Beneat h the Sout hern Cross —An Antarctic Adventure

Chapter Thirteen
[ David Snythe, a young fifteen year old, is out on the Ross
lce Shelf in the vicinity of M. Erebus searching for rocks
and penguin nests. Hi s conpanions include ship’s officer
M. MCorm ck, ABS Hanpson and bosunnate Bagl ey, who has

t hreat ened David on several occasions during the voyage from
Engl and. ]

So there we were, four of us, trudging across the flat
bay ice in search of royal penguin nests--they were the
bi gger birds--and rocks fromthe burning nountain way above
us. | was trooping right al ongside Hanpson and behi nd
Bagley. So |long as Bagley was assigned to M. MCorm ck,
felt ook | didn't want hi manywheres near ne!

Just before | eaving Erebus Bagl ey seened to be so
interested that | took all the clothing | needed, asking ne
if I had ny canvas gl oves, were they attached to the string
t hat woul d connect themand was it |ong enough to run from
one armto the other under ny mac. He seened downri ght
hel pful, but M. Hooker was standing right there so | was
sure he was trying to fool nme into thinking we would be
conpani ons. But | kept renenbering the crow s nest where he
seenmed to push ne out a few days back and bei ng keel haul ed
and nearly drowned. He was the rat, the snake in ny barn!

| | ooked up and saw that steady stream of white snoke
blowi ng off to our left, sort of northwards in the very bl ue

sky. Strange that it was always in the sane direction.



wondered why for a mnute but not much nore--just |iked the
fact that the snoke was up there.

Yest erday sonebody ran around waking all hands yelling,
“Fire! Fire!” Wen all of us got up on deck we saw Brown
pointing up to the top of the nountain and there, sure
enough, were flanes, real red and yellow fire fl anes,
shooting right out fromthe snow cap. Very strange to see
fire and snow so cl ose together

Turner was able to cal m Brown who thought this a sign
of the end of the world, not only our little journey itself.
Turner, once a preacher hinself in Grencester, rem nded him
of a story fromthe Bible about the Lord | eading his people
out of Egypt with the pillars of fire and snoke.

Brown said, “This ain't no Egypt!” and ranted off sone

Very strange that man! Sonetinmes | wondered if CGod
gave himas many tools to work with as He gave to nost
sai |l ors!

But in a way Brown hel ped ne make ny decision. | saw
himso terrified of the snoke and fire pouring out of the
burni ng nmountain that | wanted to get away from him
hat ed the thought of being anywhere near Bagley out in
strange territory, but figured that so long as | stayed
ri ght by Hanpson and M. MCorm ck, what coul d happen? But
| thought too quick.

Now it felt good to be out walking on the ice with the

sun bl azing down on us. It was warmso |ong as we kept



novi ng. Not much wind at all. W were all bundled up in as
much clothing as we could nuster on, wearing our green
maci nt oshes and dark wool trousers with red caps and all.

There was extra gear on the sleds we pulled.

After an hour or so | turned around and noticed Erebus
pul ling further away and asked Hanpson where she was goi ng.

"She' s probably off exploring," said Hanpson. "You
know Captain Ross, wanting to put a new line on his charts.™
Well, he did find an amazing line, right around the
mountai n, but |’mgetting ahead of nyself.

Hanpson and | wal ked together pulling our sled behind
Bagley and M. MCormck. | felt nore confortable with
Bagl ey up front where I could see him

But there were other dangers to watch out for, like the
| ong dark crevasses that m ght be covered with a thin |ayer
of snow M. Hooker had said.

“How do you know when there’s one up ahead?” | had
asked M. MCorm ck

He didn’t really know, he said. “Don’t inmagine there
are any signposts down here, you know?” Sonetines M.
McCormi ck just sounded off center to ne. Maybe it was his
| ove of rocks. Maybe they went to his head.

| wanted to see any holes in the ice way before anybody
el se just in case Bagley had any ideas. Steer way clear of

anything that | ooked |like a crevasse. That would be the end.



