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EDITOR’S PREFACE.

Ir it be true —and Emerson affirms as much — that
great deeds deserve a fit and permanent record, then as-
suredly there can be no need of explanation, much less of
apology, for the appearance of this work. ¢ We need
books of this tart cathartic virtue,” wrote our New Eng-
land sage; and so the editor flatters himself for having
contributed to the birth of this one.

The world knows the story of the lost Jeannette, the
Iuckless cruise and tedious drift of many months, the
amazing march and terrible tribulation, the heroic en-
deavor and sad ending, — the world is aware of all this,
to be sure, because in all the world’s history it has no
parallel ; and no matter the why or the wherefore, there
is yet in this story a human sympathy that cannot be
disguised, an abiding intetest that overlooks the ques-
tion of utility.

Perhaps there will be readers of this volume who,
already acquainted with the prominent part played by
our author in the many adventures attending the long
ice-blockade of the Jeannette, may have expected a
fuller account of that interesting period than will be
found herein ; and will consequently regard our brief
narrative of it a§ insufficient and unsatisfactory. Cer-
tainly it does appear, considering the few pages devoted
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to this prolonged and remarkable drift, that we have
treated it too lightly and displayed an undue haste in
transporting the reader to the shores of Siberia.

Not all, it is true, of the Jeannette’s experiences in
the ice have been chronicled, but then more than enough
have been published to enable the reader to gain an ade-
quate idea of the wonderful voyage and retreat, and in
the melancholy ¢ ice-journals ! of Commander De Long
these may be found embodied in their most permanent,
authentic, and interesting form. Hence it was deemed
advisable for this work, after affording the reader a run-
ning survey of the cruise and march, to begin its more
elaborate discourse at the date of the separation of the
three boats in the gale of September 12, 1881. The
events, indeed, which followed can have no competent
historian save Chief Engineer Melville. He it was who
directly gave rise to them, and was the prime mover and
central figure in all the exploits “In the Lena Delta.”

The greater portion of the author’s manuscript was
prepared between the months of January and April of
this year (1884), and the final chapters were written at
sea ; for, undaunted by his previous expericnces, he sailed
again in Aretic waters to the relief of Lieutenant Greely;
and, moreover, he herein proposes,upon an original plan,
to attain the goal that has baffled the daring of Parry
and of Franklin.

Cut bono ? asks the utilitarian. There are numerous
and well-known advantages that would result from the
guccess of such a venture. Aside from the many useful
facts that would be established concerning the laws of
storms and wind-waves, the flattening of the earth at the

1 Voyage of the Jeannette, etc., Houghton, Mifflin & Co.
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pole would be measured, and geographical science be
plainly benefited. Additional information, too, would be
gained in astronomy, meteorology, ocean physics, and
natural history, a more thorough knowledge of which
would certainly add directly or indirectly to the com-
fort and safety of mankind.

As to the rest, I refer the reader to the theory itself,
merely observing that — * Prejudice, which man pre-
tends to hate, is,” according to Carlyle, “his absolute
lawgiver. . . . Thus, let but a rising of the sun, let but
a creation of the world, happen twice, and it ceases to
be marvelous, to be noteworthy or noticeable.”

In other words, let but Chief Engineer Melville reach
the North Pole, and besides the scientific benefits issuing
from the event will doubtless be another and perhaps
more important one to the world at large — his success,
in his own words, “ may prevent other fools from going

there.”
MELVILLE PHILIPS.

October 16, 1884.
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IN THE LENA DELTA.

CHAPTER L

OFF FOR THE POLE.

The Jeannette Expedition. ~— Qur Departure. — Unalaska. — St,
Michael’s. — The Tchuchees. — Nordenskjold. — Frozen in. —
Herald Island.

TeE Kuro-Shiwo (the black current of Japan) runs
around the Japanese Islands, threads its way among the
Kurile Islands, passes eastward to Kamschatka, and
thence northward to Behring Strait, where it separates
into two branches. The one branch seeks the west coast
of North America, and then runs south, tempering the
atmosphere as it goes, until it is lost in the warm water
at the equator. The other branch passes into the Arctic
Ocean, streaming up into the northeast, and was lately
regarded as one of the thermometric gateways to the
Pole. '

Previous to the Jeannette's. voyage no polar expedi-
tion had ever set out by way of Behring Strait, although
one had indeed been projected by a French lieutenant,
but was prevented by the breaking out of the Franco-
Prussian War; and a high'latitude, it is true, had been
gained by the search ships of the English squadron
which hoped to intercept Sir John Franklin in case he
was successful in making the Northwest Passage.

The object of the Jeannette expedition was thus to
1
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reach the North Pole by following up the Kuro-Shiwo ;
but it should be remembered that our first cruise (which
unhappily proved both first and last) was only designed
at the time to be an experimental voyage. So, resting
upon this brief review of the motive of our luckless en-
terprise, I shall now proceed to chronicle it.

All things being in readiness, on the 8th of July,
1879, the sun shining clear and strong on the beautiful
bay, we cleared from the Golden Gate, accompanied by
the San Francisco Yacht Club.

Never was departure more auspicious. It was a gala
day for the good people of *Frisco ; the harbor was alive
with their pleasure craft, and right royal was the fare-
well they tendered our adventurous ship. Cheers rang
out from the crowded wharves ; the masts and decks of
the myriad vessels on the bay teemed with jolly tars,
huzzaing and firing guns with a deafening effect; and
as we steamed abreast of the Presidio, a heavy salute
boomed forth from the fortification that seemed a solemn
amen to the godspeeds of the people.

Once clear of the Gate, we headed about and left a
straight wake for the island of Unalaska. Unlike the
buoyant hearts of her company, the vessel was weighted
down below the ordinary line of immersion, and conse-
quently our progress was slow. The fair weather that
attended our departure continued in the Pacific until
the Aleutian Group was approached, when fogs set in,
and, by the time the Aqueton Pass was reached, grew
so dense that it became necessary to anchor and await
their lifting. Even then the breakers had been danger-
ously neared, for though the islands were invisible, the
sea-birds could be distinctly heard cawing on the rocks.

At last the fog lifted from around the Jeannette, and,
after a pleasant voyage of twenty-five days, the island of
Unalaska hove in sight.

Here, through the kindness of the Alaska Fur Com-
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pany, a large number of deer-skins, seal-skin blankets,
and other furs, to be made up for use during the expedi-
tion, were added to our cargo.

With a fresh supply of coal we then departed from
Unalaska, and, crossing the shallow sea of Behring, ar-
rived safely at St. Michael’s, in Norton Sound, ~— an old
Russian trading-post, with a dilapidated block-house, and
several ancient cast-iron guns, which were fired in honor
of the Jeannette’s arrival. It was here that the schooner
Fanny A.Hyde was to meet the ship with our last supply
of coal; but, as she was considerably overdue, the pro-
visions were restowed, and the undressed skins sent on
shore to be made into clothing by the natives.

Here, too, Alexia, cur faithful hunter, and his compan-
ion, the womanly-looking Iniguin, joined the ship. Poor
Alexia, after a grand palaver with the head man of the
village, shipped as hunter and dog-driver. The evening
of our departure, the natives thronged on board to bid
their friends farewell. Alexia, dressed in ¢ store clothes ”
furnished by the Alaska Company’s agent, with a tile-
topped Russian hat encircled by a broad red band, was
accompanied by his wife, small, shy, and pretty, and their
little boy. Clinging together hand in hand, they wan-
dered and wondered with all the curiosity of children
about the ship, until at last with many doubts and fears
they affectionately parted, and forever.

Attended by our convoy, we now started across Nor-
ton Sound, a large sheet of water making westward into
the eastern coast of Siberia. During the passage a heavy
gale was encountered, affording us an opportunity to ob-
serve the vessel’s strength and action. The shallow
ocean was troubled and choppy, and at times great seas
would roll completely over the deeply-freighted ship as
over a sunken rock ; but Gibraltar itself was not more
firm. The day following the gale, we drew near to
Lutke, a beantiful harbor just to the southward of East
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Cape, where American whalemen often resort to secure
recruits from the native Tchuchees before proceeding on
the cruise north of Behring Strait, or after ¢ the catch ”
to ¢ try out” their oil. As the ship stood in towards
the mouth of the harbor, huts were descried on the hill-
side; and shortly after two didaras — large walrus-skin
boats, somewhat similar to the oomiaks of the Green-
landers — were seen putting off from the shore and ap-
proaching us at a rapid rate. They contained a dozen
or more natives, tall, greasy, brawny fellows, none
weighing less than a hundred and eighty pounds.

The two bidaras pulled alongside, and the natives
boarding the ship, inquired, in broken English learned
from the whalemen, if we came to hunt the walrus or the
whale ; if so, they wished to engage themselves for the
cruise. To prove their ability, they named the various
whaling captains with whom they had served, and con-
cluded with the more important information that Nor-
denskjold’s ship, the Vega, had been there in the bay of
St. Lawrence, and had wintered beyond the peninsula
in Kiolutian Bay, where they had visited her.

And now the time was come to push off from the
last vestige of civilization. The remainder of the coal
and supplies was transferred from the schooner to the
ship, and on the evening of the 2Tth day of August the
two vessels stood out of the bay. Once clear of the
shoals, we parted, — the Fanny A. Hyde sailing to the
south, the Jeannette to the north, — and the cruise had
begun in earnest.

During the night we passed through the strait of Behr-
ing, — between East Cape (the most easterly cape of Si-
beria) and the Diomed Islands, three rocky little islets,
the stepping-stones between two continents, — perhaps
the foundations for that future bridge over which may
run the engines of an all-rail route from Cape Horn to
the Cape of Good Hope. A sharp lookout was kept for
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natives as the ship headed westward along the coast of
Siberia, towards Cape Serdzekamen (¢ Heart of Stone ™).
Ice-hills and snow-gorged valleys were no longer a nov-
elty ; but very cheerless and inhospitable looked the
bleak black rocks, with no living thing in sight save a few
sea-birds and an occasional walrus or seal. At length a
collection of huts made their appearance, and the ship
was run as close to the shore as possible. Captain De
Long, with Alexia as interpreter and Mr. Dunbar as
pilot, attempted a landing; but the heavy sea rolling
and breaking over the ice-foot compelled him to return.
The natives, knowing quieter water, then came to the
ship in their skin boats. But Alexia was unable to un-
derstand them, save that they wanted biscuits, molasses,
and rum, especially rum ; so no additional information
of Nordenskjold was obtained.  Further on, another vil-
lage was sighted, and Lieutenant Chipp sent on shore.
He effected a landing, and through an old woman who
formerly lived on King’s Island in Norton Sound, and
spoke the same tongue as Alexia, learned that the Vega
bad wintered in a bay still to the west, but had passed
safely out of the ice toward the east, in the spring.
Sailing westward, the seal and walrus became more
plentiful. Numerous natives approached the ship, using
with considerable dexterity bladders or floats to _Er_(w\e:;;\
their light skin boats from capsizing, or as fenders
ward them off from the ship’s side, and as buoys when
overladen with the spoils of the chase. In the vicinity
of the Vega’s winter-quarters, a large village was ob-
served, and a party was sent on shore in command of
Lieutenant Chipp. After a few hours the boat returned,
bringing a number of articles, such as tin cans, Swedish
money, and coat-buttons, which the natives— who men-
tioned the names of certain of the Vega’s officers, exhib-
iting presents they had received from them, and who par-
ticularly prized the refuse tin cans — said were relics of
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Nordenskjsld’s stay there. A letter sewed up in canvas
was given to the chief, with the request that he deliver
it to the first vessel that passed that way.

Having now executed the instructions of the Navy
Department as to Nordenskj6ld and bis party, we pushed
northward to Kiolutian Bay, keeping constantly under
way to prevent the formation of ice around the ship, and
skirting along the edge of the pack, the density of which
gradually forced us to the east. Working in and out of
the leads of water for several days, and preserving as
northerly a course as possible, Herald Island was at
length sighted on the evening of September 4th. Every
opening in the pack with the least northing to it had
now been tried, with the same fruitless result of being
crowded off to the eastward ; so that there was positively
nothing else to be done than to push boldly in towards
Wrangel Land (long regarded as a large continent ex-
tending to the Pole), and seek a harbor during the fall,
winter, and spring. The absurd question has often been
asked, “ Why did the Jeannette enter the ice-pack?”
The answer is this: she was an Arctic ship bound on a
polar voyage, and could not be expected to attain the
Pole without encountering ice. The best authorities
pointed out a continent connecting Wrangel Land with
Greenland ; the currents setting among the islands to
the Atlantic Ocean were well known ; the rotation of the
earth should carry all things from west to east; and it
was fair to presume that, if caught in the ice north of
Herald Island, the ship would drift on the coast of
Wrangel Land, or to the northeast toward Prince Pat-
rick Land.

But ¢« the best laid schemes o’ mice and men gang aft
a-gley.”” As we crowded to the west, the ice set in be-
hind and effectually cut off all chances of retreat, unless
the autumn gales and rolling seas might break up the
floe. A whale-ship was observed looking for game along
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the edge of the pack, and it was afterward regretted
that she had not been spoken for the mail. But we
pushed slowly ahead, with the aid of the hoisting-engine,
making a warp, until the 6th of September ; when the
hummocks and masses of ice became solid during the
night, and the ship was frozen in with a list to starboard
at an angle of ten or twelve degrees, rendering motion
on the decks or sleeping in the berths very uncomfort-
able. Only once was she freed, and then but for an
hour or two, until the final crush in June, 1881.

The crew now dispersed themselves in merry squads
upon the floe, and the dogs were turned loose. Each
man was armed with a pike or staff with which to steady
himself when leaping from hummock to hummock, or as
a protection when slipping into ice-holes — a frequent oc-
currence. Bears were seen, but they kept at a safe dis-
tance during the daytime, and would make off in hot
haste when pursued by the ‘ whoop, hurrah!” of the
crew. At night, the éce — as they are better named by
Norwegian and Dane, instead of polar — bears would cir-
cumambulate the vessel many times, critically examining
the stout hawser that held her to a large ice-anchor, and
regularly escaping the notice of the watch, and of forty-
one dogs, who were shy and timid until they had tasted
the good things that followed a successful bear hunt.
And a most exciting sport is this. The pack of dogs run
yelping and snapping at the heels of poor Ursus, who
dashes across the floe in the direction of rougher coun-
try or open water with the ungracefulness of a cow but
the speed of a deer, causing the snow to fly like feathers
in a gale, and leaving dogs and hunters far in the rear.
Often his curiosity will get the better of his judgment,
and he will stop to inspect these strange creatures that
dare put him to flight; for he is monarch of the polar
regions, seal and walrus falling an easy prey to one blow
of his powerful fore-paw. Raising himself on his hind-
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legs, he surveys the howling pack half in wonder, half
in contempt, until the fleetest hunter may come within
range, when Ursus, perceiving a new and more formida-
ble enemy, drops on all-fours, and is off again. Selecting
a level amphitheatre surrounded by high hummocks,
where he imagines himself secure, he makes a final stand,
and woe betide the dogs; for he is a wonderful boxer,
and every blow is a fatal one. But the Remington
breech-loader comes into play ; the slaughter of the canine
foe is checked, and poor Ursus is dead. In a hunt such
as this, Mr. Dunbar killed a bear weighing about one
thousand pounds, and having a coat of snowy whiteness,
with a single shot; the only time that feat was accom-
plished during the cruise.

Meanwhile the Jeannette had been steadily drifting
toward Herald Island, and as it was quite certain that she
would be carried by it to the northwest, it became impor-
tant that a landing should be attempted, in order to erect
a cairn and leave records there. For this purpose, a
party consisting of Lieutenant Chipp, Mr. Dunbar, and
myself, with Alexia as dog-driver, was fitted out, and pro-
visioned for a week. It was thought that the ice closed in
on Herald Island ; but when we came within a few miles
of the land, long lanes of open water were found, com-
pletely cutting off further progress. It would have been
sheer folly to await the freezing of the water and then
make a dash for the foot of the precipitous rocks, without
the aid of a boat. The ship was rapidly moving past;
no food could possibly have been found on the island,
and in case of a separation from the Jeannette we must
inevitably starve. Taking this view of the situation, we
reluctantly turned back.

And still the floe continued to drift toward Wrangel
Land. Soundings were taken daily, and observations
daily and nightly. A ¢“drift lead” was kept constantly in
place to indicate the impulse of the ice; and the bottom
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of the sea was dragged for samples of its natural history.
Each officer had his special duty, and the whole ship’s
company worked together as a unit. At times, the choice
library on board would be ransacked for authorities, when
the officers, who had been students and observers in all
climes, and could be cheerful under all conditions of life,
would engage in friendly scientific discussion in the little
cabin. Thus, without the appearance of the expected
gales, October passed pleasantly away. The ice had been
comparatively quiet; now and then low rumbling sounds
being transmitted through the floe from distant disturb-
ances. Toward the end of the month Wrangel Land was
in plain sight, and it was quite evident that the much-
boasted continent was a small island, high and mountain-
ous. When probably at the most northeasterly point to
the land, the ship was found shoaling water at sixteen
fathoms, and as the floe crowded by the island, it was
cast up in great ridges; cracks ran across it in all direc-
tions, and the grinding and crushing of the tortured
masses sounded like the roar of distant artillery. The
ship became entirely surrounded by the towering, tele-
scoping hills of ice. Huge floe-bergs as large as churches
bobbed up and down like whales. The situation was now
most perilous; for even could the vessel sustain the enor-
mous pressure thus brought to bear upon her, there was
imminent danger of the hummocks and ¢ bits ” weighing
from twenty to fifty tons toppling over, as they were on
all sides, and crushing or burying her. In view of the
lmpending disaster, preparations were made for abandon-
ing the ship — a hopeless prospect; when suddenly the
floe split along the port side parallel with the keel, leav-
ing a long lane of open water, with the starboard side
still imbedded in the ice as in a mould.

This was the moment of extreme danger. Should the
floe-pieces come together again and overlap or underrun,
the Jeannette would be crushed like an egg-shell. They
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separated nearly a thousand yards, and then slowly ap-
proached. The poor ship began to creak and groan with
the immense strain; but fortunately the ice, ranging
ahead, acted as a protection. The decks bulged upward ;
the oakum and pitch were squeezed out of the seams;
and a bucket, almost full of water, standing on the quar-
ter-deck, was half emptied by the agitation. There was
little sleep obtained; those who turned in doing so with
their clothes on. Yet the discipline of the ship’s com-
pany was perfect. The men sang and joked with appar-
ent sang froid, while they cleared the decks of ice or
pushed away the overhanging masses that were crushing
in the light bulwarks. The powerful trusses fitted in at
Mare Island sturdily withstood the pressure; until at
length the floe gave way somewhere beyond, and, as it
went thundering by, an underrunning piece pushed the
ship out from her bed into the open lead of water. Once
again she was nearly caught stem and stern, but as dark-
ness set in, the young ice began forming, and shortly af-
terward she was completely frozen in, never to be released
again until a day or two before the fatal 12th of June,
1881.



CHAPTER 1IL

DRIFTING.

Shipboard Economy. — A Frozen Wave. — Lead-Poisoning. — My
Visit to Henrietta Island.

WINTER set in sharply. Excepting a few minor acci-
dents in the shape of sprains and contusions, we enjoyed
entire freedom from disease, and were in constant good
humor, —all save Lieutenant Danenhower, who suffered
under his terrible affliction from December of the first
year until the end of the cruise. As the holidays drew
nigh, the crew prepared for the usual theatricals; and at
Christmas all bands were summoned to the deck-house
to witness a performance replete with jokes at the ex-
pense of officers and men.

Early in the experience of the expedition, a strange
violation of an accepted physical law presented itself.
In accordance with the laboratory teaching of our youth,
we had presumed that sea-water passed through the pro-
cess of freezing yielded perfectly fresh ice. Floe ice was
known to be salty, but it was confidently expected that
fresh-water snow would be found; and yet it was not.
Those who were conversant with the histories of pre-
vious Arctic voyages—and nothing of the kind written
in the English langunage had escaped the reading of many
— were aware that heretofore no difficulty had been en-
countered in procuring fresh water for potable purposes
from bergs or land snow. There are, however, no bergs
proper in this ocean, except those which drop from the
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small islands, and they are so rare that the only ones
met with were seen by my party when we landed at
Henrietta Island.

So a distilling apparatus, capable of yielding forty gal-
lons a day, was constructed, and a supply of melted snow
kept constantly in tanks on the cabin and forecastle
stoves ; one large tank being fitted behind the galley to
absorb the radiant heat.

And the old year left us busied in this wise with the
multiform details of shipboard economy.

Throughout the month of January, 1880, the ice was
restless, and the ship experienced many jars and strains.
Each gale was followed by the jamming up of the floes;
and it was observed that during the continuance of the
wind the whole body of ice moved evenly before it, but
when it subsided, the mass that had been put in motion
crowded and tumbled upon the far-off floes at rest, piling
tumultuously upward in a manner terrific to behold.

It was in one of these oppressive intervals succeeding
a gale, when the roar and crash of the distant masses
could be distinctly heard, that the floe in which the
Jeannette was imbedded began splitting in all directions.
The placid and almost level surface of ice suddenly
heaved and swelled into great hills, buzzing and wheez-
ing dolefully. Giant blocks pitched and rolled as though
controlled by invisible hands, and the vast compressing
bodies shrieked a shrill and horrible song that curdled the
blood. On came the frozen waves, nearer and nearer.
Seams ran and rattled across them with a thundering
boom, while silent and awestruck we watched their ter-
rible progress. Sunk in an amphitheatre, about five
eighths of a mile in diameter, lay the ship, the great
bank of moving ice, puffed in places to a height of fifty
feet, gradually inclosing her on all sides. Preparations
were made for her abandonment, but, — what then ? If
the mighty circle continued to decrease, escape was hope-
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less, death inevitable. To think of scrambling up the
slippery sides of the rolling mass would be of equal folly
with an attempt to scale the falling waters of Niagara.

¢ The ice is approaching at the rate of one yard per
minute. Itis three hundred paces distant; so in three
hundred minutes we shall pass over to the Great Be-
yond.”

Thus one of the crew announced his computation of
the time, distance, and calamity. Certain it is that had
the Jeannette been two hundred yards in any direction
out of the exact spot she then occupied on the floe, she
would have been overwhelmed and destroyed by the
grinding masses, as readily as a ‘‘sojer crab” on the
beach is buried beneath the roll of the surf. But her
time had not yet come. The terrible circle slowly con-
tracted to within a few hundred feet, and then stopped
~— stopping our prayers; and all was quiet, save the roar
of the underrunning floes at the bottom of the ship.

With light hearts the men dispersed themselves upon
the ice, climbing the slopes of the marble-like basin,
leaping from block to block, clambering up pinnacles and
tumbling down with laughter, calling each other’s atten-
tion to the marvelous shapes and positions of the con-
fused heaps, speculating upon the chances of escape
had such an one toppled over on the vessel, all hailing
and shouting in boyish glee,—when, suddenly, the dread
cry of “Man the pumps!” put a check to their short-
lived sport, and sent every one scudding back.

Hand-pumps were at once rigged and operated with
all the vigor of the stoutest men ; another gang removed
the provisions from the fore-hold, while a third filled
the boiler with water, ice, “now, and slush from the
bilges. The temperature at this time was about 40° Fah-
renheit below zero, and as the water rushed into the
hold it almost instantly froze. Pouring steadily in, it
crept above the fireroom floor, and fears were enter-
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tained that it might reach the boiler furnaces before the
steam-pumps could be started. To prevent this, and
keep the after-hold dry, the water was hoisted out of
the hatch by means of a barrel. Time meant life or
death. The flood was rapidly rising in the bilges; so
the furnace was fired long before the boiler had received
its regulation supply, and soon the steam giant was cast-
ing out the water at such a rate as to win from Jack
Cole the admiring observation, — ¢ No “Spell O!’ (the
relief call at the pump brake) for that chap.”

Winter passed swiftly by, and the bright spring sun,
melting the snow, opened up a fresh field of labor by re-
vealing the hideous results of forty dogs and thirty-three
men living in one spot for six months. Nor was it with-
out considerable anxiety that the approach of warmer
weather was observed. The ship, indeed, would be free ;
but was she not leaky, and the supply of coal fast
failing ? How long would the spars, masts, and upper
works of the hull hold ount after all other fuel had been
consumed ? These were questions which we could not
consider without alarm.

Northwest winds prevailed in the early spring and
drove the ship within sight of Herald Island, or Wrangel
Land, and about fifty miles from the point where we had
entered the ice the preceding fall. During this time, we
had drifted nearly five hundred miles in a zigzag course,
and so persistently from northwest to southeast that I
conceived the existence of two banks or shoals between
which we had been moving, or perhaps two great packs
of ice, the Polar pack to the north and the Siberian
pack to the south, which latter shifted on and off the
coast of Siberia with the changing winds and seasons. A
canal covered with broken ice was thus formed, and
hemmed in between the impenetrable floes and floe-
bergs. \

The winter of 1880-81 passed by without much inci-
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dent. The novelty of life on the ice had worn off. Our
supplies of jokes and stories were completely exhausted,
and their points had long ago been dulled by much hand-
ling. The ship’s company, fore and aft, had found their
affinities; and congenial spirits began to walk, talk, and
hunt together in couples. In the cabin there was more
reading and less conversation, and the senior officers
seemed daily bound by a closer band. Stricter attention
was paid to all the sanitary regulations of the ship, par-
ticularly to the distillation of water, the preparation of
food, the ship’s ventilation, and the healthful exercise of
the men.

This was our second winter in the ice; and in the his-
tory of all previous expeditions, scurvy, the bane of the
Arctic voyager, had made its dread appearance long ere
guch an interval had elapsed. Why were we exempt?
How long would we thus remain blessed above all other
crews? Like vegetables grown in the dark, we were
bleached to an unnatural pallor; and as spring approached
all exhibited signs of debility. Sleep was fortunately
peaceful and undisturbed, by reason of the floe’s solid-
ity; but certain members of the mess were attacked with
fits of indigestion ; Mr. Dunbar became very ill; and an
ugly  ulcer appeared on Alexia’s leg accompanied by
other symptoms which raised suspicions of the presence
of seurvy.

At length, an epidemic seemed to break out among
the whole company. Dr. Ambler was diligent in his
search for the cause. There were no evidences of scurvy
save in Alexia’s case, and his was extremely doubiful.
Finally the patients showed symptoms of lead poisoning,
and the question at once arose, whence came the lead ?
A few grains of shot found in the bodies of birds (guille-
motg) served for dinner one day sufficed to direct the
conversation to the subject that was uppermost in the
minds of all; and at the same time, some one chancing
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upon several pellets of solder in the canned tomatoes, it
was jocularly asked, “ Who shot the tomatoes?’”’ which
resulted in bringing to light the raison d’étre of the poi-
soning. Knowing how deadly wine might become by
the dissolution of a single grain of shot left in the bottle
from its cleansing, it was easy to understand how the
acid fruits and vegetables had absorbed their noxious
properties from the many drops of solder, composed of
equal parts of lead and tin. And this cumulative poison-
ing had been in progress for months! Nor, as investiga-
tion proved, were these pellets the only source of the mal-
ady. Aware of the manufacturer’s practice of covering
certain qualities of sheet tin with solder, the cans were
inspected, and many found to be coated with black oxide
of lead. Scraping this off and analyzing it, Dr. Ambler
became altogether satisfied as to the origin of the *epi-
demiec.”

It was at the beginning of this dark period in the his-
tory of our cruise that the cheering cry of “ Land ho!”
rang out from the crow’s-nest. The ice had been slowly
disintegrating for weeks, and Mr. Dunbar, our ancient
mariner and Arctic authority, had declared a week be-
fore that something to the leeward was obstructing and
breaking up the floe. Now, a faint line on the horizon
with a stationary cloud above it indicated the presence
of land. At once, all the younger prophets, —who had
for months been seeing vast continents in the shape of
various clouds, which they assiduously plotted on charts
and named, only to be as regularly laughed at, — turned
out, aloft, below, and on the high hummocks, to scan with
glasses, or without, the discovered country. There it
was, sure enough; and all were as elated as though a
second Goshen, or still better our own peerless land of
peers, had sprung into view. Speculation was rife as to
its distance, size, and inhabitability ; sketches were as
plentiful as ticks in a southern forest; some of the far-
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seeing enthusiasts distinctly descried reindeer moving
about; and others of still greater ken could plainly dis-
tinguish the buck from the doe.

Meanwhile, Mr. Dunbar, with that keenness of vision
that comes from forty years’ experience at sea, had espied
another and separate land beyond, much smaller and
lower than the first. As the whole floe was in a swirl,
and the Jeannette was drifting rapidly to the northwest,
the question arose, was it possible to visit the strange
island, and return in safety? General opinion was ad-
verse to the success of the undertaking, albeit there was
no scarcity of volunteers. Messrs. Chipp, Danenhower,
and Newcomb were prostrated in the cabin; so it was
decided that I should go, accompanied by Mr. Dunbat,
and a picked four of the crew: namely, Nindemann,
Bartlett, Ericksen, and Sharvell. We were supplied
with provisions for ten days, and a small boat mounted
on a sled drawn by fifteen dogs.

Early in the morning, followed by the cheers and good-
wishes of our shipmates, we were off, making a straight
line for the island. The condition of the ice, grinding,
crashing, and telescoping, sometimes pitching and roll-
ing in such a manner as to render foothold impossible,
made our enterprise a particularly perilous one.

Difficulties beset us at the very start. Not five hun-
dred yards from the ship, we came to a lead of water,
and dismounting the boat, ferried over the sled and sup-
plies; but nothing could induce the dogs to follow suit.
They howled and fought, all resisting with might and
main, and a few breaking or slipping from their harness
and scampering back to the ship. The thermometer re-
gistered many degrees below freezing point; the boat
was covered with ice, our clothes were wet, and our
hands frost-bitten. The deserters were at length cap-
tured and returned by the men on board ship, and again

fastened in harness. A rope, tied to their traces, was
2
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then stretched across the lead (scarcely twenty yards in
width), the whole team pushed into the water, and thus
pulled and urged across. It was cruel, I know, but there
was no alternative; and once over, and rehitched to the
sleds, the poor shivering brutes were soon warming them-
selves in the hard work ahead of them. We were all
equipped with ¢ ruy ruddies” (canvas harness) to assist
the dogs in hauling; and as the snow was waist-deep
they were almost buried at times. Mr. Dunbar ran on
before, leading the way among the hummocks, the rest of
us steadying and pushing the sled, two on each side and
one behind. Now and then, the team would come to a
halt, and everything —a matter of 1,900 pounds — must
be unloaded, since it is absolutely impossible to induce
or compel a dog-team to pull in concert until the sled is
first put in motion.

There is no greater violence done the eternal cause of
truth than in those pictures where the Esquimaux are
represented as calmly sitting in shoe-shaped sleds, with
the lashes of their long whips trailing gracefully behind,
while the dogs dash in full cry and perfect unison across
smooth expanses of snow. If depicted «true to nature”
the scene changes its aspect considerably; it is quite as
full of action, but not of progress. A pandemonium of
horrors! Dogs yelling, barking, snapping, and fighting;
the leaders in the rear, and the wheelers (?) in the mid-
dle, all tied in a knot and as hopelessly tangled up as a
basketful of eels.

Thus retarded, we toiled on for twelve hours, making
roads, filling up chasms with ¢hummocky bits,” and
jumping the team across them ; four times the boat was
launched, and when evening came on we had traveled
but four miles from the ship, and made no appreciable
gain on the island. Nevertheless we erected our tent
under the lee of a large hummock, supped, fed the
dogs, and encasing ourselves in sleeping-bags lay down
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on the snow, partially warmed by the dogs, which were
curled on the flaps of the tent, and well pleased with
our first day’s progress. At six o’clock next morning
we were up and active. Sharvell prepared a breakfast
of pigs’ feet and mutton broth heated together in a can,
along with a cup of tea, while the rest of us stored the
tent and hitched the team; and by seven we were off
again.

After journeying forward in this way for three days,
the island at length loomed up before us in all its cloud-
crowned majesty. The black serrated rocks, rising pre-
cipitously four hundred feet at the coast and towering
inland to four times that height, bore at a distance the
appearance of a vast heap of scorize discharged from
some great blast furnace and streaked with veins of
iron. They were grown over with moss and lichens,
the tops capped with snow and ice and the highest peaks
lost in the clouds. = As we drew nearer we could dis-
tinguish glaciers making down the gorges, and bold
headlands standing, as they had been for ages, like sen-
tinels, grimly challenging our strange advent. The si-
lence was awful, was confounding, and the loneliness of
our situation indescribably depressive. Before us, like a
black monster, arose the lofty island, protected, to a cer-
tain degree, from the endless grinding of the floes by an
ice-foot, which extended in some places a half mile from
the base. Here we stood lost in the contemplation of
the wild tumult and rout before us. Millions of tons of
blocks were piled up, as though they were the ghastly
heaps of slain from the battle that was forever raging
among the broken masses; and great bodies of ice were
incessantly fleeing, it seemed, from the mad pursuit of
those behind; now hurling themselves on top, and now
borne down and buried by others. And it was through
this chaos of ice that we must force our way to the
island.
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A glance at the situation convinced me of the utter
impossibility of accomplishing a passage by means of the
boat; and as we were fast drifting by, I determined to
abandon it, together with the gear and most of the pro-
visions, and make a dash for the land across the broken
ice, jumping from bit to bit. It was a hazardous ex-
pedient, the success of which must be greatly a matter
of luck; and still more so, our escape from the island
and recapture of the drifting boat and provisions. How-
ever, we left these latter on a secure and elevated floe-
piece; on the tallest hummock of which, as a guide for
our retreat, we raised an oar with a black flag lashed to
it, and Ericksen’s old felt hat on top as a liberty cap.
Then with the tent, guns, instruments, and one day’s
provisions mounted on the sled, we started in a gallop
for the island. The dogs were trained to follow a leader;
so one of us ran on ahead, relieved in turn by the others,
who jogged along with the sled and occasionally rested
upon it. But when we reached the broken ice, the team
stopped and refused to follow the leader. Poor brutes,
they knew full well what it was to be dragged through
the water, and hauled out coated with a sheet of ice,
more dead than alive. So with the floe bits rolling
under their feet they turned round, yelping in an agony
of dread, and darted in all directions, the men shouting
and belaboring them in vain; man and dog now splash-
ing in the water, and now clambering out; raised at
times high up in the air by the pressure of the under-
running floes, only to plunge down again or roll over,
Mr. Dunbar had become snow-blind, and was now
perched on the sled, greatly to the old gentleman’s dis-
gust. It was the first time in his life that he had ever
broken down, and it grieved him sorely. He begged in
the most distressing manner to be left on the ice rather
than retard our progress; but directing him to hold fast,
I finally seized the head dog by the neck with my “ruy
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ruddy,” and, followed by the others, sprang forward,
dragging team and all after me. Then we waded and
struggled through the posh and water, the sled wholly
immersed, with Mr. Dunbar still clinging to the cross-
bars and Ericksen performing herculean feats of strength.
More than once, when the sled stuck fast, did he place
his brawny shoulders under the boot and lift it bodily
out. Indeed, we all toiled so hard that when the ridge
at the edge of the ice-foot was reached, we were barely
able to crawl over it and drag Dunbar from the sea like
some great seal.

A brief rest, with supper, and I then proceeded to
take formal possession of the island. Marching over the
ice-foot, without observing any regular order of proces-
sion, I, as a commissioned officer and proper representa-
tive of the Government, landed first ; and, having claimed
the island as the territory of the United States, invited
my companions on shore, Hans Ericksen carrying the
colors. The ground was then named Henrietta, in honor
of Mr. Bennett’s mother, and baptized with a few —a
very few — drops of corn extract from a small but precious
wicker bottle that had been placed in the boat-box for
medicinal purposes. After which ceremony, a greater
number (and yet too few) of drops from the same ves-
sel being allotted to each member of the party, Mr.
Dunbar and myself kept camp while the rest rambled a
short distance inland.

The sun at this time was above the horizon the whole
twenty-four hours, although it had not been visible, by
reason of the foggy weather, since we left the ship.
Snow-storms prevailed to such an extent that the island
had been completely cut off from view two hours before
our landing; we having traveled a compass course. So
when I awoke the next morning at ten o’clock, I at once
supposed that we had overslept ourselves; my orders
having been to remain no longer than twenty-four hours
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on the island, and here we had wasted one-half of that
allowance in the arms of Morpheus. Hastily calling the
men, who yawned and turned out saying they were too
tired to rest well, I directed the performance of the day’s
labors. A cairn was built on a bold, high headland,
named by Mr. Dunbar ¢ Melville’s Head,” but after-
wards changed on the chart to “Bald Head;” and in
this we buried a zinc case containing papers, and a cop-
per cylinder containing a record written by Captain De
Long.

I then made a running survey of the island by compass,
Ericksen and Bartlett reading the instrument while I
sketched and recorded. The others ran over the largest
portion of the eastern end of the land, naming many of
its prominent features; and Sharvell shot a few peteu-
larkies and guillemots, which nestled among the rocks in
great numbers. These were the only birds seen ; indeed,
we saw no other living thing upon Henrietta Island.

Flushed now with the success of our undertaking, we
once more restowed the sled and set out for the ship,
halting briefly when a mile from the shore, while I took
the bearings of the principal promontories and mountain
peaks from which to plot a map of the island. The re-
treat was a more difficult task than the landing. We
had drifted far to the northwest; the ice was moving
more rapidly, driving and grinding with greater force;
and the ship, though plainly in sight from the high
grounds of the island, could not be seen on the floe.
The boat was nowhere in view, and the ice, growing more
and more broken at every step, seemed alive. Mr. Dun-
bar was totally blind for the time being, and as the dogs
were running briskly, it was necessary for him, in order
to keep up with us, to ride on the sled. At one time,
forcing our way through a stream of posh, we had no
more than gained the rounded surface of a small floe-
piece shaped like a whale’s back, than it began rolling
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to and fro, after the manner of Sindbad the Sailor’s ad-
venture. Every one, dogs included, crouched down and
awaited events, knowing the floe-piece must soon turn
over one way or the other. This it finally did in the
very direction we wanted to go, spilling us safely, and
the most of us dryly, on the edge of the main floe. But
not so the dogs, among whom there was unfortunately a
diversity of opinion as to the proper course to pursue;
so the majority of them went yelping overboard, and
dragged the sled, with Mr. Dunbar sprawled out on top,
bodily through the slush and water to the firm ice, while
we roared with laughter.

Shaking out our soaked sled-load of animate and in-
animate freight, we again started forward toward the
ship in the direction of the spot where we had aban-
doned the boat. I now entertained fears of our not
being able to find it, since we failed to encounter any of
our previous tracks in the snow, and the whole aspect of
the floe appeared to have undergone a change. Atlength,
attaining a large floe-piece, and the weather clearing
slightly, Ericksen espied from the top of a high hum-
mock the flag-staff which we had raised in the vicinity of
our boat,—a fortunate discovery, since we had consumed
the one day’s rations taken with us to the island.

From this time on, until we reached the ship, the
weather was miserable ; and guided altogether by com-
pass we marched forward in the face of a cruel snow and
wind storm, constantly impeded by open lanes and leads
of water. When we camped, the second night after
leaving the island, the storm was at its height. Notwith-
standing the broken state of the ice I felt easy in mind,
knowing that we must now be close upon the ship ; yet
several of the party were suffering severely: Nindemann
from an attack of cramps, and Ericksen, who since the
failure of Mr. Dunbar’s eyes had piloted the dogs and
kept the sled in a compass course, from snow-blindness.
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Poor Nindemann, drawn and doubled up, was enduring
the agonies of the lost, caused, no doubt, by lead poi-
soning ; so directly after supper, and before I crawled
into my sleeping-bag, 1 drew forth the medicine box
furnished by Ambler and proceeded to ¢ doctor” him.
There could be no mistake. Inside the box were written
instructions, and Nindemann wanted a cramp antidote;
Tine. capsicum, cognac, ete. But my fingers were cold
and sore; so Ericksen, who must have some sweet-oil to
rub upon his damaged nose (big nose) and chafed body,
would draw the corks. He drew them with a reckless
abandon, spilling the tincture of capsicum (cayenne pep-
per raised to the n'™ power) over his cracked and blis-
tered hands. Then, losing his head completely, he applied
the sweet-oil by means of his fiery fingers o the afflicted
portions of his body. The result was at once a surprise
to him and a delight to us. He rolled and squirmed about
in the snow like an eel. Little Sharvell sensibly aug-
mented the animation of the vietim by suggesting that he
disrobe and sit down in the snow to cool off ; but then,
fearing that he might melt his way through the floe,
further advised that he station himself on top of a lofty
hummock. This brought about a new and delightful
state of feeling in the tent. Nindemann laughed his
cramps away, and Dunbar found time between his groans
to shout out, —

“ Ericksen, are you hot enough te make the snow hiss ?
If you are, the chief can extinguish the fire in the fore-
castle and use you for a heater.”

The next morning, when the mists had lifted, we sighted
the ship. Hoping to reach her before dinner-time, we
pushed on over a course that grew more and more rugged,
coming within a mile of her without attracting the atten-
tion of any one on board. Finally, a running stream of
ground ice checked our progress, and after vainly trying
to avoid it by many detours, I decided to launch the boat;
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but at this juncture one of the sled’s runners gave way,
and although we repaired it as best we could, it was yet
too frail to sustain all the baggage. Anxious to get rid
of the dogs and to place our blinded pilot on board ship at
once, I started the sled laden with most of the equipment
across the moving mass of hummocks, Mr. Dunbar lying
at full length on top and stoutly protesting his ability to
walk. It was no time for sentiment, so off they went,
men and dogs yelling lustily ; Sharvell and I staying with
the boat on the far side of the lead until relief could reach
us from the ship. Soon we saw Jack Cole, the boat-
swain, accompanied by a party of men, hastening in our
direction. Following my orders, they abandoned the sled,
and picked their way across the lead; then by means of
a long painter or tow-line, with a man on each side to
support the boat, it was shortly hauled over.

Captain De Long, his head bandaged up because of a
bout with the windmill, and Dr. Ambler, came out to
meet us; and I cannot say which were more pleased, the
greeters or the greeted. As for me, all toils and aches
were amply compensated for by that welcome, ¢« Well
done, old fellow; I am glad to see you back.” And the
doctor, generous soul that he was, inquiring first after the
health of the party, said in his hearty way, « Old man,
I am glad you have had the opportunity of first unfurl-
ing our flag with honor.” Not a demonstrative man
was the doctor, but our hug was a close one and heart-
felt.

Before boarding the ship I was greatly surprised at dis-
covering the hour of day to be only nine A.M. Sharvell
and I, when left alone, had regaled ourselves with some
hot broth, supposing it to be noontime. I found, upon
comparing my own with the ship’s chronometer, that it
had not deviated, and so reached the conclusion that we
had been prematurely awakened, when on the island, by
the unusual brightness of the sun clearing away the
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clouds and fog and shining in upon us. Hence we must
have started at three A. M., instead of six; which ac-
counts for our close, unnoticed approach to the ship with
colors flying, before eight A. M., when the crew began to
stir around.



CHAPTER III.

CAST UPON THE ICE.

Life in the Upper Cabin. —Our Situation.— The Jeannette goes
down. — Camping. — Marching.

W= now bad new matter for discussion in the little
cabin. Indeed there had never been a stagnation of ar-
gument there, where all exchanged ideas freely, and
courted criticism. Some of the opinions promulgated
therein were no less interesting than original. For in-
stance, one of the mess, ever happy and contented, con-
sidered it a very fortunate thing indeed that the ship
leaked, inasmuch as the men were thereby *trained and
exercised ;7 and it was so cheerful to lie awake in his
berth at night listening to the merry ‘“chug” of the
pump!

But now we devoted our time to the consideration of
the seriouns circumstances which so thickly beset us. We
were all persuaded that the chances of the ship holding
together, in the present state of the ice, were not one
in a thousand. Yet she might; but what then? This
was the supreme question which constantly presented it~
self to the minds of all: whether it would not be wiser
to abandon the ship at once, and make for the nearest
land (New Siberian Islands), instead of tarrying for the
fall travel. De Long naturally wished to stay by the ship
until the end, or so long as the provisions lasted, propos-
ing that we remain until they had dwindled down to an
allowance of ninety days for our retreat. Had a vote
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been taken of those who gave the matter their undivided
thought, there is scarcely any doubt in my miud but that
a majority would have decided to abandon the vessel
about the middle of June.

However, we had no discretion whatever in the mat-
ter. She left us, after sheltering us for so many dreary
months ; delivering us, Ceesar-like, upon the floe, amid
the crashing of her poor old ribs.

On the evening of June 10th the motion of the ice
became more violent, the floes far and near cracking
and grinding continually. In the silence of the might,
when most of the company had retired, the ice started to
split around us with fearful frequency ; each successive
shock being transmitted to the ship as to a centre, and
resounding with awful distinctness upon her sides like
death strokes. That night it was my tour from nine to
twelve P. M., and as officer of the watch it was part of
my duty to record the readings of the instruments placed
on the ice. Just before the bell struck eight for the mid-
night hour, and while I was yet on the gang plank mak-
ing my way towards the observatory, a sharp report like
that of a gun rang out on the air, starting the company
from their bunks. The floe had split fore and aft on a
line with our keel, and the ship, oscillating for a few min-
utes, came at last to a rest with her starboard side close
to the ice, the other floe-piece, on which were the dogs,
observatory, and a few small articles, moving off to a
distance of a hundred yards or more.

Our situation was now full of peril.

“ Well,” said De Long in cheery tones to Dunbar,
¢ what do you think of it ?”

¢« She will either be under the floe or on top of it be-
fore to-morrow night,” replied he.

And so it was.

After the ship had been hauled ahead and fastened
within a little cove affording a slight protection, all
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hands save the watch turned in. Before seven o’clock
the next morning the detatched floe-piece, cruelly pro-
longing our fate, had approached alongside of us, and
backed off again. Breakfast over, certain of the men, ac-
cording to custom, started off hunting, leaving the rest of
us to ponder our predicament. Once more the ice drew
near, this time closing with the ship and squeezing her
gently, as thongh to test her mettle. The poor Jean-
nette groaned, and the attacking floe, apparently satis-
fied, eased off. Meanwhile, there were no signs of trep-
idation among officers or men. The usual signal was
given for the return of the hunters, and they came strag-
gling in as if ignorant of the impending disaster. Yet
all were aware of it, and fully appreciated how imminent
it was. Preparations had been made for such a catas-
trophe ever since we entered the ice; every officer and
man had his appointed duty to perform, and hence there
was neither noise nor confusion when it did occur.
About three o’clock in the afternoon the ice was quiet,
the sun shining brightly, and the position of the vessel so
strikingly picturesque that De Long told me to bring out
the camera and photograph her. I had been acting as
photographer during the voyage, and had taken a num-
ber of fine views, — all of which, however, were lost with
the ship. While developing my plate in the dark room,
word was passed for all hands to abandon ship, calling
every one except the sick to his post. Under Captain
De Long’s direction, the colors were hoisted to the mast-
head, the boats lowered, and, together with the sleds,
tents, provisions, and general equipment, placed on the
ice about five hundred yards back from the edge. Dr.
Ambler took charge of the sick, and with the aid of sev-
eral men rescued his medical stores. Mr. Chipp was the
only patient who really required assistance, and this
there were many hands to tender, he being a favorite
with all. Everything was conducted quietly but vigor-



30 IN THE LENA DELTA.

ously, and superintended by De Long, who stood coolly
smoking his pipe on the ship’s bridge.

As the ice continued crowding in, the ship heeled over
more and more, until it became impossible to stand on
deck without clinging to something. The forecastle
watch had supped, and the others were about to follow
suit, when the water snddenly began to rise, and so
swiftly that many could not escape by the ladder and
companion-way, but were forced to leap through the deck
ventilator. So those of us at work on floe and deck lost
the last evening meal.

Every one at length having left the vessel, De Long
jumped on the floe, and waving his cap ecried, ¢ Good
by, old ship!” then commanding that thereafter no one
should venture on board of her.

We now set about preparing our camp, tenting, as had
been arranged months before, by boat crews, in command
of the officers originally detailed, except Lieutenant
Chipp; whose tent, by reason of his sickness, was given
in charge of Mr. Dunbar. Our boats consisted of the
first cutter (to have two tents), the second cutter, the
first whale-boat, and the second whale-boat ; but consid-
ering the long march ahead of us before we might meet
with open water, if, indeed, we came up with any at all,
Captain De Long very wisely concluded to reserve but
three boats; so the second whale-boat, being the most un-
wieldy, was left hanging at the davits. The tents erected,
the coffee made, and supper eaten, we finally turned in.

And here we were, cast out upon the ice five hundred
miles from the mouth of the Lena River,our nearest
hope of succor; with a sick list, and a limited supply of
food. Yet, although the seriousness of our situation was
appreciated by all, none were despondent, many merry,
and shortly after the boatswain ¢ piped down,” the whole
camp was lost in slumber.

And thankful were we to make our beds on snow in-
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stead of beneath the sea, where honest Jack so often
finds his endless rest. Honest Jack! Proverbial for
his growling, when the day is fair and life is rosy; for
his cheerfulness, in times of danger and distress.

We had slept but a few hours when a loud report like
that of a cannon awoke us. The floe had split in every
direction, one crack making directly into our camp
through the centre of De Long’s tent; and had it not
been for the weight of the sleepers on either end of the
rubber blanket, those in the middle must inevitably have
dropped into the sea. As it was, they were rescued with
great difficulty ; and in an instant the camp was alive
again. Although the boats, sleds, and provisions had
been placed close to the tents to avoid separation by
just such a happening as this, we now found ourselves
drifting slowly away from them. Boards were at once
thrown across the crack, nimble feet sped back and
forth, the sleds and boats were successfully jumped over,
and when the gap had widened beyond the length of the
planks, a way was discovered around it. The provisions
recovered, our tents were quickly shifted farther back
from the edge of the floe, and we were soon dozing again
in our sleeping-bags. During the early hours of the
morning Kiihne, the watch, had attentively observed the
ship, as she swayed to and fro, creaking and groaning
with the movements of the ice. Towards four o’clock,
the hour for him to summon relief, he suddenly an-
nounced, in addition to his stage whisper to Bartlett,
“Turn out, if you want to see the last of the Jeannette.
There she goes! There she goes!”

Most of us had barely time to arise and look out,
when, amid the rattling and banging of her timbers and
iron-work, the ship righted and stood almost upright;
the floes that had come in and crushed her slowly backed
off; and as she sank with slightly accelerated velocity,
the yard-arms were stripped and broken upward parallel
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to the masts; and so, like a great, gaunt skeleton clap-
ping its hands above its head, she plunged out of sight.
Those of us who saw her go down, did so with mingled
feelings of sadness and relief. We were now utterly iso-
lated, beyond any rational hope of aid; with our proper
means of escape, to which so many pleasant associations
attached, destroyed before our eyes; and hence it was
no wonder we felt lonely, and in a sense that few can
appreciate. But we were satisfied, since we knew full
well that the ship’s usefulness had long ago passed away,
and we could now start at once, the sooner the better,
on our long march to the south.

It was nearly a week before we were ready to take up
our march, and during this time a thorough organization
of the crew was effected. No matter what the issue
might be, we were all overjoyed when the day of depart-
ure at last arrived. Certainly, judging from the march-
ing experiences of all previous Arctic expeditions, we
had a most dismal prospect ahead of us. The crew of
the Thegetoff, it is true, all escaped ; but they had been
so fortunate as to encounter open water less than one
degree of latitude from where they abandoned their
ship. And only by a similar good fortune could we
hope to make good our retreat; for all these marches
were as mere bagatelles compared with the one before
us.
Previous to the loss of the ship, Captain De Long had
taken accurate observations for position almost daily,
and after we were cast out upon the ice they were se-
cured whenever the weather would allow. Our route
had long been a subject for discussion among the officers.
We had been drifting so rapidly toward the west during
the last few months, that the New Siberian Islands were
pitched upon as a resting-place on our way to the Lena
River, which we had selected for our point of destina~
tion, knowing it to be navigated by steamboats, and its
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banks thickly inhabited. Hence if we could succeed in
entering it before winter set in, our difficulties would
thereafter be few.

Accordingly, the line of retreat was laid due south,
and, at first, * true,” — De Long and Dunbar performing
this part of the work with a series of black flags. On
the evening of June 16th orders were issued changing
our working hours; so that we slept during the day
and labored at night. This was done for various rea-
sons, chief of which were that by such an arrangement
we avoided snow-blindness from the sun’s glare, and
could sleep sounder and warmer, while our wet clothes
were drying on the boats and tent-tops. Again, it i
decidedly less fatiguing to march and haul in the crisp
air of night, or when the sun is low, than when it is
high and strong. The temperature during the day in
summer-time usually runs up to the melting-point of ice,
— sometimes as far as forty degrees, — whereas it al-
ways freezes at night, even in midsummer, when the
sun has been most powerful; and I have often observed
the ice melting on the sunny side of the ship while water
was freezing on the shady side.

Before turning in on the morning of the 1Tth, I con-
veyed, by De Long’s orders, a dog-sled load of provisions
for our next day’s dinner, to what I supposed was the
farthest flag; but unfortunately it had fallen down, and
the depot I made was nearly half a mile short of it
Oar division of labor was as follows : Captain De Long
and Mr. Dunbar, as mentioned before, laid out the course
and selected the roads; Dr. Ambler had charge of the
sick, and with the aid of a dog-team attended fo their
transportation, as well as that of the medical stores, tent,
etc., having also the direction of the road-making, bridg-
ing, and rafting; for throughout the entire march we
were forced to make our roads, never coming, except
once, upon a straight floe-piece more than half a mile long

3
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where a horse could be driven without imminent danger
of breaking its legs. Owing to the sickness of Chipp
and Danenhower, I commanded the working gang. Our
first day’s work was a hard one, and disastrous to the
sledges. It had been imagined that each party could ad-
vance its sledge, and then all return in a body for the
boats; but upon trial this was found to be utterly im-
possible, and as De Long thought it best to first haul
forward the boats, in order to have at the front the
tents, cooking utensils, and sleeping-bags, which were
stowed in them, I proceeded to advance the first cutter.
Probably two thirds of the working force were equipped
with harness, called * ruy ruddies,” or double bands of
stitched canvas about two inches wide and long enough
to pass over one shoulder and under the other arm, after
the manner of a baldric; and into an eyelet of which is
attached a lanyard made of one inch and a half tarred
stuff, furnished with a wooden button at the free end.
Aided by these, the men seized the drag-rope, and, sur-
rounding the boat to keep it upright, began hauling it
through the deep, soggy snow, which at times reached to
our waists. Whooping and singing, we at last carried
and dragged it as far as the depot of supplies that I had
deposited the day before; but here, very much to our
surprise, Mr. Dunbar announced that the farthest flag,
to which we were ordered to advance, was still half a
mile beyond. Orders are orders, particularly in a fix
such as we were in, which allowed of no discretion what-
ever, 8o forward we went. The first pull when we were
fresh and vigorous had not been especially distressing,
but before we had accomplished this second and unex-
pected march we were all utterly fagged out, two of the
men being unable to stand ; so they were both left seated
in the snow, the one drawn up with cramps in his legs,
and the other with a similar attack in his stomach.

We found the camp in a violent state of commotion.
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Immediately after we had left on our march, the floe
whereon the camp was pitched began to break up and
run into ridges. When we arrived, De Long, having
seen the sick moved forward to the depot of supplies,
was with half a dozen of men strenuously trying to get
the boats and sleds across the gaping leads in the ice.
The state of affairs was very dismal indeed; our begin-
ning was discouraging, and it really looked as though,
metaphorically, we would never get to Texas; many
even said they did n’t care. However, there was need of
prompt action ; the boats containing the provisions must
be bounced across the leads at once; so all hands were
placed on one boat or sled at a time, and when the pass-
ing floes came together we hurried it over ; many of us
with a firm grip on the drag-rope dashing into the slush
and water “neck and heels,” to be hauled out by our
companions ahead. Thus, amid roars of langhter and
good-humored banter, we succeeded late in the after-
noon in again bringing all our baggage together. DBut
the sleds had been so badly damaged that it was neces-
sary to unload and lash them again, besides lightening the
freight of the smallest ones. This caused another day’s
delay. Meanwhile the first cutter was fully half a mile
in front of us; but as she lay in the centre of a large,
solid floe-piece we were but little alarmed for her wel-
fare. We had now learned several valuable lessons;
namely, the importance of keeping ourselves and goods
well together, of not permitting too great a distance to
intervene between our depots, and of not transporting
any of our baggage across a fissure or lead in the ice
until we had first brought all of it up to the ferry.

