

  A Word of Thanks ______________


  THIS BOOK is the outcome of two of the happiest of all my years. During that time I was given the friendship of the most admirable of men. I have been to sea with some of them, and I have come to have a consequent respect for the Western Ocean which is only equaled by my regard for those men and vessels who spend their lives thwarting the hunger of the sea.


  Because I have told their story in the restricted context of one ship it is inevitable that many of these people, and their ships, have been left out. I salute them now: such men as Captains Sid Chapman and Wally Myalls, and such vessels as Foundation Frances and Foundation Josephine II. While this is not their tale in terms of absolute facts, it is nevertheless their story in all the real essentials.


  It must be understood that the opinions and attitudes which I have delineated in this book are essentially those of the men who actually manned the salvage vessels, rather than those of the vessels’ owners. That these do not necessarily represent the attitudes and opinions of the owners or their representatives should be obvious.


  In adhering to my ambition to see through the seaman’s eyes I have accepted the sailor’s tendency to give a semi-mythical status to the commanding figures who governed the salvage vessels as distinct from the distant realms of land-locked officers. Furthermore, wherever there has been a choice between a sailor’s interpretation of the nature of the larger historical event, and the unadorned facts as set down in official documents, I have usually given preference to the seaman’s version.


  If, in hewing to my line, I have done less than justice to those individuals, without whose distinguished direction Foundation Franklin and her sisters would not have sailed at all, I can but plead that this is, first and foremost, the study of one ship and of those men who were a living part of her.


  The book would not have been possible without the magnificent co-operation of the shore people, who suffered a “green hand” with inexhaustible patience and understanding. Richard Chadwick, Arthur Sullivan, Minnie Millsom, Frances Thomson, Hugh Milroy and Maurice Evans bore the brunt of my importunities.


  Finally there is Lionel McGowan, and the Foundation Company of Canada, who made the whole thing possible.


  I thank them all—not simply for their assistance—but for giving me one of the most memorable and vital experiences that I have ever known.


  FARLEY MOWAT


  Palgrave, Ontario.


  April, 1958




 
  1 A Ship Is Found ______________


  IN THE GREAT ship basin of Hamburg harbor, along the endless miles of docks and across the greasy waters, the atmosphere was one of desolation, accentuated by the dark winter skies and the biting North Sea winds.


  In that January of 1930 the harbor was a graveyard, made more terrible by the nature of its dead. They lay in interminable rows—the liners and the freighters that had once spanned the world’s oceans carrying men and cargoes to four continents; and in their shadows lay rows of lesser ships, the coasters, the trawlers and the tugs—and all were lifeless. One single living vessel, red with rust and streaked with salt, making her way reluctantly up the empty harbor, seemed only to emphasize the nature of this morgue—for she too was doomed to join the deserted hulks whose bankrupt owners had abandoned them.


  There was not much of the fabled romance of the sea about that scene; nor was there much of it in the appearance of a man who stood on the end of a stone quay and stamped his feet to bring some warmth to them. He might have passed, quite unremarked, as only another dockside worker, except for the ill-defined awkwardness of posture which marks a seaman on the land.


  Captain James Sutherland would wait no longer for the ship broker whom he had been told would meet him on this wharf. With a quick glance along the sad ranks of silent ships, he turned his back on them and began to descend a corroded iron ladder set in the quay face.


  At the bottom rung he swung about with a ponderous agility and paused a moment to look closely at the vessel waiting for him there.


  No one but a man of intuition and of rare perceptions would have given her a second glance. She was a little ship, and she was dwarfed into insignificance by three moribund liners lying just across the basin. The ravages of prolonged disuse lay on her. Even her name, Gustavo lpland, had almost been effaced from her bluff bows. Her twin stacks, that stood ramrod straight with never an inch of rake to ease their uncompromising lines, were red with running sores of rust. Her iron decks were scaling like a scrofulous dog’s back. Some of her ports were broken and the stench that lifted out of them was laden with a tale of long neglect. Nevertheless she possessed a quality which set her apart from the scores of lifeless vessels that encrusted the nearby wharves. Those other ships had about them only the dull resignation of inert iron, but she was different. As Sutherland let go the ladder and leaped aboard, he felt her move a little; a barely perceptible motion; but enough. She was not dead at all, she only slept.


  He made his way through her starboard alleyway to the forward well-deck, where his shoulder brushed against a brass bell, gone green with verdigris. He rubbed his hand across it until the inscription came clear, and then he read this legend:


  H.M.S. FRISKY


  Dundee — 1918


  “I knew no squareheads ever built you, girl,” he said softly. “You’re too much ship for that . . . Goostavo Ipland!” And he grunted with disdain.


  Sutherland was still aboard her when the early winter dusk came down. By then he knew her well. He had explored the engine room and had wondered at her massive triple-expansion engine which was big enough to have powered a freighter of five thousand tons. He had been through her primitive accommodations and had recognized in them the hard-lying which is the traditional lot of British naval ratings. He had been down into her belly and had crawled on hands and knees into the most secret recesses of her body. His knuckles throbbed where he had pounded them, hard-fisted, against iron plates to test their soundness. Subconsciously he had absorbed her lines, so that he already knew, without thinking much about it, how she would behave in a seaway.


  Now he emerged through the companion on her boat-deck, climbed the ladder to her bridge and tugged at the swollen door of the wheelhouse. It resisted him momentarily, and then swung outward, creaking, and he stepped inside. He laid his hands upon the big teakwood wheel and looked out through the dirt-streaked glass. The graveyard seemed to vanish from his sight and in its place was the hard, clean sky of the Western Ocean and the long pulse of the greatest of all seas. The little vessel stirred once more beneath his feet, and Sutherland’s body quickened to her with the age-old affection that only a good sailor can feel for a good ship.


  The Hamburg ship broker, a harried and overeager little fellow, arrived belatedly upon the scene as Sutherland was scaling the iron ladder on the quay. His guttural apologies stuttered into momentary silence as he beheld the look upon the seaman’s face. The broker was an astute little man—he rubbed his hands and beamed.


  “She iss good ship? Ja, Herr Kapitan?” he asked.


  Sutherland grunted noncommittally.“Take me to a cable office, Mister,” he demanded.


