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In "Dr. Elsie Inglis," Frances Lady Balfour presents a compelling biographical account of one of the most remarkable figures in medical history. This meticulously researched work intertwines narrative biography with historical context, shedding light on Dr. Inglis's groundbreaking contributions to medicine and her unwavering commitment to women's rights. Balfour's eloquent prose combines a vivid portrayal of the Edwardian era's attitudes toward women in medicine with rich personal anecdotes, painting a portrait of resilience and innovation in the face of societal constraints. The book serves as both a tribute to Dr. Inglis's legacy and a broader commentary on the evolving role of women in the professional sphere during the early 20th century. Frances Lady Balfour, an esteemed women's rights advocate and biographer, draws upon her own experiences within the suffragist movement to illuminate Dr. Inglis's tenacity and compassionate drive. Balfour's commitment to social reform is deeply embedded in her writing, as she seeks to honor pioneers like Inglis, who shattered barriers in a male-dominated field. The author's nuanced understanding of the cultural and political landscape of her time enriches the narrative, making it an insightful exploration of both individual and collective struggles for empowerment. "Dr. Elsie Inglis" is essential reading for anyone interested in the intersections of medicine, gender, and social change. Balfour's nuanced portrayal invites readers to reflect on the continual evolution of women's roles in society while celebrating the indomitable spirit of a woman who transformed the lives of countless others. This book not only serves as an inspiring biography but also as a call to acknowledge the past as we shape the future.
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In "The Life and Times of Col. Daniel Boone, Hunter, Soldier, and Pioneer," Edward Sylvester Ellis masterfully chronicles the life of one of America's most iconic frontiersmen. Employing a vivid narrative style that blends historical fact with compelling storytelling, Ellis offers readers a deep dive into Boone's exploits, emphasizing his roles as a hunter, soldier, and pioneer against the backdrop of an expanding nation. This work not only details Boone's legendary adventures but also situates them within the broader context of 18th-century America, highlighting the cultural and geopolitical challenges of westward expansion. Edward Sylvester Ellis, an influential American author and historian of the late 19th century, had a profound interest in frontier life and the formative characters of American history. His extensive background in writing adventure tales, coupled with his fascination with the rugged individualism that defined figures like Boone, drove him to create this biography. Ellis aimed to immortalize Boone's legacy and his contributions to the American frontier, reflecting the era's profound transition and the romanticism of exploration. This book is recommended for both history enthusiasts and casual readers alike, as it not only presents an engaging portrait of Boone but also invites reflection on the American spirit of adventure and resilience. Ellis's rich narrative serves to inspire and educate, making it a valuable addition to any literary or historical collection.
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In "The Log of a Sea-Waif: Being Recollections of the First Four Years of My Sea Life," Frank Thomas Bullen offers a vivid narrative that captures the hardships and adventures of seafaring life during the late 19th century. Written in a strikingly candid and descriptive prose, Bullen's memoir interweaves elements of romanticism and realism as he recounts his early experiences aboard various ships. The text not only serves as a personal diary but also as a reflection of the broader maritime culture of the era, illustrating the challenges faced by sailors alongside the awe-inspiring beauty of the ocean. Bullen's ability to convey the sights, sounds, and sensations of life at sea offers a compelling glimpse into an often-overlooked world. Frank Thomas Bullen was a sailor turned writer whose first-hand experiences profoundly shaped his literary voice. Born in 1857, Bullen embarked on a life at sea at a young age, absorbing the intricacies and realities of maritime existence. His works often reflect his deep-seated reverence for the sea and its mysteries, as well as the camaraderie and struggles among sailors, rooted in his own transformative experiences during this formative period of his life. For readers interested in maritime literature, Bullen's "The Log of a Sea-Waif" serves as an essential text that blends personal narrative with historical context, creating a rich tapestry of life upon the waves. This memoir resonates not only with those intrigued by nautical adventures but also with anyone seeking a profound connection to the human experience through the lens of the sea.
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In "David Crockett: His Life and Adventures," John S. C. Abbott meticulously chronicles the life of one of America's most iconic frontiersmen and folk heroes, Davy Crockett. Through a combination of vivid storytelling and historical analysis, Abbott captures the essence of Crockett's adventures, from his humble beginnings in Tennessee to his legendary role at the Alamo. Written in an accessible yet engaging literary style typical of 19th-century biographical works, Abbott's narrative invites readers into the rich tapestry of American history, exploring themes of bravery, perseverance, and the mythologization of the frontier spirit. John S. C. Abbott, a prominent historian and educator in the 19th century, had a passion for narrating the tales of American figures who embodied the quintessential values of the era: courage, independence, and a deep connection to nature. His background in teaching and writing for young audiences influenced the approachable tone of this biography, aiming to inspire both admiration and critical reflection on the complexities of national identity. For those interested in American history, folk legends, or the cultural significance of the frontier, Abbott's biography of David Crockett is a compelling read. It not only enlightens the reader about Crockett's life but also serves as a mirror reflecting the ever-evolving narrative of American mythology, making it an invaluable addition to any historical library.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Life of Sir John Franklin, R.N.