But imagine our chagrin at failing to be able to haul
together two of the lightest sleds, and being compelled to
advance them singly. By this arrangement, in order to
forward our eight pieces of baggage, we mmnst pass over
the course thirteen times, or, to make one mile good in
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a straight line, we must march thirteen. Thus, because
of the devious nature of our course, the floe being broken
and hummocky, we would toil hard from seven P. M. to
six, seven, and often nine A. M., traveling from twenty-
five to thirty-two miles to be gladdened by a direct pro-
gress of only two or two and a half miles.

Profiting from the experience of the first day, we trav-
eled more easily on the second. In the matter of lash-
ings for the sleds we found hemp to be much better than
the raw (walrus) hide, upon which we had relied so
much. Perhaps in cold weather walrus hide may make
a better lashing, but I doubt it, and am of the opinion
that the only advantage attaching to its use is that upon
a pinch it can be eaten. Indeed, fresh walrns hide
roasted with the hair on is toothsome at any time, and
many members of our company feasted on it after con-
suming their rations of pemmican. We also learned
that the mere stupid exertion of strength, upon which,
backed by a little “luck,” sailors are too prone to depend
for the overcoming of their difficulties, was not the proper
way for us to accomplish a good day’s work. Nursing a
weak sled; bridging at certain times; going round a
hummock to avoid cutting out a road,——all these expe-
dients served us in good stead.

Our daily toil had little of variety in it. When all
hands had been called, the cook of each tent drew three
quarters of a pint of alcohol from the doctor, which used
in our stoves would in about fifteen minutes bring to a
boiling point thirfeen pints of water, melted from the
moist snow that we found on the high hummocks. The
issue of provisions was made by the carpenter, each cook
drawing from « Jack-o’-the-dust” his amount of bread,
pemmican, sugar, and coffee, and the officer of the tent
seeing that the food was equally divided among the men.
We also had a half ounce per man per day of Liebig’s
extract, rations of which were served out to each tent,
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generally at midnight, for soup, or according as the offi-
cer saw fit to dispose of the hot water, the limit of which
was governed by the supply of alcohol issued. To secure
an impartial distribution of food in tent number four, I
detailed Adolf Gortz, seaman, to divide the bread and
pemmican into six equal parts, putting each part in a
small tin basin or pan. These were then placed in the
centre of the tent and each man ordered to take a pan,
which most did with astonishing alacrity, Gortz and I
appropriating the remaining two.

We usually took up our march at seven o’clock, sharp,
continued it until midnight, allowed one hour for dinner
and rest, and then endeavored to bring all the boats and
sleds together by six A. M., for supper and sleep; but in
this we were not always successful, our labors often ex-
tending to nine A. M. Then the camp must be made.
The ground, generally selected by De Long and Dunbar,
must be level, and the ice beneath the snow free of water
and cracks. Frequently it was impossible to find such a
situation ; so a scramble would ensue for the best places
upon which to pitch the tents, and this brought about so
much contention that every one was at length forbidden
to choese any particular spot until all the boats and sleds
were in and arranged for the night. Then the word was
passed, and several men from each party shouldered the
tents, poles and all, and set them up on the best available
spots in the near vicinity of the baggage. Camp made,
the kettles were put on, each man, officers excepted,
serving a week as cook; and, supper over, the sleeping-
bags and knapsacks were gotten out. But before turning
in we repaired our clothes and moccasins for the next
day’s march, hanging out such articles as were wet to
dry. A watch of one hour for each man was set, begin-
ning with tent one, and continuing on to and through
number six, the officers and sick being alone excused
from duty. If any of the sleds required lashing, it was
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done before turning in, unless the work was trivial, when
the watch attended to it,—our aim being to permit
nothing to check our progress except the necessary halts
for rest and repairs.

Next to the labor of hauling the boats and sleds, our
greatest hardship consisted in the almost constant wet-
ting we received. True, we carried several extra suits
of clothing for general use, but among so many they
could be of little advantage, and we soon came to pay no
attention to our frequent soakings. Our course was laid
out with two rows of flags, between which it was my
duty to take the straightest line practicable, and since
this rendered it impossible for us to keep dry all day, we
argued “as well early as late,” and so pushed boldly
through the ponds of slush and water which lay knee
deep in our path, making detours only with the precious
bread sled. As far as our mocecasing were concerned,
there was not a man in the working force at the end of
the first three weeks who wore a tight pair on his feet.
Traveling in summer-time through the water and wet
snow, the raw hide softens to the consistency of fresh
tripe, and then — what with the hauls on the drag-rope
and the slipping of feet on the pointed ice — the mocca-~
sins are soon gone. Many, many times after a day’s
march have I seen no less than six of my men standing
with their bare feet on the ice, having worn off the very
soles of their stockings. Nor would it have been possi-
ble to avoid this, since we could not have carried enough
“oog-joog” skin, of which moccasin soles are made, to
have kept alone our boats in repair.

Many were the devices to which we resorted in order
to keep our feet from off the ice. At first we made soles
by sewing patch upon patch of “oog-joog.” Then we
tried the leather of the oar-looms, but it was too slip-
pery, as was also the sheet rubber, which some of the
men had thrown away. We used canvas; sewed our
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knapsack-straps into little patches for our heels and the
balls of our feet; platted rope-yarns, hemp, and manilla
into a similar protection, with soles of wood ; and platied
whole mats the shape of our feet. A large number
marched with their toes protruding through their moceca~
sins ; some with the “uppers ” full of holes, out of which
the water and slush spurted at every step. Yet no one
murmured so long as his feet were clear of the ice, and I
have here to say that no ship’s company ever endured
such severe toil with such little complaint. Another
crew, perhaps, may be found to do as well ; but deiter —
never !



CHAPTER IV.

RETREATING OVER THE PACK.

Game. — Retrogression, — Beans. — Progress at last. — Bennett Isl-
and. — In the Boats. — Our Dogs. — Threading the Leads.

Ox the first Sunday of each month, as had been our
custom since leaving San Francisco, the Act for the Bet-
ter Government of the Navy was read, with prayers; and
saving this mild diversion, our daily routine continued
without variation,~—an occasional acecident to the sleds, or
an unusual amount of bridging or ferrying, alone delay-
ing our forced march. When we had been on the retreat
several weeks, Captain De Long secured a good obser-
vation of the sun, and learned therefrom, very much to
his astonishment and chagrin, that we had drifted about
twenty - four miles into the northwest. There was no
doubt about it; his conclusions were confirmed by a
“Sumner,” and our situation now seemed absolutely
hopeless. After daily marching from twenty-five to
thirty miles for two weeks, to find that we had retroceded
twenty-four miles !

In order to cross the streams of running ice at right
angles, De Long now changed the course from south,
true, to south southwest. We all knew that we must
eventually come upon open water by marching due south,
however much we drifted to the north and west. It was
merely a question of time; yet we had but sixty days’
provisions, a journey of five hundred miles before us,
and we might not be able to take our boats to water,
and then only to be frozen in.
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Wrapped in my sleeping-bag, it was amusing to lie
and hear the men prate of their past joys at the table.
After enumerating every toothsome thing they had ever
eaten, all would finally agree that the best dinners on
board the Jeannette were those of Wednesday, —the
“bean day,” when *duff,” the sailor’s delight, was also
served. And a wail would go up over the remembrance
that, baving these two delicacies in one day, it was im-
possible to do justice to both, so either duff or beans
must be neglected. Then would follow confessions of
what had been done with the surplus: the generous
fellow telling how he had given what duff he could n't
eat to the Chinese cook ; the funny fellow, how he had
presented his to Iniguin, just to see him swallow mo-
lasses, or had eaten it all and eried for more; and the
mean fellow acknowledging that he would not even
throw his to the dogs, but had kept both beans and duff,
and consumed them cold.

De Long craved a few fried oysters, while Ambler and
myself were wont, in fancy, to chuckle over a whole can-
vas-back duck, or turkey, or young wild goose ; however,
— ¢ A whole one, you know, old fellow.” Not, perhaps,
that either of us would eat all of it, but then the luxury
of carving and feasting on just such parts as we chose,
each to his own taste and from his own goose —ah I'—

¢« Ha, ha!” — from Chipp, — ¢ you dainty little ones.
A Dbroiled partridge on toast, eh? A ten-cent plate of
hash is what you ’ll get instead — maybe hog’s jowl and
greens.” This or such another sally generally awakened
us from our day-dreaming, the bright fancies of which,
alas! so few of us lived to realize.

Perhaps a week subsequent to the discovery that we
had been drifting into the northwest, Captain Dé Long
learned, from another observation, that we had at last
made good about twenty-one miles. The men had be-
come despondent and suspicious, rightly guessing the
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reason why the results of the first observation had been
kept secret. So now, when all but one piece of baggage
had been advanced, I announced the good news in a loud
voice : “ Boys, the captain says we have made twenty-
one miles good during the past week, and that we now
have a current in our favor.”

A cheer arose from one end of the line to the other,
and the last sled was rushed to the front with renewed
vigor.

And now a bright vision arose before our eyes, cheer-
ing all. We bad been marching toward the New Sibe-
rian Islands, and for several days a dark cloud hanging in
the south-southwestern sky had been anxiously watched.
Finally, at noon of the 11th or 12th of July, the sun
shone clearly in the southward, and the land stood boldly
revealed ; its blue mountain peaks rising grandly aloft,
the ice and water showing plainly below, while a white,
dazzling cloud floated dreamily above — in all the most
perfect scene of isolated or insular land ever viewed at
a distance in the Arctic Ocean. It inspired us with
new hope and life, and we toiled forward as to a second
Land of Promise. Approaching nearer, the ice became
looser, the leads more frequent, and game more plenti-
ful. On two or three occasions we had seal for supper;
and at length, just before effecting a landing, Gortz shot
and killed a bear, whose carcass, as we were now de-
tained on the ice for a day or two in the fog and sleet,
very miserable in our wet tents, wet clothes, and dn
our soft, wet snow beds, was a most welcome addition
to our meagre diet. With the empty pemmican cans for
stoves, we fried his steaks, broiled his chops, roasted his
paws, and made stews of his flank pieces, using his blub-
ber for fuel.

Meanwhile the ice surged back and forth with the ebb
and flow of the tide, tending steadily to the eastward.
Should we drift past the island it would be utterly im-
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possible to recover our lost ground; so on the morning
of the second day we prepared to make a dash for the
land, on which, though not in sight, we could hear the
constant grinding of the ice and the calling of the sea-
birds among the cliffs. Suddenly, as we approached, the
sun, as though by an extraordinary effort, rent the cloud
veil in twain, and lo! before us, so close that it seemed
we might step on shore, uprose and towered to a height
of 8,000 feet the alinost perpendicular masses of black
basaltic rock, stained here and there with patches of red
lichens, and begrimed with the decayed vegetable mat-
ter of unknown ages, the bold projections fissured and
seamed, and the giant rocks split and powdered by the
hand of time. The sight was glorious. Involuntary ex-
clamations escaped from all. It infused new life and
vigor into us; and each man straightway became a Her-
cules. Now or never, thought we, and so seized the
boats and sleds, rushing them upon a tongue of the ice-
foot which our main floe grazed in passing. At last!
The icefoot rested on the beach, and now many of our
company set foot on terra firma the first time in two
years. A sorry looking set we were, too, gathering to-
gether our weather-beaten traps; sunburned, lean, rag-
ged, and hungry. We had appeared quite bad enough
while on the ice; but now, after our late terrific toils,
camping under these great mountains, the tents looked
not unlike ant-hills ; while we, a group of vagabond in-
sects, tugged away at a heap of rags, bags, and old bat-
tered boats as spoils. Supper over, we formed a proces-
sion, and with colors flying marched to the island, which
Captain De Long took possession of in the name of God
and the United States, naming it Bennett Island ; and
Lieutenant Chipp was directed to give the crew as much
liberty as was possible on American seil. Very little,
indeed, this was, and Jack growled at the * dry christen-
ing ;" and even though he was just come on shore, with
"two years’ pay, how could he spend it?
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Camped under the frowning cliffs of the island, on a
little strip of ice that swayed uneasily with the action of
the tide, we watched the majestic procession of floe-pieces
rolling and grinding by. On came the endless column,
crowding and crushing, with rare and beautiful gaps be-
tween, revealing the deep blue of the sea, and we who
had lived amid the wonders of the ice-world for two long
years now stood with mouths agape and marveled as the
grand parade of stately bergs sailed past; and when night
had closed in around us we at last lay wearily down to
rest.

There was a narrow channel of water about twenty
yards wide between our ice-foot and the island, which we
had crossed by means of certain stepping stones, by wad-
ing, and by floating ourselves over on an ice-cake or raft;
and we scarcely had time to crawl into our sleeping-bags
when the ground on which the ice-foot rested rocked and
trembled with a noise like the roar of distant thunder,
or the bursting of some huge berg. The next instant
we were out in full view of a sight that it is permitted
but few mortals to: witness and live. A land-slide had
started down the rocky declivity, and was now making
its awful way toward us with irresistible speed. The
spectacle was grand and terrific, but had the ice-foot ex-
tended to the shore without the intervention of the chan-
nel, we:would either have been buried by the rushing
mass or swept into the sea.

Our stay at Bennett Island was determined by the
time required to repair the boats, allowing us a brief
respite from our distressing labors. Two parties made
extended explorations around the coast: the one under
Lieutenant Chipp, in the second cutter,, sailing along the
southern face; while Mr. Dunbar with Alexia and the
dog-teams sledded around the northern face, from the
point called Cape Emma. Neither party discovered any-
thing of importance, and, having each built and left a
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record in a cairn, returned to camp laden with firewood,
which they had found in considerable quantities on cer-
tain portions of the beach. With this we cooked savory
stews of loon, gorney, gull, murre, and other sea-fowl,
which had been killed in such numbers for a day or two
as to do away for the time being with our issue of pem-
mican.

The men brought into camp all the peculiar or inter-
esting articles that they found in their rambles. Among
these were a bleached and decayed reindeer horn, chanced
upon on the highlands, and a part of a head and horn re-
sembling that of the musk-ox, but so very much time-
worn that none of us could classify it otherwise than
as a fossil, along with the shells which were seen in abun-
dance. A seam of bituminous coal was discovered on
the face of the cliff about one hundred and fifty feet
above the level of the sea. It varied in thickness from
six to twenty-four inches, and ran along in a horizontal
plane for a distance of a mile or more. Samples of it
were brought into camp and a fire started. It was soft
and friable from long exposure, giving out consider-
able smoke, but it burned to a white ash, leaving little
“clinker” or stone, and the refuse was nearly one half
in weight of the original coal.

Our explorations and observations finished, it now be-
came necessary to change the order of things, since we
were about to take to our boats. These were duly re-
paired, and the loads lightened by casting away a lot of
worthless clothing and other small gear. Then it was
impossible to carry all our dogs with ns, even if we could
longer feed them, for each one ate nearly a pound of
pemmican per day. So we retained the best seven asa
light team for sledding, and the rest were taken behind
a hummock, shot, and their bodies thrown into the sea.

The six tents and their occupants were doubled up in
the three boats as follows: First cutter, Captain De Long
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with part of the crews of tents four and five; Second
cutter, Lieutenant Chipp with the crews of tent two and
part of number five; Whale-boat, myself with the re-
mainder of the crews of tents three, four, and five. There
was open water for a mile or so between the island and
the nearest floe, and into this we at last pushed off in
our deeply laden boats, — it requiring two trips to trans-
port all the provisions, sleds, camp equipage, dogs, and
men.

We stepped our masts to sail or help the oars as mueh
as possible, and placed the sleds across the boats forward
or abaft the masts, at times towing them and the spare
oars. When a floe was to be crossed the boats were run
in alongside of the ice, eased of their freight, hauled over
on the sleds, launched, reladen, and we reémbarked and
were off again as merrily as though on a summer sea.
In this way our first day’s progress was very encourag-
ing, and except some little but disagreeable sledding
we found, as we had anticipated, our new manner of pro-
gression a delightful improvement over the old one, as
well in the matter of labor expended as in distance ac-
complished.

Before leaving the island (August 6th), winter had
really set in. When we landed, the water was rushing
in torrents from the glacier, ice-cap, and snowy peaks,
and its noise could be heard in the silence of the night
for miles. But during our short sojourn there, how
marked the changes. At first, we could fill our tea-kettles
at any of a hundred purling streams which ran down the
mountain side ; then it rained ; but, before we left, the
streams were dried up, young ice was making, and the
bright red or green spots which had looked so cheerful
to our eyes were fast being clad in their winter garb.
A day or two of travel, and our beautiful island, only
seen at intervals between the snow-squalls, was, like
everything else around us, shrouded in white. And the
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last we saw of it was a mere shadowy contour, curved
like a whale’s back, and lifted into the heavens as though
to mingle its snowy purity with the silver glory of the
clouds.

Before the young ice began to make and so unite the
hummocks and bits together, it was an easy matter to
put a floe of an acre or more in motion, but now this
was fit work for a Titan; and, if the freezing and eoher-
ing process went on much longer, it looked very much
as though we should have to halt and wait until the ice
became strong enough to bear us. But fortunately the
winds kept the ice in constant motion, and so preserved
comparatively open water. Sitting in our eramped guar-
ters in the boats we now became very tired, cold, and
wet, with little or no covering for our hands and feet,
having rejected, in view of our long journey across the
ice, all but absolutely necessary clothing, which was now
worn into rags; and to add to the discomfort of those of
us in the first cutter and whale-boat, which were leaking
badly, we were compelled to bail continually. The sec-
ond cutter was tight, becanse being light and short she
had rested easily on her sled without rocking.

So long as the wind which put the ice in motion made
open water for us, our progress to the south was rapid,
but not so when it crowded the pack together and made
it appear as though we would never get out of the wil-
derness. Af length, after a good day’s run with a fresh-
ening breeze, we were finally forced by the gale, and the
crowding of the ice, and the approaching darkmess, to
haul out on a floe-piece.

Pitching our tents near the edge, we ate supper and
crawled, wretchedly wet and cold, into our sleeping-bags;
but about midnight we were all summoned to shift the
boats and tents, as our floe was breaking up ; and it was
no less amusing than painful to see each other in various
states of deshabille, —some barefooted, many barelegged,
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darting about in a howling snow-storm, securing our
traps and carrying them to places of safety. We were
up with dawn, and breaking our fast were at it again;
and after a fairly good day’s work brought up against an
old rotten pack, full of holes and water spaces, around
or across which it seemed impossible for us to make our
way ; so we hauled out on it, the snow starting to fall
again, and the water to freeze. Pitching our tents we
waited that day while the storm blew around us.

Having vainly wished and watched for a shift of the
ice, we set out on the second morning across the skeleton
pack, which was joined together by young ice balf an
inch or so in thickness. There was no picking a road;
80 we made a straight line for the nearest open water,
across pools, ponds, holes, fissures, and bhummocks, sink-
ing to all depths from our knees to our necks.

Taking every lead that opened to the southward, or
had most southing in it, we worked our serpentine way
in the direction of the New Siberian Islands, the sea ex-
panding, or, rather, the leads becoming larger and more
frequent as we progressed. The next morning, after
breakfast, the order was issued to heap snow in all the
boats for water purposes,— De Long desiring that we
should make our tea on board, and not haul out for din-
ner as had been our custom. So away we sailed with a
fine following breeze and plenty of open water, — too
much, indeed, at times, for our heavily laden boats. When
word was passed to make tea and serve dinner, De Long
was booming along in the lead, the whale-boat next, and
Chipp in our wake. The ice was all in motion, and,
where the lanes widened into great bays, covered with
the first white caps we had seen for many months, our
boats danced, capered, and scampered like circus horses.
‘We were now dodging in and out the floe openings as
best we might, acting quickly with tiller and sail to avoid
coming in contact with the sharp edges of the ice. Now



RETREATING OVER THE PACK. 49

and then, when the boats were in line and not more than
a hundred yards apart, the first cutter would shoot through
a passage, followed by the whale-boat; but, before the
second cutter could come up, the ice would perhaps shift
and shut her out.

Finally, when we opened out into a bay where the
slowly increasing breeze from the north was raising con-
siderable sea, our boats, weighted deeply and their sail-
ing as well as safety rendered almost impossible by the
heavy oak sleds, began shipping water; and it became
apparent to all that if the sea continued we must of a
necessity lighten our boats.  The ice, too, was crowding
in upon us again, and we were working to the south and
west in a narrow lane of water; all three boats being
hauled on the wind to try and weather a point of ice, at
the same time keeping clear of the edge of the pack
under our lee, over which the sea was breaking fearfully.

When De Long and I hauled out, Chipp had dropped
behind again, although all three boats were carrying every
inch of sail they could stagger under ; and when he event~
ually rounded to, Chipp, for the first time, complained
about his boat. Until then she had been the favorite,
and even yet, indeed, was considered sound and efficient,
only she was overloaded by the heavy sled, which article
of freight, indeed, came nigh to burying every boat.

In the face of the day’s experience it was quite evi-
dent that if such weather continued, we could not carry
the sleds with us across the open water between the isl-
ands and the coast of Siberia. So De Long very wisely
directed us to cut them up into fire-wood, and when we
started, as we expected to in the morning, to stow the
pieces in the boats. But when day broke we found our-
selves shut solidly in with not a speck of water anywhere
visible, the whole of the northern pack having been
driven down by the gale full upon the islands, which were
now in plain sight. Although it was cold enough, the

4
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constant motion of the ice prevented the floes from ce-
menting ; so we could do naught but await a favorable
change in the aspect of affairs, and this we proceeded to
do, having accustomed ourselves to make the best of
every misfortune. Nevertheless, we had then no idea
that we would be kept prisoners for ten days; albeit, if
we had, there was nothing we could have done to liber-
ate ourselves.

In truth, our situation now looked worse than ever;
the provisions were rapidly disappearing ; winter advane-
ing ; and the islands ahead of us were uninhabited ; so
De Long sent for and consulted with Chipp and myself.
Talking the matter over, we agreed upon the impossi-
bility of transporting the boats to land, at least with
their bottoms in. We then discussed the course we
should pursue in the event of our drifting through the
channel between the islands of New Siberia and Thad-
eouiski; unanimously deciding that we proceed from
point to point along the south side of the islands until
we reached the southwest point of the island Kotolnoi;
thence to Stolboi, to Wasilli, to Simonoski, and finally
to Cape Barkin, at the Lena Delta, where we felt as-
sured we would find the native huts as marked upon our
charts.

Our existence had now become a mere question of pro-
visions. Had there been a depot of eight or ten thou-
sand pounds of pemmican on the New Siberian Islands
we could have wintered there with comfort; and when
I read all the plans for our succor suggested, while we
were absent, by people who assumed to know that we
were coming out by the way we did, I cannot help won-
dering why it was that some one did not propose such a
depot with a guard to watch it. Yet, as in other things,
our aftersight informed us of much that our foresight
had overlooked.

About noon of our tenth day in camp the ice seemed
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looser than usual, and we found ourselves closer to land.
So we hauled the boats a short distance, and launched
them in a swirling mass not unlike the rapids to some
great cataract. Moving rapidly in all directions, now
closing and now opening, the ice, at times, would form a
solid barrier in front of us; and, while we considered
whether to journey east or west, the wall would sud-
denly part and open a passage-way, shutting perhaps as
soon as we had fairly entered. And in this bewildering
manner we continued on our course until night closed
in around us, when we were obliged to haul out again
and camp, after a hard, though good, day’s work. Next
morning we were up bright and early. Launching our
boats, we caught a brief view of the land, when the sun
shone through the fog bank, and concluded that we were
now well down between the islands of New Siberia and
Thadeouiski. The ice was running through this opening
to the southward like water in a mill-race, and the fog
gathered densely about us; but on we ran in mid-chan-
nel, now and then catching glimpses of the eastern head-
lands of Thadeouiski. Ere night we had come out at the
southward of the islands, and before us, as far as the eye
could reach, rolled the blue free sea, although the ice-
blink showed away to the south. Following the coast
to the westward, we at length, after great difficulty, ef-
fected a landing, and for the first time in two years and
a half enjoyed a good sleep on ferra firma, realizing Dr.
Ambler’s oft-repeated wish that he might once again
“renew the electrical conditions between his body and
the earth,” or, as Dunbar briefly expressed it, might
“gand his hoofs;” and this we all did upon the mossy
tundra on the high ground of Thadeouiski.

During the evening we all, officers and crew, scattered
over the island in quest of game or any objects of inter-
est relative to our position as a shipwrecked party. We
found several decayed and tumble-down huts of the ivory
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hunters, and one of the sailors said he saw moccasin
marks in the muddy beach of a river, but this was before
he learned to what an extent the imprint of a reindeer
hoof in the mire will spread when washed by a receding
river. A few black ducks, caught late in the season with
broods to raise, still remained paddling shyly about in the
open water. Snow was settling on the hills, and young
ice was making along the shore and in the ditches. The
reindeer had taken to the valleys among the distant hills,
there to remain until the return of spring-time and sun-
shine, for in a very few days the silence of an Arctic
winter would rest upon the island.

Keeping a bright lookout we pushed along the coast as
rapidly as the shoal water would permit, now and then
grounding. Long windrows of driftwood were thrown
up on the beach and crowded far back from the water-
mark by the ice. At the time of our sojourn along the
coast the interior of the island looked high and moun-
tainous. Hills and valleys were covered with snow and
ice, and the rivers had all dried up, the sun having ceased
to give sufficient heat, even at midday, to melt the snow.
The low, irregular coast-line resembled a series of huge,
peaked or cone-shaped furnaces, which, however, upon
closer inspection looked not unlike villages of conoidal
tents or huts ; but the earthy portion of these islands, we
soon learned from examination, is rapidly being washed
away into the sea. In early summer the turbulent
streams coursing down into the valleys cut great ravines
in the mountain sides, and, later on, the snow melting
along the ridges of the hills eats out transverse and
smaller ravines ; and so through ages the general erosion
has proceeded until nearly all the soil has been washed
into the Arctic Ocean. And now that there is not suf-
ficient surface on the peaks of the cones for the snow to
lodge and run off in little rivulets, the erosion goes on
through the slower process of freezing and melting, thus
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expanding and contracting the masses ; and evidences of
the gradual leveling are plainly to be seen in the rounded
earth mounds of all sizes at the base of the cones.

Although greatly retarded by the shoals, we made a
good two days’ run in our boats past the islands, hoping
the third day to be able to camp on the eastern end of
Kotolnoi. But the wind headed us off and a shoal stood
in our way. We had tried hard all day to round the
shoal, which we found making twenty or twenty-five miles
to the sonthward of its charted position ; the wind was
increasing, rendering the navigation of the boats a cold
and wet task ; darkness was approaching, and so to avoid
a night in the boats we ran in under the shoal. Con-
siderable sea was now rolling in, and it would be decid-
edly unsafe to attempt the hauling of the boats ashore,
since it would be impossible to launch them through the
surf should it blow a gale for any length of time. After
several ineffectual efforts to land without running back
to the point whence we had started in the morning, it
finally became apparent that we must pass the night in
our boats. ‘And a memorable night it was.

The southerly wind drove the ice in upon us, and at
the same time forced us toward the shoal, over which the
sea was breaking with great fury. We were without an-
chors, and so with reefed sails we did our utmost to obey
the order to keep together. The night was dark as pitch,
and our only guides were the roar of the surf under our
lee, and the glare of the ice on the other side when the
sea surged over it. About midnight we had driven peril-
ously far in towards the beach, and the order was passed
to anchor the boats as best we could; but to no purpose,
— the sea was too strong, and we would have been forced
into the breakers and doubtless drowned, had we not
succeeded in getting under way in time, and standing back
to the northeast on our track of the day before.

Considering the violence of the wind and sea during
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the night, our anxiety was great when we found the
second cutter nowhere visible. Running alongside of a
grounded hummocky “bit,” we pitched our tents and
stretched our legs, and while we yet breakfasted the
second cutter hove in sight. Chipp reported a bad night
of it, and his crew looked much more worn and battered
than the rest; but we had no time to spare in sympathy,
for the tide began to rise, and the waves breaking over
our hummocks soon washed us out; so tumbling our
effects into the boats, we made off again before a moder-
ately increasing breeze and rounded the sand-spit off the
east end of Kotolnoi. As the wind blew stronger, the
sea ran high, and in a little while it was all we could do
to stagger along under single-reefed sails, keeping ahead
of the wuaves, which washed over us constantly. It was
wonderful how we avoided cutting or staving our boat to
pieces on the sharp-edged bits; but fortunately while
we thus ran briskly the ice was much broken, and there
were no floe-pieces calling upon us for halts and hauls.
Within several hours the second cutter was again out of
sight, and De Long concluded to continue running until
we could find a large solid floe-piece, and there await
Chipp, who must needs take care of himself. We had
scarcely secured our boats in a shallow cove washed out
in the ice, where they lay like ships in a dock, when the
water suddenly disappeared as if by magic, and we found
ourselves in the midst of a wild mass of broken ice, ap-
parently as hopeless of navigation as the pack which
balked us and brought about our unfortunate “Ten day
Camp.”

Pitching our tents as night came on, we supped and
crawled into our sleeping-bags, well worn out and most
thankful for rest. Next morning the gale yet blew with
vigor, showering snow. Still no sign of Chipp. We
hoisted a black flag at the mast-head of the first cutter,
and hoped it might bring him tous. Toward evening,
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while Iniguin was watching on a high hummock, the sec-
ond cutter was at last seen skimming briskly along in the
open water. She sighted our signal, and drew up within
a mile of us, and soon we observed Chipp and Kiihne
making their way across the ice in our direction. It is
needless to say how rejoiced we were to see them; but
after supper they visited around in the four tents and re-
counted to us their experiences.

The morning smiled on us, and the sea tried to show its
blue face through the dense fog that had closed in and
shut the land from our sight. Soon we were all well
under way, and Chipp, scudding along the canal for a
mile or two, finally came to a halt, the ice ahead having
packed into an impenetrable mass. As we ran on we had
observed another canal inside of the one we were navi-
gating, and likewise a passage connecting the two; so
now we turned back to it with De Long in the lead, and
sailed merrily along until dusk, when we again found our-
selves in a cul de sae, the land showing fair and bright
to the northward of us, and the mountains raising their
snowy peaks far inland. We all three rounded the point
together and hauled out on the inside of a long sand-spit
making eastward from Kotolnoi toward Thadeouiski.

We were now camped on the eastern end of Kotolnoi.
Driftwood was abundant, so we gathered great heaps of
it and built a rousing fire, before which we warmed our
fronts, froze our backs, and burned or shriveled up con-
siderable of our saturated garments, in our anxious en-
deavors to profit by the first really good camp-fire we
had enjoyed since leaving the United States. A night
of grateful release from our prolonged fatigue, and the
next day opened gloriously, With a view to further
rest and the stretching of our cramped limbs, but more
especially to a good reindeer stew, we remained on the
island ; those who chose going on the hunt, with their
bodies full of vigor and pockets full of cartridges. To-
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ward evening they straggled back; some had gone in-
credible distances, all had found plenty of tracks, but
none had seen a live deer.

Next morning we were out bright and early, launching
the boats in high glee at the expectation of making a
good day’s journey along the inshore water. Rounding
the point of the sand-spit, we stood to the westward,
many of the men walking on the beach for exercise.
This beach was strewn with various kinds of driftwood.
Some of the lumber showed marks of the friendly axe,
and how eloquently such silent signs of civilization spoke
to our hearts, recalling distant scenes and friends. Din-
ner over, we were forced to make a portage of about half
a mile, hauling the boats on their keel runners along a
little ridge of snow above the high water-mark. They
were soon launched again, and away we gayly went, a
number of the men continuing to run along the beach
for exercise, keeping pace with the boats, which picked
them up when their progress was checked by the creeks
making out from the land. Advancing thus, we at
length, toward night, hauled out and camped on the high
ground a short distance back from the beach. During
the afternoon we had left the low sand and mud shore,
and had arrived at a long line of perpendicular cliffs of
shale and slate; from which we inferred that we were
now on the southwestern coast of Kotolnoi Island, whence
we might start at once across the open ocean for the
Lena Delta, via the island of Stolboi. Accordingly we
made a close stow of our goods, filling all the spare ves-
sels with snow for a water supply, and on the morning
of September Tth set sail before a fresh breeze from the
east northeast. Standing to the southward, we shortly
came up with a large floe alive with small running hum-
mocks and stream ice. It was blowing stiffly, the sea
was lumpy, and our boats careering at a lively rate.
Pumping and bailing to keep afloat, we suddenly came
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unawares upon the weather side of a great floe-piece,
over which the sea was breaking so terribly that for us
to come in contact with it meant certain destruction. It
was floating from four to six feet above water, its sides
either perpendicular or undershot by the action of the
waves, which dashed madly over it, the surf flying in
the air to a height of twenty feet; and, where the sea
had boneycombed it and eaten holes upward through its
thickness, a thousand waterspouts cast forth spray like a
school of whales. Round about, down sail, and away we
pulled for our lives. De Long being fifty or a hundred
yards in advance of me, and so much nearer danger,
hailed me to take him in tow, which I did, and together
we barely managed to hold our precarious position. The
second cutter was away behind again, but upon coming
up seized the whale-boat’s painter; and so we struggled
in line, and at last succeeded in clearing the weather
edge of the floe. It was a long pull and a hard pull.
The sea roared and thundered against the cold bleak
mass of ice, flying away from it like snow -flakes and
freezing as it flew ; the sailors, blinded by the wind and
spray, pulled manfully at the oars, their bare hands
frozen and bleeding; and the boats tossed capriciously
about with the wild waves and the unequal strain of the
tow-line. Drenched to the skin by the cruel icy seas
which poured in and nigh filled the boats, the over-taxed
men, as they faced the dreadful, death-dealing sea and
murderous ice-edge, found new life and strength and per-
formed wonders.

This, indeed, proved a day of trial and tribulation to
us ; the restless condition of the ice requiring nice nav-
igation, and the low state of our provisions calling for
prompt movement and the avoidance of disastrous delays.

While we were under the inflnence of the land the
wind had been even and steady from the south and east,
but as night closed in it became fitful, blowing in heavy
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squalls, and the sea ran high. Our boats were well
bunched together, and although it was now pitch dark
we could yet for a while discern each other looming up
out of the black water like spectres and plunging over
the crests of waves. Presently the second cutter faded
away, but as mine was the fastest boat of the three I
experienced no difficulty in following De Long. Indeed,
in my anxiety to obey the order, * Keep within hail,” 1
at times barely escaped running the first cutter down.
Now that we were sailing night and day it became neces-
sary to relieve the helmsman. Not that any one could
sleep ; but then a rest was needful, from the increasing
vigilance required in guiding the boat clear of the multi-
form dangers that arose constantly before us. Yet the
least error of the helmsman, when his ear caught the roar
of the sea breaking over the edge of a floe or ragged
pack, and the waves which came tumbling after, mountain
high, would certainly engulf us. Saving a few minutes
when I was otherwise engaged, the main sheet was never
controlled by any one but myself; and cold work it was,
too, with a pair of mittens on my hands made of cotton
sheeting which I had originally used as coverings for my
fur mittens.

Toward midnight we approached the weather edge of
the pack, the roar of the surf reaching our ears long
before we could see the ice. I involuntarily hauled the
whale-boat closer on the wind, and by so doing lost sight
of the first cutter, but the terrible noise and confusion of
the sea warned me beyond doubt of the death that lay
under our lee. Presently out of the darkness there ap-
peared the horrid white wall of ice and foam. Not a
second too soon. “Ready about, and out with the two
lee oars if she misses stays.” This, of course, from the
heavy sea, she did; and quick as thought my orders were
obeyed. As we turned slowly round a wave swept
across our starboard quarter filling the boat to the seats.
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Ye gods! what a cold bath! And now we were in the
midst of small streaming ice, broken and triturated into
posh by the sea and grinding floes, and this was hurled
back upon us by the reflex water and eddying current in
the rear of the pack, which was rapidly moving before
the wind. With bailers, buckets, and pumps doing their
utmost, the two lee oars brought us around in good time,
and we filled away on the other tack, the waves still
leaping playfully in as though to keep us busy and spice
our misery with the zest of danger. Finally we ran into
a field of streaming ice, which, calming the fury of the
sea, afforded us some shelter.

When day broke neither of our companion boats was
in sight. The wind had moderated greatly, and we were
now in quiet water among the loose pack, — perhaps the
most miserable looking collection of mortals that ever
crowded shivering together in a heap. We looked, in-
deed, so utterly forlorn and wretched that just to revive
and thaw, as it were, my drowned and frozen wits, I
burst forth into frenzied song. Of a truth, as we sat
shaking there, our situation was nigh desperate; we were
down to an allowance of a pint of water to each man per
day, now that De Long was separated from us; but upon
the suggestion of some one in the boat I set up the fire-
pot and made hot tea. We were thus breakfasting when
the first cutter hove in view. I at once joined company,
and shortly after the second cutter made her appearance,
and we were again together. The sea soon calmed, les
misérables thawed out, the morning became as pleasant
as the memorable May mornings at home, and we again
were bright and alive with hope.

Soon the sun shone brightly and warmed us into jol-
lity, and when we halted for dinner De Long secured a
sight which placed our position to the westward of Stol-
boi Jsland, now plainly visible.

At dusk, baving accomplished a good day’s journey,
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and been well heated by the sun, we pulled out on a floe-
piece, cleaned the boats, wrung our clothing, and after
the evening meal, crept, still soaked, into our sleeping-
bags under cover of the tents, where we slept the sleep
of the just. The next morning we were up and out,
enjoying the early sunshine of a beautiful day. The
ice in our vicinity was not heavy now, being apparently
of but one year’s growth, and unbroken by collision —
ice that seemed to have floated about in a dead sea de-
void of currents or islands, which to the northward break
and mass it into hummock and floe-berg. We toiled
strenuously all day at oar, tow-rope, and sail, until ten
P. M., when the water began shoaling rapidly and we
heard the roar of the surf; so mooring our boats to a
grounded floe-piece, we ate our supper by candle-light in
the tents, and again, well satisfied with our day’s journey,
lay down to rest.

‘When morning dawned it revealed to us the mud cliffs
of Simonoski, not more than five hundred yards distant.

Landing for dinner we found the tracks of deer, and
those of a bear or a wolf. The water procured here,
although fresh, was discolored and unpleasant to the
taste, savoring of the bog from which it was taken, and
being filled with animalcule and red grubs. We had
proceeded a couple of miles when a fine deer, attended
by her fawn, was observed running along the edge of
the cliff as if in alarm. Our hunters soon killed and
dragged the carcass of the doe to the edge of the cliff
and dropped it upon the beach. It dressed about one
hundred and twenty pounds, and we had each a clear
pound of sweet venison, washed down by a quart of tea,
— a royal gorge, indeed. And when, after supper, the
hunters having fruitlessly scoured the island to its end
for a sign of the fawn, we at last turned in, the wet
sleeping-bags troubled us but little, for now, the first
time in many months, we enjoyed the delightful and al-
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most forgotten sensation of being replete and distended
with palatable food, a delicious frame of body and mind
epnhanced by the pleasing prospect of a jolly good soup
on the morrow.

That day (Sunday) we passed upon the island, some
of the men employing their time in another unsuccessful
hunt for the fawn, while I set busily to work altering
the cover of the whale-boat ; and a record was deposited
on a high point of land.

Since Saturday, the 10th of September, the weather
had been dark and gloomy, with occasional showers of
rain and some snow. We were all wet and miserably
cold, the moss was soaked, and our camp-fires, by reason
of the scarcity of wood, afforded us little comfort beyond
cooking our food. The wind had been almost constantly
blowing in fitful gusts, approximating to a gale during
Sunday night, and on Monday morning it was yet fresh,
while the sea was covered with white caps. Still, though
the weather looked ominous, there was no certain indica-
tion of a coming gale, and a delay, further than was neces-
sary for the rest and refreshment that we had already
obtained, would be extremely dangerous, since a day’s loss,
now, might count a week in the near future.

About eight o’clock in the morning we sailed away,
and with a good breeze under the lee of the island, ran
briskly to the southward in the direction of Wasilli.
Passing the channel between the two islands, our boats
careened and we then felt the full force of the wind.
Wasilli was soon in the distance, and just before noon
we hauled in alongside of the floe for our meal of tea and
pemmican, — and it was the last dinner we ever ate to-
gether. We had now arrived at the edge of the ice, with
Cape Barkin, our point of destination, only ninety miles
or less distant. Dinner over, we filled all our vessels
with snow for drinking water; every one jolly in the hope
that with our present breeze, should it not grow too
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heavy, we might be able to reach Cape Barkin and the
land after one night at sea. Chipp and I conferred to-
gether a long time, pacing up and down the floe. My
boat being the fastest of the three, I anticipated no
trouble ; and Chipp, though his boat was lighter than
before, seemed to think that he could keep abreast if the
first cutter did not carry full sail.

De Long verbally directed both of us to keep, if possi-
ble, within hail, and reiterated his orders in case of sepa-
ration.

“ Make the best of your way,” said he, “to Cape
Barkin, which is eighty or ninety miles off, southwest
true. Don’t wait for me, but get a pilot from the na-
tives, and proceed up the river to a place of safety as
quick as you can; and be sure that you and your parties
are all right before you trouble yourselves about any one
else. If you reach Cape Barkin you will be safe, for
there are plenty of natives there winter and summer.”
Then addressing me particularly, he continued : —

¢ Melville, you will have no trouble in keeping up with
me, but if anything should happen to separate us, you
can find your way in without any difficulty by the trend
of the coast-line; and you know as much about the na-
tives and their settlements as anyone else.” This was
our last conversation in a body.

As soon as we had embarked De Long led off under
full sail, laying the course southwest. We sped forward
at a good rate, but the sea had risen considerably, and
began to bother us when we had cleared the ice. Owing
to the superior speed of the whale-boat, I encountered
some difficulty in preserving my position astern of the
first cutter. I had taken in one reef, and for that reason
Chipp was keeping well up with us. But the sea grew
steadily heavier, the boats jumped and jarred until it
seemed they would lose their spars or mast-steps, and it
soon became necessary that we reef our sails. My boat,
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and I think De Long’s, too, was closely reefed at three
o'clock. The first cutter, any way a dull sailor, was
loaded very deeply, having on board, in addition to its
share of weights and provisions for thirteen men, all the
records, books, papers, specimens, etc., etc., beside a
large oak sled for transportation purposes.

The second cutter was now performing very badly in
the heavy sea, and at times kept barely in sight. The
first cutter, an excellent sea-boat, stood up splendidly
to her work, but freighted as she was, even her weather
cloths could not prevent the waves from breaking contin-
ually over her. The sea, to be sure, was moving much
faster than the boat; so it combed and broke across her
stern, or, running nigh her whole length, would dash
against the weather cloths and tumble in, soaking the
men and at times almost swamping the boat. Towards
seven o’clock it was blowing a living gale, and it seemed
impossible that we could struggle longer in such a sea.
The danger to the whale-boat was imminent, since in
trying to slacken speed so as to keep, as ordered, in the
wake of the first cutter, the swifter waves forged ahead
and breached clear over the stern, threatening to over-
whelm os. Fine manceuvring with helm and sail was
out of the question, though at the suggestion of some
of the men it was attempted once or twice with al-
most fatal results; and it was while I was endeavoring
to deaden our speed by hauling the boat closer to the
wind that we ran far past the first cutter and well up
on her weather bow. It now looked as though we eould
not possibly regain our position without heaving to;
when at this juncture De Long signaled me to approach,
probably within hail. Should I run down towards bim,
I would certainly shoot far ahead, so there was but one
thing to do, namely, to lower the sail, and reduce it below
a close reef, — several men accomplishing this by gather-
ing it in at the foot, and holding it firmly with their
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hands against the fury of the wind and the thrashing of
the boat. It was a trick I had practiced in bad weather
ever since we reached open water, and one that had an-
swered admirably. But now in slackening our speed the
waves came tumbling in and filled the boat. This, for
the time being, naturally alarmed the men, who clinging
tenaciously to the foot of the sail suddenly found them-
selves steeped to their hips in icy water. They would
as promptly release their grip, and then such a tumult
of flapping sail, pounding boat, and demoralized baggage
would ensue as might startle old Tom Bowline himself.
After several of these mishaps, succeeded by vehement
bailing with buckets and pans, and no little growling on
the part of the crew, I perceived that we had drifted al-
most to within hail of De Long, who was gesticulating
and shouting something to me altogether inaudible above
the roar of the elements. Just then a monstrous sea
came combing onward and deluged both of us, but chiefly
the whale-boat, which nearly filled. It started me to my
feet, and I shouted down the wind to De Long that I
must run or swamp. He appeared to realize the peril of
our situation at once; for the next instant, as the sea swept
over and around us, he waved his arm in an energetic
manner motioning me onward or from him, and at the
same time hallooed some message which was lost in the
noise of the gale. However, I felt that we understood
each other; that if I would save my boat and crew I
must run for it ; that to lay alongside of De Long meant
quick destruction; and that if either of the open and
overladen boats should swamp or roll over, the other
could not possibly rescue the unfortunate crew.

So when De Long waved me permission to leave him,
I hoisted sail, shook out one reef, and as we gathered way
the boat shot forward like an arrow, and the spray flew
about us like feathers. Heretofore we had been running
dead before the wind on our southwest course for the
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land, but the heavy sea and lively motion of the boat
caused the sail to jibe and fill on the other tack, where-
upon we would broach to and ship water. For this reason
I hauled up the boat several points or closer to the wind,
and our condition at once improved. Now that we were
separated I resolved to concern myself directly with the
safety of my own boat; so that when one of the men
said that De Long was signaling us, I told him he must
be wrong, and further directed that no one should see
any signals now that we were cast upon our own re-
sources.

The whale-boat was leaping forward at a spanking
rate and fast distancing the first cutter, when, hearing
another of the crew exclaim that De Long was signaling
Chipp, I turned around and looked back over my left
shoulder towards where I expected the second cutter
would be. For an instant she was not to be seen, but
presently I saw her far off in the dim twilight rise full
before the wind on the crest of a wave, and then sink
briefly out of sight. Once more she appeared ; an im-
mense sea enveloped her; she broached to; I could dis-
cern a man striving to free the sail where it had jammed
against the mast; she plunged again from view; and
thongh wave after wave arose and fell, I saw nothing but
the foam and seething white caps of the cold dark sea.
‘When last seen, the second cutter was about one thou-
sand yards astern of us, the first cutter probably midway
between, and there is o doubt in my mind that she
then foundered. A conversation with the only two sur-
viving members of the first cutter (Nindemann and No-
ros) has confirmed me in this belief ; for they witnessed
the scene as I have described it, and state that it was the
general opinion of De Long’s crew that I had shared

the same fate simultaneously with Chipp.
5



CHAPTER V.

VOYAGE OF THE WHALE-BOAT.
Weathering the Gale,— Our Sea-Anchor. — Siberia in Sight.

LoxaG before our separation, and while the sea and
wind were growing in force and fury, the crew debated
whether or not our boat could outlive the gale; and
many were the wishes that we might sight the stream
of running ice in which to take shelter. To me it seemed
another case of “Night or Bliicher” — ¢ce or Aeave to.
The latter alternative could only be accomplished by
means of a drag, or sea-anchor, such as the ¢ double-
enders” used on our coast during the late war. It was
only a question of size and proper weighting, which we
thoroughly discussed, educing many suggestions that
were not more novel than absurd. I finally ordered a
drag to be made of three tent-poles, lashed together and
covered with canvas so as to form a triangular parachute.
The small watch-tackle supplied us with rope; and the
iron straps, block-hooks, and brass tips from the tent-
poles, gave sufficient weight to submerge and hold the
anchor in position.

And here, to the reader unacquainted with the use or
philosophy of a seaanchor, or drag, a brief description of
the same may not be out of place. During a gale the
sea generally runs with the wind even against tide or
current, though, indeed, these may do battle, and so pro-
duce a state of neuntral agitation. Still the rule is as I
have stated it ; and consequently it becomes necessary for
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every vessel, large or small, when running before the
wind in a heavy sea, to keep constantly ahead of the
waves, — in other words, go faster, — else they will roll
over the stern and swamp the boat. In great storms,
too, the vessel may be so strained and racked that the
timbers and fastenings will be wrenched apart, and she
will founder, literally thrashed to pieces. Or again there
is a more common danger, though equally fatal, where
the sea, striking the vessel on either quarter, or rushing
past, hurls her from her course. In this case the rud-
der is powerless to save, being momentarily out of the
water ; the sail jibes or fills on the other side; and the
sudden alteration of course and reduction of speed is in-
stantly taken advantage of by the next wave, which
boards or hurls itself against the vessel, in most instances
destroying her, however large, and, if an open boat, cer-
tainly overwhelming her. It is to avoid these perils that
the sea-anchor is prepared. So long as a ship remains
tight and light she will rise to meet the waves, her bows
cleaving them sharply in two, if properly shaped, with
a graceful buoyant swell towards the rail; and even
though part of a wave be carried over her bows, the top-
gallant forecastle is there to shed it off. Now the main
object is to hold the vessel’s head to the sea. With sail-
ing vessels this is done by using particular sails, and woe
betide the one whose helmsman is careless of keeping
her head just so; for should she broach to or fall off into
the trough of the sea, and a wave board her, all movable
as well as many stationary articles will be swept from
her decks. It isan easy matter to keep a steamer’s head
to the sea, and by slowly turning the engine gain suffi-
cient headway to hold her in command ; or, assisted by a
little sail to prevent rolling, she may be laid to in safety.
Yet, if too much speed be given the steamer, the waves
will dash over her forecastle and sweep her decks, as
they would those of the sailing ship.
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But to keep the head of our little craft to the sea we
must resort to the drag, or sea-anchor. If a parachute be
made and so loaded as to sink properly below the sur-
face of the water, and a rope be attached which passes
through or is fastened to the bow of the boat, it can
plainly be seen how the parachute, if of sufficient area,
will, as it drags slowly through the water, keep the head
of the boat toward the sea. The boat, catching the wind,
is hurried along, and would soon be turned sideways and
rolled over like a log were it not for the anchor, which
gently but firmly resists the furious tugging of the would-
be suicide. Should the drag from any cause float to the
surface, or the rope break, its efficacy is at once lost, and
doubtless also the boat; or, if it hangs perpendicularly
under the boat when a sea rushes upon it, the drag will
become an additional weight for the bow to lift, failing
in which the boat’s head will be buried ; perhaps the
stern, too. It should be borne in mind that a sea-anchor
is drawn through the water after the manner of an aerial
parachute dropped weighted from a balloon.

So now, not only the propriety of making one, but its
size and weight, became momentous questions with us,
since in our party of eleven there were none who had lain
with a drag in an open boat; and those I had seen on
steamers during the war could give me no adequate idea
of the kind now required in our emergency. Hence I
had nothing to rely upon but my good judgment, though
I listened attentively to the many authorities around me,
even if I did not seek their opinion. Jack Cole, my
main prop as a seaman, declared that the drag would
come home on us if not weighted more than it was. Cole
and Manson made it, I having selected the canvas. Dan-
enhower, seated beside me in the stern sheets, held the
end of the boat-fall, and so singled the three anchor ropes,
preserving an equality of strain on the three corners of
the drag. Leach (seaman) was steering, and I, as befere
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and after, steadily attended the sheet. By this time
my hands were swollen, blistered, and split open by the
cold and stagnation of my blood. When poor Jack Cole
protested that the drag was not heavy enough and would
surely come back on us, I had nothing else to weight it
with other than our cook-kettles or fire-pots, so I deter-
mined to launch it as it was. The first cutter had been
lost to sight for more than an hour ; it had taken us two
hours to prepare the drag; and it was now nine o’clock
(of the night of September 12th).

Finally, with the fire-pot ready to slip on the rope in
case Jack Cole’s fears should be realized, we were pre-
pared to test the efficacy of our anchor, when, at this
juncture, Mr. Danenhower asked me if I would permit
him to put the boat about. I hesitated a moment, and
then replied no, that I would do it myself. But the next
instant, concluding that, if there was any especial point
in the seamanship of putting the boat about in a gale
of wind of which I might be ignorant, and he as a pro-
fessional sailor aware, it was my duty as commander to
avail myself of it or any other chance that might in-
sure the safety of my men; so I granted his request,
standing by, however, with a view to any emergency.
The oars were gotten out, the helmsman directed to
watch the sea, and the drag was carried forward to the
bow and placed in charge of fireman Bartlett, the rope
being coiled under his feet, and he was ordered to see
everything cleared when word was given to throw out
the drag. It is a well-known fact among sailors that the
waves of the ocean follow each other in succession of
threes; that is, after a large wave the two which follow
will surely be as heavy in appearance, at least. When
such a succession had occurred it was but the work of a
moment to “starboard the helm, lower away the hal-
yards, and gather in the sail.” Then, — “ Give away
starboard, and back port ”’ was the order ; but before we
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could veer around, an awkward, lazy wave came tum-
bling in torrents upon us. Pumping and bailing with
might and main, we kept the boat before the sea and
awaited a calm ; until, after a hurried consultation, we
put her about again, and as she came around head to the
sea, Bartlett cast clear the drag. As he did so, the boat’s
head dived down into the hollow of a wave, and I saw
Bartlett lose his balance and piteh headlong forward, ap-
parently into the sea. But with his right hand he had
grasped the halyards, which were flying clear of the mast,
and the next instant, as the boat arose on the crest of a
wave, he was hurled sprawling back against the mast,
where he clung for his life. When I saw his frantic
struggles, my heart leaped into my throat lest he would
plunge overboard, and had such been the case, no matter
how great his vigor and power of endurance, his fate
would certainly have been sealed. And now, for a short
time, we were forced to use the oars in a most clumsy
manner, in order to keep our bow toward the sea. The
drag was too light, and began to rise to the surface and
drift rapidly to leeward. The boat, held in place by the
oars, yawed about, shipping considerable water, and Jack
Cole gave vent to his expected I tould yees so.” For
this I was prepared, however, and soon had the copper
fire-pot rTunning out along the rope towards the drag,
which it promptly sank and caused to rest much better.
So the oars were brought into the boat, and the weather-
cloths again raised over the tops of the stanchions and
backs of the men.