Keep on your toes | kept telling nyself, because maybe you
couldn’t always see them M. MCorm ck said. How d he know?
We all pulled our little sleds with our overnight
gear on it--our food, the cook stove that Lady Ham | ton had
nested in the night before. | had picked it up to add to
our stuff and she junped out! Another orange fl ash!
hoped she hadn’t eaten up our fruits Sweeney had given us,
even as dried up as they were.

For food we had sone of Sweeney's best beef |eft over
from Hobart, sone of the last green fruits from New Zeal and
kiws they called them and sonething called hard tack, a
m xture of different cereals, neat and |lard that we chewed
on |ike candy. "Need a |ot of energy out there," Sweeney
said as he was packing our stores. He seened to know so nuch
about what we were going to do, at least with food. “Lord
knows, that’s what you need. Fat! and plenty of it!” |
| oved pig fat right out on a spit |like Pa sonetinmes did, but
| wasn’t sure of this stuff. Looked awful!

We were all full of our jobs, M. MCorm ck and Bagl ey
| ooking to get onto land fromthe bay ice so's they could
find the rocks he was al ways tal king about. "Evidence of
vol canism "™ he said, rocks that would tell us the story of
the mountain and if others around might be like it. There
was a word for you, “volcanism” sounded sort of |ike the
rocks we found would cone from bel ow the surface. Well
t hat made sone sense, since a volcano bursts up with flanes

and all. Then | renenbered what Brown sai d about Erebus and



M. Hooker’'s story about how the G eeks believed that Erebus
was where all the dead were. But soneone had sai d sonething
about that’s being where all the sinners were, too. Strange
name for a ship, | thought. Full of darkness and sin. |
figured our preacher back honme, WIIlianmson, would talk a | ot
about sin every Sunday, but why nane a ship after where no
one wanted to go, ever? Were | figured all the Browns and
Bagl eys woul d wi nd up, right down there in Erebus territory.

“Move al ong, there, Davey!” said McCorm ck. *“You’'l
never find those blasted penguins if we don't get sone rocks
first.” That was Hanpson's job and mne, to follow penguin
tracks along the ice to find their nests and try to rescue
sonme eggs or just to observe their behavior if they had
their young right with them M. Hooker wanted to find out
when the royals gave birth and how they fed their young, if
they did it the way the little ones did.

| kept | ooking over ny shoulder to see our ship or
Terror and for the first hours could see themjust off the
ice, tacking here and there, our dirty brown sails luffing
agai nst the bl ack and white nountains across the way. Made
me feel better. Those pointy nountains | ooked so far away
but amazi ng.

"Captain Ross won't | ose sight of our |anding, Davey,"
said Hanmpson. "Don't worry." But | did. | thought we were
just going over the ice for a fewmles. Then | stood still
and watched her sail farther away--the Captain, Sweeney, ny

hamock, Lady Ham |t on.



| stared at our ship thinking, of course, that she was
cl oser than she really was. Everything | ooks so cl ose down
in Antarctica. Like the first time we saw those nountains
fromthe crows nest. It looked as if we'd reach themin a
few hours, but it took us a few days to get there. Then
Hanpson and | tried to figure out why we were so fool ed by
the 1 ooks of things. Never did figure it out, except that
down here things in the air seened different, very different
from back hone where in sone places there were a | ot of
t hi ngs burning, coal and so forth. Mybe that nmade a
di fference. Anyway, everything was so very clear and maybe
that’s why | didn’t notice what was happening to ny eyes.
They began to hurt a little, giving ne nore of those
headaches 1’ d been having. But | just ignored it, not
know ng what to do.

As we got a few | eagues away the surface got rougher

"Damm all this wind," said Hanpson referring to the ice
we had to pull over. The wind nust’ve blown up the ice into
smal | waves | ooking |ike we were wal king over the fields in
wi nter when the furrows were all frozen up

| kept falling on to the peaks that were very sharp,
some of them

"Here, let me give you a hand," said Hanpson so many
times. But we all fell, not just nme. No one was used to
wal ki ng on such a surface, and we weren't prepared for it,
but we couldn't go back home and pick up a new pair of

shoes. What we needed were nails on the bottom of our



shoes, but no one thought about that beforehand. M feet
were all right then, so long as we kept noving.

