 
in the richest Pazyryk graves. X-rays didn’t reveal the exact cause of her death, 
but they did expose a suspicious 2-inch hole in the back of her skull … The Ice 
Maiden’s eyes had been cut out and her eye sockets stuffed with fur.

Andrew Thompson and Susan K. Lewis (producers), NOVA #251—Ice Mummies 
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Until you get to the North Pole, ‘North’, being a direction, is relative. ‘The 
North’ is thought of as a place, but it’s a place with shifting boundaries. It’s also 
a state of mind. It can mean ‘wilderness’ or ‘frontier’. But we know—or think 
we know—what sorts of things go on there.

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things: The Malevolent North in Canadian Literature 

The earliest reported fatality in a York boat occurred in 1855 … From York, Miss 
Greenleaf set out for Red River in the same boat as the wife of another Anglican 
cleric, Mrs. William Hunter, the daughter of Donald Ross, HBC chief factor at 
Norway House. Mrs. Hunter was pregnant and just south of Norway House … 
The party was near Berens River when the weather turned and without warning, 
a storm struck. The York boat hit a sandbar, capsized and all were thrown into 
the water. By a miracle, the newborn was saved by his clothes, which kept him 
afloat. The new mother and her 18-year-old sister were also saved but of Miss 
Greenleaf there was no sign. 

Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

Then there was the matter of the fish. Some townspeople who fished the St 
Giles Pond said a lot of the fish were acting strangely. When they were hooked, 
they didn’t fight; they just swam around in the pond in tighter and tighter circles 
before rising to the surface, belly up. Or when they were landed, they didn’t 
thrash about, but lay in the bracken, quite placid.

The fishermen got no pleasure out of catching fish that didn’t mind being 
caught. But they blamed the excess of rain for the problem. These winter spates 
in the streams that fed the pond always disoriented the fish, they said. Granted 
the numbers of crazy fish were very large this year, granted a lot of fish were 
dying even without the assistance of the fishermen—but their deaths were from 
natural causes.

Eric McCormack, The Mysterium 

At this point I will put forward two considerations which, I think, contain the gist 
of this short study … This uncanny is in reality nothing new or alien, but something 
which is familiar and old-established in the mind and which has become alienated 
from it only through the process of repression … The uncanny [is] something 
which ought to have remained hidden but has come to light.

Sigmund Freud, The Uncanny
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Lake Winnipeg freezing over, November 1996
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M’Clintock discovers a lifeboat containing skeletons
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Something Dreadful

E ighty-five years after a famous but ill-equipped Canadian Arctic expedition 
of 1913 had sacrificed 16 lives, some artifacts appeared on an Internet auction 
site. They had originated at a “ghost camp,” discovered in 1924, where four of the 
expedition’s 28 men, one woman, and two children had perished.

Amazon.com, Editorial review of The Ice Master, by Jennifer Niven 

Shortly after midnight of the 24th May, when slowly walking along a gravel ridge 
near the beach, which the winds kept partially bare of snow, I came upon a 
human skeleton, partly exposed, with here and there a few fragments of clothing 
appearing through the snow. The skeleton—now perfectly bleached—was lying 
upon its face, the limbs and smaller bones either dissevered or gnawed away by 
small animals. 

A most careful examination of the spot was of course made, the snow 
removed, and every scrap of clothing gathered up. A pocket-book afforded 
strong grounds of hope that some information might be subsequently obtained 
respecting the unfortunate owner and the calamitous march of the lost crews, 
but at the time it was frozen hard.

Leopold M’Clintock, The Voyage of the Fox in the Arctic Sea 

How we all love extreme cases and apocalypses, fires, drownings, stranglings, 
and the rest of it … 

Saul Bellow, Herzog 

“Apocalypse” is a Greek word meaning “revelation” or “unveiling.” An apoca-
lyptic book claims to reveal things which are normally hidden and to unveil 
the future. The word is applied to a particular type of Jewish writing produced 
between 200 B.C. and 100 A.D. Apocalyptic refers to a genre of literature and 
to a type of religious thought generally embodied in this genre.

John Navone, A Theology of Failure 
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Canadians are fond of a good disaster, especially if it has ice, water, or snow in it. 
You thought the national flag was about a leaf, didn’t you? Look harder. It’s where 
someone got axed in the snow. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

There are no accidents and no coincidences, I hear my uncle say. Everything 
possesses significance.

Richard Zimmler, The Last Kabbalist of Lisbon

Have you ever heard of a Captain Honeycutt?” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

VILHJALMUR STEFANSSON, NOTED ARCTIC 
EX PLORER AND ETHNOLOGIST, WAS BOR N 
AT A R N E S ,  M A N I TOBA I N 1879 .  I N M A JOR 
EXPEDITIONS IN 1906-07, 1908-12 AND 1913-18, 
H E GR EAT LY EX T EN DED K NOW LEDGE OF 
T H E  I S L A N D S  A N D  C OA S T L I N E S  O F  T H E 
W E S T E R N  A RC T IC ,  A N D  O F  I T S  P E O P L E . 
S T E FA N S S O N  WA S  A N  E A R LY  E X P O N E N T 
OF THE IDEA THAT EXPERIENCED ARCTIC 
TRAVELLERS COULD LIVE OFF THE LAND AS 
THE NATIVES DID. AS AUTHOR AND LECTURER 
H E  B E C A M E  A  P E R S UA S I V E  A DVO C AT E 
OF A RC T IC DE V E L OP M E N T.  S T E FA N S S ON 
I S L A N D  P E R P E T UAT E S  H I S  M E M ORY.  H E 
DIED AT HANOVER, NEW HAMPSHIRE IN 1962.

The Historic Sites and Monuments Board of Canada Plaque at Arnes, Manitoba

Here was a man whose northern work and ideas about Canada’s northern 
destiny had fired the imagination of Canadians. Yet by the mid-1920s he had been 
unofficially ostracized from Canada and, for all intents and purposes, has been 
forgotten here. 

Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic 
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In 1913, famed scientist Vilhjalmur Stefansson organized a mission to the 
Arctic in search of an undiscovered continent.

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master: The Doomed 1913 Voyage of the Karluk  

Stefansson … was well known for his unrelenting ambition and his grand 
ideas …

Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic

Vilhjalmur Stefansson, spring 1914
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Born of Icelandic parents near Gimli, Manitoba, Vilhjalmur Stefansson was, 
all through his adult life, a figure of controversy, since it was his nature to take 
nothing for granted and to believe nothing until he had tested it himself. This 
attitude brought him into constant conflict with the opinions and conclusions of 
many other arctic explorers, and the fact that he was generally right did nothing 
to endear him to his fellows in the field.

Farley Mowat, Tundra 

In his own arguments, Stefansson incorporated the “scientific” conclusions of others, while indicating that he 

had derived his approach independently “from a consideration of the facts of the world we live in.” (Vilhjalmur 

Stefansson, The Northward Course of Empire. London, Harrap, 1922, p. 19.) Most useful for his own ideas was 

a graph which appeared in an article, “The Coldward Course of Progress,” by S. Columb GilFillan, professor of 

Social Sciences at the University of the South (Political Science Quarterly 35, September 1920, 395-410). GilFillan 

was a geographic determinist who contended that higher civilization and empire-building were functions of 

latitude … Stefansson wished to show that nations which lay in the higher latitudes, especially those bordering 

the arctic seas, would be the future empires of the world. It was a logical conclusion, if one accepted the trends 

and assumptions portrayed in GilFillan’s graph.(Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic)
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Ottawa was told that Stefansson was a reprehensible, publicity-seeking liar, a plagia-
rist, a rebel, and a cheat who was expelled from Harvard for selling examinations 
to students he was tutoring, … a coward, a publicity seeker, a liar, a “bounder,” 
and an “international Socialist” …

Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic 

Roald Amundsen went so far as to call Vilhjalmur Stefansson “the greatest 
humbug alive.” There were some, in fact, who considered Stefansson a laughing 
stock for his alleged discovery of a race of “Blond Eskimo.”

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master: The Doomed 1913 Voyage of the Karluk

He came out of total obscurity in 1607, and vanished just as totally in 1611.

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

I will tell you first about Francis Stead. He had no idea what motivated 
people, good or bad; no idea how others saw him. He did not think of himself 
as having a transparent nature. He assumed that he was as inscrutable to others 
as they were to him. 

He was always telling me things about himself that he thought I never 
would have guessed. He would make these self-disclosures in such earnestness, 
almost gravely, as if it were a relief to him that finally someone else knew of this 
shortcoming that for years had been his shameful secret.

“I’m not very good at conversation,” he said once, as if I had never seen 
him attempt conversation.

I could never bring myself to tell him that the things he was forever confessing 
to were common knowledge. I am making him sound almost child-like, which in a 
way he was. But there was another side to him. If he saw or suspected that people 
were having fun at his expense, he got very angry, not at them, but at himself for 
having done or said something—he usually had no idea what it was—to make 
himself look foolish.

People laughed at him, but it was usually good-natured laughter. His ‘story’ 
was partly known. We had heard that he had left his wife and child to take up 
exploration, and that in his absence, his wife had died, though the circumstances 
of her death were not known. We all assumed she had died from some illness. I 
had no idea then who this wife and child were, who he was …

He was well liked among explorers, the only people, he said, who could 
understand why he had sacrificed so much. But explorers laughed at him, too—at 
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his grandiose ambitions, his ever-changing goals, which he talked about as if he 
had accomplished them already. One day it was the North Pole, The next day the 
South Pole, The next day the summit of the highest mountain in the world.

He might have prospered had he known his place, had he understood that he 
was not cut out for greatness. But to hear him talk, great men already included 
him in their number. People could not help laughing at him.

“Why am I so often laughed at?” he said on the North Greenland expedi-
tion.

“You’re not,” I said.
“Damn it,” he said. “I’m just so … why can’t I …” He would never finish such 

sentences, just go about kicking things, to everyone’s further amusement.

Wayne Johnston, The Navigator of New York 

Could he likewise have carried about with him in his mind the thorough understanding 
of the book, and yet not be aware that he so understood it? I think that, regarded 
in one light, the final career of Pierre will seem to show, that he did understand it. 
And here it may be randomly suggested, by way of bagatelle, whether some things 
that men think they do not know, are not for all that thoroughly comprehended by 
them; and yet, so to speak, though contained in themselves, are kept a secret from 
themselves? The idea of Death seems such a thing.

Herman Melville, Pierre; or, The Ambiguities 

In 1611, Henry Hudson was on his second trip to the New World, seeking a 
shortcut through North America to the riches of the Orient.

Lawrence Millman, Looking for Henry Hudson 

His sponsors were three wealthy individuals, Messrs. Smith, Digges, and Lord 
Wolstenholme …

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

The backers … Rich men and women pay me for naming something I discover 
after them, some island, cape or bay, which on maps now bears their name. The 
more money someone gives me, the more prominent is the landmark I name 
for him.

Wayne Johnston, The Navigator of New York 
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…  and a crew of twenty-two weirdly assorted men …

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

And then there was the crew. Rushing to depart before winter set in, Stefansson 
had hired almost no one with prior polar experience. Though most crewmen were 
Canadian, many of the scientists were from abroad, such as Scottish schoolteacher 
turned meteorologist William McKinlay. The closest McKinlay had ever been to 
the Arctic was visiting a polar bear at the Edinburgh Zoo. “I was flabbergasted,” 
McKinlay wrote in his diary. “Me! William Laird McKinlay invited to be an explorer 
in the frozen wastes of the Arctic Circle! Me! Only 5 feet 4, being asked to join 
the ranks of boyhood heroes like Peary, Amundsen, Captain Scott.”

But William McKinlay was far from the least likely—or even the shortest—
member of the expedition.

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told 

The wintering party modelling their personalized snow goggles

Roland Huntford, The Amundsen Photographs

Something DreadfulDead and Cold

3534



ice fishing in gimli

3164

Johannes Georgi, Mid-Ice: The Story of the Wegener Expedition
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But be all this as it may, certain it is that while the subordinate phantoms soon 
found their place among the crew, though still as it were somehow distinct from 
them, yet that hair-turbaned Fedallah remained a muffled mystery to the last. 
Whence he came in a mannerly world like this, by what sort of unaccountable tie 
he soon evinced himself to be linked with Ahab’s peculiar fortunes; nay, so far as 
to have some sort of a half-hinted influence; Heaven knows, but it might have been 
even authority over him; all this none knew. But one cannot sustain an indifferent 
air concerning Fedallah. He was such a creature as civilized, domestic people in 
the temperate zone only see in their dreams, and that but dimly; but the like of 
whom now and then glide among the unchanging Asiatic communities, especially 
the Oriental isles to the east of the continent—those insulated, immemorial, 
unalterable countries, which even in these modern days still preserve much of 
the ghostly aboriginalness of earth’s primal generations, when the memory of 
the first man was a distinct recollection, and all men his descendants, unknowing 
whence he came, eyed each other as real phantoms, and asked of the sun and 
the moon why they were created and to what end; when though, according to 
Genesis, the angels indeed consorted with the daughters of men, the devils also, 
add the uncanonical Rabbins, indulged in mundane amours.

Herman Melville, Moby Dick 

Franklin was always somewhat of a fool, and had on previous occasions ignored 
local advice and gone places he’d been told not to.

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

Stefansson set out in 1913 in search of an uncharted land, with the largest scientific 
staff ever sent into the Arctic. In an attempt to save money, he purchased a less 
than adequate ship, the Karluk,* and skimped on supplies. After only a month, 
the ship becomes trapped in a giant ice floe, and Stefansson abandons most of 
the crew and scientists, leaving them to fend for themselves.

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master: The Doomed 1913 Voyage of the Karluk 

There are cases in the history of British exploration in the Canadian Arctic where 
officers sat on the sledges while the men pulled … So far as these things have been 
explained it has been on the ground of discipline.

Vilhjalmur Stefansson, Unsolved Mysteries of the Arctic 

*… the word “karluk” means “fish” … (Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic)
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After having wintered over in what is now known as James Bay, the southern 
pocket of the huge bay that would be named for Hudson, some of his crew had 
had enough. Low on food and tired of the quixotic rule of the autocratic master 
of the ship, they rebelled. Hudson and several scurvy-sick crew members were 
set adrift in a shallop and never seen again.

Lawrence Millman, Looking for Henry Hudson 

They all charge Master Hudson to have stolen the victuals by means of a scuttle 
or hatch cut between his cabin and the hold; and it appears that he fed his favou-
rites, such as the surgeon, etc. and kept the others at only ordinary allowance, 
which led those who were not so favoured to make the attempt and to perform 
it so violently.

Survivor’s deposition, 24 October 1611 

Yet when I write about John Franklin, I am troubled. Words stick on the point of 
my pen … On the one hand I admire Franklin’s major successes in exploration, as 
well as his perseverance, his great courage in the face of death and danger …

Doug Wilkinson, Arctic Fever: The Search for the Northwest Passage 

His first two expeditions were rewarded by promotion—Franklin was made a 
captain following the first, and was knighted following the second. 

Vilhjalmur Stefansson, Unsolved Mysteries of the Arctic 
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Captain Sir John Franklin, 1786-1847
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Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition

Something DreadfulDead and Cold

3938



ice fishing in gimli

3168

… but the fact remains that of the five episodes of his adult life—first expedition 
to the Arctic coast, second expedition to the Arctic coast, naval service in the 
Mediterranean, Lieutenant-Governor of Tasmania, third expedition to the Arctic 
coast—three ended in some measure of major misfortune, while the final one 
resulted in death for himself and his companions. No other early Arctic explorer 
in North America, many of whom encountered difficulties as great as those of 
Sir John Franklin, suffered the major, recurring disasters with which he seemed 
afflicted. It is this pattern that troubles me as I write.

Doug Wilkinson, Arctic Fever: The Search for the Northwest Passage 

… he had believed him a harmless sort of man in whom the energizing currents 
ran slowly, a person of no ambition, else why would he practice a profession the 
subject of which was unreality. But that was before the killings.

Thomas Berger, Killing Time 

The Arctic trails have their secret tales
That would make your blood run cold

Robert W. Service, The Cremation of Sam McGee 

Of modern languages English has the words ‘awe’, ‘aweful’, which in their deeper 
and most special sense approximate closely to our meaning. The phrase, ‘he stood 
aghast’, is also suggestive in this connexion. On the other hand, German has no 
native-grown expression of its own for the higher and riper form of the emotion 
we are considering, unless it be in a word like erschauern, which does suggest it 
fairly well. It is far otherwise with its cruder and more debased phrases, where 
such terms as grausen and Schauer, and the more popular and telling gruseln 
(‘grue’), gräsen, and grässlick (‘grisly’), very clearly designate the numinous 
element. In my examination of Wundt’s Animism I suggested the term Scheu 
(dread); but the special ‘numinous’ quality (making it ‘awe’ rather than ‘dread’ 
in the ordinary sense) would then, of course, have to be denoted by inverted 
commas. ‘Religious dread’ (or ‘awe’) would perhaps be a better designation. 
Its antecedent stage is ‘daemonic dread’ (cf. The horror of Pan) with its queer 
perversion, a sort of abortive offshoot, the ‘dread of ghosts’. It first begins to stir 
in the feeling of ‘something uncanny,’ ‘eerie’, or ‘weird’. It is this feeling which 
forms the starting point …

Rudolf Otto, The Idea of the Holy 
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People who knew him describe a man haunted by the expedition. He himself 
wrote, “Not all the horrors of the Western Front, not the rubble of Arras, nor the 
hell of Ypres, nor all the mud of Flanders leading to Passchendale, could blot out 
the memories of that year in the ice.”

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

Petty Officer John Torrington, H.M.S. Terror
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Apart from a fragment of Hudson’s journal, only one eyewitness account of the 
fateful trip survives. It was written by Abacuk Prickett, a London haberdasher, 
servant of one of the expedition’s sponsors and a surviving mutineer, and it 
may have been influenced by a need to defend his actions in court. Mutiny was 
a hangable offense.

Lawrence Millman, Looking for Henry Hudson 
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His notes are voluminous and amazingly detailed, many written in his neat 
yet shaky eighty-some-year-old hand. He had kept three diaries documenting 
his experiences, one written expressly for the Canadian government, and the 
other two written only for himself. In these private journals, he recorded the 
full, tumultuous emotional experience of his journey. One of the journals was 
kept in pencil, written in a series of old student notebooks, and the other was 
an expanded version of this, painstakingly recopied by hand once he returned 
to civilization. He selected only statistics and the driest facts for the version he 
submitted to the government.

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

Final Muster Book, HMS Erebus. 

Sent back from Greenland just 

before the expedition vanished, 

this was its last communication 

with the outside world. The 

scribbled Admiralty notation—

written more than ten years 

later—sealed its fate. “Officers 

& Ships Co. are to be considered 

as having died in the service and 

their wages are to be paid to 

their relatives to 31 March 1854.” 

(Public Records Office, London, 

England)

Sc
o

tt
 C

o
o

k
m

a
n

, 
Ic

e
 B

li
n

k
: 
T

h
e
 T

ra
g

ic
 F

a
te

 o
f 

Si
r 

Jo
h

n
 F

ra
n

k
li

n
’s

 L
o

st
 P

o
la

r 
E

xp
e

d
it

io
n

Something DreadfulDead and Cold

4342



ice fishing in gimli

3172

One does not attempt merely to read this diary, but feels the experience of the 
material object as evidence of its distress, as a record of struggles and damage, 
survival and testimony. Such work constructs a metalanguage of the journal 
as a site of record, not only in a textual sense, but also as a physical, corporeal 
reality. Here the pages of a life are also the skin, surface, of a body which cannot 
help reveal its scars as the history of its experience—but also as the compensa-
tory trophies of a life whose difficulties they record. The text of the work is an 
account of a love affair …

Johanna Drucker, The Century of Artists’ Books 

Sir John Franklin’s wife, Lady Jane Franklin, wanted to know what had happened to her husband. For thirteen 

years Lady Jane encouraged people to search for her husband’s expedition. She spent all her own fortune 

financing search parties. (Portrait attributed to Thomas Bock) 
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In The Ice Child, Elizabeth McGregor takes readers on an epic journey into the 
heart of the Arctic—and into one of history’s most fascinating mysteries—to tell 
a breathtaking story of faith, courage, and … indomitable love. 

When Jo Harper falls in love with maverick archaeologist Doug Marshall, she 
also falls into Doug’s obsession: the disappearance of the Franklin Expedition. 
In 1845, Sir John Franklin and his crew sailed two ships to the Arctic and were 
never seen again. Doug has spent his career in search of what happened to them, 
sacrificing his first marriage and his relationship with his son, John, along the 
way. But as he and Jo plan their future together, a shocking accident forever 
changes their lives. 

Devastated by the accident, John goes into self-imposed hiding. Desperate to 
find John, Jo soon learns that his fate is curiously tied to the Franklin Expedition. 
Haunted by Franklin and his own past, John has ventured into the ice floes of 
the Arctic in search of answers to what happened to Franklin’s crew and to his 
own life. Unbeknownst to him, a frantic search is on, not only to save his life, but 
the life of another he doesn’t know is in jeopardy.

Reader’s Review of The Ice Child, by Elizabeth McGregor 

Among those gentlemen … who expressed the greatest interest in my story 
… was Mr. Poe, lately editor of the Southern Literary Messenger, a monthly 
magazine, published by Mr. Thomas W. White … He strongly advised me, among 
others, to prepare at once a full account of what I had seen and undergone, and 
trust to the shrewdness and common sense of the public—insisting, with great 
plausibility, that however roughly, as regards mere authorship, my book should 
be got up, its very uncouthness, if there were any, would give it all the better 
chance of being received as truth. 

Notwithstanding this representation, I did not make up my mind to do as he 
suggested. He afterward proposed (finding that I would not stir in the matter) 
that I should allow him to draw up, in his own words, a narrative of the earlier 
portion of my adventures, from facts afforded by myself, publishing it in the 
Southern Messenger under the garb of fiction. To this, perceiving no objection, I 
consented, stipulating only that my real name should be retained. Two numbers 
of the pretended fiction appeared, consequently, in the Messenger for January 
and February (1837), and, in order that it might certainly be regarded as fiction, 
the name of Mr. Poe was affixed to the articles in the table of contents of the 
magazine.

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 
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synopsis

title: dead cold
category: drama
director: kurt anderson 
cast: lysette anthony, chris mulkey, peter dobson,
 alina thompson, michael champion
distributor: live home video inc.
rating:  r (violence, adult situations, profanity)
time:   95 min 
categories:  drama, thriller 

In this suspenseful drama … a writer and his beautiful wife … a compassionate 
young couple … the perfect couple taking a second honeymoon … go off on 
a second honeymoon … their long-awaited vacation filled with thoughts of 
romance and fun … snowy … blissful hideaway home. But then a stranger 
unexpectedly comes to their door … half frozen at their door … saves a lost 
hunter from freezing to death … the lost hunter stands before them. Eric was 
shot in the stomach during a car-jacking … settled in before a cozy blaze, when 
the door knocks. The next morning, Eric goes to his truck so he can take Cale 
to the hospital, but the truck won’t start … As soon as he is sufficiently healed, 
the couple copes with the situation as best they can … Matters get worse when 
Cale makes it clear that he wants Alicia and considers Eric expendable. Tension 
mounts as their charitable hospitality is abused by the house guest from hell with 
a sinister plan … In this desolate ice land, love and loyalty will be manipulated, 
fear and greed exploited and cold blooded murder will prove you can be dead 
wrong … A direct-to-video thriller.

Promotional blurbs from Dead Cold, directed by Kurt Anderson   

A riveting adventure …

amazon.com

… in which the heroic sailors dress up in ladies’ frillies …

David Savory, Review of Solomon Gursky Was Here, by Mordecai Richler

… many great Pieces of Ice … 
Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage
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… and cannibalism. If I could put some of that in, I was off on the right foot. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things

There was some unsounded depth in him or the girl … 
Something dreadful was coming, coming … 

Frederick Philip Grove, Settlers of the Marsh 

Welcome to ice ice dead, baby.
ice ice dead baby

Tay Garnett (director), S.O.S. Iceberg (1933), starring Rod LaRocque, Leni Riefenstahl, Sepp Rist, Gibson Gowland. 

A polar expedition runs into insanity, death, and starvation. Filmed at great hazard in the Arctic Circle, and 

very much looking it, S.O.S. Iceberg is a strange and overwhelming brutal film, quite unlike anything else ever 

made by Hollywood. (Universal 16: General Catalog) 
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customer reviews

Into Thin Air meets Titanic in this truly chilling adventure
reviewer: stephen a. haines from ottawa, ontario canada

Richler has woven a rich tapestry with this mixture of invention and history. He 
does it so well that separating the threads of fact and fiction becomes an insur-
mountable task. And why not? He’s given us a unique picture of the world’s second 
largest nation. A fresh picture indeed, given that the nation of “two solitudes” 
conveniently forgets those of its number who are neither English nor French. If 
Ephraim Gursky sailed with Franklin and initiated a dynasty of Inuit Jews with 
such names as Gor-ski, Girskee, or Goorski. They wander, like their mentor, into 
the southern lands wearing, against all reason [again!] Jewish prayer shawls.

slow as a slug eating glue-stick potatoes 
reviewer: a reader from canada 

I found that Solomon Gursky was one of the most boring books that I have ever 
read. Possibly Mr. Richler’s worst yet. The book is like one long, slow introduc-
tion. Never any action that is worthy of noting. The whole book centers upon 
this boring old fat man who is trying to write an ongoing biography of a man 
of whom he has never known. I really like Mr. Richler’s other works. He is a 
very descriptive writer who focuses on family life in all of its glory and despair. 
Overall, I found this book extremely slow and impossible to get into. 

(This text refers to the Paperback edition.) 

Amazon.com Reader Reviews 
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legal disclaimer and rights

I’m sorry! I’ve abused this Prelude—turned it into a soapbox for my tireless 
campaign to redeem Melodrama. Without anyone suspecting a thing, I’ve jammed 
tiny, microscopically fleeting plot twists between the images of my ostensible 
movie presentation, deviously submerging in this way a complete feature film, 
all in a mere five minutes—the world’s first Subliminal Melodrama! Please 
watch carefully.

Guy Maddin, Synopsis: The Heart of the World 

The material contained within may well be considered bull by many, blasphemous 
by some or a great idea for a science fiction story by others. But regardless, it 
remains my intellectual property and should not be duplicated in any manner 
without my permission.

Whether there is any “truth” or “facts” connected to the concepts presented 
here, I can not say. But at any rate, you may find it rather interesting reading. 
Maybe not.

Frederick, R. Douglas. Death on Ice (Legal Disclaimer and Rights) 

Free Press arts writer Morley Walker stands on rocks at the contentious York boat site in Gimli, pondering the 

question: What is art? (Winnipeg Free Press, 5 August 2000, photo by Marc Gallant)
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The Dream

The dream that is thought ‘true’ is the dream of finding what is lost … 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

A romantic painting shows a heap of icy debris in a polar light; no man, no object 
inhabits this desolate space; but for this very reason, provided I am suffering an 
amorous sadness, this void requires that I fling myself into it; I project myself 
there as a tiny figure, seated on a block of ice, abandoned forever. “I’m cold,” the 
lover says, “let’s go back”; but there is no road, no way, the boat is wrecked. There 
is a coldness particular to the lover … (Friedrich: The Wreck of the Hope)

Roland Barthes, A Lover’s Discourse: Fragments 

So I’ve followed you here
… looking for relics
 of your ships, your men.
Here to this awful monastery … 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 
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Northern Party cutting through a pressure ridge, 

March 1914 (Public Archives Canada C-86445)
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Maelstrøm

Moses got up to stretch. He rubbed his eyes. Then he opened Solomon’s 
journal …

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 

Six years have passed since I resolved on my present undertaking. I can, even now, 
remember the hour from which I dedicated myself to this great enterprise.

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

With Hudson sailed a most mysterious individual (apparently an unfrocked priest) 
bearing the unlikely name of Abacuk Pricket,* who was the sponsors’ represen-
tative, and who was also a man of singular parts. It is to Pricket that we owe the 
survival of the only material account which we possess of Henry Hudson’s final, 
fateful voyage.