And now, how long we must thus lie anchored would
altogether depend upon the duration of the gale. Mis-
erable we were, indeed, with the sea dashing constantly
over us, and our strength severely taxed in bailing out
the flood with pump, buckets, and pans. Danenhower
and myself had vacated our two seats in the stern sheets
to permit a freer use of the steering oar; and I now
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divided the men into two watches; detailing Cole and
Bartlett to look after the forward part of the boat, and
Leach, Wilson, and Manson to take regular turns of two
hours each at the steering oar. The others I directed to
lie down on the thwarts or seats, and get what rest they
could. Sleep was impossible, but it was a great relief to
stretch our limbs after their long cramping, and feel the
warm blood flowing again towards our almost frozen feet.
The weather-cloths were frail bulwarks, and the waves
broke over them on either side. Then *“Quick, quick, be-
fore another one comes!” and we, weary wretches that
we were, faint from hunger and thirst (for we had no
water left), would renew our exertions, and bail clear our
little craft ere the next wave could tumble in and wreck
us. And the intervals — they were lucid with the cruel
spray which dashed and froze upon us. Thus we passed
the night, an incubus of horrors, and at daybreak there
was no abatement of the storm. We had among our
medical stores one quart of brandy and one of whiskey,
and a request for a drink being made by one person and
eagerly seconded by others, I drew forth the latter bot-
tle and told Bartlett to divide it as equally as possible
among the ten men; not caring for it myself and feeling
rather chagrined that any one else should ask for it. In
the division, Bartlett dealt with a too liberal hand, and
alas! for himself, went dramless along with me.
Daylight did nothing but enhance our misery, since it
enabled us to witness each other’s wretchedness. For
breakfast I issued a quarter of a pound of pemmican to
each man, the same allowance I had made for supper the
night before. I conld not and did not eat my ration,
small as it was, and so returned it to the common fund.
I had now placed the men on one half the ration they
had been receiving before the separation, or three quar-
ters of a pound of pemmican instead of one and a half
pounds, hoping by this economy to make our four or five
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days’ supply last twice as long, and in this I succeeded.
The vessels we had filled with snow were all deluged
with salt-water ; and though each of the other boats was
possessed of five and ten gallon water breakers, yet the
one belonging to the whale-boat, it will be remembered,
was abandoned on the ice with the story of the Jeannette
between its oaken ribs. The others complained of thirst,
but I never felt the need of a drink until we came upon
the sweet water of the river. I constantly chewed a
piece of wood, which induced a flow of saliva, and my
body, as indeed the bodies of my companions, exuded but
little. Again, throughout the whole of my Arectic expe-
rience, I accustomed myself to do without water for
drinking purposes; and I am confident that outside of
our usual allowance of tea and coffee at morning and
evening meals, and a small cup of black coffee at noon, I
did not drink three pints of water.during the time we
were on board ship and on the march. This saved me
much of the suffering that the others endured; for while
on the ice I have seen many of the men, when they
thought they were unobserved, drink from the pools and
eat of the soft salty snow, which De Long had forbidden
them so to touch. '

As the day wore on, the wind, which had shifted,
seemed to subside, and the sea became more broken and
turbulent. The heavily-laden boat now: sunk deeper
than ever, and, almost water-logged, shipped water, as
she rose and fell, over forecastle and stern. Still we
stuck bravely to our work, and poor Iniguin, who had
been little at sea, sat squarely down in the bottom of the
boat and bailed for dear life. He and Charley Tong
Sing were, in fact, our most effective bailers. About
three or four o’clock in the afternoon the clouds began
to roll away, we caught glimpses of the blue sky, and
there was every evidence of the gale having spent its
fury.. At this season of the year the sun was exactly
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twelve hours above the horizon, and when it shone we
encountered no difficulty in shaping our course by my
old watch. The sun arose at six A. M., was due south at
noon, and set atsix P. M.; so ] had two checks on the
watch, besides the one at noon by compass, which, being
a prismatic instrument, did not swing as easily as a
mariner’s compass. It was fitted too neatly to its case,
and the water gaining entrance glued the circle and
clogged its movement; so that while afloat we found it
better to steer by sun and moon when they were visible.

At five o’clock the sea and wind had calmed suffi-
ciently to permit of my getting under way, which I did
at once, laying the course about southwest for Cape Bar-
kin. The wind had shifted more to the eastward, and we
ran rapidly along, with the moon and stars now. shining
brightly. At six o’clock on the morning of the 14th we
were sailing through .the young ice, and keeping a bright
lookout for the land which we expected to raise every
moment, when the boat suddenly brought up on a shoal.
Long and anxiously we gazed in the hope of sighting
the low beach or mountains back of the Delta; but to no
purpose. — Bartlett thought he saw land ; but as no one
else confirmed his guess, I concluded that the shoal made
off shore beyond the range of our vision; so we pushed
off and stood to the eastward. My orders were to pro-
ceed to Cape Barkin, where I would be sure to find na-
tives, with whom I could arrange to be piloted into-the
river to a native or Cossack village.

I felt assured of our general position, knowing, from
the northeast gale which had steadily blown while we
lay to, that we were now to the west of Cape Barkin,
eastward of which. I also knew was the Bay of Bor-
khia. So I kept the boat to the eastward all day, at the
same time progressing, whenever an opportunity offered,
toward the southward. The weather was genial and
warm, the sun glowing clear in the heavens, and to all
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appearances there never blew a gale over so placid a sea.
Morning, noon, and night we ate our quarter of a pound
of pemmican without water or drink of any kind. Six
o’clock ~—and as the sun sank in the west a cloud arose
in the east. The wind began to blow in fitful puffs, and
every man foretold another storm. I knew the season
was well advanced and the time at hand when fall gales
must be expected, but could not believe that we were
about to suffer another siege similar to the one we had
barely weathered but a day or two before. It seemed
too inclement, too merciless; yet if the worst came we
bad only to face and fight it fairly, however brutal and
unequal the contest between our feebleness and the cow-
ardly rage of the storm king.

And, in the first place, it would never do for us to be
caught napping on the shoals. I had lost all faith in our
ability to reach Cape Barkin or the shore except at the
mouth of one of the rivers. Bartlett had been sounding
all dy with a tent-pole; but our efforts to work toward
the southward or beach had been regularly unavailing ;
so, as darkness approached, I decided to stand off or
along shore to the eastward, having discovered that the
water deepened in that direction. Accordingly I reefed
sail and ran on until six o’clock of the following morn-
ing, when we found ourselves in nine fathoms of water, —
additional proof that we were now in the Bay of Borkhia,
and had struck the coast-line about twenty miles to the
east of Cape Barkin. I now proposed to attempt an
entrance into one of the many branches of the Lena, and
80 put the boat about on a southwest course. The wind
was light and the weather fine; indeed, when I had run
from the coast twelve hours and trusted to making it
again the next twelve I had caleulated without my host,
for shortly the wind died away and we were fain to use
the oars, still very grateful for our good fortune in escap-
ing the prospective storm-struggle. But the current of
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the river set out so strongly to the eastward, bearing us
on its bosom, that whereas I had at first hoped to make
the land on this day, I now saw, with regret, that all
our rowing would scarcely do more than hold the boat in
its course. Day died into dusk, and: all through the
night we toiled, by watches, at the oars and bailers,
quickly casting out the sea before it could solidly freeze
in the bottom of the boat, for it changed to slush the
moment it tumbled in. At dawn of the 16th we were
again in shoal water, indicating our approach to the east
coast. The men were now painfully athirst, and as we
progressed kept tasting the water, all the while begging
permission to drink of it; and it was surprising how anx-
ious they all were to just sip it and see if it was fresh
enough ; but noticing that the tasting process was only a
ruge for drinking, I probibited it altogether, promising
to make tea as soon as the water was fit.

At this period high lands, apparently a mountain-
range, were seen to the southward, but nothing greeted
our sight to the westward, where the low lands of the
Delta should be. I was counseled and urged to steer in
toward the mountains; but my main object was now to
join company with the natives, who, according to the
charts and our best information, roamed all over the
Delta from Cape Barkin to Bukoffski Moose (Bull
Point). Our provisions were about exhausted, and the
meagre ration of three quarters of a pound was telling
on the spirits and energy of the crew. So, having still
a desire to obey my orders and make, if possible, Cape
Barkin, and having, as well, full confidence in the truth
of my chart, which distinetly declared “winter huts of
natives ” to be there, I held my course to the westward,
and presently raised two low spits of land with a gap of
four or five miles between, evidently the mouth of a
river. Towards this I made directly, and by following
up the sweet water soon ran into a swift current. Mean-
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while the men were confidently assuring me that the
water was fresh ; so I ordered a pot of tea to be brewed,
which, proving too salty, I threw away. A mess of
canned mutton broth and ham, that I had heated and
watered well into a pleasant stew, then atoned, however,
for the loss; and we had breakfasted.



CHAPTER VI.

ON THE LENA DELTA.

Sailing up Stream.— The Hut. — Our Frozen Limbs. — Meeting
with the Natives. — Learning their Language.

By this time we were well within the mouth of the
river, making W. N. W. Considerable driftwood lay on
the southern beach, and I tried to effect a landing in
order to afford all hands a most needed opportunity of
stretching our limbs, and coaxing our blood into circu-
lation, for our feet, legs, and hands were now entirely
bereft of feeling: all save those of one or two persons,
who being without any particular occupation had availed
themselves of their idleness to remove their foot-gear
and rub with a towel, about twice an hour, their limbs
as high as their knees,—expressing the while great sur-
prise that others did not idle away their time in a sim-
ilar manner. I could see the water shoal and ripple
along the shore, and as there was but very little swell
directed the boat to be beached ; but she took the bottom
one hundred yards off shore, and, in spite of all our pre-
cautions and exertions, was carried by the swell almost
broadside on the beach, in great danger of capsizing or
rolling over. This was not due to any lubberly handling
or guiding of the boat, but the men were too numb to
act promptly, too weak to lift or work their oars; and it
was very noticeable and discouraging how the cold had
robbed us of our vitality, and produced a dullness of
mind, movement, and speech among the whole party.
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But we were soon afloat again, and I now consulted my
chart, a pencil copy of De Long’s, which, in turn, was
a copy of a small chart published in the ¢ Geographische
Mittheilungen,” by Petermann, the eminent German ge-
ographer, in connection with a scientific paper on the
coast of Siberia and the Lena Delta in particular. From
it I learned that all the branches of the Lena on the east
side of the Delta, with one exception, discharged their
waters to the north of east, and that the branch in which
I had entered emptied to the south of east; or, the course
up the river as it lay before me was about W.N. W,
and because of its great width at the mouth I concluded
that we must be in the main branch, which flowed by
Bukoffski Moose. The presence of a large island corre-
sponding to one laid down on the chart confirmed me in
this opinion, but I was surprised to find so little water in
so broad a river, it being necessary for us to sound con-
tinually with a tent-pole in order to avoid getting ashore
on either bank. Our common dangers and miseries had
bred a closer fellowship among us than the relations be-
tween officers and men usually admit of. We conversed
together at all times of our many past escapes, and of the
uncertainty of our future. Of one thing we were glad
and sure. This was the main branch of the river;
we had assuaged our suffering from thirst, and had now
a bountiful supply of sweet water. The hot tea seemed
to have thawed out our tongues, and we speculated freely
upon the fate of our companions; the general opinion
being that ours was the only boat which outlived the
gale. And so, “ Hurrah for the whale-boat,” said we.
But a matter which concerned and troubled me most
was the possibility that De Long and Chipp had suec-
ceeded in reaching Cape Barkin; and hence should I not
obey orders and proceed there too? My verbal instrac-
tions, indeed, had been to first seek a place of safety for
my own crew, and, if the other boats in arriving at Cape
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Barkin had met with no natives, my joining them there
would be no relief, but only a senseless addition to our
general misfortune. Mr. Danenhower sat beside me in
the stern sheets, and we naturally discussed the situation
together. He strongly advised me to go to sea again,
and work up to Cape Barkin, where “ we would be sure
to find natives;” though it was only some forty miles to
the north of our present position. The river grew more
tortuous and narrow, assuming the appearance of a blind
stream issuing from a swamp, so I finally told Danen-
hower that if it did not show better by noon, I would
put the boat about and try for Cape Barkin and the na-
tives. It was but a day’s journey, and I had no hesi-
tancy in attempting it, until I glanced at my men, —
weak, hungry, and hollow-eyed, — and then remembered
the shallow coast, the stormy weather, and our recent
hardships; while ahead of us I had now not the faintest
doubt of finding succor. Still, — orders, alleged relief at
Barkin, and the possibility of the other boats being there
and in danger. At twelve o’clock we struck a shoal, and
agreeably to my expressed intention I ordered the boat
about and announced that we would return toward Cape
Barkin. It was quite evident from the look of grave sur-
prise on the faces of many, that the crew did not wish to
risk the chance of another gale at sea. There was con-
siderable murmuring, but the boat was turned around,
when suddenly fireman Bartlett said, —

¢ Mr. Melville, I don’t believe this river is as small as
you imagine; there is plenty of water if we ean only
find it, and if you will but think a minnte you will see
that the river even here is as large as the Mississippi at
New Orleans.”

Our fellow-suffering, I repeat, had been a bond which
bound us all together ; I had listened attentively to every
suggestion the men saw fit to offer me, cheerfully adopt-
ing any that, to my mind, might conduce to our comfort
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or safety, and equally careful of turning aside, without
hurting the feelings of my counselor, any advice not per-
tinent to, or out of the question. So, giving heed to
what Bartlett said, and well recalling the appearance of
the Mississippi at New Orleans, I ordered the boat about
again, and proceeded up the river. Thus did his timely
admonition, like the proverbial straw which alters cur-
rents, luckily deter me from cruising to Cape Barkin,
where, the following spring, I found nothing but the
remains of old huts which had not been occupied for
years.

We now labored forward with renewed vigor, born of
hope, — the hope that we would soon meet with a village,
a hut, a canoe, a man, — saviors that our previous reading
had led us to believe were abundant in the distriet round
about us. I did not regain, however, my lost faith in the
game with which the Arctic regions are reported to
abound. A few black ducks, geese, and swans, late in
rearing their young, paddled about, awaiting the matur-
ity of their broods ere they would follow the other feath-
ered tribes in their winter flight. Several seals exhibited
themselves at odd times; or perhaps it was but one and
the same seal, for they are very curious, and will pop up
and gaze at a boat or a man until a bullet ends their ob-
servations. Doubtless the reader will wonder why I did
not tarry to secure even this solitary seal. But I knew
too well the uncertainty of shooting from a boat at an
object one hundred yards distant, not much larger than
a donble fist, and which in all probability would duck
under at the flash of the gun. I have seen as many as
forty shots, requiring two hours for their discharge, fired
at this elusive game, without other result than the loss
of powder and patience.

Toward dusk the wind grew cold and blustering. We
were surrounded by sand-spits and low islands, while in
front of us there seemed to be two main channels sepa-
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rated by a large island which towered upward like a great
fortification. After many trials we at length found a
way through the shoals, and during the delay of more
than a hour had sighted a black uncertain object, near
to a collection of sticks apparently forming a series of
traps. The prospect of passing another benumbed and
sleepless night in the boat was horrible; so, when we
discovered the dim object on shore to be a hut, our joy
was almost as great as though we had suddenly chanced
upon a modern metropolis. After making several inef-
fectual efforts to land abreast of the hut, we finally
moored the boat in a friendly little cove, and then, dis-
embarking for the first time in five days, attempted to
stretch our limbs. I say attempted, for most of us were
powerless to control them. As for feeling in feet and
legs, we had none; and my fingers could not perceive
the difference in size between a rope and a needle.

We took possession of the vacant hut. It was old and
dilapidated, having been rudely constructed of small
round timber and split poles. Its general dimensions
were, at the base about eight feet square, the sides four
feet high, sloping or with a batir of about thirty de-
grees ; the whole being covered with mud, tundra, and
lichens. There was a fire-place some three feet square in
the centre of the hut, over which, in the roof, was an
opening about two feet square, formed by a rude frame,
notched in, and supported by transverse rafters, which,
as well as the sides of the primitive dwelling, were cov-
ered with earth and sods. It was a hunting hut, used
temporarily by the natives during the summer season,
when they hunt the deer or geese; and had been vacated
but a few days before, since the fresh offal of birds and
fish lay in and around it. The hunters had evidently
been accompanied by their children, for we found a num-
ber of little toys or playthings; among others a rough

cutting in wood representing a man seated on the back
6
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of a reindeer. There was nothing, however, to indicate
where the recent tenants had gone, or whether they
intended to return ; though, to be sure, it was natural
to suppose that, with the hunting season over, they had
journeyed back to their village for the winter. The
traps were old and unset, the majority of them used for
catching the fox, while a few that were larger we then
thought to be intended for the wolf.

After unloading and securing our boat, we collected a
pile of wood, and soon had a camp-fire roaring and crack-
ling merrily. Our bag of tea, knocking about in the
bottom of the boat, had been thoroughly saturated with
salt -water; still, with the stew and soup made of the
birds shot at Simonoski Island and reserved till now, we
drank it, and supped with relish. Then carrying up our
few wet clothes, we all, barely able to lie down, crowded
around the fire, sitting huddled together in a heap. Up
to the present time, beyond the torpor referred to, there
had been no sign of our limbs having frozen, and I be-
lieved the frost to have been sufficiently driven out, by
our splashing around in the icy river, to permit of our
approaching the fire with impunity. So, we enjoyed
the genial warmth, and by comparison were in perfect
harmony with our new environment, even though it was
a tumble-down hut through whose wide chinks the cold
blast filtered perhaps a little less freely than it might
through a rail fence. Long we talked, and uninterrupt-
edly, reviewing the past and guessing the future, always
mourning the loss of those dreary ‘ten days,” for had
we been so much earlier,—ah, what might not have
been, indeed !

Presently most of us were tortured with agonizing
pains in our hands, feet, and legs. Sleep was utterly out
of the question ; and many were forced to leave the fire,
and even desert the hut entirely, in order to avoid the ir-
ritating heat. Our legs, upon examination, presented a
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terribly swollen appearance, being frozen from the knees
down; and those places where they had previously been
so frozen and puffed as to burst such moccasins as were
not already in tatters, or force the seams into gaps cor-
responding to the cracks in our bleeding hands and feet,
were now in a frightful condition. The blisters and
sores had run together, and our flesh became as sodden
and spongy to the touch as though we were afficted with
the scurvy. To move caused us the most exeruciating
agony, and it seemed as if we were about to be worsted
in the end by what we regarded as our best friend,— fire.
Packed closely together in the hut, crippled, and nearly
blinded by the smoke, it was no wonder that in stag-
gering about we trod unintentionally upon each other’s
feet. I had removed my moccasins, and one of the men,
in reéntering, planted his whole weight upon my left
foot ; the skin gave way from the ankle dewn, and shot
my friend (or enemy for the time being) off to one side,
like a ship slipped from its greased launching way.

We hailed the morning with delight, and, feebly break-
ing our fast with the scant quarter of a pound of pem-
mican, reémbarked, full, at least, of good cheer, at the
outlook of a fine day’s journey, which by my calculation
would carry us to the first village marked on our chart.
Following the main branch of the river to'the westward,
we eventually ran into a small archipelago, threaded in
all directions by shallow little streams, from which there
seemed no escape. It was about noontime, so we re-
peated our dose of pemmican, and while some stayed to
brew a pot of tea others set out to reconnoitre the lay of
the land, and explore the various leads in the labyrinth
of streams. At the same time, Newcomb seized his gun
and tried to steal upon a flock of wild geese which he saw
on the tundra. But alas! either the wind was in their
favor, or the men made too much noise; at any rate the
geese flatly refused to tarry and contribute to our suste-
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nance. On the reconnaissance another deserted hut was
seen to the southeast of our position, but not visited ; and,
as the water seemed to lead nowhere in particular, I de-
termined to head the boat up stream, reasoning that like
every other thing it, too, must have an end, which we,
should the river remain open and our provisions last, must
some time reach. And thus it was. In an hour or two
we were again in a navigable stream, a mile and a half
wide, and flowing swiftly. With a fresh breeze we sped
along against the current at a rapid rate, passing a long
high island tallying to one on the chart, and continuing
on without difficulty until we came to a fork in the river.
Here, I first essayed the northwest branch, but discover-
ing it to be a mere pocket or mud-hole, turned back and
followed the west or west by south branch; when the
wind died out, and we were obliged to resort to the oars.
The current was strong and swift, our rowers weak
and dispirited ; but several miles ahead there was a tall
promontory where the river turned abruptly to the south-
ward ; and towards this I steered, keeping close in shore
out of the force of the current, and encouraging the men
with the assurance that twelve or fifteen miles beyond
the promontory, where we would camp over night, there
was a village according to the chart, and that next day
we would surely arrive there. The pull was a long and
laborious ome, and it was well -nigh night when we
rounded the point and landed on the miry, shelving
beach, which we designated the ¢ Mud Camp.”

Setting up the two tents, we gathered enpugh soggy
wood to build a smoky fire, and then turned in. Danen-
hower, Newcomb, Cole, and Bartlett climbed the hill,
some sixty or more feet above us, and slept in a small
hut erected there by the natives as a deer lookout. The
night was cold and blustering; there was a light fall of
snow, and at dawn the weather looked lowering. The
wind blew stiffly from the westward, and the broad ex-
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panse of river, which here ran north and south, was roll-
ing like a little sea, its bosom covered with white caps, and
the young ice making along its shores. We were mostly
so disabled as to move about with difficulty, Cole, Leach,
and Lauterbach complaining particularly of their frozen
feet; and as I wished to keep every one as dry as possi-
ble, I winded the boat about on shore, and stowing all
the cripples, myself included, tried to push off; but to no
purpose. Some of the men, at length, leaped over the
bows and set us free, but before they could jump back
again the boat was whirled amid stream, and it was only
after great exertion that we could pick them up again.
I then sailed under one reef up the river toward the set-
tlements. Danenhower now asked permission to act as
coxswain for the day. His hands and feet were in good
condition, and, although one eye was bandaged up, he
seemed to see well enongh with the other; so I gladly
consented, pleased to have a relief for my helmsman,
albeit there was none for me, since I would not intrust
the keeping of the sheet to other than my own hands, now
cracked and swollen out of shape. The wind came rush-
ing down the hills and through the cuts in ¢ willa-was,”
careening our boat until the water seethed along her lee
rail and soaked us in spray. Soon a herd of four or five
deer was seen scampering across the crown of a distant
hill, and we hopelessly sniffed the meal from afar. For
our general condition now caused me considerable anx-
iety; with such fierce gusts and in our maimed and
weakened state, with a half blind steersman, should the
boat strike a snag or shoal and capsize, we could scarcely
escape drowning in the fast running, freezing water.

We had been under way little more than an hour when
two large, well-preserved huts hove in sight on the west
bank of the river. Our hopes at once rose high — were
there natives here? A closer approach decided in the
negative. Signs there were of recent occupancy ; but no
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smoke — that infallible emblem of human habitation and
cheer — issned from the chimneys. What a beacon and
a joy, indeed, to the weary wanderer is the smoke which
floats from tenements in every clime! The blue, peaceful
cloud is a welcome anywhere, whether seen, as I have
seen it, softly curling above the quiet cot in the jungle of
Africa, the tangled forest of South America, the tundra
plain of Siberia, or, stained with the lurid light of the
fire, shoot seemingly upward from a snow-bank, beneath
which is buried the busy, bustling hut of the Tunguse or
Yakut, whose hospitable inmates, warned by the howl
of the native wolf-dog (for the Esquimaux dog does not
flourish in northeastern Siberia), are making ready for
the coming guest.

However, I ran the boat into a little cove at the mouth
of a creek, where the huts, apparently a fishing and
hunting station, were located. A large quantity of drift-
wood and a number of native utensils were distributed
about, proving that the huts had not been permanently
deserted. Further delay was dangerous; but we had
rested so little during the past two days, that I decided
to avail myself of these elegant quarters and the chance
arrival of natives until the following morning. There
were several upright posts in front of the huts, and to
one I Jashed fast a tall staff, flying from its head a black
flag, with a view to attracting the notice of natives or
our companion boats, should either advance along what
I took to be the main branch of the river. The boat
hauled out and cleaned, I divided the men into two par-
ties, assigning a hut to each ; and soon before blazing fires
we had dried our clothing and lain down to rest. Day
dawned fair and clear, finding us all in excellent spirits
after a sound and much needed sleep, and it mattered
little to me how badly my limbs were frozen ; my blood
flowed freely, and I never lost my head. And now, in-
deed, I had every reason to count upon our meeting
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with the natives or their villages at any time. Previous
to leaving, I lashed a paper around the flag-staff at about
the height of a man’s nose, stating that I bad landed at
that place the day before with my company all well, and
had proceeded to the sonthward in search of a settlement.
Then, pushing off, we followed the west bank of the
river, until, greatly to our surprise, we ran into a wide
bay. It mystified me, since I believed that we had been
journeying up the main eastern branch, and had turned
south into the main river itself when we rounded the
promontory two days before. Here, now, we were in a
great bay from fifteen to twenty miles wide, with the
land only visible in spots around the horizon, and the
water so shallow that our boat was almost constantly
aground. It was an easy matter to lay a southern course
across the bay with watch and compass, for the weather
was good and the sun bright; but the difficulty was to
find water enough in this vast area to float us. We were
in a confusion of sand-bars, shoals, and channels; the
currents running in every direction, and yet all tending
to the eastward and northward. As we gradually ap-
proached a high headland to the southward, it grew
loftier, looming up like a mountain, and on it several
huts were presently discernible. Long and anxiously
we gazed for some sign of life, and I told the men that
we would eat our dinner there if we could land. But
the currents and shallows crowded us to the eastward;
no smoke issued from the buts to encourage us to pro-
long our efforts, although we still kept a sontherly course,
passing within a mile of them ; and, at length, entering
a channel which carried us to the eastward, I deter-
mined it folly to further wear out the crew in vain at-
tempts to visit these doubtless abandoned huts, and so, it
now being long past our dinner hour, succeeded in reach-
ing the bank below them.

There was no game in sight, so we swallowed our usual
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tea and pemmican. An examination of some shelter
huts on the banks gave additional proof of the recent
presence of natives. As I had done at every landing,
the compass was set up and the general features of the
country observed, as well as the direction of the currents.
The men explored around and about as far as their in-
clination carried them, until I summoned all hands to
reémbark, intending to follow the stream against the eur-
rent which ran out of our course to the northwest; or,
rather, since the water flowed from the southeast, to keep
against it we would be forced into the northwest. I was
debating this point with Danenhower, and at the same
time gazing up the river, when lo! and hurrah! I sud-
denly saw approaching us three canoes with a native in
each. Not knowing whether they were friendly, but re-
membering that the T'chuchees were very hostile at times,
as were also the natives at Cape Prince of Wales and Cape
Barrow at Behring Strait, I hastily got afloat in order to
meet the strangers on equal terms, and ordered our fire-
arms to be kept in readiness, although under cover. As
we pulled towards them, I beckoned and signaled, but
they fought shy of us in evident fear or suspicion. I
then addressed them in English and German, and we all
smiled and laughed at my successive fruitless attempts to
open up a conversation in every modern tongue of which
I had the slightest smattering. Finally, two of the
canoes shot past us, but the youngest and seemingly most
fearless of the natives drew alongside of our boat to
receive a piece of pemmican which I directed one of my
men to first taste and then tender him.

His name, as we afterwards learned, was Tomat. At
least this was a section of it; for the natives are known
to each other by many names, baptismal and parental,
according to peculiarities of nature or stature, age or
avocation. Thus, “ Vasilli Kool Gar” (William-of-the-
Cut-Ear); ¢ Starry Nicolai” (Old Nicholas); ¢ Georgi
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Nicolai” (George Nicholas); “Bulchoi and Malinki
Nicolai” (Big and Little Nicholas).

At any rate, as Malinki Tomat approached, I told one
of the men to pay no attention to him until he was close
upon us, and then to seize his canoe. This was done,
much to Malinki’s discomfiture and fright. He urged us
to free him, intimating the danger of capsizing; but we
had now drifted down stream abreast of our late dinner
camp, and I motioned to him our intention of landing
again. By this time he appeared to realize that we
meant him no harm, and ouly required his friendly assist-
ance, for when we were moored he hailed his two com-
panions, who had hauled out on the beach a mile or so
below, and they quickly joined us. Then our friendly
intercourse began, and one member of my party, more
gushing than the rest, kissed each native on both cheeks;
which salutation they received with stolid amazement.
I ordered a pot of tea to be prepared, and while it was
brewing exhibited our guns, hatchets and other equip-
ments, all of which interested and pleased them. Mean-
while, the sailors, in a more business-like way, had over-
hauled the canoes, and found some fish, a goose, and a
piece of venison. The natives in presenting these arti-
cles to us said, “ Cushat, cushat,” accompanying the
utterance with a gesture indicating the act of putting
food into the mouth. This was the first word of our
new vocabulary — Cushat, to eat. And we at once insti-
tuted a general search for more; eliciting the information
that their caps were shapkas, and the red and yellow
handkerchiefs they wore around their necks, platocks;
which they also made us understand had come from Be-
lunga. This was exactly what I wanted. The village
of Belun was marked on my chart, and to it, or their
Belunga, it was now my endeavor to have them conduct
us. We displayed our knives; they showed us theirs,
saying, “ Knoshocks,” and the next instant, « Belunga,”
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pointing at the same time up the river to the westward,
with a sweep to the sonthward. They likewise spoke
of coperts, meaning merchants; and then Malinki To-
mat mimicked the motions of a blacksmith forging a
knife. I could have shouted for joy at the thought of
finding a follower of Tubal Cain here in the wilds of
Siberia; and although the natives had exhibited little
brass medals hung about their necks as proof of their
Christianity, and crossed themselves and gone through
many of the signs and genuflections of the Greek Church,
still, to me the most welcome and assuring evidence of
our approach to civilization was Malinki’s pantomime of
the village smith at Belun. I knew that religion in
some form or other is found everywhere that man can
eke out an existence, or the Christian agent penetrate ;
but then there is so much religion in remote parts of the
earth, and so little civilization, that I reasoned: Since the
arts and sciences go hand in hand, even if they do not
all centre in Belun, yet the iron-worker, one of the most
essential contributors to industrial prosperity, is there;
and all will be well.

We had arranged logs into seats around three sides of
a fire, and sat there drinking our tea, which the natives
called ch: and seemed fully acquainted with. I poured
a spoonful of aleohol into each of their pint pots of tea.
Tomat did not relish the mixture, but the other two
apparently knew whereof they drank, and Feodor, who
proved to be a criminal Yakut exile, begged for some
pure alcohol. I gave it to him, and observed that it
yielded the same mellow fruit in the savage that it does
when planted in the Christian. His spirits soared and
he wanted more, but I stowed away the demijohn in the
boat, and caused him to know that it must not be tam-
pered with. After our first course of tea we put the
kettle on, and, cooking the goose, fish, venison, and a patch
of raw hide from the rear of one of the company’s panta-
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loons all into one glorious stew, divided it equally around
and supped. I then proceeded to inform our guests of
my desire to reach Belun.

To accomplish this I resorted to object teaching, —
drawing a picture of a village with a large dome in the
centre, surrounded by a number of lesser size. Tomat
said “Belunga ” at onee, but took exception to the choice
variety of domes or spires. This being altered to his
liking, I then pictured the whale-boat, with sail, mast,
and spars in place, and all hands on board, which both
promptly pronounced to be * Flotska.” = Next I designed
a man in a canoe in the act of paddling, with two com-
panion canoes in the middle distance, and signified to
Tomat that his was the first canoe, which would be fol-
lowed by the whale-boat, and then his countrymen. I
lastly indicated the direction of Belun, and motioning
him on, uttered the word ¢ Belunga.” He comprehended
the situation immediately, but cried, —

“Soak, soak” (no, no); «boos, boos” (ice, ice);
“ pomree” (die)! and casting himself upon the ground,
he closed his eyes, and otherwise simulated the appear-
ance of a corpse.

We were all at first very much puzzled by shitty, an
exclamation to which they gave frequent vent, and sup-
posed it to be a corruption of the word eity, which they
may have acquired from the Russian traders, since the
latter tongue has borrowed heavily from the German,
French, and English. But upon close attention we
shortly learned that it was an expression of surprise or
wonder. Tomat was bright, and taught us the names of
all his garments and accoutrements. He owned a little
gun — fintofki, and was delighted with our breech-loading
Remington, though somewhat awed at the size of the
bullet and the loud report when Bartlett pulled the trig-
ger, and more particularly so at the hole bored by the
bullet in the stump of a tree. They all gazed with admi-
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ration on our axe and hatchets, but were very proud of
their own, made of un-steeled iron. The blade of the axe
is carried in a leather or hide case to protect the edge,
and is whetted with the steel which accompanies their
flint and punk bag.

Still I could not induce them to pilot us to Belun.
They made many excuses, chiefly the great danger and
distance ; and there was the ice forming on the river,
and the scarcity of food and clothing ; at which they dis-
played their tattered moccasins and other raiment. All
this while, however, they labored to counvince us that
they would very much like to go to Belun, if possible,
since there they could get all manner of good things,
tnter alia, plenty of vodki (rye whiskey). And after
showing us how they would drink a great deal of it, by
putting down one imaginary article of clothing after an-
other in trade or pawn, until at length they could get or
drink no more, they then, to the amusement of all, lay
down and indicated how very sick they would be, or, as
the sailors have it, “Hog oh!” Meanwhile we had
gleaned that balogan was house ; spee, sleep ; olane, rein-
deer ; and ballook, fish ; and by means of these few words
I shortly acquainted them with our wish to proceed at
once to a place where we could eat and sleep. They
willingly assented, and to show me how thoroughly they
apprehended my meaning laid their heads in their hands,
closed their eyes and snored ; then with cheeks distended
they, in fancy, spurted water into their hands, and went
through the act of washing their faces, after their cus-
tom, saying, “ Cushat, cushat, olane, ballook.” This be-
Ing altogether satisfactory to both parties, we pushed off,
and in less than a half hour, under the guidance of our
new friends, arrived safely beneath the huts on the prom-
ontory, which we had tried so strenuously to reach that
day. Hauling the boat and canoes well up on the beach,
we conveyed most of our gear to the huts; I being par-
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ticularly careful, before I abandoned the demijohn, to
empty all of its contents into a small alcohol breaker, of
which the natives knew nothing, and which I carried up-
wards with me. We found the place to be a deserted
village, formerly known as Little Borkhia. It had badly
gone to decay, only several huts remaining habitable,
while a graveyard in close proximity was well filled with
Yakuts or Tunguse. This, I afterwards learned, is the
state of affairs all over the Delta; the cities of the dead
are much more populons and prevalent than those of the
living. For, as the guides told me later on, when a death
occurs in a balogan or hut, it is instantly abandoned ;
and chancing upon a thickly settled cemetery where the
graves were marked by rudely hewn crosses, my guides
would say, —

“ Yakut pomree manorga; Yakut crass manorga” —
(many dead Yakuts ; many Yakut crosses).

We appropriated two huts, built rousing fires, made
tea, and the natives, setting their nets, caught some fish
for our supper. In the mean time our pantomime com-
munications progressed with more or less understanding.
The names of our three friends, we found without ex-
changing cards, were Tomat, Karranie, and Feodor, the
last being a miserable dependent upon the other two.
Tomat informed us that Karranie would go in search of
an old man, Vasilli Kool Gar, whom he called “Ta Ta”
(father), but who, I afterwards learned, was his father-
in-law, and would also bring olane cushat, deer to eat.
Our meal ended, after some additional indulgence in the
delights of conversation we all turned in. This was the
first balogan or hut we had seen which affected a fire-
place, a wooden floor, and berths arranged around the
walls. It is needless to say how wondrously dirty it was,
or how pungent the odor of ancient fish and bones; yet
we were very glad to be so comfortably housed, for out-
side a wild snow-storm raged in the night.
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BeroRE retiring I noticed the natives paid their de-
votions to a small brass icon, in the left hand corner of
the hut, farthest from the door. The bed or berth in this
corner, no matter how the dwelling faces, is invariably
the guest chamber, and over it the icon or icons (for there
are often a dozen or more of them) are placed on a little
shelf, together with a number of small wax tapers the
thickness of a lead-pencil and about three inches long,
which are lighted on special occasions, or, in the case of
wealthy natives, kept burning throughout their devotions.
We passed a restful night, and awoke to a good break-
fast of fish caught over night in the nets which the na-
tives had reset. Karranie had not yet returned, and I
began to doubt the fidelity of the natives, discerning in
their manner, however friendly, a certain fear of us, and
suspecting from their actions that they contemplated
stealing away and leaving us in the lurch. I tried to in-
duce Tomat to embark with us, or pilot us in his own
canoe, but all to no purpose; and when I directed one of
the men to seize and force him into the boat his piteous
demonstrations of dread determined us to go on without
him. The condition of my men, the low state of our
provisions, and my anxiety to reach Belun, where I could
communicate with the Russian authorities and arrange
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for a search for De Long and Chipp, would brook of no
delay. So I took what fish the natives had, and Mr.
Newcomb traded a knife and neck-comforter for a net,
of which we hoped to make excellent use in case of an
emergency. Then with much reluctance I shoved off,
and left our good Tomat standing tearfully on the beach.

He had persisted in assuring us that we could not get
to Belun, but bad pointed out the way to the villages to
the southeast. IHere I was in a quandary. The west
northwest current was running strongly. Danenhower
cautioned me, “Melville, you should go to the south;
not that way.”

But I nevertheless did desire to keep the boat’s head
against the stream ; still the arguments of my companion
and the existence of the villages prevailed, and I endeav-
ored to work along what I conceived to be the southwest
coast of the main river. But the shoals intervened, forcing
us off to the eastward, and we made very little southing.
At length, getting the boat far out into the bay where
we had been the day before, I sighted two tall headlands
to the southward, and believing the river to debouch be-
tween, endeavored all day to reach them. The weather
was raw and windy, the water rough, and it seemed im-
possible for us to proceed a mile in any direction without
lodging on a sand-bank. At two o’clock in the afternoon
I decided to return to Borkhia. The wind meanwhile
had moderated and was fair, but there was no channel,
and the water breaking over the spits and bars drenched
us to the skin, and froze in the boat. The men were ex-
hausted with constant rowing, bailing, pumping, and sail-
ing. Bartlett had called out the soundings from the
time we started, and, wet from head to foot, his clothing
bad frozen stiff ; the tent-pole he used as a sounding-rod
was a mass of ice; and his hands were swollen and
cracked in a horrible manner. The thawing out and
comparative luxury of the night previous had doubtless
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rendered us more tender and susceptible to cold and
pain, for certainly the complaints were now greater than
ever before. My legs from the knees down were covered
with sores and blisters, causing me the most intense
agony. Leach, Manson, and Wilson, being younger than
Cole, appeared to work the boat quicker than he at my
word of command, when Bartlett shouted the soundings
from the bow, but they had been on duty all day and
were now utterly fagged out. Though I had continually
held the sheet, I did so mechanically, my hands having
been robbed of all feeling. Towards night Danenhower
volunteered to steer, but the wind and snow blinded him;
and after several attempts to lay a course according to
the direction of the wind as it blew against his cheek (I
having rolled up the ear-guards of his cap for that pur-
pose), with the almost disastrous result of jibing the
boat, I ordered Leach to relieve him at the tiller, — con-
clnding to anchor for the night under the lee of the first
shoal we encountered, and like St. Paul await the coming
of the day. After trying once or twice to round a point
of land on which we could see the white waves dashing, —
our boat close on the wind and the lee oars in motion to
keep her clear of the shoal, — we at last succeeded, and
found ourselves in deep quiet water behind the bar.

But how to anchor without an anchor or even an ex-
cuse for one! Our only resource was to fasten the boat
to a stake, and even this article being denied us I directed
Bartlett to drive three of the brass-tipped tent-poles far
down into the ooze; and then, that they might not be
loosened or pulled out by excessive strain at the tops, I
caused a loop to be made at the end of the painter, and
this being sunk drew all the strain to the bottom:of the
poles. And thus the boat was held all night against the
wind, which at times blew fiercely. However, to prevent
the loss of the poles should they in any way be set free, I
had a slack, light line securely fixed to their tops. Then
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with paddles driven down on either side to keep her head
to the wind, and one man to watch that she did not drift
from her moorings, the rest of us stowed ourselves away
for the night as best we could. Sleep, to be sure, refused
to slide into our souls ; yet covering ourselves with the
weather-cloths, some pieces of canvas, and the mackintosh
that we had used to spread inside the tent while on the
march, we composed ourselves for rest. But it was bit-
terly cold, and what with the rain, sleet, and snow, our
sufferings were intense. Those of us not already frozen
soon became frost-bitten, and we who were frozen before
were now rendered almost helpless by the fresh freezing
of our limbs, which swelled, and stretched the moccasins
to bursting.

At dawn the storm had abated and the river was tran-
quil ; but the scene that presented itself to our gaze was
one of depressing desolation. Kvery shivering soul in
the company showed plainly the anguish he had endured
the night before; the ropes were frozen and covered with
rime, and the snow-fall of several inches was spread over
the boat and every object in it. The hills and mud flats,
which a few hours earlier were green and black on the
horizon, now glistened in their wintry coat of whiteness;
and so altered was the appearance of the surrounding
country that we could barely distinguish our landmarks
of the previous day. It seemed, however, a simple mat-
ter to return as we had come. I had worked by compass
to the southeast, and should find no trouble in working
back to the northwest. But there was such a bewilder-
ing variety of opinion that I permitted every one to venti-
late himself on the matter until nearly noon, when, the
bank looking very familiar, I concluded to land and
make our meal of tea and fish. Presently we had a fire
blazing warmly, and while some prepared dinner, others
who had argued most vehemently regarding our location
explored along the bank, and no sooner rounded the point

7
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of land under which we had camped than the huts of
Borkhia arose before them in plain sight. Everything
deserving the name of game had long since left the re-
gions round about us, and with the coming of the snow
and freezing of the ponds, the few dilatory ducks and
geese that had abided the maturing of their young were
now winging their southerly flight in straggling pairs or
skeleton flocks. Only the gull and other carrion birds
hovered in sight, or, floating aloft, looked down and
gloated on our misery. Our meal eaten we pushed on,
and towards evening, as we approached the bluff, discerned
with pleasure four natives running to meet us. They
aided us in hauling the boat upon the beach, clear of the
young ice which was fringing the shore, and I noticed
our first three acquaintances were now joined by an old
man whom they pushed forward as their chief, calling
him « Starostz,” ¢ Commanda,” “ Ta Ta,” etc., ete.,, and
who stood with cap in hand saying “Drastie, drastie.”
My own, and the limbs of Leach, Manson, and Lauter-
bach, were so badly frozen that we were forced to crawl
on our hands and knees ; Bartlett, Cole, Newcomb, and
others, though severely attacked, were not disabled ;
while Danenhower and Iniguin were the least affected
of all. The natives assisted us to the hut, where they had
a cheerful fire, and a supply of fish and venison; and ob-
serving in the hands of the men several gulls which New-
comb had shot, intimated that such were not fit to eat, and
gave us fish instead. Yet I cannot understand why they
object to eating gulls when they have so often to resort
to food infinitely more disgusting. I remember that one
of the Jeannette cabin mess asserted that young gulls
were sold in the markets of a great seaport town of the
United States, and esteemed a great delicacy by the élzte
of that place; and though I am willing to give my per-
sonal assurance that many things are more unpalatable,
as we all had cause to know before leaving the Delta,
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still I do not propose to eat a gull or any other carrion
bird when better food is at hand.

I supplemented our supper with an extra kettle of tea,
of which the natives were very fond, and then set about
informing the old man of our utter poverty and our great
desire to be shown the way to Belun, or some other settle-
ment. He grasped the situation, and signified that after
a sleep we would all proceed to a village. I tried to
persuade him to conduct us to Belun, but he joined the
younger men in assuring me that it was impossible, owing
to our want of food and clothing, and the rapid formation
of ice in the river. I was determined, now that I had laid
hands on the natives a second time, not to loosen my grip
under any condition ; and, indeed, had so announced my
intention to the company after our ineffectual attempt to
find a passage up the river; saying then that I would re-
turn and make prisoners of the natives, seizing their ca-
noes and equipment and compelling them to pilot us for-
ward. Happily it was unnecessary to enforce obedience,
for after breakfast, the following morning, we set forth
on our journey. Before shoving off it was important
that the old man, Vasilli Kool Gar, be instructed to
avoid the shallows, since our boat, being larger, drew
much more water than the canoes. Bartlett explained
the matter by catching him by the shoulders and point-
ing out to him the water-line of the boat and then that
of the canoes. Vasilli seemed to understand, and, as a
proof that he did, he cut a mark with a knife on his dou-
ble-bladed paddle, after measuring with it the distance
from the ground to the indicated water-line on the whale-
boat. This seemed a triumph of intelligence, and we
thenceforth had full faith in onr new pilot. I now advo-
cated again that we go to Belun, but met with the same
positive refusal. Ice, cold, starvation, and death, the na-
tives said, would surely overtake us; and they drew in
the snow diagrams of the course of the river, with the lo-
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cation of the villages at which we would have a halt,
winding up their argument by feigning a tragic death
scene. So with the promise on the part of Vasilli that
we would eventually reach Belun, we at last started.

For a while Vasilli ran along the coast in the direction
I had traversed the day before, continuing to the south-
east as long as the whale-boat would float. Two of the
young natives were stationed out ahead on either bow
of the old man’s canoe, finding the channel, and thus
they piloted us over the same flats we had crossed before.
But the water in time becoming more shallow and the
shoals more numerous, Vasilli abandoned the course he
was pursuing and steered off to the eastward, occasion-
ally as high as the northeast. Towards evening he sent
the other canoes ahead, and remained behind encourag-
ing us to advance ; growling, muttering, and entreating,
yet always good-humoredly, while be laughed with us at
our vain attempts to understand the constant chattering
and gibbering kept up between us. We had been pulling
hard against a strong current for several hours, and it
really looked as though we would never round a long
sand-spit which stood in our way, when suddenly a bright
light shot upward from the beach, a mile or so in front of
us. The other natives had forged ahead and built the
first guiding fire that had greeted our eyes since we left
Unalaska. It infused fresh vigor into the crew, and soon
we were hauling out our boat on a bleak, snowy beach,
back of which arose a lofty tundra bank full of fissures
and cuts.

I erected the two tents for our accommodation, giv-
ing the natives the boat sail to set up as a shelter, and
directly the evening was over we all lay down to rest.
The snow-fall of the past few days had made a soft bed
for us, save where the driftwood that littered the beach
pushed through and rendered it lumpy. Our sleeping-
bags, too, from frequent soakings, were denuded of their
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hair, full of holes, frozen bard, and so shriveled up as to
be almost useless. Still was our thankfulness in itself
an allsufficient comfort; thankfulness for the friendly
care and guidance of the natives. I had hidden away
our small residue (about twenty pounds) of pemmican,
and persuaded the natives that we were entirely out of
provisions, in order to urge them forward ; and, at the
same time, I induced them to set their nets and catch
some fish, while I secretly issued a small ration of pem-
mican in the tents. Old Vasilli overhauled our pots and
kettles, but finding no food, supplied us from his canoe-
box with a few little fish, of which we made a watery
stew, long drawn out.

It was very cold, and the wind that arose when the
sun went down blew half a gale. We kept a great fire
going most of the night in safe proximity to the tents,
but shivered, nevertheless, and shook and froze, and
morning found us more unfitted than ever to cope with
our undiminished difficulties. A pint of hot fish soup
and a quarter of a pound of pemmican to each man (the
natives being included in this meal) composed, with the
tea, our breakfast ; and the tents, covered with ice and
snow and frozen like boards, having been rolled up after
a manner and stowed in the boat, we once more pushed
off. Clear of the shoal water of the large bay, we were
now conducted through the serpentine windings of the
river out to sea, around an island to the north of Bukoff-
ski Cape and into the river again, accomplishing a good
day’s journey, and, as darkness fell upon us, we arrived
at two deserted huts on the north side of the eastern dis-
charge of the main branch of the Lena; which I snbse-
quently visited twice during my second search for De
Long. One of the huts was in a much better state of
preservation than the other, but both together could not
shelter us all ; so, from preference, some of the men and
natives set up a tent for their accommodation. The na-
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tives caught two or three small fish, to which Vasilli gin-
gerly added several from the box in his boat. Newcomb
during the day had shot a pair of ducks, and these I
magnanimously presented to Vasilli, telling him that
though we had nothing else to eat, we yet felt called upon
to tender our little all to him, on whom devolved the
responsibility of feeding and speedily bringing us to a
place of safety. My magnanimity was not without its
effect. He peered into our kettle and box, and finding
them empty wished to retwrn the ducks, and proffered
us the last two fish in his canoce, assuring me that his
larder was now as vacant as ours.

Several of the party were so enfeebled by the ad-
ditional freezing of their feet and legs that the boat was
not hauled entirely out, as heretofore, but the gear was
heaped upon the beach, beyond the reach of the water.
The huts, according to custom, were built on the bluff
above the river, and in our frozen condition it was no
mean task for us to struggle nup this height. I had alto-
gether lost control of my legs, and so in ascending the
steep bank leaned on the shoulders of old Vasilli and
Karranie, who afterwards assisted Leach and Lauterbach
in the same manner. Our supper of fish soup was pre-
pared and served in the usual way; Bartlett dividing
the food as equally as possible into the pans, which were
placed on the ground, each man seizing his pan, and Bart-
lett and I appropriating the last two.

Meanwhile Vasilli had cut up his ducks, using a great
deal of water in cooking them, and after we had supped
he generously gave a portion of them, together with
gome soup, to my party. Many, many times afterward
have I seen Vasilli relate to others, and go through the
pantomime of my presenting him with the ducks, when
we were almost dead from hunger, cold, and exhaustion.
The artifice worked well, and I felt the good effects of it
all through my first terrible journey in search of De
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Long ; and even to the time when, leaving the Lena
Delta, I distributed my few remaining fish and small
stores among Vasilli and his neighbors.

Crawling into the huts at night, we invariably removed
our foot gear in order to ease our swollen, blistered, and
bleeding legs and feet. On this particular night, after I
had withdrawn my moccasins, all the natives, one after
another, examined my legs, and, pressing their fingers
into the tumid and spongy flesh, watched anxiously to
see if the indentations would disappear ; and, when
they had remained a considerable while, the natives,
shaking their heads, consulted together with all the grav-
ity of medical doctors, and apparently reached the con-
clusion, that, though I was in a very bad condition in-
deed, yet under the circumstances they could do nothing
for me. What worried me most, however, was the fear
that scurvy was about to break out among us. From my
knowledge of this frightful disease, it seemed too anom-
alous that we, baving endured by far the greatest hard-
ships of any Arctic expedition on record, should be ex-
empt from its fatal clutches. We had passed unscathed
(for Alexia’s case was a mere suspicion) the crucial test
of a long march in wet clothing, under a discipline of
severest toil and lowest diet, such as the whalemen,
hunting from the floe-edges at a distance from their
ships, sink under and perish. All this and more our gal-
lant fellows had undergone ; but now, though frost-bite
could account for the sores, blisters, and curling up of toe
and finger nails, yet I could attribute the dead swelling
of the limbs to nothing else than scurvy; which seemed
also responsible for the soreness of gums that Danen-
hower and Newcomb complained of. And yet time has
satisfied me that my fears were groundless, notwith-
standing the long interval through whichk we had lived
without antiscorbutics of any kind.

Next day we were early out and on our way again,
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now rowing and now sailing, or both, when practicable,
to lessen the labor of the crew. Our pilots would occa-
sionally lead us into difficulty by forgetting that their
canoes drew only three inches of water and the whale-
boat twenty-six. Still they were mindful of our weak-
ness and misery, making as many short cuts as possible;
and towards noon we found ourselves on the bosom of a
broad, deep stream, speeding merrily along under oars
and sail. Vasilli had dispatched a couple of his young
men ahead, and was holding on to the side of our boat,
signing to me that his arms were so tired he could pad-
dle no farther. Yet he appeared desirous of detaining
us pending the reconnaissance and return of the canoes,
insisting that we rest the oars, and, though the wind
was fair, lower the sail. Presently there appeared in the
distance a village of considerable size; but no smoke
arose from the chimneys, and as we drew near the bank
our hearts sickened to find no welcome from man or
beast. It was a mystery to us at first; our stealthy
approach to the place, and its oppressive solitude and
silence. 1 even suspected that the natives had gone on
in advance and hurried the people away; but, upon
closer inspection, I learned that the island, for such it
was, had been deserted for months. Then it dawned on
me that this was a winter village, whose inhabitants had
not yet returned, and that Vasilli had forwarded the two
young men to establish this fact, intending to tarry there
if the natives had arrived, and if they had not, to jour-
ney on to the southward to another village which he
knew to be inhabited. But as we had run by the turn
in the river, Vasilli concluded to stop at Arii, the aban-
doned settlement ; so we landed and occupied one of the
huts. It was in good order, and the window places were
closed against the weather by slabs of wood. We rum-
maged among the huts and store-houses, but found abso-
lately nothing to eat; Newcomb was more successful
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with his gun, shooting several ptarmigan, of which we
made soup. Vasilli, having sent one of the natives to
the neighboring village, bared his arm and showed where
it had been pierced by a bullet or spear near the biceps.
It was shriveled and nigh powerless, and he indicated
that he could go no farther, but had sent for a native
who would pilot us on.

We built a fire and made hot tea, and during the af-
ternoon discerned a canoe and a native pull-away boat
approaching us. The latter resembled a whale-boat in
shape, being sharp at both ends, but having a much flat-
ter bottom. The planks, split about one and a quarter
inches thick, ten inches wide, and long enough to reach
from end to end, were clinker-built, and fastened through
with wooden pegs three-eighths of an inch in diameter.
The frames, of birch or spruce, were about three feet
apart, and the stem and stern-pieces connecting with the
keel, which was chicfly inside, were huge sticks of tim-
ber, with rabbets cut in so as to make a flush finish at
both ends. The work was roughly, though strongly,
done; and a boat of this kind, from six to eight feef
beam and from twenty-five to thirty feet long, will prob-
ably weigh about three times as much as a whale-boat of
the same general dimensions, even though it is without
an iron or copper fastening. The seams are caulked on
the outside with reindeer moss and the fine rootlets of
the peat moss, dug out of the tundra beds and washed
clear of earth.

Our friend Karranie was in the canoe, and the row-
boat contained two men and two women, three of them
rowing while the elder of the men steered. This, Vasilli
made me understand, was the head man of the village,
and a worse-looking old pirate I never saw. He was
short and thick-set, and his eyes, arched over with beet-
ling brows, glittered far back in his head like two little
balls of fire. His hair was cut close, and a like fate, it
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appeared, had befallen his ears, from the bottom of one
to the other of which nearly extended his long, firmly-set
lips, which opened above a great square jaw. The body
of a giant resting on the legs of a dwarf, —and this was
Spiridon. The two women who accompanied him — one
of whom was Mrs. Spiridon, and the other his sister —
had each lost her right eye; and, though meeker in be-
havior than their husband and brother, were quite as ras-
cally in looks. The young man was a boisterous, devil-
may-care youth, all rags and tatters, a savage counter-
part of the numerous ne’er-do-well young man of our
large cities, who is content to laugh and live at his
friends’ expense.

Spiridon, with the women, retired at once to his house,
while Capiocan, the youth, was shortly fraternizing with
the sailors. Vasilli came in to tell me that the starost:
had ,arrived ; so, in company with him and Mr. Dan-
enhower, I called upon the great little man. He was
very stolid and stupid, and would not exert himself to
talk or be at all agreeable. A large pot of tea, which I
otdered to be made in our hut, was carried over, and this
we drank from earthenware cups furnished by the women.
Spiridon then informed me that Capiocan, who was his
protégé and an excellent pilot, would conduct us to the
next inhabited village. Vasilli here explained to the
starostt that we had nothing to eat; so before we started
he handed me a boned goose, inside of which were stuffed
four other geese. Soon we had gathered our few effects
together and were journeying on rejoicing; our good
friend Vasilli, hood in hand, bowing and wishing us fare-
well from the beach. Capiocan and Karranie embarked
with us, and Feodor paddled along in his canoe, at times
in tow of the whale-boat.

At first there was no difference of opinion between the
natives in regard to the course we should pursue; but
presently we came to a place where each one indicated a
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different course, and as Capiocan was our authorized
pilot, I went in the direction pointed out by him, and
soon brought up in water too shallow to float the boat.
This was by no means a strange event in our experience,
for it seemed as though the natives would never under-
stand that the whale-boat drew two feet of water more
than a canoe. We had run into this cut with a fair
wind, and were forced to struggle out of it against wind
and tide. The natives had assured me that we would
reach the inhabited village that night, but we were de-
layed so often in navigating the crooked and shoaly
stream that it became necessary to camp again, which we
did in a couple of old huts on the river bank.

I boiled our boned geese, and they were far too
“gamy” to titillate the palate of the most advanced
gourmand beyond the purlieus of the Arctic regions;
where putrid meat is in general demand, not so much,
perhaps, from choice as from necessity ; for, though there
is a perennial abundance of ice, yet during the summer
months the sun is scorching hot, and, unless the natives
build ice-houses, the game they kill in July and August
will spoil as readily at the Lena mouth as at New York.
The store-houses and huts are built on the high banks of
the river to escape as much as possible the floods which
at times inundate the whole of the Delta, so that the cus-
tomary Siberian ice-cellar is here impracticable. Then,
again, it is an undertaking of considerable magnitude for
these people to excavate a cellar with the tools they have
at command, which consist alone of a wooden spade
tipped with iron, — the tip of an inch and a guarter be-
ing split so as to fit on both sides, and held in place by
iron hooks, which are driven through the spade and
turned up on the back. The iron fitling is sold by the
traders, and the spade is soon fashioned out of a straight
piece of tough spruce. It is a tool in use by all the na-
tives, forming a part of their winter kit to clear away
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the snow from their fox-traps. But the ground is solidly
frozen to an average depth of forty-seven feet in the dis-
trict of Yakutsk; and when a cellar is to be dug a fire
is first built, thawing out a few inches of earth, which
is then removed, and the excavation so continues on
through a succession of fires until a proper depth has
been reached, when the sides are retained with small
round timber, which the next winter freezes in as firm
as a stone wall, and so gives the finishing touches to a
cellar of perpetual gelidity.