  Early the following morning a man named Richard Chadwick sat at his desk five thousand miles away in an office in Montreal and read these words pasted to a sheet of yellow flimsy:



   ARRIVED HAMBURG LAST NIGHT TO INSPECT EX ADMIRALTY SEA-GOING SALVAGE AND RESCUE TUG FRISKY STOP 156 FEET OVERALL X 653 GROSS TONS 1200 HORSEPOWER RANGE 20 DAYS UNDER FULL POWER STOP HEAVY DUTY TOWING WINCH STOP CARGO HOLDS FOR SALVAGE GEAR AND ACCOMMODATION FOR 26 MEN STOP VESSEL BUILT 1918 BUT HARDLY USED SINCE THEN ONLY REQUIRES DOCKING FOR INSPECTION AND SOME REFITTING OTHERWISE IN EXCELLENT CONDITION . . .




  and so on for an additional hundred and fifty enthusiastic but very expensive words to this conclusion:



   . . . PRICE VERY LOW CONSIDERING VESSELS VALUE STOP SHE LOOKS LIKE A MAGNIFICENT SEABOAT AND WOULD BE WONDERFUL ON GULF AND ATLANTIC COAST STOP CAPABLE OF TOWING EMPRESS OF CANADA IF NECESSARY STOP SUGGEST YOU CONFIRM PURCHASE SOON AS POSSIBLE


  SUTHERLAND




  Chadwick put the cable down and absently began stroking out the superfluous words with a blue pencil; but that was purely a reflex action, and his mind was not on it. His imagination had been seduced away from the concrete realities of his work by certain words that kept reappearing, again and again, before his inner eye:


  “Seagoing . . . seaboat . . . salvage and rescue tug . . .”


  In that office, which was devoted to the direction of the men and machines of a construction company, these were strange words. But they were not strange to Chadwick, for long ago this quizzical-visaged, indomitable engineer-cum-businessman had been infected by a romantic passion for the sea and ships.


  He had concealed it well, since in the business world romanticism is synonymous with weakness. He had hidden it so successfully that its presence was unsuspected by his associates, or even by the directors of the Foundation Company of Canada—of which he was the president.


  True, he had occasionally displayed some overt symptoms of the disease, but these had always been well masked by business logic. In 1926, for instance, he had accepted a series of contracts for the construction of wharves and other marine structures along the St. Lawrence River and the Gulf, and he had thereby been obliged to charter ships to carry equipment to the distant sites. In addition, the relative success of these ventures eventually provided him with sufficient justification to build a derrick boat, which he called Foundation Jupiter.


  The Jupiter was designed to serve as a self-propelled construction derrick and she was most successful in that role. But when she was also asked to serve in the capacity of a vessel—then she aged her people preternaturally.


  She suffered from a split personality. During her first passage she also displayed an uncanny affliction, for she would not go where she was looking. Instead, she made her way down the narrow St. Lawrence ship channel in a series of majestic spirals which resembled the slowly marching circles a child draws when it is being taught to write. Other vessels on the river quickly learned to recognize her at a distance, and to flee outside the dredged channel as she approached. Once arrived at her destination, she proved to be an effective piece of construction plant, but while she was en route she was a hoodoo, and one that frequently required the services of hired tugs to get her out of trouble.


  Nevertheless she was less troublesome than her predecessor—an ancient schooner hulk, with no motive power, which had been roughly refitted as a derrick barge.


  It was this ancient vessel which gave Chadwick his first sharp understanding of the meaning of the word “salvage.” In 1928, while she was lumbering across the Gulf in charge of a chartered tug, she ran into a heavy gale. The tow-line soon parted, and the tug promptly scurried for the nearest port, leaving Foundation’s pride to go drifting off into the storm scud by herself.


  The hulk’s master did what he could to save her. He ordered both anchors hove overside—but the rusty chains immediately parted. He then turned to a novel alternative. The heavy Shipmate galley stove was manhandled up on deck, made fast to one end of a Manila line, and heaved over in its turn.


  The old vessel was still dragging the remnants of the stove along the bottom of the Gulf the next day when a Norwegian freighter hove in sight, passed a line to the derelict, and took her in tow for Gaspé harbor.


  Chadwick was most grateful to the rescuers—until the salvage arbitrators in London announced the size of the cash award due to the Norwegian. It was in five figures; and it shocked Foundation’s president into a painful awareness of the fact that there were more ways of making money from the sea than he had realized.


  That costly experience with a chartered tug, combined with the unpredictable antics of the Jupiter, led inevitably to the next step.


  One December day in 1929 Chadwick called the Jupiter’s master, James Sutherland, into his office.


  “Captain,” he said, “I think we need a tug.”


  Sutherland fervently agreed.


  “There’s one advertised for sale at Hull in England,” Chadwick continued. “Powerful enough to tow our floating gear, but small enough to be handy on construction jobs. You go and look her over and see if she will do.”


  Two weeks later Sutherland was in Hull examining the tug. He found her to be hopelessly infirm, and he was on the point of booking his passage home when he encountered an old shipmate in a dockside pub. Sutherland recounted the story of his mission, and of its failure.


  “If it’s a tug you’re lookin’ for then, b’y,” the shipmate said, “I know where you can lay hands on the finest one in all the western sea. She’s up in Hamburg now. I seen her there when we was to the Elbe with grain last month. And she’s a wonder-boat. Laid up, and lookin’ pretty tough—but all the same, a wonder-boat.”


  Because Sutherland was a master mariner and accustomed to decision, he caught the boat-train for Dover without bothering to consult with Montreal. The first intimation of what he had done was contained in the yellow cable lying limp on Chadwick’s desk.


  That cablegram had reason to be limp. It had been so thoroughly savaged by the blue pencil that a wartime censor might have envied the result. But still those words remained.


  “Seagoing,” Chadwick muttered to himself. “Salvage and rescue tug . . .”


  That was his secret self speaking. His conscious mind was busy pointing out to him that Foundation Company required a ninety-ton, three-hundred-horsepower workboat; that there was a depression on; that deep-sea salvage was as far removed from construction work as the moon was from the earth.


  “Magnificent seaboat,” whispered Chadwick’s inner self—and he reached for a message pad.


  The reply that Sutherland received that night was a masterpiece of brevity.


  PURCHASE CONFIRMED was what it said.


  And the next day, in Montreal, Chadwick fixed his incredulous directors with a gimlet stare.


  “No other choice!” he barked. “If we hadn’t bought her, Sutherland’s cables would have bankrupt us.”




 
  2 Chadwick′s Navy ______________


  CHADWICK HAD BOUGHT a ship, but she still lay more than five thousand miles away from her intended home. She had no crew, and she was in a deplorable condition. Sutherland began to set things right. Shipwrights and mechanics swarmed about like starving flies, and whatever else one may think about the Germans, they are thorough workers. Under Sutherland’s suspicious eye they slaved. The thick layers of rust upon the decks came up beneath the ear-splitting rattle of scaling hammers. The bowels of the ship rumbled and rang as if they had been gripped by devils. Men crawled about the upper-works and scaled, sanded, painted and refurbished until the rare February sun one day found its rays being thrown back from a now shining ship which had been cloaked in sullen dirt for too many years.


