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CHAPTER I.—MERELY INTRODUCTORY.
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Readers may remember the story told by an ancient mariner
which was published last November. This was an account of a
cruise which Capt. Reynolds, of New London, Conn., made in the
South Seas twenty-six years ago. This voyage, so far as the South
Seas were concerned, ended at the South Georgia Islands, where
the captain and his crew remained until driven out by the
ice.

These islands are situated exactly 1,000 miles east of Cape
Horn, with an oceanic current running directly from the southern
end of the American Continent to them. Here is the most beautiful
harbor in the world—the Cumberland. It is surrounded on
three sides by lofty mountains which rear their heads straight
upward 16,000 feet above the sea, and down whose sides five
cataracts flow. But wild and rugged as are those mountain peaks
and tempestuous as may be the ocean out beyond, no storms are
ever felt within the harbor, although looking upward the sailor
can see them raging around the mountain tops.

Resting on the bosom of the placid waters, his ship scarcely
moving by the gentle waves, with golden sunshine falling all
around, looking upward tornadoes, rain and snow will be seen
raging among the upper cliffs.

But there is another harbor on this island of quite a
different character.

Capt. Reynolds and his crew anchored in Frenchman's Bay and
there found a house built of ship's cabin timber, every inch of
which was carved with the history of four men, who had been lost
off Cape Horn and their vessel carried by the current to this
island. They had been lost twenty years before, and had lived in
this house for seventeen years, according to the records which
they carved upon its walls.

After the seal rookery had been visited, the captain organized
a volunteer investigation party to explore the interior. Coming
to the top of a mountain range, they let down John Sands, who was
lost in the Arctic Ocean on the ill-fated Narvach, to find a path
for them. He called back that he thought a way could be found,
but they had better leave the rope hanging in case they were
obliged to return by it. The whole party descended, but soon were
obliged to repeat the performance, and when they reached the
valley, half a dozen ropes were hanging down the mountain
side.

It was well they left them, for on examining the valley into
which they had descended, they found that it was walled in by
precipitous mountains, and that this one point upon which they
had stumbled by accident or by fate was the only place they could
be crossed. And if those ropes had not been left, they probably
would have died in that lonely place, for this cave was cut off
from the ocean, as well as from the rest of the island. All along
in front were breakers which rendered the approach of any boat
impossible. The beach was thirty miles wide and was strewn with
the wrecks of a thousand ships, which had been lost off Cape Horn
and drifted to this place with the current. Once in this cove, it
was impossible to leave it.

During the afternoon of the first day which the party passed
in this place, one of those thrilling occurrences which sailors,
in either the Arctic or Antarctic Oceans, are always on the
lookout for, happened.

As the little party of adventurous men were exploring the
valley, Capt. Reynolds saw in the distance what he thought was
the work of human hands, but whether it was the portion of a ship
which had escaped the anger of the breakers and been tossed up on
the shore, or was really a human habitation, he could not say.
But, approaching, they found that it was a hut, rudely and
imperfectly yet warmly constructed out of ship's timber. Many a
time, and in most unlikely places, had such habitations been
found by the crew during this cruise. The first thought of every
man was to examine and see if there was any one living in it,
although with but little hope, for if the four men who had been
cast in Frenchman's Valley could not survive, what chance could
there be for any one in this deserted spot?

And yet it was inhabited. As they drew near the cabin, a man,
bearing no evidence of starvation or of hardship, and with the
manners of a refined gentleman, came out and addressed them.
There was nothing in his conversation or his actions which would
indicate a shipwrecked man, or one pining in loneliness in that
solitary place.

On the contrary, he had the appearance of a man well satisfied
with his surroundings, and he greeted the men politely and
cheerily, but not with that joyous gratefulness which they were
accustomed to find in men rescued from such a situation.

He received their salutations there as coolly as if the
meeting had occurred in the center of civilization. They entered
his hut and he entertained them frugally, of course, but as
politely as if the meeting had been in New York.

Of course, their first inquiry was as to how he came there,
and from what ship he was lost, and to these queries he replied
briefly:

"My name is George Wilding. I was shipwrecked off Cape Horn a
year ago. Our ship was a whaler, homeward bound. Ten of us
escaped in the long boat, but I alone survived. After weeks of
drifting, my boat was thrown upon the reefs in front of this
cove, smashed to pieces, and I borne in to shore by the
tide."

This was all he told them then, but he afterward left this
record of strange adventure.