And this is a long digression, considering that I merely
wished to say that our ancient and odoriferous geese had
not been kept in an ice-cellar; but as it was a long time
since we had obliterated a good, honest meal, and as it
might yet be longer before another opportunity pre-
sented itself, we absorbed them and turned in. Next
morning it was astonishing how well every one felt after
the night’s rest. To be sure, those of us who were still
frozen remained so, and hobbled painfully along; bub
when sitting in the boat we were all vigorous and strong
in mind, and, above the hips, in body. The suffering in
feet and legs was borne without a murmur until the ex-
piration of every second hour, when it became necessary
to shift the relief at the oars. Then, indeed, the injured
ones anathematized with a vengeance, nor were the re-
torts always conched in conciliatory or loving terms. Yet
on the whole, every one was considerate of the others’
comfort, and there was very little ill-feeling displayed be-
yond these momentary and pardonable outbursts of tem-
per; and,.if the crowded condition of the boat be remem-
bered, — two men sitting on each thwart, and the limbs
of nearly all as sensitively painful as though scalded from
knees to toes, —it need cause no wonder that at every
movement of the boat a shriek of agony should burst from
some member of the company. Towards noon we turned
a long sand-spit in the river, and came into view of a low
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island, on which was pitched a village of probably a dozen
balogans, palatkas, and store-houses, and one spireless
church. Feodor, in haste to herald our coming, shot
ahead, and under the guidance of our two pilots we ran
quickly after, scanning the village with eager eyes and
hearts. Soon we saw the smoke curling above the huts,
and then the crew found voice, —

“J see a man!” “Isee two men!” ¢ Look at the
dogs!” ¢“Hurrah! There’s a woman!” ¢ No,women!”
¢ Look at the young ones!” ete., until finally, as we drew
near to the island and the water shoaled, two or three
canoes put off from the shore, in one of which was a
regular red-headed Russian. We all noticed him at once,
and sang out together, “ There’s a Russian!” He was
evidently pleased, and, bobbing his head, cried “ Ruskie,
Ruskie!” Then we plied him with a hundred questions
in English, French, Spanish, German, Swedish, and every
crooked tongue of which we had a smattering; even
descending to Iniguin’s dialect, whom I told to address
the young man in such Russian as he conld command;
but it was a flat failure, since Inignin doubtless addressed
him in Asiniboine or Chinnook.



CHAPTER VIIL

AT JAMAVELOCH.

Nicolai Chagra. — An Impressive Pantomime.— The ¢ Red Fiend.”
— Qver-ripe but Green Geese.— Devotions.— A Balogan de-
scribed.

THE starosti of the village, Nicolai Chagra, pointed
out where the deep water lay, and soon our boat was
moored to the shore. With clear heads but weak limbs
we all clambered out as best we could, chiefly on hands
and knees. The whole village, to be sure, had come to
greet us; men, women, children, dogs, and all. On the
beach was a number of boats, canoes, sleds, and their
equipment; hunting and fishing gear lay around; and
there were places for the drying and repairing of nets,
together with flats, on the tops of which.some fish were
drying. When most of our gear had been discharged and
the boat secured, some of the women and children took
hold of the sled on which I was seated, watching the oper-
ation of unloading, and dragged me off a distance of sev-
enty-five yards to the house of Nicolai Chagra. Leach
and Lauterbach, who were entirely disabled, followed me
on another sled, or hobbled after on sticks. Nicolai hav-
ing ushered us in with considerable ceremony, we made
mutual attempts at conversation, and I endeavored to post
him on the state of our affairs. Meanwhile the rest of the
crew came marching into the house in a body, armed with
pots, kettles, and sleeping-bags, very much to the conster-
nation of Nicolai, who, flinging his arms around his wife,
whirled her abont and into the corner of the room. He
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had stationed me in the post of honor, or guest corner,
under the icon, and, seeing his dread, I told the men to
retire for a little while until I could explain to him who
and what we were, and what we wanted. But presently
they reassembled in the hut by degrees; the natives, too,
crowded around us, and soon we were all on terms of
good fellowship and in the best of humor. The boiler
was immediately put on and tea made. It was salty, but
we relished it, the natives particularly, to whom it was a
luxury in the summer-time when traders were scarce, and
all food other than goose and deer meat more so. Mrs.
Nicolai Chagra had set a kettle of fish to cooking, and
soon we had a panful of it, boiled, indeed, without salt or
seasoning of any kind, and yet, to us, the most delicions
mess we had ever eaten. While the fish was getting
ready, our host had passed around a small quantity of
tried deer-fat. There was altogether not more than a
couple of ounces of it, and this he broke into little bits
and served to us like sticks of molasses candy. Some
members of the party, carried away by their imagination,
pronounced it the sweetest morsel they had ever tasted.
Had there been enough of it to satisfy one man, he would
perhaps have deemed it a jolly good feast; but, hungry
as 1 was, it seemed to me but a modicum of rancid deer
tallow fried in a dirty pan filled with deer hair.

T ate a piece about the size of a copper cent, nor cared
for more; but some of the men, I noticed, were anxious
to have a second or third chance at the *“pan o’ fat.”
Throughout the entire expedition I never lost my taste
for good things when they were available. On board of
the Jeannette I ate mechanically —as a duty; ate to
keep up my vigor; for, although ours was the best pro-
visioned ship that ever crossed the Arctic Circle, yet so
regular was the diet that many of us came at last to
loathe the sight and smell of the canned food, which at
the beginning of the cruise had been most palatable. It
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palled on us as the partridge did on the man who had
engaged to eat one every day for a month, and I question
if one fourth of all the food issued was consumed.

While the dinner was preparing I undertook to tell
Nicolai Chagra the story of our shipwreck. Yapheme
Copaloff, the exiled Russian, was all mouth and ears,
and seemed more intelligent than the natives. With a
red and blue erayon pencil I pictured the American flag
on a slip of paper, whereupon Yapheme exclaimed,
“ Hurrah Americanski!” and then explained that he
had been a soldier at the fortifications of Vladivostock,
and had seen many American ships. But to make the
Yakuts understand, I drew a vessel which Yapheme
called a shipka, and to the natives said, bulchoi flotska
(a large boat). Then having learned the Yakut word
for ice, namely, doos, I explained that it had crushed
the ship and she had sunk. Yapheme comprehended
quite readily, but the patives were not so bright, and
after a long confabulation between the two, I made use
of a large piece of wood, calling it the shipka. On this
I placed four smaller sticks, viatkas or malink: flotskas
(little boats), and thirty-three chips as the crew. I next
put the table in motion to illustrate the rolling sea, which
they called the byral (sea), and showed how the bdoos
byral (sea ice) had come in on the ship. Then with a
great agitation of the table I spilled the boats and men
from the ship, and threw the latter, along with a
malinki flotska, under the table, to represent how it
had gone under the ice. All appeared to be enlightened
by my pantomime, and the “ohs,” ¢ ahs,” and sighs of
men and women, expressed their sorrow and pity. I
then told off eleven sticks as my crew, and put them on
board one of the three remaining boats; the other two
being assigned thirteen and nineteen sticks respectively.
Advancing all three for many days and sleeps, I next
blew a gale of wind, and amid its roar, or poorga, and
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the surging of the dyral, rolled over two of the boats and
dashed them under the table. But one malinki flotska
remained, and once more telling off myself and men as
the sticks, I finally moored our boat at Jamaveloch, the
name of the village.

The women seemed very much affected by the story,
and examined our frozen limbs, shaking their heads in
compassion, and even weeping over our miseries. After
dinner, Nicolai gave us each a leaf of tobacco, quite a
windfall to those who used it. I did mnot; but I heard
some of the men remark that it was the vilest stuff they
had ever smoked, not excepting the tea leaves and coffee
grounds they had used on the march. So now we con-
tinued the castom of drying our tea leaves for those who
desired to smoke them, much to the astonishment of the
natives, who cut up about equal quantities of wood or bark
with their tobacco. Our large pipes likewise occasioned
them surprise, theirs being very small, and similar in
shape to the Japanese tobacco-pipe, the bowl holding a
ball of tobacco about the size of a large green pea. The
smoke ended, we all lay down to a good sleep, the house
being darkened for that purpose by placing boards against
the inside of the ice-glazed windows. Some of us slept on
the berth-places, others stretched themselves on the floor
in or on their sleeping-bags, and were soon snoring peace-
fully. We, however, whose limbs were frozen so badly,
found no ¢ balmy,” for each beat of the heart forced the
blood in vigorous and painful circulation through oar
throbbing flesh. At dusk we all either awoke, or wére
awakened by the natives preparing our sapper. The in-
variable beverage of tea was handed around, and Mrs.
Chagra, assisted by some of her female friends, put on a
large kettle of ancient but bardy geese, which had long
and honorably served the natives in raising numerous
progeny of their kind. But they had been glanghtered

during the summer, when in pinfeather, and hung in
8
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pairs, with their bills interlocked, across a pole out of the
reach of dogs and foxes, and as they had neither been
plucked nor dressed, the juices of their poor bodies nat-
urally gathered at the extremities; hence, ere freezing
weather set in, the dead geese had generated another and
more prolific family within themselves. So when such
are heated for the purpose of c¢leaning, the natives are
usually saved the trouble of opening them, for the whole
after-part of the fowl drops out of its own accord, —
anything but a pleasing sight to contemplate, particu-
larly if the agony, or inside, be long drawn out. Still we
ate of the boiled geese, and heartily.

Before retiring for the night Nicolai Chagra prepared
a number of small wax tapers and arranged them in front
of the icons. I speak in the plural, for he had a row
of them facing the south, placed on a little shelf in the
northwest corner of the house. They were brass images,
ranging in size from one to four and a half inches square ;
some being merely heads of particular saints, others,
groups of three or more figures, crucifixes, medals, plain
crosses, ete., such as the Greek priests sell or trade to the
Yakuts. The tapers lighted, their ends having been
melted and so stuck on the shelf, all the natives, old
and young, with the women in the background, fell into
line and went through their devotions, apparently with
some extras in honor of our safety. The service con-
sisted in multiform genuflections, bowings and crossings,
with long pauses between, during which they fixed their
eyes on the ground as though in rapt meditation, and at
times they prostrated themselves, kissing the floor, and
touching their foreheads; but they uttered no audible
prayer.

When it was over, they all fell back as though to give
us a chance, and ‘Chagra, bowing towards me, waved
with his hand an invitation to myself and people to fol-
low them in the service. I thought he looked a little
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disappointed at our not accepting, and so, to avoid giving
offense, requested the crew to go through the motions.
Jack Cole, whose honest good spirits were always redun-
dant, vociferated at the top of his voice, much as though
he were calling a watch to duty, —

“Come, fellows, all o’ ye, and say yer prayers!”

Whereupon, followed by many of the men, he took
the lead in the performance of an entirely original cere-
mony. Nicolai then extinguished the tapers, and we all
turned in; some of us, as before, on berths arranged
around the room, and the rest using the floor as a com-
mon bed with the natives, inclusive of our pilots and the
Russian exile, Yapheme Copaloff, who had apparently at-
tached himself, unasked, to my party, as guide, counselor,
and friend. It was evident that he regarded himself as
quite the superior of the natives, although dependent
upon them, at times, for food, shelter, and clothing ; yet,
as the white man, American or European, usually does,
he had assumed a lofty air, and the natives were forced to
bow to it.

A description of Chagra’s hut, the best in the village
of Jamaveloch, will be a fair example of the finest of
that class of permancnt dwellings, commonly known as
balogans or yaurtas, on the Lena Delta, and throughout
the districts of Yakutsk and Verkeransk.

The main or inhabited portion of the building is rec-
tangular in shape, and built of hewn timber, the base di-
mensions being about twenty-four by sixteen feet. The
timber is placed on end in the earth without sills, all
four sides leaning inward about ten degrees out of the
perpendicalar; or when the height of the hut inside is,
say, eight feet in the clear, a plumb line dropped from
the top would fall about two feet from the side of the hut
near the floor. The timber is neatly hewn and squared
down to seven inches in thickness, the width varying
from seven to sevenieen inches, and placed together as



116 IN THE LENA DELTA.

tight as possible, the joints appearing remarkably close
indeed, when the rude implements of the natives are
considered. These consist alone of a ¢ pod-bit;” a very
rank-angled chopping axe with a handle not more than
twenty inches long; and a two-handled drawing-knife
curved to a radius of about three inches, — the saw being
a tool unknown to them.

Horizontal sills or plates are laid on top of the inclined
sides of the hut, and on these in turn a girder, seven in-
ches thick and twelve inches wide, is placed transversely
of the structure, and midway between the front and
rear. A stanchion resting on a block in the centre of the
floor runs up through the hut and supports the girder,
and for the matter of that, the roof too, which is formed
of hewn timber such as the sides are built of. These
rest on the front and rear plates, or stringers, abutting
together on the central girder, and so giving a slight
piteh to the roof ; and the seams in the whole structure
are caulked with reindeer moss. A low door, three feet
high by two feet wide, is cut in one end, and the sill raised
about two feet above the ground, to keep out the cold air.
On each side are cut two windows eighteen inches square,
and occasionally one window of similar size is cut in the
rear. The chimney and fire-place are located in a direct
line midway between the centres of the roof-ridge and
door, facing the rear. The fire-place is made of a box
sixteen or twenty inches high and four feet square, back
of which is the chimney, woven of wattles and small
round timber, its projection being supported by two knee-
pieces like those used in boat building. These also an-
swer as supports for a small mantel-shelf and the upper
end of a rude wooden crane, by means of which the na-
tives swing their large kettles over the fire. The entire
chimney and fire-place are coated with a fine sedimentary
clay, dug from the pond bottoms, and gradually baked
until thoroughly hardened. The box, which is filled
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with earth, may either be pinned together, or, as is often
the case, the four corners may be held in place by eight
stout stakes driven well into the ground.

All well-built huts are floored with slabs, split with
wooden wedges. The interior arrangements are as fol-
lows: A low ¢transom ” or bench, raised about eighteen
inches above the floor, runs around three sides of the
room, but not around that in which the door is cut. It
is about two and a half feet wide, used as a bench dur-
ing the day and converted into sleeping berths at night ;
for it is divided off by partitions, usually three or four
feet high, though now and then reaching to the ceiling.
At the end opposite the door are two berths, and along
either sido there are three, making eight berths in all,
and when they are double or intended for the accommo-
dation of two sleepers, a small ledge-piece, which swings
out on hinges made of thongs and is supported by several
small sticks, can be readily adjusted at night and let
down during the day. The location of the huts is not
determined by any rule of compass or sun, but they are
here and there situated with their backs to the prevailing
wind ; although this caution is by no means generally
observed, and I noticed no regularity in the facing of huts
in any village, those set across the wind appearing as
stable as the others. The disposition of berths, however,
I found the same in all parts of the Delta and north-
eastern Siberia. As viewed from the door, the rear right
band corner is invariably occupied by the host and his
wife; the one opposite in the left hand corner is always
set apart as the guest chamber, and over it is the shelf
of gods or icons. The three berths ranging along the
right hand side of the hut are devoted to the use of
the immediate family, the married sons and their wives
being next or near to their parents according to age or
other condition. On the left, the near relatives start in
at the berth below the guest chamber, commencing with
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the senior aunt or uncle, and terminating at tbe door
with the stranger or dependent. In all huts there are
little spaces of four or five feet between the last berths
on either side and the front end. On the right this
space is where the pots, kettles, and other culinary uten-
sils are kept; on the left a small supply of dry wood is
stored for kindling and bad weather. Extending from
side to side of the hut, and suspended by thongs in
front of the fire-place, is a light trestle-work, made of
poles and slabs, on which the frozen food is placed to
thaw, and likewise the fish intended for the dogs. For
the latter is a practice always observed when possible;
the dogs, in cold or bad weather, being furnished with
hot food. Narrow shelves fitted over the berths to sup-
port small ornaments ; a ditty box for the reception of
valuables, such as needles and thread ; a tea-cup or other
fancy article, and several small, rudely constructed tables,
compose the furniture of the hut. Feather pillows are
quite common among the natives, and their bed-clothing
is of skin, the mattress being made of two, three, or as
many reindeer skins as the prosperity of the house will
permit. In almost every inhabited hut I saw one or
more old person, male or female, who occupied a corner
near the door; a sort of “ granny,” generally blind, al-
ways miserable, poor, ragged, and dirty —living on the
few scraps of food to be found in the refuse of the house-
hold. I never could learn whether this personage was
a parent of my host or hostess, who would only observe
that he or she was one of the old and poor. At any rate
these aged pensioners of either sex are kept constantly
employed, whether blind or not, manufacturing and re-
pairing the horse-hair nets. Blindness, I may say, is a
disease peculiar to the people of this region. Dr. Ca-
pello, surgeon-general of the district under the command
of General Tschernaieff, informed me that forty per cent.
of all the natives north of Yakutsk are totally blind, and
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sixty per cent. are partially so, or have lost one eye, and
I cannot remember having visited any hut north of Ya-
kutsk wherein one or more of the occupants was not af-
flicted with some affection of the eye. Syphilis prevails
to an awful extent among them ; and by their mode of
washing, which consists in filling their mouths with
water, spurting it into the hollow of their hands, and then
rubbing their faces, they manage to rub into their eyes
the virus from their diseased mouths. The glare of the
snow, too, their filthy habits, and the smoky atmosphere
of the huts, all give rise to or aggravate this terrible af-
fliction.

When the wooden structure is finished, a row of up-
right timber, three or four feet high, is planted around,
and about two feet, from it. The intermediate space is
filled in with earth during summer and trampled down
with the feet; and finally a layer of soil and tundra sods,
a foot thick, is raised up to and on top of the hut, being
well packed and tramped. The balogan is now complete ;
in shape, a frustram of a pyramid of rectangular base,
and, in external appearance, an earth mound or butte,
from which, indeed, it can only be distinguished at a great
distance by the presence of smoke. An outer apart-
ment is next added to the front of the main building,
generally of the same width, but not so high, and only
about half as long or as substantially built. At right
angles to it is a still smaller and frailer structure, fully
strong enough, however, to withstand the gales, and sup-
port the snow, which during the winter months assail and
envelop it. A peculiarity of this attachment is, that it
is invariably located on the right hand side of the outer
building as one enters it.

These three apartments are permanent and constitute
the habitation proper, but, as winter approaches, a light,
temporary building of poles is erected, and covered with
snow. It is taken down when spring opens, and stowed
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away for the next season. I have seen another similar
structure intended as a winter lodge for the dogs, or
bitches with pups, and in which they were fed from a
log trough. These two are only built when the ground
is covered with snow, which is heaped upon them with
wooden shovels, and, later on, the natural snow-fall fills
in every crevice. The first outer apartment is used as
a general store-room. In it all the fur clothing, fishing
gear, dog harness and sledge equipment are kept; and
here the visitor deposits his outer garments. It also acts
as a weather porch to the main dwelling, and, at times,
the fish or salted fish-bellies, which are traded to the
Russians, are stored therein. The smaller attachment to
the right, entered through a swinging door, is used as a
provision store-room, in which the winter food supply of
venison, fish, or geese, and all furs intended for trade, are
kept. No light is admitted into these outer buildings,
unless, perbaps, it be through a sky-light of crystal-like
ice in the roof, the object being to keep them always
cool. The contrary is, of course, the case in the main or
living apartment, where the windows are glazed with
translucent ice, abundantly collected in the fall and re-
served for winter use. Considerable light shines through,
though, to be sure, outside objects are not visible; but
the heat on the inside during the day gradually destroys
the windows, which are scraped clean every morning
with a little iron instrument made for the purpose. For
at night, when the fire is permitted to die out, a coating of
rime collects on the inner surface of the ice- pane, pro-
duced by the exhalations of the sleepers,—a board always
being placed on top of the chimney to prevent the escape
of heat; and I have seen forty persons sleep in a hut
whose dimensions were sixteen by twenty-four feet, and
seven feet in height. The glazing operation is readily
accomplished. When the fresh-water ponds have frozen
to a depth of six inches, blocks of ice are cut out and car-
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ried to the house-tops, out of the way of the dogs. So
that, now a window requires glazing, the old melted pane
is knocked out from the inside, and a fresh cake of ice,
chopped to the correct size, instantly inserted ; the chinks
being « puttied ” in, as it were, on the outside with wet
snow, taken from a ready kettle or boiler, and, as this
freezes immediately, a “pane of ice” eighteen inches
square and six inches thick has thus been set in a few
minutes. Before going to bed, boards, fitted for the pur-
pose, are stood in the window places to protect the ice
against the heat of the hut; and it is interesting to watch
the gradual destruction of the panes by the currents of
warm air, governed by the location of the fire-place, the
depth of window recess, and the partition of berths.
Slowly they melt outward, until, finally, the blessed day
appears, and with 1t the necessity for more ice.

Such is a general description of the residence of Nico-
lai Chagra, and, with slight modifications, of the hut in
which myself and party spent the thirty days following
our sudden return to Jamaveloch.

And now, to revert. We awoke the next morning
(September 28th) greatly refreshed by our night’s rest,
and, after an enlivening application of cold water to our
heads and faces, breakfasted on boiled fish and the ever-
present tea. The day was stormy, but I made Nicolai
understand that we must proceed at once to Belun. He
expostulated vehemently, saying that the poorga, car,
and boos (wind, snow, and ice) would surely cause us to
perish. Hobbling outside, I took a look at the weather.
It was blowing briskly, and the heavy, driving clouds
portended a gale of snow. So there was nothing to be
done but await a lull, and it came sooner than I expected.
At ten o’clock the sun shone through the dark masses of
vapor, the wind sank to a gentle breeze, and presently I
bad hustled Nicolai Chagra and odr two pilots into their
canoes, — Yapheme, “ The Red Fiend,” accompanying us
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in the whale-boat. Nicolai had furnished me with sixty
fish as provisions, besides stowing a small piece of venison
in his own canoe, but as he told me it would require fif-
teen sleeps to make the journey to Belun, I replied that
the supply of fish was not sufficient. He pointed to the
pets in the three canoes, signifying that fish would be
caught as we progressed, and I was satisfied, remember-
ing old Vasilli's faithful catches. Before starting I
lightened the whale-boat as much as possible; present-
ing to Nicolai one of the tents and poles; an empty al-
cohol keg (having poured that precious fluid into the
India-rubber bottles that we had originally filled with
water and lime-juice) ; our large axe, and some other ar-
ticles. At last, when the natives had kissed each other
good-by after an unusual amount of “hoodooing” before
their fetiches, and our cripples were limping to the river
and into the boat, Leach, whose feet were shockingly
frozen, begged to be left behind, saying that he would
rather stay at Jamaveloch than risk the chances ahead.
He and Launterbach had lost all spirit; but it was at
Leach’s rapid and sudden change from cheerfulness to
despondency that I was more astonished. Of course, I
would not listen to his entreaties; so, very reluctantly,
he embarked with the rest.



CHAPTER IX.
SIBERIAN LIFE.

Balked again.— The “Balogan Americanski.” — A Row with the
Starosti, — Catching Fish. — Deer and Geese Hunting.

ForLrowep by the hearty well-wishes of the villagers
and the tearful remonstrances of Mrs. Nicolai Chagra, we
set out upon the river under oars or sail, as best we
could, with the canoes leading the way. Shortly after
starting we came up with young ice running in compact
streams; and the wind increased until the boat was al-
most unmanageable. Our pilots had changed their course
in order to round a point of land, and so gave us a dead
pull to windward, which, in our lamed condition, was no
child’s play. The boat was loaded down to its utinost
capacity, and grounded repeatedly on the shoals, making
several narrow escapes from capsizing, while the seas
rolled over us. Presently the natives became frightened
at the surrounding ice, and seeing how fast we were bail-
ing and the utter impossibility of our gaining any head-
way, motioned me to turn back, they having already
cleared the shoals into deep water and started on their
journey home. However anxious I was to reach Belun,
it was now imperative that I be cautious in my actions
and not risk the lives of those intrusted to my care, for,
should the river freeze us in between Jamaveloch and
Belun, the probabilities were that a majority would per-
ish from cold and starvation, since but two or three in
the party could walk, and even their powers of endur-
ance were very much reduced. Besides this, and the al-
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most insurmountable difficulties of navigation, how could
I proceed forward without the natives ?

So, back we turned, and in less than an hour were
again at the village. The inbabitants were out to greet
us, and, when the lame had serambled up the steep bank
and the boat had been discharged, the natives urged me
to haul it out on land. This I, at first, refused to do,
still hoping to make the passage to Belun in the boat,
and fearing that by careless handling they might further
damage it, for it was already in a sorry condition, leaky
and rickety. Still, gathering from their vigorous talk
and pantomime that they feared the wind and ice would
carry it out to sea, I finally consented, and the sequel
proved the soundness of their advice. So I witnessed
the operation, sitting with Leach and Lauterbach, be-
cause of our infirmity, on dog-sleds, and when it was
over we were all conducted to the hut of one Gabrillo
Passhin, a deer-hunter, pending the preparation of our
new quarters,— a vacant hut which was put in order for
our reception, and into which we shortly moved. And
it was while storing our boat gear and equipment of all
kinds in the outer apartment that, very much to my cha-
grin, I found that the bag containing the sixty fish for
our journey had been captured by Nicolai Chagra.

And now for the present we were dependent for food
upon the generosity of the natives. Our hut, though
airy and the chimney smoky, was still, withal, in a fair
condition ; and I portioned off the space as equally as
possible, making such regulations for the government of
the men as seemed to me indispensable to their health
and comfort. Of the seven double berths in the hut, five
were each occupied by two men ; Danenhower and my-
self sleeping singly in the remaining pair, for by the ad-
dition of the *“ Red Fiend” my party now numbered
twelve. I divided the men into two daily reliefs for car-
rying wood and water, or ice, of which there was an



SIBERIAN LIFE. 125

abundance on the island or along its shores. It was out
of the question for Leach to perform any duty, and I
also excused Messrs. Danenhower and Newcomb, since
there was little or nothing to be done beyond the taking
of judicious exercise. The office of cook was filled by
the men best able to walk about and carry wood ; Char-
ley Tong Sing, the steward, doing duty the first week,
and Manson, Wilson, and others succeeding him. I as-
sembled the crew and reminded them of the circum-
stances under which we were placed. How after a long
march we were now nearly naked, and entirely subject
to the bounty of the natives for what little food we might
obtain, and, as we would doubtless be obliged to stay
there for some time to come, the wisdom and necessity
of conducting ourselves in a peaceable manner must be
patent to all. Then, too, after our hardships, there was
danger of scurvy or other sickness breaking out among
us, and the only way to contend against this was to live
as we had before, in good fellowship, keeping as bright
and cheerful, and as dry and warm, as possible, con-
stantly exercising without fatigning ourselves; and when
the river had frozen over an effort would instantly be
made to communicate with Belun.

Nicolai Chagra daily furnished us with four fish,
weighing in all about sixteen pounds, and of these we
made a long sonp, that is, a soup economically lengthened
out with water. I still adhered to my old plan of equally
distributing the contents of the kettle in pans, and so in-
sured a fair division of our food ; although it was amus-
ing at times to see two persons seize the same pan and
struggle over it, until, through feebleness or complaisance,
either surrendered ; or to watch those who, their hunger
overcoming their manliness, would, with a watery mouth
and rapt eye, gaze on the pans in process of filling, edg-
ing their way the while towards the one they accounted
the largest, and at the word “Go!” grab it triumphantly.
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Yapheme took his soup and fish along with the rest of
us, and we led a comparatively happy life in our « Ba-
logan Americanski” (American House). Beyond the
petty tiffs growing out of arguments, in which, as is gen-
erally true, there was more talk than logic, little or no
quarreling occurred among the crew. And their discus-
sions usually ended in a loud guffaw at some happy hit
made by a party to the argument.

Yapheme taught us the Russian and Yakut languages,
and acted as our interpreter. The men constructed
checker-boards and chessmen and repaired their cloth-
ing. The first night in our new hut I drew up a letter
to the officer commanding the district, outlining the cir-
cumstances which had brought us to Jamaveloch and re-
questing him to forward a copy of my letter to the
American minister at St. Petersburg. Copies were writ-
ten in French, German, and Swedish; and a few old
letters or envelopes belonging to some members of the
party being added as proof of our identity, all were done
up in a package, and then securely sewed within an oil-
skin bag, cut from an old piece of clothing. Mr. Danen-
hower and myself walked over to the starosti’s hut, and
impressed him with the importance of dispatching the
package at once to the Commandant at Belun. He un-
derstood, and promised to send it as soon as possible ; and,
in order to urge him to action, the package was sewed up
in his presence by his wife. He then told us that it
would be ten or fifteen days before the bay could be
crossed in safety. A light fall of snow bad occurred dur-
ing the night, and the river, as far as the eye could reach,
was covered with ice, save in mid-channel and a few
spots. I now knew why the natives were so anxious for
us to baul the whale-boat out on the bank above the
river. I had supposed they dreaded a storm ; but it was
for fear the boat would be frozen in, and then a storm
coming on would break up the ice and carry it out to sea.
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So now there was nothing else to be done. Mrs.
Chagra gave us some fish to eat, and we trudged back to
our hut to await the solid freezing of the bay.

At this time our situation seemed very uncertain to
me. We had not yet become fully acquainted with the
temper of the natives, about whom very little was written
or known. On board ship there had been a record of a
Russian officer, who, accompanied by his wife and thirty
or more Cossacks, had attempted to winter at the mouth
of the Lena; but who, although bountifully supplied
with food, and in full communication with the natives,
had, with his whole party, perished of scurvy. What
then was the outlook for us, who had already accom-
plished a wonderful retreat, and who, utterly worn out,
lame and half-famished, were now living on decayed
geese and a very limited supply of fish? We certainly
could not exist through the winter at Jamaveloch; for,
should scurvy, perchance, favor us with its absence, I felt
confident that either typhoid fever or poisoning, as a
result of the food we were eating, would break out
among us.

We possessed buf very few articles to barter away to
the natives, and they, indeed, could spare as few as we.
Our clothing was worn out, and we repaired it by sewing
pateh on patch. Soaking our swollen limbs in warm
water we soon found to be a pleasant, temporary relief
from pain. The frost-bite and sores healed rapidly, the
swelling subsided, and to my great delight we all gained
in strength and happiness —all save Leach, from whose
toes the flesh had wasted away, exposing the bones. Gan-
grene bhad apparently set in, and if they were neglected
for a day the odor was unbearable. Bartlett was his
constant attendant; daily preparing a kettle of hot water
in which he bathed and cleaned the sores, and, with a
jack-knife in hand, pared away the flesh in a masterly
manner. Bub at this time Leach seemed ill all over.
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He had lost heart, and sald he did not care whether
school kept in or not. Although a brilliant fire was con-
tinually burning, and he sat so close to it that his jacket
blazed, he yet complained of the cold, and when told that
he was on fire said that it made no difference to him, he
would get another jacket. Indeed, to all appearances it
was quite an effort for him to tolerate the kind attentions
of «“Dr.” Bartlett.

Thus our daily routine ran on. The geese, which com-
prised one of our two meals per day, bad been killed
during the summer while nesting, and as a consequence
were inordinately poor and proportionately tough. Yet
if this had been all, our food had been agreeable; but, as
I have mentioned elsewhere, the geese, which tide the
natives over the hard times they experience between the
going of the deer and the coming of the fish season,
though dead, are often found to be alive again, and any-
thing but pleasant to the taste. It was Bartlett’'s daily
duty to obtain our supply of four geese and four fish from
Nicolai Chagra, and we had been living on good terms
with our dusky neighbors, until, one morning going as
usual on his honest errand, Bartlett was surprised to
have Chagra hand him three instead of four fish for our
breakfast. Of course, he remonstrated, when Chagra,
after considerable talk and gesticulation threw, in great
anger, a partially rotten goose at Bartlett ; who, there-
upon, in good American style, sprang at the repentant
starostt and chased him through the village. We now
received information that fish, and, indeed, food of any
kind, was very scarce in the village, and there was danger
of our supplies being entirely cut off. Yapheme cau-
tioned us against bartering away with too liberal a hand
our small store of articles; but what I most feared was
that the natives, being somewhat wandering in their
habits, might, unknown to us, fold their tents like the
Arabs, and as silently steal away in the night, and so
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leave us in the lurch. For after all, whether by barter-
ing or not, we must depend upon them for our food, and
when none was left, they doubtless would travel from
place to place in search of some; eventually, perhaps,
quartering themselves on their more fortunate neighbors,
the men, women, and children lightening the burdens of
their friends by assisting them to fish and make nets.

Meanwhile the “ Red Fiend” continued to instruct us
in the mysteries of the Russian and Yakut tongues, with
which we all became more or less familiar. Iniguin, our
North American Indian from Norton Sound, was guite a
curiosity to the villagers, and at once sprang in great
favor, when it was made known that he, too, had been
nomadic like themselves. They were Tunguses, they
said, and we informed them that Iniguin was an American
Tunguse; and soon he was visiting around among his
copper-colored brethren and sisters, who began straight-
way to make and repair his moccasins and clothing ;
until, finally, it was noised around that Iniguin had
found a sweetheart in the village, which he blushingly
acknowledged, and, in praising her good qualities, said,
“ Him plenty good little old woman.”

In daily visiting the edge of the bay to test the
strength of the ice; in spinning yarns; in speculating
on the fate of the first and second cutters, and the length
of our detention at Jamaveloch — thus we passed the
tardy hours. Some of the men would go down fo the
shore and watch the natives hauling in their nets ; and,
as the fish became more plentiful, would augment our
scanty supply — no matter how.

And, while on the subject of fishing, I will enlighten,
in a very few words, those of poor De Long’s critics who,
I have noticed, wonder why  the fool did not catch fish,
in which the rivers abound ?”” The fact is, that he did
try to catch fish with the only means he had at hand —

hook and lines, which I recovered and brought back to
9
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the United States. But fish are by no means procurable
in the Lena River at all seasons of the year, and when
they are (for a couple of brief months) the natives take
them entirely by nets, not knowing, indeed, what a hook
or line is. It would have been manifestly out of the
question for us to have burdened ourselves on the march
with a net or nets, and hence it should be plain to the
reflecting reader why De Long and his party did not sub-
sist on fish.

It is not until October, when the ice covers the bay,
that the fishing season sets fully in. Then the finny
tribes run as elsewhere, ascending the rivers to spawn
and descending later on. The nets are made entirely of
white horse-hair, white manes and tails forming a large
proportion of the stock of the few traders,— the natives
preferring the white since it is not so readily seen by the
fish. Their net-making is one of the most tedious pro-
cesses imaginable ; and at it the women, old and young,
and the blind stranger or other pensioner who sits wea-
rily behind the chimney-place, are almost constantly em-
ployed. The first operation consists in pulling out five,
seven, or nine hairs, and “fairing ” the ends at the roots,
which the blind accomplish by pressing them against the
tongue and so tying the knots. After which, during a
second handling, they are twisted into a strand, and then
knotted by short pieces into the net, a small stick serving
for the size of the mesh, but no needle being used to pass
the strand, as the custom is with our fishermen. I no-
ticed that the tongue and .teeth play a prominent part in
the knotting or weaving of their nets; which, when fin-
ished have from a two-and-a-half to a three-and-a-half
inch mesh; are from a fathom to a fathom and a half
deep; and are from fifteen to twenty fathoms long. The
top lines are kept afloat by means of light wooden buoys;
and the bottoms are held down by a series of weighted
hoops, six inches in diameter, made of wood, split in two,
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after the manner of cane-seating for chairs; and to
which, when twisted into shape, and neatly sewed with
flexible rushes, stones are fastened. The idea is to keep
the nets free of the mud while the floats preserve them
in a vertical position.

When a net is to be set after strong ice has formed, a
row of holes is cut across the proper channel, and a long
pole is pushed under the ice from hole to hole, carrying
with it a horse-hair rope a little longer than the net, the
length of which is consequently less, by a couple of fath-
oms, than the distance apart of the extreme holes. Then
by hauling through the rope, and paying out the net,
until it is all under the ice, the ends being fastened to
stakes, the net is set and ready to capture the fish in its
meshes. The middle and intermediate holes are now
permitted to freeze over; but it becomes a necessary and
most arduous duty to keep open those at either end, in
order to haul out the net, which is done every morning
and night, or, if the fish are running in large quantities,
as often as every four hours, no matter how low the tem-
perature or how high the wind. To break and keep open
the holes, an ice-pick made of iron, fitted on the end of a
short, stout pole, is used, — the broken ice being cast out
and thrown up into hills by means of an oval-shaped
wooden sieve attached to a pole.

The natives here, and, indeed, all along the coast of
Siberia, live upon the game peculiar to each season. In
the spring-time they lie in their canoes, ambushed under
the high river bank, and await the coming of the rein-
deer, which have favorite crossing-places on their annual
migrations to the north. The herd marches across the
tundra until the water edge is reached, when the leader
strikes boldly out for the opposite shore. They wade
and swim unmolested until the whole herd is well out in
the stream, and then the hunters dash forth in numbers
from under cover of the bank, each armed with a long
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spear or lance, which rests in the crotch of a forked deer-
horn placed in the bow of the canoe, in order to keep
the spear in readiness and protect it, as well as the oc-
cupant, from harm. As the hunters dash whooping and
yelling into the midst of the herd, the deer are paniec-
stricken, and, losing the guidance of their leader, strike
out in all directions. Although excellent swimmers, the
poor animals, which can fly like the wind over the smooth
heath or tundra, are now at a disadvantage ; for the na-
tives are in their most congenial element, and, nimbly
plying their paddles, dart and flash about from one vic-
tim to another, working quick and sad havoc among the
stately drove with the deadly thrusts of their lances.
The action is continued while a living deer is in the
water, and, when there is none left, the floating carcasses
are towed to the shore, where the women and children,
if at hand, assist in cleaning and preparing the meat.
Meanwhile those of the herd which escaped injury have
scampered away in safety until the next crossing is
reached ; while the fugitive wounded are followed up by
the young hunters on the opposite shore, or sometimes
are tracked by the dogs.

In autumn, when the herds are wending their way to
the south, the slaughter is repeated, and thus are two
seasons of the hunting year filled in, during which the
patives are comparatively well fed ; while through the
summer and winter they rely for food upon the fish and
geese. These latter are sometimes killed with bow and
arrow. Another means of securing them consists in run-
ning a line of horse-hair nooses across a point of land or
convenient place frequented by the geese. These nooses
are fastened to short, flexible rods after the manner of
fishing-poles, which are then stuck into the ground, and
the snares are arranged so close together that it is impos-
sible for the game to thread its way through the line un-
caught. The geese settle on the point of land to feed;
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whereupon the native boy or woman approaches them,
and they gradually retreat full into the real danger, and
the nooses tighten around their necks, until the whole
flock has been driven through the line of poles or fright-
ened away by the fluttering wings of the captives, which
the natives soon dispatch with heavy sticks. During the
nesting season the eggs are also gathered in large quan-
tities and buried in the earth until winter; their state of
incubation, howsoever far advanced, mattering but little
to the accommodating taste of the native, who, in fact,
makes use of all kinds of eggs and finds no fault with
the fresh ones. And thongh when eating them raw the
mere presence of a young bird in the shell does not seem
to perturb him, yet I have noticed that everywhere he is
particular, when frying his eggs, to pick out the yellow
feathers from the pan. Yapheme supplied us at differ-
ent times with these eggs, which we fried in the ortho-
dox American style —sans feathers. There was, at first,
some little discussion in the hut as to the propriety of
using the over-ripe eggs, but I finally concluded to cook
them all together; and thus the identity of the poor
little geese was lost in the ¢ scramble.”



CHAPTER X.

KUSMA TO OUR RESCUE.
Incidents in our Balogan. — Kusma. — Faithless Spiridon.

MANY were our projects, at one time or another, to
make forced marches from Jamaveloch to Belun. Aye;
but we had neither food, clothing, sleds, nor guide, and
the distance was two hundred and eighty versts — across
the bay, over a mountain range, and along the ice-gorged,
but still broken, Lena River. = It pleased me to sit and
listen to the numerous and diverse plans proposed for our
relief by one and all; and I thought to glean a word of
wisdom, a ray of hope. But there were too many * ifs”’
in all the schemes. ¢ If we had” — «if we only had” —

However, with the exception of a little difficulty which
grew out of the trading proclivities of one of my party,
the days passed pleasantly enough with us in the village.
We had repaired our clothing and health, our limbs were
rapidly healing, and we were now on good visiting terms
with our neighbors. In the difficulty mentioned I did
not think our Yankee peddler nearly so shrewd as the
Russian copert; and he desired to retreat after the bar-
gain had been partially executed. The matter was
referred to me, and, sleeping upon it, I decided that a
bargain was a bargain, even though one of my people be
the loser, and notwithstanding he alleged that in addi-
tion to the copert’s advantage in the trade, he was also
indebted to my countryman for medical services in having
cured him of a bad cold by means of homeopathic doses
from a private store of sugar-coated pellets. Saving this
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and a well substantiated charge preferred against one of
the men of having stolen and eaten from our scant store
of venison, there were no disputes, no ill-feeling among
us —the familiar sailor growls counting for naught, of
course, since they ended, as usual, in smoke. But I
must note an exception in the case of Wilson, who,
acting as cook for the time being, did once hang up the
geese over his bunk in order that they might thaw out
during the night and so be ready in the morning to pluck
and clean for breakfast. They thawed, it is true, but
too freely, for the juices and intestines dropped out and
fell upon Leach, who was slumbering alongside of Wilson.
And yet even the commotion occasioned by this incident
was pleasantly smoothed over by some one saying that
Leach should not growl, since he was getting more than
his share of goose, and if he didn’t like or want it, he
had only to put it back again.

One afternoon, while we were still waiting for the bay
to freeze, and wondering what the day might bring forth,
our “Red Fiend” entered the hut in a flurry and very
ceremoniously introduced his friend Kusma Germayeff,
a Russian soldat. He was a bright, intelligent looking
man, and I at once hoped far more from him than from
any one we had yet met; and so told him who we were,
as Yapheme had indeed done before. I complained to him
that the natives were dealing deceitfully with us; that
Nicolai Chagra was feeding us on putrid geese, which, I
feared, would sicken us unto death ; that we were soldiers
of America, and that General Tschernaieff, Governor of
Yakutsk, would surely punish any of his people who
would permit us to suffer for want of anything in their
possession that would contribute to our health and com-
fort. And, finally, I said that if he, Kusma, would
journey to Belun with my letters, and bring me back
food, clothing, and reindeer teams, I would give him the
whale-boat and five hundred roubles; provided, however,
he start at once.
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That was impossible, he said. The bay was still open
in places, and although he had succeeded in picking his
way across it from the main-land, it had been a very dan-
gerous feat. He was a small trader, and had undertaken
the risk in order to barter with the natives; and though
he had but few provisions at his hut, he would send us
all he could spare; and thereupon handing me what salt
there was left in his salt-box, which he carried with him,
he assured me that in four days, on Thursday ( Chick-
verk), he would come again. I could purchase a reindeer
for food, he thought, from a friend in his village, who
would accept my promise to pay; and as Mr. Danen-
hower suggested that some one should accompany Kusma
and secure it, as well as any other procurable provisions,
I consented to his going, with orders to return as speedily
as possible.

It was night when they started, and Danenhower came
back the next morning, bringing with him some leaf
tobacco; some sugar; five pounds of salt; about five
pounds of rye-meal, and the dressed carcass of a young
deer, weighing about ninety pounds. The venison was
a great luxury to us, but greater than it by far was the
salt, a taste of which had not been afforded us for weeks.
Indeed, we had saved in all but four pounds of salt from
the ship, and this amount quickly disappeared among
thirty-three men, though we only used it in bear, seal, or
walrus stews. When it had entirely given out, we found
a substitute on the retreat in the shape of salt water;
but if this be added to a stew too liberally, or in the
early stage of the cooking, it renders the mess bitter and
unfit to eat, owing to the presence of the bitter and pur-
gative element in sea-water, which, in the manufacture of
salt, is drawn off before the sodium chloride is deposited.
Salt water, of course, cannot be procured at Jamaveloch,
which is pitched along the fresh-water estuary between
the mouth of the Lena and the outlying islands in the
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Arctic Sea. Hence, at the Delta salt is worth a rouble
per pound, and is used as sparingly by the natives as is
cayenne pepper in our households; a thimbleful of salt
amply supplying a family of ten persons for a day —if,
indeed, they be so fortunate as to get any in a month.

With these fresh provisions and an increased supply of
fish, our prospects began to brighten, and Kusma's ex-
pected coming to make final arrangements for his jour-
ney to Belun was now the topic for our hourly and
almost constant comment. The question arose whether
it would not be advisable to send one of the party along
with Kusma to facilitate matters and stir up the Russian
official, who, as a class, is the most notorious of procras-
tinators. Bartlett, in whom I placed full confidence in
all things, asked permission to go, and I was inclined to
grant his request, but as Mr. Danenhower remonstrated,
saying it would be derogatory to him, I held my decision
in reserve. I was in a quandary. Captain De Long had
ordered me not to permit Mr. Danenhower to do any
duty, and, although I was now independent of De Long,
still I did not feel called upon to disobey his orders, for
it was probable that upon my arrival at Belun I might
there find him or Chipp; albeit the general opinion was
that both had been lost in the gale.

At length the expected day arrived, and with it be-
times camne Kusma, true to his agreement. Again I went
over the points in our contract, and urged him to make
haste. He assured me that he could perform the journey
to and from Belun in five days. Then, when I asked if
he could take a courier from my party, his prompt reply
dissipated my perplexity. No, he could not. Why?
He had but seven dogs and would have to secure more,
since one man with his equipment and dog-food would
weigh four hundred pounds, and, consequently, the addi-
tion of a courier with outfit would increase the load to
eight hundred pounds. Then, too, if he must go quickly,
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he could not be burdened with a man requiring care and
attention; he must have, if any, some one who would be
an aid to him, not a charge. If alone, he could go and
return in five days, but otherwise not. And this settled
the question.

I had prepared certain dispatches to the United States
Minister at St. Petersburg, and to the Secretary of the
Navy; but as I expected so soon to see or hear from the
Russian authorities, I did not think it wise to send them ;
for since I had written the originals our situation had
materially improved, and I had no desire to alarm the
world with news until I was altogether sure of it ; hence
I refrained from telegraphing information of De Long’s
fate until I bhad first viewed his dead body. Yet, as the
sequel will show, my delay in sending the dispatches
made no difference in the final results, beyond postpon-
ing the arrival of the news in the United States of my
landing at the Lena Delta.

On the 14th of October Kusma left Jamaveloch,
promising to return in five days. Would he keep his
word ? I had learned by this time that lying is not con-
sidered a sin either by the natives or the Russian peas-
ant; on the contrary, if cleverly done, it is rather re-
garded in the light of an accomplishment; and during
the whole of my stay in Siberia I found it practiced
everywhere, as well in the most trivial as in the most
trying circumstances. Immediately after Kusma had de-
parted for “ Tamoose,” his place of abode, I was suddenly
reminded by Danenhower that I bad forgotten to instruct
him to spread the news, as he traveled along, of the loss
of the other two parties, and to offer in my name a re-
ward of one thousand roubles to any person who would
bring me information of their whereabouts. To make
good this neglect, I sent over Danenhower, upon his own
request, to Tamoose. He returned the next day, and in-
formed me that Nicolai Chagra, our starosti, would ac-
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company Kusma to Belun. This, at first, was a very
surprising and unwelcome piece of intelligence to me,
for I could not understand it to be otherwise than some
arrangement between the two calculated to defeat or in-
terfere with my plans ; and it was not until some time
afterward that I learned that Kusma, being a criminal
exile, was prohibited under a penalty from visiting Belun
unless accompanied by the starosti. And they started
together, I heard, on the 16th, leaving us to count with
impatient anxiety the days of their absence.

On his visits to Tamoose, Mr. Danenhower had been
told by Kusma and the natives that Cape Barkin was only
forty versts to the northeast of us, — a wretched untruth,
the distance being about one hundred and ten versts, in
a bee-line. However, Mr. Danenhower was anxious to
proceed there on a search, and I reluctantly gave him
my permission, but cautioned him not to cross running
streams or broken ice, or to jeopardize himself in any
way so as to delay my party beyond the return of Kusma,
four days thence. He had previously gone to Tamoose
and back in company with Spiridon, the villainous-look-
ing Tunguse whom we had met at Arii, the deserted vil-
lage, and of whom we had all formed an adverse opinion.
But now, to my great astonishment, Mr. Danenhower
asserted that he bad found him to be a most excellent
dog-driver, and that he *“could do with him just as he
pleased.”

So, everything being satisfactorily arranged, Danen-
hower and Spiridon started off for Tamoose to secure the
few pounds of tea and tobacco which Spiridon exacted
for the hire of himself and dogs. And then this wily
guide, having his pay in advance, carried our astounded
shipmate to his hut at Arii, where they supped and
passed the night; and when Mr. Danenhower demanded
of him that they begin the journey to Cape Barkin at
once, the stonily stolid but astute native was nothing if
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not a sphinx. Threats and cajolery were alike unable
to move him. The faithful one who would go anywhere,
or do anything at slightest beck or bidding, now that he
was paid, even refused to carry back his master to Ja-
maveloch and the ¢ Balogan Americanski.” But sure
enough, in due course of time, in came ¢ Dan.” with the
woful visage of the Knight of De la Mancha, and as he
gradually unfolded to our anxious ears the mournful tale
of Spiridon’s duplicity, the loss of tea and tobaceo, and
the consequent and ignoble defeat of the “first organ-
ized search ” for our lost companions, — first a smile stole
round the hut, then a titter, and finally a loud guffaw,
when the ¢ faithful one” was denounced as an “infa-
mous pirate.”

Still the good and honest Vasilli Kool Gar was ready
with his dog-team to retrieve the day for our doleful and
would-be hero. To be sure, it was necessary to obtain
another fee of tea and tobacco for old Vasilli; so off they
went, sleeping that night at the hut of Kusma, and start-
ing the next morning for Tarrahue. Mr. Danenhower’s
report of the trip to me was that they ran along, much
to his perplexity, to the southeast instead of the north
or northeast, in which direction we all knew Cape Bar-
kin to be. They journeyed so about forty versts, and
came in sight of a large island, which they were pre-
vented from visiting by the insecurity of the ice; then,
sleeping in a hut over night, they made several attempts
the next day to cross the black and treacherous ice to
the island, and, failing in which, returned instanter to
Jamaveloch and the bosoms of their friends.

Mrs. Kusma called twice upon us, bringing presents of
tea and tobacco. The latter she handed around by the
leaf, giving an equal number to all; and then she took
tea with us, and a share of our fish. Later on she sent
us some rye-cakes, fried like flap-jacks in fish-oil ; but
meal being a very scarce article among the natives, she
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could afford us but two or three apiece, weighing about
two ounces each. The few pounds of meal given us by
Kusma I bhad stored away, and only used in small quan-
tities as thickening for our fish-soup. And speaking of
Kusma, we were now becoming impatient of his pro-
longed absence. Five days, the time for his return, had
come and gone, and still no Kusma. Among ourselves
we now discussed the situation over and over again,
gravely considering the possibilities of making the march
to Belun; for the Balogan Americanski was very much
of a Liberty Hall, where perfect freedom of speech pre-
vailed, and I ounly interfered to check unhealthy famil-
iarity or prevent the progress of quarrels. We all in-
dulged, to a greater or less extent, in song; some of the
men played games; and Bartlett once roasted a piece of
venison before the fire as a tidbit. It was toothsome,
but by no means as economical as our customary soups,
the hot liquor of which we sorely missed.



CHAPTER XI.

A STEP FORWARD.

Kusma’s Coming. — Nindemann and Noros.—I start for Belun.—
Siberian Dog-Sleds. — A Storm.— Ku Mark Surt.

Maxy and long were our anxious looks from the hut-
top, but all in vain, for a sight of Kusma. The natives
now came oftener to see us, and, at times, brought fish or
hauled us a load of wood with their dog-sleds. We were
all in a fair condition save Leach, whose great toe had
become black and was rapidly sloughing away, notwith-
standing the constant care of « Dr.” Bartlett, who did all
to save it that mortal could with a surgical outfit com-
posed of hot water, a jack-knife, and some ointment
which Danenhower had carried in a tin box for the relief
of his eyes.

Mrs. Kusma came over one day to tell us that an officer
had died at Belun, which was probably the cause of her
husband’s detention. But from her manner it was plain
she lied, although I subsequently learned that a petty
official had indeed died, sometime near the expiration of
the five days. Cold weather had now set rigorously in,
and the driving winds and snow-squalls pierced through
our ragged clothing, chilling us to the heart. But inac-
tion was worse than death by the roadside; and I almost
yielded to the tempting arguments of the men, some of
whom, with Bartlett at their head, volunteered to haul
Leach on a sled along with the provisions, if I would only
give the order to start. And yet when I glanced at my
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half-naked party, still suffering from the frost wounds of
a few weeks before, and listened to the howling pitiless
blasts without, it seemed the height of desperation and
of folly to venture forth upon such an undertaking. We
now had plenty of fish, and with a proper guide might
have made the march; and so, goaded on by my own
harassing impatience at Kusma’s intolerable delay, and
our enforced idleness while perhaps our shipmates were
dying for want of our assistance, I at length announced
that we would load the native sleds with fish, haul Leach
on another, and with a native guide proceed to Belun.
But where was the guide? And when I made the an-
nouncement, I was at once opposed by Mr. Danenhower,
who said that it would be madness to attempt the march,
that half of my party would perish, and that he doubted
if any one in our condition could outlive the jourmey.
Bartlett, who never lost his wits, and seemed ready for
anything, urged the trial; but looking around on the
miserable objects about me, at the scant and tattered
clothing, and the crippled feet and legs, I finally and
resolutely determined the risk to be too great and too
profitless. For, why incur such danger and court again
our intense sufferings? Was not our messenger, Kusma,
expected hourly? Had not the five days allotted for his
trip elapsed and been almost doubled ? So my proposal
to march the party two hundred and eighty versts, and
play a game of “mock heroics,” luckily fell through and
ended in talk.

On the afternoon of the 29th of October, the thir-
teenth day after Kusma's departure, a couple of sleds
were seen approaching across the bay. Of course there
was instant stop to our converse, and every man of us
ran forth to greet our eagerly expected courier. Never
was absent lover welcomed more joyfully than Kusma
and his dusky companion, Nicolai Chagra. When the
usual salutations and the unloading of the sleds were



144 IN THE LENA DELTA.

ended, and the tea-kettle had been put on for our friends’
refreshment, Kusma was plied with questions as to the
cause of his delay. In his endeavor to explain how the
ice in the Lena River had broken up and run out, he
interlarded his disjointed story with a vague account of
his having met two deer-sleds in charge of some natives,
who had with them two Americans almost dead from
cold and exposure, and who, in turn, had spoken of the
death of many of their comrades. All of this, and more
too, Kusma related in a confused jargon of Russian,
Yakut, and Tunguse, when, suddenly recalling his scat-
tered wits, he reached inside of his clothing and drew
forth two letters and a folded scrap of paper, which he
handed to me, explaining that the first letter was from
the Cossack commandant, and the other from the Ma-
linki Pope, or young priest, of Belun. But the prize
paper was the dirty, crumpled scrap, which, as I unfolded
and deciphered it, opened our eyes in astonishment : —

“ Arctic steamer Jeannette lost on the 11th June; landed on
Siberia 25th September or thereabouts; want assistance to go
for the Captain and Doctor and (9) other men.

“ WiLLiaM F. C. NINDEMANN,
“ Lours P. Nogros,
« Seamen U. S. N.

« Reply in haste: want food and clothing.”

Questioning Kusma again, I learned that Nindemann
and Noros were en route for Belun ; that they had been
found in a hut called “ Bulcour,” at the first bend of the
river to the westward, twenty miles to the southward of
“Tit Arii” (wood island); that they were very sick,
having suffered greatly from hunger and cold; and that
he, Kusma, had understood that many of their comrades
had perished. But consulting the note, I saw that only
one man was missing, since it read, *“ The Captain and
Doctor and (9) other men;” the nine being emphasized
by parenthesis. So the immediate query that arose in
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our minds was, Who could the unfortunate one be? No
one guessed that it was Ericksen, a North Sea fisherman,
and one of the finest men in the ship’s company. A
royal Dane, sure enough, who had worked himself out,
and frozen his feet during the gale by his too constant
application at steering the boat, when it was unsafe to
shift the men at the tiller or steering oar.