  Sutherland left the scene briefly to visit England and find a crew. He brought them back to Hamburg early in March, and on the eleventh of that month they signed the articles.


  The following day Frisky made steam. She lay alongside the wharf with her stacks pouring black smoke into a grey sky. Sutherland took the bridge and cupped his hands around his mouth:


  “Let go the springs . . . the springs, you damn squareheads . . . Let go forward! . . . Now let go aft!”


  He reached for the whistle cord and Frisky cleared her throat with a long, sonorous blast. The steel sides of the dead hulks flung back the echoing sound until it rang over the whole anchorage.


  She backed out into the stream, with the dirty waters thumping and foaming under her counter; then slowly her engine went ahead.


  As she began the fifty-mile run down the River Elbe, she seemed as sedate and cautious as an elderly lady picking her way along a village street; but when she dropped the pilot at the river mouth and swung out into the North Sea, Frisky decided that she could also drop her pose. With Sutherland’s hands to steady her she met the ocean swell and—her people swear to this—she frolicked.


  A man of small imagination might have said that her frivolity was due only to badly trimmed bunkers, and to a cross-sea. He might have been partly right, but he would also have been a fool. Sutherland was no fool. He held her hard. “Come now, old girl,” he said. “Just steady down a bit.” He knew the way she felt.


  The chief engineer worked her up to three-quarter speed; he did not dare give her her head, for her engines needed their Scottish makers’ touch to put them into shape. But at eight knots she went along like a proper ship, her skittishness forgotten. There was a nasty slop running in the Channel, but she took it easily and without dramatics. Her straight stem neither clove the seas nor buffeted them aside. She just went through them with a minimum of fuss.


  Before they raised Selsey Bill, Sutherland had taken her measure, and he was well satisfied.


  She came into Southampton Water and immediately went into dock. Men from the shipyards climbed aboard. Among them was a superintendent who had watched her under construction in 1918 in Glasgow, and who had followed the course of her career since then.


  “We built her for the Admiralty,” he recalled. “Her class was to be something new in tugs—big boats, and powerful, intended mainly for the open sea in southern waters. A seaboat first, you understand, and then a tug. She was a Navy ship, and her main job was to have been assisting naval vessels. We built her so she could handle a battleship if she had to; and so she could live through a typhoon and still do her work. We built her of iron so she would last. And strong? Man, she had the strength of ten!


  “The Navy commissioned her in the spring of ’19, but by then the need for her was past. They kept her for a while, towing old warships to Scapa Flow, but after that she was laid up. In 1924 they sold her foreign, and for about two years she was on the Rhine and in the Baltic doing a little towing work, but mainly lying idle at her dock. Then a big German outfit bought her to tow a fleet of barges across the South Atlantic to the Argentine; but before they were ready with the first barge the whole thing fell through. So she was laid up again. It was a damned shame the way that she was treated. She never had a chance to show the kind of stuff that we put into her.”


  She spent two weeks at Southampton undergoing repairs and inspection and, at the end of it, submitting to a new baptism. Word had come from Montreal that the name Frisky would not do. Reregistered under the British flag, she took a new name and bore it handsomely along her bows and on her stern the day she cleared Southampton for her passage of the western sea.


  Foundation Franklin


  Montreal


  the legend read.


  When she was two days out from the Lizard, the North Atlantic undertook to squash this new addition to the herds of marine lice that infest its surface. The wind blew out of the north and blew steadily and with mounting power for three days, then having built the seas into thundering giants it switched to the west and blew a dead muzzler. The consequent cross-sea, breaking into a ferocious turmoil, revealed a certain tendency on Franklin’s part to roll.


  She rolled all right. She lay over on her side with her gunwales almost under, then she shook herself and rolled all the way back again. She was not slow about it. There was none of the sickening hesitation which, in some ships, makes you wonder if they will ever right themselves again. Franklin rolled jauntily. She did it as if she enjoyed it. Her crew did not.


  Even less did they enjoy her desire to be a clean and well-bathed lady. With barely five feet of freeboard forward, she did not even attempt to throw away the seas that broke over her bow. She welcomed them aboard, and they were nothing loath. They marched up over her foredeck until the wheelhouse and the uninhabitable open bridge became a little island in a seething flood.


  The wheelhouse was a separate structure, in that it had no covered communication with the main-deck accommodation. To get to it from inside the vessel required that a man emerge on the boat-deck just abaft the forward funnel, run the gamut of the seas until he reached the wheelhouse, and then scramble through a door which also gave the North Atlantic full access to the interior. Sutherland soon concluded that this was an inadequate arrangement—all right for beasts crossbred from monkey fathers and duck mothers, maybe; but not for men.


  The crew made their discoveries too. Once the storm broke it became necessary to seal up all openings, much as if Franklin had been a submarine about to dive. There was no ventilation in the living quarters and the interior of the little ship soon came to resemble the black hole of Calcutta.


  Entombed in Franklin’s crowded belly, her people might well have cursed her to a fare-thee-well. But they did nothing of the sort. They were too mightily impressed by her performance as the days went by and the seas rolled higher still.


  Not far to the north two liners radioed that they had been forced to heave-to. Franklin reduced her speed, but held her course.


  The seas were noted in the log as running thirty to forty feet in height—and those are seas that qualify for the weary adjective of mountainous. Franklin met them head on, took enough of them aboard to titillate herself, and then jauntily lifted her bows and climbed to the towering crests. Sliding down again she reached the bottoms of the troughs and not once did she attempt to dig a hole and drive down into it; she came up with the resiliency of a rubber ball. There was about her, in this performance, an attitude neither of bravado nor of disdain for her adversary. She looked and felt exactly what she was: alert and careful, able and resolute.


  Oh, she was resolute!


  And the stokers in their pit, the sailors in the dog-kennel aft, cursed the roll, and cursed the sea, and cursed their gods—but did not curse their ship.


  Franklin steamed into Horta, in the Azores, for bunkers on April 6. She had then been twelve days at sea, and that is a long passage from Southampton. But it had been a good deal longer for some larger ships that had also been making for Horta. A four-thousand-ton fruit boat foundered while still a hundred miles out of that port. Others made the harbor, but they showed by their smashed lifeboats and their buckled rails what they had suffered.


  Franklin showed nothing at all amiss, save that to the tops of her funnels she glistened brilliantly with salt.