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

… a forger and Arctic explorer, cabin boy to Franklin’s ill-fated expedition to find 
the Northwest Passage; a self-styled rabbi, a charmer and seducer. As he shadows 
[unclear] from the stews of Victorian London via the port of Stromness in the 
Orkneys to the frozen wastes of Canada where Eskimos practise improbable 
Judaic rites …

Amazon.com Reader’s Review of Solomon Gursky Was Here, by Mordecai Richler 

He was Charles Francis Hall, an American of obscure antecedents, who had been 
amongst other things a blacksmith’s apprentice and the editor of a penny newspaper. 
He was something of a mystic and given to visions; and during one of these he 
felt a call of almost religious intensity to continue the now-abandoned search for 
survivors of the Franklin expedition.

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

*A pricket is the sharp point placed atop a candlestick for impaling the candle and keeping it from 
falling off. (Douglas McNaughton, The Ghost of Henry Hudson) 
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Having concluded to write, the difficulty was now to procure the materials 
for so doing. An old toothpick was soon made into a pen … Paper enough was 
obtained from the back of a letter—a duplicate of the forged letter from Mr. 
Ross … Ink alone was thus wanting, and a substitute was immediately found 
for this by means of a slight incision with the pen-knife on the back of a finger 
just above the nail—a copious flow of blood ensuing, as usual, from wounds in 
that vicinity. The note was now written, as well as it could be in the dark and 
under the circumstances … It concluded with these words: “I have scrawled this 
with blood …” 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

… he wrote poem after poem describing both the uncanny lure of the North and 
the awful things it could do to you, which included freezing you stiff and driving 
you crazy. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

For the bright side of the painting I had a limited sympathy. My visions were of 
shipwreck and famine; of death or captivity among barbarian hordes; of a lifetime 
dragged out in sorrow and tears, upon some gray and desolate rock, in an ocean 
unapproachable and unknown. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

Larry Kurnarsky, The Lake
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… you can’t have the lure of the cold without the potential of ice burn, the possibility 
of exquisite suffering, hopeless heroism, and the convulsive beauty of “immaculate 
death in the face of imperturbable Nature.” (Even if scurvy and frostbite are kinda 
stinky and gross.)

James Adams, The New Ice Age 

Such visions or desires—for they amounted to desires—are common, I have since 
been assured, to the whole numerous race of the melancholy among men—at the 
time of which I speak I regarded them only as prophetic glimpses of a destiny 
which I felt myself in a measure bound to fulfil. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

“… because he himself is the embodiment of Canada—cold and cautious on the 
outside, dowdy and pussy in every overt action, but inside a mass of intuition 
and dark intimations.” Boringness, in Anglophone Canadian literature and even 
sometimes in life, is often a disguise concealing dark doings in the cellar. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

David Blaine will be broken out of his block of ice during the last few minutes of his TV special tonight.
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I  commenced by inuring my body to hardship. I accompanied the whale-fishers 
on several expeditions to the North Sea; I voluntarily endured cold, famine, thirst, 
and want of sleep; I often worked harder than the common sailors during the day, 
and devoted my nights to the study of mathematics, the theory of medicine, and 
those branches of physical science from which a naval adventurer might derive 
the greatest practical advantage. 

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

“I dream up these challenges because I get bored easily,” says the 27-year-old 
Blaine, who speaks so deliberately you’re tempted to check his pulse.

Kevin D. Thompson, Don’t Tell Hip Illusionist Blaine He’s Nuts

He had always dreamed of going on an arctic expedition to the North Pole so he 
could get more experience in adverse weather conditions. Since funding was an 
issue for such a major trip as that, he decided to explore other options such as 
Lake Winnipeg, a 450 km long lake. 

Jen Giesbrecht, Former Lake Winnipeg Expeditions: Dean McLeod 1985 

In two days we set out for Patagonia. Tomorrow I will write and send to you 
another letter. By the time you read it, I will have arrived in Patagonia. My soul 
is on the move again. The world, for so long stalled, has lurched into motion.

I am headed, once again, for the Old Ice. Those of us who have been there 
cannot even tell each other how we feel about it. But I know of no one who, 
having been there once, has not wished to go again, no one who, by the mere 
sight of it, was not profoundly changed.

Wayne Johnston, The Navigator of New York 

Since he had previously spent numerous nights outdoors in the winter, for recre-
ational and educational purposes, preparing for that aspect of his expedition 
wasn’t an issue. Up until than he and been winter camping, sleeping in quinzees, 
and spending up to 30 to 50 winter nights a year outside. 

He definitely had the skills needed to survive in winter conditions, like pitching 
a tent and cooking on a stove. Dean and a friend, Dave Goodman, did a few 
weekend excursions to the lake to experience the violent wind buffeting their tent 
and the ice cracking beneath them. Dave also supplied him with some clothing 
and equipment. 

Jen Giesbrecht, Former Lake Winnipeg Expeditions: Dean McLeod 1985 
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An opaque, impenetrable wall divides those who have travelled in the polar 
regions from those who have not. The first have seen not only the best but also 
the worst of human nature. That polar exploration brings out the “best” in men 
you will have often heard it said. That it brings out the worst, never, unless in 
my letters to you I have hinted at it. I daresay you believe that you understand 
what, in the context of exploration, is meant by those two words, best and worst. 
You do not, however, and nothing I could write would make you understand. 
I have seen and done things that make it impossible for me ever again to take 
seriously the great game known as society. I should add that not taking a game 
seriously often makes one quite adept at playing it. Such is the case with both me 
and Peary. The motives, the supposedly secret longings of the non-explorer seem 
as transparent to me as those of children. I am no longer misled or confused by 
language. The eyes, the face, the colour of a man’s complexion and the carriage of 
his body are as revealing to me of his real self, whether I meet him on a Brooklyn 
street, on the Old Ice or in some port in Patagonia. I once had my ear bent for 
hours by a man whose measure I took in a few seconds by the simple sound of 
his voice, a sound independent of and usually at odds with, the meaning of the 
words he spoke.

Wayne Johnston, The Navigator of New York 

And surely not the least of his peculiarities was a sexual anxiety that pervaded 
much of his behaviour; arriving in the land of his imagination, he conceived the 
unlikely notion that his prick might freeze off. 

Robert Kroetsch, Gone Indian 

Amidst frantic, paranoid warnings from my mother along with vivid recol-
lection of all the deaths by drowning on Lake Winnipeg in the past many years 
regardless of how capable a sea-person they had been, we set off, canoe over 
head, towards the water. 

Quest Media, Moody Waters 

Though it was the better part of a century ago, there is, amazingly, film footage 
of the beginning of the voyage, as the Karluk’s wooden prow nudged its way 
north and east through the menacing icefield—jagged bergs on all sides as far 
as the lens could see.

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told 
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We left Norway House soon after noon, and the wind being favourable, sailed 
along the northern shore of Lake Winipeg [sic] the whole of the ensuing night.

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 

Day two was like glass. An eerie calm.
We do indeed consider ourselves lucky yet wonder if the lake is really as bad 

as everyone makes it out to be. We have seen no evidence of this raging beast 
that froths at the mouth and tosses boats around like toys. Nor have we seen the 
waves whose height and depth and reach can push, pull or drag a man from his 
leisurely morning paddle, pluck him from his early dawn, still sleepy bliss into a 
nightmare he may never recover from. Where was that lake? 

We found it. 

Quest Media, Moody Waters 
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A small group of children perches precariously atop a pile of matresses and a rocking chair en route to the 

“Promised Land.” Although the photograph shows British immigrants on the Saskatchewan River, it typifies 

the experience of the first Canadian Icelanders.
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The weather, which had been ominously calm, suddenly broke at 6 p.m. with 
a sharp breeze from the northwest. It increased as the Princess passed Little 
George at 9 p.m. and set a course for Swampy (Berens) Island. 

Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

And now the Storm-Blast came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong:
He struck with his o’ertaking wings,
And chased us north along.
With sloping masts and dipping prow,
As who pursued with yell and blow
Still treads the shadow of his foe,
And forward bends his head,
The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
And northward aye we fled. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, The Rime of The Ancient Mariner 
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On July 30, 1818, the expedition was driven furiously into the ice pack by a gale off the coast of Spitsbergen. 

The ships are shown being perilously tossed by giant waves among the chunks of ice broken from the pack. 

This engraving was made from a drawing by Frederick Beechey, Franklin’s lieutenant aboard the brig Trent, 

shown at extreme left.
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What had been a mirror-like surface of water a few minutes ago now was a 
boiling, raging cauldron of unleashed fury, waves tossing high and flooding 
aboard … Almost deafened by the roar of the wind and the crashes of thunder, 
Captain Anderson could only hope and pray that luck would not desert him on 
this night of nights … 

Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

… we came among the ftrongeft Whirlings of the Sea, that poffibly can be conceiv’d; 
there were divers great Pieces of Ice … 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage  

The surreal ocean continued to launch a procession of gigantic breakers past 
them, looming above the ship, periodically throwing it into darkness deeper than 
night, subsiding in huge roars as the ship broke out once again into the moonlight, 
the tumbling white water, and the banshee winds. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 
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Gale in the Pack, 1842 (National Maritime Museum)
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Lake Winnipeg’s old salts were convinced that its geological bipolarity … influ-
ences its behaviour. The Icelandic settlers believed the lake was more dangerous 
for small boats than the Atlantic Ocean. Certainly, boats that navigate without 
difficulty on the Great Lakes have been found to be useless on Lake Winnipeg. 
Nelson called it “the roughest lake in North America. Its waves run short instead 
of long. The storms can come out of nowhere.” 

Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

The storm began to strengthen with a clockwork regularity. Britton watched it 
build, minute by minute, until it reached an intensity she barely believed possible. 
The moon had fallen behind thick clouds, and nothing could be seen beyond the 
bridge. The storm was there, inside the bridge, all around them: in the lashings 
of spray, in the bits of razor-sharp ice whipping through, in the smell of death at 
the sea crowding in … She could feel ice building in her hair. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

The captain made a little speech. We might have noticed the weather had changed. 
But we would ride it out and he hoped no one would be fool enough to go out 
on deck, let alone climb the rigging. Here, he put his fish eyes on Father. Yes, he 
said, the storm was moving northeast and we were sailing southwest along the 
storm’s path. If we moved quick enough, we’d pass through it before it got too 
strong. If we were slow, we’d be smack inside it. Bad weather wasn’t anything 
unusual, but sensible precautions should be taken, like staying off the rigging 
and not doing damn-fool things on deck. And all glass bottles and objects should 
be stowed. He finished by saying, “As you know, I have no more control over 
the weather than a fish.”

We surprised him by laughing hard, because after saying that he put on his 
fishiest face and gaped his mouth like a haddock.

Paul Theroux, The Mosquito Coast

Six days and seven nights
came the wind and flood, the storm flattening the land.
When the seventh day arrived, the storm was pounding,
the flood was a war—struggling with itself like a woman
  writhing (in labor).

The Epic of Gilgamesh (Sumeria, 2750–2500 BCE) 
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He quickly fitted the binoculars to his eyes … It was a terrifying sight: the 
monumental peaks and valleys of water, the absolute promiscuity of chaos. It 
temporarily unnerved him. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

It is unfortunate that no description can convey an idea of a scene like that which 
surrounded us; and as to the pencil, it cannot represent motion or noise. And 
to those who have not seen a northern ocean in winter—who have not seen it, 
I should say, in a winter’s storm—the term ice, exciting but the recollection of 
what they only know at rest in an inland lake or canal, conveys no idea of what 
it is the fate of an Arctic navigator to witness and to feel. But let them remember 
that ice is stone; a floating rock in the stream, a promontory or an island when 
aground, not less solid than if it were a land of granite. Then let them imagine, 
if they can, these mountains of crystal hurled through a narrow strait by a rapid 
tide; meeting, as mountains in motion would meet, with the noise of thunder, 
breaking from each other’s precipices huge fragments, or rending each other 
asunder till, losing their former equilibrium, they fall over headlong, lifting the 

Guy Maddin (director), Tales from the Gimli Hospital 
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sea around in breakers, and whirling it in eddies; while the flatter fields of ice, 
forced against these masses, or against the rocks, by the wind and the stream, 
rise out of the sea till they fall back on themselves, adding to the indescribable 
commotion and noise which attend these occurrences. 

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 

… but when the Flood came, we were affaulted with Pieces of Ice, that every half 
Hour put us into defperate Diftrefs. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 
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The discovery of the fate of Franklin and his Northwest Passage expedition was left to Leopold M’Clintock. In 

the converted steam yacht Fox, and sponsored by Lady Franklin, M’Clintock worked his way farther west than 

anyone save Franklin had reached. The Fox was nearly lost a score of times, as on this occasion when she was 

caught in a tidal bore while surrounded by great masses of ice. 

Illustration from Leopold M’Clintock, The Voyage of the Fox in the Arctic Sea (1860)
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The wind, shrieking and wailing across the bridge and through raised antennae, 
showed at consistently over 60 m.p.h. on the bridge anemometer. The ice-
storm was no longer the gusting, swirling fog of that morning but a driving 
wall of stiletto-tipped spears, near-lethal in its ferocity, high speed ice-spicule 
lances that would have skewered their way through the thickest cardboard or 
shattered in a second a glass held in your hand. Over and above the ululating 
threnody of the wind we could hear an almost constant grinding, crashing and 
deep-throated booming as millions of tons of racked and tortured ice, under 
the influence of the gale and some mighty pressure centre, heaven knew how 
many hundreds of miles away, reared and twisted and tore and cracked, one 
moment forming another rafted ridge as a layer of ice, perhaps ten feet thick, 
screeched and roared and clambered on to the shoulders of another and then 
another, the next rending apart in indescribably violent cacophony to open up 
a new lead, black wind-torn water that started to skim over with ice almost as 
soon as it was formed.

“Are we both mad? Let’s get below.” Swanson cupped his hands to my ear 
and had to shout, but even so I could hardly hear him above that hellish bedlam 
of sound.

We clambered down into the comparatively sudden stillness of the control 
room. Swanson untied his parka hood and pulled off scarf and goggles that 
had completely masked his face. He looked at me and shook his head wonder-
ingly.

“And some people talk about the white silence of the Arctic. My God, a 
boilermaker’s shop is like a library reading-room compared to that lot.” He 
shook his head again …

“It is pretty nasty,” I admitted.

Alistair Maclean, Ice Station Zebra 

It is hardly possible to conceive the extremity of my terror. The fumes of the 
wine lately taken had evaporated, leaving me doubly timid and irresolute. I knew 
that I was altogether incapable of managing the boat, and that a fierce wind and 
strong ebb tide were hurrying us to destruction. A storm was evidently gathering 
behind us; we had neither compass nor provisions; and it was clear that, if we 
held our present course, we should be out of sight of land before daybreak. These 
thoughts, with a crowd of others equally fearful, flashed through my mind with a 
bewildering rapidity, and for some moments paralyzed me beyond the possibility 
of making any exertion. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 
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She looked at Lloyd. His face had gone gray. Perhaps he believed he was about to 
die. Perhaps he was thinking about what it would be like to be sinking in the cold, 
black water. She had seen that look before. It was not a pretty sight. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

… there was many great Pieces of Ice … 
Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

… white, sliding traps …? 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

Matt Holm (director), The Lost Bundefjord Expedition 
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“By and by, you lose your body. Because of the night you walk into. Or 
be cause the light withdraws. You lose your features. Smoothed out. Then 
transparent.

“You slide, cheek along cheek, forehead along groin. You run parallel to 
your blood.

“For, the face is only the frozen moment of the rising oars or their dip into 
the sea.”

—Reb Zaccai

Edmond Jabès, The Book of Questions 

He took the man by the shoulder and pulled him away from the railing. The 
seaman’s lips were blue, drawn back in a feral grimace of pain or terror. His 
open eyes were frozen over, made misty behind diaphanous ice. There was 
absolutely no color in the man’s cheeks, as if every ounce of blood had been 
leeched from his body. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

No one could see his fellow,
they could not recognize each other in the torrent.
The gods were frightened by the Flood,
and retreated, ascending to the heaven of Anu.
The gods were cowering like dogs, crouching by the outer wall. 

The Epic of Gilgamesh 

You are not unaware, moreover, that the interior language, whether wordy or laconic, 
is not really a language. Rather an undertow of unforeseen waves which knock you 
about, or a mulling over in which something fleeting and unsure comes together 
and immediately falls apart. “I therefore obey my feeling of present uselessness.” 
The sentence remains in suspense.

Jacques Brault, At the Bottom of the Garden 

It is not a little, too, to know and to feel our utter helplessness in these cases. 
There is not a moment in which it can be conjectured what will happen in the 
next; there is not one which may not be the last; and yet that next moment may 
bring rescue and safety. It is a strange, as it is an anxious position; but though 
fearful, it often gives no time for fear, so unexpected is every event, and so quick 
the transitions. If the noise and the motion and the hurry in every thing around 
are distracting, if the attention is troubled to fix on anything amid such confusion, 
still must one’s attention be alive that it may seize on the single moment of help 
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or escape which may occur. Yet with all this, and it is the hardest task of all, there 
is nothing to be acted, no effort to be made; and though the very sight of the 
movement around inclines the seaman to be himself busy, while we can scarcely 
repress the instinct that directs us to help ourselves in cases of danger, he must 
be patient, as if he were unconcerned or careless; waiting as he best can for the 
fate, be it what it may, which he cannot influence or avoid. 

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 

He had never seen a sea like this in his life, and the increase in visibility, while 
useful to his plan, made it appear all the more dreadful. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

“And here we were out on the Lake, and no shelter—I quite made up my mind 
that I would lose either my feet or hands … One has no Idea what a storm is on 
the Lake unless they have been in one themselves.”

from Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

“Thirty years before, Drake had rounded the Horn, but had lost five of his six 
ships in the process. Honeycutt was determined to prove that the trip could be 
made without losing a single vessel. They hit weather as they approached the 
Strait of Le Maire. The crew pleaded with Honeycutt to turn back. He insisted 
on pushing on. As they rounded the Horn, a terrible gale blew up. A giant 
breaking wave sank two of the ships in less than a minute. The other two were 
dismasted. For several days the hulks drifted north, borne along by the raging 
gale, past the Ice Limit.”

“The Ice Limit?” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

There was something in the tone of these words which filled me with an indescribable 
feeling of dread. I again looked at the speaker attentively. His lips were perfectly 
livid, and his knees shook so violently together that he seemed scarcely able to 
stand. “For God’s sake, Augustus,” I screamed, now heartily frightened, “what ails 
you?—what is the matter?—what are you going to do?” “Matter!” he stammered, 
in the greatest apparent surprise, letting go the tiller at the same moment, and falling 
forward into the bottom of the boat—“matter—why, nothing is the—matter …” 
The whole truth now flashed upon me. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 
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“The wind was now a roaring gale and we were in a blinding snowstorm. The sea 
was heavy with waves over 25 feet high. Captain Helgason knew it was useless 
to continue under these circumstances and gave me instruction to bring the 
boat around and go back to Big George. There was a little break in the sea and 
I was able to bring the Keenora around. It was snowing and blowing terribly as 
we approached the light at Big George and suddenly, without warning, the new 
deck hand, who had been under constant surveillance since we left Selkirk, made 
a dash for the railing and jumped overboard. The night watchman had left him 
for only a few moments to get a cup of coffee …”

The crew made every effort to save the crewman but the terrible weather 
conditions and high seas made their search futile. “He simply vanished into the 
snowstorm that surrounded the ship like a white wall.” 

Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

They travelled also towards Sørfold and from there—let us speak of it as in a 
dream, but it was no dream, a man may know if his body be dreaming or present, 
and to this traveller, all was present …

From there he went even to Lofoten.
He had always greatly desired to see the renowned and terrible Maelstrøm, a 

wonder of the natural world. Now he found himself on the peak of the mountain, 
Helseggen, the Cloudy. From there he beheld a wide expanse of ocean, whose 
waters were so inky a hue as to bring at once to mind the Nubian geographer’s 
account of the Mare Tenebrarum. To the right and left, as far as the eye could 
reach, there lay outstretched, like ramparts of the world, lines of horridly black 
and beetling cliff, whose gloomy character was made more striking by the surf 
which reared up its white and ghastly crest …

He saw as he watched, the character of the ocean surface change from a 
chopping character to a forceful current, which tamed into whirlpools, which in 
turn disappeared, leaving streaks of foam, which combined in a gyratory motion, 
taking on the motion of the subsided vortices to form the germ of another more 
vast. Suddenly—very suddenly—this assumed a distinct and definite existence, in 
a circle of more than a mile in diameter. The funnel, whose interior was a smooth, 
shining and jet-black wall of water, inclined to the horizon at an angle of some 
forty-five degrees, speeding round and round with a swaying and sweltering 
motion, sending to the winds an appalling voice half shriek, half roar …

A. S. Byatt, The Biographer’s Tale 
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On thro’ the storm he speeds, ’midst drowning cries,

Whilst helpless vessels sink before his eyes.

Gustave Doré, Depictions of the Wandering Jew
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… a south-west gale, a drama to which I was spectator. Everything was in a 
haze. Earth and sky merged, the sea tossed itself in the air in a fantastic dance, 
into the shapes of men and horses and tattered banners. I stood in the lee of an 
overhanging rock and thought of many things; my soul was tense. God knows, 
I thought, what I am witnessing today and why the sea opens before my very 
eyes! Perhaps at this moment I gaze into the earth’s inner brain, see its workings, 
how it seethes!

Knut Hamsun, Pan 

Perhaps one finds a trace, a hint, of this in the local legends mentioned earlier, 
which bring the Wandering Jew into association with certain natural phenomena 
(i.e., the creation of lakes) …

E. Isaac-Edersheim, Ahasver: A Mythic Image of the Jew 

PEER What a storm!
STRANGE PASSENGER 
 Yes! Beautiful!
PEER Beautiful?
SP The waves are running as high as houses.
 It makes my mouth water. Think of the wrecks
 There will be tonight. Think of the corpses
 drifting ashore.
PEER God preserve us!
SP Have you ever seen a man strangled?
 Or hanged—or drowned?
PEER What—
SP They laugh; but their laughter is forced.
 Most of them bite out their tongues.
PEER Get away from me!
SP Just one question. Suppose we, for example
 Should strike on a rock, and sink in the darkness—
PEER You think there is a danger—?
SP I don’t really know what I ought to say.
 But suppose now, I should float and you should sink—
PEER Oh rubbish—!
SP It’s just a hypothesis.
 But when a man stands with one foot in the grave
 He sometimes tends to be generous—
PEER [puts his hand in his pocket] Oh, money—
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SP No, no. But if you would be so kind
 As to bequeath me your valuable body—
PEER What!
SP Only your corpse, you understand.
 To help my researches—
PEER Go away!
SP But, my dear sir, consider. It’s to your advantage.
 I’ll open you up and let in the light.
 I want to discover the source of your dreams.
 I want to find out how you’re put together—
PEER Away!
SP But my dear sir! A drowned body—!
PEER Blasphemous man!
 You’re provoking the storm. Are you out of your mind?
 Look at the sea! These waves are like mountains!
 At any moment we may be killed.
 And you’re acting as though you can hardly wait for it.
SP I see you’re not in a mood for discussion.
 But time, they say, changes everything.
 We’ll meet when you’re sinking, if not before.
 Perhaps you’ll be more in the humour, then.
 [Goes into cabin.]
PEER Horrible fellows these scientists are!
 You damned freethinker!

Henrik Ibsen, Peer Gynt 

In the course of fourteen voyages in which I had before visited this inhospitable 
country, I passed through many dangers wherein my own life, together with those 
of my companions, had been threatened; but the present case far surpassed in 
awfulness, as well as actual hazard, anything that I had before witnessed. Dangers 
which occur unexpectedly and terminate suddenly, though of the most awful 
description, appear like a dream when they are past; but horrors which have a 
long continuance leave an impression on the memory which time itself cannot 
altogether efface. Such was the effect of the present scene. 

William Scoresby, The Northern Whale-Fishery 
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It was night, and the rain fell; and, falling, it was rain, but, having fallen, it was 
blood. And the rain fell upon my head—

Edgar Allan Poe, Silence: A Fable 

and upon you he will rain … myriad fishes. 

The Epic of Gilgamesh 

And, all at once, the moon arose through the thin ghastly mist, and was crimson 
in color. And mine eyes fell upon a huge gray rock which … was lighted by the 
light of the moon. And the rock was gray, and ghastly, and tall, —and the rock was 
gray. Upon its front were characters engraven in the stone; and I … came close … 
that I might read the characters upon the stone. But I could not decypher them. 
And I was going back into the morass, when the moon shone with a fuller red, 
and I turned and looked again upon the rock, and upon the characters; —and the 
characters were DESOLATION.

Edgar Allan Poe, Silence: A Fable  

Raining fish, from Der Wunder-reiche 

Uberzug [sic] unserer Nider-Welt …, by 

Erasmus Francisci, 1680
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crash report  
three missing, lake winnipeg crash, manitoba

CASN Technical Report

23 November 1999 CASG 991125-11F
Lake Winnipeg, Manitoba
Piper PA-32-300 (Private)
Engine Failure—Forced Descent

UPDATED 99-11-30 14:35 UTC 

DATE 99-11-25 10:33 local CST (16:33 UTC)
LOCATION Lake Winnipeg, Manitoba 52° 25´N–98°00´W
WEATHER No reporting stations near scene
VFR Wind estimate 8 to 10 knots out of the east with lake 

surface waves 2 to 3 feet. Aftercast (best guess)—broken 
6,000–8,000 feet—overcast 23,000 feet—temperature 01° 
Celsius, dew point 04° Celsius

AIRCRAFT  Piper PA-32-300 “Cherokee Six”, s/n 32-7340183, 6 seats, 
wheels and ski gear. Canadian registration CF-GPJ, regis-
tered private—Fairford, Manitoba. Engines: 1—Lycoming 
TI0-540 series, 310 Hp, avg. cruise 160 Mph (reported)

CREW 1 (missing) 
PASSENGERS 2 (missing) 
TOTAL 3 missing 

Canadian Aviation Safety News Occurrence Reports, 
Technical Report CASG 991125-11F 
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After crashing onto and through the ice of a frozen lake, the aircraft wreckage clearly reveals the direction of 

travel. This photograph was taken standing directly beside the hole which was left in the ice after the crash. 

The hole made by the twin-engine aircraft was less than ten feet in diameter. 
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Desolation

We coasted along betwixt west and north-west until we saw Desolation, 
which is a great island … 

Abacuk Pricket, A Large Discourse of the Said Voyage, and the Success Thereof

The sea calmed, fell still, the whirlwind (and) flood stopped up.
I looked around all day long—quiet had set in
and all the human beings had turned to clay!
The terrain was as flat as a roof. 

The Epic of Gilgamesh 

After proceeding to the westward for the greater part of the 28th, we arrived 
at the borders of a compact body of field-ice, consisting of immense sheets of 
prodigious thickness. I considered the situation not favourable for fishing … 

William Scoresby, The Northern Whale-Fishery 

In the lee of the island, everything seemed strangely quiet. There was a terrible 
silence on the bridge: there were no longer any orders to give or receive. The 
wind was gone, and the swell warping around the island was smooth and low. 
The wall of ice was only a quarter mile distant. Here and there, long fissures ran 
down from its top, deep runnels worn by icemelt and rain. He could see small 
waterfalls feathering into the moonlit sea, and hear the distant cracking and 
pinging of the ice. Beyond that came a distant keening sound of wind, raking 
the top of the ice island. It was an ethereal, otherworldly place. He watched 
an iceberg, recently calved off the island, drift away to the west. He wanted to 
be there when it slowly melted and disappeared into the sea. He wanted to be 
anywhere but here.