While we were yet guessing who the missing man re-
ferred to in the note could be, I decided that the proper
thing to do was to see Nindemann at once and learn the
whereabouts of De Long and his party ; so I told Kusma
that he must instantly load the sleds again with the
small supply of food, and carry me back to Belun. He
protested that it was impossible. The dogs were lame;
they had been running along for several days, had worn
out their feet, and could not start on another journey
until sufficiently fed and rested. But I would not brook
a delay like this, and insisted upon his going or sending
immediately to Aril, ten versts to the northward, for a
fresh team of dogs, so that we might depart that same
night or the following morning. A messenger was ac-
cordingly dispatched at once to Arii, and we renewed
our cross-examination of Kusma.

He explained how he and the starost: had crossed over
the mountain range to the east bank of the Lena, and
found the river all broken up and tbe ice running out in
huge masses. It so tossed, rolled, and jammed up into
mountainous bergs that the stream was impassable, and
as their road then lay along the river or on its icy bed,
it seemed as though they would have to turn back for
want of provisions. Still they held on at a povarnia
(cook-house) until the ice again made over the Lena,
when they managed to creep along the edge of the moun-
tains which rise precipitously above the river.

As may readily be supposed, it is a peculiarity of
these northern rivers that their waters are mainly de-

10
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rived from the melting snows in the months of June and
July; when the Lena, for example, overflowing its banks,
spreads here and there to a width of sixty miles or more.
As the season advances, the waters decline in volume,
and during the month of August the river rapidly sub-
sides, until by the first of September it is flowing at
low ebb. This is the period at which all melting ceases
and the young ice begins to form, and as the process goes
on, the water which bore the ice on its bosom falls away
for want of further supply from the south, and the great
sheet of ice, with nothing to uphold or sustain it, tumbles
in, and is carried away by the swift, unchanging cur-
rent, for there is no tide. Then the ice grinds, swirls,
and piles upward, while the river rises in its might and
drives the ice before it like so much brushwood rolled
before the wind ; and these freezings and floods continue
until late in autumn, when the river, dwindling to little
or nothing, quietly seeks beneath the ice its muddy way
to the sea. And such was the cause of Kusma’s delay
in reaching Belun.

But upon his arrival there the Cossack commandant,
Bieshoff, would only permit him to tarry and rest one
night, hurrying him back to Jamaveloch, with a small
amount of provisions and the letter from himself and
the Malinki Pope, and also the verbal message that he,
Bieshoff, would be at Jamaveloch, postle zoftria (day
after to-morrow), bringing food, clothing, and reindeer
enough to convey the whole of my party to Belun.

Some uncharitable person has circulated the report
that Kusma’s delay was due to his having become intoxi-
cated while en route ; but I am glad to say that such was
not the belief of Bieshoff, or the finding of an official in-
quiry instituted at my request by Epatchieff, the esprav-
nick of the district. It was then shown that there was
not a drop of wodki or spirits to be had between Kusma's
house and Belun; that Bieshoff permitted Kusma to re-
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main but one night in Belun; and that, since he followed
him the day after by reindeer teams, and Kusma arrived
at Jamaveloch a day ahead, the report was consequently
a base slander, and had its origin in the meaner qualities
of man’s nature, which, in some people, are supreme and
ungovernable — people whom we see belie, belittle, tra-
duce, and abuse those of their fellows who earnestly try
to do their duty, to be a little better, or to do a little
better, than the soulless curs around them.

Poor Kusma did go and return as quickly as it was
possible at that season of the year; and remember, please,
there is no beaten track or road in these regions. The
face of the country changes its appearance every season,
and only those accustomed to traveling it can find their
way without compass, directed by the mountain peaks
and furrows of snow thrown up by the prevailing winds.
Kusma and all the natives in the vicinity interested in
our care or guidance were rigidly examined in my pres-
ence by Epatchieff, in obedience to an order from Gen-
eral Tschernaieff, and but one verdict could be reached,
which was, that they all did everything that lay in their
power for our health, comfort, and safety; that Kusma
carried the messages from Jamaveloch to Belun as early
and as speedily as possible (he, indeed, being the first
person to cross the country and river that season, at great
personal risk and sacrifice) ; and that his devotion and
suffering were certainly deserving of something better
than suspicion and slander. However, it is gratifying to
know that the most severe, as well as senseless, strictures
were evolved by crities 10,000 miles or more distant from
the scene of action, by persons who would doubtless think
it a terrible hardship if they were obliged to breakfast
before ten A. M.

I was unable to leave Jamaveloch on the night of Kus-
ma’s return, so everything was made ready for my de-
parture on the morrow. It was October 30th, and be-
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times in the morning, bright and early, came old Va-
silli Kool Gar with a fine team of dogs. His sleigh was
old for so long a journey, but a new one was to be pro-
cured on our way. Before going, I gave Mr. Danen-
hower verbal orders, which afterwards, when paper be-
came more plentiful, I put into writing, wherein I in-
structed him to immediately set out upon the arrival of
Bieshoff with the deer-sleds and clothing for Belun, and
there await my arrival. It was my intention, I informed
him, to intercept Bieshoff on the way and turn him back,
in order to have him accompany me on my search for the
missing party of the first cutter; but failing in this, I
would hurry on to Belun for the purpose of learning from
Nindemann the particulars and whereabouts of De Long
and party, and hence Bieshoff’s arrival at Jamaveloch
would announce the fact that we had failed to meet.

I took with me the remains of what clothing I had
saved from the retreat, consisting of the shreds of an un-
dershirt and pair of drawers which had done duty since
June ; a pair of thin cassimere trousers which I had not
only used for months after leaving the ship, but had also
worn in China during my cruise previous to joining the
Jeannette, and the legs of which were now lopped off be-
low the knees to furnish material for patching and quilt-
ing that portion of a raan’s main garment soonest in-
clined to decay ; footless stockings, seal-skin moccasins, a
blue flannel shirt which I had worn for a year, and my old
seal-skin coat, shrunk, shriveled, full of holes, and devoid
of lining. These with a fur cap and a pair of canvas
mittens completed my costume ; but I carried my faithful
old sleeping-bag with me, and hauled it up over my feet
and knees to keep them from freezing; and then with a
small supply of perhaps five pounds of bread, some tea, a
pound of pemmican which I had stowed away for just such
an emergency, and a lot of frozen fish, we at last started
on our journey to Belun, with the thermometer ranging
anywhere from ten to twenty degrees below zero (Fahr.).
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It was but a short distance across the bay to Kusma’s
dwelling at Tamoose, where we were to procure the new
sled that would stand the rough usage of travel across the
mountains and over the broken ice of the river. Arrived
at Tamoose, we at once busied ourselves in getting the
sled in order, when lo! to my surprise, I learned that it
would have to be built; that is, new runners and stan-
chions would have to be put under the sled we had in
view. There was no use fretting. Our own conveyance
was worn out and worthless ; so the new one must be
built, and at once, and I was at least pleased to watch it
grow into shape under my eyes, which it did so smartly
that before evening we were altogether prepared for our
journey.

This was the close of October 30th, 1881. A memo-
orable day, for about one hundred miles distant from
Tamoose it sealed the sad fate of De Long and his com-
rades ; and five months later, when I found their bodies,
turning to the last written page of De Long’s note-book,
or “ice-journal,” as it 18 now known to history, I read
the last pitiful entry, evidently written in the morn-
ing, —

“Qct. 30th, Sunday. — One hundred and fortieth day.
Boyd and Gortz died during the night. Mr. Collins
dying.”

So the close of the day that saw me finish and pack
my sled at Tamoose doubtless closed the eyes and earthly
career of the commander and remainder of as gallant a
band of men as ever struggled against fate, or its cruel
emissaries, ice, snow, hunger, and cold. The next morn-
ing, October 31st, was very cold, and a brisk breeze blew
from the eastward, driving the smow in clouds and ob-
scuring the faint glare of the sun, which had already set-
tled behind the southern mountain range, not to show its
face until the following spring. Old Vasilli, ready with
his team of dogs, supplemented by recruits from Tamoose,
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in company with some of the villagers and the occupants
of Kusma’s hut, first paid his religious devotions before
the icon over the guest’s couch, with all the elaborate
ceremony of the navigators of old when starting on a
long and perilous voyage. Bowing down even unto the
earth, on which he rested his forehead and which he
finally kissed, he arose, stood upright, and exclaimed
“Pidome!” (Go on, or, We will go.)

The dogs had been hitched in harness for some time,
and were now restless and eager to be off. There were
eleven in our team, comprising a variety in size and color,
some being party-colored, though the red fox dog (that is,
a kind of dog much resembling the red fox in color and
shape) was in the majority. The rest were mongrels of
every hue and build, the largest weighing about forty-
five, and the lightest about twenty-five pounds ; and this
motley team had been making the icy air resound with
its discordant solos and chorus.

I seated myself sideways on the sled with my feet
trailing on the ground or snow, allowing room in front
for Vasilli. Composing himself, he seized the great iron-
shod staff with which he guides the sled and dogs, and
when in ill-temper, beats them too, and grasping the
bows of the sled gave it a gentle sway, shouting the while
to the team. Away we went, with the dogs in full cry,
all yelping, snapping, biting, and seizing each other from
behind, those in front turning round to fight back, until
some were drawn off their feet and dragged along at a
fearful rate ; Vasilli, yelling at the top of his voice, coaxed,
scolded, and anathematized by turn, until at length, by
dint of twisting and rolling over, the team became entan-
gled into one living mass of vicious flesh. To pacify and
disentangle the crazy canines, Vasilli leaped upon them
with his iron-pointed guiding staff, and the only astonish-
ing thing to me was how the poor brutes could live under
such a heavy basting. It is true some of them, after re-
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ceiving a severe blow on the small of the back, did drag
their hind-legs for a few minutes, but in the end it did
not seem to check their desire to bite and fight. Yet
they were considerably more tractable after this, their
first beating, and ran along at a more even pace, follow-
ing the leaders, who in turn were guided and governed
by Vasilli’s word of command: “ Tuck, tuck! Taduck,
taduck! Stoi, stoil” (right, right; left, left; stop,
stop;) and a general chuckle of encouragement.

Directly the dogs had outlived their excitement and
settled strictly to their work, they looked beautifully
picturesque, with heads down and manes and tails up and
wagging, while only an occasional yelp burst from their
ranks as they scudded along the ravines and over rivers,
taking the top of the hard snow at about six miles an
hour. Approaching steep banks, the dogs are sometimes
turned loose, and the sled lowered by hand; but when
not too steep the whole force dashes down the descent,
and, if great care is not exercised by the driver with his
staff, sled and riders are rolled over on the ice or snow,
and not always without serious injury. Such an acci-
dent occuxred to us the first day out from Tamoose, in
which my left arm above the elbow was so injured as to
render it powerless for hours, and even at this late date
the swelling remains.

The sleds of Siberia are from twelve to fourteen feet
long, about twenty inches wide, and raised about- ten
inches above the runners, which are five or six inches
wide, single-ended, and made of birch, when procurable.
The uprights, of which there are usually five to each
runner, are made long enough to extend as high above
the deck or flooring of the sled as below it, in order to
receive a rail; while joining the tops not only adds
strength to the frail-looking frame, but also forms a
guard for the load. The uprights are fashioned with
conical ends which fit into corresponding holes in the
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runner, and midway in the height of the upright, at a
swell given for strength, is a conical hole, with the larger
circle on the inside. Into these holes are fitted the
cross-bearer pieces, on which rests the deck or floor, gen-
erally made of one or two thin slabs of wood, smoothed
down, after splitting, with the blade of an axe used as a
jack-plane. The uprights rake aft a few degrees out of
the vertical, and are lashed down info the runners by
thongs which run up through and are counter-sunk or
let in beneath the runners, and pass through holes bored
near the bottom of the uprights.

The whole affair is lashed together, but left as elastic
as a willow basket, none of its parts being tightly wedged
or pinned, since, if made rigid, the rough travel for which
it is intended would soon break it to pieces; whereas, if
any of the lashings should break or wear out, a ready re-
sort:can be had to the harness or long trace to which the
dogs are hitched. A large birch bow, one and a half
inches in diameter, bent in one sweep of nearly a circle,
binds the two runners together in front at the same
time that it wards off projecting pieces of ice, and to it
the lanyard or trace is also attached. .

I said that our team consisted of eleven dogs of vari-
ous breeds. They were hitched in pairs along the centre
trace at equal intervals of about four feet, with a leader
in advance. At a convenient distance from the bow com-
mence the toggles, by means of which the dogs are fast-
ened to the trace. The dog harness of Siberia is of the
kind known in this country as *“Dutch harness,” with
breast strap, etc.; and I do not consider it near so sen-
sible or comfortable in arrangement for the dogs as that
in use by the natives of Norton Sound or St. Michael’s.
The former runs up and chokes the dog around the neck
when not carefully adjusted, — something which the trav-
eler in cold weather cannot always find time to do;
whereas the latter harness rests upon the back of the
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dog’s neck, and when he hauls settles down, bringing the
load on his shoulders. It is made in the form of a figure
eight, the head passing through one of the loops, and the
other being long enough to pass under the fore-legs and
up on the back, where a short trace takes bold and at-
taches it to the toggle. These toggles make it a compar-
atively easy task to clear a dog-team when tangled up
in a fight.

I noticed that a peculiarity of the trained Siberian
dog is that after being turned loose for any purpose, he
will at once resume his place in harness again when
called ; although a strange dog may sometimes require a
little coaxing, which the natives do by playfully throw-
ing up their mittens to attract his attention, and so pro-
tect him from the fury of the “old stagers.” After a
run of an hour or less the dogs are usually brought to a
stop and permitted to rest; whereupon they roll around
and rub the rime out of their eyes and ears, and from
their heads, and then, stretching out, lick their paws,
which soon become very sore from fravel. A team can
seldom endure more than ten days’ continuous work, for,
no matter how well fed, the feet wear out and bleed,
and the dogs are shortly so enfeebled as to be almost
useless. A native will not willingly drive his team two
days in succession, the custom being to travel one day
and rest the next.

Not so with me, however, for I insisted upon push-
ing forward as rapidly as possible, and when night fell
we pulled up at a povarnia, about sixty versts from Ta-
moose. Here was congregated a mixed crowd of natives
and small traders who were proceeding on their respec-
tive routes to secure the cream of the fall trade, all hud-
dled together, men, women, and children, in the hut,
which was about twelve feet square and four and a half
feet high, with a fire-place in the centre of the floor, over
which a dozen pots and kettles were cooking for the dif-
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ferent parties. Making room for the new-comers, they
all concentrated their gaze and conversation on us, while
Vasilli placed my sleeping-bag in a corner of the povar-
nte, and put on his tea and cooking kettles, the latter
containing a portion of a reindeer head. Then having
staked and fed the dogs, and eaten our supper, we turned
in for the night. Thirty persons in a hut not more than
twelve feet square! After the day’s journey I felt none
the worse, save for the hurt I had received from the
overturning of the sled; though the pains in my legs
and feet, which had not yet entirely recovered from their
former freezing, were tervible, and fresh blisters had
formed on my heels and shins, and the toe-nails had
turned black and begun to curl up like burnt feathers.
Yet in a little while we were all asleep, now and then
disturbed by the howling of the dogs without or the bit-
ing of the vermin within.

Day broke with a fierce wind, which, drifting the snow
in clouds, caused the poor dogs to bay out their misery
with all the strength left in their weak quivering bodies.
For, on a journey, they are never housed at night, either
when halting at a povarnia or elsewhere, but a stake is
driven in the snow at the bow of the sled to retain it in
place, the main trace is hauled well taut and made fast
to another stake, and the driver’s great iron-shod staff is
finally hitched into the centre of the trace and elevated
80 as to barely permit the middle dogs to lie down. This
is done to prevent fighting and consequent entanglement,
and while thus confined they are fed, each dog voraciously
devouring his fish or fraction thereof. The young and
vigorous members of the team, with good, sharp teeth,
quickly absorb their rations, and then endeavor to seize
the whole or a part of their aged neighbors’, which, men-
acing the enemy with sundry snaps and growls, manage
after occasional frenzied bites to bolt their frozen meal,
provided that the aged one is not assaulted from the
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rear, either from *‘pure cussedness ” by a co-laborer just
robbed, or by a youthful and vicious marauder urged to
the attack by his knowledge that the old and defenseless
one has lost his teeth and is fain to “gum ” his food.
Often in an affair of this kind the attacking party fails
after all to secure the fish, for, while owner and enemy
are making war for its possession, a sly cur takes, lawyer-
like, a quiet hand in the affray and carries off the prize.

Our dogs could only be seen as trembling masses of

snow, and Vasilli did not wish to start until the weather
cleared or the wind calmed. Few if any of our fellow-
travelers cared to face the storm, and only those who
had a following wind gathered their traps together and
ventured forth later in the day, when the gale had slightly
abated. Vasilli then intimated his willingness to re-
sume the journey, protesting, however, his fears for my
safety in such weather. I was still limping and miser-
able, and the cold wind and snow sifted through my tat-
tered garments, setting me to shake and shiver, while the
_natives, observing my condition, shook their heads and
muttered “Morose ” (cold and hungry). But I urged
Vasilli on, and so with their blessings and crossings, and
a few presents of dried fish from the sympathetic natives,
began my second day’s journey toward Belun.

The weather cleared as we proceeded, but the cold be-
came mors intense, severely cramping my frozen feet and
legs. During the day Vasilli halted the team about
every half hour, and while the dogs rested I thrashed
about in an endeavor to coax the blood to circulate to
my extremities ; for it was out of the question for me to
run alongside of the sled, since the dogs, with lightened
load, quickened their pace beyond the power of one so
crippled as myself to keep up with them. Day darkened
into night, and we still staggered on over the bed of the
river, having left the mountains. It was here that I had
hoped to intercept Bieshoff, the Cossack commandant,
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with his deer-teams; and it was my intention to either
turn him back to Belun, or start with him immediately
to the north, if he knew the location of De Long and
party from the information given him by Nindemann and
Noros, or by the natives who had found them starving
in the hut at Bulcour. The ice on the bed of the river
was exceedingly rough, and thrown up in great heaps
and ridges like windrows, forcing us to take a very devi-
ous course in picking our precarious way along the ice-
shelves by the banks of the river, which we crossed and
recrossed many times. I thought I should perish of cold
before we reached Ku Mark Surt ; for I could do nothing
but sit on the sled, beating my limbs to keep warm,
while the cold blasts tortured and froze me. As it grew
darker it grew colder, and kind old Vasilli kept encour-
aging me, saying, “ Malinki, malinki, balogan ” (a little,
little way to the house); and as he chattered on and
scolded the dogs, he would occasionally place his hands
on me, as if to assure himself that I was there and alive,
and then, with a cheerful word and langh, would seem
perfectly content.

Long after midnight, while we briefly halted to afford
the team a breathing spell, Vasilli pointed ahead with
his staff, saying, *“Ku Mark Surt,” and, at the same
time, stretching forth his arms with the hands and fin-
gers drooping and trembling, after the manner of tree
branches, repeated over and over again, “ Lis, lis, masta
(leaves, leaves, wood). Finally I caught the outlines of
low, dwarf pines fringing the banks of the river, and at
once understood that we had come to the place where
trees were growing, or, in other words, had reached the
limit of timber growth in that region. A pleasing sight
to me, indeed, for it was the first standing timber I had
seen for more than two years, and no matter how mean
and stunted, I felt as though I had met in it an old friend.

Soon we detected the baying of dogs in a distant vil-
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lage, and our team, listening for a moment, answered the
cry with interest, and then dashed forward with renewed
vigor. In a little while we could see sparks rising from
huts on the steep west bank of the river, and, shortly
after, the villagers, comprising three or four families,
aroused by the noise of the dogs, seized our team and as-
gisted us up the bank and into a new, cozy, and warm
hut, where a prosperous family, composed of a widow
with three sons (one being paralyzed in the legs), two
daughters, and an old aunt, and a blind stranger, lived
in true Yakut luxury. They had a good hut, plenty of
fish, fresh and smoked, some tea, and a very little salt.
Vasilli told them our story all over again, and of course
the neighbors were present to see and marvel at another
of the queer beings who had apparently risen out of the
frozen sea,— the boos byral, — the thought of which
seems to fill them with terror, for I found them all ready
and willing to perform any duty except venturing upon
the sea.



CHAPTER XIL

AT BELUN.

I am Admired. — Deer-Sleds. — Buruloch. — Native Gossips. —
Meeting with Nindemann and Noros. — Their Piteous Story. —
The Malinki Pope.— An Unexpected Visit from Bartlett. — Back
to Buruloch.

THE villagers, who had either seen or heard of Ninde-
mann and Noros, proceeded to tell me all about them,
how they looked, and what they and their companions
had suffered. Then while all busied themselves in the
preparation of a supper of hot tea and boiled fish, I was
regaled with some raw, frozen fish-bellies, which melted
into oil when I placed them in my mouth ; and the na-
tives were very much surprised to see that I preferred
the other parts of the fish, cut thin and free of the oily
fat ; since with them the height of happiness and good
living consists in a feast of fat things, and as raw, fat
fish-bellies are the fattest things in Northern Siberia,
they ate what I rejected, and doubtless wondered at my
poor taste. Our meal also included some smoke-cured
fish, and after eating heartily we all turned in and slept
soundly until broad daylight.

When I awoke, a small wooden vessel, made in the
shape of a butcher’s tray, was placed on the ground be-
fore me, and a member of the household stood ready with
a ladle of water, which he poured into my hands while
I washed, the wooden trough catching the drippings.
When breakfast, which differed from our evening meal
only in the time of eating, was prepared, the whole house-
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hold examined and admired my tin drinking-pot; and,
as I had removed my outer clothing, and stood in my red
flannel under-clothes, now faded, patched and torn, they
all overhauled me, old and young, male and female, —
even to the poor old blind man in the corner, who though
unable to see my gandy raiment was yet led across the
hut that he might feel the texture and criticise the cut
of the stranger’s clothes. Every one was delighted with
my sleeping-bag, and indeed it was quite an improvement
upon the gear in use by the natives. They sleep on deer-
skins, each sleeper being furnished with a long narrow
covering of light cotton calico, quilted with white fox and
rabbit-skins, the bottom of which is turned under so as
to form a short bag or pocket, and into this he thrusts
his feet and legs to the knees, tucking the sides of the
loose quilt under him. When a couple sleep together,
the bag is of course wider. The only difference in the
native’s mode of sleeping in or out of doors is that when
housed, he strips to nudity, whereas when retiring in a
snow-drift, he usually retains a portion, at least, of his
clothing.

After breakfast, I was told by Vasilli that for want of
dog-food he could go no further, but that the starosts of
the village would conduct me by deer-sled to Buruloch,
the next station; and in a little while I was again un-
der way, baving taken an affectionate farewell of my
good friend Vasilli, who seemed as proud and carefal of
his charge as he might be, in his old age, of a baby. My
sleeping-bag and small store of provisions were placed
on a little sled about six feet long and twenty inches
wide, with three uprights, and rails, bow and runners ar-
ranged as in the dogsled, compared with which, how-
ever, it was a poor affair. My driver had a separate
sled, and to each two fine young deer were hitched, fast-
ened loosely at the head by a halter. A strap of raw-
hide, one and a half inches wide, passed across the shoul-
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der and neck and under a fore-leg of one deer, the centre
running around the bow of the sled, and then back again
to the other deer, so as to bring an equal strain on each
animal. A long rein led outside from the forehead of
the right hand deer, and was held in the left hand of the
driver, who, perched on the front of his sled, goaded the
teams onward by means of a slightly tapering pole, ten
or twelve feet long, and about one inch in diameter, the
free end furnished with a button made of wood or deer-
horn, with which he punched the haunches of the deer;
my team being hitched behind the other sled.

Away we went over the smooth banks of the river ;
along the land when practicable, at other times on the
ice-shelf, and occasionally my driver would lead the deer
by the halter over and around the broken, heaped up ice-
bed. At such times it was impossible to keep on the
sleds, since they were continually overturning, while the
driver sought out a path, none as yet having been made
on the river. Yet, whenever an opportunity presented
itself, we indulged in fast driving, though such distances
were very short and disagreeable, too ; for when the deer
were driven at the top of their speed, they seemed to
labor painfully along with heads thrust forward, tongues
hanging out, nostrils distended, sides working at every
leap like a great pair of blacksmith’s bellows, and the
noise of their breathing like the exhaust of a locomo-
tive. Maintaining their fearful exertions for about half
an hour, they suddenly swerve to the right or left among
the trees, or up a steep bank, to avoid their tormentor,
or, dropping down in their tracks, bury their heads with
open mouths deep in the snow, and eat voraciously of the
cooling dust.

Before night we had arrived at Buruloch, a deer sta-
tion on the east side of the Lena River, and eighty versts
from Belun. Nothing worthy of note had transpired
during the day, except the novelty of reindeer riding,
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and I had learned the reason why dogs and deer cannot
travel by the same road, which simply is that the dogs
are so fierce they will attack and kill the latter. So,
just before reaching Buruloch, when we sighted a dog-
team approaching us in the distance, my driver turned
our team up a bank, and conducted it into the woods,
back of the road, stationing me with a huge stick to pre-
vent the team from following him. But the dogs had
seen the deer, and came howling on in hot pursuit, their
driver doing his utmost to check them. Luckily the team
was a very small one of only seven dogs, and, as they
dashed into the path that we had taken, I struck the
leading dog a blow across the head and back, which,
ruffling his temper, caused him to turn round and attack
his neighbor, and in an instant the whole team was em-
broiled in a * free and easy.” Leaving the driver to re-
store peace, I rejoined my team five hundred yards or so
to the rear, and shortly afterwards we drove into Buru-
loch.

Fire was leaping from the chimneys, and from the pe-
culiar location and appearance of the buts, they forcibly
reminded me of the cabins of the charcoal-burners. So
soon as it was known that a stranger had arrived, all the
inhabitants crowded to the hut of the starosti, crying
out, “ Tell me, tell me;” that is, ¢ Tell me the news.”
Two Yakuts meeting, and while yet a considerable dis-
tance apart, promptly start to hail each other with, * Tell
me, tell me.” In this manner, without knowledge of our
civilized scandal-monger, the penny daily, do they pass
the news along from one to another, and it is amusing
to watch the sled parties encounter. Driving a little dis-
tance past each other, they leisurely stake their dogs or
deer, meet half-way, come to a full stop, take off their
hoods and mittens, gaze solemnly at each other for a mo-
ment, and then fall to kissing on cheek, forehead, or lips,
according fo age or kinship ; the men going through their

11
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salutations before the women. They then replace their
hoods and mittens, and, sitting down on the snow, draw
forth their pipes, tobacco pouches, and flint, steel, and
tinder bags, for a smoke, using a small quantity of to-
bacco about the size of a little green pea, which, indeed,
is an equal mixture of tobacco and bark or powdered
wood. The small pipe-bowl is either of brass or pewter,
and lashed to a wooden stem-piece, taper, and made in
two parts for convenience ; since, having no means to
bore a tube, they first fashion the stem on the outside,
and, splitting it in two, cut a groove down the centre of
each half and then lash the two together,—it being thus
left easy to cleanse the stem. And when two old cronies
meet on their journeyings, or when the native feels es-
pecially well - disposed towards his spouse, he unwraps
his pipe-stem, separates the parts, and then the two sit
down for a social chat, cleansing the stem of nicotine by
licking it with their tongues, after which the pieces are
put together and fastened for a smoke.

My reindeer driver repeated our story as he had heard
it from Vasilli, and with a great show of surprise and
sympathy I was, at length, fed and put to bed. There
was present a Yakut copert, who very much fancied my
rifle, and wished to empty a good portion of his pack for
it, provided it had not been a breech-loader. He did not
approve of the style, and thought the bore too large, but
that the breech might be closed and a flint lock fitted on.
I finally turned in to get rid of my trading tormentor,
and was out early in the morning ready for the road.

Madam was present, but the proprietor of the deer-
teams could not be found. The poor woman was anxious
to see me off, for my driver from the last station had in-
formed her that I must travel forward without delay,
and she was alarmed at my impatient and persistent de-
mands to pi dome, coupled with some forcible, if not
polite, expressions in rude Anglo-Saxon. Presently a
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driver with sleds and deer appeared on the scene, and
we were soon dashing towards Belun. I left my hostess
suckling a hulking big boy about five years old, who had
thrust his head beneath his mother’s deer-skin shirt for
another pull at the life-giving element. This is a cus-
tom among the Yakut women, to suckle their children
until one pushes the other away from the breast, and
very often two or three of different ages derive nourish-
ment from the same source.

It was almost dark when we approached the village of
Belun. My driver rested his team a short distance from
the village, and then with a grand flourish dashed into it
and up to the starosti’s, or public povarnia, a series of
low huts attached to the public building, which was of
more pretentions dimensions. As we drew up, the word
was passed that a stranger had arrived, and immediately
the people flocked around us. My driver told some of
the loungers who I was, and where I wanted to go,
whereupon several of them bustled ahead of me, and
opened an outer door, but refrained from touching an
inner one which opened into the apartment where were
my two comrades, Nindemann and Noros. Pausing an
instant, I pushed open the door, which was covered on
one side with deer-skin, and on the other with woolen
felting to keep out the cold. I was clothed as I had
been when last seen by my comrades, save for the addi-
tion of a light deer-skin shirt over my old jacket; and I
remained silently standing for a brief spell in the apart-
ment to see if Noros would recognize me. He stood up
facing me, behind a rude table, not more than ten feet
off, holding in one hand a loaf of black bread, which he
was in the act of cutting with a sheath-knife when I en-
tered. Nindemann was nowhere to be seen. A dim light
straggled through an ice-glazed window in the rear of
Noros, and to the left, around a fire in a small alcove, a
number of Yakuts were cooking their supper. At my
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entrance Noros glanced up from his bread, but did not
know me, and was about to resume operations on the
loaf, when —

< Halloa, Noros ! ” said I. «“ How do you do?” at the
same time advancing towards him with outstretched
hand.

“My God! Mr. Melville,” he exclaimed, ‘“are you
alive?” And then, Nindemann, hearing my voice, arose
from a roughly made bed and cried out: —

“ We thought you were all dead, and that we were
the only two left alive ; we were sure the ¢ whale-boat’s ’
were all dead, and the ¢second cutter’s,” too.”

As soon as I could control my feelings, I told them
that we of the whale-boat were all alive and well, and had
mourned our comrades of the first and second cutters as
lost ; that I had been trying to reach Belun for the pre-
vious thirty days; that it was my messenger, Kusma,
whom they had met and who had carried their pencil
message to me; and that I had hurried forward immedi-
ately upon its receipt, in order to obtain information of
the whereabouts of De Long and party. At this we all
broke down, Nindemann and Noros declaring that it was
useless to search for their companions, who had died long
ago; that they had parted from them twenty-five days
before, and for several days previous to their separation
they had had absolutely nothing to eat, having subsisted
on their skin clothing, and the alcohol, sweet-oil, and
glycerine from the medical stores; each man receiving
but a couple of ounces of alcohol per day, with a tea-
spoonful of oil or glycerine while either lasted ; and that
finally, at parting, De Long had divided the alcohol
equally around, and started them on a forced march
along the west bank of the river to a settlement, distant,
he supposed, about twenty-five miles.

They told me of their great and many sufferings ; how
.they had eaten their dog, and managed to crawl along a
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few yards at a time; how Ericksen had died and been
buried in the river; and how De Long, seeing that his
party could not struggle on in a body, had selected the
best two men for travel, Nindemann and Iversen, but as
Iversen had complained the day before of frost-bitten
feet, Noros was defailed instead. Nindemann was in-
structed to journey forward as rapidly as possible, keep-
ing the west bank of the river, but if he found succor of
any kind, to return to the party, who meanwhile would
follow in his footsteps. He left them camped on the
bank of a small river running northwest from one of the
main branches, and followed the west bank to a great
bay, when, true to his instructions, he continued around
it to the westward, and thence in an easterly direction to
the river proper, where it opens out from between the
mountains into the wide bay which finally brought De
Long and his party to a stand-still.

This and a great deal more they told me, beginning
again and again, from their landing on the shore of the
Arctic Ocean to the time of their arrival at Belun.
Nindemann bad a short section of a chart which Mr. Col-
lins had copied for him from the small chartin De Long’s
possession, and which I recognized as similar in part to
my own copy. I then made from their description a
rough map of the region north and south of De Long’s
probable position, as a guide for my search. It was out
of the question for either Nindemann or Noros to accom-
pany me; for, leaving aside the difficulties of transpor-
tation and food, both were so sick as to be barely able to
walk, vomiting and purging violently, — the effects of
having gorged themselves with some decayed fish refuse
which they had found at a hut called Bulconr. They
complained bitterly of the treatment they had received
at the hands of the starosti and natives; having been
furnished with a very limited supply of black bread by
the young priest of the village, and with nothing but
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smoke-dried fish, although there was plenty of fresh fish
and venison to be had.

Islept in the povarnia with my two comrades and a
number of natives the first night ; but, before turning in,
I started a telegram to the Secretary of the Navy, a copy
of it to the United States Minister at St. Petersburg,
and another to Mr. James Gordon Bennett. This mes-
sage I first wrote out in English, and then, after a man-
ner, translated for the young priest, who finally wrote it
out in Russian. I then sealed it across the back with two
feathers to indicate that it must fly, and saw the messen-
ger off with it. Next day I diligently busied myself in
adding to the comforts of my two sick companions.
Noros had discovered a couple of good vacant huts in the
village ; so together we visited the young priest, who
said, however, that he was very poor, having given the
two men all the provisions he could spare, and that he
had no authority to compel others to do the same. He
accompanied me to the vacant houses, but would not
dare to enter them ; so I told him I would do as I pleased,
the American government would pay, and that General
Tschernaieff, the Governor-General of the district, was a
soldier, and would not permit any soldiers of the United
States to suffer. 'Whereupon I placed my shoulder against
the door of a hut, and, bursting it open, invited him in.
At first he was a little alarmed, saying the hut belonged
to a rich copert, who might claim damages from him, buf
I allayed his fears by saying that I would be responsi-
ble; and then calling upon the Yakut starosti, I told
him that I must be furnished at once with pots, pans,
kettles, and other housekeeping utensils for Nindemann
and Noros, together with plenty of bread and venison for
them to eat. I also ordered him to have a native haul
wood and keep the fire going for the two sick men.
Then, having attended to these and many other kindred
things, I finally, when the hut had been well warmed,



AT BELUN. 167

directed the men to take possession of it, and having seen
them properly installed, I left them to the tender mercies
of the women, who dropped in “to fix things,” and ac-
companied the young priest to the house of the old
priest, who had prepared some dinner for me.

I told my story to him as best I could, but, owing to
the obscuration of his mind from a deep and long-con-
tinued debauch, my task was a very difficult and thank-
less one. However, he treated me kindly, and promised
a reindeer the next day as food for myself and men. I
now found myself becalmed, as it were, and unable to
move until the return of Bieshoff, the Cossack command-
ant, who alone had the authority to furnish me with the
necessary outfit for my search for De Long and party.
Nindemann told me that immediately upon his arrival at
Belun he had prepared a message which he wished to
bave sent to the United States minister at St. Petersburg.
Bieshoff said, * Yes, yes,” took the message and put it
in his pouch to carry to me. For Kusma had seen him
meanwhile and informed him of myself and party,
making in all eleven men; and since Nindemann had
spoken of De Long and party as a company of eleven,
here was a coincidence strengthened by Kusma’s refer-
ence to me as “ Captain,” which had led Bieshoff to
confound me with De Long and believe both parties to
be one and the same. So he took Nindemann’s message
and hurried away to my relief at Jamaveloch, where
he learned of my departure with the intention of inter-
cepting him on the road. On his journey he had found
so little snow on the mountains, that the reindeer teams
he took with him would not be available for the trans-
portation of the party, and so he sent them back to
Belun.

Nindemann’s letter he gave to Mr. Danenhower, who
apparently regarded it as a most important communica-
tion, for he dispatched Bartlett with it to me at once,
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notwithstanding that I was then in personal contact with
the man who wrote it.

I was dining with the priest, when an old woman
entered the house in a state of great excitement, and
announced that another American had arrived in the
village. I started immediately for the Balogan Ameri-
canski, as our habitation was called, and there found
Bartlett. To be sure I was pleased to see him, though
disappointed to find none of the others with him, and
particularly Bieshoff, whose assistance I so sorely needed
in fitting out the relief expedition for my missing ship-
mates ; although assured over and over again by Ninde-
mann and Noros that they were dead, and that it would
be useless and perilous to seek for their bodies before
spring-time. But the reader may imagine my astonish-
ment when, asking Bartlett what had occasioned his hot
pursuit of me, he answered that Mr. Danenhower had
forwarded him with Nindemann’s old communication to
the United States minister at St. Petersburg.

So I bad some additional conversation with Ninde-
mann, finishing my written description of his journey
after leaving De Long, and had almost completed my
chart, when the starostt of the village and the young
priest entered our hut, the latter bearing a letter, which,
he said, had been written by Bieshoff, directing him to
order the starosti to furnish me with two. deer-sleds in
order that I might meet him, Bieshoff, on the morrow or
the day following at Buruloch, where, in the mean time,
he would fit out two dog-sleds and guides to convey me
north on the search for De Long. I had seen two of the
three natives who had found Nindemann and Noros in the
hut at Bulecour. One of them, Tomat Constantine, was
Golivar Candidat (head candidate) of North Belun, and
consequently a man of authority among his people; and
a8 he knew the location of Buleour, and likewise of the
but described by Nindemann as the ¢ place of the sleighs,”
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that is, 2 hut where a number of sleighs was stored, I
selected him as one of my guides.

I then prepared a letter to Mr. Danenhower, in which
I directed him to take all the men as far south as
Yakutsk, and there await my arrival ; but at the same
time I told Bartlett to remain at Belun until I returned
from my northern trip, saying that I would direct Mr.
Danenhower verbally to leave him behind when he
started for Yakutsk, in order that I might have some one
to look me up if I failed to return to Belun within thirty
days. And then bidding them all good-by, I left for
Buruloch, where I arrived late that might; it having
taken me nearly twelve bours to traverse the eighty
versts, whereas I had previously made the distance in
eight hours. For the snow had deepened and the winter
storms had set fairly in.
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Mark Surt again — How to eat Raw Fish. — The Maiden with the
Lively Tresses. — Bulcour. — ¢ The Place of the Three Crosses.” —
Sleeping in the Snow. — Mat Vay. — A Clue.

WHEN I arrived at Buruloch, my feet and legs had
swollen to nearly double their healthy size, and the new
skin had arisen in large blisters filled with water. I
ermptied them, and the old woman greased my legs with
goose grease. Next morning I was up and out in good
time, anxiously looking for the arrival of Bieshoff and
my party. An hour or so before noon the yelping and
baying of the dogs announced their coming, and soon I
was being introduced to Bieshoff, a fine specimen of Cos-
sack manhood, very large of stature, of a commanding
presence and quiet demeanor. We had a general hand-
shaking all around, and breakfast together; and then,
much to my sorrow, I learned for the first time that poor
Jack Cole had become demented. He had apparently
lost all trace of time and circumstance, asking me if I
thought we would see the captain in a few days, and say-
ing that he was tired of the strange, mysterious fellows
who were in that country, and believed he would like to
go and see the ““o0ld woman.” At this time he was per-
fectly tractable, although Mr. Danenhower told me that
he had been occasionally obstinate, and that on the way
from Jamaveloch it was with great difficulty he could be
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kept on the sled, having once, indeed, dropped off quietly
without any one missing him until they had gone a
considerable distance, when driving back they found him
lying in the snow. He had now become quite a charge,
requiring one man’s constant attention and care. I was
not altogether unprepared for this, since I had noticed
during the last few weeks that Jack had grown so fool-
ish in the repairing of his clothes, needlessly wasting the
thread and needles, that the sailors had taken those arti-
cles away from him. .

I was delighted to meet again my good friend Vasilli
Kool Gar, who had driven over one of the sleds from
Jamaveloch; and I hastened to secure him as one of my
own drivers on the search. I had learned by this time
that the limit of a dog-team’s endurance is about ten
days; so Bieshoff set diligently about equipping me for
that space of time, providing me with two teams of
eleven dogs each, two drivers, and ten days’ supply of
food for all of us. With everything satisfactorily ar-
ranged, and bidding good-by to my friends, who were to
pass the night at Buruloch and proceed next morning to-
wards Belun, Verkeransk, and Yakutsk, I set out for Ku
Mark Surt, where that night I arrived and rested, full of
hopes and fears for the future,—hoping for the best, yet
fearing the worst. From Nindemann’s story, I had very
little hope, if any, of finding my comrades alive ; but, if
dead, I might yet be able to prevent the destruction of
their bodies by the few ravenous animals of these re-
gions.

My intention was to follow the back-track, if possible,
until I came up with the party, dead or alive; pursuing
the west bank of the river to the northward, guided by
the notes I had taken from my conversations with Nin-
demann, until I arrived at the point on the Arctic Ocean
where, after landing, they had made a cache of their
books, papers, chronometers, and other articles.
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My old friends at Ku Mark Surt seemed pleased to
see me, and I was doubly welcome because of a little
salt that I brought from Belun. The old lady of the es-
tablishment earnestly requested me to examine her son’s
paralyzed legs, in the hope that I might be able to cure
or relieve him; for she had been told that at Moscow,
where the Czar was, he could be made whole and strong
again. But I said he was now too old, I feared, the
misfortune having occurred in his youth. They all un-
derstood me very well, —

¢ Baranchuck, bar, bar ; mooshina, soak ;> that is, «“ If
a baby, yes, yes; but a man, no.” And all the family
joined with the poor cripple in sighing out, « Mooshina,
soak.” After a supper of tea and boiled fish, we crawled
into our berths, and were out of them early the next
morning. While the members of the family busied them-
selves in the preparation of breakfast, I bad an oppor-
tunity of witnessing some of their internal household
economics. Such fish as were to be boiled were first
thawed out before the fire, and then properly scaled,
cleansed, cut in satisfactory lengths, and placed in a
kettle near the fire, where they might simmer, but never
be allowed to boil. Fish to be eaten raw are selected
for their delicate fatness, and while hard-frozen briefly
exposed to the heat and turned quickly so as to only
thaw the skin. Then by a few dexterous cuts of the
Eknife, the dorsal fin and a narrow strip of the belly-skin
are removed, and the skin raised at the tail and cut up
to or near the gills, when it is caught at the tail be-
tween the teeth, and, with one jerk, peeled to the head,
the opposite side of the fish sharing the same fate.
These skins are cured, dried, and worked up into water-
proof bags, wherein the natives store their tinder, shav-
ings, and sleeping-gear, while traveling.

The tea-kettle was put on, and several gallons of boil-
ing water made; the stranger’s particular little tea-petf
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being filled and a quantity of tea begged for the family.
The raw, frozen fish were then cut down in thin slices;
the fat back and belly-pieces, however, being carved into
short, thick morsels, and turned towards the guest as
choice tid-bits of savory sweetness; and with this dish
the meal began. While breakfast was in course of prep-
aration, I had noticed with interest that the natives, old
and young, performed their morning ablutions by taking
a large mouthful of water, spurting it into their hands,
and then rubbing their faces, —the little chicks, four or
five years old, along with the rest. Afterwards, the
young lady of the household, aged fourteen or fifteen,
began combing her jet-black tresses. The natives manao-
facture their combs from the fossil ivory of the mam-
moth, managing to turn out very creditable work, con-
sidering their rude means— the ever-handy and useful
sheath-knife, made in the shape of a single-edged dirk.

I observed that the young lady, after letting down her
hair, set about arranging on her lap a circular wooden
platter or tray about eighteen inches in diameter, with
an edge raised around it like the lid of a Yankee cheese-
box. I likewise took notice that it was the veritable
platter which had been used to hold the raw fish on my
previous visit to the hut, and from which we had all
eaten our food. Hair and 1lid properly adjusted for the
combing, that operation began, and continued with an
expertuess only attainable by long practice. A down-
ward stroke of the comb through the hair; a sharp,
short knock on the lap-board for the purpose of remov-
ing any obstruction there might have been in the teeth
of the comb, or of releasing, perbaps, any prisoner held
in its narrow meshes; a circular sweep of the comb
around the periphery of the lid towards its edge, with a
partial sweep to the right and left, which brought any-
thing that might have been there to the centre of the
lid; then a quick, decisive thrust with the flat portion of



174 IN THE LENA DELTA.

the comb, which was apparently an effort to crush or
blot out some creeping thing ; and finally, the remains
being brushed into the fire where simmered our break-
fast, the lid thus cleaned was ready for service as platter
for the frozen sliced fish. These were heaped upon it,
and all the male members of the family at once began
the attack. It is needless to say that although I fur-
nished the salt, still, on this occasion, I did not care for
frozen fish, and held my appetite in check until the sec-
ond course, of boiled fish; for although there had been no
lid on the pot, yet since the old woman had kept skim-
ming off the scum which arose to the surface, it seemed
likely to me that in doing so she had managed to rescue
the hair or any other thing which may have fallen in.
With breakfast over, the dogs were hitched, and we
started on our journey in a blinding snow-storm. It was
fifty-five versts to Bulcour, where Nindemann and Noros
had been found ; old Tomat Constantine knew the place,
and so there was no doubt of our ability to take up with
the first landmark on our backward track. It is impos-
sible for me to adequately describe our progress along
the bed of the river; crossing and recrossing it to find
a path among the chevauz de frise of jammed ice;
tumbling over, upsetting, hauling, and pleading with the
dogs, which, in turn, plead with each other in such a way
as to make the fur fly. A strong westerly wind cut our
faces, and it was very cold. My feet and legs had again
begun to swell, unti] my moccasins grew tight to bursting.
They did not pain me, for all feeling seemed to have
forsaken them, but what troubled me most was that I
had lost all control of them, and, being unable to stand
up, much more to walk, I was forced to forego the exercise
that would have prevented the blistering of my limbs,
which comes of suppressed circulation, and consequently
the tighter my moccasins became with the swelling, the
more severe became the frost-bite, each additional chill
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acting as a further check to the diffusion of blood. Tt
was long after day when we arrived at Bulcour. The
place consists of two huts and a store-house; one of the
huts being a balogan, and the other a palatka, — which
have this difference, that the former is a frustum of a
regular pyramid, from four to seven feet high, covered
with earth, and having a hole in the centre of the top for
the escape of smoke, etc., while the latter is a regular
pyramid, with a square frame-work inside near the top,
against which the poles rest, and through which the
smoke finds an exit. A small river makes out into the
Lena proper from the northwest, between steep banks
probably a hundred yards apart, so steep as to be very
difficult of ascent, and this, too, at an abrupt bend of the
Lena, where it swerves from east northeast to north.
The balogan is pitched on the northwest bank of this
little stream, the palatka on the northeast, together with
the detached store-house, which can be more properly
described as a square box of ten or twelve feet, raised
slightly above the ground on stilts or blocks. These two
structures are nearest the main river, but are set so high
up and far back that it is a wonder to me Nindemann
and Noros saw them at all ; indeed, the men were on the
point of returning to the ¢ place of the sleighs,” some
twenty miles to the northward, there to lie down and
die, when, going out on the bed of the river from under
the bank, one of them descried the palatka and store-
bouse, and, of course, they at once sought shelter there.
This is one of the favorite fishing stations of the natives
for certain runs of small fish. It was abandoned for the
season, but the natives had left some of their nets and
other gear behind ; and Nindemann and Noros had
searched everywhere, without success, for food. In the
store-house, however, they came upon a lot of mouldy
fish, which the natives had pulverized and heated for the
purpose of extracting the oil for their Jamps, and though
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this refuse was decomposed and covered with mould,
yet there was nothing else to be had ; the men had been
long without food, having only caught a lemming, or tail-
less rat, several days before, which they roasted and ate,
hair and all; so it was quite natural that they should
try to satisfy their hunger with the fish offal, which
would, at least, distend their empty stomachs.

Accordingly they devoured a portion of the mess as they
found it, and then starting a fire in the palatka, brewed
some willow tea and warmed themselves. Afterwards
they placed several large flat stones over the fire, on
which to cook or heat the putrid mass, but it was not as
palatable as when cold or frozen. A scarcity of wood
compelled them to burn considerable of the interior wood-
work of the hut, as well as an old canoe; and they tar-
ried here for a day or two, trying to recuperate their
strength, and feeding on the offal, which soon sickened
them so that they were fearful lest they should be dis-
abled from continuing their journey. Summoning, there-
fore, all their remaining powers of endurance, they
filled their pouches and skull-caps with the rotten fish,
and started forward towards the settlement which they
had hoped to reach long before, but which was really
fifty-five versts beyond. It was very cold, and a cruel
wind was blowing, and, in a little while, Noros com-
plained that he was so sick and weak from frequent purg-
ing, vomiting, and previous exposure, that he could then
proceed no further, and begged Nindemann to turn back
for at least one day more.

This they did, and while Nindemann was busy repair-
ing his moccasins inside the hut, he heard a strange rus-
tling noise without. Hunger had rendered their sense of
hearing doubly keen, and Nindemann, thinking that a
reindeer was at hand, seized his gun, charged it, and ap-
proaching the door was about to peer out, when sud-
denly it opened and he stood face to face with a Yakut.
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Naturally his first impulse was to embrace his savior ; but
that honest worthy seeing the mere spectre of a man,
ragged, emaciated, frost-bitten, smoke.grimed, his face
covered with scabs, and a gun held at “ready” in his
hands, fell back in dismay, and sinking on his knees
begged Nindemann not to shoot. To drop the gun and
embrace the friendly visitor was the act of an instant,
and then they drew him into their hut, — his hat, for
it was Ivan Androsouff, the proprietor, who had left his
nets in the store-house, waiting for the ice to make, and
had then come to carry them with him on a fishing ex-
cursion up one of the northwest discharges of the river.
This lucky incident saved their lives, for, instead of
recovering, they were wasting their little strength while
feeding on the putrid fish, the condition of their bowels
being such that they would soon have been unable to
crawl. The Yakut was not a little alarmed at his situa-
tion, for he mistook the two men to be escaped exiles,
whom it was his duty to capture, under penalty of being
flogged. However, they made Ivan understand that they
were very hungry, exhibiting the fish refuse of which
they had been eafing, and proffering him some; but he
turned aside in disgust, telling them to throw it away.
Parleying a while, he signified that he would go off
and return soon with assistance; and ere they could col-
lect their wits he held up three fingers and left them.
When he had gone, Nindemann said he was in doubt
whether the three fingers were intended to mean three
miles, three hours, or three days; and so he upbraided
himself for having allowed the native to depart. Still,
in several hours Ivan returned with two companions and
a couple of deer-teams, and carried the men away to a
hut in the woods, where there was a woman with chil-
dren. Here they tried to make the natives comprehend
that they had recently left the captain and party in a

starving condition to the northward; but with their own
12
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sufferings and the remembrance of their comrades’ sad
lot, they completely broke down, and mingled their tears
with those of the gentle-hearted natives, who, believing
that the men were anxious to reach Belun, urged them
to sleep first, and then, in the morning, they would all
push forward.

Next day they started for Belun, the worthy natives
loaning them clothes for the journey. Poor Nindemann
did his utmost to explain that they must go back and
save the captain and party, but to no purpose; the na-
tives persisted in the belief that he desired to hurry on;
and it was during their progress to Belun that they en-
countered Kusma, my messenger, returning to Jamave-
loch.

I was rejoiced to seek refuge in the palatka at Bul-
cour. Our dogs were unable to scale the steep bank with
the loaded sleds, so I crawled up on my hands and knees
before the natives succeeded in elevating the teams. The
wind had strengthened to almost a gale, and when the
dogs had been staked on the leeward side of the hut, and
fed, Tomat and Vasilli set diligently about, and soon had
a fire blazing in the centre of the hut. They carried up
ice from the river to use in boiling our tea and fish ; for
the natives believe, with whalemen, that snow - water
breeds scurvy; and I have seen them travel more than a
mile for ice, when there was an abundance of snow at
hand. Soon we had our supper of hot tea and boiled fish,
and I delighted my two companions by presenting each
with a small lump of sugar, given to me by Bieshoff, and
which neither used, but stored away for home use. As
the hut warmed up, we hunted around among the ashes
of the fire-place and found several little articles that had
been left or lost by Nindemann and Noros; and these
fully identified the place, and satisfied me that I was now
on the right trail.

The numbness and insensibility of my legs shortly
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gave way to the most excruciating pains, I withdrew
my feet as far as possible from the fire, and thrust them
into the snow which covered the floor of the hut, but
without experiencing any relief. 1 dared not remove my
moceasins, for the swelling had so increased that I feared
lest I should not be able to get them on again. So all
that night I rolled in agony on the floor, becoming so
gick that I lost my supper. The wind raged without,
and when morning dawned was still blowing so fiercely
that the natives, taking a look at the weather, said, —
“ Pagoda, poorga ; pi dome, soak.”

There was no use kicking against the pricks; neither
man nor dog counld face such a gale; so we did the only
other practicable thing, and abided its abatement, the
natives lashing their sleds and repairing their dog har-
ness. Thus the day was spent, and during the night the
gale went down, subsiding so far that by morning we
were again able to take to the road. The delay had not
been altogether a loss, for I had been afforded an oppor-
tunity to translate and talk over with the natives my
written account of Nindemann’s journey; and now our
next objective point was the ¢ Place of the Sleighs.”
Neither Tomat nor Vasilli had ever been there, but from
my broken translation of Nindemann’s description they
understood pretty clearly about where I wanted to go.
So, making an early start, we drove rapidly along, and
at length reached the desired spot. It was a very small
hut, devoid of door or cover to the smoke-hole, and con-
sequently snowed in. I found fragments of the sleds,
which Nindemann had broken up for fuel, and searched
vainly about for a sign of any one having followed in his
footsteps. Again we pushed on, this time for the three
Bulchot Crasses, three Propaldi Yakuts — the place
where there were three dead Yakuts in cases raised on
trestles, with three large crosses. The natives said there
were many, many Yakuls pomeree and crass manorga ;
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but I made them understand that these were near an old
hut on a high bank, and that there were two canoes (vi-
atkas) and an old shed on the river.

And so we pressed forward. Night came and found
us yet on the snow, till, at length, the natives dug with
their shovels a pit about seven feet square, and standing
the sleds to the windward, in order to break the force of
the gale and cause the snow to bound over us, drew forth
some raw frozen fish, on which, ent down in thin slices,
we regaled ourselves. The dogs being staked and fed,
we then crawled into the pit and crept into our sleep-
ing-bags, the few dogs which had been tarned loose
nestling warmly on top of us. For an hour or two we
slept fairly well, but long before daylight we were so
chilled that, for my part, I felt as though I could never
stretch myself again. Indeed, as was often my experi-
ence, when I first lay down I was very cold, but with
my blood flowing freely and the heat of my body con-
fined within the bag, I soon became quite warm and com-
fortable, save at the feet, where, to be sure, I never suc-
ceeded in inducing any heat. And so in a little while,
overcome by the genial glow of my body, I fell into a
deep sleep, dreaming of long, weary marches; and, as the
snow sifted into the rents of my old battered sleeping-
bag and thawed upon my neck or face, I brushed it off
as though troubled by a persistent mosquito. But in
the course of five or six hours, when camping thus, the
limbs of the sleeper begin to cramp, his body is chilled,
the snow has drifted up the sleeves and around the collar
of his jacket, he grows restless, and finally awakes with
a jump as though branded with a hot iron. For the
snow has melted under his jacket, the bag and body are
about freezing, the wet sleeve has indeed frozen fast to
bis bare wrist, and in his haste to remove the burning
jacket from his irritated flesh, he tears off the blistered
skin, leaving a raw spot to scab and fester and fill up
with reindeer ¢ feathers ” (hairs).
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So I was glad when day dawned. We leaped from the
pit, shook out the snow from our clothes and sleeping-
bags, and ate our morning meal of frozen fish, — the na-
tives topping off with a smoke. Then when the sleds
were packed, the poor dogs shaken out of their little
heaps of snow and beaten, snapping and shivering, into
line without any breakfast, another day’s journey be-
gan. Keeping the ¢ west bank of the river on board,”
we carefully scanned every object as we proceeded, halt-
ing at times to run at right angles with our course and
look for a track or trace of any one coming from the
northward, directed by the foot-prints of the two who
bad marched out of the jaws of death. Here and there
we saw where they had plunged through the ice while
it was yet young, but wherever the snow had fallen and
drifted, there was no sign or trail to guide us. Darkness
settled around us again, bringing with it another pit
in the snow, and a second miserable night; and in the
morning after our frugal meal of raw fish, washed down
with lukewarm tea brewed with difficulty over a fire
built in the snow-bank, we resumed our journey.