We canped for our first rest at what | ooked |ike
several | eagues away fromwhere we |eft Erebus, and Hanpson
and Bagl ey prepared a small meal, really only the hardtack.
The wind was calmas | recall and we sat on the sl edges.
Coul dn't see much because we were surrounded with high ice
cliffs on two sides of us that bl ocked out the nountain, but
we knew which direction it was. And the snoke up there was
still blowng off to the north, seened |ike nore of it now
for sone reason. Captain Ross said to keep a sharp eye on
t he mount ai n snoke, because that woul d be our beacon. W
should all see it plain. He kept at that, “See it! See it!”
i ke he was hammering a nail into our heads.

Ri ght about then I was hoping for sonme of the fireworks
to flanme out of the top, |ike what seenmed to scare Brown so
much. It woul d’ ve been kind of good to see fire, even
t hough it had been so bright with the sun. Rem nded ne of
M. Symmes’ idea about holes at the poles and the heat down
below, in the center of the earth. Mybe we’'d just sort of
fall down one of his holes and get a |lot warner, | thought.
O | was beginning to hope as the sun noved behind the
bur ni ng nount ai n.

"I think we go off to the right," said M. MCorm ck,
who was the officer-in-charge and could tell us to go any
direction he wanted. "Looks like a ranp up to the nountain

fromover there,” he said pointing to a | ower plane of the



ice cliff that seened to dip down to our level sort of |ike
a dirt road com ng down a hill

"Beggn' pardon, sir," said Bagley and | was surprised
at this. "Do you think it will take us long to find some of
t he rocks you be | ooking for?"

"Ch, no," he said full of confidence and hinself. M.
McCorm ck was one of the few onboard Erebus who seened ful
of hinmself. Full of his own past stories like sailing with
M. Darwin. Seens as if he sailed with Darwin, off in the
Paci fic somewhere studying animals for some reason. Hardly
| ooked at you in the eye, M. MCormck. Not like M.
Hooker .

There wasn't nuch talk as we each sat on a sled eating
t he hardtack, a real funny kind of neat, all wapped up with
suet and stuff. Not the best, but sonehow it was filling.
The sun shined down on us, but was gradually working its way
to behind the nmountain and then we'd be in shade. But now it
was so bright! M eyes began to hurt a little nore and |
had to wap nmy wool scarf around nmy head a bit to keep sone
of it out. No one else seened to mnd nuch at all, but it
sure did bother me sone. My head began to hurt some nore.

| sat next to Hanpson, keeping ny eyes on Bagl ey,
wat ching his every nove. Didn't want to get too close to
him At one point when | fell on those ice waves he pulled
me up, not Hanpson, with that sane iron like grip he has.

Terrified nme for a mnute, until | got upright and saw



Hanpson and M. MCorm ck right there. Nothing could happen
while they were right there.

"Let's get a jog on," said M. MCorm ck. The neal was

over and now we had to get underway. But for sone reason

Bagley and I got onto the sane sled! | don't know how it
happened at all, but when | harnessed up, there he was. How
in the world he tricked that out, | never figured. Mist’ve

sat just in the right spot to nake it happen kind of natural
like.

We all put this rig on, |like getting our horses ready
for a spring plow. And there he was just a few feet away.
Now | really got nervous. He'd threatened to shove ne down
any kind of hole in the ice he could find and | eave there to
freeze! Actually held nme out over the main deck sort of I|ike
|’d done with one of our cats out of the hayloft. Thought it
was fun to hear the little critter holler and did he ever!

| thought of imediately asking M. MCormck to
switch, or Hanpson. But it all seened |ike sonme plan on
their part and I didn't want to nake up any suspicions on
me.

| |1 ooked back toward the dark water of the bay and
couldn’t see the ship, but now nmy eyes were hurting so much
| saw purple and pi nk whenever | | ooked anywheres near where
the sun was bright on the ice, and just now that seened |like

all around ne.



| cursed nyself for ever stealing away on this bl ack
boat, this Erebus. | wanted to see Jenny and lan pl aying
around in the sun light, chasing a goose or grabbing a
chicken and swinging it way over nmy head and throwing it
into the hay loft! Pa hated when | did that. “Kill the
eggs!” he yelled as he rapped ne with the horse reins if he
caught nme.