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit
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Passing Fitz Clarence Rock, August 26, 1871 (Culver Pictures)

Richard Parry, Trial By Ice: The True Story of Murder and Survival on the 1871 Polaris Expedition
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“At length did cross an Albatross,
Through the fog it came;
As if it had been a Christian soul
We hailed it in God’s name.
It ate the food it ne’er had eat,
And round and round it flew.
The ice did split with a thunder-fit;
The helmsman steered us through!
And a good south wind sprung up behind;
The Albatross did follow,
And every day, for food or play,
Came to the mariners’ hollo!
In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,
It perched for vespers nine;
Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
Glimmered the white Moon-shine.”
“God save thee, ancient Mariner!
From the fiends, that plague thee thus!—
Why look’st thou so?”—With my crossbow
I shot the Albatross.*

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, The Rime of The Ancient Mariner 

At that very instant there came one of those low, dull, grinding sounds I have 
already mentioned, but very much louder than any that I had hitherto heard. 
Deep, angry thuds followed, and crunching sounds, while beneath all there arose 
a solemn murmur like the “voice of many waters.” I felt the ice heave under my 
feet … and one thought, quick as lightning, flashed horribly into my mind. 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

And I had done a hellish thing,
And it would work ’em woe:
For all averred, I had killed the bird
That made the breezes blow.
Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay
That made the breeze to blow 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, The Rime of The Ancient Mariner 

* … in the space of three months we killed at least one hundred dozen of one kind of fowl which was a 
sort of partridge, but white as milk. (Abacuk Pricket, A Large Discourse of the Said Voyage)
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“At any rate, in the night, Honeycutt’s ships were dashed against the side of an 
ice island.”

“Like the Titanic,” Amira said quietly. They were the first words she had 
spoken for several minutes.

The captain looked at her. “Not an iceberg. An ice island. The berg that 
wrecked the Titanic was an ice cube compared to what you get above the Limit. 
The one that crushed Honeycutt’s ships probably measured twenty miles by 
forty.”

“Did you say forty miles?” McFarlane asked.
“Much larger ones have been reported, bigger than some states. They’re 

visible from space.”
“Jesus.” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

The Karluk viewed from aloft, showing her deck cargo of coal, as she was caught in the ice pack off Camden 

Bay, August 1913 (William Laird McKinlay, Karluk: The Great Untold Story of Arctic Exploration)
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This day we found ourselves completely hemmed in by the ice. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

The defences of the Arctic were legion. They included such uncanny elements as 
the terrifying single night of winter which, in the more northern latitudes, endures 
for months, with only the stars, the moon and the northern lights for illumination. 
They included the immense glaciated mountains and lunar rock barrens of vast, 
frozen islands or of the illimitable continental tundra where no trees grew and where 
the perpetual frosts struck deep into the solid rock. They included the presence of 
what was, to European eyes, as strange and inexplicable (and therefore fearsome) 
a race of men as any in the world—the Eskimo. They included fit subjects for a 
bestiary as awe-inspiring as anything the mediaeval imagination could devise—the 
great-horned sea unicorn, the long-tusked walrus, the gigantic Greenland whale, 
the fearsome killer whale, the snake-necked and amphibious polar bear, and the 
antediluvian musk-ox. They included a climate which leapt from a summer heat 
that seared men’s flesh to a winter frost that seared it more deeply still. It was a 
climate that could congeal the ocean at the height of a northern hurricane; and 
that could raise black ice-fogs which, for days on end, shrouded land, sea, and ice 
alike in a cold, palpable, and almost total darkness. It was a world that could, and 
did, inflict on intruders the agonies of starvation, of inevitable scurvy, and even 
of fatal thirst, in what was too often a frozen desert.

Yet none of these deterrents could compare with the terrible efficacy of the 
prime defender: the ice itself.

The disintegrating sea-cliffs of the glaciers, and their offspring, the irresist-
ible and ponderous bergs; the drifting pack that could encompass a vessel at 
a moment’s notice and which, if it did not crush her outright, could carry her 
helplessly imprisoned for a thousand miles and more; the broken floe ice lifting 
and lunging in the gales, and easily capable of piercing the sides of the stoutest 
ship afloat; the fixed ice of winter that trapped vessels like flies in amber and 
held them prisoner while scurvy and starvation killed their crews—these were 
all manifestations of the power of that one defender. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice  

It was first proved to his face by Bennet Mathew, our Trumpeter, that, upon our 
first sight of Iceland, Juet confessed that he expected the outcome of the voyage 
would be manslaughter, and would prove bloody to some. 

Abacuk Pricket, A Large Discourse of the Said Voyage, and the Success Thereof  
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On July 17, Chirikov anchored at 57˚15´, in a bay off the north end of what we 
now know as Chichagof Island, probably in the vicinity of Lisiansky Strait. He 
dispatched a longboat with the mate and ten armed sailors. The boat never 
returned. On the twenty-third, a second boat was sent in search of the first, and 
that too disappeared …

Sheila Nickerson, Disappearance: A Map 

John Ross, Voyage to Baffin Bay, 1818. When Sir John Ross was making his attempt on the Northwest Passage 

in 1818, he was guided through the almost impenetrable ice of Melville Bay by the Scots whaling fleet, seen 

here with Ross’s expedition in the rear. The icebergs are rather fanciful, but the sense of danger they impart 

in this print was real enough.
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I  sometimes have the feeling the ice is alive.

Thomas Wharton, Icefields 

Traveling among the icebergs off the Arctic coasts of Canada and Alaska, Franklin and his companions saw 

majestic scenes like this. (Engraved from original drawing of George Back)
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The ice folded in around us,
Gnashing its jaws, folded in
 around us.

…
But perhaps she might not yield,
She might not let you enter,
 But might grip
And hold you crushed forever in her stubborn
 loins,
 her horrible house,
Her white asylum in an ugly marriage.

…
 But this is not the place
To talk of souls; here
The soul becomes the flesh.

…
 The ice
Is its own argument. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

Blizzards had pushed the moving against and across the stationary ice, which 
threw the ice into, as Bartlett put it, “fantastic, mountainous formations that are 
as weird as that astounding picture of Chaos before the Creation that used to 
ornament the first volume of Ridpath’s ‘History of the World.’” 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

“Aye, Sir,” said Starbuck drawing near, “’tis a solemn sight; an omen, and an ill 
one.”

Omen? omen?—the dictionary! If the gods think to speak outright to man, 
they will honorably speak outright; not shake their heads, and give an old wives’ 
darkling hint.—Begone! Ye two are the opposite poles of one thing; Starbuck is 
Stubb reversed, and Stubb is Starbuck; and ye two are all mankind; and Ahab 
stands alone among the millions of the peopled earth, nor gods nor men his 
neighbors! Cold, cold—I shiver!

Herman Melville, Moby Dick 
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To most people ice is simply frozen water, a simple substance that preserves our 
food, cools our drinks, and makes the Canadian national sport of ice-hockey 
possible. But in fact there is nothing in the least simple, even in the chemical 
sense, about sea ice. Its physical forms and qualities are so amazingly complex 
that even today we know all too little about them. However, the men who through 
the centuries ventured against the ice in ships were never much concerned with 
its more subtle complexities. They were concerned, and remain so today, with 
the almost infinite variety of its manifestations—and with its habits. Ice-pilots 
who have lived with it through much of their lives have come to feel that it is 
almost sentient, as if imbued with a quality of active hostility which is certainly 
inhuman, but none the less real for all that. We modern acolytes of science like 
to believe we can demonstrate the truly mechanical nature of all aspects of the 
natural world, and we laugh at such superstitious nonsense. But, even in our 
time, men who go to the ice and who know it in all its many moods do not laugh 
at the suggestion that it is almost animate in its actions. They cannot afford our 
comfortable scepticism and our easy assumption of superiority. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice: The Search for the Northwest Passage 

The iceberg, of course, is not alive, not really. But Pratt renders it as semi-alive, a 
sort of Night of the Living Dead zombie, complete with a face, a claw, a lair, and an 
‘impulse’. Pratt tried to avoid Hardyesque predestination, but, as his biographer 
David Pitt says, ‘the more facts he unearthed … the more “incredible,” “bizarre,” 
“grotesque,” “ironic,” and “macabre” did they appear.’ Pratt himself commented 
that it was ‘as if some power with intelligence and resource had organized and 
directed a conspiracy.’ 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

… extremely dangerous ice … 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 
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Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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Day after day the sailors fought for the lives of [Erebus and Terror], sawing, 
detonating, and dragging ice floes unceasingly. The risk increased that the hulls 
would be squeezed to pieces by the uncertain movements of the ice field, until 
the ships were lifted up through mere pressure and finally rested on top of the 
ice as if it were a pedestal. Now care had to be taken that this support did not 
give way. Drawings were made with architectural precision; statistical calcula-
tions were attempted; anchors were dropped. 

Sten Nadolny, The Discovery of Slowness 
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Erebus and Terror: Midships Section. Massive reinforcements were made to protect the vessels from the ice: 10 

inces of oak and elm planking on the sides, 13 inches on the bottom, iron knees, and doubled deck planking. 

(National Maritime Museum, Greenwich, England)
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Now they were all stranded in the ice, and as far as Murray was concerned, it 
was Stefansson’s fault. Stefansson was, in Murray’s opinion, nothing more than 
a “self-seeking adventurer who deliberately intended to put the ‘Karluk’ into 
the pack ice for the sake of notoriety and personal glorification.” It would be 
the surest way for Stefansson to get his name in the papers, to be known as the 
gallant leader of a lost expedition. 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

It was a wild, fantastical scheme—but Hall was a fantastic fellow … In the event 
his little boat was wrecked a short time after the George Henry reached Baffin 
Island. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

Having now done all to the beft of our Underftandings, but to little Purpofe, we went 
all upon a Piece of Ice and fell to Prayer; befeeching God to be merciful unto us. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

“A ssemble on floe: Boss explains situation and we turn in,” wrote 
Wordie.

Caroline Alexander, The Endurance 

A week after both ships had settled in their cradles and been tented, Franklin 
outlined his plans for the winter ahead.

There was little alternative now than to remain anchored to the ice and take 
their chances with it. He estimated their present position to be somewhat less 
than a hundred miles north-north-east of Point Victory, James Ross’ Furthest 
West on King William Land, and with any luck they would come within sight of 
that same place early the following summer. Prior to that, when spring signalled 
its approach, he intended to dispatch a number of expeditions to explore to the 
south and the south-west of where they were now beset. They were all encouraged 
by this plan, by its simplicity and the momentum it sustained, and they toasted it 
and themselves before communicating it to the lower ranks, leavened as it passed 
from man to man by their enthusiasm and determination, and by the knowledge 
that they had already achieved so much where many before them had failed.

Robert Edric, The Broken Lands 
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The winter is long and cold; from January until May the temperature rarely 
rose above zero. Most of the time … the temperature hovered between twenty 
and forty below, with occasional brief drops to sixty below, or lower. 

James Fenimore Cooper, Island of the Lost 

There was now not an atom of clear water to be seen anywhere; and excepting 
the occasional dark point of a protruding rock, nothing but one dazzling and 
monotonous, dull and wearisome extent of snow was visible all around the 
horizon in the direction of the land. It was indeed a dull prospect. Amid all its 
brilliancy, this land, the land of ice and snow, has ever been and ever will be a 
dull, dreary, heart-sinking, monotonous waster, under the influence of which the 
very mind is paralyzed, ceasing to care or think. Even a poetical imagination 
would be troubled to extract matter of description from that which offers no 
variety; where nothing moves and nothing changes, but all is for ever the same, 
cheerless, cold, and still. 

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 

Arctic clothing, Illustrated Arctic News, c. 1850 (National Archives of Canada C-28269)
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2nd November. Very dull times. No amount of ingenuity could make a diary 
worth the paper it is written on. An occasional raven flies past, a couple more 
ptarmigan have been shot: another N.W. gale is blowing, with the temperature 
down to -12º. 

Leopold M’Clintock, The Voyage of the Fox in the Arctic Sea 

The 7th Day was fo extremely cold, that our Nofes, Cheeks, and Hands, did freeze as 
white Paper.

The 8th and 9th, it was extreme cold , and it fnow’d much … 
Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage

Today was as yesterday and, as was today, so would be tomorrow.

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 

James Houston, The Ice Master: A Novel of the Arctic, cover photo by Fred Bruemmer
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To pass the time, the men of the Karluk hunted, read,* skated, slept, posed 
for Wilkins’s camera, and watched the ice. 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

*The Erebus boasted a library of 1,700 volumes and the Terror 1,200, including bound copies of Punch. 
(Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here)
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Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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They were usually the only living creatures out on the ice. It was an eerie 
world—vast, barren, and utterly still. White sky blended into the icescape, until 
you couldn’t tell where one ended and one began. There was no sign of life but 
the ship and her men, the dogs, and the little black cat. Otherwise, the world was 
deafeningly silent and lifeless.

“I remember now how quiet the world appeared to be,” he wrote.

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master: The Doomed 1913 Voyage of the Karluk 

When there is light enough, I read The Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyám, my copy 
of which is held together with surgeon’s plaster. The Rubáiyát. Not exactly an 
antidote to Antarctic gloom! “In the fires of spring, your winter garment of 
repentance fling!” I speak that line over and over in my head. What it means in 
the context of the poem no longer matters. How I long, as I trudge across the 
ice, weighted down by my winter garments of repentance, to fling them off and 
feel warmth from a source outside my body.

At night, there is something about the air, the water, the ice, the land that 
fixes my attention and makes it impossible for me to sleep. To see the night sky, 
I have taken to lying on the ice some distance from our tents in my sleeping 
bag. At first, my teeth chatter, every muscle in my body quivers. I want the heat 
to leave my body faster and thereby faster warm the air inside the bag. I close 
the bag until all that remains open is a kind of blow-hole, a slit through which 
I can breathe and see the stars. Others watching from their tents say that in 
the moonlight, they can see my breath spouting up at intervals. They think me 
strange and wonder how it is that I can stand the cold; why it is that, although 
I have to myself the largest sleeping quarters, I come out here every night like 
a child on a camping trip. They would not tolerate my oddness if I was not in 
charge. There is no wind, no sound but that of the snow that crunches loudly 
underneath me when I move. I am glad I cannot sleep, much prefer this silence 
to the clamour of my dreams.

Wayne Johnston, The Navigator of New York 

In the eyes of the police, according to Chipman, Stefansson seemed to care little 
about the Karluk, spending more of his time bragging about his new book … 

Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic 
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Olav Bjaaland at Framheim in the outfit provided for work around the base. By his own account, he joined the 

expedition “to see the world”.… Bjaaland was 38 when this picture was taken.

When Bjaaland first saw the Barrier from the deck of the Fram, he wrote:

“It is a strange feeling that grips one as the sight now reveals itself. The sea is still as a pond, and before 

one stands this Great Wall of China and glitters. Far off, it is like a photograph that has just been developed 

on the plate.

By letting one’s thoughts wander over the surface, one finds oneself in a melancholy mood. One thinks of 

what is to come, the hardships one is going to meet, the use one will be, and if we can get there before the 

Englishmen—who are surely burning with the same ambition.”
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Now the ice being broken so that a boat might pass, the Master appointed 
Henry Greene and some others to go fishing. 

Abacuk Pricket, A Large Discourse Of The Said Voyage, and the Success Thereof 

I caufed the Men to lay out fome fifhing Lines, but to no Purpofe; for I could not perceive 
the Bait had been fo much as touch’d. The Nights are very cold … 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

As we had nothing to eat, and were destitute of the means of making a fire, we 
remained in our beds all the day; but the covering of our blankets was insufficient 
to prevent us from feeling the severity of the frost, and suffering inconvenience 
from the drifting snow into our tents. There was no abatement of the storm next 
day; our tents were completely frozen, and the snow had drifted around them to a 
depth of three feet, and even in the inside there was a covering of several inches 
on our blankets. Our suffering from cold, in a comfortless canvas tent in such 
weather, with the temperature at 20º, and without a fire, will easily be imagined; 
it was, however, less than that which we felt from hunger …

Fish is not found here. 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 

One Million Steps Expedition, Lake Winnipeg, 2001
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Thus we feem’d to live in a Heap, and Wildernefs of Snow … 
Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 
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Camp at Ice Spit, March 1914, almost completely snowed under within a fortnight of landing

William Laird McKinlay, Karluk: The Great Untold Story of Arctic Exploration
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Camp at Ice Spit, March 1914, almost completely snowed under within a fortnight of landing

William Laird McKinlay, Karluk: The Great Untold Story of Arctic Exploration
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So strange an accident has happened to us that I cannot forbear recording it.
Last Monday, we were nearly surrounded by ice, which closed in the ship on 

all sides, scarcely leaving her the sea-room in which she floated. Our situation 
was somewhat dangerous, especially as we were compassed round by a very 
thick fog. We accordingly lay to, hoping that some change would take place in 
the atmosphere and the weather.

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

After a short time, the officer on duty called Ross from his cabin with news 
that the fog was beginning to lift. On deck, Ross scrutinized the drifting veils to 
the west, seeking to determine what might lie ahead. Then, for just a matter of 
minutes, the fog parted and allowed him a glimpse of … something. 

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

When all is ice, and all one dazzling mass of white, when the surface of the sea 
itself is tossed and fixed into rocks, while the land is on the contrary, often very 
flat, if not level … it is not always so easy a problem [to see]. 

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 

Strange sights tonight. Looking through my marine glass to the north-east, … 
I was astonished at the view before me. Mountains, islands, icebergs, and the 
sea were in one vast confusion. From the sun northerly to the south-west, 
wherever I turned my glass, confusion worse than things confounded met my 
sight. A little reflection, however, brought me to a realization of the fact. The 
extraordinary appearance of everything at and beyond the horizon was from 
‘refraction’, so called. 

Charles Francis Hall, Life With The Esquimaux: The Narrative Of Captain Charles Francis Hall, Of 
The Whaling Barque “George Henry,” From The 29th May, 1860, To The 13th September, 1862: With 
The Results Of A Long Intercourse With The Innuits [Sic], And Full Description Of Their Mode Of 
Life, The Discovery Of Actual Relics Of The Expedition Of Martin Frobisher Of Three Centuries 
Ago, And Deductions In Favour Of Yet Discovering Some Of The Survivors Of Sir John Franklin’s 
Expedition 

Were they beginning to hallucinate? Their world now filled with eerie sights 
and sounds, some of them explicable, some less easy to understand. “There is a 
peculiar weirdness in those silent stretches of the ice pack,” wrote Chafe. 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 
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Amundsen’s tent at the North Magnetic Pole, Boothia Peninsula, May 1904 … The Magnetic Poles of the Earth 

are not points, as Amundsen well knew. They are nebulous and shifting areas. Ristvedt graphically described 

the search: “We moved and observed; moved and observed and [the pole] moved. In the evening … we could 

be quite near the pole, we believed. But next morning the needle had swung far off.“
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About two o’clock the mist cleared away, and we beheld, stretched out in every 
direction, vast and irregular plains of ice, which seemed to have no end. Some of 
my comrades groaned, and my own mind began to grow watchful with anxious 
thoughts, when a strange sight suddenly attracted our attention and diverted 
our solicitude from our own situation. We perceived a low carriage … pass on 
towards the north, at the distance of half a mile: a being which had the shape of 
a man, but apparently of gigantic stature, sat in the sledge and guided [it]. We 
watched the rapid progress of the traveller with our telescopes, until he was lost 
among the distant inequalities of the ice.

This appearance excited our unqualified wonder. We were, as we believed, 
many hundred miles from any land; but this apparition seemed to denote that 
it was not, in reality, so distant as we had supposed. Shut in, however, by ice, it 
was impossible to follow his track, which we had observed with the greatest 
attention. 

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

K-19: The Widowmaker film shoot on Lake Winnipeg, March 2001
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Arctic hunters and desert nomads, sailors and explorers, prairie farmers and 
coast fisherman all know the difficulty of “seeing” across the great open spaces 
of the world’s surface. Refraction and reflection, mirage and distortion, blackout 
and white-out, even preconceived notions of what “should” be seen, can make a 
mockery of man’s sense of sight. He can see, yet he cannot see clearly. The harder 
he tried to see clearly, the more his sense of sight fails him. 

Doug Wilkinson, Arctic Fever: The Search for the Northwest Passage 

What did Ross see for those few minutes as the fog thinned to the west? What 
did he think he saw? A mountain range? 

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

They also noticed three houses covered with sealskin as well as “a number of 
small things fleeting in the Sea a farre off,” which Frobisher at first took to be 
“Porposes, or Ceales, or some kind of a strange fishe,” but which turned out to 
be Eskimos in kayaks, and it occurred to the English that maybe they should 
quit sightseeing and get back on their boat.

Evan S. Connell Jr., A Long Desire 
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On 20 September 1913, Stefansson … together with a number of companions—
Diamond Nenness, George Wilkins, and a few Eskimos—left the Karluk in the 
hope of finding game to provision the ship; the excursion was to take approxi-
mately ten days. The evidence suggests that this was a normal hunting trip. With 
the passage of time, Stefansson’s detractors accused him of abandoning his ship 
because he knew full well that it was in great danger. Mrs. Anderson wrote to 
her husband about a conversation that she had had with Frederick W. Maurer, 
a member of the Karluk. According to Maurer, Stefansson was visibly upset by 
the Karluk’s situation: he would not eat, appeared intimidated by Bartlett, and 
wandered aimlessly about the ship. Maurer claimed he had heard a conversa-
tion between the commander and Jack Hadley, a passenger, in which Stefansson 
definitely expressed his fear for the loss of the ship, the end of the expedition, 
and an adverse world reaction …

Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic 

Eighty-eight years later, in a world eased by technology, it’s difficult to fathom 
the peril in which that creaky wooden ship and those aboard it found themselves. 
Paul Schurke, an internationally renowned modern-day explorer who has trav-
elled to the North Pole five times by dogsled, simply shakes his head when trying 
to describe the pressure of the ice pack. “The polar ice is an entity unto itself, 
almost a dynamic living thing. Those blocks of ice out there are the size of islands, 
moving along with millions of tons of force, and nothing in their path is going to 
stop their progress.”

“Nothing” included the Karluk, which, according to Schurke, stood the same 
chance of surviving the ice as “a pile of matchsticks.”

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told 

… Yet such testimony was given after the fact, and perhaps influenced by the 
subsequent course of the expedition. Nor can more credence be placed in a 
report of the Royal Northwest Mounted Police, which implied that Stefansson’s 
actions had been suspicious. The report, which finally filtered down to Ottawa, 
recorded that “Stefansson appears to have left the ‘Karluk’ just in time, as you 
will see she had disappeared the next morning.” 

Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic 

Goodbye, Stefansson. We did not then know that those of us who were left on your 
luckless ship were not to see you again. 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 
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In the night which succeeded to this day, the thermometer fell to -36º. Of course 
the ice remained unaltered. It is difficult to convey to my readers the impression 
produced by this stationary condition of a sea thus impracticably frozen. 

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 

… all which Time our Miferies increas’d. It fnow’d and froze extremely. At which Time, 
we looking from the Shore towards the Ship, fhe look’d like a Piece of Ice, in the Fafhion 
of a Ship; or a Ship refembling a Piece of Ice. The Snow was all frozen about her, and all 
her Fore-part firm Ice; and fo fhe was on both Sides alfo. Our Cables froze in the Hawfe, 
wonderful to behold. I got me aboard, where the long Nights I fpent, with tormenting 
Cogitations; and in the Daytime, I could not fee any Hope of faving the Ship. This I was 
affur’d of, that it was impoffible to endure thefe Extremities long. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 
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The last photograph taken of the Karluk before she went down, November 1913
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This ice cannot bear the flesh of men,
This sun will not tolerate colour;
 We begin
To move into the ice, to mimic it. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

It was clear that the men of the Karluk were trapped. The 17°F temperature 
seemed even more bitterly cold. The imprisoned ship was drowning in snow. The 
wind blasted them from all directions, forever shifting and changing course … 
The world around them was vast and wide—open sky, ice as far as the eye could 
see in all directions, nothing to obstruct their view of that boundless, frozen 
wonderland. But they began to feel claustrophobic. They felt smothered by the 
ice, as if it were not only compressing the sides of their ship, but constricting their 
throats, and the breath in their lungs. 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

They sigh one unto the other in that solitude, and stretch towards the heaven their 
long and ghastly necks, and nod to and fro their everlasting heads. And there is 
an indistinct murmur which cometh out from among them like the rushing of 
subterrene water. And they sigh one unto the other. 

Edgar Allan Poe, Silence: A Fable 

In 1880, after a year on the ice, his ship still drifting aimlessly, a weary George 
Washington De Long had written with a foreboding that the men of the Karluk 
now understood: “There can be no greater wear and tear on a man’s mind and 
patience than this life in the ice. The absolute monotony; the unchanging round 
of hours; the awakening to the same things and the same conditions that one saw 
just before losing one’s self in sleep; the same faces; the same dogs; the same ice; 
the same conviction that tomorrow will be exactly the same as to-day, if not more 
disagreeable; the absolute impotence to do anything, to go anywhere, or to change 
one’s situation an iota. Each day our chances of liberation seem to grow fainter 
and fainter. Alas, Alas! The North Pole and the Northwest Passage are as far 
from our realization as they were the day the ship left England; and my pleasant 
hope, to add something to the history of Arctic discovery and exploration, has 
been as ruthlessly shattered and as thoroughly killed as my greatest enemy could 
desire. I frequently think that instead of recording the idle words that express 
our progress from day to day I might better keep these pages unwritten, leaving 
a blank properly to represent the utter blank of this Arctic expedition. 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 
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But I, too, it seems, am trapped. No one but you can free me from the isolation of 
ambition. Nor would renouncing my ambition free me, even if I could renounce it, 
for I believe that I was called to my vocation as priests and ministers are called to 
theirs. I believe that, as I once wrote of Francis Stead, I labour not only for myself 
but in the service of mankind.

Wayne Johnston, The Navigator of New York 

They spent many “blank” days, filled with the “monotony of waiting and thinking,” 
said McKinlay. “Think, think, think! That is all we can do these days—all day 
and in our waking moments at night. The strain becomes more and more acute 
as the days pass; there is not enough for us to do to alleviate it. We pray that it 
may end soon.” 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

As De Long states early in his detailed journal, “This is a glorious country 
to learn patience in.”

Sheila Nickerson, Disappearance: A Map 

The never-ending cheerfulness of this man is becoming annoying.

Matt Holm (director), The Lost Bundefjord Expedition 

Bartlett tried to keep everyone busy and well-fed, while resisting mounting 
entreaties from the expedition’s physician, Alister Mackay, an experienced cold-
weather explorer who demanded that the party evacuate the ship immediately 
and try to reach Alaska on foot. But then, one January evening, it happened. With 
a loud grating sound and a powerful shudder, the ice ripped through the hull 
of the Karluk. After five months frozen in the drift, the ship was finally sinking. 
Shortly before the Karluk disappeared forever, Bartlett stepped, last, off its deck, 
Chopin’s “Funeral March” still playing on the ship’s gramophone.

“Had we been on a desert island things might have been brighter,” Bartlett 
wrote. “But to be out there on the ever-shifting ice pack, far from land, and faced 
with the coldest months of the winter night, I could not look ahead without 
some uneasiness.”

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told C
a

ro
li

n
e
 A

le
xa

n
d

e
r,

 T
h

e
 E

n
d

u
ra

n
ce

: 
Sh

a
ck

le
to

n
’s

 L
e

g
e

n
d

a
ry

 A
n

ta
rc

ti
c 

E
xp

e
d

it
io

n

The Endurance

DesolationDead and Cold

105104



ice fishing in gimli

3234

Lying on groundsheets that were not waterproof, the men listened to the 
grinding and booming of the floes, like distant thunder, travelling through the ice 
directly under their heads, the sound now unmuffled by their ship’s stout wooden 
walls. Their linen tents were so thin that the moon could be seen through them. 
Three times in the night, the floe on which they were camped cracked beneath 
them. Three times they had to pick up tent, sleeping bag, and groundsheet and 
pitch them all again.

“A terrible night,” wrote James, “with the ship sullen against the sky & the 
noice of the pressure against her … seeming like the cries of a living creature.”

Caroline Alexander, The Endurance 

But Juet, the Master’s Mate, must needs put his fingers in the embers and told 
the carpenter a long tale (when he was drunk) … 

Abacuk Pricket, A Large Discourse of the Said Voyage, and the Success Thereof 

Last night it lurked in Canada;
Tonight, on your veranda!
As you are lolling hammockwise
It contemplates you stomachwise.