  Her master was so proud of her that he became a little insufferable. Nevertheless he made his vow that Franklin should one day have a proper foredeck and a proper pilot-house. “Otherwise,” he told his unsympathetic chief engineer, “somebody’s going to drown hisself on that damn bridge.”


  The voyage continued and on April fifteenth this entry appeared in the maritime columns of a Halifax newspaper.



   One of the largest and most up-to-date salvage vessels in North America arrived here yesterday after a difficult trip from Hamburg. The vessel is the Foundation Franklin, the owners being the Foundation Maritime Ltd., a new subsidiary of the Foundation Company of Canada. The Franklin will be stationed during the summer season at Rimouski on the Gulf and will be available for salvage work in the St. Lawrence and on the Atlantic. A fully equipped salvage base is being established by her owners at Rimouski.




  Thus the birth of Foundation Maritime Limited, Towing and Salvage Contractors, was announced in the early spring of 1930. But as one of those concerned in it remembers the event: “It was a breech presentment, you might say. Backside foremost. Nobody figured it would live six months.”


  The odds were certainly against survival. In 1930 new companies were not being born; on the contrary, long-established concerns were dying in myriads. The business world had totally reverted to the law of tooth and claw. The carnage was tremendous and, in their struggles to exist, the strongest companies in every field destroyed their weaker rivals without a qualm.


  Foundation Maritime, Salvage Division, was born into the world between two particularly powerful competitors. One of these, Quebec Salvage and Wrecking Company with its headquarters in Quebec, was the child of that giant shipping enterprise, Canadian Pacific Steamship Lines. The other, Halifax Shipyard, was the protégé of an equally gigantic industrial and mining complex called Dominion Steel and Coal. Supported by a government subsidy, Quebec Salvage’s two vessels, the Lord Strathcona and the Traverse, had a strangle hold on the St. Lawrence River and on the Gulf; while the salvage ship Reindeer I, belonging to the Halifax Shipyard, was virtually in control of salvage along the whole of the eastern Canadian seaboard.


  Quite apart from the competitive situation, Foundation Maritime displayed a formidable list of inherent defects at birth. Despite the optimistic newspaper release, it possessed no salvage gear worthy of the name, except for a few ancient steam pumps (bought at a fire sale) that later proved to be quite useless. It had no harbor as a base of operations, since the only suitable ones were already occupied by the rival firms. It did not have a single man on its staff with any knowledge of the complicated technical aspects of salvage; and the one man who had the seamanship to make him a reasonably effective master of a salvage tug was soon to be driven away with a fecklessness that is hard to comprehend.


  That man was Sutherland. It had been his understanding that he would not only command the ship which he had found, but that he would also be made salvage master for the new company. But on his arrival at Halifax he found that he was to be relegated to the supernumerary position of sailing master, which meant that while Franklin would still rely on his knowledge and experience for her safe navigation, she would not be his ship, but would belong to another captain and to one, moreover, who did not even have his deep-sea ticket. This was more than Sutherland could stomach and so he quitted both the company and the little ship which had roused such an admiration in his heart.


  Consequently Foundation Maritime began life with only two real assets. It had the Franklin—and it had the implacable desire of Richard Chadwick that it should succeed.


  Chadwick soon began to gain some insight into the magnitude and complexity of the new business in which he was now involved. In an attempt to ease the competitive situation a little, he endeavored to persuade the Canadian Pacific Steamship Company to reach a working agreement with Foundation Maritime so that the two organizations would supplement rather than compete with each other. This offer was met by the counter-suggestion that Chadwick get out of the salvage business before he was pushed out; and immediately thereafter the dean of North American salvage firms, Merritt, Chapman and Scott of New York, was invited to take over active management of ****Quebec-Salvage.


  Chadwick thereupon sailed for London in the hope that he might persuade the London Salvage Association to espouse his cause. But that all-powerful arbiter of the world’s salvage organizations told him, in effect, that he had no business trespassing on ground hallowed by Merritt, Chapman and Scott; and that his company had not a snowball’s hope of surviving.


  Nevertheless the journey to England had not been wasted, for Chadwick had taken the opportunity to inquire searchingly into the nature of salvage work, and he had learned a good deal about its intricacies.


  He had discovered that the number of ships which get into trouble and which require assistance is staggeringly large. Although not many marine accidents make the world’s headlines, an average of about six thousand ships a year get into difficulties from which they can be extricated only by highly trained and competent salvage teams.


  Chadwick found that the variety of troubles which beset ships is almost legion. A random list of the commonest causes of disablement includes the loss of a propeller while at sea; the breakdown of the propelling machinery; damaged or lost rudders; fires and explosions; leaking; structural failure; shortages of fuel, of supplies, of water and—in at least one well-authenticated case—of rum; strandings (on dry land as opposed to) groundings (on underwater shoals and reefs); collisions with other ships, drifting wrecks, whales, icebergs, buoys and anything else afloat; being caught in ice-packs; enemy action in times of war, and afterwards through loose mines drifting about the seas; the effects of winds and storms in general; and failure of the crews due to illness, in-experience, exhaustion, injury and mutiny.


  Chadwick also discovered that a salvage company must be able to give assistance by conducting sea searches; by escorting partially disabled vessels safely into port; by steering rudderless ships by means of lines taken from their sterns; by towing every type of disabled vessel, ranging from ships broken in half, through the smallest trawlers, up to the largest liners; by fighting fire; by saving life under a formidable variety of circumstances; by supplying materials to stricken ships (such things as food, water, fuel and repair materials); by supplying special services, including transportation, man power, electric and steam power; by keeping sinking ships afloat with pumps and other gear; by raising and emptying ships that have already sunk; by releasing vessels trapped in ice; by releasing grounded and stranded ships, using ground tackle, pumping, pulling, dredging, jettisoning, and a score of other methods; by repairing damaged ships and making them temporarily seaworthy; by cargo salvage from wrecked or sunken ships; and by breaking up vessels that have become total losses, but whose bones form an obstacle to the safe navigation of other ships.


  As if all this was not enough to occupy his mind, Chadwick was also made aware of the peculiar and singular difficulties of salvage work in the area where his company would have to operate.


  The North Atlantic is a hungry ocean, hungry for men and ships, and it knows how to satisfy its appetites. From September through to June a sequence of almost perpetual gales march eastward down the great ditch of the St. Lawrence valley and out to the waiting sea. They are abetted by the hurricanes which spawn in the Caribbean and which drive north-eastward up the coasts as far as Labrador. Only in summer are there periods of relative calm on the eastern approaches to the continent, and even in summer, fierce storms are common.