VWhat to do? Call out or just keep ny eyes open? |
knew I was no match for the weight of him even in these
deep snows, getting deeper. But | was faster. Could run
around him before he even turned on his feet. Maybe that
woul d hel p.

“Cnon, Davie, lad lets take a jog at her!” he said
frombehind me as | started up. That wasn't good, He
sounded all too happy to ne |ooking |ike team of nules
hinmself all dressed up in his big green nmac with a red wool
cap down over his black eyebrows

Maybe M. MCorm ck just decided he wanted Hanpson
with him since he was nore in physical shape. Actually,
Bagl ey was al ong not because he was a good speci nen, but
because he was best at nmaking neals. And by the size of him
t hat seened right.

So the two of us started pulling our sled and after a
few mnutes. | was practically running over the ice, but
Bagl ey kept yelling at nme to slow down, "This ain't no
race," he kept saying. | knew that but had to keep ny eyes

wi de awake, as M. Hooker was al ways sayi ng about exam ni ng



the bottomfish we pulled up fromthe ocean between Africa
and New Zeal and. | m ssed our botanist just now.

Then | stopped going so fast because Bagl ey coul dn't
keep up when we began to clinb. The ice started to sl ope
upwards and becone all sort of hilly like. It was no |onger
full of sharp furrows as it had been before our little neal.
Now we were wal king up hill and there were nounds of ice al
around us. It was like we were in the mddle of a field
right after harvest with stacks and stacks of white hay. W
had to pull and navigate around the stacks.

"We should mark sone of these,” said M. MCorm ck
t hi nking that we needed a trail to follow on our way back
So we stopped every once in a while and rigged up sone of
our banboo sticks with red cloth tied to them and stuck them
in the snow stacks to mark our pathway.

"Should we do nore than one?" asked Hanpson.

"Why?" asked McCorm ck

"Suppose we're com ng back al ong here and we nmi ss one,
then we'll need others nearby to get us back on track."
Well, that was a good idea, and we hadn't done it down on
the bay ice. Probably couldn't have stuck anything in that
ice it was so nuch like frozen farm and, anyway. W just
wal ked al ong the furrows, thinking we could easily retrace
our steps. But we left no tracks in the snow it being so
har d.

So we marked down at | east four banboo sticks at what

we thought were the four points of the conpass by sighting



the snmoke fromthe volcano. Captain Ross said it went off
northward by west. So we tried to figure on north, east and
so forth. That Hanpson knew what he was about. Maybe he

| earned that in Paris, where he also was. | don't know. Now
that | was with Bagley | m ssed himsinging his favorite
tune “Froide.. . Froide” fromthat German conposer’s big
synphony, the one with the singers in it. Beethoven.

So Bagley and ne were marking our way up the side of
this hill that really was the beginning of the nountain cone
to find out later. M. MCorm ck was ahead all fired up
because he thought he saw sone dark things up the side of
t he sl ope and he and Hanpson went on ahead. Captain Ross
had said over and over again: "Stay roped together, always.
Your lives depend on it!" and | renenbered that, but it
seened as if McCormck didn't and he was the officer and al
so | couldn’t say anything to him

"That's too close, Davey!" Bagley yelled. "W'Ill run
out of sticks if we do it that often.” | didn't want to
t ake any chances on being lost, at all!

"But it's so confusing right about here,” | said and it
was. The snow stacks got closer together but at other tines
there were these |l ong nore sloping ridges that | ooked |ike
the swells out at sea. So | stuck only one in sonme of the
stacks and the rolling waves of snow. This stuff was hard
to wal k around because it was so deep in places and we'd

never had snow |li ke that around home that | knew of then.



Al of a sudden we | ooked up, Bagley and I, to realize
that M. MCorm ck and Hanpson were way up on the slope. He
nmust’ ve been so hell bent on finding those rocks, or the
dark shapes he thought were rocks. | guess that he'd have
to go a mghty long tinme before getting to them because
di stances were so full of foolery down here. Nothing was as
cl ose as you thought.