Ogden Nash, The Wendigo

A thousand years or so ago—according to the legend—a race of giants, the 
Tunrit, came to the island. Along its southern shore, close to the water’s edge, 
they built stone houses with sod roofs held up by whalebones, and there they 
settled down to live … These Tunrit were a strange people, big and sturdy, yet 
stupid and easygoing. They did not know how to dress skins or make waterproof 
boots; and in many ways they were slovenly and filthy. They slept on sealskins with 
the blubber still attached; and under their jackets, next to their bodies, they kept 
meat until it was strong and rancid; then they ate it with appetite. They dressed 
in bearskin jackets and trousers that made them look woolly and even bigger 
than they were. They had a certain skill in the treatment of the sick; when one 
of them had a bad headache, a hole was drilled in his head, and relief gained by 
letting blood and matter ooze out. 

Paul Fenimore Cooper, Island of the Lost 

They told us that the body of a man was found on board the ship; that he must 
have been a very large man, and had long teeth. 

Leopold M’Clintock, The Voyage of the Fox in the Arctic Sea 
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& ice in him,
his heart,
made of hard ice …
they say he was
once a man, winter
entered him …
… that ice … 

George Bowering, Windigo 
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A skull found by the photographer near the remains of an encampment on the Tasmania Islands in Franklin 

Strait. Note the large hole in the left side.
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The concept has many name-variations, including Weedigo, Wittako, Windagoo, 
Winapeg, and thirty-four others all beginning with W … But all agree that the 
Wendigo is—among other things—a giant spirit-creature with a heart and 
sometimes an entire body of ice, and prodigious strength, and that it can travel 
as fast as the wind. In some stories it has feet of fire, in others it makes tracks 
like giant snowshoes. It has no gender, although an individual Wendigo may once 
have been a man or a woman. It eats moss and frogs and mushrooms, but more 
particularly human beings; in fact, its prevailing characteristic seems to be its 
ravenous hunger for human flesh. [See also John Robert Colombo (ed.), Windigo: 
An Anthology of Fact and Fantastic Fiction (Saskatoon, 1982) 2.] 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

The spirit who bideth by himself
In the land of mist and snow,
He loved the bird that loved the man
Who shot him with his bow. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 
The Rime of The Ancient Mariner 

I have never seen him, but I have been 
told by my relatives that [he] was called 
Ragnor and, from their account, I believe 
I recognize him.

Saga of Bard the Snow-fell-God (Norse Saga) 

In these fragments we are dealing with a fictionalized story of great antiquity 
which had an original basis in fact. It is clear that the two Ragnors of the Saga 
of Bard the Snow-fell-God and the Saga of Halfdan Eysteinsson are one and 
the same man. Ragnor was a Norseman who came out to Helluland’s northern 
regions (perhaps as an outlaw, like Erik the Red before him) and there established 
himself. He did not succeed in doing so without a struggle with the natives of 
the area, who are significantly referred to as giants. This is the same term used 
in various other sagas, notably the Saga of Thorgisl Orrabeinsfostri, in reference 
to an Arctic people who were almost certainly Dorset Eskimos, rather than the 
smaller Thule Eskimos who themselves referred to the Dorsets as giants. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 
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In his Peter Freuchen’s Book of the Eskimos, he recorded this story about the 
people who had preceded the Inuit: 

“The first people were much stronger than people are now. Thus, they could 
with their magic make their houses fly, and a snow shovel could move by itself 
and shovel snow. People lived on earth, and when they wanted new nourishment 
they just sat in their houses and let them fly to new places. But one day a man 
complained over the noise the houses made when they flew through the air. And 
his words were powerful, and houses lost their ability to fly at that moment. And 
since then houses have been stationary.” 

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 
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How Pantagruel, Being At Sea, Heard Various Unfrozen Words.
When we were at sea, junketting, tippling, discoursing, and telling stories, 

Pantagruel rose and stood up to look out; then asked us, Do you hear nothing, 
gentlemen? Methinks I hear some people talking in the air, yet I can see nobody. 
Hark! According to his command we listened, and with full ears sucked in the 
air as some of you suck oysters, to find if we could hear some sound scattered 
through the sky; and to lose none of it, like the Emperor Antoninus some of us 
laid their hands hollow next to their ears; but all this would not do, nor could we 
hear any voice. Yet Pantagruel continued to assure us he heard various voices in 
the air, some of men, and some of women.

At last we began to fancy that we also heard something, or at least that our 
ears tingled; and the more we listened, the plainer we discerned the voices, so 
as to distinguish articulate sounds. This mightily frightened us, and not without 
cause; since we could see nothing, yet heard such various sounds and voices 
of men, women, children, horses, &c., insomuch that Panurge cried out, Cods-
belly, there is no fooling with the devil; we are all beshit, let’s fly. There is some 
ambuscado hereabouts. 

Francis Rabelais, Gargantua and Pantagruel 

Augustus went to fish …, but a large trout having carried away his bait, we had 
nothing to replace it. 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea

The stories, continuing, include alleged sightings by bush pilots and anglers of an 
Iliamna monster or “mystery fish.” Old stories persist of a monster eating boats—
but only red-bottomed ones—and of huge holes found in subsistence gill nets.

Sheila Nickerson, Disappearance: A Map 

Ice. You never know the hour or minute it starts to close in.

Alistair Maclean, Ice Station Zebra 

“How long will this continue?” wrote McKinlay. “This inactivity is becoming 
unbearable. The ice even reflects the general state of affairs; there is not the 
slightest movement in it. The small patches of open water have frozen up & all 
is as still & quiet as death.” 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 
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Featured animal: Penguin (aptenodytes forsteri)

Threatened: Antarctic shores

Favoured drug: Fluoxetine

Bill Burns

Dunlop Art Gallery—Regina Public Library
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And all the world, with ominous silence, stood 
In weird expectancy: 

When one strange night the sun like blood went down 
Flooding the heavens in a ruddy hue; 

Red grew the lake …

That night I felt the winter in my veins … 

Wilfred Campbell, How One Winter Came in the Lake Region 

One Million Steps Expedition, Lake Winnipeg, 2001
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The weather was the most abominable of that abominable season. It was winter, 
and yet not Winter’s self. The old gentleman had lost all that bright and hilarious 
nature; all that sparkling and exciting stimulus which he owns and holds here so 
joyously in January, February, and even March. He was decrepit, yet spiteful; a 
hoary, old, tottering, palsied villain, hurling curses at all who ventured into his evil 
presence. One look outside showed me the full nature of all that was before me, 
and revealed the old tyrant in the full power of his malignancy. The air was raw 
and chill. There blew a fierce, blighting wind, which brought with it showers of 
stinging sleet, and, of all the beastly weather that I had ever seen, there had never 
been any equal to this. However, there was no escape from it; and so, wrapping 
myself up as well as I could, I took a stout stick with a sharp iron ferrule, and 
plunged forth into the storm … 

Suddenly, as I walked along, peering with half-closed eyes through the stormy 
sleet before me, I saw at some distance a dark object approaching. I stood still 
and gazed … Was there a shadow? Or what was it? There was something moving 
there—a dark shadow—the shadowy outline of a woman’s form … 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

He tried to keep his eyes on her face, but they kept straying down to her body. As 
he watched, a drop of water beaded on her right breast, hung there as if it might 
drop, then froze. He wondered what it would be like to take that tiny crystal on 
his tongue …

There was a sudden silence so complete he could hear the coming spring 
heralded by the distant percussion of cracking ice. “I thought you might …” He 
had no idea what he was going to say.

“Thought you might what?” …
She kissed him. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

This Day was the firft Time the Chirurgeon told me, that there were divers of the Men 
tainted with Sicknefs. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

“Who is she?” I wondered; “Who is she? Is it my Lady of the Ice? Am I a haunted 
man? … Where am I going? Whither is she leading me? …

The storm howled about and shrieked … 
But the storm was nothing. There was that in my heart and in my brain which 

made all these things trivial. It was the image of my Lady of the Ice … 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 
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Thanks to the research of Quentin Hope, we can trace the comparison of snow 
to anything white, especially the face of a beautiful woman, from Homer through 
the Latin poets and the Renaissance to the present:

“Ivory, alabaster, marble, milk, and lilies are also emblems of whiteness and 
purity, but love poetry shows a preference for the snow. The mineral similes yield 
the paradox beautifully white but hard and unyielding. The snow simile suggests 
cold and undefiled, hence unattainable. Since it falls from heaven it has a greater 
purity than anything earthbound. The snow is often described as untrodden, 
untouched, and is at its purest when the wind has sifted it. Newfallen, wind-sifted 
snow reflecting the sunlight, dazzling and blinding the beholder, furnishes a 
hyperbole that poets describing woman’s beauty find hard to resist.”*

Bernard Mergen, Snow in America 

Not a quick peck on the lips kind of kiss, but a long, deep one, her cold tongue 
slipping over his teeth to playfully tousle with his own. “Make love to me,” she 
whispered into his mouth. 

“Let’s go to my tent,” he stammered, thinking of how uncomfortable their 
lovemaking would be on the brutal ice.

“Now,” she insisted. Her hands fumbled with his parka, his pants. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

www.chillygirls.com
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The 19th, our Gunner, (who, as you may remember, had his Leg cut off) languifh’d 
irrecoverably, and now grew very weak; defiring, that, for the little Time he had to live, 
he might drink Sack altogether; which I order’d he fhould. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

Despite the brisk touch of her hands, the ice sleeting from her bare skin, the chill 
of her lips on his neck, Burke felt himself responding to her. It had been, after 
all, more than a year since he had last held a woman. In seconds they were down 
amid their scattered clothing, her long legs encircling him … His hands sought to 
warm her as he searched for approval in her frost-blue eyes. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

There—then—resting on my shoulder—under my gaze—now fully revealed—there 
lay the face that had haunted me—the face for which I had longed, and yearned, 
and craved! There it lay—that never-to-be-forgotten face—with the marble features, 
the white lips, the closed eyes, the stony calm—there it lay—the face of her whom 
alone I loved—the Lady of the Ice! 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

Obviously, poets do not mean that a woman’s complexion is literally as white 
as snow, since this kind of whiteness is associated with lepers and ghosts, Hope 
continues. Rather the image is meant to evoke related qualities of purity and 
softness. The whiteness of snow is often used metaphorically in contrast to the 
red of lips or nipples, or the gold or black of hair. Snow in seventeenth-century 
love poetry often creates a white playground for lovers.†

Bernard Mergen, Snow in America 

What was this? Was this real? Was it not a vision? How was it that she came to me 
through the storm, to sink down, and to rest her senseless form in my arms, and 
her head upon my breast?

For a few moments I looked at her in utter bewilderment. All the wild fancies 
which I had just been having now came back. I had wandered through the storm 
in search of her, and she had come. Here she was—here, in my arms! 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

*Quentin Hope, “Snow Imagery in Love Poetry,” Arcadia: Zeitschrift für vergleichende Literaturwissenschaft 
13 (1978), 1.
†See also Quentin Hope, “Lovers in the Snow,” College English 4 (Winter 1977), 1-20; “Winter Pastoral 
and Winter Reverie,” Comparative Literature Studies 15 (1978), 284-304; and “Snow as Deformity, 
Decoration and Disguise,” Orbis Litterarum 36 (1981), 37-52.
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In what subtle way does the universe convey the knowledge that it has ceased 
to be friendly?

W. H. Blake, Brown Waters and Other Sketches 

In the beginning God made the light
And saw that it was good …

the light …
 and saw that it was good.
My men fall back, blinded,
 clutching their scorched eyes.
Whoever said that Hell was darkness?
 and darkness evil?
In extremes all things reverse themselves. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

When asked why, God being good, there was evil in the world, Sri Ramakrishna 
said: To thicken the plot.

John Cage, Silence 

She looked into me. I wanted to reach across the table and just … touch her 
hand, maybe. But I froze. It was her call.

“I need a few days,” she said. “And your passport.”

Andrew Vachss, Dead and Gone 

Then, suddenly, it was as if he had slipped into an aphotic chasm of ice. Cold 
enveloped him, spreading through his belly and limbs. Uncontrollable shivers 
rippled through his body. His passion fled, replaced with bitter resignation and 
acute embarrassment. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

Her lips were red, her looks were free,
Her locks were yellow as gold:
Her skin was as white as leprosy,
The Night-Mare Life-in-Death was she,
Who thicks man’s blood with cold. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, The Rime of The Ancient Mariner 
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An icy terror runs through me, I grow cold.

Knut Hamsun, Pan 

We say: ‘my blood ran icy cold’ … 

George Otto, The Idea of the Holy 
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But still the white Witch-Maiden, that sits above the Pole, / In the snow-bound silver silence whose cold quells 

aught but soul, / Draws manly hearts with strange desire to lift her icy veil: / The bravest still have sought her, 

and will seek, whoever fail. (Punch, 5 June 1875)
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In the libidinous 1980s, the association of love with snow assumed cruder forms. 
A Valentine’s Day card carried the message “Sex is like snow. You never know 
how many inches you’ll get or how long it will last.”

Bernard Mergen, Snow in America 

He would have cried, but the ice caking his face had sealed his tear ducts. Pounding 
his useless hands against the floor, he howled in primal frustration … the cold 
had already killed him. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

In three days they found him, dead and cold.

Amy Lowell, A Tale of Starvation 

The 19th, in the Morning, I fent Men to dig him out, he was faft in the Ice, his Head 
downwards, and his Heel upward, for he had but one Leg, and the Plaifter was yet at 
the Wound: In the Afternoon, they had digg’d him clear out; and he was as free from 
Noifomenefs, as when we firft committed him to the Sea. This Alternation had the Ice 
and Water, and Time only wrought on him, that his Flefh would flip up and down upon 
his Bones, like a Glove on a Man’s Hand. In the Evening, we buried him by the others. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

Greene was then thrown into the sea, he being dead. That same day Wilson died, 
cursing and swearing in a most fearful manner. Michael Pierce lived two days 
more, then died. And thus you have the tragical end of Greene and his three 
mates (for John Thomas also had expired of his wounds), being the lustiest men 
in all the ship. 

Abacuk Pricket, A Large Discourse of the Said Voyage 

As to what actually happened, historians have been remarkably varied in their 
recountings. Stephen Leacock, in Adventurers of the Far North (part of the famous 
Chronicles of Canada series), played it safe by simply noting, “The gallant Bellot, 
attempting to carry dispatches over the ice, sealed his devotion with his life.” (1) 
Noel Wright wrote that Bellot, appears to have been swept off an ice-floe by the 
force of the wind.” (2) Pierre Berton stated, “Without warning, a great fissure 
fifteen feet wide opened up under him. He was gone in an instant.” (3) And Peter 
Newman claimed Bellot “drowned en route to Lancaster Sound.” (4)

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 
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For Bartlett, one crisis followed another. Once again, the expedition’s doctor, 
Alister Mackay, challenged the captain’s judgment, charging that the decision to 
send a scouting party had cost four lives and announcing that he was heading to 
land right away and that anyone else could come with him. Three crew members 
volunteered. Declining Bartlett’s offer of a dog team, they set off pulling their sled 
and supplies on foot. A week later, another crew member on a scouting mission 
encountered the doctor and his party, frostbitten and disoriented, wandering 
aimlessly a scant 40 miles from where they’d started. Still, they refused to return 
to Shipwreck Camp. It was the last time they were ever seen alive as well.

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told 

On the next day Rasmus Kiobenhauffn died, and, of the crew, there had then already 
died twenty persons. On the 8th died Oluf Boye who had been ill nearly nine weeks; 
and on the 9th died Anders, the cooper, who had been ill since Christmas. 

Jens Munk, Navigatio Septentrionalis 
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Now, though it was past the time and season, the Master called upon the 
carpenter to put in hand the building of a house on shore which, on our first 
coming here (and when it might have been done) the Master would not hear 
of it. The carpenter told him that snow and frost was such that he neither could 
nor would go ahead with such work. When the Master heard this he ferreted 
the carpenter out of his cabin and struck him, calling him by many foul words 
and threatening to hang him. The carpenter told the Master that he knew his 
own place better than the Master did, and that he was no house carpenter, but 
a ship’s carpenter. 

Abacuk Pricket, A Large Discourse of the Said Voyage 

As the assistance of carpenters was particularly needed, we fired a gun … 

William Scoresby, The Northern Whale-Fishery 

“Mr Goodsir is fully agreed with my plan,” Crozier said loudly, returning to 
join them, ushering Goodsir ahead of him, one glance at whom indicated that 
he was considerably less enthusiastic about his role in the proceedings than 
Crozier suggested.

Robert Edric, The Broken Lands 

The thirtieth of August, the masons finished a house of lime and stone … 
to the end that we might prove against the next year whether the snow could 
overwhelm it, the frosts break it up, or the [unclear] dismember it. 

George Beste, Account of the Third Voyage of the Frobisher Expedition 

… and despite its simplicity, “its aspect was strange.” Firstly, the deserted site, almost 
entirely surrounded by the sea, was, perhaps too beautiful: “The site is magnificent, 
and consequently sinister.” 

Anthony Vidler, The Architectural Uncanny: Essays in the Modern Unhomely 

The notion of something hidden and dangerous … is still further developed, so 
that “heimlich” comes to have the meaning usually ascribed to “unheimlich.” 
Thus: “At times I feel like a man who walks in the night and believes in ghosts; 
every corner is heimlich and full of terrors for him.” (Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm, 
Deutsches Wörterbuch, 16 vols. Leipzig: S. Hirzel, 1854-1954.) 

Sigmund Freud, The Uncanny 
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Jørgen Stubberud and Olav Bjaaland, building the expedition hut … They had to dig the foundations out of 

snow and ice; work that “fully demonstrated their skill and determination,” as Amundsen wrote on the 17th 

January, when the work began. 

“The temperature was –7º[C.] … When the weather broke in the forenoon, they had already shovelled a 

good deal of snow from the site. But when the snow began drifting the site was immediately covered, and 

they had to abandon the work … And then [they] had an idea. With [some] planks and empty sledges, they 

built a wedge-shaped wall against the wind and thereby completely diverted the drift. Under its protection, 

they managed to dig out the site completely—very long and exhausting work.“

Five days later: “The roof was on. All further work [on the hut] can thus take place inside and cannot be 

inhibited by the weather.”

“This afternoon, while they were working on the house, Jb. & Jørg. heard a violent noise in the ice, far away. 

Probably an iceberg calving, or formation of crevasses in the barrier.”

Finally, on the 28th January,

“All of us, except Lindstrøm, moved into the hut this afternoon. Very fine work has been done. Within 14 

days of the site being chosen, the house had been completed, and virtually all provisions landed.”
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Such “terror,” however, was not exactly equivalent to that prescribed by Edmund 
Burke; in the hierarchy or romantic genres, the uncanny was intimately bound 
up with, but strangely different from, the grander and more serious “sublime,” 
the master category of aspiration, nostalgia, and the unattainable. Thus Poe, 
attempting to define the peculiar feeling evoked by the House of Usher, had 
distinguished it sharply from the more terrifying sensations normally attendant 
on the sublime: “There was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart—an 
unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goading of the imagination could 
torture into aught of the sublime …”

Anthony Vidler, The Architectural Uncanny: Essays in the Modern Unhomely 
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In this log shanty, set in a strange oasis of spruce trees on the banks of the Thelon River in the very heart of the 

Barren Lands, John Hornby and two compansions died of starvation. The macabre account of their fate was 

preserved in the diary of one of them, an English schoolboy named Edgar Christian.
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March 20th. The continuance and degree of the cold at this period of the 
present month began seriously to attract our attention. The thermometer sank 
on this day, Sunday, to minus 52º; and the average of the twenty-four hours was 
minus 49º. 

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 

He sometimes left  … Redcliffe House dressed as though for a walk in Prospect 
Park. More than once, he shed all his clothing and went swimming in the frigid 
water, claiming he was insensitive to its effects. He let his hair grow long and 
kept himself clean-shaven in imitation of the Eskimos.

“He told Peary he would not be returning with the rest of the expedition 
come the spring but would stay behind to live with the Eskimos, whose ways he 
preferred. Peary was furious, even though Francis was clearly no threat to reach 
the pole or even a farthest north.

The rest of us told Peary that Francis was either ‘going Native,’ as many 
explorers have done, or else suffering from what the Eskimos call piblocto, a 
form of Arctic madness that would pass. I told Peary that it was best to indulge 
Francis until he was himself again, but Peary denounced his every utterance and 
action, which only made Francis worse.

When the polar night set in, it became his habit to go outside alone to a 
tolt of rock. He would sit on the side that faced away from Redcliffe House, in 
the lee of the wind and out of sight. There was a kind of bench in it, a ledge that 
he sat on, though it was only a foot off the ground, so he had to extend his legs 
straight out to keep from squatting. I went out there once or twice myself when 
he was elsewhere. On the rock and the snow in front of it there were cigar butts 
and little mounds of half-burnt pipe tobacco.

It was easy to picture him there in the darkness, bundled in furs, puffing on 
his pipes and his cigars, brooding on the terms of his existence, dreaming of the 
day when he would be acknowledged as a great explorer. Perhaps he believed 
that because he understood the effects that prolonged darkness could have on 
the mind and body, he was immune to them.

Wayne Johnston, The Navigator of New York 

And as Franklin knew from all catastrophes that came on slowly, when the 
first few perished, the insouciance of the survivors was greater than their under-
standing. 

Sten Nadolny, The Discovery of Slowness 
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Pathophysiology of Tissue Freezing—As tissue begins to freeze, ice crystals are 
formed within the cells. As intracellular fluids freeze, extracellular fluid enters the 
cell and there is an increase in the levels of extracellular salts due to the water 
transfer. Cells may rupture due to the increased water and/or from tearing by 
the ice crystals. Do not rub tissue; it causes cell tearing from the ice crystals. As 
the ice melts there is an influx of salts into the tissue further damaging the cell 
membranes. Cell destruction results in tissue death and loss of tissue. Tissue can’t 
freeze if the temperature is above 32 degrees F. It has to be below 28 degrees F 
because of the salt content in body fluids. Distal areas of the body and areas with 
a high surface to volume ratio are the most susceptible (e.g. ears, nose, fingers 
and toes—this little rhyme should help remind you what to watch out for in 
yourself and others). 

Rick Curtis, Outdoor Action Guide to Hypothermia and Cold Weather Injuries  

The belief that a thing is not frozen unless it is hard, and that kerosene is 
therefore not frozen as long as it is liquid, has led to such things as the deliberate 
immersion of a partly frozen foot in a bucket of kerosene that had just been 
brought from outdoors in weather 40° below zero. The man’s foot was frozen 
solid by the kerosene, and had to be amputated.

Vilhjalmur Stefansson, Unsolved Mysteries of the Arctic 

And the brain itself turns
 a kind of pure purged
 white. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

We set fishing lines, but without any success … 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 

… later in 1914, when it was feared that Stefansson was lost and Desbarats 
suggested that the government should send out a search expedition, both stated 
categorically that enough Survey lives had already been lost on the Karluk. 
This made it “imperative that the Survey shall not allow other of its members 
to take any risks out of the ordinary to rescue Stefansson, whose life, to put it 
quite pointedly, is not worth it.” 

Richard J. Diubaldo, Stefansson and the Canadian Arctic 
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His Amundsen books sat stacked nearby, closed and momentarily forgotten. 
Tonight he was reading something much more pressing—the ship and ice journals 
of George Washington De Long, who headed for the North Pole in July 1879 
and never returned. De Long’s diaries dated from 1879-1881 and were written 
in two volumes and eight hundred pages—not a quick read, nor an easy one, 
but compelling.

They had died out there—De Long and all thirteen of his men. In September 
of 1879, their ship the Jeannette became trapped in ice just east of Wrangel Island, 
an uninhabited scrap of land lying northeast of Siberia. She drifted for twenty-
one months before going down, and De Long and his crew had set out across the 
ice toward Siberia in hopes of reaching civilization and safety, only they never 
made it. They died of cold and starvation before reaching land.

Years later, wreckage from their expedition was found off the coast of 
Greenland. De Long kept a journal to the very end, writing until the last days 
of his life. His final words were haunting. A man died almost daily, and De 
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Long’s last three entries read: “October 28th, Friday.—One hundred and thirty-
eighth day. Iversen died during early morning. October 29th, Saturday.—One 
hundred and thirty-ninth day. Dressler died during the night. October 30th, 
Sunday.—One hundred and fortieth day. Boyd and Görtz died during night. 
Mr. Collins dying.”

The journal stopped after that, and one could only guess what happened 
to him.

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

And now, indeed, it would seem reasonable that we should experience some alarm 
at the turn events were taking. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

Walter W. May, from A Series of Fourteen Sketches Made During The Voyage Up Wellington Channel In Search 

Of Sir John Franklin … With A Short Account Of Each Drawing, 1855

DesolationDead and Cold
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A Word Or Two In General

And here I mean to take Breath awhile, after all this long and unpleafant Relation of 
our miferable Endeavours; craving leave firft of all to fpeak a Word or two in general. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage

Why is being lost in the frozen North—and going crazy there—still alive and 
kicking as a Canadian theme, even though most Canadians now live in cities? 
How did the North come to be thought of as a frigid but sparkling fin de siècle 
femme fatale, who entices and hypnotizes male protagonists and leads them to 
their doom? 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

She always the one who calls?” 
“Yes.”
“Why?”
“I don’t know.”

Monique Proulx, Invisible Man at the Window 

It appears to us that the influence of great privation upon the lower and least 
disciplined class of character, is much more bewildering and maddening at sea than 
on shore. The confined space, the monotonous aspect of the waves, the mournful 
winds, the monotonous motion, the dead uniformity of colour … —these seem 
to engender a diseased mind with greater quickness and of a worse sort. The 
conviction on the part of the sufferers that they hear voices calling to them; that 
they descry ships coming to their aid; that they hear the firing of guns, and see the 
flash; they can plunge into the waves without injury, to fetch something or meet 
somebody; is not often paralleled among suffering travellers by land.

Charles Dickens, The Lost Arctic Voyagers 2, Household Words, 1854 
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This fear was the joint child of the Great Cold and the Great Silence, and was 
born in the darkness of December, when the sun dipped below the horizon for 
good … [Cuthbert] allowed his soul to become saturated with the Fear. He dwelt 
upon the unseen and the unknown till the burden of eternity appeared to be 
crushing him … This was the Universe, dead and cold and dark, and he its only 
citizen … the Fear of the North laid icy fingers on his heart.”

Murray Lundberg, The Life of Jack London as Reflected in His Works 

It is not the degree, but the steadiness of the cold which produced this effect.

Noah Webster, A Collection of Papers on Political, Literary, and Moral Subjects

Incidentally, contrary to popular belief, the Eskimos do not have a thick layer 
of insulating blubber under their skin. 

Dr. J. A. Hildes, Man Shivers in the Arctic 
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Sophie Salkikowski and her dad Steve Kulon were using an umbrella to beat the heat as they fished Lake 

Winnipeg yesterday off the Gimli dock. The temperature reached 29°C yesterday under sunny skies and more 

of the same is forecast today, tomorrow and maybe Saturday too.

A Word Or Two In General
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Snow Turns Red

Back on board the ship, Mamen opened his diary and wrote “We may expect 
disturbances … any moment now, for it is full moon tomorrow, and according to 
our own observations as well as those of DeLong, the disturbances always come 
with the full moon, we have to wait and see what the morrow offers …” 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

A gale-force wind screamed across the Arctic. “Last week,” the narrator said, “we 
left Captain Allan Cohol lying in a fish net inches from death. Frightened by the 
golden-haired stranger’s escape from a coffin of ice after centuries of entombment, 
the men of the Eskimo village have overcome him and are preparing now to thrust 
a harpoon through the giant stranger’s heart.”

“No!” Kirnik cried. “We will take him by sled to Dr. Fantom. The doctor has 
things to cause sleep. When he sleeps we will send for the police.”