CHAPTER II.—THE FIGURE OF A MAN.
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As to who I am, a very few words will be sufficient. Three
years ago I left a seaport town on the Atlantic Coast for a
whaling voyage in the South Seas. When in latitude 65, and almost
directly south of Cape Horn, our ship was wrecked, and after
various disasters I found myself alone in a boat drifting rapidly
southward. Icebergs could be seen in every direction, and on the
tenth day after the wreck I sighted one straight ahead which
appeared immovable and extending to the horizon on the east and
west. All day I floated in sight of this towering mass of ice,
each hour some feature of it growing more and more distinct,
until at last, as night came, I feared, with good reason, that my
frail boat would be dashed against it and I lost.

All that night I remained awake, watching the great mass as it
drew nearer and nearer, or rather as I drew nearer to it. But the
contact did not come that night. When morning broke I was still
at some distance from it, and could now see that instead of an
iceberg floating in the sea, it was all one solid mass, its cold
peaks of glittering ice towering mountain high before me.

In many places these peaks arose precipitously from the ocean,
against which the long billows broke themselves with steady
sweep. But here and there I could detect openings which had all
the appearance of bays, or inlets, into a continent of ice.

I managed to row into one of these, and found that the ice
sloped gradually down to the level of the water as on a beach. I
landed, and drawing my boat up, fastened it to a jagged piece of
ice, and started out upon an exploring expedition.

Climbing to the highest elevation, I found in front of me a
long, level plain of ice, extending as far as the eye could
reach, and I determined upon exploring it. So, returning to my
boat, I managed by pushing and hauling, to draw it far enough up
the sloping ice to be above the tide, and there left it in a sort
of cove, which was so shaped as to block it from slipping back
into the ocean and becoming lost. For I never dreamed but that I
would soon return to the boat, possibly for the purpose of rowing
out to some whaler which might drift into this latitude.

And yet I knew ours was the only ship which ever had come that
far south, and it was driven there by the storm. However, living
is hope in the human breast!

There was I, a thousand miles from any known land! Out of the
track of vessels. All alone on a great continent of ice, with
scarcely provision to last a week, and yet making fast my boat
for a return to an unknown ship which common sense should have
told me would never come.

Having then made my boat safe, I tied together a cask of water
and some provisions and started on my exploration, dragging them
over the slippery ice behind me. I chose my direction as nearly
south as was possible, for what reason or why I was moved to do
so I could not then have told, but I learned later. I had
traveled probably five miles, and the polar sun was sinking down
for a few hours, dip below the horizon, for this was the season
of long days and short nights, when I was startled by seeing far
ahead, in the dusky twilight, what appeared to be a rude hut.

Could it be that other unfortunates had been wrecked on this
part of the great iceberg? flashed through my mind. Anyway, I
resolved to push forward as rapidly as possible and see. Even
should I find no inhabitant, the hut would at least provide me
shelter and a chance for rest and sleep.

And here, the first of the strange happenings which occurred
to me in this strange land, was brought to my attention. I
plainly heard in my ears, as if some one standing close to me had
spoken, the words:

"Courage. Seek the house and all will be well."

Those who have seen the great fur coats and caps which Arctic
whalers wear, will readily understand how a person might slip up
near another from behind, or the side, without being seen, and I
turned around to look at the person who spoke. But, although I
turned completely around and surveyed all points of the compass,
I could see nothing but ice.

Not a living being of any kind was in sight.

At first I was overwhelmed with astonishment, then the
astonishment turned into gray fear.

"The cold and the trials and the weariness of the journey had
affected my brain," was the thought which came to me.

A few minutes came another shock which nearly completed the
work of terror the first had begun.

Ahead of me, not more than fifty paces, I saw the figure of a
man standing out clear and distinct against the boundless expanse
of white snow and ice.

But the next instant it was gone! It did not move from the
place it was standing, did not disappear behind a hillock of ice,
for the great plain was as smooth as a floor. It simply
disappeared.

I was so overcome with fear—not at any idea of ghost,
although sailors are notoriously superstitious—but from
fear that my mind was wandering. I was so overcome, I say, that I
stood stock still, and this exhibition of terror, I afterward
learned, was the means of saving me from seeing the apparition
again—a sight which, I believe, would have completely
crazed me. But although I saw nothing again, I heard the voice a
second time bidding me press on to the hut with all haste, and at
the same time, I cannot tell how, there came new strength in my
body and new vigor in my brain. I walked rapidly on, and within
half an hour reached the hut.