At one place we observed the footprints of two men
crossing the gooba or bay, toward the east side and re-
turning again. The imprints only showed where they
had been made in the ice when it was fresh or leathery,
though we occasionally saw them in the sand-spits, which
had afterwards frozen hard; and the snow, driven vio-
lently by the wind, had swept across such exposed patches
and lodged under the banks or piled up against the huge
hummocks of ice with which the river was cumbered.
Towards night we arrived at the place of the three crosses,
and discovered the two old huts, canoes, and fishing shed,
as described, together with the dead Yakuts stored away
on their trestles in mid air. I could find the foot-prints
of two men In and around the huts, but no more. These
structures, which were dilapidated and filled with snow,
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afforded not the slightest evidence of having been ten-
anted since the sojourn of Nindemann and Noros. I was
now nearly famished. The previous two nights had
given me but little rest, and no renewal of vigor; and
even the cold fish seemed only to chill me. I asked the
natives how far it was to Mat Vay; twenty-five versts,
they said ; and there we might have fire, shelter, hot tea,
and hot fish; so, although it was far into the night, I
gave the order: ¢ Pi dome, Mat Vay.”

I had now followed up their tracks to where Ninde-
mann and Noros said they came upon the first huts they
bhad found after leaving De Long; and as I bad stuck
steadily to the west bank of the river, there could be no
mistake. I had therefore concluded to stop at Mat Vay
with the intention of renewing on the morrow my search
over the shoals which we had traversed all day, to the
Stolb or Stolboi, one of Nindemann’s most prominent
landmarks. We hurried on through the dark, I knew
not how, save that we still clung to the west bank, and
long after midnight brought up at a hut. Then, so
torpid that I could barely move or speak, I sat down in
the snow until the natives bad opened the door of the
hut, when, crawling into it on my hands and knees, I
cried out for agoime, agoime ! (fire, fire).

Presently one was blazing warmly on the hearth, and
then I noticed by its glare that though the door of the
hut had been properly banked up with snow, yet the
boards used to cover the smoke-hole had not been re-
placed, and, as a consequence, the hut was nearly filled
with snow. But as the fire burned more brightly and
lit up the room, I was particularly surprised at the un-
usual arrangement of the bed of sticks, to which I drew
the attention of the natives, saying, ¢ Yakut soak.”
They looked very grave, shook their heads, and iterated
“Soak ” (no) ; and then, pointing to the open roof and
snow, added, *“ Americanski.”
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Now, indeed, was I charmed; for I felt that I had
found the new trail. Nindemann and Noros had assured
me that they had not seen or entered a hut until they
arrived as far south as ¢ The Crosses,” nor slept in one
till they reached the «Place of the Sleighs;” and the
peculiarity in the arrangement of the sticks which at-
tracted my attention was, that they had been removed
from the ground around the three sides of the hut, ac-
cording to the custom of the Yakuts, and arranged in the
bed form adopted by the North American Indians, with
the feet towards the fire, and a log for the head. So it
occurred to me at once that a second party, in all proba-
bility Alexia, had been sent ahead by De Long to follow
up Nindemann; that coming upon this hut, and being
unable to open the door, he had dropped down through
the smoke -hole, and here passed the night; and that
when leaving he had neglected to cover the hole in the
roof, an oversight of which no Yakut wounld have been
guilty.

A further search revealed no record or other evidence;
and so, when we had readjusted the sticks Yakut fashion,
and supped, we turned in, — I to dream that I had found
the first clue of De Long.
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NEXT morning I noticed that the natives talked a
great deal between themselves, and upon my urging
them to be more active, packed their sleds with consider-
able discontent and mystery; conversing the while in
whispers as though fearful of my overhearing them.
Finally, when we were about to start and I had left the
hut, Tomat, who had returned to see that everything
was taken from it, reappeared, his face aglow, and pre-
sented me with a leather belt, saying that he had found
it in the hut. A glance at the great copper buckle of
homely make told me that the belt had been made on
board the Jeannette; so I reéntered the hut and insti-
tuted a more thorough examination, shoveling out all of
the snow, but to no purpose. I was now, however, more
fully convinced than before that a second party sent out
by De Long had been there. So jumping upon the sled
T ordered the natives to skaree (hurry up)!

They both looked at me for an instant, afraid to speak,
and then Tomat found voice enough to say,— ¢ Soak,
soak!”

Turning to Vasilli, who stood back, I inquired, —
« Kack soak ” (why not) ?
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¢ Cushat soak ” (nothing to eat), both replied.

“ Bar, bar, cushat manorga,” I said.

But they insisted, ¢ Ballook soak, olane soak; savaccas
propaldi” (no fish, no deer; the dogs would break down).

I was astounded. Bieshoff had told me that he had
furnished food for ten days, and here it was all gone in
four. I instantly suspected that the Yakuts, losing heart,
were playing me false, and so caused them to unload
their sleds of everything; but no food was brought to
light. Yet I had full confidence in Bieshoff, and so it
oceurred to me that the natives, afraid to proceed fur-
ther, had robbed me of the fish and buried them at Bul-
cour, or one of the snow camps.

The very thought enraged me. To turn back now
that I had struck a new trail was impossible. The two
natives seemed stolid, while Tomat jabbered away at a
lively rate. I seized his great staff and dealt him a stag-
gering blow, whereupon Vasilli took to his heels, and
poor Tomat, dazed and frightened, in trying to do like-
wise, fell down and retreated on his hands and knees,
while I followed him up with the iron-shod stake. So
crippled was I, however, that they soon distanced me;
though I had succeeded in cowing them, and that was
all I wished. Yet, as they started off, the dogs jumped
in pursuit, but, luckily for me, were staked fast. Then
fearing lest the natives might desert me altogether, I
seized and loaded my gun, and shouting “ Fintofki, fin-
tofki!” discharged it after them. The bullet went whist-
ling over their heads, and at the report both natives fell
on their faces, then turning round on their knees, began
crossing themselves in terror, and making such low
obeisance that their noses dipped in the snow.

I beckoned them to approach, at the same time re-
loading the gun and seizing the staff. They returned
very contrite, but beseeching, “ Masta soak; masta soak ™
(no stick; no stick) ; and then fell to pleading with me
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on the danger of traveling farther. We had no food,
either for ourselves or dogs.

““Olane soak, ballook soak, savaccas pomree, too pom-
ree, kack pomree” (no deer meat, no fish, the dogs die,
we all die, why die?). Then, too, “Car manorga, pa-
goda poorga, manorga’” (snow and gales of wind in abun-
dance). ¢ And,” they argued, * you can find your dead
comrades in the spring-time when the snow is gone;”
and placing their staves upon the ground they blew and
scraped and covered them with snow, to show me how it
had buried in my friends. Then catching me around the
neck they cast themselves upon the snow and feigned to
die; old Vasilli afterwards acting the wolf or fox which,
he signified, would certainly come and eat us.

Meanwhile I had somewhat recovered from my heat
at the sudden exhaustion of our provisions, and now in-
quired the distance to the nearest village. “Two hun-
dred and fifty versts,” they announced, after counting by
tens on their fingers. In what direction was it? They
laid down their staves, pointing them northwest, and
said, “ Sever zaputh.” Then I firmly demanded, —

“Pi dome, skaree, Sever Belun, balogan Tomat”
(hasten to North Belun, to the house of Tomat).

Almost stupefied, they looked at me again as though
to assure themselves that I was not crazy, and then burst
forth into remonstrances. * There was nothing to eat,
and we would all die; I was lame, and trembling with
cold, and must surely succumb.” Sitting on the sled
with my gun in hand, I only replied,—

¢“Savaccas cushat, cushat manorga, Kack too, Yakut
cushat!”

At this they crossed themselves, glanced at each other,
and, seeing that I was inexorable, prepared to start, mur-
muring repeatedly my words, ¢ Yakut cushat, Yakut
cushat.” For they had only smiled when I said that I
would eat the dogs, of which there were plenty; but
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when I threatened to eat them too, they were entirely
overcome, and eyed me askance.

But, setting out, I took a survey of the river and shoal
in front of us, and then directed the natives to follow
along the west bank of the main branch in Nindemann’s
reported tracks. But the river here takes a long turn to
the westward, and there are numerous streams making
out into the north around from the west by way of north,
and finally to the eastward, where the largest branch is
in sight, though there were more than a dozen headlands
to be seen on the bay, each indicating the outlet of a
great river. We had gone but a little distance when we
came upon a few old huts, which I stopped to examine,
but they yielded me no information ; so we continued on
our journey without interruption until late that night,
when we halted at a place called Cass Carta (Goose
Place), where there were two good huts and a couple of
store-houses.

During our day’s progress, I was convinced that we
had left the trail, owing to the unusual number of huts
we had seen ; albeit Nindemann had informed me of the
many old and new buts he had noticed while with De
Long. Arrived at Cass Carta, however, I was assured
beyond doubt of my having lost the scent ; for, we found
and ate a lot of offal in the huts, which De Long and
party, had they come that way, would most certainly
not have despised. This windfall consisted of some deer
bones with tendons and a little ragged meat attached, —
& few of the leg bones having hoofs on them, which we
roasted in the fire, and, as the heels softened, pared read-
ily with our knives and pronounced capital. We also
found the antlers of deer, which had been killed while
the horns were yet in the velvet, and these, porous as
pumice stone, and filled with blood, the natives pounded
with their axes into a meal, and this we ate and found
pleasant. There was nothing for the dogs; but they
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had been turned adrift, and since Cass Carta in season is
a good goose-hunting station, I noticed that they had all
managed to pick up goose skins, feathers, wings, feet,
etc., which had been thrown away the preceding summer.
But they were very weak and foot-sore, some barely able
to stagger along out of harness; and a few of these had,
indeed, been cut loose and left to follow the team as best
they could, or die by the road.

Our hot tea and warm hut were comforts, however,
glorified by the fierce storm which blew in the night.
I was eager to reach North Belun, where I expected to
procure fresh supplies of dogs and food, in order to fol-
low the main river as far south as the point from which
I started ; and, if I failed in my object, to then return to
Belun and fit out an expedition to continue the search in
the spring. I was now so badly lamed as to be utterly
unable to stand up without assistance ; but I urged an
early start from Cass Carta, with a view to reaching
Koogoolak that day. A veritable gale was blowing,
fortunately across our path and not in our faces, and the
drifting snow almost obscured the leading dogs. We
moved along very slowly; the teams were completely
fagged out, and when night overtook us I felt, as we
floundered aimlessly about in the snow, that it made lit-
tle difference to me whether I lived or died, if I could
only sleep. The dogs crept on at such a snail’s pace
that I could readily lie down on top of the sled without
danger of falling off ; and should this happen Vasilli
would certainly miss me.

Finally the natives came to the conclusion that they
had better camp and get me into my sleeping-bag; for
they seemed highly alarmed at my drowsiness, and soon
I was cozy and warm and fast asleep in the land of snow
and tundra.

We were up with the starlight and under way again.
T had scarcely dozed, it seemed, as we struggled along
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against the furious storm. The natives’ faces were blis-
tered and sore; the dogs simply able to move, and no
more ; and our outlook was gloomy, indeed. I repeatedly
asked Vasilli how soon we would come to the next hut,
and he as often answered, “In a little while,” pointing
ahead with bis dog-staff, as though the hut was just beyond
the hill. But day faded into dusk, and darkness again
intervened, and I almost despaired of living. At each of
our more frequent halts to rest the worn-out teams, the
natives would place their hands upon me and say some-
thing. I answered their calls by asking for a balogan ;
and they continued to assure me, ¢ Yes, yes, a little way,
a little while; ” until, at last, when they came to tell me
of the imaginary balogan, I fiercely cried out * Balogan
soak.”

Doubtless, after that, they believed it unwise to con-
tend with me, for they abandoned me to myself, ap-
parently reasoning that there could be no danger of so
obstinate a man dying, even of hunger or cold ; and, for-
sooth, they were somewhat warranted in supposing from
my short, snappish ¢ soak,—soak,” supplemented by
choice expletives selected at random from my own rich
mother tongue, of which they knew nothing, but the es-
sential import of which they eventually divined from the
usual vehemence of my delivery, that I would yet keep
for some time to come. Finally,. long after midnight,
Vasilli shook me, and exclaimed, *“ Balogan, mahor, balo-
gan!” He received the usual rejoinder; but, notwith-
standing, tried to set me up on end, repeating, * Da, da,
agoime ” (yes, yes, fire), and the teams had stopped, so
I looked up, and, sure enough, right beside me, flames
were issuing from a snow-bank. So, at least, it ap-
peared, for, although the huts are built upon the level
ground, yet they are so covered and buried in by succes-
sive snows that before midwinter the dog-teams run di-
rectly over them, sled and all, sniffing the savory fumes
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of goose or fish which float out of the chimneys. Hence
the ground-floor of the hut sinks farther out of sight at
each additional increment of snow, until it is anywhere
from four to five feet below the grade-level; and so it
becomes necessary, in order to keep the door-way clear,
and enter or issue from the dalogan, to form or cut out a
geries of steps in the snow.

At sight of the red cheerful sparks shooting up from
the cold, white waste, and the glare from the nearest
door-way, in which native women, alarmed by the bark-
ing of the dogs, stood holding lighted sticks or flambeaux
to guide us into the hut, my spirits revived, and I sat up
on the sled. Tomat and Vasilli helped me to my feet
with the intention of assisting me down the cellar-way,
but suddenly the dogs, not yet staked, seeing the bright
future ahead of them, bolted. Naturally, the natives let
go of me and sprang for their teams. Unpropped on a
useless pair of legs, I swayed back and forth for a mo-
ment, and then fell forward on my face and hands; but
the next instant began crawling towards the brilliant
door-way, where the women stood holding torches above
their unkempt heads and dark faces, while they gazed in
wonder at the strange object which approached them on
hands and knees. Arrived at the top of the snow stair-
case or pit, I first tried to turn about and back down the
steps in an orderly manner, but growing impatient at
the prolonged and cold proceeding, I all of a sudden shot
forward head first, and losing, of course, control of my
movements, rolled unceremoniously in at the feet of the
startled women, who drew back and surveyed me with
elevated torches, erying in Yakut, “ Who, who, tell,
tell!” My reply in good, plain English only increased
their dismay, — “ How are you, girls?” and then hold-
ing my hands toward them, I indicated my desire to be
helped into the hut.

Seeing that I was a white man and spoke a strange
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tongue, they stood back for an instant, and then, taking
courage at sight of my helpless condition and scarred and
frost-bitten face, two of them advanced, and, while others
lighted more torches or sticks, assisted me through the
low door-ways of the outer apartments into a large, well-
arranged, and comfortable balogan. It was floored, of
fair height, and around the three sides were the usual
berths or stalls, while a large fire-place, its chimney well
plastered with mud, stood almost in the centre of the
room, and flashed forth light and heat from its capacious
jaws.

I was conducted to the customary guest corner under
the icon ; and the women then fell back for a better sur-
vey of the stranger. Meanwhile the news of my arrival
had spread through the village, and already the gossips
were pouring into the hut. The women at once busied
themselves in the removal of my outer garments, jacket,
trousers, boots, etc., since all articles of fur are kept in
another and cool apartment, in order to preserve them.
I myself had thrown off my mittens and cap upon enter-
ing ; and now Vasilli and Tomat came in carrying my
sleeping-bag and other traps. They told the people who
I was, and informed them of my errand, seeming to ex-
cite a great deal of sympathy by the relation; for, gaz-
ing at my frozen and puffed-up bands, the natives, full
of curiosity and concern, broke into a clamor of excla-
mations and questions, — “ Ah, oh! Is it possible!
Verily!”

Presently I began to feel the effects of the heat; my
sluggish blood began to circulate more freely, and went
pulsing painfully through my frozen limbs; and when the
women, ignorant of my condition, took hold of the top of
the moccasins to pull them off, they also partially peeled
the skin and scabs from my legs until they bled, and I
cried out in agony. The poor creatures started back as
though struck, while the rest crowded around and craned
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their necks to have a look at the bleeding, hair-matted
sores; weeping, and saying, ¢ Poor white man! he suf-
fered from the cold.” The women next used their knives,
and, ripping the outer seams of the moccasins, removed
them as gently as possible, leaving the hair of the fur
stockings sticking in the wounds; and then all held a
consultation over the frozen limbs, which, after consider-
able controversy and wagging of heads, were given a
bath by pouring water over them ; and, when dried, they
were finally smeared with goose grease, which was not at
all pleasant to the eye or nose.

By this time I was seized with an uncontrollable
drowsiness, and, notwithstanding the babbling of tongues
about me, fell into a sound sleep, from which I volunta-
rily awoke, at length, to find myself carefully covered up
with the furs of the natives. I had neither bandages,
nor material to make the same, for my legs and feet; so
I set the women at work on a pair of mufflers, and, not
knowing the proper name, called them * noogie recovit-
sas "’ (foot-mittens). The natives tendered me a pair of
reindeer coat-sleeves as temporary coverings for my legs,
and I then “received.” A wmore motley or odoriferous
crowd of mortals I never saw packed within so small a
space. On a table placed in front of me, at the edge of
the berth, hot tea and raw frozen fish were served, amaz-
ingly to the delight of all of us, and afterwards we en-
joyed a kettle of boiled fish and soup, or, rather, the hot
water from the fish, which, anyhow, was nourishing and
pleasant.

When supper was over, the crowd made way for a
rather fine - looking young man, who came forward to
where I was, and, bowing very low, said, ¢ Drastie, dras-
tie!” at the same time handing me a small paper (bu-
maga). Eagerly unfolding it, I read: —
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Axrcric EXPLORING STEAMER JEANNETTE.
At a Hut on the Lexa DErTA, believed to be near
Tch-ol-booje, Lat. —, Lon. —.
Thursday, 22d Sept., 1881,
Whoever finds this paper is requested to forward it to the
Secretary of the Navy, with a note of the time and place at
which it was found.

Here followed a brief statement of the Jeannette’s
voyage and loss, our march over the ice, and separation
in the gale. The paper then related the landing of the
first cutter, and continued : —

On Monday, September 19, we left a pile of our effects near
the beach, erecting a long pole. There will be found navigat-
ing instruments, chronometer, ships’ log - books for two years,
tent, medicines, &¢., which we were absolutely unable to carry.
It took us forty-eight hours to make these twelve miles, owing
to our disabled men, and the two huts seethed to me a good
place to stop while I pushed forward the surgeon and Ninde-
mann to get relief for us. But last night we shot two reindeer,
which gives us abundance of food for the present, and we have
seen so many more that anxiety for the future is relieved. As
soon as our three sick men can walk, we shall resume our search
for a settlement on the Lena River.

Saturday, September 24th, 8 A. M. — Our three lame men be-
ing now able to walk, we are about to resume our journey, with
two days’ rations deer meat, and two days’ rations pemmican,
and three lbs. tea. George W. D Long,

Lieutenant Commanding.

When I had finished reading the paper, I turned to
the young man, whose name, he said, wags La Kentie
Shamoola, and asked where he had found it. At a hut,
he replied, called Ballok, on the east bank of the river
(Oshee Lena), about fifty-five versts east of North Be-
lun. Here I was in luck, and still more so when an old
woman, who now came forward, searched down in the in-

ner recesses of her bosom, and at last drew forth a second
13
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paper, which proved to be another record left by De Long
at a hut called Osoktok, about T0 versts to the south-
east of the village, and a little south of Ballok. It read
as follows : —

At a Hut, Lexa DELTA,
About 12 miles from head of Delta,

Monday, September 26th, 1881,
Fourteen of the officers and men of the U. S. Arctic steamer
Jeannette reached this place last evening, and are proceeding to
the southward this morning. A more complete record will be
found in a tinder case hung up in a hut fifteen miles further up
the right bank of the larger stream.
Georce W. Dk Long,

Lieut. Commanding.
P. A. Surgeon J. M. Ambler,

Mr. J. J. Collins.

W. F. Nindemann, N. Iversen,
H. H. Ericksen, A. Gortz,
H. H. Kaack, A. Dressler,
G. W. Boyd, Ah Sam,

W. Lee, L. P. Noros.
Alexia, )

The natives now told me that there was yet another
paper in the possession of the neighboring village, and
also a fintofki, or gun, which had been picked up still
further to the southward on the east bank of the river,
at a hut known as “ Usterda,” about ninety versts distant,
south southeast (youke malinki ostok). Here I produced
my chart, and by dint of much explanation hammered
its meaning into the thick heads of the wise men of the
village ; getting them, at length, to agree that at Usterda
there was a branch of the river which ran east or east by
north. I then made them understand that at this place
De Long and party had halted four days, and then
crossed the river to the westward and traveled south to
a small hut on the west bank, where they camped for
several days, and buried one of their number in the river:;



LOSING THE TRAIL. 195

and the little old hut was about twenty versts Youke
from Usterda.

To all of this the natives gave their approval, and
traced out on the chart the course from North or Upper
Belun to Ballok, Osoktok, Usterda, and thence across
the river, and south to the Malinki Starry Balogan
(Little Old Hut) ; and said that if I would wait a day
or two the other paper (bumaga) and gun would be
brought to me. They were horrified when I told them
of Ericksen’s burial in the river, and shuddered at the
thought of the fish eating his flesh. The hut in which I
was stopping belonged to Tomat Constantine, and was
inhabited by his wife and children, including a married
son and wife, and the customary quota of aunts, blind
pensioners, etc., who filled up the berths, while many
others occupied the sleeping space on the floor.

The young son had just been married ; that is, he had
but recently come into possession of his bride ; for it is a
custom in this section of Siberia for the bride and groom
to separate immediately after the marriage ceremony and
live apart with their respective parents until one year
has elapsed. She had lately joined him in all the glory
of her wedding outfit, made from the fine fur of the
young fawn, checkered and strapped and covered with
peculiar bead-work; interlaced and woven with curiously
colored strips of leather ; and patched around the bottom
of the skirt and up the front with far.

A funny leather belt with buckle confined the dress
under her arms, for she had no waist; and her head was
graced with a jaunty band bedecked with beads and
spangles. She was pretty after her kind, plump and
round, rather mischievous, and never idle a moment from
teasing her young mate, who was very modest and shy,
but apparently very fond of ber. Tomat introduced her
to me as the jomah of his brat, the wife of hisson; but
she quickly wriggled away from her father-in-law, and
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returned to torture her spouse; and presently ended her
blandishments, coaxing, and love-making, by pulling off
his boots as well as assisting him in the removal of other
of his outer garments; and then, rolling the blushing
youth into his little bed, she finally let fall the greasy
calico curtain which shielded their love from our vulgar
gaze.

It was nearly dawn before the other inmates of the
hut settled to rest, all tarrying to see the stranger crawl
into his sleeping-bag, when those without berths spread
their skins upon the floor; and I then saw the old lady
arrange the fire, and going out on top of the roof put
several boards over the chimney, by means of which, to
be sure, she kept the heat in the hut, but at the same
time cut off the pure air from a mass of forty naked,
unwashed and greasy sleepers of all ages compressed
within a floor space of perhaps fourteen by twenty-two
feet! And the atmosphere —directly it became inde-
scribable. Nevertheless we all slept, and in the morning
turned out to find the storm still raging furiously.

It was amusing to wateh the natives yawning them-
selves into wakefulness. Many scenes were too ludi-
crous, if not peculiar, for me to recount to ears or eyes
polite. The regular morning mouth bath was performed
by all hands, after which they went through their relig-
ious drill before the icon. An iron dipper full of water
was then brought by one of the sons, who poured the
stream into my hands while I washed and afterwards
dried before the fire, Breakfast was soon served, consist-
ing of hot tea, sliced frozen fish, and a pot of boiled fish
and venison. Each stranger, visitor, or member of the
family, I noticed, had his or her separate little pot of
tea and fish. The children were well-behaved; and the
mother prepared the hot dishes, while the husband sliced
the raw fish with his sheath-knife. And here is a noble
economy : the body of the fish which remains after being
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pared to the bone from head to tail is invariably given to
the woman, while his lordship eats of the fair and fat
slices, the few scraps that may be left being divided be-
tween woman and children. Similarly, when the boiled
fish has been eaten and the bones picked clean, woman
and children go sucking over them again, rarely a profit-
able expedition; and if there should chance by some
windfall to be “full and plenty” in the hut, then can
the poor old blind mammy and granny who live behind
the chimney hope for a first pick at the bones, but not
before. It is here as in all barbarous countries: the
woman is slave to the man ; she does all the household
work, carries the wood, makes and repairs the clothing,
dresses the skins, assists in hauling the fish and game,
and in making and repairing the nets, beside bearing the
children.

The weather was so violent, that I had fears of the
success of my messenger, who had been dispatched for
the gun and record, as promised. While awaiting his re-
turn, I questioned the natives and made myself conver-
sant with the state of the country, its people, game, ete.
Tomat’s eldest son, it appeared, had first found the gun
and given it to the starosti of the village for safe-keep-
ing. I made a sketch of it, much to his surprise and de-
light; and then to further identify the gun before its
arrival, he cut with his knife a curling spiral shaving
from a stick of wood to represent the spring which is
fitted under the barrel of a Winchester rifle, and showed
me how he had unscrewed the cap and the spring had
jumped out of its tube. It was now well understood
among the natives that I was searching for a party of
twelve lost men, who in all probability had died of cold
and hunger; and it was here that they inquired of me
why De Long and men had not come to their village,
inasmuch as it could be seen from the Oshee Lena with
the naked eye, and very plainly with the aid of glasses;
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the natives suiting the action to the words by looking
through their fists in imitation of field-glasses. It was
here, too, that Tomat told me of there being twenty-
three head of reindeer cached or staked on trestle-work
about sixteen versts to the westward of Usterda, where
De Long and party had camped, but on the opposite
side of the river, which, at this point, is in the neighbor-
hood of a thousand yards wide and five or six fathoms
deep. Yet without means of crossing it, — their at-
tempts at rafting having proved abortive, — it is doubt-
ful if they saw the cache at all, since when pointed out
to me it was barely visible on the horizon; and even
though De Long did discern it, after the repeated disap-
pointments he had met with in visiting vacant huts along
the line of retreat, he would scarcely be justified in trav-
eling twelve miles to examine into the nature of a black
object which looked as much like a hillock of earth as
aught else in creation ; not to speak of the fast-running
river which intervened.

The natives said the records and gun had been in their
possession about twenty days. When the ice had made
hard they had journeyed along the river bank towards
their homes, and had noticed the little sled-track and
many foot-prints in the snow, but were puzzled to know
by whom they had been made, fearing at first that some
ruffianly band of freebooters or fugitive exiles had come’
that way. They found that many of their traps had-
been torn up and used for fire-wood, and, at last, upon
arriving at the huts, they had looked in and discovered
the records and gun, along with some small articles of
clothing which had been cast off or lost. It was with
diffieulty I could persuade them that poor De Long and
his poverty - stricken band knew absolutely nothing of
the location of North Belun, much less of the venison
cache. And, indeed, it is most pitiful to think how un-
consciously near they were to salvation. Alas! if some
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nisfortune, which would have proven such good fortune,
had only detained them ten days longer in these huts,
to be succored by the natives! It happened otherwise,
however; and waiting four days until the river froze,
they carefully picked their way across it, hauling poor
Ericksen on a sled, and then keeping along the west
bank they traveled towards the south, in the hope, as
the record said, of reaching a settlement,—a hope that
soon turned to despair and ended in the agonies of a
cruel death.

It was during the progress of my interview with the
natives, conducted by the combined means of pantomime,
diagram, and what few Yakut, Tunguse, and Russian
words I could muster, that the messenger made his ap-
pearance, accompanied by one of the roughest looking
criminal exiles I ever saw. The starost brought the
gun and third record, which proved to be in regular se-
quence and of considerable importance. It read as fol-
lows: —

« Saturday, October 1, 1881.

“Fourteen of the officers and men of the U. S. Arctic
steamer Jeannette reached this hut on Wednesday, September
28th, and having been forced to wait for the river to freeze
over, are proceeding to cross over to the west side this A. .,
on their journey to reach some settlement on the Lena River.
We have two days’ provisions, but having been fortunate enough
thus far to get game in our pressing needs, we have no fear for
the future.

QOur party are all well, except one man, Ericksen, whose
toes have been amputated in consequence of frost-bite. Other
records will be found in several huts on the east side of this
river, along which we have come from the northward.

) Gzrorce W. D Loxe,
Liewtenant U. 8. Navy, Commanding Eaxpedition.
P. A. SureroN AMBLER,
Mz. J. J. CoLLns,” etc., etc.

This was definite and pleasing information for me. 1
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now had as & guide De Long’s authentic narrative telling
me the place of his landing on the shore of the Arctic
Ocean, where he had cached his goods about three miles
to the eastward of the main river; how he had visited
the three huts in succession, of whose location I was fully
apprised; and as for the rest, I could rely upon my writ-
ten notes of Nindemann’s story.

So I immediately determined to first visit the shore of
the ocean and secure the log-books, chronometer, naviga-
tion box, sextant, and other articles of value belonging to
the expedition, then return by way of Ballok, Osoktok,
and Usterda, crossing the river where De Long did, and
finally follow the west bank until I came up with the
party dead or alive.



CHAPTER XV.

A TRIP TO THE ARCTIC SHORE.

Ballok. — The “ Boos Byral.” — The Cache. —I am Hoodwinked
again. — Topographical Revelations. — Myacks.— Our Despised
“Mock ?” and ¢¢ Tas.” — A Coveted Demijohn. — Phadee Achin.

THE women bad made a large pair of deer-skin muf-
flers for my feet, which, as well as my legs, were entirely
too sore and swollen to allow of my resuming the mocca~
sins. I bad also contracted for a new deer-skin coat and
pair of trousers, which materially added to my comfort;
and I now engaged three dog-teams with drivers, and ar-
ranged for a ten days’ supply of fish. In the morning
I limped out to the sleds, and watched the process of
counting the fish for our journey, mistrusting the hon-
esty of the natives by reason of the imposition practiced
upon me by Vasilli and Tomat. I then returned to the
hut, and as soon as my skin clothing could be donned,
bade good-by to my friendly hostess and her neighbors,
and set out with the three sleds, driven by La Kentie
Shamoola, Tomat, and Kerick; old Vasilli, discharged
with thanks, having gone home.

The weather was propitious, the dogs fresh and strong,
and with a light breeze on our backs we fairly flew along,
passing a small cemetery containing some forty or more
graves marked with crosses ; and by dusk we had arrived
at Ballok, resting in the first hut which sheltered De
Long and his men. I found in the ashes a knife-blade,
some pieces of vials or broken glass, and other little arti-
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cles attesting their presence. The hut was partially
filled with snow, which the natives cleared, and building
a fire cooked our supper of fish; when we all turned in,
and were out the next morning bright and early. I then
read and explained to my attendants what the first rec-
ord said, that to the northward on the shore of the ocean
we would find a cache, over which a great pole (bulchoi
masta) was erected as a landmark ; and the natives mar-
veled greatly that not having been there I could yet
know all abont it.

Following the east bank of the river to the north, we
at length came upon the green, heavy massed-up ice of
the ocean, and the natives, imitating the rolling of the
sea, cried ¢ Boos byral ! ” and handed me a lump of the
ice to taste, saying “Tooshe, tooshe!’ (salt, salt.) I
then turned to the eastward, and after running for nearly
an hour, finally espied the tall flag-staff, and pointed it
out to the natives, who could scarcely contain themselves
in their anxiety to see what was buried there. Arrived
at the cache, I had it uncovered, and then exhumed from
the snow every article it contained, much to the wonder
and delight of my drivers, who had never before seen
8o much plunder in one heap, and who were especially
tickled with the two guns. I loaded all the relics on the
sleds, save one long, heavy steering-oar, and the flag-pole,
which I left standing. The boat was nowhere to be seen,
though I looked for it carefully along the shore ; but since
the ice was so jammed up, I reached the conclusion that
it bad been crushed and submerged, or, perhaps, snowed
over. The discovery of it was of no consequence what-
ever, so far as finding the party or relics was concerned,
but then I wished to remove every vestige of their land-
ing, in order that no future searchers might be misled or
hampered in their progress. Fot this reason I carried
away all the old sleeping-bags, clothing, ete., with the
intention of destroying the useless articles, or giving
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them to the natives at the village, with instructions to
keep them there.

I returned to Ballok, well satisfied with my day’s work,
and, after a supper of hot tea and boiled fish, fell asleep,
in the hope of following on the morrow the track as far
south as Osoktok. I slept soundly in my bag, reclining
on a bed of soft snow, and when morning broke was
ready and eager for the road; my feet and legs drying
and healing rapidly, save where the deer hair had matted
under the sores, for my loose mufflers were soft and
warm. I now observed that the natives were having
another secret consultation, and, at length, when I was
ready to start, and told them to pi dome, designating the
course we would pursue, they promptly refused to go.
“ Why not ? " I asked. * There was no food,” they said.
This dumfounded me, for I had certainly seen a fish
supply for ten days loaded on the sled. Old Tomat had
been involved in a serape of this kind before, and now
edged past me towards the door of the hut. I saw his
movement, and seizing a billet of wood began to belabor
La Kentie, and the young son of the starostz. The
former was a great, dignified sort of person, and unae-
customed to this kind of treatment; but as the blows fell
thick and fast he beat a precipitate retreat, scrambling
all oves me in his haste to reach the door. I followed
quickly, gun in hand, shouting, ¢ Fintofki, fintofki!” in
fear that they might desert me altogether. Old Tomat,
well pleased at his escape from punishment, stood in the
middle distance, laughing heartily at the discomfiture of
his friends. La Kentie was sullen, hurt in feelings as
well as body, and did not relish the fun which Tomat
was poking at him; while Kerick, the starosti’s young
son, stood rubbing in dismay that part of his person
which he had presented to me as a target when leaving
the hut on allfours. I called them to me, but as La
Kentie exhibited some unwillingness to obey, I lowered
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the gun and fired as I had before at Mat Vay. It had
exactly the same effect. They all dropped on their
knees and faces, going through their religious exercises
at a great rate. Old Tomat took refuge behind La
Kentie, and lied abominably, saying that “ La Kentie
had stolen the fish, not he, who, indeed, knew nothing at
all about it.”

However, I summoned them to me, promising not to
beat them, and then learned that the villagers had filched
the fish from our sleds, and returned them to the differ~
ent store-houses ; because, they explained, I had appropri-
ated all the fish in the village, and there had been a fam-
ine in that section of the country, eighty of their dogs
having starved to death, and that if I had carried off the
fish the women and children would have died ; whereupon
they compressed their stomachs and made hollow their
cheeks. 'What could I do but swallow my vexation and
return to the village?

We started back in a driving snow-storm, which luck-
ily blew from the eastward and against our backs. The
dogs were already weak from hunger, although they had
been out but three days, yet, as I have mentioned else-
where, the natives never work their teams, if they can
avoid it, two days in succession. So we staggered along
at a snail’s pace, and it was night before we reached
North Belun, having consumed nine hours on the jour-
ney, whereas on our outward trip we had accomplished
the same distance in six. [ was surprised at the number
of rivers we had crossed in going from Upper Belun to
Ballok ; for on my chart (a copy of Petermann’s, by far
the most reliable known at the time of the Jeannette’s
sailing) only three main branches of the Lena were laid
down. So on our way back I counted the rivers, inquir-
ing of La Kentie as we crossed each frozen stream, ¢ Kack
Oshee ? ” (river) ; or “ Ku mark ?” (dirt); to which he
would reply, “Da, da,” or “ Bar” (yes); or “ Soak ” {(no),
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as the case might be. We crossed thirteen streams, sev-
eral of which were as wide, though perhaps not as deep,
as the main branch, along which De Long had marched ;
8o it can be imagined of what value our charts were to
us, which located within this space of forty miles but two
streams. While at Ballok and on our way to the ocean,
I had diligently inquired of the natives the situation of
¢“Sagastyr,” but they knew nothing of such a place.
They told me, however, of Barchuck, and the many old
huts at Barkin, but said that no one had lived at the lat-
ter place for years. Still they were confident of the non-
existence of “Sagastyr” or ¢ Signalthorp.” I was so
particular about establishing this fact because Nindemann
had informed me that when Erichsen was buried, there
had been a signal station in sight, which De Long be-
lieved to be the ‘ Signalthorp ” marked on Petermann’s
chart. But the natives took the trouble to show me a
dozen or more of their signal stations, which they erect
for the purpose of guiding them when benighted or lost
in storms. As they journey across the Delta, they halt
at every myack (finger-post or pointer) and examine
it, recutting the post-marks, when necessary, with their
knives, adjusting a new pointer, or setting up a triangle
which has tumbled down. The triangular myack consists
of two short sticks supporting a longer stick which either
indicates a point of the compass or points toward a par-
ticular hut or village. These pointers have certain marks
cuf in them, the significance of which is generally under-
stood by the natives, and I have seen them, lost in the
snow, drive aimlessly around almost in a circle, until they
found a myack; when, taking a fresh start, gnided by
the direction of the wind or furrows of snow, they would
snccessfally reach their destination.

The whole village turned out to witness our dejected
return, and many hands carried the treasure-trove into
the hut of Tomat Constantine. I selected every article
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of any value to the expedition or government, and gave
the residue, which comprised a lot of old sleeping-bags,
clothing, an old cook-stove or fire-pot, and some useless
rope and canvas, to Tomat and La Kentie Shamoola as
part- payment for their services. Among the packages
which I made up to carry back with me to Belun was a
tin box of nearly a cubic foot capacity, filled with rock
specimens, mosses, etc., from Bennett Island, and when
I set it carefully to one side I saw the natives first peer
into the box, then pick over its contents, and after some
chattering among themselves, finally burst forth into a
loud guffaw at the idiocy of a man who, upon the point
of starvation, proposed to incumber himself on a long
journey with a load of worthless stones. I could plainly
hear their contemptuous comment on the mock and tus ;
until, at length, to make sure that he understood me
aright, Tomat inquired a second time if I really meant
to carry them to Belun, and upon my replying in the
affirmative he impatiently cast the box among the other
articles with a look of supreme disgust, admonishing me
at the same time that the dogs and sleds would assuredly
propaldi (break down).

Amongst the things I had brought away from the cache
were a demijohn and breaker, containing some alcohol.
The natives soon learned that I had the spirits, and all
congregated around in the hope of having a spree. But
not knowing how the devil would act if I turned him
adrift among such crude material, I flatly refused to lis-
ten to Tomat’s entreaties for *just a little.” ¢ It was
only good for fire,” I told them, showing how it burned
in the alcohol stove, but still they coaxed and begged,
until I saw a young man seize the demijohn and bolt
with it. I caught him before he reached the door, and
snatching the demijohn from his lips struck him with it,
spilling the alcohol over the floor, whereupon he quickly
got down on his stomach and eagerly lapped up the pre-
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cious fluid. I exhibited considerable anger at the young
fellow’s forwardness; and then emptied the contents of
the wicker-covered vessel into the fire-place and among
the ashes of the hearth, where it took fire and burned
for a long while, greatly to the sorrow and dismay of
poor Tomat and his friends.

Before retiring that night, I arranged for the necessary
teams to convey me to Belun. La Kentie and Kerick
had all the experience they desired, while Tomat, though
obliged to return to Belun, had not enough dogs for the
journey, and yet, as I was compelled to find drivers in
order that the teams could be returned to Upper Belun,
Tomat became a passenger on my hands. A bright
young chap named Geordi Nicolai (George Nicholas) vol-
unteered his own services and those of a fine team of dogs
which he had managed to gather together. Geordi had
been decently reared for a native (and I always found
that those who had been well-fed and nurtured were infi-
nitely superior to their groveling fellows) ; he was intel-
ligent and thoroughly acquainted with the road, and, as
it transpired, I liked him so well that on my second
search for De Long I hired him again. My next driver
was a half-breed Tunguse, named Phadee Achin, square-
jawed, square-headed, and resolute. There wasnota scin-
tilla of nonsense in his composition ; he ate his fish, bones
and all, and digested them, too. His face even then was
covered with blisters and sores, his cheek-bones were raw,
his complexion was a peculiar livid blue, and his lips
were black. Full-chested, square-shouldered, and clean
in the flanks, he was taller by far than any Yakut I had
seen on the Delta.

Yet I was not so much struck by his face, however
comical, as by the peculiarity of his name when he intro-
duced himself as « Phadee.” « Good,” said I, « Paddy,
you 've got a first-rate name;” and I certainly thought
it a queer coincidence, for he had all the air and tout en-
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semble of a large-boned, stalwart, but dark-skinned Irish-
man; and I became morally convinced of the fact that
in the long ago some adventurous Celt had forced his
way into these lonely, frozen regions. So I engaged
Phadee, who talked in monosyllables. How many dogs
had he? Eleven, he replied, holding up his fingers.
When could he start ? Now. Had he any food for him-
self or team? No. How did he expect to live ? I asked,
using the words “Cushat soak ?* His only answer was
a repetition of my query, * Cushat soak ™ (nothing to
eat). * Andso,” I thought, * my man, if you can stand
it, so can 1.”

But the two sleds, it was plain, were not enough to
transport all my baggage ; and so it became necessary to
hire a third team to assist us part way, at least, and return
when, from fatigue or want of food, it could go no far-
ther. To fill this place an old fellow named Starry Nic-
olai (Old Nicholas) was recommended to me, as a man
who had walked all the way from the shore of the Arctic
Ocean to Belun without anything to eat,and in the dead
of winter ; the narration of which exploit he indorsed as
correct by simply adding ¢ Verna” (truly). He was
very poor as well as old, and had no team, but the vil-
lagers promised to furnish him with seven dogs; and so
with everything in readiness, — except, indeed, the rather
important item of food, which the natives assured me
would be provided in good time,—1I at last sought my
berth. The wind had almost increased to a hurricane
when we turned in for the night, and long before dawn
was howling in fury. I dreaded that it might prevent
our departure, but nevertheless dressed and prepared to
start, eating a hearty breakfast of raw and cooked fish.
Tomat came to me and said, * Pagoda, poorga, pi dome
soak.” But I had been outside and was not so certain;
the wind nearly carried me off my feet, to be sure ; but
then it was from the northwest, and, pointing in that
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direction, I told him so. Still, as he shook his head and
persisted in repeating ¢ Pi dome soak,” I could do noth-
ing but acquiesce.

Yet I was very anxious to be off, feeling confident
that if I could rightly strike De Long’s trail, I would
shortly find him and party, doubtless dead, in some hut
or crevice in the river bank. But then I must search at
once before the valleys became entirely filled with snow ;
for it was only possible that the party would or could
erect flag-poles to attract the attention of rescuers or
passers-by. I scarcely expected to find them alive, my
only hope being that they had fallen in, like Nindemann
and Noros, with natives; yet they had journeyed along
about midway between Arii, the nearest village to
the southeast, and North Belun, the nearest one to the
northwest. At least, I might be in time to rescue their
bodies from the mutilations of wild beasts, and to secure
our valuable records ; for the face of the country clearly
showed me that if 1 was delayed until spring all trace of
my unfortunate comrades would be swept away by the
floods, which at that season of the year completely sub-
merge the Delta, and leave as driftwood great logs as
large as ship-spars, some deposited on tundra beds forty
feet above the river. When breakfast was over, Geordi
Nicolal came in and firmly said, —

“Poorga, periscomb soak; sarsun’ (gale, walk no;
to-morrow).

But presently ¢ Paddy” made his solemn appearance,
armed cap-d-pie for a battle with the storm ; head-gear,
gloves, dog-stake, and all. He had already come some
little distance, and was, I feared, about to sanction a
postponement of our departure; so I hastily addressed
him, —

“ Pi dome, Paddy ? ” said L.

“Pi dome,” he assented, without changing counte-

nance.
14
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Tomat put in a vigorous protest; but as Starry Nico-
lai bad meanwhile arrived in evident preparation for the
journey, though, it is true, strongly inclined to belie his
looks and take sides with old Tomat, I felt, reinforced
by Paddy, considerably in the majority, and so gave the
peremptory order to ¢ Skaree, pi dome” (make haste,

go on).



CHAPTER XVI.

STRUGGLING WITH BOREAS.

Daring the Storm. — The Suffering of the Dogs.— At Macha. —
“ Ballook soak!’’ — Foot-Prints. — Straying. — Sister Ganak. —
Odorous Offal for Smpper.— Remorseless Weather. — Qu Vina.
— More Offal. — Vos Crusing. — A Bone Cache.— River Bergs.
— Seeking Refuge in the Snow.— Breakfasting on Putrid Deer
Bones.

WE set out in a tempest of snow, laying our course
for Osoktok, where De Long's second record had been
found. Had it only been snowing our discomfort would
have been comparatively slight; but the wind blew
fiercely, veering from northwest to north, and ere long to
east, full in our faces. The dogs were poor, the sleds
overladen, and old Tomat kept croaking dismally that it
would storm for ten days. I rather regretted having
forced the natives out, for they disliked to face the wind,
as did the dogs, which refused to follow the course, low-
ering their heads and turning clear around to avoid the
cutting blasts. This consequently made trouble for the
drivers, and I almost despaired of pulling through; the
dogs howled in unison with the storm, and the natives
kept time with their cudgels. * Paddy’ graphically de-
scribed the situation to me, as he clambered upon the
sled, after clearing the harness and hauling his team
into line for the hundredth time, —

¢ Savaccas a mooshina, poorga booda” (dogs and men
are alike), said he, placing his forefinger at the bridge of
his nose, or where it meets the forehead ; “ poorga pom-
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ree.”” By which he meant that the wind striking them
between the eyes would kill both. And he was right ; a
cold gale first produces pains in the head, then drowsi-
ness, and lastly the sleep which knows no waking.

We toiled patiently on, and long after the time when
we should have reached Osoktok brought up at a little
old hut, or rather its ruins. The natives had driven to
it merely as a landmark, and to take a breathing spell.
It was impossible to get inside, so we all sat down under
its lee in the snow. The natives smoked and then
lunched on several raw fish, laughing at my refusal to
join them ; for I looked forward to a hot meal at Osok-
tok, where, considerably past midnight, we arrived, al-
most exhausted by our tiresome journey. The dogs were
so fatigued that, as soon as staked, they coiled up and fell
asleep without even looking for their accustomed fish;
and, indeed, it was just as well, for there was nothing to
give them. I was pleased to notice upon our arrival a tall
staff with an arm attached, pointing towards the deer
cache which one of Tomat’s sons had described to me.

The door and roof being far from tight, the hut was
partially filled with snow. This we leveled off, spread
our beds, cleared the fire-place, and in a little while soft-
ened before a kettle of hot fish and a pot of tea. All
this time I was supposing that the natives had brought
fish or food of some kind along for themselves; but, jolly
devils that they were, my bag of ten fish had, according
to their custom of sharing supplies while on the road,
been the only store from which they drew; and as they
had previously eaten two raw, and now helped themselves
to two more while the pot was boiling, only three fish
remained, and this was our first day’s journey. Yet I
then imagined that but one fish had gone into the pot as
my contribution to the meal, and so ate on in peace, as
also did they. I afterwards searched the hut for any
small articles which De Long’s party might have aban-
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doned or lost; but found nothing beyond some deer
bones, the hide of which, one of the natives told me, had
been picked up.

A restful sleep, and betimes in the morning we were
out and on again. I observed that my dusky compan-
ions refrained from their frozen fish, and that our kettle
of bot fish was smaller than before; yet as there was
plenty I did not care. The wind and snow still raged
and drifted, and the miserable dogs yelped and shivered
from hunger and cold. They seemed more like wild
wolves than domestic animals, in their mad impatience
to be off, though some were almost too weak to stand up.
Following the bed of the river, we pushed on aguinst the
storm, now fairly in our teeth, and so thick that it ob-
scured the leading dogs; which at length, utterly over-
come, lay down, and howling wearily refused to move.
The natives then took turns at putting a drag-rope over
their shoulders and pulling the leaders along, while the
rest of the teams were beaten into motion. I could do
little else than sit on my sled and shout out encourage-
ment. Our situation was serious indeed; four hundred
versts intervened between us and the nearest succor, Kn
Mark Surt; and the natives assured me that such storms
continued for ten days or two weeks. If this was no ex-
ception, we would certainly be snowed in; for should
our twenty-nine dogs entirely succumb, the natives could
not possibly drag the sleds, since even now, with both
laboring at the harness, we could barely worry along.
At any rate we must make the distance of fifty versts
between Osoktok and Usterda as one day's journey; and
so we did, reaching the hut long after midnight. It was
pitched on a point of land between the Lena and a
branch running up into the northeast, called Obi Bute
Yaisia; but when the natives looked in they found it
full of snow, so we kept on to Macha, a hut about a mile
below or just beyond the mouth of the northeast branch.
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This was comparatively new, weather-tight, and warm,
and soon we were seated around a good fire sipping our
hot tea. The natives, I noticed, went without their usual
feed of frozen fish, and were dilatory in preparing sup-
per; so I told Tomat to put on the kettle of fish.

« Ballook soak,” said he.

“What!” I cried in astonishment. He only shrugged
his shoulders, and extended his open palms, repeating
with genuine sorrow, * Ballook soak.”

Knowing they were all right as long as my fish lasted,
anl with no concern for the future, the rascals had hast-
ened to consume my provisions without giving me a
thought ; and now when I accused Tomat of the theft
he simply pointed to Paddy and lied, saying he believed
them to belong to him, whereupon Paddy passed the lie
to Geordi, and so it went around, all fibbing in the fat-
uous manner of children instead of manfully ascribing
their duplicity to a pardonable necessity. And there the
matter rested. I curled myself up in my sleeping-bag
and went supperless to bed ; but not to rest ; for, though
not very hungry, I was very tired, and the old pains,
revived by the heat of the hut, were again biting and
gnawing at my legs. No new blisters had appeared, and
the sores were healing, but yet my agony was terrible,
and I tossed about craving to lie in the snow, until, at
last, I fell asleep from pure exhaustion.

After our hot tea in the morning, the natives dug
around among the heaps of rubbish in search of offal,
but there was not a scrap or sign to be found. The
half dead dogs were then dragged from their beds of
snow, and back we started towards the hut at Usterda ;
for it was my intention to cross the river where De Long
did, and then, as he had done, keep along the west bank,
in the hope of reaching a settlement. Accordingly, I
searched about the hut, and then followed the foot-prints
of the unfortunate party, and the track of the sled on
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which they had hauled Ericksen. This was quite plain
on the ice of the river, for the fierce gales had swept it
clean of snow, and when the party had crossed over the
runners had cut deeply into the soft young ice. 1 also
saw where one of their number had sounded the ice, or
had punched holes in it with a pike or staff; and again
where more than one had broken through, and in their
flurry to get out had plunged in again or oftener, and
only escaped by retreating.

Once over the river, I turned to the southward, round-
ing the bend, and thence on to a high bank, where the
party’s foot-prints had been plainly frozen in the soft
snow. I now proposed to pursue these tracks until I
came to the little old hut, which, Nindemann had told
me, they reached after a slow march of two days; the
place at which Ericksen had become too sick to be moved,
and where, waiting until he died, they had buried him in
the river. It should properly be distant about twenty
versts, and when I explained to the natives where I
wanted to go, they said they knew its location. So we
struggled along all day, and at length came to a hut
which agreed with Nindemann’s description; at least, in
its distance from Usterda. He had said, however, that
when Ericksen was buried they bad cut an inscription in
a board, which had previously served them as a table,
and bad placed it over the door of the hut, leaving,
beside, a gun and some ammunition there. I made a
thorough examination of the place, casting out the snow,
but neither board, gun, nor any evidence of the party’s
presence there could I find.

Evidently I had lost the trail, but Aow I could not un-
derstand. There was no doubt of my having followed
the main branch of the river, and certainly I had stuck
to the west bank; so where was the mistake? Shortly
after leaving Usterda I had noticed that the river took a
great bend to the westward, and had then inquired of the
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natives if that was the Oshee Lena and whether it led to
Mat Vay ; and upon their assurance that such was the
case, I had kept on, finding subsequently that the main
branch turned again to the southward, and, farther on,
to the southeast. I now asked the natives if they knew
of any other huts on the west bank. Yes, but they were
a long way cff, or far to the westward of the river. Yet
they did know of one close at hand on the east bank.

Now it occurred to me as quite probable that Ninde-
mann had become confused and mistaken, or forgotten
the exact location of the hut; for the whole Delta is
nothing but a congregation of islands ; and it was on one
of these, in sight of a tall signal staff, and some trestle-
work which they had taken for a signal station, that
Ericksen, according to Nindemann’s account, had died.
This was a clue for me ; but as soon as I took the natives
into my confidence, they straightway found me a dozen
signal poles. I therefore concluded to try the hut on
the east bank of the main river. Slowly we crept on,
the poor dogs staggering with weakness, and the natives
trudging along without & murmur; while chilled to the
bone, I sat on my sled in a kind of dreamy torpor, with
no other feeling than that of hunger. We halted at
last before a hut, and looking above the door I saw there
was no board, and knew that we had only been straying
farther from the trail. The natives, dropping inside
through the smoke-hole, hunted about but found noth-
ing, and as the hut was charged with snow we could not
sleep there.

It was not far, the natives said, to a place called
Sister Ganak, so thither we directed the weary teams.
Paddy’s face grew longer at each step, as he coaxed and
cudgeled the dogs by turns, and occasionally paused to
quarrel with old Tomat for not working as diligently as
himself. It seemed an interminable journey; the tem-
pest strove to overwhelm us before we could reach
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shelter; and I, benumbed and half-famished, saw nothing
towards the end but a wild white sheet dashing inces-
santly at us, until, finally, a hut loomed up, and shortly
afterwards I was seated within it before a roaring fire.
The place was roomy and comfortably free from snow,
and warmed up by our hot tea and the cheerful flames
we soon forgot the day’s misery. Searching around, the
natives discovered some fish entrails, a number of dried
fish heads strung on a reed for use as bait in fox-traps,
and some reindeer bones with shreds of meat or tendons
left on the legs and haunches. These things satisfied me
that De Long’s party marched in another direction, for
certainly they were not in a condition to reject even such
offal. We roasted the bones and fish heads in the fire
by means of a stick, and I would have relished them had
it not been for the vile odor they gave forth. The
natives put on their kettle and made a compound soup
of all the refuse they could find in the ash heap; and
they seemed as happy as though the pangs of hunger had
never assailed them. Not so our wretched dogs, which
howled piteously throughout the night; though Paddy
set free his two leaders and permitted them to scratch in
the ash heap for whatever bones or bits we had (?) over-
looked.

Would the storm never cease! I asked the natives
how far it was to the next station or hut on the river,
and they said forty versts; from which to Mat Vay it
was seventy more. A glorious prospect, indeed : nearly
three hundred versts to the nearest settlement; remorse-
less weather; not a mouthful to eat; ourselves half-
frozen ; and ounr dogs, upon whom alone we could depend
for rescue, already on the verge of death. When morn-
ing broke in wrath, it seemed that the tempest had only
rested during the night to gather fresh force for the
coming day. A pot of tea for our breakfast, and then,
though the natives begged hard for a day’s rest, I insisted
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upon continuing the journey forty versts to Qu Vina, the
next hut. They demurred ; the dogs could not possibly
proceed further without food or rest; but here I explained
to them the necessity of pushing on, promising to stop
and recuperate at Qu Vina for one day; and so at length
they yielded an unwilling consent. Again we faced the
storm, weaker and hungrier. My legs, however, in their
loose warm mittens, had so healed that I was gradually
regaining the use of them, and could manage, when the
dogs went slow enough, to stumble along at the side of
the sled with my hand on the rail. The day’s march
differed in nowise from the preceding ones, unless in
the increased feebleness of our poor dogs, which limped
painfully on, exacting more and more aid from the
drivers.