John Lurie (director), Fishing with John
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“So the men of Fish Fiord,” the narrator said, “manhandled the mighty man 
of muscle onto a dogsled, his fabulous frame still entangled in the coils of the net. 
Their destination was the sinister quarters of Dr. Fantom, renegade refugee from 
the world of medicine, practising his nefarious skills in the hiding of the high north. 
Fantom looked down at the giant in the net.” 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 

Both space lizards threw themselves into the problems at hand … 
At Scrawny’s insistence and Bob’s direction, we had packed Nuzzle Muzzle’s 

body in Ice. Scrawny was determined to assist us in learning more about their race. 
FB explained that normal Capthraw deaths were followed by cremation, a way 
he explained for one’s atoms to return to the stars and one’s soul to find a new 
home. We gathered from this comment that this was indeed a personal sacrifice 
on Scrawny’s part.

R. Douglas Frederick, Death on Ice 

I pleaded aloud for a shield, for a shroud
Oh, God ! then calamity came. 

Robert W. Service, The Ballad of Pious Pete 

After some fifty bags of ice, we decided to pool our meager resources and invested 
in a small commercial refrigeration unit. It was discretely placed in a dark corner 
of one of the Llama Barns, under bails of hay. We interned Nuzzle Muzzle there 
until we could arrange for a thorough examination. 

R. Douglas Frederick, Death on Ice 

“I didn’t do it!” Torrington screamed.
They gagged him with a handkerchief. Blue diamonds against a grayed white; 

Torrington recognized it as one of his own. There was silence then, save for the sound 
of his captors digging graves and the frigid wash of Barrow Strait on the beach.

At least no one had thought of a stake through the heart. Or a silver bullet.
They were treating him gently enough considering the fiend they thought he’d 

become. Ironic. Both their treatment of him and the coffin. Their kindness meant 
only one thing: they weren’t positive. He might still be nothing more than twenty-
year-old Chief Petty Officer John Torrington. The coffin, with the temperature 
sitting below zero and firewood in such demand, was a mystery. He could only 
guess that their British sensibilities would not allow them to bury a man alive 
without some measure of protection against the elements. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

Snow Turns Red
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A scene of the most horrible butchery ensued. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

He felt the tip of the knife working carefully at his abdomen. Fire exploded in his 
belly. Warmth, heavy and wet, rushed down his sides. Then the thing, which no 
longer looked liked a boy, plunged its head into Milner’s stomach cavity, burrowing 
deep, lapping and slurping like an emaciated feline at a bowl of milk. Pain coiled 
about Milner’s intestines. White agony howled over every nerve fiber from scrotum 
to eyeball. He felt himself slipping down a deep well the sides of which were lined 
with blue-white star fragments (Like snow flakes! an insane voice inside him cried) 
that tore the flesh from his body as he passed. Where flesh had once been, there 
was now an incongruous combination of fire and ice. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

I now begged him, if he would not be prevailed upon to abandon his design, at 
least to defer it for another day … 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

“The oil in your pistol appears to have frozen, sir.” He gripped Franklin’s face, 
starting blood from the Brit’s dry, cracked lips. When the boy leaned close, Franklin 
smelled something foul, something dead, on his breath. “As to what manner of 
devil am I … why, I’ll be whatever devil you prefer.” His tongue darted forth and 
licked at the blood running down Franklin’s chin.

“Unhand me!” Franklin screamed.
“Vampire, upyr, lukanthrõpos, lamia,” the boy recited. There was something 

about his eyes that betrayed the youth of his face. “Priculici, vrkolak, strigoï, 
succubãre, loup garou … What manner of beast would you have take your soul, 
Sir Franklin?” 

… The head stared vacantly, open mouth trailing pink saliva, the bleached 
bone on which it was mounted now striated red with the blood draining from 
esophagus, trachea, and the assorted dangling strands that had connected David 
Snow’s head to his body. A puddle formed at the base of the bone, steaming as it 
struggled to penetrate the permafrost. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

“Oh! there is no hope! … 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 
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But now all our provident Defigns we faw to become Foolifhnefs, and that a great 
deal of miferable Labour had been fpent in vain by us. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

Then he looked at the toolbox of one of the men and was told it might mean life 
or death. “He was so earnest that I examined the contents carefully …” 

Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

His immediate plans are the same as always. He plans to stay alive.

Brian Hall, The Impossible Country

Finding that I could do nothing to quell her fears, I began to think what was best 
to be done.

In spite of my efforts at consolation, her despair affected me. I looked all around 
to see what the chances of escape might be. As I took that survey, I perceived that 
those chances were indeed small. 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

As far as the eye could see, a terrifying progression of rollers swept eastward, high 
as mountains. In the last hour, as the storm grew in intensity, the ocean seemed to 
have lost a solid surface; there was no longer a sharp line between water and air. 
The screaming winds and heaving seas joined in a fury of spray and spume.

But Glinn did not see the storm. For some time his thoughts had been else-
where … He had miscalculated badly. Unforgivably. For the briefest of moments, 
Glinn contemplated failure; rolled it to and fro on his tongue, as if tasting it. 
Then, with a spasm, he forced it from his thoughts. There would be, could be, no 
failure here. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

Crozier called for silence so that he might outline his plans in greater detail.

Robert Edric, The Broken Lands 

Bob the Fish Prefsugsileefssces APPLbobF! :DATA:DATA1 Please modify 
myAbout.c :DATA:DATA :DATA:DATA02 :DATA:DATA0 *Sorry, only avail-
able in the full version. Welcome to Bob the Fish! Swim to a sea shell and then 
push the space bar. Have Fun! Please help! Our city has been overrun by jelly 
fish. If you could get rid of them, we would be very grateful! Signed, Hopeful Fish 
Glad to have you on the job, Bob. Please move this crate to the other red arrow. 
Pick up your paycheck there. Signed, The Big Cheese No, you did not just experi-
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ence a bug. There are secret doors about. Programmer WANTED—The Shark 
Gang REWARD!!! Dead Or Alive Push the anchors right or left in a certain 
order and you will be rewarded. Dev Diary-08.27.98 Sub near completion Dev 
Diary-08.28.98 Production stopped due to attack. Let’s play Pong! Maybe if you 
win, I’ll give you something. Hi, I’m Armon Fish! Hey, mind if I tag along? Have 
you met my brother? Let’s go kick some fish Hello, my name is Kian Fish! Can 
I help you? Have you seen my brother? Let’s rock! Please help me, mister. Some 
mean ol’ bullies stole my ball. Will you help me out? Wanna race?! I love racing! 
By the way, my name is Speedy! Better luck next time, pal! Guess I’m too fast. 
Wow you’re fast! I guess I lose. My name is Glowie Glowert, but you can call me 
G. Your future ain’t that bright if you don’t have me! I’ll help ya pal. No one is 
around anymore because it’s so dark. My name is Lil Bo Peep, and I have lost 
my sheep. Will you help me find them? You haven’t found any, either? Oh, thank 
you, but you have only found one. Still two more. Oh, thank you, but you have 
only found two. Still one more. Oh, thank you, thank you. I am forever grateful. 
Bahhhh. My daughter has been fish- napped! You must help Bob. There are many 
legends of you. I will send two of my bravest knights with you. Oh please, you 
must keep trying. I am so happy! You have found my princess. How can I ever 
repay you? I insist you take this! Oh, thank you for rescuing me from those evil 
sharks! Smooch! I wanna play tag! You’re it! Good game! I cannot talk to you. 
Could you be the one? Please leave me alone. Will you help us? Are you the one 
the prophecies speak of? Only one test will tell-can you recover our sacred jewel? 
I knew the prophecies were true. Thank you for saving our jewel. You may have 
this. You are not the one! Leave our village! Put this to good use. —Steve Jobs 
Hey! Come back with my dog! :DATA:DATA51 return delete Preferences Bob 
the Fish Prefs Bob the Fish Prefs AThis game requires 256 colors to run. Should 
I switch it for you? Error: Too many sprites!Increase variable kNumSpriteTypes 
Error: Too many sprites!Increase variable kNumSpriteTypes :DATA:DATA00 
:Debugger Debugger Help!!!!!! Do you wish to feast your eyes upon the horror 
that is Hamikushio! Prepare to be sushi! My life is in your hands. You have won. 
Will you please spare me my life. 8941520410 4034844818 9981152717 3627772840 
3435925717 5016058899 4582094557 7293477936 1100222188 6311304379 
8584963294 0097039681 1481259968 0797444638 0493429523 2701558834 
0654536276 0480099107 1160219496 0715674079 6873914927 2949624087 
6018443292 0574956156 1083979413 0532289118 8449488508 7416447989 
9952133093 2390832561 0889558663 4924864750 8065051382 3412956297 
2886580597 6682613917 1372551705 0777116598 1348946859

Monkey Farm Software, Bob the Fish (computer game)
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He directed these questions at me, so I was obliged again to look straight into his 
eyes. In their depths it might have been ice I saw. I felt quite apprehensive.

Eric McCormack, The Mysterium 
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Dr. Sorge at breakfast
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minutes passed in frozen dread 

All this time the lady had sat in silence—deathly pale, looking around with that 
same anguish of fear which I had noticed from the first, like one who awaits an 
inevitable doom. The storm beat about her pitilessly; occasional shudders passed 
through her; and the dread scene around affected me far less than those eyes of 
agony, that pallid face, and those tremulous white lips …

At last I suddenly offered to go to Quebec.
So wild a proposal was in the highest degree impracticable; but I thought that 

it might lead her to suggest something.
“Oh sir!” she moaned, “if you have a human heart, do not leave me! For 

God’s sake, stay a little longer.”
“Leave you!” I cried; “never while I have breath. I will stay with you to the 

last.”
But this, instead of reassuring her, merely had the effect of changing her 

feelings.
“I could not go if I would,” I said, “and I swear I would not go if I could,” I cried, 

impetuously. “I hope you do not take me for any thing else than a gentleman.”
“But come—rouse yourself. Don’t give up. I’ll save you, or die with you. At 

the same time, let me assure you that I haven’t the remotest idea of dying.” 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

She looked at Glinn. He returned her gaze with gray eyes that seemed to have 
deepened until they were almost the color of the surrounding ocean. There was a 
plan behind those eyes. She was afraid to ask what it was.

“We head north,” Glinn said simply. “To the Ice Limit.”
Britton could hardly believe it. “Go north, into the ice, in a storm like this? 

That’s not an option.”
“You’re right,” said Glinn quietly. “It’s the only option.” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

I looked at my watch. It was three o’clock. There was no time to lose. 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

He would kill them in the ice—if the ice didn’t get them first. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

The minutes passed in frozen dread. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 
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minutes passed in frozen dread 

It took an eternity for the cells in his brain to freeze. An eternity in which Milner 
knew he’d never be warm again, not even in death. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

Arctic explorers! Men afflicted with that strange malady, Arctic fever, for which 
there is no cure but to put the patient on ice.

Doug Wilkinson, Arctic Fever: The Search for the Northwest Passage 

“Crossing the Ice Limit, ma’am,” said Howell to Britton. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

There wasn’t a breath in that land of death,
And I hurried, horror-driven,
With a corpse half hid that I couldn’t get rid,
Because of a promise given 

Robert W. Service, The Cremation of Sam McGee 

There was no time, however, to be discouraged; an effort had to be made, and that 
without delay.

“Now,” said I, “is the time for you to exert all your strength.”
“I am ready,” said she.
At that moment there burst a thundershock. A huge pile farther down had 

fallen, and bore down the surface-ice. The water rushed boiling and seething 
upward, and spread far over. There was not a moment to lose. It was now or never; 
so, snatching her hand, I rushed forward. 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

In the course of this adventure, Batman employs his emergency white “snow 
uniform” to enable him to blend unseen into the snowy Canadian landscape, 
explained Michael L. Fleisher in The Encyclopedia of Comic Book Heroes: 
Volume I—Batman (1976).

John Robert Colombo, Colombo’s Book of Marvels 

“If we get through this,” he began, with a hesitation foreign to him, “I would like 
to see you again. May I do that? I would like to learn more about poetry. Perhaps 
you could teach me.” 

“Please, Eli. It’s easier if we don’t talk.” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

Snow Turns RedDead and Cold
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On and on we walked. The distance seemed interminable. The lady kept up well, 
considering her increasing exhaustion, saying nothing whatever; but her quick, 
short breathing was audible, as she panted with fatigue. I felt every shudder 
that ran through her delicate frame. And yet I did not dare to stop and give her 
rest; for, aside from the imminent danger of losing our hope of reaching land, a 
delay, even to take breath, would only expose her the more surely to the effect 
of the cold. 

At last, I stopped for a moment, and drew off my overcoat. This, in spite of 
her protestations, I forced her to put on. She threatened, at one time, to sit down 
on the ice and die, rather than do it.

“Very well, madame,” said I. “Then, out of a punctilio, you will destroy, not 
only yourself, but me. Do I deserve this?”

At this, tears started to her eyes. She submitted.
At last, with a cry of despair, she fell forward.
I caught her in my arms, and held her up.
“Leave me!” she said in a faint voice. “I cannot walk any further.”
“No; I will wait for a while.” 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

Myron sat down in the snow before her and waited. He was powerless to move her 
back to the house. He was only Mal’Akh, Third Choir; all he could do was hope 
beyond hope that she somehow remembered the way back to the house. 

R. A. Cox, Mysterious Ways 

“Come,” said I; “if we stay any longer, you will die.”
She staggered up. She clung to me, and I dragged her on.
I now tried a last resort. I had thought of it often, but did not wish to give 

this until other things were exhausted; for, though the stimulus is an immediate 
remedy for weakness, yet on the ice and in the snow the reaction is dangerous to 
the last degree … 

It revived her wonderfully … 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 

sex snow, or lying down with angels
mood snow, a special kind
laughing snow
lunatic snow, that steers you into questioning
snow that whispers the unknown names of snow

Cathleen Calbert, Lunatic Snow
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Crack in the Weddell Sea, Antarctica. Experts said the 

evidence could back up global warming theories.
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… what might be called snowphilia, as expressed in the opening chapter of Farley 
Mowat’s The Snow Walker …

Bernard Mergen, Snow in America 

Britton spoke out of the darkness above, her voice rising above the sound. “Eli, I 
would like to have that dinner with you. I don’t know much about poetry, but what 
I know I could share with you. I would like to share it with you.”

The meteorite shuddered …
“And I could love you, Eli …” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

Starting once more, with new life, she was able to traverse a very great distance; and 
at length, to my delight the shore began to appear very near. But now the reaction 
from the stimulant appeared. She sank down without a word; and another draught, 
and yet another, was needed to infuse some false strength into her. At length, the 
shore seemed close by us. Here she gave out utterly.

“I can go no farther,” she moaned, as she fell straight down heavily and 
suddenly on the ice.

“Only one more effort,” I said, imploringly.
“It is of no use. Leave me! Get help!”
“See—the shore is near. It is not more than a few rods away.”
“I cannot.”
I supported her in my arms, for she was leaning on her hand, and slowly sinking 

downward … Her eyes were closed. Down on her marble face the wild storm beat 
savagely; her lips were bloodless, and her teeth were fixed convulsively …

She roused herself from the stupor into which she was sinking, and, springing 
to her feet with a wild, spasmodic effort, she ran with outstretched hands toward 
the shore. For about twenty or thirty paces she ran, and, before I could overtake, 
she fell once more.

“Wait here for a moment,” said I.
I left her half reclining on the ice, and ran hastily up and down the chasm. I could 

see that my fears were true. The whole body of ice was beginning to break away.
Back I rushed to my companion. I seized her, and lifting her in my arms, 

without a word, I carried her to that place where the channel was narrowest; and 
then, without stopping to consider, but impelled by the one fierce desire for safety, 
I leaped forward, and my feet touched the opposite side.

With a horrible crash, the ice broke beneath me, and I went down. That sound, 
and the awful sensation of sinking, I shall never forget. 

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 
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Able Seaman John Hartnell (d. 4 January 1846, Beechey Island)
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Royal Marine William Braine (d. 3 April 1846, Beechey Island)
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At last he raised his head, the ice cracking off his coat as he did so. Around 
him, a small group of survivors had huddled together for warmth. Some lay on 
their backs, their faces coated with ice, their eyes open, frosted over. Others were 
half upright, on their knees, unmoving. They must be dead, McFarlane thought 
in a dreamy sort of way. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

These were not survivors but a strange statuary of the dead …
The storm had started out as freezing rain. A man who must have been 

among the first to fall lay encased within a mould of silver thaw.
I later learned that some who, in their delirium, thought they saw a light ran 

off in pursuit of it and were never found. 

Wayne Johnston, The Colony of Unrequited Dreams 

The many men, so beautiful!
And they all dead did lie:
And a thousand thousand slimy things
Lived on; and so did I 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner 

Bickersteth’s Scripture Help was lying 
open beside the body, as if it had fallen 
from his hand, and it is probable, that he 
was reading it at the instant of his death. 
We passed the night in the tent without 
rest, every one being on his guard. 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the 
Shores of the Polar Sea 

Monument to Vilhjalmur Stefansson, Arnes, Manitoba, 1969

Historic Sites and Monuments Board of Canada

Walter Yarwood, sculptor
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Some of our men fell sick; I will not say from fear, though I saw no other 
symptoms to explain their sickness. 

Abacuk Pricket, A Large Discourse of the Said Voyage 

They may have consulted Dr. Lind’s Treatise of the Scurvy and Essay on the 
Most Effectual Means of Preserving the Health of Seamen, or Sir Gilbert Blane’s 
Observations on the Diseases of Seamen; the books were among the 2,900 volumes 
aboard the Erebus and Terror.

Scott Cookman, Ice Blink: The Tragic Fate of Sir John Franklin’s Lost Polar Expedition 

… approximately one in three caught the disease, and it killed 102 of them … 

The Gimli Saga 

On the 5th died Christoffer Opsloe, Rasmus Clemendsen and Lauritz Hansen, 
but the number of men in health was now so small that we were scarcely able 
to bury the bodies of the dead. 

Jens Munk, Navigatio Septentrionalis 

We had this evening the pain of discovering that two of our men had stolen part 
of the officers’ provision, which had been allotted to us with strict impartiality. 
This conduct was the more reprehensible, as it was plain that we were suffering, 
even in a greater degree than themselves, from the effects of famine, owing to 
our being of a less robust habit, and less accustomed to privations. We had no 
means of punishing this crime, but by the threat that they should forfeit their 
wages, which had now ceased to operate. 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 

Soon, two more crew members died … but not the last.

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told 

On February 5th a seaman named Laurids Bergen died, and I again sent to the 
surgeon with an urgent request that, for God’s sake, he would do his utmost if 
he knew of any remedy or good advice. Or, inasmuch as he was himself very ill 
and weak, if he would let me know what medicine or remedy I could use for the 
benefit of the crew. To which he answered as before that, if God would not help, 
he could not help either. 

Jens Munk, Navigatio Septentrionalis 
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Even after 18 days, Lake Winnipeg is still throwing curves at the One Million 
Steps Expedition team.

“The lake is not giving up very easily,” said Gordon Giesbrecht, the leader 
of the nearly three-week trek that set out to study the physiological effect of 
exercise in extreme environments.

Leah Hendry, Lake Winnipeg Trekkers Can’t Wait to End Journey 

To this point, everyone who’d left Shipwreck Camp trying to reach land was 
dead. Of the 25 original members of the party, only 17 remained. But now, with 
the ice threatening to deteriorate around them, they had no choice. They had to 
head for Wrangel Island, too.

Bartlett had tried to train his crew about the unpredictable ice, but nothing 
could have prepared them for what they saw two days into their trip. Looming 
ahead was a mountain of ice up to 10 storeys high, stretching beyond their sight-
lines in either direction, miles from one end to the other. And beyond the first 
mountain there appeared to be dozens more, a mountain range of ice separating 
them from land.

One Million Steps Expedition, Lake Winnipeg, 2001
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Turning back or going around would have been a deadly waste of time. So 
Bartlett chose the route that seemed most impossible—ordering his crew to begin 
gouging their way with ice picks up, over and across each towering ice ridge.

For six days and nights they hacked away at the ice, then hauled their sleds 
from peak to peak Bartlett later wrote, “Building a road across them was like 
making an overland trail through the Rockies. Time and again we smashed our 
sledges and bruised our bodies The temperature was always between 45 degrees 
and 55 degrees below zero.”

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told 

Day 11 was the worst for the team so far. The temperature plunged to -34°C 
overnight and they struggled against a blistering south wind for 22 kilometres. 
Completely exhausted, the team still had to set up tents, boil water for cooking, 
get equipment ready for the next day and complete their paperwork.

Leah Hendry, Lake Winnipeg Trekkers Can’t Wait to End Journey 

The dogs objected strongly to crossing the crevasses, which grew wider daily. Dr Sorge on the right.

Johannes Georgi, Mid-Ice: The Story of the Wegener Expedition to Greenland
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A distant shriek, almost feminine, cut through the howl of the storm. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

Why does fresh snow squeak and squawk when you step on it? You’re hearing 
the death throes of ice crystals.

The Why Files, Beautiful Snow, Nice Ice 

‘For God’s sake, Ned, don’t tell me you killed her too!’ He shook his head 
slowly.

‘No, I couldn’t hurt her. But I held her with one hand, she feeling dead and 
cold, like a wet deck-swab; then the old cook-woman undid my flash man’s long 
hair, and, twining her skinny old claws init, pulled it taut, while I sawed at the 
chap’s neck with my right hand. The knife was heavy and sharp, and I soon got 
the job through. Then I gave the thing to Le-jennabon to carry.’

Louis Becke, The Methodical Mr. Burr of Majuro 
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Oh what’s done is done, baby
So I’ve been told
Oh but I can’t stop loving you
Seems like I love you more
And I’ll keep on loving you, baby
Until, until I’m dead and cold

B. B. King, Until I’m Dead and Cold 

i have a fish now! his name is GROVHER and click here if you want to see him!

ice ice dead baby 

Much to Gunnar’s dismay, he realizes that Einar has defiled the pure corpse of 
his beloved Snjofridur.

Gunnar and Einar engage in a bloody wrestling match wherein they pinch 
and claw violently at their respective buttocks.

Guy Maddin, Tales From The Gimli Hospital 

“And, By Cracky, I Aim to See She Stays That Way!”
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“Please, God …”
“Your god quit listening centuries ago, Milner.”

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

It was no longer water, but a hemisphere of ice-nine. Von Koenigswald touched 
the tip of his tongue to the blue-white mystery. Frost bloomed on his lips. He froze 
solid, tottered, and crashed. 

Kurt Vonnegut Jr., Cat’s Cradle 

“What kind of ice?” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

Alas! He is cold, he cannot answer me. 

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

I  don’t know what came over me—maybe just the wind, the plaintive way it 
whined.

Sinclair Ross, As For Me and My House 

One morning the crew awoke to the sound of a gunshot and the sight of one 
more lifeless crew member. His tentmates called it suicide …

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told 

No one would ever know what happened on the morning of June 25 or what, 
if anything, might have passed between Breddy and Williamson before Breddy 
died. The only thing they knew, and would probably ever know, was that Breddy 
was dead and the wound did not appear to be self-inflicted. 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

Those two survived many days after the rest and frequently went to the top of 
an adjacent rock and earnestly looked to the South and East, as if in expectation 
of some vessels coming to their relief. But nothing appearing in sight they sat 
down together and wept bitterly.

At length one of the two died and the other’s strength was so far exhausted 
that he fell down and died also, in attempting to dig a grave for his companion. 

Samuel Hearne, A Journey to the Northern Ocean
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Then he was alone, and I was alone, and over us menaced the North.

Robert W. Service, The Ballad of Pious Pete 

Peter Freuchen, Book of Arctic Exploration
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There was a series of blizzards that lasted for weeks. It seemed impossible 
that the exposed wall would hold up against the wind. It buckled back and 
forth like a bed sheet. The door, though it had several layers, each one as thick 
as the entrance to a dungeon, rattled as though some giant were trying to force 
his way inside.

Verhoeff curled up in the corner farthest from the door, covered his face 
with his hands, cringing and whimpering as though someone were beating him. 
The Pearys stayed in their ‘room’ behind the curtain. Gibson sat at the table with 
his hands over his ears, unable to stand the shrieking of the wind. I tried to read, 
but I could not help looking at the wall to see if it was giving way.

Wayne Johnston, The Navigator of New York 

On the 27th of March I looked over the surgeon’s chest and examined its 
contents in detail because, no longer having a surgeon, I had now to do the best 
I could myself. But it was a great neglect and mistake that there was not some 
list supplied by the physicians, indicating what the various medications were 
good for and how they were to be used. I am certain, and would venture my 
life on it, that there were many kinds of medicaments in that chest which my 
surgeon did not know—much less did he know for what purpose, and in what 
way, they were to be employed. All the names on them were written in Latin, 
of which he had not forgotten much in his lifetime, for want of ever knowing 
any. Whenever he was going to examine any bottle or box, the priest had to 
read the label for him. 

Jens Munk, Navigatio Septentrionalis 

It was Clam’s left big toe that was giving him problems. It had gone gangrenous 
and would have to be amputated. They had no doctor, now that MacKay was 
gone, and they had no surgical instruments or anesthesia. The only equipment 
they had was a skinning knife and a pair of tin shears used to make cooking pots 
out of empty gasoline cans. The only medicine they had was a small supply of 
morphine, which they would save to treat him after the operation. Williamson 
volunteered for the role of surgeon.

They held Clam down, a man on either side to grip his arms, and one to hold 
his head turned away so that he couldn’t watch. The shears were sharp, but not 
meant for cutting bone, and McKinlay could tell Williamson was struggling with 
them. He leaned into them more and finally had to kneel against the shears to 
cut his way through. It was a gruesome sight and McKinlay had to turn away 
himself to keep from getting sick.

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 
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Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes Sr., a professor at Harvard medical school at about 
this time, was unequivocal in his opinion of medical practices of the day. “If the 
whole materia medica, as now used, would sink to the bottom of the sea,” he 
wrote, “it would be all the better for mankind and all the worse for the fishes.”

Scott Cookman, Ice Blink: The Tragic Fate of Sir John Franklin’s Lost Polar Expedition 

But Clam didn’t flinch. Through it all, his lips remained tightly closed and his 
eyes open. Except for a slight twitching of his facial muscles, he didn’t move, 
nor did he speak. 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

Ice. So cold inside that I wouldn’t feel a thing.

Andrew Vachss, Dead and Gone 

On March 20th died Ismael Abrahamsen and Christen Gregersen, whose dead 
bodies were buried according to our opportunity and ability at that time.

Jens Munk, Navigatio Septentrionalis 

We will be the first men to get across this lake, but by my Christ, I know 
not where we are.

Matt Holm, The Lost Bundefjord Expedition 

It is very well known in this country (from a number of people having from time 
to time lost their way in the woods, but who accidentally found it again), that the 
mind undergoes a wonderful change when you find you have lost all traces of 
your way. A kind of delirium comes on—perhaps the effect of fear. The person 
is no longer capable of using his accustomed sagacity, and profiting from his own 
experience. Objects which might have pointed out to him his way, are passed 
by unnoticed; he often wanders in a circle when he supposes himself pursuing 
a straight line. Sometimes, after wandering a whole day, he finds himself within 
a short distance from his own house, when he thought himself many miles from 
it; and vice versa.

Hugh Gray, Letters from Canada, Written During a Residence There  
in the Years 1806, 1807, and 1808; Showing the Present State of Canada 
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“I have an idea,” you whispered. You must have read his mind.
He picked up the starting gun as if he would contrive to blow out his 

brains.
“Thursday night,” you were saying—he thought it must be some sort of lewd 

proposition—“Roger was supposed to judge. But you can do it instead. You can 
choose the festival queen. The winter queen.”

And then you burst out laughing.
You knocked a hole in the ice with your laugh. He leaped. He plunged in at 

the broken edge. Returned, returned. Into the bath of cold, and down. The white 
world around him turning black. Your laugh, he claimed, he raved, was that of 
some odd creature come to ravish the frozen earth: you are of the north, cold, blank, 
oblivious, whimsical, murderous, amoral, stark. The stark, amoral virgin.