It was a veritable house that I saw as I drew nearer. But so
strange had been my journey that at no time would I have been
surprised to see it suddenly disappear from the icy plain and
leave nothing but a mound of ice to mark the goal of my
pilgrimage.

It was a small building, not more than 10x12 in dimensions,
but strongly built of logs, a fact which surprised me greatly, as
there certainly was no timber in that icy region.

The interior was comfortably fitted up with a bed, a table,
some chairs and a stove, in which a hot fire was burning. To the
latter I rushed and held my benumbed hands close to its
comfortable sides.

I tell you, after days of drifting on a stormy polar sea, and
a day's travel over frozen fields of ice, a fire is a rare
comfort.

After getting the chill off the outside of me, and my joints
loosened up a little, I took a more careful look at the cabin,
and then noticed that the table was laid for supper and that
there was only one plate. But this was no time for ceremony. The
man for whom the meal was provided would well excuse a
shipwrecked mariner for devouring it. I sat down with a clear
conscience and did so.

After my hunger was satisfied I sat thinking. It is a true
fact that a man seldom thinks until his animal wants are
satisfied. I mean, think in the common use of the word, which is
merely recalling memories. When he is in a tight place he
reasons. I am using these words now in the vulgar, not the
scientific sense.

So I sat thinking. The man whom I thought I saw must have been
the owner of this place and no doubt he had stepped behind some
icy hillock and so disappeared. But the words I heard? Well, I
was too tired to speculate upon them, and after waiting a decent
length of time for the owner of the hut to return, I threw myself
upon the bed and fell asleep.

CHAPTER III.—I WISH TO TURN BACK.
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When I awoke, after ten hours of sleep, such as I had not
enjoyed for many a day, the cabin was as I had left it when I
turned in, except that the fire was burning low. Everything else
remained the same. No one had entered while I slept. Food for
breakfast I found in a cupboard behind the stove, and as I was
preparing my meal I saw a placard on the wall which I was quite
certain had not been there the night before. It read:

"This hut was erected for shipwrecked mariners. When you have
rested, travel due south."

That was all, but the meaning was plain. There must be people
living somewhere in this country. Hence I was on what many
geographers had supposed this great mass of ice to be—a
frozen continent.

But if there were people living on it, then some portion of it
cannot be covered with ice.

After preparing and eating a hearty breakfast, I set out for
the south, guided by my pocket compass, which, fortunately, I had
placed in the boat before we left the ship. I traveled ten hours
that day, and again came to a cabin which I entered and found
provisions for a meal. No one met me, and a second time I lay
down and slept. A similar placard was on the walls of this hut
also, directing me to continue my journey southward.

After five days of travel over the snow, I thought I could
notice a change in the atmosphere for the warmer, and in a couple
of days more saw unmistakable evidences of a change of climate.
By and by the snow and ice disappeared and bushes sprang up just
as I had found them doing in going south when exploring the north
polar zone, and coming down the shores of Alaska. And at regular
intervals, during all this journey, I found huts furnished with a
bed, a fire, provisions, and the usual placard.

One morning, after I had been traveling over ground, instead
of ice, for several days, a startling thing happened to me. I had
found my cabin, as usual, eaten and slept in it. But in the
morning, after breakfast, I was astonished to see a small slip of
paper lying on the table, where I had eaten a few minutes before.
I was quite certain it was not there while I ate, as I had sat at
the table for quite a while. Who, then, could have placed it
there? So far in my journey I had met no one, neither had I seen
any evidence of human beings. I opened the paper and found it was
a note, saying:

"At your next station you will meet a guide who will conduct
you to the city."

Very kind and hospitable of them, I thought to myself. And
from the wording of the note and the placards on the cabin walls
no doubt they are civilized.

The information that another day's journey would bring me, if
not to the end of my travels, yet at least to the beginning of
the end, and that I would meet with human beings, spurred me on
and I walked more rapidly than any previous day.

Queer things had happened to me during my brief sojourn to
this ice-bound continent, but a stranger event still was to
happen this day, an event which, perhaps, had much to do with
molding my life, perhaps the future of a great nation I was
approaching. Indeed, I am almost inclined to believe its effects
may possibly, as I was afterward told, be so far reaching as to
include the whole globe.

It is thus that at every turn in life the little things bear
in their turn incalculable results.