"Shouldn't we catch up to M. MCorm ck?" | asked,
wi shing the two dark green shapes were nore than tiny specks
up on the side of the white nountain.

"Aw, he'll come back down when he gets those rocks in
his head."

"What ?"

"You know what | nean."

And | did. M. MCorm ck was now ahead of Hanpson,
whose backside | could see doing what we were doing,
stonmpi ng through sone deep drifts of snow.

| started thinking that with all these flags and the

snow and | ooking for rocks that my little job, finding the
pengui n nests, we had all forgotten about. There were no
birds around here, no sight of anything Iike themat all.
We couldn't even see the top of the volcano from here, but
we could see the trail of its cloud still streamng off to
the north against the blue sky. Except for the sky we were
trudging around in a bow of mlk dow on the ice.

"Don't you worry about the damm birds,"” said Bagl ey.

"You keep your eye on that snmoke up there. | don't trust



McCorm ck to do anything but |load up on his rocks. Think
t hey was made of gold or sonething."”

| watched the snoke not so much because of what Bagl ey
said, but because if | ever |ost sight of McCorm ck and
Hanmpson. . .well, | didn't want to think about that anynore.
“Just watch your hide, Davey! Watch your hide!” Pa al ways
said that, so | guess he was right about sone things.

Then the weat her changed in the awfullest way. All of a
sudden we couldn't see nuch of anything, a stormcanme up and
was blowi ng its business |like we'd seen out at sea. Right
out of nowhere! | couldn't believe it. One mnute the sun
was shining behind the nountain and there had been sone
heavy dark clouds, but then this wind full of snow cane
roaring down the side of the nmountain blowing |like a
hurri cane and we were trapped in our own tracks.

Bagl ey and | stopped and yell ed and we heard not hi ng,
because the wind was so loud. Nothing. And then | began to
get nuch nore scared, because | didn't hear or see Hanpson
and McCorm ck. They were too far away from us and now
caught up in the same storm Now I'’min for it! God has
done nme in for not going to church enough, for beating up on
the old fools in Canterbury and for nmy poor ways with sone
fol ks around hone. | was so sorry for all that stuff right
t hen!

Here was Bagley right near nme, but | could barely see
himin the snows that were now blowi ng so hard that it got

right into ny eyes that already hurt bad. | was sure he'd



sneak up on nme and if there weren't a hole in the ice, he'd
make one and stuff me down and that would be the end of
littl e Davey Snythe!

"What do we do now?" | shouted at Bagley as he pulled
hi nsel f out of the harness and | did the same. W had the
sled with all the clothes on it and they had the one with
the stove and all the food stuffs. W should ve both had a
little of the sane thing, but when we were packing, soneone,
| don't know if it was Bagley or McCorm ck or Sweeney or who
said to divide up the gear and so we did. Not a good plan at
all'!

"Find the last flag and set," he said. And that nade
me feel awful. He knew what to do and we turned around and
started to wal k back in our tracks, but we nust’ve wandered
about too nmuch after the stormhit. W couldn't find our
tracks! | got nervous again. | was follow ng behind Bagl ey
stepping right in his big footprints. The w nd sounded I|ike
factory horns and ny eyes were getting frozen. The lids
were closing up on me and | couldn't keep them open they
were so crusted up with ice. It was howing white outside,
but it was getting darker inside.

At | east the surface was now easier to wal k on, harder
it was, but | didn't renenber its being so firmback a few
m nut es before.

"Where are we?" | yelled into the wind and now | was
al so getting colder. A lot colder. The wind seened to find

sonme holes in nmy pants and ny underwear all the way down to



my ankles. W all tied strings around our pants just at our
ankl es to keep snow out, but it wasn’'t working good. | could
feel my feet getting wet.

M . Hooker had warned ne about ny feet. He'd said to
keep themnoving and if you lost feeling in your feet to
stop, get cover and get them warned up on sonebody el se’s
flesh. Mne were wet and begi nning to burn right about
then. But | could still feel all the toes.