“I have one question,” he chattered.
You touched your hand closer. To his disaster.
“Where is the bus depot in this goddamned town?”

Robert Kroetsch, Gone Indian 

One Million Steps Expedition, Lake Winnipeg, 2001
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In the morning, the men were still adrift and thoroughly frightened they might 
not get back alive. Bellot, to encourage his companions, assured them, “If God 
protects us, not a hair of our heads will fall to the ground.” Then he left the tent 
to see how far they had drifted. Four minutes later, one of the other men followed 
Bellot out. To the man’s astonishment, Bellot was nowhere to be seen. The two 
men searched the ice floe, but the French officer was never found.
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“And now Edgar’s gone … Something’s going on around here.”
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It was concluded that he had somehow been blown into the water. And yet, 
no cry for help had been heard, nor a splash. On a small ice floe, surrounded by 
water, Joseph-René Bellot simply vanished.

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

To his journal, Mamen confided, “One stares death in the eyes every minute 
of the day. It is not only starvation but there are dangers lurking around you all 
the time, so you must keep the eyes wide open if you love your life.” 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 

Five o’clock in the afternoon. People weren’t looking at each other any more, 
far less talking. Heavy ice, still heavy ice. Defeat, despair, hung heavy in the 
air. Heavy ice, still heavy ice. Even Swanson had stopped smiling, I wondered 
if he had in his mind’s eye what I now constantly had in mine, the picture of a 
haggard, emaciated, bearded man with his face all but destroyed with frostbite, 
a frozen, starving, dying man draining away the last few ounces of his exhausted 
strength as he cranked the handle of his generator and tapped out his call-sign 
with lifeless fingers, his head bowed as he strained to listen above the howl of 
the ice-storm for the promise of aid that never came.

Alistair Maclean, Ice Station Zebra 

… rescue seemed like a cruel dream. With the provisions the party had brought 
with them all but gone, the crew were so desperate they’d eat almost anything—
blood soup, seal hairs, rotting blubber. Perversely, though, they were almost all 
too sick to keep anything down, the result, it would turn out, of kidney damage 
cause by too much protein in their emergency supply of pemmican, a foul-tasting 
mixture of dried fat and meat … 

Bob McKeown, The Greatest Story Never Told 

We were at a stand. We had indeed long suspected that the event which could 
not be very distant, was impending, nor could we in reason be surprised that it 
had arrived. Yet we had been busy and active up to the present point and our 
perpetual efforts had, as is usual in life, prevented us from thinking of the future; 
from seeing that the evil which could not for ever be protracted was drawing 
nearer every hour, that it was coming every minute, that it was come. 

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 
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Peter Freuchen, Book of Arctic Exploration
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Red Snow. An arctic phenomenon observed and described by Sir John Ross, a 
British naval officer, in the Eastern Arctic in 1818. In A Voyage of Discovery 
(1819), he described the appearance of expanses of “red snow,” which he identified 
as a fast-growing green algae that turns a bright crimson colour.

John Robert Colombo, Colombo’s Book of Marvels 

Hallucinating crew members, fearful of being butchered, were never without a 
weapon to hand. Those who had spit out their teeth long ago and were now too 
weakened to move, ridden with skin ulcers, coughing phlegm and blood, slid in 
pools of diarrhea in their hammocks. Those who were still mobile but with gums 
already livid, their mouths tasting of death, split into rival gangs, each suspecting 
the other of nourishing themselves on hidden caches of food. 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 

The snow turns red, there are sounds
 of men puking, and sounds
Of knives scraping bone.
They are eating
 one of their dead,
They are whimpering; the snow
Turns red. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

It is rare, except in fiction, that men are killed to be eaten. There are cases 
where a member of a party becomes so unsocial in his conduct towards the rest 
that by agreement he is killed; but if his body then is eaten it is not logically 
correct to say that he was killed for food. What does happen constantly is that 
those who have died of hunger, or of another cause, will be eaten.

Vilhjalmur Stefansson, Arctic Manual 

Locke, you know, wrote that any man who admits to nothing but that which can 
be plainly demonstrated may be sure of nothing but perishing quickly.

David Liss, A Conspiracy of Paper 

“Hold off mate,” called Caleb. “I have other plans for these bastards.”

James Houston, The Ice Master: A Novel of the Arctic
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I recovered from my swoon in time to behold the consummation of the tragedy 
in the death of him who had been chiefly instrumental in bringing it about. He 
made no resistance whatever, and was stabbed in the back by Peters, when he 
fell instantly dead. I must not dwell upon the fearful repast which immediately 
ensued. Such things may be imagined, but words have no power to impress the 
mind with the exquisite horror of their reality. Let it suffice to say that, having 
in some measure appeased the raging thirst which consumed us by the blood of 
the victim, and having by common consent taken off the hands, feet, and head, 
throwing them together with the entrails, into the sea, we devoured the rest of 
the body, piecemeal … 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

We can go blind but we must eat
 in this white waste.
Though all our senses fall apart
 We still must eat.
Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us
The kind of bread and blood and meat we’ve tasted. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

“How could you do such a thing?” one rebbe [later] asked.
Another rebbe said, “The other one maybe. But your own father, alav 

ha-sholem?”
“The other one was treyf,” Isaac responded, glaring at them. 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 

More than likely, one of the surviving surgeons was deputed to butcher 
the corpse. Assistant Surgeon Harry Goodsir of the Erebus had trained as an 
anatomist, so was particularly qualified. Moreover, his surgical kit contained the 
tailor-made tools. A surgeon could have made quick work of this and, however 
repulsive it may have been to him, it was likely a comfort to the crew. The task 
would be done “proper,” by a medical man, an officer and gentleman. The corpse 
was likely carried into one of the tents, out of sight of the rest and, attended by 
one or two men, the surgeon commenced.
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From his medicine chest, Goodsir would have probably first selected a 
capital saw—a long, full-bladed saw, like a carpenter’s. With this, he removed the 
head, sawed off the arms at the shoulder, and sawed through the pelvic bone to 
remove both legs. Switching to a metacarpal saw—a straight-bladed saw, about 
the size of a butcher knife—he divided the arms at the elbows and the legs at the 
knees and likely cut off the hands and feet. With catlins—long, thin, extremely 
sharp scalpels resembling filleting knives—he removed the meatiest portions 
first: buttocks, thighs, and the backs of the shins from the legs; deltoids, biceps, 
and triceps from the upper arms. Cut in thin strips, these were probably dropped 
immediately into a kettle set to boil over whatever barrel staves or planking 
the survivors could scavenge. The flesh from the trunk of the body—pectorals, 
shoulder blades, back, and sides—was next carved off and possibly laid in the sun 
to dry. In hours, they would brown into a stiff, uncured jerky unrecognizable as 
a man. Using tenaculum—slender, sharp-pointed instruments for holding—the 
sternum was cracked and the ribs removed one by one.

Scott Cookman, Ice Blink: The Tragic Fate of Sir John Franklin’s Lost Polar Expedition 

Roland Huntford, The Amundsen Photographs
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By Midnight, the Chirurgeon had taken off the Gunner’s Leg at the Gartering Place, 
and drefs’d the others that were hurt and bruis’d; after which we comforted each other 
as well as we could.

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage

No part of the body, at this stage, was wasted. The heart, liver, and kidneys, all 
major organs, were probably extracted entire. More than likely the cooks, Diggle 
and Wall, chopped these up into tidbits with an axe and dropped them into the 
stew. As Goodsir knew, the intestines and the stomach, if well washed, were 
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The few survivors hung the corpses of their loved ones in the trees to keep them from the wolves …

Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and the Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 
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valuable food and the bone marrow especially. He would have used a Hey’s 
saw—a long-handled, double-edged serrated saw—to open the abdominal sac. 
The guts were set aside, like the head, hands, and feet, for later. Then he may 
have used forceps to crack the long bones, and a raspator—a curved scraping 
tool, like a woodcarver’s gouge—to remove the chunky, red marrow. The marrow 
was dumped straight-away into the kettle.

The dead man had been rendered from a human being into food. Goodsir 
probably retreated at once from the tent where this dismemberment had taken 
place and paced, ashamedly, back and forth in the snow. But before long, he 
began to smell the cook’s fire and the indescribably wonderful aroma of fresh 
meat.

Scott Cookman, Ice Blink: The Tragic Fate of Sir John Franklin’s Lost Polar Expedition 

The 18th, our Carpenter William Cole died, a Man belov’d of us all; as much for his 
innate Goodnefs, as for the prefent Neceffity we had of a Man of his Quality. He had 
indur’d a long Sicknefs, with much Patience, and made a very godly End. In the Evening, 
we buried him by Mr. Wardon, accompanied with as many as could go.

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage

July 24th. This morning saw us wonderfully recruited in spirits and strength. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

The belief that one has become a Wendigo or has been possessed by the Wendigo 
spirit is a recognized form of insanity in the Canadian North, and has been thor-
oughly documented by Morton I. Teicher, in a paper called “Windigo Psychosis 
among Algonkian-Speaking Indians” [see Colombo, Windigo]. Says Teicher, 

The outstanding symptom of the aberration known as windigo 
psychosis is the intense, compulsive desire to eat human flesh. In 
many instances, this desire is satisfied through actual cannibal 
acts, usually directed against members of the individual’s imme-
diate family … The individual who becomes a windigo is usually 
convinced that he has been possessed by the spirit of the windigo 
monster. He therefore believes that he has lost permanent control 
over his own actions and that the only possible solution is death. 
He will frequently plead for his own destruction and interpose 
no objection to his execution. 
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Fear of the Wendigo is twofold: fear of being eaten by one, and fear of becoming 
one … You can be changed into a Wendigo by being bitten by one, or by tasting 
human flesh—even if driven to it by imminent starvation—or by being bewitched 
by a shaman. If you dream of a Wendigo, you are in great danger of turning into 
one yourself. Some people sing to the Wendigo, or make sacrifices to him, to 
ward him off. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

So sing to the Wendigo
for mercy …
the Wendigo could be your brother … 

George Bowering, Windigo 

… so that the creature they may only have feared or dreamed about splits off 
from the rest of the personality, destroys it, and becomes manifest through the 
victim’s body. These tales are tales of madness, and link up, circularly, with the 
first kind—the spirit of place takes possession of you … No one ‘goes Windigo’, 
it seems, in the middle of a city. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

After the meatiest portions of the body were consumed, the men likely slept 
sound. The flesh and marrow stew, though each got only a cup, rejuvenated them. 
For a time they would have felt invigorated. When they awoke, each man got an 
equal portion of the flesh that had been laid in the sun to dry. But there were 
still too many mouths to feed and great care and industry was taken to extract 
every scrap of nutriment from the corpse.

Dr. Goodsir likely hacked the jaws from the skull and removed the protein-
rich brains. These, along with the stomach and intestines saved from the day 
before, went into the cook’s kettle. The bones he had scraped of marrow earlier 
went into the pot as well, to boil out every particle of blood and fat. Sea water 
answered for salt and some seaweed thickened every man’s cupful: it was enough 
for another hot meal, another night’s sleep. The twenty-four ribs, breastbone, 
marrow-rich vertebrae, pelvis, collarbone, and shoulder blades were carefully 
stowed in the boats to eat later.

The effect of this meat must have been miraculous. The men were able to 
haul the boats once more and Crozier took them south across the ice of 23-mile-
wide Simpson Strait. About this time, the survivors were startled to see people: 
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the first other human beings they had laid eyes on in nearly three years. It must 
have caused a wild celebration: surely these were the rescuers sent down from 
Great Slave Lake to find them. They were saved.

But as the parties approached one another, Crozier could see they weren’t 
Europeans, but fur-clad, tattooed Esquimaux (Inuit)—men, women, and children 
out on the ice in the strait, hunting seals.

For their part, the Inuit were just as shocked to encounter kabloonans (white 
men), coming from out of nowhere, dragging strange monstrous contraptions 
over the ice. The encounter was surreal—and short.

McKinlay cleaning out his mug 

with eider-down about to enjoy a 

meal of blood soup.

William Laird McKinlay, Karluk: 

The Great Untold Story of Arctic 

Exploration
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Charles Francis Hall, the American who later searched for Franklin survivors, 
interviewed some of these Inuit nearly twenty years afterward. “Several native 
families,” he reported, “provided an officer thought to be Crozier and a group 
of his men with seal meat. The Inuit then left, ignoring pleas for further aid.” At 
the time, this was accepted as proof the native Americans abandoned Crozier 
and his pleading, begging men. In fact, that they shared what little seal meat they 
had was noble; that they stole away at the first opportunity is understandable. 
Imagine yourself on a family camping trip when suddenly, a gang of fifty hairy, 
incoherent Hell’s Angels appear out of nowhere. They’re plainly starving, heavily 
armed with guns, knives and hatchets—and openly carrying human body parts. 
The Inuit thinking they might be next on the menu, were clearly terrified. They 
gave what seal meat they had and got away as fast and as far as they could.

Scott Cookman, Ice Blink: The Tragic Fate of Sir John Franklin’s Lost Polar Expedition 

Matt Holm (director), The Lost Bundefjord Expedition 
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Know him for a white man. 
He walks sideways into wind 
allowing the left of him

to forget what the right 
knows as cold. His ears 
turn into death what

his eyes can’t see. All day 
he walks away from the sun 
passing into storm. Do not

mistake him for the howl you hear 
or the track you think you 
follow. Finding a white man

in snow is to look for the dead.
He has been burned by the wind. 
He has left too much

flesh on winter’s white metal 
to leave his colour as a sign.
Cold white. Cold flesh. He leans

into wind sideways; kills without 
mercy anything to the left of him 
coming like madness in the snow.

Patrick Lane, Passing Into Storm 

December 25—And now we are three. It saddens me that once we were many, 
but this terrible icefield has claimed the life of many of our brave comrades and 
stout fellows. And now we are three.

Matt Holm, The Lost Bundefjord Expedition 
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The Land was all deep cover’d with Snow; the Cold multiply’d, and the thick Snow 
Water increas’d; and what would become of us, our moft merciful God and Preferver 
knew only. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

As I said this, I suddenly beheld the figure of a man, at some distance, advancing 
towards me with superhuman speed. He bounded over the crevices in the ice, among 
which I had walked with caution; his stature, also, as he approached, seemed to 
exceed that of man. 

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

And the hue of the skin of the figure was of the perfect whiteness of the snow. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

I was troubled: a mist came over my eyes, and I felt a faintness seize me; but I 
was quickly restored by the cold gale of the mountains. I perceived, as the shape 
came nearer (sight tremendous and abhorred!) that it was the wretch whom I 
had created. I trembled with rage and horror, resolving to wait his approach, and 
then close with him in mortal combat. He approached; his countenance bespoke 
bitter anguish, combined with disdain and malignity, while its unearthly ugliness 
rendered it almost too horrible for human eyes. But I scarcely observed this; rage 
and hatred had first deprived me of utterance, and I recovered only to overwhelm 
him with words expressive of furious detestation and contempt.

“Devil,” I exclaimed, “do you dare approach me? and do not you fear the 
fierce vengeance of my arm wreaked on your miserable head? Begone, vile 
insect! or rather, stay, that I may trample you to dust! and oh! that I could, with 
the extinction of your miserable existence, restore those victims whom you have 
so diabolically murdered!”

“I expected this reception,” said the daemon. “All men hate the wretched; 
how, then, must I be hated, who am miserable beyond all living things! Yet you, 
my creator, detest and spurn me, thy creature, to whom thou art bound by ties only 
dissoluble by the annihilation of one of us. You purpose to kill me. How dare you 
sport thus with life? Do your duty towards me, and I will do mine towards you 
and the rest of mankind. If you will comply with my conditions, I will leave them 
and you at peace; but if you refuse, I will glut the maw of death, until it be satiated 
with the blood of your remaining friends.” 

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 
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And now I found these fancies creating their own realities, and all imagined 
horrors crowding upon me in fact. I felt my knees strike violently together, while 
my fingers were gradually but certainly relaxing their grasp. There was a ringing 
in my ears, and I said, “This is my knell of death!”

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

… and we imagin’d, that we were leap’d out of the Frying-Pan into the Fire.
Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage
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One of a number of untitled paintings by Julius von Payer representing the final episode of John Franklin’s 

expedition, 1897 (National Archives of Canada PA-147989)
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June 8th. As I could no longer stand the bad smell and stench from the dead bodies, 
I managed as best I could to get out of the berth, considering that it would not 
matter where, or among what surroundings I died. I spent that night on the deck 
using the clothes of the dead. Next day, when the two men who were on shore 
saw me and perceived that I was still alive (I had thought that they were dead 
long ago) they came out on the ice to the ship and assisted me to the land. 

Jens Munk, Navigatio Septentrionalis 

At this period we avoided as much as possible conversing upon the hopelessness 
of our situation, and generally endeavoured to lead the conversation towards 
our future prospects in life. The fact is, that with the decay of our strength, our 
minds decayed, and we were no longer able to bear the contemplation of the 
horrors that surrounded us. 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 

When hope, love, life itself, are only
Dust—spectral memories—dead and cold … 

Thomas Love Peacock, There Is a Fever of the Spirit 

Or maybe there was no one tapping out a call-sign any more. They were no 
ordinary men who had been sent to man Drift Ice Station Zebra but there comes 
a time when even the toughest, the bravest, the most enduring will abandon all 
hope and lie down to die. Perhaps he had already lain down to die. Heavy ice, 
still heavy ice.

Alistair Maclean, Ice Station Zebra 

Now therefore we began to prepare ourfelves, how to Make a good End, of a mifer-
able tormented Life.

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

He felt terribly sleepy. Odd that he was no longer cold. He struggled to bring 
himself awake. Now, slowly, it came back to him: the landing, climbing a crevasse 
to the top in the blackness, the wretched attempt to light a fire, the slow slide 
into lethargy. There was the time before, too—before all this—but he did not 
want to think of that right now. Right now, his world had shrunk to the edges 
of this strange island.

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit
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The crossing of Lake Winnipeg by man-hauling—an important feat, of course, but 
one which will not happen in my lifetime. It is fate, I suppose, that come spring 
the ice will melt and all evidence of the tragedy will be washed away.

And, although no man shall ever know my fate, I’m still strangely comforted 
by the knowledge that with every step I take I will have walked farther across 
this glorious lake than any man before me.

Matt Holm, The Lost Bundefjord Expedition 

… and thinking that it would have been the last I wrote in this world, I penned 
as follows:

Inasmuch as I have now no more hope of life in this world, I request 
for the sake of God, if any Christian men should happen to come here, 
that they will bury in the earth my poor body, together with the others 
which are found here, expecting their reward from God in Heaven. And, 
furthermore, that this, my journal, may be forwarded to my most gracious 
Lord and King (for every word that is found herein is altogether truthful) 
in order that my poor wife and children may obtain some benefit from 
my great distress and miserable death. Herewith, goodnight to all the 
world; and my soul into the hand of God. 

Jens Munk, Navigatio Septentrionalis 

Having thus arranged every thing as well as I could in my chilled and agitated 
condition, I recommended myself to God, and made up my mind to bear whatever 
might happen with all the fortitude in my power.

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

Our Father who are in heaven,
Our Father
Our Father

…
It is the end, it is
The end. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, 
Terror and Erebus 
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As they die, suffering from famine, insanity, exposure, and snow-blindness 
… the men pray to the standard Christian God, but their prayers are prayers of 
despair; the implication is that they’re talking to the wrong God here. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

“Salvation” in English became “pulling from a hole in the ice” in Eskimo. And 
the Twenty-third Psalm translated rather delightfully and alarmingly into: “The 
Lord is my great keeper; he does not want me. He shoots me down on the beach, 
& pushes me into the water.” 

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master  

“So say your evening prayers, because it doesn’t pay to mess with Jehovah, that 
old Jew fucker.” 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 
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John Lurie (director), Fishing with John
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Knelt before the sun for the last time
 and died,
Knelt like priests in the whiteness
 and died,
 on their knees, died,
Or stretched straight out,
Or sitting in a brief stop
 which never ended,
 died.
It does not matter how. 

…
 the expulsion
 into pure worlds of ice. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, 
Terror and Erebus 

Lake Winnipeg, winter 1996-97
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One Hundred And Five Men

April 25, 1848—H.M. ships “Terror“ and “Erebus” were deserted on the 22nd 
April, 5 leagues N.N.W. of this, having been beset since 12th September, 1846. The 
officers and crews, consisting of 105 souls, under the command of Captain F.R.M. 
Crozier, landed here. Sir John Franklin died on the 11th June, 1847; and the total 
loss by deaths in the expedition has been to this date 9 officers and 15 men.

James Fitzjames, Captain H.M.S. Erebus
F. R. M. Crozier, Captain and Senior Officer

And start (on) tomorrow, 26th, for Back’s Fish River. 

Leopold M’Clintock, The Voyage of the Fox in the Arctic Sea 

One hundred and five men had set out from the Erebus and the Terror in the 
spring of 1848, evidently already in a state of deep physical and mental exhaus-
tion. Soon the caravan of the dying had split into several groups, one of them 
trying to return to the ships. Many men dragged table silver with them, perhaps 
to exchange it for food with the Eskimos. Others had pulled heavy boats across 
the ice, which they had to abandon on the way, most of them with part of their 
food supply. McClintock found several skeletons next to the boats, along with 
forty pounds of still edible chocolate. In the bay at the mouth of the Great 
Fish River they found more skeletons, most of them dressed in faded but fully 
preserved uniforms. 

Sten Nadolny, The Discovery of Slowness 

The incredible weight and bulk of the material, most of it quite useless to their 
endeavour, with which the survivors burdened themselves represents an almost 
inexplicable, and in the event, suicidal, piece of stupidity. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

The helplessness of these explorers would not be credible except that we know it 
from Franklin’s and Richardson’s own writings. It does not appear that they ever 
blamed themselves … 

Vilhjalmur Stefansson, Unsolved Mysteries of the Arctic 
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Now we leave ciphers in the snow,
We leave our instruments in the snow. 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

The captain obtained by barter a number of things the Eskimos had found: silver 
buttons, a set of table silver, a pocket watch, even one of Franklin’s decorations. 
He asked for books, notebooks. Yes, they had found bundles of paper and had 
given them to their children to play with. Now nothing was left of them. 

Sten Nadolny, The Discovery of Slowness 

There had been many books they said, but all had long ago been destroyed by 
the weather. 

Leopold M’Clintock, The Voyage of the Fox in the Arctic Sea 
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Stefansson was a fanatic proponent of the principle of living off the land. To the incredulity and chagrin of 

many arctic explorers, he thoroughly proved his point. 

One Hundred And Five Men
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I’ve seen the real journals
You left us …
 the skulls of your men
 in the snow, their sterile bones
Arranged … like compasses … 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

Many of the bones had been cut through with saws, and the skulls showed gaping 
holes through which the brains had been removed. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

“Of the hundred-odd souls still alive, perhaps thirty managed to crawl up 
onto the ice island. They gathered some wreckage that had washed up, and built 
a small fire. Over the next two days, half of them died of exposure. They had to 
keep shifting the fire, because it kept sinking into the ice. They began to hallucinate. 
Some claimed a huge shrouded creature with silky white hair and red teeth carried 
away members of the crew.”

“Goodness gracious,” said Brambell, arrested in the vigorous act of eating, 
“that’s straight out of Poe’s Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym.”

Britton paused to look at him. “That’s exactly right,” she said. “In fact, it’s 
where Poe got the idea. The creature, it was said, ate their ears, toes, fingers, and 
knees, leaving the rest of the body parts scattered about the ice.”

As he listened, McFarlane realized that conversation at the closest tables had 
fallen away.

“Over the next two weeks, the sailors died, one by one. Soon their numbers 
had been reduced to ten by starvation. The survivors took the only option left.”

Amira made a face and put down her fork with a clatter. “I think I know 
what’s coming.” 

“Yes. They were forced to eat what sailors euphemistically call ‘long pig.’ 
Their own dead companions.” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

There had been a body found aboard the ship, Hall heard, again confirming what 
McClintock had already been told. But now the Inuit gave further details.

McClintock had merely heard that the dead body was of a “very large” 
man. Hall was told that the corpse had been large indeed, requiring five men to 
lift it. Stranger still, the corpse was said to have had very long teeth, as long as 
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an Inuk’s fingers. The Inuit had left the body on the ship. Unfortunately, they 
had accidentally knocked a hole in the hull, causing the ship to sink. The Inuit 
also spoke about a tent found at Terror Bay on the island’s west shore. The tent 
had been filled with bodies and bones. An Inuk named Teeketa said he had 
seen “A great many skulls—the flesh all off, nothing except sinews attached to 
them, the appearance as though foxes and wolves had gnawed the flesh off the 
bones.” Even stranger, “Some bones had been severed with a saw. Some skulls 
had holes in them.”

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy  

Even today the stories are so abhorrent that they can hardly be believed. The 
Inuit reported finding boots filled with cooked human flesh, flesh that had been 
boiled. ‘Some bones had been sawed with a saw; some skulls had holes in them,’ 
Hall wrote. Other bodies found nearby had been carefully stripped of all flesh. 

Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen in Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition 
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Rønne at Ayon Island holds mammoth tusks presented to Amundsen by a Russian trader
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When they had collected the bones in order to bury them, McClintock said: “It 
was a worthy and brave crew. The passage of time was too slow for them. Whoever 
does not know what time is cannot understand a picture, not even this one.”

The only person who didn’t listen was the photographer of the Illustrated 
London News. He had quickly placed his camera, Talbot System, in position to 
capture the skeletons’ condition in a picture.

Sten Nadolny, The Discovery of Slowness 

Upon a conspicuous point, to the westward of Point Gladman, a cairn nearly 
five feet high was seen which, although it did not appear to be a recent construc-
tion, was taken down stone by stone and carefully examined, the ground beneath 
being broken up with the pickaxe, but nothing was uncovered. 

Leopold M’Clintock, The Voyage of the Fox in the Arctic Sea 

Frank Hurley with both his still and his movie film cameras

Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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… the possibility remains that this mute monument was built by Crozier, before 
he vanished utterly. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

McClintock called the bay Starvation Cove. He met a few Eskimos who recalled 
the ships in the ice or had heard that they had sunk in the fall of 1848. An old 
woman had, in fact, observed the march of the whites from afar. “They died 
while walking. They fell down as they stood or walked and were dead.” Why 
hadn’t the Eskimos helped the whites? “There were so many of them, and we 
were hungry ourselves.” 

Sten Nadolny, The Discovery of Slowness 

In the final camp at Starvation Cove some of the group must have been the last 
to go who, “after the death of his last remaining companions, was all alone in 
that terrible world, gazing about him in mute despair, the sole living thing in 
that dark, desolate universe.” (Sir Allen Young, Cruise of the Pandora. London: 
W. Clowes and Sons, 1876.) 

Doug Wilkinson, Arctic Fever: The Search for the Northwest Passage 

Johannes Georgi, Mid-Ice: The Story of the Wegener Expedition to Greenland
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But by far the strangest and most disturbing discoveries were the two chilling 
Biblical passages inscribed on Hartnell’s and Braine’s headstones. 

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

The tombs lay side by side in a line facing Cape Riley. Two of the grave mounds 
were carefully covered with limestone slabs. Their inscriptions, chiseled into the 
headboards, read: 

Sacred
to the

memory
of

William Brain, R.M.,
H.M.S. Erebus

Died April 3d, 1846
aged 32 years

‘Choose ye this day whom ye will serve’
Joshua, ch. xxiv., 15

The second was:

Sacred to the memory of
John Hartnell, A.B. of H.M.S.

Erebus,
Died January 4th, 1846

Aged 25 years.
‘Thus saith the Lord of Hosts, consider your ways.’

Haggai, i., 7*

*Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen in Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition  
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If it seem evil unto you to serve the Lord, choose ye this day whom ye will serve; 
whether the gods which your fathers served which were on the other side of the 
flood, or the gods of the Amorites, in whose land ye dwell; but as for me and my 
house, we will serve the Lord.*

Joshua 24:14

The gods of the Amorites? In whose land ye dwell? 

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

Despite careful study of the organ samples … a specific cause of death could 
not be established. 

Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen in Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition 

*See also:  1 Sinclair Ross, As For Me and My House. New York, Reynal & Hitchcock, 1941. 
2 Bishop Paul S. Morton and The Greater St. Stephens Full Gospel Mass Choir, As For 
Me and My House (Music/Christian and Gospel), Blackberry Records, 1999.912. 3 As For 
Me and My House, Door Knocker. Approx. 2.75” x 5.75”. Amazon.com zshops: Estate and 
Liquidation Sales, 2001, $38.50.
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The grave of John Hartnell
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Robert Rauschenberg, Erased de Kooning Drawing, 1953

Traces of ink and crayon, on paper, in gold-leaf frame

19 x 14.5 (sheet size), 25.25 x 21.75 (with frame) 
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Faint Blue Shadow

James Courtney and Michael Meehan, crew members of the S.S. Watertown, 
were cleaning a cargo tank of the oil tanker as it sailed toward the Panama Canal 
from New York City in December of 1924. Through a freak accident, the two 
men were overcome by gas fumes and killed. As was the custom of the time, the 
sailors were buried at sea. But this was not the last the remaining crew members 
were to see of their unfortunate shipmates. The next day, and for several days 
thereafter, the phantom-like faces of the sailors were seen in the water following 
the ship. This tale might be easy to dismiss as maritime legend if it weren’t for the 
photographic evidence. When the ship’s captain, Keith Tracy, reported the strange 
events to his employers, the Cities Service Company, they suggested he try to 
photograph the eerie faces—which he did. One of those photos is shown here.

Stephen Wagner, Ghosts at Sea 

The captain got a camera and took six pictures of the heads. Once they were 
developed, five of them showed nothing but blank waves. The sixth, shown here, 
contained rough outlines that approximate two sets of human features.

The Watertown crew may have been suffering from mass hysteria following 
the sudden death of their fellow seamen. In times of stress, a tightly-knit group of 
people can become easily suggestible and even share communal delusions. Like 
clouds, swirls of ocean foam provide an excellent canvas on which the human 
mind may imagine patterns were there are none.

Ghosts on Film: S.S. Watertown, 
Parascope: Something Strange is Happening Here! 

In September 1611 the bark Discovery sailed in among an English fishing 
fleet off the southwest coast of Ireland like a ghost ship. At first no fisherman 
would venture anywhere near the tattered vessel in answer to the mournful 
cries of her meager crew. The ship had last been seen in April 1610 when it left 
England under the command of Henry Hudson, master navigator and explorer. 
Twenty-two men, including Hudson and his son John, had left England. A year 
later only six souls called from the Discovery’s deck for help, and the group did 
not include Hudson, his son, or any of his experienced Arctic seamen.
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The six survivors claimed to be innocent victims of a bloodless mutiny led 
by a hungry passenger who had taken over the ship and forced Hudson into 
another boat in the icy Northwest Passage. The survivors said that during the 
mutiny they were either asleep or too sick to assist their captain. But the wounds 
of the group’s leader, Habbakkuk Prickett, and the blood stains on the deck so 
frightened the fishermen that they initially refused to assist the wretched men. 

Douglas McNaughton, The Ghost of Henry Hudson 

Of Hudson and his companions, nothing more was ever heard. However, there 
is some reason to believe that they landed safely on one of the islands (later 
making their way to the mainland), and that they may have survived for many 
months or even years before death came to them. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

Those necrophiles uniformly scoffed at the notion a Jew could have been aboard, 
let alone survived, since “all know” these urban dwellers wouldn’t have the fortitude 
or presumption to attempt such a feat. The evidence, however, suggests … 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 

Within days of the Discovery’s return, word of Hudson’s abandonment among 
the ice floes raced through the seaports of Europe. After hearing Prickett’s story, 
the Masters of Trinity House in England declared that all the survivors should be 
hung for mutiny. But Sir Thomas Smythe, governor and treasurer of the Virginia 
Company and the English East India Company, who sponsored Hudson’s voyage, 
never brought mutiny charges against anyone. 

Many in Europe considered Hudson a slain hero. Some even pointed out that 
the mutiny occurred on June 22, Saint Alban’s Day, which commemorates the 
first English Christian martyr. A rumor spread throughout London that before 
the mutiny Hudson had discovered the “Northwest Passage.” The source of the 
report seemed to be Smythe, a man who had a lot to gain from the passage’s 
discovery. But Hudson himself never wrote anything to suggest he had found 
the long-searched-for route to Asia. 

Smythe immediately formed a royal-chartered company under King James I 
called “Discoverers of the Northwest Passage,” which granted him a percentage 
of all trade revenue through the “Passage.” Hundreds rushed to invest, 270 of 
England’s wealthiest and most powerful persons along with surviving crew 
member Habbakkuk Prickett. 

Douglas McNaughton, The Ghost of Henry Hudson 
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Is history simply a matter of events that leave behind those things that can be 
weighed and measured—new institutions, new maps, new rulers, new winners 
and losers—or is it also the result of moments that seem to leave nothing behind, 
nothing but the mystery of spectral connections between people long separated 
by space and time, but somehow speaking the same language? … If the language 
they are speaking, the impulse they are voicing, has its own history, might it not 
tell a very different story from the one we’ve been hearing all our lives?

Greil Marcus, Lipstick Traces: A Secret History of the Twentieth Century 

We left behind us
A graph in the snow, a horrible cipher,
 a desperate code
The sun cannot read, and the snow cannot either.

Gwendolyn MacEwen 
Terror and Erebus 

The dead must bury the dead, and the living must face the now. So we 
interpret. 

Frederick Philip Grove, Rebels All: Of the Interpretation of Individual Life 

Footprints in the mud flats of Erebus Bay, King William Island

Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen In Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition 
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Jentsch writes: ‘In telling a story, one of the most successful devices for easily 
creating uncanny effects is to leave the reader in uncertainty whether a particular 
figure in the story is a human being or an automaton, and to do it in such a way 
that his attention is not focused directly upon his uncertainty, so that he may not 
be led to go into the matter and clear it up immediately.’

Sigmund Freud, The Uncanny 

I’m not dead, just cold / nm

This response submitted by renee on 12/11/99.

Next Article

Previous Article

Return to original Article 

This Web Forum is not moderated in any sense. Anyone on the Internet can post articles or 
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and statements made in all articles and replies do not represent the official opinions of MGH 

and MGH Neurology. Neither is MGH or MGH Neurology responsible for the content of 

any articles or replies. No messages are screened for content.
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There died in all this voyage not above forty persons, which number is not 
great considering how many ships were in the fleet, and how strange the fortunes 
we passed. 

George Beste, Account of the Third Voyage of the Frobisher Expedition 

What are we moderns to make of this? Some researchers have suggested that 
his published account of his travels was to some extent mendacious. He had not, 
they claim, the time to have made the long journey to Kaituma—he would have 
had to cover 840 miles in a fortnight—and far from undertaking the dangerous 
sea-voyage from Sørfold to Maelstrøm, he was prevented by storms and rowed 
about near the beach. He was prone to exaggerate …

A. S. Byatt, The Biographer’s Tale 

So startling was the voyage of the Discovery that future generations concluded 
it was an impossible feat, and that the whole voyage had been no more than a 
hoax. As late as 1812 the charts did not even show Baffin Bay at all, but only a 
dotted bulge north of Davis Strait in which the legend was printed: Baffin’s Bay 
according to the relation of W. Baffin in 1616, but not now believed. 

Farley Mowat, Ordeal by Ice 

The so-called Jock Roberts Yarmulke, he said, was not a bona fide Franklin clue 
but a red herring. Or, he added, looking directly at Moses, more properly, perhaps, 
a schmaltz herring. 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 

Too many things smelled too strongly of fish.

Roderic Owen, The Fate of Franklin 

What’s the secret here? he thought. What is it we’re missing? 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

While, therefore, I cannot but lament the most unfortunate and bloody events which 
immediately arose from my advice, I must still be allowed to feel some gratification 
at having been instrumental, however remotely, in opening to the eye of science one 
of the most intensely exciting secrets which has ever engrossed its attention. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 
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For centuries many thought Hudson made TABVLA NAVTICA, but practically 
nothing from Hudson’s voyage appears on this map (the first printing appeared 
in a 1611 book by Hessel Gerritsz). The Dutch text on the verso states that the 
mutiny occurred on the west coast of the (Hudson) bay at around 63 degrees. 
This location was independently confirmed in 1612 by the voyages of Captains 
Button and Ingram, who sailed across the bay with two of the surviving muti-
neers. More than 250 years later, English historians began to create different 
locations for the mutiny, some seven hundred miles away, as part of the Victorian 
mythology about Hudson. 

Douglas McNaughton, The Ghost of Henry Hudson 

Or … is it that the way was invented,
Franklin?
 That you cracked the passage open
With the forces of your sheer certainty?* 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, Terror and Erebus 

*Here is the ‘heroic’ version of Franklin, with a vengeance—Franklin blasting his way through geology 
by thought-rays alone. (Margaret Atwood, Strange Things) 

Albert Operti, Lost on the Ice Cap, from The White World: Life and Adventures within the Arctic Circle Portrayed 

by Famous Living Explorers, by Rudolf Kersting, 1902

Faint Blue ShadowDead and Cold
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Bill James (choreographer), Flux, Toronto, 1994
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There is an Inuit word, “Qaumaneq.” There is no accurate way to translate 
it for the reason that it is a spiritual term. Barry Lopez, in his Arctic Dreams, 
translated “Qaumaneq” as “Shaman light.” It would seem to be a difficult 
concept to grasp, at once a mystical location somehow separate from the Arctic 
and a magic power possessed by shamans which allows them to “see” this place. 
In Lopez’s words: The angakoz, or Inuit shaman, “has qaumaneq, or shaman 
light, the luminous fire, the inexplicable searchlight that enables him to see in 
the dark, literally and metaphorically.” Speaking of the Inuit’s attitude to their 
land, Lopez observed that “the evidence for a landscape in the Arctic larger than 
the one science reports, more extensive than that recorded on the United States 
Coast and Geodetic Survey quadrangle maps, is undeniable. It is the country the 
shamans shined their qaumaneq, their shaman light, into.”

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

What’s underneath? Those who have followed the Nature-as-metaphor battle 
that raged throughout the nineteenth century—in which Wordsworthian good-
mother imagery wrestled with Darwinian bad-mother imagery, and, by and 
large, lost—and especially those steeped in, say, Rider Haggard’s She and Bram 
Stoker’s account of Lucy’s metamorphosis from bride to vampire, in Dracula, 
will know better than to trust anything wrapped in white. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

SMOOT: You feel that you’re about to unveil a secret when you open the lid. You 
don’t know what’s inside. A face, or something else, might appear through the ice.
POLOSMAK: Many people experienced nightmares—pretty violent ones actu-
ally. In my nightmare, I was clawing—like hooking the eyes out of people. And 
the speculation was, perhaps, that the place was testing our will to be there.
NARRATOR: The water had long ago turned to ice, rock-solid and milky white, 
concealing the coffin’s secrets.
SMOOT: As we opened the lid, we were gripped with excitement because of this 
aura of mystery surrounding the coffin. But after it was open and we discovered 
the ice was so opaque we couldn’t see through it, we calmed down and got on 
with our work.
POLOSMAK: The thawing process was undertaken by taking huge drums of 
water from the nearby lake and heating them up with a blow torch, and then 
taking cups of heated water and pouring it very carefully and slowly. That process 
took quite awhile.
NARRATOR: What was hidden in the massive block of ice? 

Andrew Thompson and Susan K. Lewis, Nova #2517: Ice Mummies: Siberian Ice Maiden
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Before them lies a sea of drifting, hissing snow. On all sides indistinct peaks 
rise like islands above the blurred horizon. Sunlight gleams fitfully on the ice cap 
of the highest summit, far across the plain from where they stand.

They take shelter in the lee of a rock outcrop at the edge of the open expanse. 
The Stoney brothers build a thrifty fire with scraps of wood saved from the last 
encampment.

Sexsmith says nothing. He stares out at the white expanse, watches it disappear 
slowly behind a wall of blowing snow. While the brothers cook a meal, Sexsmith 
goes for a walk onto the snow field in the fading light of dusk. The relentless 
wind soon turns him back. It is obvious no animals come here to graze. There is 
nothing to hunt, there will be no way to replenish the food supply.

All that I see is stale, flat, unprofitable.
He has left his journal with Viraj. The only book he carries with him now 

contains the Bard’s least inspiring creations. Antony and Cleopatra. A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream. Back at the camp, in his tent, he lights the lamp and tries to read, 
but his windblistered eyes are too sore. Instead he makes a few perfunctory 
marginal notes, pushing the pen with numb, blistered fingers to form words he 
can barely see.

In the raw morning, Sexsmith sips his tea while the Stoney brothers pack 
up the camp. 

Sexsmith spills a few drops of tea onto the snow at his feet. They disappear 
instantly, even the brown stain absorbed into the white surface.
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He digs absently with the toe of his boot. There is a faint blue shadow in 
the hollow where the spilled liquid fell. He crouches, brushes away the snow 
crust with his gloved hands, digging a hole into the powdery layers beneath. 
Further down the snow solidifies again. Sexsmith stabs his alpenstock into the 
hole, strikes a hard surface. Rock, he thinks, and scrapes at it, glimpses a faint 
reflected gleam.

Blue, silver. What is it?
He pours the remains of his tea into the hole, hacks at it with the point of 

the alpenstock. Crystalline shards fly out.
Ice.
Nothing. A dreary waste of ice.*

Thomas Wharton, Icefields 

Speed on, speed on, good Master!
The camp lies far away;
We must cross the haunted valley
Before the close of day.

How the snow-blight came upon me
I will tell you as we go,
The blight of the Shadow-hunter
Who walks the midnight snow.

To the cold December haven
Came the pale moon and the stars,
As the yellow sun was sinking
Behind the purple bars.

The snow was deeply drifted
Upon the ridges drear,
That lay for miles around me
And the camp for which we steer.

* The idea that lovers may leave messages in the snow is expressed in the bawdy story of the father who 
recognizes his daughter’s handwriting in the love note written with her boyfriend’s urine in the snow. See 
Pissing in the Snow and Other Ozark Folktales, comp. Vance Randolph (Urbana: University of Illinois 
Press, 1976), 5.  (Bernard Mergen, Snow in America) 
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’Twas silent on the hill-side,
And by the sombre wood
No sound of life or motion
To break the solitude.

Save the wailing of the moose-bird
With a plaintive note and low,
And the skating of the red leaf
Upon the frozen snow.

And said I, “Though dark is falling,
And far the camp must be,
Yet my heart it would be lightsome,
If I had but company.”

And then I sang and shouted,
Keeping measure, as I sped,
To the harp-twang of the snow-shoe,
As it sprang beneath my tread;

Nor far into the valley
Had I dipped upon my way,
When a dusky figure joined me,
In a capuchon of grey.

Bending upon the snow-shoes
With a long and limber stride;
And I hailed the dusky stranger,
As we travelled side by side,

But no token of communion
Gave he by word or look,
And the fear-chill fell upon me
At the crossing of the brook.

For I saw by the sickly moonlight,
As I followed, bending low,
That the walking of the stranger
Left no footmarks on the snow.

dead and cold
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Then the fear-chill gathered o’er me,
Like a shroud around me cast,
As I sank upon the snow-drift
Where the Shadow-hunter passed.

And the otter-trappers found me,
Before the break of day,
With my dark hair blanched and whitened
As the snow in which I lay.

But they spoke not as they raised me;
For they knew that in the night
I had seen the Shadow-hunter,
And had withered in his blight.

Sancta Maria, speed us!
The sun is falling low,—
Before us lies the valley
Of the Walker of the Snow!

Charles Dawson Shanly, The Walker of the Snow 
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I  was told the story of how a resident, Charlie Rich, had had a battle the night 
before with spirits on a frozen lake.

Sheila Nickerson, Disappearance: A Map 

He told Too-shoo-at-thariu that his men had battled Indians only to let his host 
know that they had not battled Inuit, but something else for which there was no 
name. 

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen In Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition 

dead and cold

3329

“An alien life form that feeds on thermal energy?”
“Something like that. Maybe it’s a symbiotic relationship. Gabe could be a 

real mortal and the orb—”
“No,” Burke interjected. “It never affected you the way it does Gabe. You 

were never evil.”
She nuzzled at his neck. “I don’t know; I can be pretty wicked in bed.” 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

The intense effect produced by this sudden apparition is not at all to be wondered 
at when the various circumstances are taken into consideration. Usually, in cases 
of a similar nature, there is left in the mind of the spectator some glimmering of 
doubt as to the reality of the vision before his eyes; a degree of hope, however 
feeble, that he is the victim of chicanery, and that the apparition is not actually a 
visitant from the old world of shadows. It is not too much to say that such remnants 
of doubt have been at the bottom of almost every such visitation, and that the 
appalling horror which has sometimes been brought about, is to be attributed, 
even in the cases most in point, and where most suffering has been experienced, 
more to a kind of anticipative horror, lest the apparition might possibly be real, 
than to an unwavering belief in its reality. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

We stared out over those shifting ice-sands until our eyes ached. But that 
was all we had for it, just aching eyes. We saw nothing, nothing at all. The ice-cap 
remained empty of all signs of life. Dead.

Alistair Maclean, Ice Station Zebra 

Or is it that you cannot know,
Can never know,
Where the passage lies
Between conjecture and reality … ? 

Gwendolyn MacEwen, 
Terror and Erebus 

As the surface of the ice was perfectly smooth, we slipped at almost every step, 
and were frequently blown down by the wind … 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 
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The Only Survivor

That was not the end of it, however. For the skullcap, soon to be celebrated as 
the “The Jock Roberts Yarmulke,” was not the only Hebraic artifact to be found 
in the Arctic. Another was discovered by Waldo Logan of Boston, captain of the 
whaling barque Determination, who landed at Pelly Bay in 1869. Logan was met 
by a friendly band of Netsilik Eskimos. One of them, In-nook-poo-zhee-jook 
by name, claimed to have found a second lifeboat on King William Island with 
a large number of skeletons strewn about. Some of the bones had been severed 
with a saw and many of the skulls had been punctured the easier to suck out 
the brains. He had taken a book back with him from the site for his children to 
play with and it was the remnants of this book, later established to be a siddur 
or Hebrew prayer book, that Logan would bring out of the Arctic. 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 

With the usual blunderheadedness of men on such occasions, he assured me that 
I had been dead two years. I easily convinced him, however, that what ought to 
have been true according to his estimate, was a somewhat premature conclusion. 

John Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of a Northwest Passage 

The fantastic requires the fulfillment of three conditions. First, the text must oblige 
the reader to consider the world of the characters as a world of living persons 
and to hesitate between a natural and a supernatural explanation of the events 
described. Second, this hesitation may also be experienced by a character; thus 
the reader’s role is so to speak entrusted to a character, and at the same time the 
hesitation is represented, it becomes one of the themes of the work—in the case 
of naive reading, the actual reader identifies himself with the character. Third, 
the reader must adopt a certain attitude with regard to the text: he will reject 
allegorical as well as “poetic” interpretations … 

Tsvetan Todorov, The Fantastic 

A  hundred years later, academics were still squabbling over the enigma of 
the Hebraic artifacts, ventilating their theories in learned essays that appeared 
in The Beaver, Canadian Heritage, and The Journal of Arctic Studies. 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 
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The Wreckage Lies Around in Dismal Confusion. Wild taking a last look at the Endurance before she sank.
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Archaeology deals with what is. It requires concrete evidence around which 
hypotheses can be constructed, so each fragment of pot or towering menhir is 
rigorously examined and placed in its proper context. The problem is that we 
have a natural tendency to think that what we find is important: This piece of pot 
is the oldest ever thrown; that menhir is the largest ever erected. In archaeology, 
where the evidence is almost always only a minute proportion of what was once 
around, sometimes the only thing that can be said with certainty is that this piece 
of pot is not the oldest and that menhir is not the largest. This leaves a huge 
void in which proponents of ancient Canadian Tires and alien intervention in 
human affairs can happily play. And many do this with striking results. After all, 
Erich von Daniken is the world’s most successful non-fiction author with over 
60 million books sold.

Graham Hancock is not von Daniken, nor is he a “scientific expert.” He is, 
rather, a “curious layman” who has become a very successful author since he 
branched out from travel writing and journalism into the unknowns of archae-
ology. Of course, as such he will be ignored by the scientific community: a good 
thing because he does not apply rigorous scientific method to the problem and 
does not have a technical background; a bad thing because he might just be, at 
least partly, right. He also tells a good story …

John Wilson, Entertaining Saga of Lost Civilizations Is Waterlogged by Speculation, 
Review of Underworld: Flooded Kingdoms of the Ice Age, by Graham Hancock 

In another context, we would call these details “clues.” Clues that present tantalizing, 
infuriatingly tantalizing, hints of a larger truth. Clues that, if only we could look 
at them in just the right manner and under just the right light, might combine and 
coalesce to reveal the final answer to the Franklin tragedy. I say the “final answer,” 
but in truth there can be no final answer in the way that a murder mystery climaxes 
with the revelation of the true identity of the murderer. In this case, the final answer 
is a final story that explains all the facts, answers all the questions, and incorporates 
all the details into a satisfying whole. In science it would be called a “model.” For 
our purposes, we shall call it a “story.” 

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

Alan is sceptical about these stories—scepticism in such matters is a bad 
mistake, as we’ve noted … 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 
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He closed his eyes, tightening his grip on the shivering Rachel. He had never been 
so cold, so sick, so frightened in his life.

She murmured something unintelligible and he leaned close. “What’s that?”
She was pressing something toward him. “Take it,” she said. “Take it.”
In her hands was her CD-ROM, containing the test data.
“Why?” he asked.
“I want you to keep it. Keep it always. The answers are there, Sam. Promise 

me you’ll find them.”
He slipped the disk into his pocket. It was all they had left: a few hundred 

megabytes of data. 
“Promise,” Rachel said again. Her voice sounded slurred, drugged.
“I promise.” And he hugged her closer to him, feeling the warm trickle of her 

tears upon his hands.
“We’ll find the answers together,” he said. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

Delancre did not put everything he learned (from Jean Grenier) into Tableau de 
l’Inconstance. In reading translations of the original, I’ve detected parts where the 
dialogue and exposition do not seem to flow. There are omissions and discontinui-
ties which do not seem to be attributable to the translation process itself.

I believe sections of Delancre’s [original] manuscript or notes were removed, 
either by Delancre himself, some later historian … or perhaps even a representa-
tive of the Church. If Delancre had somehow obtained proof from Grenier … 
the Church might have suppressed it. Delancre’s originals, of course, are long 
since dust—or secreted away where I’ll never find them. 

Brian Hopkins, Cold at Heart 

What his feelings were whom I pursued I cannot know. Sometimes, indeed, 
he left marks in writing on the barks of trees or cut in stone that guided me and 
instigated my fury. “My reign is not yet over” (these words were legible in one 
of these inscriptions); “you live, and my power is complete. Follow me; I seek the 
everlasting ices of the north, where you will feel the misery of cold and frost, to 
which I am impassive. You will find near this place, if you follow not too tardily, 
a dead hare; eat and be refreshed. Come on, my enemy; we have yet to wrestle 
for our lives; but many hard and miserable hours must you endure until that 
period shall arrive.”

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 
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Hancock’s evidence is wide-ranging, and this is one of the problems with 
Underworld. The reader is led through long investigations of Hindu myths, 
medieval maps, Maltese enigmas, Ice Age geology and personal accounts of 
the author’s many dives on mysterious submerged ruins around the world. Not 
that any of these are difficult to follow; Hancock has a knack for explaining the 
complex aspects of his theories in a clear and interesting way. This is helped by 
repetition of the main elements in point form and by the numerous drawings, 
sophisticated computer-generated inundation maps and photographs by Hancock’s 
wife, Santha Faiia. The photographs range from striking to murky, but overall, 
the illustrations add clarity.
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The Franklin record, on 

standard Admiralty form, with 

the second message written 

in the margins. It was found 

by M’Clintock and is the only 

record known to exist from 

the last expedition of John 

Franklin.
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The difficulty is that the text is not always relevant. Underworld is a huge, 
rambling book, and Hancock would have been better served by focusing on his 
most convincing arguments, such as those centring around the Japanese Jomon, 
a mysterious culture that survived through the catastrophes, and the underwater 
ruins that are most certainly man-made. The hundred-or-so-page digression into 
Maltese archaeological conspiracy theory does little for his primary theme.

As is usual with this type of book, the point is not proved, which Hancock 
readily admits.

 John Wilson, Entertaining Saga of Lost Civilizations Is Waterlogged by Speculation, 
Review of Underworld: Flooded Kingdoms of the Ice Age, by Graham Hancock 

Scoffing devil! Again do I vow vengeance; again do I devote thee, miserable fiend, 
to torture and death. Never will I give up my search until he or I perish; and then 
with what ecstasy shall I join my Elizabeth and my departed friends, who even 
now prepare for me the reward of my tedious toil and horrible pilgrimage!

As I still pursued my journey to the northward, the snows thickened and the 
cold increased in a degree almost too severe to support. The peasants were shut 
up in their hovels, and only a few of the most hardy ventured forth to seize the 
animals whom starvation had forced from their hiding-places to seek for prey. 
The rivers were covered with ice, and no fish could be procured; and thus I was 
cut off from my chief article of maintenance.

The triumph of my enemy increased with the difficulty of my labours. One 
inscription that he left was in these words: “Prepare! your toils only begin; wrap 
yourself in furs and provide food; for we shall soon enter upon a journey where 
your sufferings will satisfy my everlasting hatred.”

My courage and perseverance were invigorated by these scoffing words; I 
resolved not to fail in my purpose; and calling on Heaven to support me, I continued 
with unabated fervour to traverse immense deserts, until the ocean appeared at a 
distance and formed the utmost boundary of the horizon. Oh! how unlike it was 
to the blue seasons of the south! Covered with ice, it was only to be distinguished 
from land by its superior wildness and ruggedness. The Greeks wept for joy when 
they beheld the Mediterranean from the hills of Asia, and hailed with rapture the 
boundary of their toils. I did not weep; but I knelt down and, with a full heart, 
thanked my guiding spirit for conducting me in safety to the place where I hoped, 
notwithstanding my adversary’s gibe, to meet and grapple with him …

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 
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His first real thought of the day comes to him between heaves. He still hasn’t 
found the fisherman and he’s no closer and no wiser and his thumb is resting 
on something sharp and cutting and he glances up from the ground to see he’s 
actually bleeding.

Then he sees he’s cut himself on a fish hook stuck through the tree’s bark. 
A light yellow feather trails off its steel and a piece of folded paper is caught in 
the crook. He slides it off with his fingers, trying to keep the thumb upright, not 
bleed on anything important. The day could collapse on him at any time. His 
nose and throat burn. The note comes off and he staggers a few yards away on 
feet made of stone, legs of string. Has his head ever hurt this much? The note 
opens with a shake. It’s only three lines and he stares at them for a long time 
before rolling over to vomit again.

Steven Kotler, The Angle Quickest for Flight 

H
a

rp
e

r’
s 

M
a

g
a

zi
n

e
, 
D

e
ce

m
b

e
r 

19
9

7

David Nash, Ice Stove (LA Louver Gallery, Venice, California)
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Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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“We are so close to the end, we just want to get off the lake and see our 
families,” Giesbrecht said by satellite phone from his tent. They have travelled 
354 kilometres of the lake, which is the seventh longest in the world at 428 kilo-
metres. Yesterday, they passed Hecla Island and should arrive in Gimli, their 
final destination, this afternoon.

Leah Hendry, Lake Winnipeg Trekkers Can’t Wait to End Journey 

I cannot guess how many days have passed since then; but I have endured misery 
which nothing but the eternal sentiment of a just retribution burning within my heart 
could have enabled me to support. Immense and rugged mountains of ice often barred 
up my passage, and I often heard the thunder of the ground sea, which threatened 
my destruction. But again the frost came and made the paths of the sea secure.