  Gales, and the high seas that accompany them are, of course, the weapons of all oceans; but this unquiet seaboard has two special weapons of its own.


  First of all it has the ice—continental masses of it that come sweeping down with the Greenland current to form a great, amoebalike bulge extending from the coasts of Nova Scotia eastward as much as a thousand miles, and southward five hundred miles from Flemish Cap. The bulge swells and shrinks and throws out new pseudopods from month to month, but there is no season of the year when it or its accompanying icebergs withdraw completely from the shipping lanes.


  The second weapon is in many ways the most formidable of all. It is the fog. There is no fog anywhere to compare with the palpable grey shroud which lies almost perpetually across the northern sea approaches, and which often flows far over the land itself. There are not a score of days during any given year when between Labrador and the Gulf of Maine the fog vanishes completely. Even in the rare fine days of summer it remains in wait, a dozen or so miles offshore, ready at any moment to roll in and obliterate the world. It has presence, continuity, and a vitality that verges on the animate. In conjunction with its ready ally, the rock-girt coasts, it is a great killer of men and ships.


  The coasts themselves are brutally hard. Newfoundland, Labrador, Nova Scotia, and the Gulf shores appear to have been created for the special purpose of destroying vessels. They are of malignant grey rock that has flung its fragments into the sea with an insane abandon until, in many places, these form an impenetrable chevaux-de-frise to which the Newfoundland seamen, out of a perilous familiarity, have given the prophetic name of “sunkers.”


  The coasts are of tremendous length. Newfoundland alone exposes nearly six thousand miles of rock to the breaking seas. Everywhere the shores are indented with false harbors that offer hope to storm-driven ships and which then repulse them with a multitude of reefs. The names upon those coasts betray their nature. Cape aux Morts, Cape Diable, Rocks of Massacre, Dead Sailor’s Rock, Bay of Despair, Malignant Cove, Baie Mauvais, Misery Point, Mistaken Point, False Hope, Confusion Bay, Salvage Point, and a plethora of Wreck Bays, Points and Islands.


  Yet by the very nature of their animosity towards seafaring men these coasts have brought out of themselves the matter of their own defeat. Men in these parts have always had to take their living from the sea, or starve; and those who survived the merciless winnowing became a race apart. There are no finer seamen in the world. The best of them come from the outports of Newfoundland and Nova Scotia, and from the islands of Cape Breton and the Magdalens. The best of them are men to ponder over, for they can hold their own no matter how the seas and the fog and ice and rocks may strive against them.


  And yet it is also true that these men do not properly belong in our times, for they follow an outmoded creed with undeviating certainty. They believe that man must not attempt to overmaster the primordial and elemental forces and break them to his hand. They believe that he who would survive must learn to be a part of wind and water, rock and soil, nor ever stand in braggarts’ opposition to these things.


  “Ah, me son,” as one old Newfoundland skipper phrases it, “we don’t be takin’ nothin’ from the sea. We has to sneak up on what we wants, and wiggle it away.”


  That would make an excellent creed for any salvage firm; but in 1930 Foundation Maritime would have paid it scant heed. Despite the fact that after Chadwick’s return from London the company began to have some idea of how heavily the odds were stacked against it, most of the potential difficulties still remained as abstract quantities. Secure in the belief that such familiar obstacles as human competitors and purely engineering problems could be dealt with, there was no one in the new company who comprehended the true nature of the real antagonist—the sea itself.





  3 The Innocents ______________


  FOUNDATION MARITIME’S first act was to send the Franklin on a personal-appearance tour.


  When she arrived at Quebec the crews of the rival tugs, Lord Stratkcona and Traverse, displayed no perturbation. “Very glad to see her,” one of their people was heard to say. “We’ve wondered for quite a while how to get shed of the pulpwood boats and fishing schooners. She can take care of them.”


  Nor was the reaction of the various ship’s agents, and of the steamship lines, much more encouraging. They called her Chadwick’s Folly, and traded jokes about her as she steamed away up-river toward her next port-of-call.


  One of the most unkind remarks was made by the master of a local tug as he watched her pass. Pointing with the stem of his pipe to the jaunty. new house-flag streaming from Franklin’s truck, he said to his mate: “Well, there goes Chadwick’s navy—showing the flag. Now that’ll put us natives in our place!”


  At Montreal Franklin was on public display, and visitors were cordially invited to come aboard. She drew a considerable audience, for the publicity releases concerning her were of good quality—but she drew few of the seafaring fraternity, and most of these were content to gaze at her from a distance. As one of them put it many years later: “She was a dandy-looking ship, no doubt of that; and anyone could see that she was able. But with the gang of green hands she had to run her, she might as well have been a ferryboat.”


  Foundation Maritime was sublimely unaware of the derogatory reaction Franklin was stimulating, until a representative of the London Salvage Association passed semiofficial judgment on her.


  Although nominally a free agency, this association receives its support from the world’s shipowners and insurance underwriters. It maintains representatives in every major port and the primary duty of these men is to protect the owners’ and the underwriters’ interests in any ship which gets itself in difficulties. Thus, when a marine accident occurs, the nearest association man hurries to the scene where he becomes an adviser to the master of the distressed ship in all matters concerning the vessel’s salvage. He also becomes the unofficial, and often unwelcome, supervisor of the work of rescue. He watches the salvors like a suspicious hawk, and if there is any sign of inefficiency, bad planning, or poor workmanship, he stoops on them. His talons are honed by the insurance companies, for they are the people who will ultimately pay, or refuse to pay, the salvage claims. Although he is without overt power to issue orders, he can make suggestions, and his suggestions have a regal ring about them.


  The Montreal representatives of the association examined Franklin with meticulous care. Their verdict was devastating. She is a good basic salvage ship, they said in effect, but she is almost completely unequipped for that work, and she has nobody to show her what to do, or how to do it.


  Even Chadwick, with his unfortunate experience in London still fresh in his mind, had not expected the opinion of the Association men to be so utterly damning. But the would-be salvors were resilient. They reacted by borrowing every scrap of equipment from the parent construction company which might conceivably be used in salvage work. Then they rented an office next door to that of the Salvage Association, in the apparent hope that propinquity might bring about a change in attitude.


  At the same time work was going forward feverishly to establish a salvage base, and a home port for the Franklin, at Rimouski.


  Rimouski lies on the neck of the leonine head of granite which is the Gaspé Peninsula. In 1930 its port could accommodate the local bateaux and, if circumstances were just right, a few of the tiny gulf steamers; but there was so little water over the bar at low tide that even fishing boats sometimes took the ground. Franklin, drawing fourteen feet, could only enter or leave during a period of about three hours in each tide.