"Here!" Bagley said noving to his left. He saw
sonmething, but I didn't. Seened to ne we were way off the
trail and we were, because we were sort of skating on the
ice now, not trudging through deep stuff.

"Where?" Now I'd lost sight of Bagley and | was j ust
following his voice. He was off to ny left, so | wal ked
over to his voice and then | lost him He wasn't anywhere.
| didn't hear his voice. Al | heard was the w nds | ouder
than any thunder storml’d ever heard. | was deaf to any
ot her sounds. And | couldn't see him Nothing. | turned
around and around and yelled and al nost cried out for
Bagl ey. The storm got worse, blowing into nmy face and |
couldn't see. | was alone for the first time in nonths.

Al'l alone out there and I was now angry and beginning to
shiver in wet clothes.

He nmust be hiding behind one of the snow stacks! Sure!
That’s his plan all along, | thought, my teeth chattering to
nysel f. Should ve run off when | had the chance back in

Hobar t !



| took a few nore steps toward his direction stil
pawi ng at nmy eyes to keep them open and then | saw what
| ooked Iike a dark crack in the ice--just ahead—I didn't
nove. | yelled again and that's when | heard his voice. O
not his voice, exactly, but sonething that sounded |ike his
bel ching after a nmeal. It seenmed to be com ng from bel ow t he
icel 1 couldn't figure it out but dared not nove too close
wi th snow bl asting ny eyes shut. A long hole right there in
t he i ce—what McCorm ck warned about .

| crouched down like a cat | guess because the w nd was
how i ng sonmething fierce and the snow was blowng in ny face
i ke hot sands and | didn’t know what to do.

| nmean what was | going to do about Bagley? But it was
so unconfortable out there near the dark hole that | al nost
couldn’t think about him for all ny trying to stay warm and
not bl own away or right into that damed hole ny self.

For a mnute | forgot Bagley, couldn’'t even hear him

Just tried to figure on what to do for nyself and
couldn’t really get a handle on that so wapped up was | in
the mac and trying to keep nmy feet warm Couldn’t even
think of the burning nountain or Jenny in the sunlight as
she al ways did.

Then | heard that noaning com ng through the w nd.

Must be Bagley. Down in that |ong crevasse. | crept a
little closer and heard him Sure enough. He’'d broke

through the ice and that’s where he was. | didn't see him



just heard himdown there. Sounded |ike a wounded cow, hit
with lightning or something. Very strange.

What am | gonna do?

Now | was pl opped down on all fours with my head bent
down like a sick pony, ny mserable self all covered with
snow bui l ding up around ny | egs. Snow was burning up ny nose
and ears and hot pellets were getting down ny back |ike an
iron icicle.

What about Bagl ey?

| could just |leave himthere! No one would bl anme ne!
| can’t get himout by nmyself. He's too far down. | got
close to the edge and couldn’t see anything. Just heard
this strange sound from deep down bel ow.

No one would blanme ne for his fall. He's the one who
changed partners, not ne!

Yeah, just leave himthere and | can deal with his
mat es, Oakl ey and Baxter, on ny own. Wthout their boss,

t hose two woul dn’t have nuch tar in themat all

My hands were inside nmy canvas mtts and | stuffed them
up under ny macintosh to get themas close to ny stomach as
| coul d, because sonebody said put cold hands on your
stomach if you can.

| was getting covered and then realized if | didn’'t do
sonmething, 1'd freeze right there. Never mnd Bagley. |
needed to get out of there, quick!

| stood up and i medi ately got bl owmn down and away down

the slope fromBagley, sliding on the ice tearing up ny mac



in places and bunpi ng ny head and back on some rocks
sticking up out of the ice.

Lying there with the blizzard raging all around nade ne
so angry that Bagley had switched sleds and gotten us into
this pigsty of a ness.

| had to do sonething to save nyself, so | started to
crawl back toward the dark hole and when | got close so's
could see it | saw one stake we’'d put down.

Now you got to decide! Leave himthere to freeze up in
that dark hole and nobody will know the difference! O craw

back to hinf

John Bar el
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