By the quantity of provisions which I had consumed, I should guess that I 
had passed three weeks in this journey …

I viewed the expanse before me with anguish, when suddenly my eye caught a 
dark speck upon the dusky plain. I strained my sight to discover what it could be and 
uttered a wild cry of ecstasy when I distinguished a sledge and the distorted propor-
tions of a well-known form within. Oh! with what a burning gush did hope revisit 
my heart! Warm tears filled my eyes, which I hastily wiped away, that they might not 
intercept the view I had of the daemon but still my sight was dimmed by the burning 
drops, until, giving way to the emotions that oppressed me, I wept aloud.

But this was not the time for delay: I disencumbered the dogs of their dead 
companion, gave them a plentiful portion of food; and after an hour’s rest, which 
was absolutely necessary, and yet which was bitterly irksome to me, I continued 
my route. The sledge was still visible.

Nor did I again lose sight of it except at the moments when for a short time 
some ice-rock concealed it with its intervening crags. I indeed perceptibly gained 
on it; and when, after nearly two days’ journey, I beheld my enemy at no more 
than a mile distant, my heart bounded within me.

But now, when I appeared almost within grasp of my foe, my hopes were 
suddenly extinguished, and I lost all trace of him more utterly than I had ever done 
before. A ground sea was heard; the thunder of its progress, as the waters rolled and 
swelled beneath me, became every moment more ominous and terrific. I pressed 
on, but in vain. The wind arose; the sea roared; and, as with the mighty shock of an 
earthquake, it split and cracked with a tremendous and overwhelming sound. The 
work was soon finished: in a few minutes a tumultuous sea rolled between me and 
my enemy, and I was left drifting on a scattered piece of ice that was continually 
lessening, and thus preparing for me a hideous death. 

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

The Only SurvivorDead and Cold
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I  recalled that strange, weird superstition, which had drawn me back once 
more to the house.

James De Mille, The Lady of the Ice 
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The remains of Franklin House on Beechey Island
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The fantastic, we have seen, lasts only as long as a certain hesitation: a hesitation 
common to reader and character, who must decide whether or not what they 
perceive derives from “reality” as it exists in the common opinion. At the story’s 
end, the reader makes a decision even if the character does not; he opts for one 
solution or the other, and thereby emerges from the fantastic. If he decides that 
the laws of reality remain intact and permit an explanation of the phenomena 
described, we say that the work belongs to another genre: the uncanny. If, on the 
contrary, he decides that new laws of nature must be entertained to account for 
the phenomena, we enter the genre of the marvelous.

Tsvetan Todorov, The Fantastic 

When I look back at those days I have no doubt that Providence guided us, 
not only across those snowfields, but across the storm-white sea that separated 
Elephant Island from our landing-place on South Georgia. I know that during 
that long and racking march of thirty-six hours over the unnamed mountains and 
glaciers of South Georgia it seemed to me often that we were four, not three. I 
said nothing to my companions on the point, but afterwards Worsley said to me, 
“Boss, I had a curious feeling on the march that there was another person with 
us..” Crean confessed to the same idea. (Shackleton, diary)

Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition 

The ghost of Henry Hudson apparently intervened on behalf of English commer-
cial interests. The Nonsuch’s captain recorded that he found a “house built by 
the English, all shot full of bullet holes” at the exact site where the company’s 
trading house was established. 

Douglas McNaughton, The Ghost of Henry Hudson 

“Coincidence?” she asked.
McFarlane shook his head. “No.” 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

The remains of a house, although pulled to pieces by the Esquimaux for the 
wood and iron, were yet very plain to be seen, and indeed I have myself seen 
the remains of this house several times. They are on the west side of the harbour 
and in all probability will be discernible for many years to come.

Samuel Hearne, A Journey from the Prince of Wales Fort in Hudson Bay to the Northern Ocean
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Great God! What a scene has just taken place! I am yet dizzy with the 
remembrance of it. I hardly know whether I shall have the power to detail it; 
yet the tale which I have recorded would be incomplete without this final and 
wonderful catastrophe. 

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

Unfortunately for the reader, Ms. McGregor cannot resist stuffing still more stories 
into this already overstuffed suitcase …

The desire to wring yet more drama out of scenes that, quietly told, would have 
more than ample internal tension, drives the latter half of the book into disaster 
just as readily as Franklin ramming his ships into the heavy sea-ice of Victoria 
Strait. Little Sam, the offspring of Jo and Doug’s brief relationship, turns out to 
have a rare blood disease, one which can only be treated by locating someone with 
a bone marrow match. John Marshall, Sam’s half-brother, looks to be the only 
viable donor, but where is he? The ex-wife won’t tell, and the raven-haired Inuk 
girl can do little more than phone up her relatives, asking them if they’ve seen any 
strange qaluunat lately. 

Russell Alan Potter, Review of The Ice Child, by Elizabeth McGregor 

I could go on suggesting other variations—I’m sure you can see them yourself, 
James. Isn’t it strange how in these Carrick mysteries one possibility melts into 
another. Like one of those medieval manuscripts where you rub away one text 
and find another underneath. And maybe even another, and another. Here’s 
what I’m getting at and I’d like you to consider it:

Eric McCormack, The Mysterium 

In the afternoon, coming to a rock on which there was some tripe de roche, he 
halted, and said he would gather it whilst we went on, and that he would soon 
overtake us. Hepburn and I were now together for the first time since Mr. Hood’s 
death, and he acquainted me with several material circumstances which he had 
observed of Michel’s behaviour, and which confirmed me in the opinion that there 
was no safety for us except in his death, and he offered to be the instrument of 
it. I determined, however, as I was thoroughly convinced of the necessity of such 
a dreadful act, to take the whole responsibility upon myself; and immediately 
upon Michel’s coming up, I put an end to his life by shooting him through the 
head with a pistol. 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 
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Perhaps a week later, one of the survivors spotted the remains of a vessel 
approaching them, bobbing in the heavy seas. It was the stern of one of their 
own ships that had broken in two during the storm. The men began to argue. 
Honeycutt and some others wanted to take their chances on the wreck. But it 
was lying low in the water, and most did not have the stomach to take to the seas 
on it. In the end only Honeycutt, his quartermaster, and one common seaman 
braved the swim. The quartermaster died of the cold before he could clamber 
aboard the hulk. But Honeycutt and the seaman made it. Their last view of the 
massive ice island came that evening, as it turned northward in the swells, heading 
slowly for the North Pole and oblivion. As it faded into the mists, they thought 
they saw a shrouded creature, tearing apart the survivors. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 
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Betty Goodwin, Untitled (Moving Towards Fire), 1985

The Only SurvivorDead and Cold

215214



ice fishing in gimli

3344

Allan Clemons, of Selkirk, grabbed a piece of plywood while Charles Cook, also 
of Selkirk, got on another piece of wood. Both drifted away in the storm. The 
other five passengers and crew were trapped inside the ship and went down 
with her.

Everett and Johnson shared the same piece of plywood. Everett said the 
captain soon stopped talking. 

Frances Russell, Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

Soon after our departure this day, a sealed tin-case, sufficiently buoyant to float, 
was thrown overboard, containing a short account of our proceedings, and the 
position of the most conspicuous points. 

John Franklin, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 

The crewman’s body washed up here, beneath the lighthouse on George Island

Frances Russell, Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 
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The Mufkitoes upon our coming away, were moft intolerable. We tore an old flag in Pieces, 
and made us Bags of it to put our Heads in; but it was no Fortification againft them. They 
would find Ways and Means to fting us, that our Faces were fwoln hard out in Pimples, 
which would fo itch and fmart, that we muft needs rub and tear them. And thefe Flies, 
indeed, were more tormenting to us, than all the Cold we had heretofore endured. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

“When the cold abates, which you—in your ignorance—might consider a mercy, 
and the sun prevails day and night on the barrens, then do the mosquitoes begin 
to swarm everywhere, flying into your ears and mouth, a hellish torment, and 
the only thing for it is to light a fire, dampen it, and fill your tent with stinging 
smoke. Without a doubt, it is the land God gave to Cain.”

“Then why did you undertake such an arduous voyage in the first place?”
“I had no way of knowing.”
“True.” 

Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here 

This was the laft Day we faw any Ice. The Wind now favouring us, we made all the Hafte 
we could Homeward. By the Way, having endeavour’d, obferv’d, and experimented fome 
Things in my unfortunate Voyage, I perfected my faid Obfervations; which being afterwards 
commanded to publifh; I here moft fubmiffively offer unto the judicious Reader.

What hath been long ago fabled by fome Portuguefe that fhould have come this 
Way out of the South Sea, the meer Shadows of whofe miftaken Relations have come to 
us, I leave to be confuted by their own Vanity. Thefe Hopes have ftirr’d up, from Time 
to Time, the more active Spirits of this our Kingdom, to refearch that meerly imagin’d 
Paffage. For my own Part, I give no Credit to them at all, and as little to the vicious and 
abufive Wits of later Portuguefe and Spaniards, who never fpeak of any Difficulties, as 
fhoal Water, Ice, nor Sight of Land; but as if they had been brought Home in a Dream 
or Engine. And indeed their Difcourfes are found abfurd; and the Maps, by which fome 
of them have practis’d to deceive the World, meer Falfities; making Sea where there is 
known to be main Land, and Land where there is nothing but Sea. 

Captain Thomas James, The Dangerous Voyage 

Three days later, the wreck they were on struck the reefs around Diego Ramirez 
Island. Honeycutt drowned, and only the seaman made it ashore. The man lived 
off shellfish, moss, cormorant guano, and kelp. He kept up a constant fire of turf, 
on the remote chance some vessel would pass by. Six months later, a Spanish ship 
saw the signal and brought him aboard. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 
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Everett remembers seeing packing cases and wreckage floating about, then “three 
of us grabbed onto this plywood, a piece of the wheelhouse, and we drifted …” 
The only survivor of the tragedy, Everett’s eyes were bright with the peculiar 
light of those whose who have been through a terrible ordeal and lived to tell 
the story.

Winnipeg Tribune, 29 July 1965 

“He must’ve been glad to see that ship,” said McFarlane. 

Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child, The Ice Limit 

… he appeared to be too utterly overcome by terror to afford us any rational 
reply. He still obstinately lay in the bottom of the boat; and, upon reiterating the 
questions as to the motive, made use only of idiotic gesticulations, such as raising 
with his forefinger the upper lip, and displaying the teeth which lay beneath it. 

Edgar Allan Poe, A Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

He could not tell him what had happened or why the boat had overturned and 
sank. Eventually, the two men on the plywood sheet reached Black Island. Everett 
pulled Johnson ashore, but the captain was dead. The coroner’s jury attributed 
his death to exposure “in the chilly waters of the lake and the below-freezing 
temperatures above the water.”

Everett walked a mile and a half in his stocking feet over snow and rocks 
until he saw a light in a fishing cabin. After seeing to Everett’s needs, the fish-
erman went to Hecla to report the disaster. 

Frances Russell, Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

And thus terminated our long, fatiguing, and disastrous travels, having journeyed 
by water and by land (including our navigation of the Polar Sea) five thousand 
five hundred and fifty miles. 

The End

John Franklin, Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea 
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The white rock after the Arnason family set it up as their 1967 Centennial project. One of the grandchildren 

explains it to Margaret Kennedy, freelance writer.

The Gimli Saga: The History of Gimli, Manitoba
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Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen in Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition
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This point of view—that the imagination and the will invent reality—has a corollary: if it was a success 
of the imagination that ‘created’ the Passage, it was a failure of the imagination that created the failure 
of the expedition itself. In simple terms: if you don’t think right about the North, the ice-goddess will 
get you.  (Margaret Atwood, Strange Things) 

The End?

Is this the end? 

Algernon Charles Swinburne, 
The Death Of Sir John Franklin 

There’s things that have no finish, Scully, no ending to speak of. There’s no justice 
to it, but that’s the God’s truth. The only end some things have is the end you 
give em.

Tim Winton, The Riders 

Were this world an endless plain, and by sailing eastward we could for 
ever reach new distances, and discover sights more sweet and strange than any 
Cyclades or Islands of King Solomon, then there was promise in the voyage. 
But in pursuit of those far mysteries we dream of, or in tormented chase of that 
demon phantom that, some time or other, swims before all human hearts; while 
chasing such over his round globe, they either lead us on in barren mazes or 
midway leave us whelmed.

Herman Melville, Moby Dick 

McKinlay spent his life searching for answers and an understanding of what 
happened to him on the ice in 1913 and 1914. “If there is any explanation,” he 
wrote at the end of his life, “I hope that someone may find it in the mass of mate-
rial available and give it to the world.”*

Jennifer Niven, The Ice Master 
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crash report, continued

Engine failure in cruise mode—forced descent and attempted water landing.
The aircraft departed Poplar River airstrip at 10:10 local CST (16:10 UTC) with 

two non-paying passengers on a VFR flight across Lake Winnipeg to Fairford. 
While flying at an approximate altitude of 4,000 feet, 32 statute miles (52 Km) 

out of Poplar River, while over Lake Winnipeg, the pilot declared an emergency 
advising that the aircraft engine was losing oil and that he would be attempting to 
make an emergency landing on the north end of Reindeer Island which is located 
slightly west of the lake’s mid-line. The MAYDAY was picked up by a Sowind Air 
flight and a ground station and relayed to Winnipeg ACC and FSS. Two RCMP 
Twin Otters flying in the region were advised and immediately diverted. 

The pilot radioed at 10:33 local CST (16:33 UTC) that he was passing through 
2,300 feet and was well short of Reindeer Island—”Descending through twenty-
three hundred feet … don’t know if I can make the north end of Reindeer Island 
… might have to put her in the water.” 

In order to make the north end of the island, a glide of approximately 9 
statute miles (14.5 Km) 7.8 nautical miles would have been necessary. The island 
is rugged and uninhabited with no landing strip. 

Shortly after the pilot’s second transmission, efforts by the Sowind crew 
to establish radio contact went unanswered. An emergency locator transmitter 
signal on 121.5 Mhz., was picked up but lasted for only a few minutes before 
being lost, presumably due to the aircraft sinking. 

Search operations were immediately initiated by the Rescue Co-ordination 
Centre (RCC), Trenton, Ontario. In addition to the two RCMP Twin Otters, three 
private fixed wing aircraft, a commercial helicopter, and a SAR C-130 Hercules 
were tasked for search operations. Surface waves were observed to be between 
2 and 3 feet in height. Despite an intensive search two day search, no sign of the 
aircraft or the occupants was found. Water temperatures were low precluding the 
possibility of sustained exposure, and Reindeer Island was thoroughly searched. 

The search was scaled back on Saturday, 27 November 1999, when search 
co-ordination was turned over to the R.C.M.P. Police were unable to conduct a 
surface search with small craft as the lake was freezing over.

CAUSE Engine failure during VFR cross country flight
ELT The Emergency Locator Transmitter apparently activated 

on impact, however the signal was lost when the aircraft 
submerged.

INVESTIGATION R.C.M.Police, Transportation Safety Board of Canada
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SEARCH STATUS Lake Winnipeg continues to freeze over and police have 
put the active search on hold, satisfied that no one survived 
the accident. Sonar equipment may be used once thick 
ice is formed permitting the support of personnel and 
equipment, in an effort to locate the aircraft on the lake 
bottom; or, authorities may defer operations until the 
spring ice breakup.

PHOTOS/MAPS PIPER PA32-300 | SCENE MAP
MISSING It is the policy of CASN not to release the identities of 

accident victims pending the notification of next-of-kin 
and publication by police authorities. 

This is a preliminary report only and subject to revision. The accident is under 
continued investigation. Neither CASG, CASN or AAP are affiliated with any 
government agency. This not to be considered a final factual finding. Copying or 
publishing this material without written approval is strictly prohibited.

Canadian Aviation Safety News Occurrence Reports, Technical Report CASG 991125-11F 
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Very little human remains were located on top of the ice.
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note

The circumstances connected with the late sudden and distressing death of Mr. 
Pym* are already well known to the public through the medium of the daily 
press. It is feared that the few remaining chapters which were to have completed 
his narrative, and which were retained by him, while the above were in type, for 
the purpose of revision, have been irrecoverably lost through the accident by 
which he perished himself. This, however, may prove not to be the case, and the 
papers, if ultimately found, will be given to the public. 

No means have been left untried to remedy the deficiency. The gentleman 
whose name is mentioned in the preface, and who, from the statement there 
made, might be supposed able to fill the vacuum, has declined the task—this 
for satisfactory reasons connected with the general inaccuracy of the details 
afforded him, and his disbelief in the entire truth of the latter portions of the 
narration. 

Edgar Allan Poe, Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym

Of course, no shipwreck can be without superstition. Sailors recalled that years 
earlier, a passenger ship had burned to the water line in that locality. Her boiler, 
engine and other machinery were placed in the Garry, cursing her from the start. 
Deepening the mystery was the fact that an inquiry was held, but the findings 
were never disclosed and no one involved would speak about it. 

Frances Russell, The Great Lake: The Beauty and Treachery of Lake Winnipeg 

… the commander of the relief expedition suggested to the Navy Department that 
the remains of the dead be sealed in metal coffins.

Scott Cookman, Ice Blink: The Tragic Fate of Sir John Franklin’s Lost Polar Expedition 

As for how it ends—like the strange disappearance of Joseph-René Bellot, “all 
else is conjecture.” 

Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy

*London particularly enjoyed killing off incompetents such as Percy Cuthbert in In a Far Country, 
who “mistook … an abnormal development of sentimentality … for the true spirit of romance and 
adventure.” Franklin Walker suggests that the basic plot of the story was borrowed from Joseph 
Conrad’s An Outpost of Progress, with Northern twists. The idea for the story actually came from 
an incident during London’s Klondike winter … (Murray Lundberg, “The Life of Jack London as 
Reflected in his Works”)
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The Arctic Council planning the search for Sir John Franklin. Franklin’s portrait is hanging at left. 

Painting by Stephen Pearce
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black hole in ice still a deep mystery

BRAINERD, Minn.—Divers came up empty yesterday in their search for an 
explanation to a mysterious black hole in the ice of North Long Lake.

The hole froze over Tuesday, causing divers to enter it at a small open 
channel in the ice.

The divers had hoped to videotape and photograph the bottom of the lake 
under the 600-by-100 metre hole. Instead, they had to view as much of the hole 
as they could while tethered to a rope on a rubber raft above.

“Saw a few fish, some snails, weeds, pretty typical stuff so far,” said Todd 
Matthies, the first diver to investigate the hole.

Matthies videotaped the bottom and put a dye in the water that would enable 
a camera to detect currents flowing through the hole. Other divers measured the 
water’s temperature, dissolved oxygen, ph content and conductivity.

So far, investigators have found nothing unusual.
A.W. Research Laboratories, a Brainerd company that monitors water quality, 

has been hired to analyse the tests. Some results are expected to be available 
by the end of the week.

The black hole first appeared in February 2002 and more than $10,000 US 
has been spent to try and figure out its mystery, which has attracted media from 
as far away as from Canada.

Experts and local residents remain baffled. Some suggest the cause is an 
underground spring or thermal currents. It also could be that a tremor or crack 
in the lake bottom has allowed warm water to seep into the lake and is keeping 
that spot from freezing.

Winnipeg Free Press, 10 January 2003 
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I  think that we’re fished for. It may be that we’re highly esteemed by super-
epicures somewhere. It makes me more cheerful when I think that we may be 
of some use after all. I think that dragnets have often come down and have been 
mistaken for whirlwinds and waterspouts. Some accounts of seeming structure in 
whirlwinds and waterspouts are astonishing. And I have data that, in this book, I 
can’t take up at all—mysterious disappearances. I think we’re fished for. But this 
is a little expression on the side: relates to trespassers; has nothing to do with the 
subject that I shall take up at some other time—or our use to some other mode of 
seeming that has a legal right to us.

Charles Hoy Fort, The Book of the Damned (Edited and Annotated by Mr. X) 
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I think of Hulbert’s bottles and Franklin’s messages, the searchers’ messages, 
the wrecks of the Jeannette and the Karluk and the burned and broken whalers 
and the final words of all those sucked forever into the gyre of the polar drift, 
all flowing together in the green-white current—words, bones, and bits of wood, 
cast-off clothes, photographs, forks—all bumping against one another in the 
inevitable, grinding flow, clockwise and clockwise around the vortex of the pole, 
completing a cycle every two to four years through the necklace of frozen waters: 
the Beaufort Sea, the Chukchi Sea, the East Siberian Sea, the Laptev Sea, the 
Kara Sea, the Barents Sea, the Greenland Sea.

Sheila Nickerson, Disappearance: A Map 

A procession of the damned.
By the damned, I mean the excluded.
We shall have a procession of data that Science has excluded.
Battalions of the accursed, captained by pallid data that I have exhumed, will 

march.You’ll read them—or they’ll march. Some of them livid and some of them 
fiery and some of them rotten.

Some of them are corpses, skeletons, mummies, twitching, tottering, animated 
by companions that have been damned alive. There are giants that will walk by, 
though sound asleep. There are things that are theorems and things that are rags: 
they’ll go by like Euclid arm in arm with the spirit of anarchy. Here and there 
will flit little harlots. Many are clowns. But many are of the highest respectability. 
Some are assassins. There are pale stenches and gaunt superstitions and mere 
shadows and lively malices: whims and amiabilities. The naive and the pedantic 
and the bizarre and the grotesque and the sincere and the insincere, the profound 
and the puerile.

Charles Hoy Fort, The Book of the Damned (Edited and Annotated by Mr. X) 

Cabot Frobisher Hudson
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And how are we to know what and where is true north in a land where the 
compass swings? The magnetic pole itself moves—from a point on Boothia 
Peninsula, where James Clark Ross discovered it in 1831, to a point now just 
north of Bathurst island, more than four hundred miles to the north and west. 
There is no visible sign to mark it. As Ross said, “Nature had here erected no 
monument to denote the spot which she had chosen as the centre of one of her 
great and dark powers.”

Sheila Nickerson, Disappearance: A Map 

Apart from the madness theory and the racism theory, one other explanation 
was advanced, but it was soundly rejected and remains so to this day. This was the 
theory put forward by Thomas’ brother Alexander. During his winters spent on 
Great Bear Lake between treks to the Arctic sea, Thomas kept in contact with 
his brother through letters. It was Alexander’s belief that his brother had been 
murdered for papers held in his possession—papers which revealed the secret 
of the Northwest Passage.

 Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

Moses, acknowledging Hardy with a lopsided smile, pointed out that more bizarre 
objects than a yarmulke, or a siddur, had belonged to certain of the officers or 
crew. This was proven by understandably unpublished but meticulously itemized 
accounts (available to serious scholars at Admiralty House) of articles found in 
searches of Beechey and King William Islands. They included a filigreed black 
suspender belt, several pairs of frothy garters, some silk panties, three corsets, two 
female wigs, and four diaphanous petticoats.

 Mordecai Richler, Solomon Gursky Was Here

Parry Ross Franklin
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Now in the arctic night
I can almost suppose you did not die,
But are somewhere walking between 
The icons of ice, pensively
 like a priest,
Wrapped in the cold holiness of snow,
 of your own memory.

Gwendolyn MacEwen, 
Terror and Erebus 

Caroline Alexander, The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition
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franklin triangle?

Jeffrey Blair Latta’s The Franklin Conspiracy (Hounslow, 320 pages, $22.99) 
promises much, but delivers almost nothing. It’s largely a rehash of known infor-
mation about attempts to chart the North West Passage, the disappearance of the 
Franklin expedition, the massive search and a consideration of the unanswered 
questions that fascinate Franklin enthusiasts.

Latta hints that some tremendous “secret,” some terrible event on King 
William Island, prompted a conspiracy and cover-up by British authorities, but 
offers only vague hints as to what this astonishing secret might be. There are 
breathless references to the Bermuda Triangle, Roswell, spirits of the air, hairy 
giants, etc. One puts down the book wondering if Latta believes that Franklin 
and his crew were carried off in a flying saucer or devoured by monsters. Or was 
it simply incompetence on a grand scale?

In the end, what he does prove, as so many others have done, is that the 
“evidence” and the “clues” are so scattered, so few, so fragmented and so elusive, 
that almost any interpretation may be put forward. Latta’s version, such as it 
is, may be as good as any other farfetched and imaginative theory made up of 
facts mixed with moonbeams.

It is significant, I think, that each chapter begins with a fanciful quotation 
from such authors as Edward Lear, Lewis Carroll and Edgar Allen Poe, although 
it should be pointed out that Alfred Noyes, not the Duke of Norfolk, wrote The 
Highwayman. Perhaps a place should have been found for Robert W. Service, 
who knew all about “queer sights” up North.

It must also be pointed out that the intrepid Hudson’s Bay Company trader 
and Arctic traveller alluded to at several points was not “L. A. Learmouth” but 
L. A. Learmonth.

Christopher Dafoe, The Franklin Triangle? Globe and Mail, 9 June 2001

Yet, Stefansson admitted that if Alexander Simpson was right and Thomas had been 
killed for the “secret to the Northwest Passage,” then Thomas’ narrative “might be 
supposed to contain the secret.” [V. Stephansson, Unsolved Mysteries, 183]

  Jeffrey Blair Latta, The Franklin Conspiracy 

We may conclude from these thoughts that man would not survive naked in 
the arctic cold, and in this respect he is very different from the furbearing arctic 
land animals.

Dr. J. A. Hildes, Man Shivers in the Arctic 

The End?Dead and Cold
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Farewell, Walton! Seek happiness in tranquillity and avoid ambition.

Mary Shelley, Frankenstein, or, The Modern Prometheus 

A single trial is often sufficient for satisfying us as to the truth of a disputed 
point, but in this instance [the search for the Northwest Passage], though nearly 
an hundred trials have been made, the problem is still considered unresolved.

William Scoresby, The Northern Whale-Fishery 

His death in the snow derives from the failure in him of all desire except longing 
to come “to the end.”

Patricia Meyer Spacks, Boredom 

For now the strong snows in some iron place 
Have covered them; their end shall not be said
Till all the hidden parts of time be plain
And all the writing of all years be read.

Algernon Charles Swinburne, 
The Death Of Sir John Franklin 

 My prayer long since is dead and cold. 

Dollie Radford, In the Elgin Room—British Museum 

‘Poor Duchêne’ does not deserve his fate. He has not been a bad man, or even an 
incompetent one. He is simply a victim of landscape. 

Margaret Atwood, Strange Things 

dead and cold
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Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen in Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition

The End?Dead and Cold
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TREYF?

treyf, adj. [Yiddish] – not kosher, unclean.

When the novel started out in the 18th century, it was called novel because it mixed 
up stuff … And the novel was novel because it didn’t fit any generic shape. That’s 
why it was called a novel. 

Jonathan Raban  (Alexandra Gill, A Stranger in Seattle)

Treyf Books – unusual books of an indeterminate type, sort of artist book montage 
novels for people who can’t stomach any more schmaltzy Chicken Soup for the 
Soul. Treyf is cooked up using texts and images collected from various sources, 
usually obsessively related to one or more themes, and then recombined through 
a process of highly subjective editing, ordering and juxtaposition.

“Strange and clever.”

Globe & Mail

“Funny, but deep.”

Umbrella

“Is this a new form of discourse in step with its multivalent, chaotic times, or just 
an excuse for intellectual laziness? Only the author knows for sure.”

Canadian Architect

www.treyf.com
keep refrigerated

The Arctic Explorers (Frank Leslie’s Illustrated Newspaper, 15 December 1855)
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 EXCERPTS FROM THE ICE FISHING IN GIMLI SERIES

Treyf Books
Keep Refrigerated

www.treyf.com 

Artist Books
Literary Fiction

“Listen to me,” said the Demon, as he placed his hand upon my head. “The 
region of which I speak is a dreary region in Libya … 

Edgar Allan Poe, Silence: A Fable 

As they neared the coffin lid, the wind picked up dramatically and a massive, 
black thunder cloud moved over the site. The walls of the tent covering the 
excavation began to snap loudly, and as the weather continued to worsen the five 
researchers finally stopped their work and looked at one another. The conditions 
had suddenly become so strange that Kowal observed, “This is like something 
out of a horror film.” 

Owen Beattie and John Geiger, Frozen in Time: The Fate of the Franklin Expedition  
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