  However this was a difficulty that Chadwick knew how to overcome. Someone persuaded the Dominion Government to spend a great deal of money dredging the entrance channel and deepening the port itself; and it was a remarkable fact that Foundation Maritime obtained a contract for much of this work.


  By the last week in May most of the preparations had been completed and Foundation Maritime, Salvage and Towing Contractors, had taken possession of its new base. The company was ready to show what it could do.


  The first call on its services was received almost immediately. In midafternoon of May 29 a telegram arrived from the tiny port of Mechins, seventy miles to the north-west along the Gaspé coast, to the effect that a vessel called the A. Renard required assistance. There were no further details, but no more were needed to inspire Franklin’s people to an instant and overwhelming enthusiasm. As her whistle sounded and resounded, echoing back from the Gaspe hills with a kind of hoarse abandon, Franklin put out from Rimouski with both stacks growing high black plumes, while her master and the salvage superintendent stood on her bridge resplendent in immaculate new uniforms. This was their moment. Somewhat grim-visaged, as befitted the occasion, they stood to their work: steadfast and dedicated men.


  Franklin came abreast of Mechins at midnight. There was a full moon and an almost cloudless sky and her people could see the surf breaking hard into the little port. The officers strained their eyes for a sight of the distressed vessel but, to their perplexity, they could see nothing of her. The ghastly thought occurred to them that she might already have gone down. The spectacle of white seas breaking on the moonlit coast was unnerving enough to give rise to all sorts of sailor’s nightmares, and Franklin’s officers could not bring themselves to take their ship closer than half a mile from shore. Even at half a mile they should have been able to make out the superstructure of a stranded steamer or, if she had sunk, they should have seen her spars at least. They saw nothing but the ominous breakers.


  Completely nonplused, the superintendent ordered the whistle to be blown as a signal to the land, and then had Franklin stand off that dangerous-looking coast.


  They stood off until dawn, uncertain what to do. The initial mood of exultation had changed to one of peevish bewilderment that became outright disgust when daylight revealed no sign of any vessel in Mechins. Instead it revealed a little motorboat putting out with casual disdain through that formidable-appearing surf. A figure standing in the stern sheets was beckoning peremptorily for the salvage ship to come in closer to the land.


  Franklin edged in cautiously and the motorboat came alongside. A salty gentleman swung aboard the tug and introduced himself as “the owner of that sunk ship in there.” At which he pointed toward the tiny wooden wharf. Again Franklin’s officers strained their vision; this time with success. They could see her now . . . the stubby foremast and the minuscule deck-house of a typical St. Lawrence goélette—one of the little wooden power-schooners that carry pulpwood from the outport hamlets.


  “She’s sunk level to her decks,” her owner explained cheerfully to the glum salvage experts. “But she can’t sink any further. She’s full of wood. Just you go alongside and put your pumps aboard, and in a half an hour she’ll be pretty near as good as new.” He chuckled amiably, but there was no answering echo from the salvors as they considered how their hopes for a good-sized steamer had shrunk to the dimensions of this miserable little hulk.


  As for going alongside the wreck—it was clearly out of the question. As any good merchant navy captain would have done, Franklin’s master resolutely refused to risk his vessel on that lee shore. The salvage superintendent did not attempt to persuade him otherwise. It probably did not occur to either of them that a salvor’s business is to risk his ship.


  In any event, the curious citizens of Mechins were treated to a rare spectacle that sunny morning. Lining the wharf, they watched the little motorboat come back to harbor, turn about, and tow the sodden A. Renard out to the waiting salvage vessel.


  In due course the entire seventy-four tons of the Renard was wallowing alongside Franklin. The superintendent decided to make short work of her, and instead of putting a small pump aboard the wreck, he ordered his men to break out a huge teninch centrifugal which, with its gasoline engine, weighed upwards of five tons. Renard’s deck was already awash, and the weight of the big pump forced her down another foot. With ponderous agility she demonstrated her resentment by rolling her bulwarks under and soaking the pump engine so thoroughly that it would not run at all.


  “Now then, me lads,” she seemed to say, “what’ll you try on next?”


  The salvors were now thoroughly exasperated, and their mood was not eased by the impatience of Renard’s owner, who seemed quite unable to understand why the job was being attempted in mid-Gulf while a comfortable harbor lay so near at hand. In the end they were so stung by his pointed remarks that they made a stern decision. With Renard gallumphing heavily alongside, Franklin headed bravely in toward the Mechins wharf.


  The terrors of the surf proved quite ephemeral. Within an hour Franklin and her charge were tied up at the dock, and the work had begun anew.


  The pump engine was dried out and started. In twenty minutes it had pumped Renard down to the bottom of the suction line; but before anyone quite realized what was happening, it began to suck air and lost its prime. While the sweating salvors tried to restore it to action, Renard quietly filled herself up and sank again.


  This was disheartening. It proved more so when it was discovered that Renard possessed no pumps of her own capable of holding the water down once the salvage pump had done its job. The situation became positively sickening when, during the second pumping, a pulp log charged against the pump’s engine and smashed an oil line. The engine promptly became overheated and seized-up.


  The climax was reached when the owner; after considering this latest setback, grew philosophic. “Well, boys,” he said, “you might as well quit. There isn’t enough money in the old hulk to pay for the time you’ve spent on her already. Best call it off.”


  There was nothing else to do, for the tyro salvors had not obtained an agreement from the Renard’s owner in advance. Had they made use of the legendary salvage contract known as Lloyd’s Open Form, they could have completed the salvage despite the owner’s wishes, and they would probably have been reasonably well rewarded for their work, if only on the basis of the pulp-wood cargo, which they could have easily recovered. But the Open Form was something still beyond their ken.


  The Open Form is an innocuous-looking document written in the most obscure legal jargon. It was devised by Lloyd’s Committee in London some sixty years ago as an extension of the gambling element which is implicit in all insurance business, and for the specific purpose of standardizing salvage agreements and contracts. Despite its formidable legalese it is headed, surprisingly, by the simple phrase:


  NO CURE—NO PAY


  The essence of its meaning lies in those four words. Essentially it is a contract between the master of a distressed ship and the people who are prepared to render aid. Under its terms a would-be salvor agrees that he will not claim so much as a penny if he fails to save the endangered ship; while the ship’s master, owners, and underwriters agree that—should the ship be saved—they will be liable to pay a salvage award commensurate with the value of the vessel and her cargo.