You will not have forgotten the man whom I saw for a moment
that first day on the summit of the iceberg, but who disappeared
so suddenly that I was feign to believe him an image of my
demented brain. You may remember, also, the voices which I heard
speaking to me in the awful silence of glittering ice and
infinite depths of sky. And the cottages, or huts, strung at
regular intervals in which I was fed by mysterious hands! But the
most mysterious of all to me was the finding of the note upon the
table, where, half an hour before, I knew it had not been. All
these were full of mystery, but the crowning mystery and, I may
add, crowning glory, came to me this last day of isolation.

When I had walked for probably five hours, and the landscape
was growing more and more like that of an inhabitable country,
with here and there struggling trees and shrubs, I saw in the
distance a human being—a woman.

She was standing still, out on the plain, which was now no
longer a field of ice, and looking toward the north. At first I
stopped in amazement, and then quickening my pace, hurried on
toward her. She remained motionless, as if awaiting my coming,
and when I approached to within a few rods, so that her face
could be distinguished, she smiled a welcome and lifted her hand,
as if beckoning me to her.

Let me pause here and describe this image, which, from that
moment, became my ideal of womanhood and which since then has
ever been enshrined in my heart.

She was tall. Not the tallest woman in the world I had ever
seen, but slightly above the common height. Her figure was
compactly built, with hips slender as a boy's and as graceful,
and with the bust rounded out in the curves of budding
womanhood.

As to her face! It was long and oval, but not with a high
brow. Her complexion clear pink and white, and her hair the
softest of dark brown, fine spun and floating. And her
eyes—not brown nor black nor blue, but of that clear gray
which are the most beautiful God ever made. They are so beautiful
that He entrusts them to but few, even of women.

I loved her from the first moment her face appeared to me on
that barren plain.

As I drew nearer to her she smiled again and said in a sweet
voice:

"Welcome to our land," and although it was the most
commonplace phrase, no music ever sounded sweeter in my ears. For
had her voice not been most musical and her face and form
perfection of artistic grace, these were the first human words I
had heard since the day of the shipwreck. The first human words,
I say, because those I heard out on the ice fields, coming from
no visible person, I could not reckon as human.

I never have been very forward with women—on the
contrary, rather diffident—but I felt no bashfulness with
her. Instead, I rapidly stepped up to her side and asked her one
question after another as to where I was and what land I was
approaching, all of which she answered, still smiling my heart
into her own keeping.

"I am Winnifred, and you are approaching the city of Theon,
the capital of the state, and will reach it to-night. You are now
in the borderland between the state and the land of the ice.
Follow me. I came to lead you."

We walked along after that side by side, she plying me with
questions as to my journey across the ice, although even then I
had an impression that she was doing so merely to hear me talk,
rather than because she did not know every detail of it already.
I noticed, also, that while she talked with me freely and with
perfect ease, she kept, with what I considered needless prudery
at the time, several feet away, and never allowed me to approach
near enough to touch her.

After we had traveled together for an hour or more, we came to
the summit of a range of mountains which sloped gently downward
to a great, level plain, filled with luxuriant vegetation, and in
the center of which stood as fair a city as ever I set eyes upon.
This mountain range appeared circular in shape, surrounding the
plain on all sides, except that far to the south there appeared
on the horizon what looked like the ocean.

Noticing my expression of wonder, she explained:

"You are looking down into the land which surrounds the south
pole, and which contains the oldest nation on the face of the
earth. So old is it that all of art and science which man has
ever been able to think out is there treasured. And it is as you
suspect, surrounded by a wall of mountains, and then of eternal
ice. And the water which you see in the distance is really a
great inland sea, salt as the ocean, although seemingly entirely
cut off from it. Yet it is not cut off. There is a small outlet,
that is, small compared with the great ocean outside, where the
water passes in and out underneath a glacier which towers miles
high and from which are continually dropping the giant icebergs
which float in the southern seas."

"Winnie, Winnie," I repeated half to myself, as we stood
looking down upon the fair valley below. "What a pretty name. But
it is so English that I am surprised. Are some of the inhabitants
of this country of yours descended from the English?"

"Oh, no," she replied, looking at me with her gray eyes in a
way which made my heart beat faster. "You will find all
nationalities represented here in names, for, as I told you, we
combine all of art and learning of all ages of the world. That
surprises you, does it not? You will understand it when you have
been with us a few days. My name was chosen for me by my mother
because she fancied it as a quaint old-fashioned name in an
English book she was reading when I was born."
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