The snow was now so deep that at times the dogs were
buried and almost useless, wallowing helplessly about in
their harness. They would labor for a few minutes after
a long breathing spell, and then, when the sleds stuck
fast, would lie spiritlessly down, howling and yelping as
if in expectation of a beating. And so we struggled and
rested, and struggled on again, each time as though it
were our last pull for life ; and it seemed to me that the
terrible journey would have no end. Now and then,
discouraged, I would decide to cache the relics at the
first safe place we came to, returning for them when I
could ; but after a moment’s reflection, recalling how
persistently we had clung to these treasures,— the rec-
ords and valuable accumulations of our two years of toil
and suffering, — and setting my teeth against the storm,
I would swear a new oath to carry them through, let come
what might.

From our limited knowledge of the country, as well as
from my lost faith in our charts, I still had hopes of find-
ing my lost comrades dead or alive. The natives, with
whom I now could converse quite intelligibly, told me
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that the river which we were following led to Mat Vay,
and was the west branch ; hence I felt assured that even
if De Long had abandoned it he must eventually have
returned to it again, as I had followed Nindemann’s
track as far north as Mat Vay, and there found the
Jeannette waist-belt ; for I did not suspect that there
were a dozen rivers to the east of me along which he
might have marched; and yet that he had really left
the branch I was pursuing was evident alone from the
amount of offal which we had discovered in the huts;
and then, too, we bad come upon no trace of bim after
leaving Usterda. Nor was this made clear to me until
five months afterwards, when, returning on my second
search accompanied by Nindemann, I first condnected
him across the river at Usterda, and then on down the
west bank to where the river takes a great turn to the
westward, and was surprised to have him assert, ¢ Here,
sir, we recrossed the river to the eastward, and stood
away down to the southward and eastward.”

And this was the caunse of my losing the trail, though,
of course, I had no means then of knowing it; but now
in looking back, I can readily understand how easy and
natural it was for De Long to make such a mistake.
The river veered to the westward. He did not wish to
go west, but south, and consequently recrossed it. Then
again on his chart, as indeed on all charts, just about
where he imagined himself to be, is marked a large
branch, which flows almost as far west as the river Ala-
nek, and he doubtless believed this to be the main west-
ern branch, and that in recrossing it he was on his way
south to a settlement.

The days were very short, the sun having forsaken us
when I quit Jamaveloch to go to Belun; so it had been
pitch dark for many hours ere we drew up at Qu Vina.
This was an old hunting lodge belonging to Tomat, and
wasin a bad state of preservation, yet I cannot remember
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that the sight of any dwelling has ever filled me with
half as much joy as my first glimpse of it. For I was
exhausted to the verge of fainting, and frozen to com-
plete numbness or dumbness, since I was conscious only
of acting mechanically. I was awake and aware of all
that was transpiring around me, but had lost all feel-
ing and power of speech, and existed like an animated
dead man. I lay on the sled until a fire could be started,
and meanwhile, as the natives went back and forth, I saw
their jaws working, and knew from their unnatural man-
ner of talking that they had found something to eat.
Crawling in on my hands and knees I secured a position
near the fire, the snow which covered the unboarded
floor forming a soft bed for me, and, although there were
a few berths raised around the sides of the hut, I fell
asleep where I lay.

When the natives had housed our sleeping-gear and
arranged matters for the night, they awoke me to par-
take of the supper which they had prepared. As the
hut was located on one of their deer runs, there was a
goodly quantity of offal inside and hung up about the
door. The fur of the deer legs is peculiarly adapted for
the making of boot-tops, and is instantly cut from the
slaughtered animal and handed over to the women to be
dressed. After the skins have been removed, the legs are
roughly stripped of what little eatable tissue there is on
them, and then, as the sewing-thread used by the natives
comes largely from this source, they are generally hung
up to dry, and the tendons removed at will. Of these
there was quite a number in the hut, mostly with hoofs
attached, which, indeed, when heated or softened in soup,
are well worth eating.

I drank a pint pot of tea, feeling considerably refreshed
thereby; and then emptied a wooden bowl full of the
odorous, if not savory, juice which the natives skimmed
from a large kettle containing the shanks, hoofs, and va-
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rious bones of the deer. When the kettle had been boil-
ing for some time, the natives drew forth from it and
gave me portions of the putrid, stringy mess, and, swal-
lowing some of this together with the soup, I finally
closed my eyes in a much needed sleep.

The dogs had been fed on a few of the scraps, the
leaders getting the remainder of our hot mess, and the
weakest were brought inside the hut to thaw out. Next
morning we awoke to find the storm as vigorous as ever ;
but as Mat Vay was only forty versts distant I deter-
mined to accomplish the journey at once, since from that
point there was no place of refuge short of Bulcour, and
no succor nearer than Ku Mark Sart, fifty-five versts still
farther to the southward. The natives again entreated
me to tarry, saying it was Vos Crusina (the Sabbath
Day). ¢Bat,” said I, « bless your Sabbath, we must go
on or perish.” An enervating dysentery had attacked
me, and now besides eold, exhaustion, and slow starvation,
I had a fresh enemy to struggle with.

I was now satisfied that I had done all that was possi-
ble for me to do at that season of the year; if De Long
and party were alive and in the hands of natives, they
were certainly as well off as myself ; if dead, and of this
there could be scarcely any doubt, then the natives were
wise in admonishing me that I should die too if I per-
sisted in searching at that season of the year for alot
of corpses, which I could find with safety in the early
spring. So I urged an immediate departure, saying that
to delay meant to die of starvation; but the natives
looked incredulous, and pointing to a heap of refuse, rich
in fish heads, skins, and bones, goose wings with feathers
attached, deerskins, and other scraps, only smiled with
an air of jollity, and answered, ¢ Cushat manorga,”
(plenty to eat).

Yes, thought I, a profusion, but heavens! how hungry
a man must be before he would even acknowledge such
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carrion as food. Much of it was alive with worms,
which, indeed, the natives did not bother themselves with
removing. And here is where I saw my friend Paddy
do justice to his digestion. His heavy lower jaw went
up and down with the regularity and power of a pair of
shears for cutting iron, crushing with ease the soft bones
of fish and birds; and Paddy was good to me, pulveriz-
ing with his hatcliet some small bones, which he extended
to me with the assurance that I need not fear starvation;
they would keep hunger from our door, so to speak.

They further argued that the dogs must be rested and
fed, after which we would start and go directly on; that
a short distance from Qu Vina, they knew where a quan-
tity of venison was buried, and that if I would wait over
Vos Crusina they would stop and get it, and we would
then have a sufficiency of food to carry us to Ku Mark
Surt. I was by no means loath to recuperate, and eat
of our bountiful supply of offal; and, besides, in doing
so and resting the teams we were doubtless making haste
slowly; so I made a virtue of necessity ; felling the na-
tives, however, that if the weather improved, we would
not halt at Mat Vay, but would keep right on and camp
in the snow, for a native will never willingly abandon a
hut in bad weather, if provided with food.

Monday morning dawned calm and clear, but intensely
cold; and the stars glittered gloriously in the heavens.
Running in an easterly direction for several hours, we
then drew up, and the dogs being staked, Tomat stretched
out my sleeping-bag on the snow alongside of the sled,
and told me to crawl into it and spee (sleep), until
they came back. For about an hour I lay there comfort-
ably warm, and then the dogs bayed ont their return.
They bad secured a lot of bones which had been interred
the summer before, and were now covered with the black
earth of the tundra ; for it is a custom among the Yakuts
to cut the meat from the carcass of their game for con-
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venience in transportation, and then bury the bones with
an eye to future use in case of famine, or an emergency
such as had befallen us.

Strapping the bones on top of our sleds, we made an-
other start, keeping along a branch of the river bed to
the eastward of the one which we had previously fol-
lowed ; passing a couple of huts which I had the natives
overhaul; and, at length, coming in sight of Mat Vay,
far off to the southward.

The weather had remained clear, and the traveling
was good, save for the sandspits in the river, which cut
the sled-runners and worried the dogs. I had now but
one object in view ; that of reaching Belun, and thence
burrying on to Yakntsk, where I could fit out another
expedition to continue my search in the early spring, be-
fore the floods could carry off the dead and their effects
to sea. So, agreeably to my expressed intention, I
passed by Mat Vay, albeit the natives wistfully eyed the
hut and longed to hear me sound a retreat. But on we
went, pursuing the main channel of the river, between
great blocks and huramocks of ice, which, lodging there
the previous spring, had outlived the heat of summer,
and now lay fixed and immovable where they had
grounded.

Huge masses of solid ice were there, as large as ordi-
nary dwelling-houses ; and what surprised me most was
how such monsters could have formed in one season.
They were evidently the growth of a single winter, cast
out, upon attaining their maturity, in the summer time,
and were now in a proper position to stem the spring
floods and act their mischievous part in the great ice-jam
which yearly gorges the Lena outlet, and plays such sad
havoe with the natives on the Delta, who must needs flee
to the mountains for refuge. As we entered the mouth
of the main river, where these giant blocks of ice lay
stranded like so many monuments of the Druids, the
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wind began suddenly to pipe and blow in our faces. We
bad sought an entrance where the Lena proper debouches
from between the mountain ranges which guard its banks,
and where a vast natural funnel had been formed, through
which the cold winds, collected by the high hills, were
driven with the force of a fan-blast.

Awed and charmed at sight of these enormous masses
of ice, I was absorbed, as we toiled slowly and laboriously
along, in a study of their peculiar structure, oblivious of
the wind and the monotonous “Yap’ and ¢ Tuck ” of
the drivers, when Geordi Nicolai rudely awoke me from
a dream,—wherein a battle of the giants who could so
promiscuously hurl such massive missiles was being
waged, — to say, —

¢ Bulchoi balogan, Mahor!” (Big house, Major);
aptly referring to the size of the ice-blocks. To be sure,
they must have had their origin in the fall, when the
young ice running and telescoping formed into a gorge,
and the water percolating through the masses cemented
them into solid bergs.

But, aroused from my reverie, I looked around and saw
that the natives were engaged in an unequal struggle
with the storm ; for —

* Boreas had burst his dungeon, armed with ice,
And snow, and hail, and stormy gust and flaw.”’

Standing on smooth patches of ice, it was impossible to
resist the strong gale of wind, which, by sheer force,
swept sleds, dogs, and men to leeward. Ah! it was cold!
The blast seemed to go clear through me ; and presently,
seeing that it was almost impossible to make any headway
against it, I told the natives to camp behind one of the
blocks of ice. But no; they combated my order in a
body, possessed of a healthy dread of the river, even
in winter-time ; for they had known it to overflow its
banks and carry destruction to the valley in an hour.
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So we labored along among the boulders of ice for more
than a mile, and then opening out, at length, into the
clear bed of the river, we turned to the west bank, where
there was a sufficient snow-fall ; and, digging a square
hole, as before, in the drift, set our sleds up to windward,
and crawled, cold, supperless, and altogether miserable,
into our sleeping-bags, beyond the fiercest fury of the
storm. And it was an unspeakable comfort, indeed, to
lie there stretched out horizontally in the snow, and
feel the warm blood slowly coursing through our veins,
until, glowing with heat, we sank into a sudden and re-
freshing sleep.

Elsewhere I have portrayed the alarming vicissitudes
of a night in the snow; how the first stage or flush of
pleasant heat, engendered by extra clothing, gradually
cools, and the warm moisture or perspiration chills, until
suddenly the sleeper awakes — awakes if it is extremely
cold — with a start which robs him of considerable skin,
and renders him the more painfully comscions of the
beautiful snow which has taken advantage of his slum-
bering to drift under his garments. To this I may add
that it is very arctic weather when the sleeper’s nose is
frozen, and then his thumb, when he righteously tries to
thaw out his nose by holding it in the palm of his hand
with thumb extended and exposed; which thumb he,
later on, thrusts into his mouth to thaw, and so on ad
nauseam. Thus we lay through the night, and when day
came it brought no lull in the storm ; and, since we could
not hope to push forward, we remained all that next aw-
ful day, without food, cramped and motionless, with the
poor dogs cnddled shivering on top to keep us warm.

But when the second morning arrived, and the gale
had sunk to a gentle breeze, it was absolutely necessary
that we should creep out of our bags and again start onr
stagnant blood into circulation; and to do so was mno

mean effort, for we all experienced considerable difficulty
15
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in straightening out, as it were, the crooks in our backs.
The natives tried in vain to build a fire with the water-
soaked and frozen driftwood which they picked up about
the camp, until, finally, in despair and impatience to be
off, I bade them p7 dome, trusting to the near future for
a good warming and a cup of hot tea. But here my ex-
tra dog-team, driven by Starry Nicolai, must leave us.
He had come, according to agreement, as far as he could
without food for himself or dogs, and would now return
to North Belun. Yet, before we parted, it was no more
" than right that he should be given a repast of the best
that our sleds could afford ; and so, when his load had
been shifted upon the other two teams, and I had ex-
changed our poorest dogs for the best of his, Tomat drew
forth the skeleton ribs of venison which had been disin-
terred the day we left Qu Vina.

With an axe the rib pieces were soon severed from the
back-bone, and then from the jnside of these the natives
cut strips with their sheath-knives, and handed me a
chunky morsel from the loin, as breakfast. I bit into it
without any ceremony, while the dogs clamored frantic-
ally for a share. So long as it remained frozen the meat
did not exhibit the vile extent of its putridity; but di-
rectly I had taken it into my mouth it melted like butter,
and at the same time gave off such a disgusting odor that
I hastily relinquished my hold upon it, and the dogs cap-
tured it at a single gulp. The natives first stared in
genuine astonishment to see me cast away such good
food to the dogs, and then burst forth into hearty laugh-
ter at my squeamishness. But I was not to be outdone,
much less ridiculed, by a Yakut, and so ordered some
more, perhaps a pound of the stuff, cut up into little bits.
These I swallowed like so many pills, and then gazed on
my Yakut friends in triumph; but not long, for in a
little while my stomach heated the decomposed mess, an
intolerable gas arose and retched me, and again I aban-
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doned my breakfast, — my loss, however, becoming the
dogs’ gain.

At this the natives were nearly overcome with mirth;
but I astonished them by my persistence, requesting a
third dose, albeit the second one had teemed with mag-
gots ; and, swallowing the sickening bits as before, my
stomach retained them out of pure exhaustion.

And now Starry Nicolai was ready to begin his return
trip of almost two hundred and eighty versts to the
northwest. I broke off and gave him about a quarter of
a pound of my brick tea, but beyond this he had not an
ounce of food for his long and lonely journey. He begged
hard for one of the tin cups; but I was obliged to refuse
him the simple thing, fearing lest it might lead some
other searcher astray; and my heart misgave me as I
watched him, with his miserable little team of dogs and
rickety old sled, trot slowly out of sight. Yet were my
fears happily groundless, for I hired him again the fol-
lowing spring, and he continued to drive teams for me
until I left the Delta.
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AND now began the most difficult and distressing stage
of our journey; for we had scarcely set forth when the
wind rose again, and, gathering up the sand and snow
from the bed of the river, assailed us with fresh fury,
cutting our faces and filling our clothes with the coarse
rough grains. The dogs, unable to keep their feet on the
glassy ice, were borne hither and thither by the cruel
wind which showered sand in their eyes, and so utterly
demoralized them that they fell down and howled in ter-
ror. ‘Then, too, the sled-runners were greatly impeded
by the driving pebbles; and when the natives guided the
teams along the shore where the sand lay in bare spits,
the dogs were unable to pull their loads. Moreover, the
sled-runners had now worn off to such an extent that
some of the lashings which held them to the stanchions
had parted, and instant repairing was in order. But the
natives were determined, if at all possible, to accomplish
this long march to Bulcour in one day, and when I sug-
gested to Paddy that we camp at nightfall, he answered
sturdily, —

“ Soak, pomree; poorga manorga.”

The natives saw that I was very sick from eating the
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decayed venison, but they were really afraid to stop with-
out shelter or fire. At length one of the runners gave
way ; and turning the sled upside down, a piece of drift-
wood was found, chopped into proper shape, filled with
the necessary number of holes, bored by means of the
fiddle-bow drill instrument, and then lashed on with
thongs cut from the dog-harness or trace; and soon we
were off again. But lashing after lashing broke, until it
looked as though the sleds were entircly going to pieces.
I tried then to induce the natives to cache the loads,
hasten on to Bulcour for the night, and send back for
them the next day. Tomat was perfectly willing, but
Paddy hung on like a bull-dog, telling me constantly, *“a
little while, a little distance,” until I became utterly help-
less. 'We passed the * Place of the Sleighs,” and Paddy
only said “ a little while,” and would not consent to stop
at the hut. SoI lay on top of the sled writhing in agony,
until at last, and it seemed an age, the teams stopped
and I heard the natives speak of water ( 0o, 00), striking
the ice with their iron-shod staves. Looking up, I saw
that we had reached a stream of comparatively warm
water,—for the ice had hitherto averaged a thickness
of four feet,—and that the drivers were stretched out
on their stomachs eagerly sucking up the water through
holes which they had punched in the thin ice. My efforts
to follow suit were not rewarded, for the water would not
rise to the surface, and my suction power was too feeble
to draw it up. Afterwards, particularly between Belun
and Verkeransk, I found many such springs bursting
forth and flooding the ice for miles.

It was almost morning when, after a succession of ac-
cidents, we arrived at the foot of the hills on which are
pitched the huts of Bulecour. The dogs, too weak to
draw the sleds up the bank, were turned loose, and the
natives then unloaded the sleds and carried them into
the hut for repairs. While they were thus engaged I
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made strenuous endeavors to scramble up the bank, but
it was so steep that I as regularly slipped back, and ac-
complished nothing but the pounding of a shelf in the
snow. So I decided at length to wait until the natives
had time to assist me, and sitting down I was soon fast
asleep, warm and comfortable from my fruitless exer-
tions. And there I remained until the natives, missing
me, instituted a search and set up a great shouting, which
finally resulted in their discovering me quite at home in
the cozy pocket which my struggles had formed in the
snow. Sliding me down to the foot of the bank, they
seated me on one of the sleds, and so drew me up to the
hut ; and I had no sooner erept into my sleeping-bag than
my eyes closed again. Hot tea, which they aroused me
to partake of, was all I had for supper, since, forsooth,
there was nothing else, save the putrid reindeer bones,
and of them I had already eaten more than enough.
When we awoke, the natives busied themselves in mak-
ing good the damage to oursleds; but they did so in such
a rude manner, piecing and splicing the runmers with
rough short sticks of driftwood, that I remonstrated with
them, asserting that the sleds would surely break down
before going any distance. They only looked at me quiz-
zically, as though they would say, ¢ Go away, child ; what
do you know about sleds or venison ?” and Geordi- Ni-
colai playfully offered me a piece of the latter which he
was eating. So they had it their own way, and late in
the forenoon we succeeded in making a fresh start. I
tried again to prevail upon the natives to store all my
heavy weights at Bulcour, and send for them from Kn
Mark Surt, now only fifty-five versts distant; but Paddy
was tenacious in his grip, and confident of pulling them
through, so I did not quarrel with him. Yet we had
barely driven a hundred yards, when one of the sled-
runners gave way ; and I had consequently the langh on
the natives, telling them that though they could eat rot-
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ten meat, still I could mend a broken sled. But even
after this, successive breaks occurred, until I feared a
total dissolution of our teams.

The snow had deepened considerably since my passage
north, some twenty days before; the dogs were worn
down to mere skeletons; and the distance which, in
going, I had made in less than eight hours, and on my
return had trusted to accomplish in ten or twelve, it now
looked as though we would never cover. Ku Mark
Surt contained all that was necessary for our comfort
and recuperation; but it was evident that we had forced
the distances and overworked the dogs. The natives
were worn out, and even Paddy threw down his stake in
disgust and cast himself on the snow, cursing bitterly,
I imagine, in Yakut. Yet it always ended in a smoke of
the pipe, and then, when dogs and men were rested, the
journey was once more resumed. Thus the day died out,
and, at length, long affer dark, we all became so weary
that I proposed that we camp over night in the snow,
and finish the short distance to Ku Mark Surt in the
morning. Paddy was discouraged, and had dejectedly
taken a seat by his sled ; so I ordered Geordi Nicolai and
Tomat to make camp, which they were proceeding to do,
when Paddy suddenly revived, and stopped them with the
remark that it was only a little way to the village. Then
stepping to the front of his team he seized the leading
dog by the back of the neck, pulled him out of the snow,
shook him vigorously, and then, pointing his own nose to
the stars after the manner of the dogs, began howling
like a wolf.

At first T thought he had gone mad, but presently the
dog caught the spirit of his master, and elevating his
head howled dismally. This seemed to be precisely
what Paddy desired ; he eagerly encouraged the other
dogs, and in a few minutes both teams were making
night hideons. With his hands to his ears, Paddy then
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stood in a listening attitude, while the discordant chorus
grew louder and louder, until, finally, during a brief lull
when the dogs paused to catch breath, he triumphantly
exclaimed, —

“ Savaccas, savaccas! Ku Mark Surt savaceas ! ”’

I bent eagerly forward but could not hear the dogs at
the village, for the howling of our own; but Paddy as-
sured me it was da-loca, da-loca (far, far away). And
now I noticed a restlessness among our teams; they
barked and snapped and leaped in their harness ; for they
bhad detected the far-off wailing of their fellows, faint,
but certain, in the frosty night air. Paddy warned me
to be quick, and T had just time to fall on my stomach
across the sled, when the now thoroughly aroused and
excited teams dashed forward at full tilt, vying with
each other in their wild ardor to reach the village. On
we flew, but Geordi Nicolal and Tomat had not been
nimble enough, and were accordingly left to trudge on
in our wake laden with snow-shovels and bedding; nor
did they overtake us, for Paddy’s trick was a brilliant
coup, and the answering howl to his Lochiel ery inspired
our dogs with a new life and strength — loaned them
wings, and when they halted panting at the foot of the
steep embankment there was a host of canine friends
yelping out a welcome to them ; while from the chimney
tops the flames leaped cheerily, and the women flashed
their flambeaux from hut to hut preparing the way for
our reception.

Soon the sleds were hauled to a place of safety, the
dogs liberated and staked in their harness, and later on,
when they had rested, given a feed of fish heads. We
were ushered into my old quarters, the principal hut of
the village, and home of the young lady who had so
adroitly combed her flowing and lively tresses. Here I
was entertained with a disjointed recital of the game of
“ hide and seek ” between the espravnick and myself; I
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had taken to the roads, they said, and the espravnick
had followed me all around with a bag of bread,— which
seemed to amuse them greatly. Some of the natives had
been to Belun and seen the sailors, and consequently
must tell us all about their peculiarities: how one had
lost an eye, and another who had lost his mind wished
constantly to box with the Yakuts; and him they mim-
icked to perfection like so many monkeys, distinctly pro-
nouncing the words « Jack Cole.” They chattered about
the guns and hatchets and other riches of the white
men ; whom they plainly considered a great people and
very wealthy, notwithstanding that we lived solely upon
their bounty, and were beggars, indeed.

I need not tell how completely I enjoyed our supper of
fish, or the refreshing sleep which followed. Before turn-
ing in I had removed my outer clothing, and bathed my
feet and legs in a tub of hot water prepared by the wo-
men ; they then greased my limbs with fish-oil or goose
grease, which softened and loosened the clotted blood
and matted hair. My toe and finger nails, I found, had
turned black, beside curling up, and were painful to the
touch. I slept soundly in the consciousness of having
done all I could for the relief or discovery of my lost
comrades ; and, however much I regretted my failure to
find them, still was it not something —nay, a ‘great deal
— to have recovered our valuable records and relics ?

Early next morning I was out again, but could procure
no deer-team as I had managed to do before, and so we
were compelled to have recourse to our dogs, reinforced
by a few recruits from the village. A comparatively
good road now lay before us, tracked out by the many
teams which were coming and going along the east side
of the river, the entire distance being marked out by
stakes and tree branches set up within sight of each
other. Arrived at Buruloch, the deer station, I dis-
charged Geordi Nicolai and Phadee Achin, giving them
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all the tea and small articles which I could spare, together
with the assurance that they would be fitly paid for the
valuable services which they had rendered me. After our
parting they refreshed themselves, and coolly set out on
their dreary return to Sever Belun.

Buruloch is the first regular reindeer station on the
road, and here the dog and deer teams are forever meet-
ing. To protect the deer, which are allowed to roam
about in the woods and feed on the moss which abounds
in this particular locality, several large corrals of tall
poles are erected to confine the dogs. The owner of the
station complained to me of the great loss of deer from
wolves in that vicinity, and he had consequently some dif-
ficulty in gathering together enough animals to transport
my party and effects to Belun. After a night here, in-
cluding a supper and breakfast of boiled venison, which
in its best condition is infinitely worse than very poor
mutton, I watched the process of arranging my teams.
First in order was a leading driver with two deer hitched
abreast to his sled, to the rear of which my team was
attached. Tomat came next, driving his own deer, his
sled laden with part of my treasures; then followed a
driver conducting two teams as before, of two deer each,
bearing the balance of the goods; and lastly came two
relief teams, making sixteen deer in all.

From this the reader may partially appreciate the com-
plex difficulties of Siberian travel, even when conducted
under the most favorable circumstances.

A team of deer is not supposed to haul more than five
pood, that is, two hundred pounds, or one passenger,
whose provision box, not to exceed the same weight, re-
quires a second team, and his driver must have a third;
so that one traveler must needs employ six deer in his
transportation. The provision box is a necessary part of
bis outfit, since he cannot rely upon securing any pro-
visions while en route ; and should, indeed, take the pre-
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caution of purchasing and slaughtering a reindeer for
his own use. As he retreats from the sea, fish in any
quantity cannot be procured, and bread or meal, to the
north of Verkeransk, is utterly out of the question.
True, the traders and coperts carry kiln-dried black
bread made of unbolted rye meal, but they use it very
sparingly, and consume large quantities of venison, fish,
or beef; whereas to the southward of Yakutsk black
bread becomes literally the staff of life; and among the
natives between Verkeransk and Yakutsk, the principal
article of food is boiled milk with a little rye meal
stirred in to thicken it ; though, to be sure, venison and
beef, when procurable, — as, indeed, the flesh of any
horse which may die from disease or be killed in bar-
ness, — are all eaten with thankful avidity.

We made an early start from Buruloch, and I hoped
to reach Belun within ten hours as I had easily done be-
fore. The snow was deeper, but I had plenty of deer
and two good guides; yet we had not journeyed far be-
fore I learned that in proportion to the number of teams
so is the difficulty of traveling. For when the first sled
went slow, the second one was sure to foul with it and
upset, and this it did with provoking persistency. Then,
too, the guides lost their way (and who ever had a guide
that did n’t); we recrossed the river in search of the road,
which we could not find, and so climbed along for a spell
over the heaped-up masses of ice on the broken river-
bed, blindly returning at length to the west bank. Time
ran on apace, the air grew colder and more blustry;
and it was all we could do to keep our sleds upright on
their runners. I now found myself becoming more cold
and numb than usual, and could not understand it, for I
had been well-fed and rested during the past two days
and nights; but it suddenly oceurred to me that the
manner in which I had boiled myself at Ku Mark Surt
and removed the scabs from my feet and legs had much
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to do with my increased susceptibility to the weather.
And this was the only reason I could give myself. The
natives, too, complained bitterly of the cold, and, after
wandering vainly across the river once more, drew up at
a hut on the east bank. Here we rested and warmed
ourselves, and then the drivers, fortified with some fresh
information, again crossed over to the other side, and scal-
ing a thickly-wooded declivity drove to a wild, romantic
spot in the woods, where a few huts were congregated.
We halted at one and made hot tea, the natives stuffing
themselves with raw fish, of which I did not partake.
Though half dead from cold and exhaustion, I was very
anxious to be off, and roundly rebuked the guides for
losing the road and idling away their time in the huts.

This place, I learned, was Ajaket, only a short distance
from Belun, but a long way back from the river; and
when I remonstrated with the natives for having gone so
far out of their course simply to drink tea, they explained
that the night was much colder than usual and they were
afraid I would die. But the truth was and is, that a
Yakut will travel forty versts in order to drink tea with
his neighbor, the more gladly if the neighbor supplies
the tea. Our road now lay through the low woods,
across deep ravines, and over hills until we came upon
the river bank again, when a brief run of less than an
hour brought us to Belun.

The village was slumbering peacefully, and it required
no little rapping to arouse the Commandant, whose wel-
come, however, was cordial in the extreme. Yet this
last short ride had severely taxed my remaining modicum
of strength. I felt as though all my vitality of body
and mind had deserted me; and had many more hours
been added to my arduous journey of twenty-three days,
I certainly could not have outlived them.

The natives had gone to the Balogan Americanski and
apprised its occupants of my arrival, and Bartlett and
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Nindemann were soon greeting me. Swallowing some hot
tea and refreshments, I then returned with the men to
their hut, where they were comfortably quartered, and
found that Mr. Danenhower had been unable to secure
transportation, as I had ordered, for the whole party, but
had furnished five of the men, beside himself, with fur-
clothing and a bountiful supply of food, and started, in
the best of spirits, for Verkeransk, leaving the others be-
hind to await my return.

Bartlett then informed me that Kasharofski, the es-
pravnick of the district of Verkeransk, had dispatched
his assistant, Epatchieff, to the Lena Delta, to learn who
and what we were. The people of Eastern Siberia had
never heard of the Jeannette expedition ; so when my tel-
egram passed through Verkeransk, the espravnick, re-
marking the strange characters in which it was written,
and receiving at the same time an explanatory letter
from the Malinki Pope, sent for an exile, M. Leon by
name, who could write and speak French, German, and
English, and had him translate it, — forwarding it imme-
diately after by special courier to Yakutsk. He then
sent his assistant at once to Belun, armed with a box of
medicines prepared by Dr. Buali (White), another exile,
and a letter, translated at his dictation by M. Leon into
French, German, and English, inquiring who we were and
what he could do for us.

I now decided to wait until Epatchieff returned from
his protracted search for me; and meanwhile I urged
Bieshoff, the Cossack commandant, to exert himself to
procure reindeer clothing, and moceasins, mittens, caps,
ete., for all my party to use on our sledge journey to Ya-
kutsk. '

I arrived at Belun on the 27th of November, 1881 ;
and though I had not succeeded in finding the bodies of
De Long and party, yet I had diminished the distance
to be searched to the space, north and south, between
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Usterda and Mat Vay, which, as the crow flies, is less
than one hundred miles. And here I may mention the
surprise which Noros occasioned me upon laying claim
to the belt which I had found at Mat Vay and had sup-
posed, on the strength of his and Nindemann’s story, to
belong to one of the remainder of De Long’s party.
During my journey I had traveled in straight lines
1,140 versts; but considering the devious course, the
turnings and wanderings, the distance may easily be
computed as so many miles; a verst being sixty-six per
cent. of amile. I also fully informed myself of the char-
acter of the natives, the location of their villages, and
the resources for supplies of food and dogs, and, in fact,
all things which would insure a successful search in the
coming spring. For I had now made in addition a very
correct chart of the topography of the Delta, and had De
Long possessed it, none of his party need have perished.

Epatchieff, the assistant espravnick, arrived in Belun
on the 29th, and I at once had an audience with him.
At first our progress in comprehending each other was
painfully slow, but Bieshoff, with whom I had had two
days of profitable conversation, acted as interpreter, and
presently our jargon and pantomime grew upon us, until
Epatchieff was able to say, « Very good,” when either
made a particularly good hit'in the other’s tongue. So
that, indeed, by the time we were ready to start for Ver-
keransk we had become quite chatty together, and while
on the road, when we halted at povarnias, we talked pol-
itics, religion, and anything else we wanted to. To be
sure we would now and then go astray in our conception
of each other’s arguments, as when we were talking of
the relative cost of steamboats (parakotes) on the Lena
River, some of which are made of wood and others of
iron,—wood being very plentiful and iron very scarce, so
scarce that Epatchieff emphasized its value by saying it
was worth its weight in gold. At this, I told him of the
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great rarity and consequent value of iron in Central
China (Ket?), remarking, also, that I had seen a boiler
weighing thirty tons cut up into little pieces and for-
warded into the interior on the backs of men. To make
it plainer I had reduced the weight to pounds, 60,000,
and called the boiler, kottle, or kettle. This was all
right, but in describing it, I had called it golatz (gold)
instead of jalazia (iron) ; whereupon Epatchieff looked
very mystified and then incredulous, until finally show-
ing his finger ring and tapping one of the dinner-knives
he besought me to tell him whether I meant golatz or
Jjalazia. Presently we understood each other and laughed
heartily.

With everything in readiness, I set out December 1st
in company with Epatchieff for Verkeransk. Before
leaving I first saw that the remainder of my party were
all properly equipped and provisioned to follow me, and,
putting Bartlett in charge, I directed him not to depart
from Belun if any man complained of his clothing or
outfit, but to promptly see the commandant, who would
attend to all their wants. I started in advance in order
to prepare the way for their coming and save time, the
better so accompanied by the espravnick, since he has
the right of way in everything. Then, too, a party of
six with equipment cannot always be furnished with
transportation at one time, the law limiting the number
to three; but I succeeded in making special arrange-
ments for the whole party, and thus avoided much suf-
fering and delay, for although we were all enjoying fairly
good health, still our former privations had left us very
weak, and our feet and legs were yet tender from the ef-
fects of frost-bite.



CHAPTER XVIIL

FROM BELUN TO VERKERANSK.

My Record of the Journey. — Minus 45° Réaumur, — A Russian’s
Views of America and her Institutions. — Kasharofski. — M. Leon.
— My Letter of Instructions.— A Visit to the Hut of the Exiles.
—Leon’s Case.~Life at Verkeransk. — Facts about the Political
Exiles.

HEere is what my journal says of the journey to Ver-
keransk: —

December 1st.— Traveled ninety versts and halted at a
povarnia for tea.

December 2d.— Traveled night and day, sleeping on top
of my sled while in motion, with my sleeping-bag under
my head for a pillow, but with no other covering than
my deer-skin clothes. Much troubled by the upsetting
of the sled, and the terrible pains in my feet. The deer
go too fast to permit of my running alongside the sled
for warmth and exercise, so I must only grin and bear it.
Stopped at six A. M., and had tea. Made eighty versts;
stopped again for two hours to rest and feed the reindeer
and breakfast; then made seventy versts before dark,
halted for tea and fresh teams of deer, and started across
the tundra one hundred versts.

December 3d.— On the go all night, losing our way on
the tundra, and wandering aimlessly about. Ours was
the best driver to be had, but he became hopelessly con-
fused. Epatchieff pointed out the road, at length, re-
membering a small ravine which we had crossed. I had
a compass with me, but no one knew the course over the
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tundra. We should have accomplished the distance in
ten hours, whereas it took us fifteen hours and a half;
and when we halted, our feet, hands, and faces were
swollen from the intense cold.

Sunday, December 4th. — Traveled day and night,
arriving (one A. M.) at the first stancia (station). I
received two notes from Danenhower, saying that he
secured venison and frozen milk here. We changed
teams and drivers and were off again. Before leaving
the station, we had a dinner of venison roasted on the
coals, and “noodlesoup,” Epatchieff having been so
thoughtful as to lay in a store of “noodles” for our jour-
ney. Made sixty versts, and then another sixty, hauling
up at a balogan ; and finally halted at five o’clock, hav-
ing made one hundred and forty versts between the
hours of four A, M. and five P. M.

December 5th.— Made ten versts ; stopped to rest the
deer and dine, and then on again to a station, with eighty
versts more added to our list of magnificent distances.
From noon we had eighty versts ahead of us, and this
point is two hundred and twenty versts from Verkeransk.
Hauled up at eight P. M. for tea, having covered the last
eighty versts in six hours and a quarter.

December 6th. — Drew up at three A. M., with sixty
versts to our credit, in five and a quarter hours. Froze
my left foot again, and it is bleeding all over. Cold!!
Epatchieff’s Réaumur says minus 45°. Made sixty versts
and drank more tea. On again with only thirty versts
to go, and these we made by six P. M.

Nine hundred versts in five days and eighteen hours.
A fair showing indeed. But we traveled night and day
without once sleeping in a hut or sfancia. During our
stoppages 1 had a number of pleasant talks with Epa-
tchieff, who is a Russian, born in Yakutsk, sociable, in-
telligent, and withal a very fine fellow. He had many

queer questions to ask concerning America, the * Great
16
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Republic,” and her constitution. He lives in the hope
that Russia will some day have a constitution, as many
unhappy people would thereby be saved from exile. He
has no faith in the criminal classes, believing, and rightly,
that they should be punished. He told me all about the
assassination of President Garfield, but said he had been
stabbed ; and he drew the inference that too much free-
dom was the death of presidents as well as czars; a re-
public could not be all good, else we would not have
killed our president. He is a sturdy Greek churchman,
but has strange views on religion ; a man born a Russian
and brought up under the influence of the Greek church,
has no right to change or alter his religious belief ; and
those persons who do, he thinks, are very properly exiled.
A man born and educated a Romanist or Lutheran (for
he knows no other of the Protestant faiths) may; how-
ever, retain his religion and be true to his state ; but it
seems impossible to him that a Russian could abandon
the national religion and still remain loyal to his country.
He is very much interested in our marriage and divorce
laws, and particularly inquired if it was necessary to
have both the civil and religious ceremony performed ;
appearing somewhat surprised when I informed him that
each was equally binding, though certain persons made
assurance doubly sure by marrying three times, — once
by means of a state official, and twice by means of clergy-
men of different denominations. As to divorce, that was
purely a civil process, and could only be compassed for
cause. He had a very mistaken idea in regard to this
matter, having somehow or other arrived at the conclu-’
sion that men and women in America married and di-
vorced themselves at pleasure. I plainly told him that
Siberia was the only country I had ever been in where
every man had apparently a family, and few, if any, had
wives. This may have been putting it rather strong, but
throughout Eastern Siberia I found as many men with
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concubines as I did with wives, and, moreover, met hosts
of these concubines at evening parties, and they mingled
freely with the wives of other men, and it seemed all
right.

Immediately upon my arrival at Verkeransk, I was
driven to the residence of Kasharofski, the espravnick,
who received me with great kindness. Danenhower and
the first section of my party had been nicely entertained
here, the men having been quartered at the house of a
widow lady, where they were well fed, and furnished
with plenty of tobacco and a very limited amount of
vodki; and, as a matter of course, enjoyed themselves
hogely. Jack Cole, poor fellow, though non compos
mentis, was not factious, but jolly and full of all kinds of
nonsense. But he became so peculiar, at length, that
Mr. Danenhower found it necessary to place him under
the care of a Cossack ; and then after a few days of rest
and preparation they all set out for Yakutsk accompa~
nied by a Cossack, who vouched for their expenses on
the road. The journey was a pleasant and merry one,
for they had been well-provisioned at Verkeransk, and
though it was very cold no one suffered greatly, since the
stations were located at easy distances. They had not
left Verkeransk when a courier arrived from General
George Tschernaieff, with five hundred roubles for the
use of the party, tendered by the General from his pri-
vate purse. Mr. Danenhower took two hundred of the
roubles and left the remainder for me, but as I had no
need of any money I placed it in the hands of Kasharof-
gki, and had all my bills carried forward ; this I did to
avoid a complication of accounts.

Directly after my arrival, the espravnick sent for M.
Leon, one of the political exiles in his keeping, to act as
interpreter between us. M. Leon came and introduced
himself as the gentleman who had written the letter for
the espravnick to me while I was at the Delta; and
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now, while he interpreted for us, he managed to inter-
polate for my bernefit a part of his history. We had a
capital dinner together of teal, duck, snipe, and other
game which Kasharofski kept frozen in his ice-cellar the
whole year round. Leon told me that he had never be-
fore eaten at his table, though often, at first, invited to
do so; for Leon was a very bitter Nihilist, and would
not fraternize with his keepers. Kasharofski had a
son, whom I named the Malinki Soldat (Little Soldier),
greatly to the delight of both. Mrs. Kasharofski was
a pleasant, fair-haired, good-looking woman, seemingly
quite content to spend her days in this remote wilder-
ness of snow, cooking and caring for her house, and
spouse, and little son. She waited on us at table, and
did not sit down until after we were through. It was
the first good meal I had eaten since leaving San Fran-
cisco. There was some red wine on the table, called
melivki, which is made of dilute vodk: and wild red ber-
ries, pleasant to the taste and not very heady; and then
there were also cognac, and plain vodk?, which is nothing
more than unrectified rye whiskey of about sixty per
cent.

Our conversation was prolonged until three or four
o'clock in the morning, for, of course, I had the story of
the Jeannette to tell in all its mournful details.

Leon informed me that no news had ever reached them
of our party; that they had recently heard of a German
Expedition, but knew nothing whatever about us or our
cruise until we actually came up out of the Polar Sea to
visit them. I could see his eyes brighten when I spoke
of the facility with which I could navigate the coast of
Siberia in a vessel as small as our whale-boat. Kasharof-
ski was anxious to learn all about the clothing and pro-
visions necessary to undertake journeys such as we had
been making; and as my narrative passed the lips of
Leon, the young exile drank in every word, and his face
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flushed with hope and joy while I opened to his glisten-
ing eyes a glorious vision of escape from an odious
imprisonment.

Next morning Leon came again to breakfast with us
and to continue in his office of interpreter. While at
table he told me that in putting Kasharofski’s questions
he would take the liberty of asking a number of his own.
When we had finished our meal I requested Kasharofski
to send an order at once to Bieshoff, the commandant at
Belun, directing him to continue the search until my re-
turn, or the arrival of some other American officer on the
spot. The following is my letter of instructions, which
Leon translated ; and it was instantly dispatched to Be-
lun by special courier, a copy being forwarded to General
Tschernaieff.

VERKERANSE, December 7, 1881.
ESPRAVNICE, ETC.:

SIR, — It is my desire and the wishes of the Government of
the United States of America and of the projector of the Amer-
ican expedition that a diligent and constant search be made for
my missing comrades of both boats. Lieutenant De Long and
his party. consisting of twelve persons, will be found near the
bank of the Lena River, west side of the river. They are south
of the small bunting station known among the Yakuts as Qu
Vina. They could not possibly have marched as far south as Bul-
cour; therefore, be they dead or alive they are between Bulcour
and Qu Vioa. I have already traveled over this ground, but
followed the river bank; therefore it is necessary that a more
careful search be made on the high ground back from the river
for a short distance as well as along the river bank. I examined
many huts and small houses but could not possibly examine all
of them; therefore it is necessary that all —every house and
hut, large and small, must be examined for books, papers, or the
persons of the party. Men without food and but little clothing
would paturally seek shelter in huts along the line of their
march, and if exhausted might die in one of them. They wounld
leave their books and papers in & hut if unable to carry them
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farther. If they carried their books and papers south of that
section of country between Mat Vay and Bulcour, their books
and papers will be found piled up in a heap, and some prominent
object erected near them to attract the attention of searching
parties ; a mast of wood or a pile of wood would be erected near
them if not on them. In case books or papers are found, they
are to be sent to the American minister resident at St. Peters-
burg. If they are found and can be forwarded to me before I
leave Russia, I will take them to America with me.

If the persons of my comrades are found dead I desire that
all books and papers be taken from their clothing and forwarded
to the American minister at St. Petersburg, or to me if in time
to reach me before leaving Russia. The persons of the dead I
wish to have carried to a central position most convenient of
access from Belun, all placed inside of a small hut, arranged
side by side for future recognition, the hut then securely closed
and bavked up with snow or earth, and remain so until a
proper person arrives from America to make final disposition
of the bodies. In banking up the hut have it done in such man-
ner that animals cannot get in and destroy the bodies.

Search for the small boat, containing eight persons, should be
made from the west mouth of the Lena River to and beyond
the east mouth of the Jana River. Since the separation of the
three boats no information has been received concerning the
small boat; but as all three boats were destined to Barkin, and
then to go to a Lena mouth, it is natural to suppose that Lieut.
Chipp directed his boat to Barkin if he managed to weather
the gale ; but if from any cause he could not reach a Lena mouth,
Lieut. Chipp would continue along the coast from Barkin, west
for a north mouth of the Lena, or south for an eastern mouth
of the Lena River. If still unsuccessful in getting into the
Lena River, he might from stress of weather, or other cause,
be forced along the coast toward the Jana River.

Diligent and constant search is to commence now, in Decem-
ber, and to continue until the people, books, and papers are
found, care being taken that a vigilant and careful examination
of that section of the country where Lieutenant De Long and
party are known to be is made in early spring-time, when the



FROM BELUN TO VERKERANSK. 247

snow begins to leave the ground and before the spring floods
commence to overflow the river bank. One or more American
officers will, in all probability, be in Belun in time to assist in
the search, but the search mentioned in these instructions is to
be carried on independently of any other party, and to be en-
tirely under the control of the competent authority of Russia.”

Leon now urgently invited me to visit his comrades in
exile. I asked Kasharofski if he had any objection, and
he said, “Oh no; he did not believe a Nihilist could
hurt a Republican ; but dinner would be ready at four.”
So he sent me to the hut of the exiles in his sleigh, which
returned again for Leon and myself at dinner time.

M. Leon was a slenderly built, dark, and cadaverous-
visaged young man with a Jewish cast of countenance;
though when I asked him, he said he was not a Hebrew.
His hair was dblack and long, reaching to his shoulders.
He had been a student of law, he told me, and was ar-
rested in a students’ row on the streets, and afterwards
brought before three separate tribunals, not one of which,
however, had been able to find anything irregular in his
habits of life; and so, indeed, his final commitment pa-
pers expressly stated. While en route to Siberia he
asked the Cossack officer of his guard, a good-natured
fellow, to permit him to look at these papers. His re-
quest was granted, and he learned that he had been sent
out, after the different tribunals had acquitted him, on
what is known as an “administrative order,” —a remark-
able instrument which closed with the following pieee
of legal logic: —

“ We can prove nothing against this man, dbut he B a
student of law and no doubt a very dangerous man.”

And he was accordingly banished for life. Leon bhad
preserved a copy of his commitment papers, which he
exhibited to me with a great deal of merriment at the
peculiar philosophy of the administrator.

In the hut I found four other young men, Messrs.
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Loung, Zack, Artzibucheff, and Tzarensky, all political
exiles; the oldest twenty-seven, and the youngest eigh-
teen years of age. They were all professional men, and
spoke French fluently ; some, German, too, and others a
little English. All were earnest Nihilists, though several
said they had not been so until after their banishment.
Each had his sad and sorry story to tell, and all looked
upon me as a most curious phenomenon. They came
from different parts of the empire, had known the inte-
rior of Russian prisons all the way from Archangel to
the Crimea, and were finally sent to the frontier to in-
sure their safety. They were eager questioners in regard
to the navigation of the Siberian coast, having in their
possession a number of charts and maps, and they had
often talked and dreamed, they said, of attempting an
escape, but two thousand miles of coast-line and more
than one thousand miles of river navigation had seemed
an impossible feat until we had accomplished it, and
risen before them like a pillar of hope.

With Kasharofski’s permission, I visited them daily
while awaiting the arrival of my men from Belun. In
the evenings several little parties were given, where I
met the élite of Verkeransk. At these affairs the peoplg
sang, played, ate, and everybody seemed to gamble, drink,
and smoke. The women had separate apartments where-
in they did all these things; and I dumfounded the as-
semblies by telling them that I never played cards, not
even in my own country. Leon, who was present, said:

* They will suspect you of some evil, for they argue
thus: This is a queer man who neither gambles nor
drinks: be must be always thinking, and a man who
thinks much must have some evil thoughts— so banish
him at once!”

But this was the speech of a poor exile, whose life was
ruined because by reading and reflecting he had learned
to speak the truths of moral and political science, yet had
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unwisely spoken them too loud, and so convicted himself
as a corrupter of the truth. He was fully acquainted
with the works of our modern philosophers and political
economists, John Stunart Mill, Richard Cobden, Herbert
Spencer, ete., and longed for a supply of English books ;
for at the hut, though they had French, German, and
English dictionaries, they bad no reading matter of any
kind in our language, and so implored me to give them
the Bible or any other English print I had in the navi-
gation box ; but as these were relics of the expedition, I,
of course, could not part with them.

My stay at Verkeransk was both a pleasant and profit-
ableone. I madea copy of the Russian chart of the Lena
Delta for future use, and had frequent interviews with the
political exiles. Their hut was a miserable affair, built
in the manner of the Yakut yaurta, of vertical timber
covered with mud. There were the usual outer and
inner apartments, a kind of weather porch, and a kitchen
which contained their fire-place and cooking apparatus.
In the inner apartment they lived and kept their books,
beds, clothing, ete. The walls were overspread with
Russian picture papers, but the room was so low and
dark and musty that it was a very disagreeable place to
visit, much more to live in. At midday it was neces-
sary to burn candles for light; and they were compelled
to this manner of living by their poverty. The govern-
ment allowed each one for all his wants a monthly sub-
sidy of twenty-five roubles, — a sum equivalent to about
twelve dollars and a half in our money; a stipend on
which they must feed, clothe, and house themselves,
beside procuring fire-wood and service. And this, too,
in a locality where rye meal costs five roubles per pood
of forty pounds Russian, or about thirty-six pounds avoir-
dupois, as the Russian pfeund is about fourteen ounces
avoirdupois as against the American pound of sixteen.
Sugar is valued at one rouble per pound; but venison,
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beef, horse-flesh, and fire-wood are not very expensive.
Yet all the necessaries of life,— everything which re-
deems it from a primitive state,—are costly in the
extreme. Some of the exiles had wealthy relatives who
sent them money, but such sums could not exceed three
hundred roubles at one payment, and the mails are very
irregular, often but once in six months, though there
may be a mail at odd intervals throughout the winter,
whenever a copert or some official has occasion to go
over the road. Yet no sealed package of any kind is
suffered to go or come from an exile; everything must
be opened, and read or examined by the espravnick of
the district, or the post or police master, and perhaps
appropriated.

My coming filled them with the wildest hopes, for
heretofore it had been considered as impossible to effect
an escape by the ice of the Arctic Ocean as to cross a
living sea of fire; and doubtless for them it would be, as
there was not a sea-faring man in their number, or one, 1
suspect, who had ever seen the rolling ocean. Yet before
I left they told me that they intended to make the
attempt, and I ardently hoped that it might be crowned
with success. For here I saw youth, intelligence, and
refinement immured for life in an Arctic desert, with no
companionship of books or cultivated society, surrounded
by filthy and disgusting Yakuts, who were partly their
keepers. For the natives are held strictly accountable,
under penalty of the dreaded knout and imprisonment,
for the escape of an exile, since it is utterly out of the
.question for any one to travel a great distance into the
country without their aid or knowledge. As a guest of
the nation and a continuing recipient of its succor and
hospitality, I could not honorably abet the exiles in their
plans for escape; yet as a Republican I am free to say
that all my sympathies were with them, — the oppressed
for speech sake. For it was one of these young men
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who told me that all they asked and strove for was a
constitutional form of government, let the constitution
be what it might. They only wanted the privilege of
being imprisoned, and hanged, if needs be, under a Rus-
sian law and constitution ; and not driven like a herd of
sheep by the police master of a town or city into prison
or exile, without the benefit of trial before any tribunal,
or if a mock hearing could be had, as in Leon’s case, yet
not before such an administrator, who on his very com-
mitment papers would record himself a judicial ass.

Still, Leon, in his character of interpreter, obtained for
himself and companions the full benefit of my recountal
to Kasharofski of the Jeannette’s cruise and equipment;
our retreat, supplies, clothing, and line of march. The
youngest of the exiles, called the « Little Blacksmith,”
had been a polytechnic scholar, and seemed to be the
physicist in general of the party. He gazed fondly on the
sextant in my possession ; for with it he could find his
way across the tundra and the ocean. They had watches
and compasses, but no means of determining latitude, or
tables for computing longitude. So this earnest young
Nibilist began the construction of a sextant, and had
already his navigation tables in course of preparation,
using a Russian almanac to find the sun’s declinations,
ete. It was their intention to build a boat on the Jana
River, near Verkeransk, and attempt a passage of one
thousand miles to the sea-board, and then a voyage of
nearly two thousand miles along the coast of Siberia to
East Cape or Behring Strait.

I afterwards learned with regret that they had indeed
essayed, but unsuccessfully, to carry their bold project
into effect. Eluding their pursuers, they succeeded, after
many difficulties, in working their way down the Jana,
past a large village near its mouth, to within sight of the
sea, and could then have accomplished their escape with
comparative ease ; but the rolling waves paralyzed them
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with terror and tumbled into the boat, which was over-
laden with its freight of thirteen exiles; and when they
ran ashore it swamped and soaked their provisions. One
of their number was a young woman, of whom more
anon; but even she was made of sterner stuff than the
two others who, frightened at their situation, straightway
surrendered themselves to the authorities at Oceansk,
who soon after captured the rest and sent them all into
worse exile, if possible, than before. Leon was for-
warded to the river Kolyma, and others were removed
from the settled districts, and placed among the Yakuts.
And what else could I do but admire them and their
pluck, whose greatest offenses had been boyish indis-
cretions, rows in the streets, for none of them had yet
become master of his profession? And so, in the eyes of
every American, born to believe that free speech and a
free press are absolute and indefeasible rights, must the
overwhelming and horrible punishment meted out to
these exiled youth appear shamefully despotic and cruel.
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DuriNe my sojourn at Verkeransk, there arrived from
Yakutsk a police agent named Penavitch, who was like-
‘wise one of General Tschernaieff’s secretaries. He and
Kasharofski were warm friends, and while in Verkeransk
be stopped at the house of the espravnick. I made ar-
rangements to ride back with him to Yakutsk, and so
awaited with increasing anxiety the arrival of Bartlett
and party.

Penavitch was a great, jolly, good fellow, and he took
me to visit some of the coperts in the town, who, after a
manner, were also choice spirits; ever ready to make a
rouble, but good-livers and hospitable to a degree beyond
their means. They all wear a peculiar dress prescribed
by their guild, which consists chiefly in allowing their
long woolet shirts to hang outside their trousers, broadly
belted in, however, at the waist, and I saw the embryo
Yakut copert sailing about, in imitation of his white in-
structor, with his colored flannel shirt flying to the
breeze.
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I also visited another exile, named Dr. Buali (White),
who lived apart from his companions, and was then per-
forming the duties of the government surgeon, who had
become blind from a cataract and was about leaving the
district to have it removed. Dr. Buali had been very
kind in his attentions to Danenhower and Leach, and it
was he who had prepared the box of medicines forwarded
to us at Belun. His life held more of sorrow in it than
that of most men. He had been a practicing physician
in one of the small cities of Little Russia, or the Crimea;
bad neither committed any erimeaor ever belonged to any
secret society ; and he seemed to believe that lis only of-
fense had been the marrying of the lady whom he loved,
in a neighboring village ; for he knew not that he had a
rival.

The story of his capture and removal to Verkeransk
was tearfully translated to me by Leon, his friend and
comrade in misery. It seems that for a week he had
been attending the little daughter of the police master,
who at length so far recovered that he erased her name
from his visiting list. But one morning he was surprised
to receive a call from the police master’s Cossack, who
said his presence was demanded at once at the house of
his master, for the child was seized with another attack
of illness.

«“ ] imagine it is not serious,” Buali had replied; «I
will be there after breakfast.”

But the Cossack insisted upon instant attendance, and
so he bade him wait until he got his coat, but here again
the Cossack interposed, saying that it was not necessary,
the house was only a little distance off, and that the po-
lice master intended that he should breakfast there. So,
dreading lest the child might indeed be seriously ill, he
hastened off at once, but on the way the Cossack said
they must first go to the office of his master. He fol-
lowed wonderingly, but never for a moment dreamed
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that anything was wrong; and so he was ushered into
the police office, and later into an anteroom, where the
police master told him he was a prisoner.

“ A body of exiles,” said the heartless wretch, «are
ready to start for Siberia, and you will go with them.”

Buali laughed — it was a good joke, but the police
master assured him it was a solemn fact; and then the
poor man, completely overwhelmed, prayed gaspingly for
a delay in his transportation. Why was he deprived of
his liberty ?  Who was his accuser ? 'What was the ac-
cusation ? No answer save ‘ Administrative order.”

But could he not revisit his house under guard, and se-
cure certain necessary articles of clothing ? Could he not
at least return and say farewell to his young wife? The
brutal officer denied him everything; “And then,” he said,
«] wailed in anguish, but they placed me in solitary con-~
finement to await the departure of the draft, and in
twelve hours I was on my way to Siberia.”