  The L.O.F., as it is called in the trade, is not the only basis for a salvage agreement. Some salvage companies, particularly in the United States, prefer to work on a fixed daily rate of hire or for an agreed lump sum. But it is axiomatic that preference for the L.O.F. is the best indication of the worth of a salvage outfit. Obviously no salvor who consistently worked under the L.O.F. contract could long survive bankruptcy unless he had the ability to cheat the sea.


  However, the signing of an L.O.F. is only the first step in a prolonged legal game that may take six months to a year to bring to a conclusion. The game is played like this:


  When a casualty, as distressed ships are called in salvage language, is safely delivered to port under the L.O.F., the salvors cable Lloyd’s in London requesting that the ship’s owners, or their underwriters, post a security bond roughly equal to the sum the salvors hope to receive as an award. The owners have two weeks within which to comply. Should they fail to do so, the salvors may nail a sheriff’s writ to the casualty’s mast, and thereby place her under arrest pending the outcome of the affair.


  Since an idle ship is a costly ship, the security is almost invariably posted. The casualty is then free to go about her business. The salvors, meanwhile, have been hard at work preparing an extraordinary document known as a salvage brief. It describes the operation in the most meticulous detail. A really good brief can make you hear the thunder of breakers and yearn for the reassuring feel of a life-belt around your waist. Nevertheless it must be subtly done since it will be dissected by cold legal minds, and ultimately it will reach the hands of an impartial arbitrator whose knowledge of the sea is unsurpassed. The preparation of the brief is a highly skilled exercise in creative writing. Not fiction, mind you, but subjective fact.


  On completion it is sent to the salvage company’s legal advisors in London, who thereupon ask Lloyd’s Committee to appoint an arbitrator and set a date for a hearing.


  Meanwhile the owners of the rescued vessel have also been busy preparing a counterbrief of their own, with the declared purpose of proving that the whole salvage operation was somewhat easier than rolling off a log and that, in any case, the casualty did not really need the salvor’s help at all.


  And then a perfectly extraordinary thing happens . . . something that could only occur in English jurisprudence. Both the opposing sides trade briefs before these are presented to the arbitrator. It is a procedure equivalent to unmasking all your guns before a war begins.


  Eventually the date set for the hearing arrives and the arbitrator gets the briefs—both of them pretty well thumbed by this time—and after listening to the arguments of lawyers on both sides, he decides what the salvage award should be. But the game is not yet over. His award is not final and may be appealed by either side. It then goes on to another hearing by an appeal arbitrator whose verdict is irrevocable.


  The whole procedure may seem to be an unnecessarily cumbersome and long-drawn-out way of getting paid for doing a job of work; but a quick look at the size of the salvage awards which result from it will readily explain its popularity amongst salvage men who know their business.


  There was a certain ship that lost her rudder not far off the American coast a few years ago. She radioed an SOS and a tug promptly came out to her from New York. The casualty’s master offered to sign the Lloyd’s Form, but he was told that this particular salvage company preferred to operate on a hire basis at the rate of fifteen hundred dollars a day. The master accepted’ these terms with ill-concealed delight. Four days later his ship was delivered to a safe port and, though the tow could probably have been completed in three days, he was not disposed to complain. The rescue cost his underwriters six thousand dollars.


  Time passed, and two years later the same vessel broke her propeller shaft while fifty miles off the Canadian coast. This time the tug which steamed to her assistance demanded, and got, the L.O.F. Two days later the casualty was safe in port, and eight months later the owners of the tug received an award of eighty-seven thousand dollars.


  It may be wondered why the underwriters tolerate, let alone sponsor, an agreement which can cost them such formidable sums. The answer is that the L.O.F. breeds salvors, and it is salvors who save ships. On the other hand the daily hire arrangement breeds: tow-boat men. Consequently the underwriters would rather pay a great deal for risks well taken by trained salvage crews, than to pay considerably more to ship’s owners for vessels which sank because of the absence of a proper salvage service.


  The obverse of the coin, from the salvor’s point of view, is that the L.O.F. often results in extreme risks that endanger the salvor’s major investment, as well as his men—for no return at all. But there is no salvor worth his salt who would have it otherwise.




  4 Into the Ice ______________


  THE SUMMER AND AUTUMN PASSED and there was very little work for Foundation Maritime, although the two rival companies seemed to keep busy enough. Then, in mid-December Franklin was ordered to Halifax for her annual inspection and for the long-
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  overdue alterations which would better suit her to the North Atlantic.


  She stayed on the slip for three months. The shipwrights began her transformation by extending the boat-deck forward to her stem, thus adding six feet of freeboard forward. The new below-deck space resulting from this change was turned into quarters for the crew, and the black hole aft, which had been theirs, was converted into a hold for stowing pumps and other salvage gear. The after mast was strengthened and fitted with an eight-ton boom to handle the big pumps and the ground-tackle anchors. The bridge structure lost its gay, excursion-boat appearance and was completely housed-in, leaving only monkey’s island, atop the pilot-house, for would-be promenaders.


  The work was well executed. When she again took the waters of Halifax harbor Franklin had lost all suggestion of friskiness, and had acquired a singularly resolute, if somewhat strait-laced appearance that was more in keeping with her new name. She looked to be quite capable of seeking out a north-west passage through the arctic ice and, as things turned out, she was soon to be put to a test that bore some similarities to the experiences of Sir John Franklin’s doomed but indomitable little ships, the Erebus and Terror.


  Looking extremely fit in her new black paint, her green-and-white funnel markings, and her varnished upperworks, Franklin put out from Halifax in the last days of February to take up station at St. John’s, Newfoundland, for the balance of the winter. She made a good passage over, despite very heavy weather, and arrived at her new port on March 3, to be received by what amounted to a civic welcome.


  Newfoundland was then in dire economic straits. Poverty was the common lot, except amongst the semifeudal merchant class which, for a century and more, had held most of the people in a form of slavery by virtue of the debt system. St. John’s one major industry—shipbuilding—was nearly moribund. There was no new ship construction in those years, and so the yards were dependent on repair work to keep them going.


  The people of St. John’s had good reason to welcome Franklin, for they thought she might assist them by bringing crippled vessels to their shipyard. They streamed down to visit her with this thought in mind—but since Newfoundlanders were, and are, the finest seamen in the world, they stayed to stare because of something else.


  They came to see her: old dory-men who had given their years to the Grand Banks; the young fishermen who took their little schooners laden with salt cod to Portugal and Spain each winter; the men of middle years who sailed the coasts of Labrador in search of cod, and who braved the ice for seals. They came and stood silent—for that is their way—and took her in And out of the depths of a living knowledge of the sea and ships, they sensed her quality.


  They gave her their unrestrained admiration then—and through the years which were to stretch ahead, they were to give her service that was as dedicated as only man’s understanding love for a good ship can be.


  But in the beginning she served them.


  For generations the island’s sealing vessels had put out from St. John’s and from a score of lesser ports each spring, to seek the immense herds of seals that drift southward with the ice and bear their pups—the whitecoats—on the shifting floes. For generations the annual seal hunt had brought the only notable cash income that many Newfoundlanders ever saw. In 1931, that year of black adversity, a successful hunt had become vital to the actual survival of many families.


  Consequently the early spring of that hungry year saw every sizable vessel which could be kept afloat sail out to meet the ice. Many of those ships were so old and rotten that they would not have made safe coal-barges in a sheltered harbor. They were crowded to the gunwales, for in Newfoundland they still believe in sharing what they have, be it no more than an opportunity. Some of those ancient vessels carried more than two hundred people, in hulls of less than five hundred tons burthen. No man was left ashore who wished to come, and not many boys were left there either.


  Early in March, when Franklin was making her way into St. John’s, the sealing fleet was already far to the north; part of it bucking the ice in Belle Isle Strait, and the rest cruising the edge of the ice barrier off the great eastern bight that enfolds Notre Dame and White Bays. The seals were there—but well inside the ice—and they could only be reached by entering the pack. Desperation drove the searching ships into the ice, with the full knowledge that some of them might not emerge again.


  On March 14 the sealer Viking, six hundred tons, with “about” two hundred and thirty men and boys aboard, found herself far in the vanguard of the fleet and trapped in thick pack ice a few miles off the island of St. Barbe.


  Viking was the patriarch of the fleet. Built in Norway in 1881, she was a wooden ship designed for sail, but fitted with a primitive low-powered steam auxiliary engine. She had lived her whole life in the north, and it had been a hard and unremitting struggle that had aged her more than the years should have done. Half a century of arctic ice had weakened her, and the rot was deep in all her timbers.


  Her skipper, Captain Abraham Kean, was well aware of her disabilities. As the ice shoved and heaved about his ship he could feel her deck beams begin to buckle. She had insufficient engine power with which to extricate herself, but there was one remaining weapon her people could use against the ice. In a small hold aft, under the officers’ accommodations and alongside the engine room, was enough blasting powder to force a path to freedom. As the early winter dusk came down on March 15 Captain Kean ordered the bosun to break out the powder.


  The bosun and four men made their way to where the powder was stored, carrying a number of small tin canisters which were to be filled, then fitted with fuses. Through the night they labored and towards dawn they had almost completed a sufficient supply of bombs with which to begin their task.


  Ashore, on the bleak rocks of St. Barbe—or Horse Island, as it is known locally—the young man who operated the antiquated spark-gap radio which was the island’s only communication with the outer world was working his set. His shanty, with its single tiny window facing west, was one of a dozen that clustered on the treeless rock, and that made up the whole of human settlement upon the island. Otis Bartlet seldom glanced through the clouded glass of his window, for there was nothing to be seen from it except the crumbling waste of ice that stretched twenty miles to the mainland shore.


  It was dark enough so that his oil lamp was still in use when the interior of the shanty was suddenly and brilliantly illuminated from outside. Bartlet jumped to his feet and thrust his face against the windowpane, frightened and awe-struck by the intensity of the light which had come flooding in upon him. The light was gone almost immediately and he was still staring into darkness when the rock beneath his feet shook with a heavy tremor, and a great and terrifying sound came thundering across the ice.


  At 9 A.M. the radio operator at Twillingate, some sixty miles away, heard the faint squeal of a carrier wave in his earphones, and then the stutter of Morse.



   HORSE ISLAND TO TWILLINGATE HORSE ISLAND TO TWILLINGATE TERRIBLE EXPLOSION IN THE ICE THIS MORNING WRECKAGE OF BURNING STEAMER VISIBLE EIGHT MILES WEST PARTY FROM HERE TRYING TO GET ON THE ICE SURVIVORS SEEN TRYING TO WORK TO SHORE. . . .




  That first message from Horse Island was relayed immediately to St. John’s, the capital, and a few hours later was further amplified by Bartlet’s key.



   ICE IN BAD CONDITION HEAVY SEA AND WIND BLOWING OFF SHORE FIRST CROWD OF SURVIVORS MAY REACH ISLAND OTHERS HAVE LITTLE CHANCE SHIP BELIEVED TO BE VIKING OUT OF ST. JOHNS




  As the tragic day drew down to darkness, there was one further message:



   HAVE SOME SURVIVORS MORE THAN ONE HUNDRED MISSING AND TWENTY-FIVE KNOWN KILLED WE HAVE NO SUPPLIES FOOD OR MEDICAL NO CHANCE OF REACHING MAINLAND HELP MUST COME BY SEA




  Help for the Viking’s people was already on its way. At 2 P.M. that day Foundation Franklin, under emergercy charter to the Newfoundland Government, had put out from St. John’s carrying three doctors, five nurses, and a full cargo of food, blankets, and medical supplies. Two hours later she was followed by the government steamer Sagona, and by noon of the following day both ships were entering the slob ice outside the pack.


  Nor were they alone. From Belle Isle Strait the scalers Beothic, Ungava, Eagle, Neptune, and Sir William, all of whom had found seal and had just begun to make their harvest, gave up their work, rounded Cape Bauld and began trying to enter the pack from the northward.


  No one aboard any of these vessels knew more than the bare fact that there had been a frightful explosion near Horse Island. But they were familiar with disaster in the pack, for through the years more than two score sealing ships and close to a thousand men had been destroyed by the consuming ice. They guessed the truth: that in the early hours of dawn on March 16 something had touched off the powder in Viking’s hold. And they knew with certainty that those who had survived the blast and the flames which followed would die quickly on the ice unless help came.


  From the south and from the north the rescuers drove into the pack—but the barrier might as well have been composed of adamantine rock. Onshore gales had rafted it so heavily that not even an ice-breaker could have broken past its outer ramparts. The scalers tried. They drove their greenheart-sheathed vessels against those ramparts until wood shrieked and splintered and steel plates buckled. The measure of how hard they tried is to be found in the fate of the Sir William, a wooden schooner of two hundred tons out of Port Union who, in this hour, took the ice with as little hesitation as if she had been sheathed in steel. She found a little lead, drove into it, and two hours later was a crushed and sinking wreck. Her men escaped to safety aboard the Eagle, but the Sir William died.


  Nor could Franklin make any better progress. She was not built for ice and could not risk the bruising which Sagona later dared—though not even Sagona could get through. The two steamers lay six miles off the island, and
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it deals have duly earned
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