Of course, he was half-crazed. What would become of
his young wife — what would she think of him? Doubt-
less, that hie had deserted her. A thousand thoughts and
suspicions racked his mind, and he had already lived
through an age of torture, when, hurried on across the
frontier by rail and steamboat, he chanced at a certain
railway station to recognize, from the cage-carriage in
which he was confined, an old merchant friend. Calling
to him eagerly, he briefly told the great wrong done him,
while the train halted at the station, and supplicated his
friend to visit his wife and relations and inform them of
his fate.

And here let it be known that immediately upon his
sentence an exile loses his identity — John Brown ceases
to be John Brown, and becomes “ Number 101;” his
estate is administered upon as though he were dead, and
apportioned, with the usual forfeiture to the state, among
his heirs. So that it is almost impossible for any one,
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save the authorities, to trace out and discover his where-
abouts.

When Dr. Buali had arrived at Irkutsk he was de-
tained there for some time, and meanwhile his friend,
the merchant, true to his promise, had hastened to tell
the circumstances and conditions of his banishment to
the poor young bride ; who, quickly as she could, set out
to join him in exile. With womanly wit she managed
to apprise him by letter of her coming, and a light broke
in upon his grief. Daily, hourly, constantly he looked
and longed for her, and just when he knew she must
come, they sent him on to Yakutsk, and from thence to
Verkeransk.

She, poor creature, filled with sweet sympathy and
expectation, hoping from his delay at Irkutsk that he
would be permanently detained there, arrived two days
too late. Picture her anguish — when, having traveled
with wifely devotion 4,000 miles over the worst country
in the world, she learned the cruel news. Still 2,000
miles away ; and even then would she find him! It was
too much for the poor heart ; she lost her reason ; raved
for a little while in a madhouse, and died. He received
the sorrowful tidings, so different from what he had ex-
pected ; and when I saw him he was just recovered from
the effects of a suicidal attempt by poison.

This is the sad story of one of the friends whom I met
at Verkeransk, as told by himself and interpreted to me
by Leon. Dr. Buali was not a Nihilist, or at all intem-
perate in his political views, and consequently was not
held in the highest favor by Leon and his companions.
He was on pleasant visiting terms, however, with the
espravnick and others, who liked him cordially for his
own sake; yet he was not permitfed to practice his pro-
fession for profit, but only to perform the duties of the
blind old incumbent at the post, from whom he might
receive little or no recompense, just as that worthy offi-
cial saw fit.
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Indeed, no exile is allowed to carry on any business,
teach school, till the soil, labor at a trade, practice a pro-
fession, or engage in any work otherwise than through
the medium of a master. If I wanted any service, an
exile would sometimes come and offer to perform it, but
I would have to pay his master, upon whose bounty he
must depend for remuneration. This is a monstrous
mistake. Russia has been striving in vain to populate
Siberia for a thousand years, and she will never succeed
as long as she continues in her present policy of convert-
ing the land into a vast penitentiary, wherein the pris-
oners are prevented from making an honest livelihood,
and so driven, if criminals, to a further commission of
crime. Beyond doubt there are rogues of the very worst
type in Russia and Siberia, but certainly it is plain that
their mode of punishment will never tend to elevate or
reform them; and it is utterly impossible that Siberia,
under its present system of government, should ever be
populated or improved, as have been the penal colonies of
the French and English.

The ignorant Yakuts are very fearful of the whole
class of exiles, for they are told exaggerated stories of the
atrocities of the Nihilists; and the police officials are
ever on their guard for an outbreak or revolt. I was
much amused at Kasharofski, who told me that he lived
in constant terror lest some of the exiles should assas-
sinate him. He showed me a long knife and a revol-
ver, which always went to bed with him, he said; and
every night a Cossack slept in the outer apartment.
Leon, too, assured me of all this, saying that he and
his comrades found a never-failing source of fun in the
frightening of the police master, the Cossack guard, and
the trading merchants, who would sell them goods at
a ruinous discount, in order, as indeed they would ex-
plicitly state, to curry their favor and avoid their ven-

geance.
17
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“But,” said Leon and his friends. “ why should we
kill these poor creatures? What good would it do?
To be sure, if their death might secure our freedom, we
would not mind killing a thousand ; but such is not the
case.”

Another episode in the life of the exiles at Verke-
ransk, and 1 will abandon them to their sorrows. I have
noted that the walls of their miserable habitation were
decorated with illustrated papers; but in addition to
these there were two prominent pictures: one a photo-
graph, and the other a wood-cut or print from some Jour-
nal. They faced each other on opposite sides of the
room, and I stood looking at them, struck by their simi-
larity ; for the wood-cut I recognized as a portrait of the
dead Czar. He lay in state near a window, dressed in
his cerements, his hands holding a crucifix and resting
on his breast.

One of the exiles, Artzibucheff, observing my silent
comparison of the two pictures, approached and said : —
“ The two men are very much alike, are they not ?”’

They certainly were ; faces sharp and peaked in death,
hair and beards arranged the same ; I thought both were
likenesses of the Czar, and said so. The exile smiled : —

 No,” said he; ‘the photograph is one of my brother,
who perished of cold and hunger in the horrible dun-
geons of the fortress of Petropavlosk, on the Neva. His
body was photographed on his bier near one of the gun-
ports, which has the appearance of the palace window
wherein is laid out the corpse of the Czar. My brother
was murdered in the fortress ; my friends murdered the
Czar in his palace ; ‘things that are equal are equal in
all their parts;’ a dead Nihilist and a dead Czar!”

He laughed, and added that because of his brother’s
death he had been arrested and sent into exile; that he
had a sweetheart to whom he was affianced, and that
she, too, had been banished as far as Archangel ; but as
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it was no remittance of her sentence to be transported to
Eastern Siberia, she had been granted permission to join
her lover at Verkeransk. He was a typical Nihilist, as
portrayed in our comic papers, with long, bushy black
hair, combed out until it resembled a mop-head; dark-
skinned, and fine-cut in feature and figure, with eyes
and mind as bright as the Dog-star. He told me gayly
that he expected his sweetheart every day, and that if I
failed to see her at Verkeransk, I should certainly meet
her on the road. And sure enough, I did, on the after-
noon of my departure. She was young and attractive,
of medium height and excellent form ; her eyes and hair
were light, her nose slightly retroussé, and her mouth as
pretty, pouting, and cherry-red as one would care to see.
She had with her a number of French books, of which,
she said, she intended to make translations. She spoke
French and German fluently, but knew very little Eng-
lish; and at this time I only saw her for a few minutes,
but met her afterwards when going north and returning
from my second search.

On the evening of December 15th, Bartlett and party
arrived safely from Belun, and I instantly set about mak-
ing the necessary arrangements for their transportation
to Yakutsk. They were capitally quartered at the resi-
dence of the Cossack commandant, where they had plenty
of good food and enough wvodki to make them merry.
Before their arrival I had a sufficient supply of bread
baked, and beef killed, cut up into proper sizes, and
frozen for their journey. I was now suffering from a
severe cold, the first I had eaught sinece leaving the
United States, and it occurred in the following way.

Upon my reaching the house of the espravmick, he
doubtless suspected my cleanliness, as well, indeed, he
might, for I had suspieions in the same direction myself ;
so, when he proposed a bath, I gladly consented. He
then ordered a Cossack to prepare the bath, and brought
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forth some clean under-clothing and a suit of gray cloth
for me.

“ You are acquainted with the bath ?” he inquired.

“ Oh, yes,” said I, for I could not think of any intri-
cacies in the operation which might not be learned at a
glance.

So, headed by the Cossack, who carried my clothing,
towels, ete., I set out for the bath-house, which was
located about one hundred yards from the main dwelling.
I found it to be a square box of a building, perhaps eight
by ten feet, and seven feet high; the door was covered
with an ox-hide and felted, to keep out the cold ; the
floor was earthén; and in a corner stood the stone-fur-
nace and chimney. The furniture of the room was com-
posed of one stool and a small table; two large tubs
filled with water, one hot and the other cold, with cakes
of ice floating in it; two shelves, one about two feet
from the ground, the other about five feet, and both
broad enough for the bather to lie out upon ; several
small wooden vessels ; an iron dipper; and then, beside
my under-clothing and towels, a couple of sheets intended
for wrappers. I noticed a large hole in the side of the
furnace from which the flames and gases were rushing
into the room, for a board had been placed on top of the
chimney as a damper.

And now the Cossack told me to undress. I did so.
He next filled the dipper with water, and asked me if I
was ready; I said, “Yes,” and he then cast the water
through the aperture into the glowing furnace. Instantly
a thick volume of steam burst forth, and the Cossack,
looking at me a moment, said, “More?” I assented,
and he threw in another dipperful, whereupon the upper
part of the building filled with steam. He glanced at
me askance, and asked again — ¢ More ?

“Yes, yes,” said I, impatiently ; « heave it in, ma-

norga!”
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Quick as thought he dashed two or three dipperfuls of
water into the furnace, and then, dodging his head, bolted
out of doors as though he had hurled a keg of powder
into the fire.

Two candles were burning in the room, — one on the
table, the other on the upper shelf. This latter was ex-
tinguished in an instant. I relighted it at the other, and,
apprehending my plight, set them both on the floor,
where they burned with a blue light. Meanwhile the
scalding hot steam was lowering nearer and nearer to my
head. I crouched down, but it followed me. The can-
dles flickered, and were going out; evidently I could not
stay in the dark and be smothered or scalded to death.
So, without thinking of the sheets, I threw myself against
the low door and shot forth into the open air and snow,
the dense steam, literally in hot pursuit, pouring out
after me.

The Cossack had fled in dismay to the house; and
there I stood abiding the exit of the steam, in nothing
but my skin, dancing up and down in a temperature of
about sixty degrees below zero. It was not long, how-
ever, before I could see a current of cold air rushing in
beneath my inflamed enemy, and I crept back in its
wake, and, when things were cooled off, closed the door
and leisurely bathed in one of the tubs, tempering the
water to suit myself. When I at length found my way
back to the house, and told Kasharofski of my escapade,
he said the Cossack was under the impression I had de-
liberately boiled myself; and, indeed, I was so badly
affected that Bartlett’s first exclamation upon meeting
me was, * Why, what have they been doing to you?”

Perhaps it was the change of clothing, but at any rate
the cold clung to me until I again began living in the
open air, and slept once more on top of a sléd.

The time of my departure from Verkeransk was set
for the morning of December 18th, but the espravnick



262 IN THE LENA DELTA.

had a large mail to send, and, of course, postponed pre-
paring it until just before I was ready to start, so it was
midnight when we at length set out. Before leaving,
Kasharofski told me that he had received information
from the Kolyma River that nothing had been heard of
the second cutter or her people; for as soon as my tel-
egram had passed through his hands he had sent word
to the espravnick of the Kolyma at Kolymsk to keep a
bright lookout for any stranger that might turn up on
the coast.

My journey to Yakutsk, although made for the most
part by reindeer, was not so rapid as that between Belun
and Verkeransk. Yet in winter this trip is one of won-
drous beauty : cold, forsooth, but the deep dark woods,
with their little glimpses of sky; the dasbing along under
the low-reaching arms of the evergreen trees, league
after league of forest bowed down to the very earth, and,
in places, prostrated with its white weight of snow ; the
weird ride over hill and mountain, skirting ravine and
precipice; the breaks along and across the numerous
water-courses, over rude bridges, or along deep gullies
where rough wooden guards preserved the teams from
disaster, — with this quick succession of scenery wild and
strange was I kept constantly awake and charmed.

At the stancias we met the traveling merchants with
their long trains of goods, hauled by reindeer or packed
on the backs of horses. Five pood is the regulation
load, and all packages are put up in drums, bound with
raw-hide, and so strapped that they can easily be trans-
ported by the pack-horse, which carries a half load on
either side of a saddle-tree prepared for the purpose.
Many of the merchants employ horses and reindeer the
whole year round for the tramsportation of their goods.
The stancias are let by the government to agents, who
sublet them to the Yakuts or other bidders, who, in turn,
keep them in repair and transport passengers and freight
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at the rate of three copecks per verst for a passenger,
and three copecks per verst for each five pood of freight.
Of course there is an endless wrangle going on between
the station-keeper and the traveler or merchant. At
times we would encounter a great train of pack-horses
hitched to each other’s tail, with a conductor riding
alongside or in front, and another horseman in the rear
to look after any stray animals or lost merchandise.

In this section of Siberia there are a great many
draught-horses and cattle, which latter are housed dur-
ing the winter months, and generally under the same
roof with their owners — often in the same apartments,
The horses, however, I noticed, were not stabled even in
the severest weather; excepting, of course, those of the
rich, which are only used for carriages or sleighs. The
poor animals are compelled to dig down through the deep
suow in search of grass or any herbage, like the reindeer
after their moss. The grasses though coarse are sweet
and nourishing, for the short hot summer has scarcely
brought them into life, when winter comes quickly on,
freezing and preserving their nutritious juices; yet the
Siberian horse, like the Spanish mule, does not limit his
diet to grass alone, but can apparently eat hickory hoop-
poles. As he stumbles and staggers along under heavy
loads, I have seen him crop the twigs and branches of
the birch, yew, and scrub pine. The stancia horses, in-
deed, receive better treatment, for they are fed on hay,
cut and cured during the summer; but north of Yakutsk
it is very rare that a horse receives any attention or shel-
ter. They are to be seen as far as Verkeransk, and many
wild horses roam the snowy plains; yet of these I saw
but few. The horse-driver carries a wooden sword, in
one edge of which is inserted a roughly-toothed saw, and
with this he scrapes off the rime and snow from the
horses when they halt to rest or arrive at a stancia.

We traveled the first part of our journey, as far as
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Kangerack station, by deer-teams. In crossing one of
the tributaries of the Jana River, which scatters itself
into a series of ponds and lakes, we suddenly found our-
selves in a queer predicament ; for although the temper-
ature was down to minus 40° Réaumur, still there were
from ten to fifteen inches of water on the bed of the
river; and, ere we could grasp the situation, the yamshicks
had driven directly into it. The ice beneath us was very
slippery, so the deer were unable to keep on their feet,
and floundered hopelessly around in the water, which had
here spread itself over several miles of ice. The deer
attached to the sled of Penavitch fell down, and the
drivers, who had dismounted and were splashing about
in water over their boot tops, carried my big friend to
the bank, where he had a lonely walk of a mile or two to
perform. Meanwhile, the natives managed, after consid-
erable difficulty, to get and maintain the prostrate deer
in an upright position ; and my yamshick succeeded, by
wading and leading our two teams, which had not en-
tirely lost their equilibrium, in reaching and scaling the
steep bank. This flooding of the ice, which the Yakuts
consider very dangerous, is caused by the hydraulic pres-
sure up stream, which raises the ice-bed and finally bursts
it open; and the water continues to overflow until the
pressure is relieved, when it freezes in again.

But here we were at midnight, thirty versts from a
stancia or povarnia, with the temperature so low that I
shiver to think of it. Luckily the Yakuts knew of a hut
in the woods, and thither we went, where they built a
fire and dried their boots and clothing; and Penavitch
won their best regards by giving each a drink of wodki.
At daylight we were off again, threading our way around
the flooded ice; and Penavitch, who, I noticed, as well as
the yamshicks, had been very much excited, took occasion
to tell me that these overflows are very dangerous; that
they sometimes occur with so much force that travelers
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are drowned ; and whole teams, deer, drivers, and passen-
gers, have been found frozen to death, where the waters
suddenly rushed upon and soaked them.

It was dark on the 24th day of December when we ar-
rived at the Kangerack stancia. Here we met a fine, fat
copert just from Yakutsk, who knew my traveling com-
panion, and was full of good nature and other good
things ; and the enthusiastic fellow expended his time
and treasure in giving a swell dinner to the first Amer-
ican he had ever seen. We were obliged to rest here, as
it is the last deer-station on the road toward Yakutsk,
and is located at the mountain divide between the dis-
tricts of Verkeransk and Yakutsk. Next day, however,
we got under way about ten P.M.,and traveled all night,
crossing the divide about twelve o’clock.

It was severely cold —ah! ferociously so, from minus
40°—45 Réaumur ; but the soft, clear moonlight was gor-
geous and glorious. We were about 4,500 feet above the
level of the sea; the mountains were grandly wild ; and,
stripped for the purpose, we toiled up their steep ascent
on foot, with the teams plodding slowly on in front.
Above us on either side, the gigantic peaks lifted their
hoary heads far into the blue vault of heaven; silent,
frigid, and white. Ah! what grandeur! I rejoiced that
it was night, and so cold and still; for they filled me with
an awe, those snowy summits bathed in the silver radi-
ance of an Arctic moon, such as I had never known be-
fore. And though I twice recrossed the divide, yet the
spell was not upon me as on that wonderful night, and
the splendor I then saw can never depart my memory.

Arrived at the summit of the gorge, we halted for a
while, and then the four sleds were lashed together, two
abreast, with a driver sitting on each bow, and the rein-
deer hitched behind. When everything was ready, the
natives worked the sleds to the edge of the divide, and
over they flashed. I expected to see them roll in a heap;
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but no; they steered with their feet, while the deer held
back, and kept safely on for about one hundred yards,
when they stopped in the deep snow, until the frightened
animals had guieted down ; and then sped on again for a
mile and a half. The incline was so steep that it was
with difficulty I could stand upon it; consequently, I sat
down, with a stick in my hand, and at once shot off like
a sky-rocket. In vain I tried to control my speed by
jabbing the staff in the snow between my legs, but it
only slewed my body around, the heavy part taking the
advance like the ball of a shuttle-cock, and away I went,
sliding, tumbling, and rolling, until I at length brought
up near the sleds, considerably confused at my rapid de-
scent. And I had rather a chilly time of it, stripping in
the open air to rid my clothing of its burden of snow,
which, to say the least, was very unpleasant next my
flesh ; not to dwell upon the peculiar sensation produced
by a pool of cold snow-water in the convex section of my
trousers.

Towards daylight we came upon a band of wandering
Tunguses, who were camped in_a ravine under a ragged
tent made of birch-bark and reindeer-skins. The lower
part, for a height of about three feet, was carried up ver-
tically as a cylinder, and then the skins were stretched
around poles which inclined to a tapering cone. The in-
mates were very miserable ; two or three women and a
litter of children, covered with tattered furs, lay around
the floor, and a sickly fire smouldered in the centre of
the tent. At this we prepared our tea, and the women
brought forth their kettle to brew our leaves over for
themselves. Soon we were on again, and next halted at
a povarnia, to find a poor woman who had just given
birth to a little Yakut. Our drivers built a fire, warming
up the hut, and we made tea and gave her some. She
seemed happy and healthy, and had her baby stowed
away in a wooden bowl.
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The Yakuts were becoming more squalid and filthy as
we journeyed south from the ocean ; those living closest
to Yakutsk being the most disgusting in their appear-
ance and habits, and apparently devoid of any moral
sense. They all live under the same roof with their
cows, some, however, with a partition of bars between
their apartment and the cattle stalls. A wealth of pa-
tience is here required to cope with the exasperating lazi-
ness of the yamshicks. When the team is hitched and
the traveler is about stepping into the sleigh, his driver
drawls, — “ Just one minute ; I have not smoked ;”
which usually means he has not dined, or drunk his tea,
or smoked his pipe, or teaed again, until he has pro-
tracted the delay to an hour or two. I could not hurry
them up, try as I would. If necessary, they stole away
to a neighbor’s and drank tea, and then more tea, while I
vainly scoured the woods and ransacked the stables in
search of them.

At one place where we stopped for several hours, the
natives had a dead horse in the hut, where, I think, he
had died. The carcass was intact, save where they had
partly turned back the skin from the stomach to the
hock-joints of the hind legs, and had cut and eaten the
flesh from the haunches. The animal was not even dis-
emboweled, and the stench which arose from it was so
intolerable that I crawled into my sleeping-bag and lay
on top of the sled, in preference to staying in the hut,
while we waited for a relay of horses. But the natives
sliced off the meat and cooked it without wincing at the
sickening sight and odor. And yet there is a large quan-
tity of beef raised for the Yakutsk markets and the gold
mines to the southward, though, it is true, the natives,
when they have paid their taxes, have little left of any-
thing, and the tax-gatherer in Siberia is inexorable.

Nearly all first-class huts are furnished with primitive
grist - mills, in which the natives grind a few grains of
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rye at a time, and bake the meal on the end of a stick or
stir it into the hot milk. These mills are made of two
blocks of wood cut from a poplar or other large tree
trunk. One section or block is set up on three legs, with
a pin in the centre to receive the upper and revolving
millstone. Around the periphery of the nether block
runs a bull’s-hide shield, which catches the meal as it is
ground, and delivers it at an inclination or dip into a re-
ceptacle placed on the floor. In the top stone is inserted
an upright handle for one or two persons to turn; and oc-
casionally a hole is bored which receives a staff suspended
from the ceiling, and two women sitting opposite to each
other twist this around, one of them from time to time
dropping a pinch of grain into the orifice of the top block.
I was at first a little surprised at the capital manner in
which these rude machines performed their work; but
upon lifting off the upper half I found that the wily
Yakut had set at a proper depth small cubes of flint
stone into the faces of both blocks. The meal is coarse
and unbolted ; but then the husks go to fill the abhorred
vacuum, which at the Delta in times of famine I have
seen filled with wood. When .the grist is ground it is
kneaded upon a stick, usually in the shape of a large cu-
cumber, and stuck in the ashes and slowly turned before
the fire; though, at times, it is kneaded in the shape of
a fan, or baked on a board set up at an angle in front of
the fire.

Truly the Yakuts lead a wretched existence, and the
Yakut women especially. They all beg, lie, and steal;
are ragged, diseased, and unclean. As we approached
Yakutsk I noticed that the number of blind old men and
women did not decrease, and that the mode of ablution
by squirting water into the hands and then applying it
to the face, thus transmitting the syphilitic virus or
lymph from the mouth to the eyes, was common to all.
In these miserable huts I found, now and then, one or
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more exiles, political or criminal, quartered upon the
natives. Among the exiles, too, there were many Jews,
known to both Yakut and Russian as Judes ; who, true
to their instinct, were all strenuously striving, though
poor as church mice, to do a little trade.

The exiles! A witching theme, and one upon which,
with space and leisure at my command, I could love to
dilate ; for I saw and heard so much of them that I am
sure would interest the reader. Fanecy a poet and litté-
rateur, one of those rare Russian souls whose wonder-
working effusions must ultimately enlighten and enfran-
chise the people —a Turgenieff —immured for life in
this snowy desert. Yet there was such a one, and even
the savagery of his surroundings could not dispirit him
or cool the ardor of his genius. From his prolific pen
flowed a ceaseless stream of learning and of light; he
wrote and wrote, and in the writing forgot his wrongs
and sorrows. The aunthorities were overjoyed to see him
in this mood; they fostered his rich whim, for his fame
had gone before him, and they established him in better
quarters where he might lay his golden eggs for them to
seize and sell, and they gave him servants, who might
watch and see that none of the eggs were lost; and even
the bishop of the diocese counld find it in his heart to ap-
propriate and make capital of the learned exile’s transla-
tion of the Bible.

But soon he saw all this, and came to realize how
precious he bad grown in the eyes of his captors, and so
he shrewdly sought to use his talents for his own advan-
tage. A Cossack, who bore a marked resemblance to
him, — his double, — was dijligently searched for and
finally found in the empire. To secure his services; to
transport him to Siberia ; to train and cut his beard, edu-
cate his manner and accent, and, in fine, model his per-
son upon the exile’s until, in appearance, they were one
and the same, and the deception was all but perfect; —
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to accomplish this the exile labored with superhuman
powers, and the fecundity of his brain increased under
the stimulating, the intoxicating hope of freedom, — one
blessed hour of which is said to be worth a whole eter-
nity of bondage. And at last the glorious day arrived
when, leaving his well-trained double to act his part and
cover his escape, the joyous exile, his liberty achieved,
set forth upon his hazardous journey, — a journey which
he never ended ; for, alas! the fickleness of fortune and
of friends as well! there came a slip in his plans, a cog
was missing, his hopes were dashed to the ground, — he
was apprehended, and buried alive again, this time be-
yond the possibility of resurrection.

The best clad and happiest of all the exiles whom
I saw in Siberia were those known as the ¢ Scaups.”
They are a religious sect, whose doctrines of late years
have widely spread throughout the empire, and whose
votaries seem to defy the efforts of the Russian govern-
ment to crush them out. A peculiarity of the sect is that
it can only acquire new members by recruital, since both
sexes so mutilate their persons that they can neither be-
get nor bear children. They do not live apart, however,
except in the manner of the American Shakers, with
which people they seem very well acquainted, and de-
nominate them as the * Wet,” and themselves as the
“Dry Scaups.” They study all the economies of nature,
and neither drink spirits nor eat flesh ; they live in com-
munities under the police, are invariably farmers when
permitted to be, and, like the Shakers, send every vari-
ety of produce to the markets. Somehow or other, the
women seldom leave the communities, and the men can-
not; though I saw one woman who had apostatized, and
borne a child to her new spouse; but owing to the mu-
tilation of her mammillary glands, she was unable to
suckle her babe.

The men, of whom I saw very many along the banks
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of the Upper Lena, were all large, fat, bloated fellows,
devoid of color or very sallow, and beardless as a rule,
for the beards of those who might manage to grow any
would slowly fall out. I found them for the most part
intelligent, but not at all bright; they were stolid and
flabby like stalled oxen. In conversation with a group
of them who came on market-day to dine at our hotel a$
Yakutsk, I was asked if we had none of their sect in the
United States. No, I told them, but we had in Utah
their antithesis, the Mormons. They apparently saw no
joke in my allusion, and said, * Yes, they had heard of
the polygamists, and thought they were very sinful.”
Yet they seemed to be the only rich and prosperous peo-
ple in the vicinity of Yakutsk, for they are sober, frugal,
and industrious, and General Tschernaieff informed me
that previous to their advent every pound of flour used
in Yakutsk was imported from the southern provinces,
while now they are exporting grain, meal, beef, butter,
and vegetables. The general believed that the one ob-
ject of the Scaups was to accumulate an abundance of
this world's goods, and that their religion was merely a
means of shirking the responsibility of raising families;
and so it certainly seemed; but I presume the main-
spring of their prosperity is no other than their total ab-
stinence from intoxicating drink, which is a clog and a
curse not only to Russia but to all the world beside. I
bad many dealings with the Scaunps, and found them uni-
formly upright and honest; something which I cannot
say of any other people I met in Siberia, except General
Tschernaieff, Epatchieff, the assistant espravnick of Ver-
keransk, and Carpuff, the Lieutenant of police.



CHAPTER XX.

AT YAKUTSK.

The ¢ Balogan Americanski.’” — General Tschernaieff. — How He
received me.— Mr. Danenhower and Party set out for America.
— Instructions from the Department. — Praesnik. — Preparations
for my Second Search. — Yakutsk Society. — New Year’s Eve. —
Nova Goat. — The Bishop receives. — Masquerading. — Bulky
Money.

I ARRIVED at Yakutsk about an hour after noon of
December 30th, 1881, the journey of 960 versts having
consumed twelve days, or more than double the time re-
quired in going from Belun to Verkeransk. The last
two hundred and fifty or three hundred versts had been
especially tedious, and the Yakuts, living in their cow-
stables, incredibly disgusting. The stancias were close
together, not more than twenty or thirty versts apart;
and we passed through several deserted villages of from
twenty to thirty yaurtas. I asked Penavitch why they
were deserted, and he said the inhabitants had all died
of small-pox.

I was driven direct to the Balogan Americanski, where
Mr. Danenhower and the sailors were lodged. The bal-
ogan was a government house, for the use of which I
paid a small weekly sum, and was located across the way
from the Guestnitsa Hotel, kept by Madame Lempert,
who fed the party at the daily rate of one rouble apiece.
I found all the men enjoying themselves greatly, dressed
in tight-fitting boots, white shirts, and choker collars,
They seemed comfortable and happy, and were already
on visiting terms with the inhabitants. Many, too, had
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sweethearts, and, I fear, had they stayed much longer
some would have had wives. Poor Jack Cole, I was
grieved to see, bad lost his mind entirely, but he was in
the best of spirits, and told me that he had a body-ser-
vant now, and intended to marry Queen Victoria.

I learned from Mr. Danenhower that when they
reached Yakutsk, they were first driven, as is customary
upon the arrival of strangers, to the police station; but
be informed the police master who he was, and demanded
an audience of General Tschernaieff, which was granted
at once ; Dr. Capello, the district physician and inspector
of hospitals, acting as interpreter. The general received
him cordially, provided him with everything he wished,
or that the place could afford; quartered the men at
the government house, and placed them to board with
Madame Lempert, beside loaning money from his pri-
vate purse for the use of the party. He bad also in-
sisted that Mr. Danenhower should dine with him every
afternoon at two o’clock ; and as I had arrived at one
P. M., I promptly prepared to pay my respects to the
general. His sleigh came as usual for Mr. Danenhower,
and together we repaired in it to the gubernatorial man.
sion, which, compared with the balance of dwellings in
Yakutsk, is a house of imposing dimensions; built, like
all others, of wood, part square and part round timber;
and located at the corner of a street, surrounded by a
fenced inclosure containing stables, servants’ houses, and
other buildings.

The general is a bachelor, sixty-two years of age, —
twenty-one years of which he has spent in Siberia. He
is two inches taller than six feet, straight as a spear-shaft,
and rather spare; with full lowing white bair and beard,
large aquiline nose, handsome face and carriage, a very
soldierly air and bearing; and he was always dressed in
uniform which fitted him neatly. His reception of me

could not have been warmer had I been his own son.
18
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Hearing the door open, he came out of his cabinet across
the dining apartment into the reception room to welcome
Danenhower, when, seeing me clothed in skins, and my
face frost-scorched, he gazed for an instant in surprise,
and then, before Danenhower could introduce us, had
caught me closely in his arms and kissed me on both
cheeks. He called me his érat (son), and with tears roll-
ing from his eyes he pressed me to his breast again and
again. So apologies for my appearance were not neces-
sary ; he was a soldier, and appreciated the exigencies of
the service, and, consequently, of the occasion. He and
Dr. Capello had been old campaigners together, and were
still constant companions; and the doctor, who spoke
French fluently, now interpreted between Danenhower
and the general.

We ate a capital dinner of soup, fish, beef, and game,
Yakutsk potatoes, and a variety of canned vegetables,
all washed down with the wines of the country, vodkz,
claret, madeira, and the quass,® a favorite beverage with
Dr. Capello. We finished with a bottle of champagne,
and after several hours of conversation, my first reception
by the governor was over; yet before leaving he exacted
a promise that I should dine with him daily during my
stay in Yakntsk.

The following day he returned my call, and for the
balance of the week I could scarcely do aught but receive
and return visits. Yet immediately npon my arrival I
began to arrange for the departure of Mr. Danenhower

1 Subjoined is a translation of the quass recipe as written out in
French by Dr. Capello : —

To make fifteen bottles of quass one must take twenty bottles of
boiling water, six pounds of black rye bread, and one ounce of Eng-
lish mint ( folia menthae p. per lac.), and boil for twenty-four hours.
Then pass the contents through a sieve. The residuum must be left
twenty-four hours longer, after one has added two spoonfuls of yeast
and two pounds of sugar. When the forty-eight hours have elapsed,
pour it into bottles and cork. — Eb.
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and all the sailors, save Bartlett and Nindemann, who
wereen route for Yakutsk, and were beyond doubt the best
men in the party to assist me in the early spring search.
Two months had now elapsed since I started my tele-
gram from Belun, and still no answer. General Tscher-
naieff offered to advance government money for our trans-
portation and supplies as far as Irkutsk, but would not
hearken to my solicitations for means to renew the search
for my missing comrades. However, as a mail was hourly
expected, I postponed my departure for Irkutsk, whither
I purposed going in order to put myself in wire communi-
cation with the United States.

January 1, 1882, I gathered a few bottles of wine,
some vodki, white bread, cakes, and cold meat, for our
table, and along with the men kept open house. The
sailors had made numerous friends, who all paid New
Year calls, and the day passed quickly and merrily.

As soon as possible I forwarded a mail and telegram
to the Navy Department, in which I requested orders to
remain in Siberia with two men and continue the search
for De Long in March.

Meanwhile I had purchased sleds and provisions, and
prepared everything for the comfort and safety of the
party on their journey to Irkutsk. General Tschernaieff
detailed a Cossack to take special care of Jack Cole; and
he advanced me 6,000 roubles, 5,000 of which I trans-
ferred to Mr. Danenhower, with written orders to proceed
at once to Irkutsk, and thence to the Atlantic sea-board,
communicating from time to time with the Secretary of
the Navy and apprising him of his progress. On Jan-
uary 6th, Bartlett, Nindemann, and the rest of my party
arrived at Yakutsk, and on the 9th, with everything in
readiness, Mr. Danenhower started homeward with the
nine enlisted men.

The governor and half the population were out on that
blue frosty day to see the Americans set out for America;



276 IN THE LENA DELTA.

and there were many exiles there of all grades, who
hungrily eyed the travelers and envied them their jour-
ney to the blessed land of liberty.

Within my short life I have seen a most respectable,
affluent, and sensitive people driven like cattle into one
section of a great European city, and the gates then
closed and locked upon them —all and only because of
their religion. And so it is to-day as it was eighteen
centuries ago-— over the greater part of the so-called
Christian world, man is abused by man for conscience
sake; though, thanks to the aggressive leaders of mod-
ern thought, much of this intolerance is dying out, yet
not so rapidly in Christian Russia. And I pitied the
poor exiles gazing wistfully on our little band of sailors,
as though they were so many happy spirits bound for the
mythical heaven, without the necessity of undergoing the
imaginary horrors of death.

When my comrades had left, with the hearty well-
wishes of all, I began to make instant preparations for
my second expedition to the Lena Delta, in obedience to
the following telegraphic order from the Navy Depart-

ment: —
« Washington.

“Omit no effort, spare no expense, in securing safety of men
in second cutter. Let,the sick and the frozen of those already
rescued have every attention, and as soon as practicable have
them transferred to a milder climate. Department will supply

necessary funds.
« Howr, Secretary.”

Upon the receipt of this telegram General Tschernaieff
said I could have anything I wanted, for I now had the
whole Russian nation at my back; but unfortunately this
was a praesnik, a holy day or holiday —in either case a
day on which it was impossible to have any work done,
for every store was closed, and even those farthest re-
moved from the church refused to trade. Indeed,
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throughout the whole empire, everybody was engaged
in the Christmas and New Year festivities; and I really
believe the governor thought I was rude or had gone
mad, from the energetic way in which I aroused the mer-
chants and mechanics, and importuned him to interpose
his authority to compel the people to work and attend to
business. For, albeit the entire town was drunk during
the holidays, I nevertheless succeeded in gathering to-
gether materials and supplies for six months, all bagged
and put np in rawhide packages, ready for transportation
by pack-horse, deer-sled, and dog-sled across the moun-
tain range (four thousand five hundred feet above the
sea level),and onward two thousand miles to the Arctic
Ocean, in a section of country where I have seen the
mercury fall in Fahrenheit’s scale to seventy degrees be-
low zero.

The governor forwarded my plans in every particular,
and assisted me greatly by his valuable advice. I en-
gaged the services of three interpreters: Captain Joachim
Grénbeck, a Swede, formerly of the Nordenskjsld expe-
dition, and commander of the steamer Lena when she
plied on the river as a freight and passenger transport,
who spoke Russian and English very well, and in fact,
with the exception of a few talented exiles, was the only
person in Yakutsk at all acquainted with our tongue;
Captain Constantine Bubokoff, an ex-officer of cuirassiers,
stripped of his titles and sent to Yakutsk for cause, who
spoke Russian, French, German, and Yakut; and Peter
Kolinkin, a Cossack sergeant, and the special body-ser-
vant of General Tschernaieff, who spoke Russian and
Yakut. Thus my company numbered six men, three
search parties of two men each, all so well provided with
langnages that we could not help but understand and
be understood.

Our outfit was complete and satisfactory, including
tobacco for the party and for presents or payment to



278 IN THE LENA DELTA.

some of the Yakuts on the Delta, together with a number
of small articles suitable for trade and presents. With
an eye to our possible failure to finish the search by early
spring, whereby we would be compelled to stay all sum-
mer and return in the fall, I arranged with General
Tschernaieff for the sending of an additional six months’
supplies to Belun. I drew money on government requi-
sitions, and kept Bartlett and Nindemann busy all the
days long purchasing the small articles for our use.

The governor gave his own personal attention to the
laying in of the bread, beef, flour, tea, and other heavy
supplies ; while the plates and numerous copper platters,
pans and kettles were all procured through the police
master, whom the governor, however, watched closely.
The Scaups furnished us with many of our provisions,
and the dried beef and butter, composed of equal quan-
tities of butter and suet, were to be prepared at Verke-
ransk; where also, to save tramsportation, we would ob-
tain our bread, which was first baked in large loaves,
then cut while soft and hot into two-inch cubes, and
finally kiln-dried in ovens and called sucree.

In the evenings we generally visited our friends, of
whom there were not a few. As at Verkeransk, so here,
and indeed everywhere in this cold, dreary climate, the
people of all ages and classes have but one means of
whiling away the long dark evenings — the card party,
at which everybody smokes, drinks, or gambles; and I
was again stared at as a most curious person when I con-
fessed to never playing cards. However, I partook of
their cacuska (liquor, raw fish, caviare, pork, etec., spread
out on side-boards), and drank sparingly of their vodks.
Yet the people were equally astonished, knowing of the
abundant supplies I had purchased for the expedition, to
learn that I bad not included in the list a single drop of
alcohol.

During my sojourn in Yakutsk, I had many pleasant
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insights into the social life of the Siberians, a great
number of whom are free Russians, merchants of the
first class, who have emigrated there for the advantage
of trade. Others are the free children of exiles, and
then there is quite a host of government officials, mili-
tary, Cossack, civil, police, revenue, church, ete. On New
Year’s Eve the governor, officials, and all persons of rank
congregated in the public assembly room to welcome the
birth of 1882. Ladies and gentlemen mingled, drank
and conversed together, or danced to the lively music of
a large orchestra ; the gambling tables were set, and all
the élite of Yakutsk had evidently turned out, and, as
the lieutenant-governor remarked to me, on this night
as on no other, every man bad his own wife at his side,
instead of some other man’s. Let this be as it might,
however, all seemed cheerful and happy.

The governor was playing cards, and, as the rest of
the party could not understand my Russian without great
torture, I lapsed into silence, and my mind reverted to
distant scenes of ice and snow.

As the clock ticked out the last seconds of the old
year, and the eritical moment drew nigh, every one be-
came silent, many standing with bottles of champagne
in their hands, the cork strings cut, ready to fire a salute.
Suddenly the bell began to ring, and the governor aris-
ing announced the arrival of the Nova Groat (New Year).
Then, amid a volley of popping corks, the life and health
of the Czar and all good Russians were drunk ; and after
considerable hand-shaking, congratulations, and wine,
the party dispersed. The morrow was a notable church
day, on which it was the duty of the governor-general,
followed by all the populace, to first call upon the bishop.
I was present at the ceremony. A grand procession was
formed of the clergy in their robes, carrying crosses,
crosiers, books, ete. Chanting, they approached and sur-
rounded the bishop, who sat in a large arm-chair, and
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each one then advanced in order, with his hands out-
stretched, the left resting in the right, and both palmns
turned up. The bishop graciously placed his hand in
each extended pair, and bad the back of it humbly
kissed by the honored recipient of his blessing. When
the clergy had performed, the governor and all his of-
ficial household fell into line according to rank, and did
likewise ; after which the people followed suit, many,
however, refraining from the kissing act. Later on in
the day, the bishop with several of his aids visited the
governor, armed with their crosses, crosiers, and other
insignia of office. I was on hand by request, and con-
versed for a few moments with the bishop. He shortly
left, and then the household icons were blessed amid
prayers, chants, genuflections, etc., the service winding up
with the presentation, by the governor, of paper roubles.

Next day the bishop returned my call at the Balogan
Americanski, and seemed very much interested in my
work and people. All that day I saw numberless pro-
cessions of the clergy visiting alike the houses of rich
and poor, who in return for the blessings their little gods
received made liberal presents to each squad of religious
visitors. And as this sort of thing continued from early
morning to night, I have an idea that the purses of the
people must have been wofully depleted. In the evening
the streets were filled with masqueraders, in parties of
half a dozen or so, who carried their own music, gener-
ally a little accordeon, and called promiscuously at all
the houses and danced without invitation. Every family
was ready, however, to receive and refresh them with
vodki, cognac, tea, ete., the inevitable raw salt fish, cut in
little pieces, smoked salmon, sliced sausage, white and
black bread, dried cakes, etc., and so as night drew on,
not only the masqueraders, but most of the clergy, too,
were gloriously drunk.

There is a regular military and Cossack force stationed
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at Yakutsk, aggregating two thousand men. These mili-
tary and Cossack forces are entirely distinet commands,
and live in separate barracks, which are finely appointed ;
and the soldiers are all as well-clad and fed as the aver-
age denizen of Yakutsk. The city has been fortified for
three hundred years, and some of the old Cossack towers
are still standing. A government bank is located here,
in which the revenues are deposited, and it does a bulky
business, since many of the taxes are paid in fox-skins
instead of cash. I watched the clerks counting, sealing,
and baling up these skins like so much paper money,
for their transportation to the East, where they are sold
by the government’s agents at Nijni-Novgorod, or some
other fur mart, for the benefit of the Czar. This ar-
rangement affords an opportunity for peculation on the
part of the espravnicks of certain distant districts in
their collection of the revenue. For the natives pay
their head-tax in cash or fox-skins; and as the latter
rate was fixed many years ago when the tax was low
and the skins had little value, now that they have so
greatly appreciated, when the ignorant native deposits
his fox-skins, the cunning espravnick pockets them, pays
the low tax in cash, and through a copert accomplice dis-
poses of the skins at a high figure.

On January 19th, I started off Nindemann and his in-
terpreter, Bubokoff, for Belun, with orders to hasten for-
ward as quickly as possible, and await my arrival. Idis-
patched him ahead in order that he might prepare the
way for our provision train, in charge of Bartlett, accom-
panied by the Cossack sergeant, Kolinkin. Then, as I
have elsewhere stated, it was necessary to travel in sec-
tions owing to the limited number of transport animals
on the road. On the 23d Bartlett got under way; and
now I had only to pay the bills, sign the governor’s pa-
pers, and be off myself. But the governor insisted that
I should wait a few days for the provision train to advance
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and the horses and deer to return. I then vowed that
I would never again find fault with Spanish or Portuguese
holidays ; for surely after my experience with the praes-
nitk I am satisfied that the Russians surpass every nation
on the face of the globe in the number of their religious
festivals, and ingenuity in devising excuses for avoiding
work and getting drunk.
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Fmarvy, on January 27, 1882, having signed every
paper to the satisfaction of the governor, and joined him
in an excellent dinner, I departed from Yakutsk for Be-
lun, in company with Captain Grénbeck. The weather
was exceedingly cold, but we made rapid progress, and
overtook both Nindemann and Bartlett at Verkeransk.
Nindemann and Bubokoff, however, were ready for a
start, and set out again on the evening of my arrival,
February 4th.

Of course I met all my old friends again, and was glad
to note their pleasure at my return. Kasharofski had
been relieved of duty by his assistant, Epatchieff, who
was now espravnick of the district, Kasharofski being
ordered to the Kolyma at Nijni Kolymsk,to succeed the
espravnick of that district, who had been recalled by Gen-
eral Tschernaieff for rascality of some kind. Kasharof-
ski did not consider it much of a promotion, for his new
station was farther out on the frontier, where food was
poor and scarce; but then the general had said he loved
and trusted him, and consequently could send him a long
way off, while it was necessary to keep the rogues nearer
home. He seemed greatly disappointed that I had not
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brought him any lemons, but they were not procurable in
Yakutsk.

I was forcibly impressed, on the journey, with the re-
markable differences in temperature. To the southward
of the mountain range absolute stillness reigned, and the
snow-fall was constant and heavy. The trees were so
overburdened with their white weight, softly and quietly
heaped upon them, that many bad broken down coiu-
pletely and obstructed the wild roads through the forest.
Our yamshicks were furnished with hatchets, and would
stop to cut and drag the trees from our path. Crossing
the mountain divide, our march was long and toilsome,
and it was with great difficulty the deer could haul the
empty sleighs up the steep ineline.

When we had finally gained the top of the divide, I
at once felt a change in the atmosphere. Whereas to the
southward everything was as calm as the quiet of death,
in front of us a gale was already blowing ; and instead of
trees bowed down and breaking with their burden of
snow, to the northward of the mountain range not a
single flake appeared on the shrubbery or woodland. We
seemed to have passed into another climate ; behind us all
was white, before us, green ; for the wind forever swaying
the trees kept them clear of snow; and then again, the
snow-fall to the northward is much less than to the south-
ward, since the clouds are mostly milked out ere they
can cross the mountains. Arrived at Kangerack station
we were met by a Yakut golivar (head man) with fresh
deer, who hurried us on to Verkeransk. He had been
dispatched to our assistance by the espravnick, whom
General Tschernaieff had ordered to give my party the
right of way, and also to accompany me on the search.

To be sure I sawmy exiled friends again, and used their
bath-house. They were all in high spirits, making pem-
mican, and preparations generally for their projected es-
cape. I allowed Bartlett and his transport a few days’
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start on the road for Belun, awaiting the return of his
firat deer-teams. Just before leaving Verkeransk, Epa-
tchieff gave an entertainment at his house, at which all
the élite, and others as well were present, including the
priest of the village, his wife and children, and my old
acquaintances, Leon and Doctor Buali. There was great
feasting, and when all was over and we were ready to set
out, the priest prayed, chanted, and sang, and everybody
went through certain ceremonies, after which the inde-
fatigable priest kissed his friends good-by. Then with
a large following we started for Belun; but a little way
out on the road a halt was called, and more farewells,
hand-shakings, and brandy-drinking indulged in; until,
finally, when the performance was becoming decidedly
monotonous to me, we forsock our friends and shot off
into the darkness. My party now consisted, besides my-
self, of Captain Gronbeck, Epatchieff, and his Cossack ;
and we left Verkeransk on the night of February 10th.
The snow was very deep, the mountain roads rugged
beyond description, and the wind fierce and howling. It
blew as though it would never calm. Our reindeer were
poor and weak, and our progress over the first distance
of two hundred and twenty versts consequently slow, for
we were obliged to stop at every povarnia to feed and
rest the teams. The next station was two hundred and
ninety versts distant, but we succeeded in procuring fine
large deer, as wild as the landscape. They plunged and
chafed and wallowed about in the deep snow. A doe
hitched next to a buck will labor quietly along, while
her great fat companion worries and frets himself to
death within several hours; and the father and son of
a rich Yakut family at this station who have large herds
of deer, and do all the traffic on this part of the road, told
me that they bad killed a great many of their animals in
forwarding Nindemann and Bartlett. I never experi-
enced such stormy weather, and owing to the heavy snow
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and high winds the mountain roads could not be kept
broken or open.

We overtook Bartlett about one hundred versts from
Belun. His teams had lost their way during the night,
and had been snowed in; four of their deer had died in
harness; they, themselves, had almost perished; and we
came upon them in a povarnia, where they were repair-
ing damages and resting their deer before returning for
a portion of the transport which they had left in the
mountains. We exchanged our vigorous deer for the
best of their exhausted ones, and then pushed on; leav-
ing them to recuperate over night and follow us the next
day. The remainder of our journey was beset with dif-
ficulties, but we covered the hundred versts in eighteen
hours, arriving at Belun on the evening of February 17th,
Bartlett and,Kolinkin making their appearance three
hours after, and a part of their train a little later ; though
half of it yet remained in the mountains. Nindemann
killed thirteen deer on the road, Bartlett eight, and the
rest of his transport still to be heard from ; so it was no
wonder that the Yakut, as the espravnick told me, was
complaining bitterly of his loss of deer, for since his
yamshicks had done the driving, I could not be held re-
sponsible.

I found Nindemann and Bubokoff contented and
drinking tea in real Russian style in our old quarters,
the Balogan Americanski, where they had engaged a
native and wife, as cook and wood and water carrier.
They had made the journey from Yakutsk in twenty-two
days; Bartlett in twenty-four, and myself in twenty-one.
Bieshoff said the weather at Belun had been stormy all
winter ; the gale, in fact, had not ceased blowing for
twelve hours since November; and, truly, our severe
travel to the southward was a sorry forerunner of what
was in store for us further north. Indeed, if the weather
continued so unpropitious, I did not see what I could do
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until lJate spring; but storm or no storm I was resolved
to set forth as soon as I could arrange for transportation.
Then, too, I must secure the services of Yakuts, and also
procure 3 fish supply for men and dogs.

I soon perceived how fortunate I was in having the
espravnick with me, for the speculative coperts, we
learned, had bought up all the fish caught on the Delta,
holding them all undelivered at the fisheries, and their
value had so appreciated that the fish I could have pur-
chased the previous fall for three copecks were now
quoted at seven copecks. For this reason I decided to
go across the mountains two hundred and eighty versts
to Jamaveloch and bargain for our fish supplies; Epa-
tchieff promising to break all contracts between the na-
tives and coperts, save written ones, or such as had been
fulfilled by payment or delivery. Before leaving, how-
ever, Epatchieff attended a public vendue of the effects
of a Yakut who had died intestate, and selecting the
best seventeen from a lot of deer, had them knocked
down to me. I bought them for food on the hoof, and
had them afterwards driven to Cass Carta, our northwest
depot of supplies— no trivial undertaking in itself, as
Bieshoff told me that owing to the tempestuous weather
no one had made the journey for three months. Yet I
was eager to reach the ground as soon as possible and
begin the search, in order that I might be able to look
for Chipp and party during the summer.

I contracted with a certain Ivan Patnoggin and wife
to accompany me in the capacities of cook and scallion.
They had a baby which they ardently desired to take
along, but I solaced them for its temporary loss by pay-
ing two roubles per month to its grandmother for her
care of the little waif, aud providing her with five pounds
of butter and forty pounds of flour as its food. I agreed
to pay Ivan and wife for their services fifteen roubles per
month, and, beside transportation to and from Belun,
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gave them one pound of tobacco as a gratuity. Tomat
Constantine I reéngaged at a salary of twenty-five roubles
and one pound of tobacco per month, and stipulated that
he should have two fish a day for food. I also perfected
arrangements for the transportation of our provisions to
Cass Carta at the usual rate of three copecks per five
pood per verst, storing six months’ supplies at Belun until
the next fall, should I be obliged to remain; and likewise
arranged that the balance of my supplies, en route from
Verkeransk, should be delivered at Jamaveloch.

With all these affairs satisfactorily settled, I departed
February 22d for Jamaveloch, accompanied by Cap-
tain Gronbeck and Epatchieff ; the party I had put in
charge of DBartlett with orders to leave DBelun on the
27th, under the guidance of Tomat Constantine, and
hasten without delay to Cass Carta, conducting the pro-
vision train and seventeen head of deer. I afterwards
learned that it would not be possible to drive the deer
by way of Bulcour and Mat Vay, as there was no deer-
moss in the whole of that district, and the animals would
surely perish without it; so I directed Bartlett to pro-
ceed to Buruloch, and thence to Ku Mark Surt, where
he would find dog-teams sent over by me from Jamave-
loch. Here, too, he would part company with his deer,
which would be driven across the mountains to the north-
ward, while he pursued the bed of the river, via Bulcour,
to Mat Vay, where I would have a sufficient store of fish
awaiting him to carry the party through to Cass Carta,
the northwest depot of supplies, from which I proposed
to start my search parties. I also proposed to, and did,
locate provisions at Mat Vay as our eastern depot, and,
on my final search toward the mouth of the Jana River,
to make Jamaveloch our base of supplies.

We made a fairly rapid journey to Buruloch, the deer
station, and induced the starosti to accompany us to
Jamaveloch. I endeavored to secure the services of a
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native to drive our deer, when they arrived, to Cass
Carta, and was greatly surprised to have the interpreter
and espravnick inform me that there was but one man
who knew the road, and he was far too old to undertake
the journey at that season of the year. But I had learned
to my sorrow that there were more rogues than saints
in Siberia, and so insisted that there must certainly be
some one else acquainted with the way. Still they as-
sured me that he was the only man, and so upon my
request the espravnick sent for him. He was, of course,
compelled to come, brought from some distant quarter of
the village, leaning on the shoulder of a young gir], and
otherwise supported by a great staff taller than himself.
He was blind and half-naked, only a few deer-skin tatters
clinging to his decrepit body, which here and there was
entirely exposed to the weather. He tottered into our
presence saying ¢ Drastie, drastie,” and at sight of him
I was ashamed of myself, but Epatchieff interrogated
him. How long was it since he had driven across the
mountains ? < About twenty years,” he said. Did he
know of any one other than himself who could find the
way ? Ie did not, except his two sons, and they were
both dead. No one used the deer-road now; all the trav-
elers went the other way, with dogs. So I left word for
Bartlett to hire a man at Buruloch or Ku Mark Surt to
drive his deer after him to Cass Carta ; and if he thought
there was any likelihood of his provisions giving out on
the journey, to kill for food what deer he could carry
with him. Bartlett received my note, but said it was so
badly written he could not read it.

There being no dogs at Buraloch, we started in deer-
teams along the river bed toward Jamaveloch, entering,
to the eastward of Ku Mark Surt, a ravine, or the dry
bed of a mountain stream, in which we wended our way.
It was a hundred and thirty versts to a povarnia in the

mountains, from which to Tamoose it was a hundred and
19
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seventy versts more. Though I had been up at three
o’clock, and ready to start at four in the morning, yet we
had not succeeded in getting off until six, which, after
all, was an early hour for this section of the country.
The storm raged in a terrible manner, and the yamshicks
had no desire to venture forth and cope with it. We
would find no fresh deer on the road; and, should we be
storm-bound, not only should we suffer greatly ourselves
for want of food, but I should also be delayed in forward-
ing relief to Bartlett, who, under his orders, would move
promptly. After crossing the mountains, we had before
us a tundra passage of one hundred and thirty versts;
and, upon second thought, the natives decided to abandon
their intention of visiting the povarnia, and lay instead a
course across the tundra that night. Darkness came on
with a furlous tempest of snow, and, according to cus-
tom, the yamshicks lost their way. We slept on the sleds,
while the deer, made fast, rested and browsed, and the
yamshicks, doubled up in their reindeer-coats, sat down
with their backs to the wind, and let it blow.

We were lost, but not so badly but that we could find
our way again at daylight. This we did, and traversing
the tundra reached by night-fall the shore of the Bay of
Bukoff ; but the natives did not dare to cross the bay,
and so we skirted around it; and finally, at ten o’clock,
after many turnings and abortive movements, during
which the wild gale dashed clouds of snow in our faces
and half-buried the teams, we arrived, nigh frozen to
death, at a hut in Tamoose; having traveled that day
one hundred and ninety versts, and gone without food or
water since our three o’clock breakfast the morning be-
fore at Buruloch. And there was some satisfaction in
having kept these people active whether they wanted to
move or not, and in seeing them eat scraps of raw frozen
beef or deer meat from the provision sacks stored in omr
sleds.
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At Tamoose I met again our exile friends, and found
that the Russian and Yakut coperts are as well acquainted
with the philosophy of * corners” in fish as our Chicago
merchants are with ¢ corners ” in grain ; for Kusma told
me that they had bought up all the fish in Tamoose. I
also received the more agreeable intelligence that I could
go to Oceansk from this point by journeying directly
across the bay and forward for three hundred and fifty
versts. We passed the night at Tamoose, and early the
next morning set out for Jamaveloch. Immediately upon
my arrival there, I arranged with the natives to send two
dog-teams to Ku Mark Surt for the transportation of
Bartlett and party to Cass Carta. These I loaded with
one hundred and fifty fish, the natives carrying an extra
supply for themselves and dogs; and sent orders to Bart-
Jett directing him to hold the natives and teams until
they had advanced him as far as Cass Carta. I also in-
structed him in my note that at Mat Vay he would find
a depot of fish ; for as soon as I had started off four teams
to Ku Mark Sart, I collected four more and dispatched
them to Mat Vay, with instructions not to fail in getting
through, but to make a depot of fish at that point, and
then hurry on to Ku Mark Surt and assist in the trans-
portation of Bartlett's party. There was a brief lull in
the storm, and during its continuance I succeeded in
starting the natives, who were very loath to go. They