Traill, H D

8596547166894

448

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In "The Life of Sir John Franklin, R.N.," H.D. Traill offers a meticulously researched biography that captures the adventurous spirit and tragic fate of one of Britain's most renowned Arctic explorers. Spanning the most critical junctures of Franklin's life—from his early naval career to his ill-fated expedition in search of the Northwest Passage—Traill employs a narrative style that deftly intertwines meticulous historical detail with vivid storytelling. Written during the late 19th century, the text reflects a growing public fascination with exploration and the heroic ideals of Victorian society, all while engaging with themes of ambition, perseverance, and the unknown. H.D. Traill, a distinguished writer and literary critic, cultivated his interest in exploration through personal experiences with travel and journalism. His background inspired a profound understanding of the human spirit's resilience against nature's formidable challenges. Traill's scholarship showcases both admiration and a critical lens toward the imperialist undertones inherent in narratives of exploration, not shying away from acknowledging Franklin's flaws alongside his achievements. This book is an essential read for history enthusiasts and anyone captivated by the tales of exploration and adventure. Traill's nuanced portrayal offers a balanced perspective that not only honors Franklin's legacy but also encourages readers to contemplate the complex moral landscapes navigated by historical figures in the name of discovery.
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The ice in the big bay had broken up suddenly that year in the latter part of March before a tremendous ocean swell heaving in beneath it. The piles of firewood and the loads of timber for the summer fishing-rooms on all the outer islands were left standing on the landwash. The dog-teams usually haul all this out at a stretch gallop over the glare ice which overlies in April the snow-covered surface of winter. For weeks, heavy pack ice, driven to and fro with the tides, but ever held in the bay with the onshore winds, had prevented the small boats' freighting more than their families and the merest necessities to the summer stations.

So it came to pass that long after the usual time, indeed after the incoming shoals of fish were surely expected, John Mitchell's firewood still lay on the bank, some twenty miles up the bay. When at last a spell of warm and offshore winds had driven the ice mostly clear, John announced to his eager lads that "come Monday, if the wind held westerly," he would go up the bay for a load. What a clamour ensued, for every one wanted to be one of the crew to go to the winter home. The lads, like ducklings, "fair loved the water"; and though John needed Jim, and was quite glad to have Tom, now of the important age of fourteen years, he did his best, well seconded by the wise old grandmother, to persuade Neddie, aged twelve, and Willie, aged ten, to stay behind.

"You be too small, Ned, yet awhile. Next year perhaps father will take you," was the old lady's first argument. '"Twill be cold in t' boat, boy, and you'll perish altogether."

"Father'll look after me, Grannie, and I'll wrap up ever so warm. Do let me go. There's a dear grannie."

The curly-haired, rosy-cheeked lads were so insistent and so winsome that the old lady confessed to me afterwards, "They somehow got round my heart as they mostly does, and I let 'em go, though sore against my mind, Doctor."

Of course, Willie had to go if Neddie went, for "they'd be company while t' men worked, and he could carry small things as well as t' rest. He did so want to go."

When at length Monday came, and a bright sun shone over a placid sea, the grandmother's last excuse to keep them at home was lost. Her consent was finally secured, and, before a light, fair wind the women watched, not without anxiety, so many of those whom they held dearer than life itself sail "out into the deep."

Progress was slow, for the wind fell away almost altogether as the morning passed, but the glorious warmth and exuberance of life made the time seem as nothing. The picnic in the big trap boat was as good as a prince's banquet. For the fun of "boiling t' kettle yourself," and an appetite bred of a day on the water, made the art of French cooks and the stimulus of patent relishes pale into insignificance. During the afternoon they "had a spurt singing," and as the words of hymns were the only ones they knew, the old favourites were sung and resung. The little lads especially led the programme; and the others remembered Willie singing for them, as a solo, a childish favourite called "Bring Them In."

It was just about seven o'clock in the evening. The boat was well out in the bay, between three and four miles from land, when John noticed a fresh "cat's-paw" of wind, just touching the water here and there. There was scarcely a cloud in the sky, and nothing whatever to suggest a squall. But as he looked again, a suspicious wisp of white water lifted suddenly from the surface a few yards to windward. Like a flash he remembered that the boat had no ballast in her, and was running with her sheets made fast. Instinctively he leaned forward to let go the foresail, but at the same moment the squall struck the boat like the hammer of Thor. Relieved of the fore canvas, the trap should have come to the wind in an instant. Instead, leaning over heavily with the immense pressure, she staggered and reeled as if some unseen enemy had gripped her. Scarcely perceptibly she gave ground, and a lifetime seemed to elapse to John's horror-stricken mind as she fell slowly over, as if fighting for every inch, and conscious of her terrible responsibilities for the issues at stake.

At last, in spite of her stout resistance, and before John could climb aft and get at the main sheet, or do anything to relieve the boat, her stern was driven right under water by the sheer pressure of the storm. Slowly she turned over, leaving all of her occupants struggling in the icy water, for there were many pieces of ice still "knocking around."

The slow rate at which the boat had gone over was one point in their favour, however, for it enabled even the little lads to get clear of the gunwale; and by the help of John and Jim all five were soon huddled on the upturned keel of the boat. The boys being all safe for the moment, John rubbed his eyes, and, raising himself as high as he could, viewed the situation. Alas! the squall had come to stay. Everywhere now the placid surface of the sea was ruffled and angry. The rising, flaky clouds convinced him even in that instantaneous glance that the brewing storm offered them little chance for their lives.

Far away to leeward, not less than four miles distant, the loom of the land was only just visible. Well he realized that it would be many long hours before the boat, with her masts and sails still fast in, could drive near enough to enable them to make a landing. For, like most fishermen in these icy waters, none of them knew how to swim. Moreover, he soon found that the anchor, fast to the warp, had fallen out, and would certainly sooner or later touch bottom—thus robbing them of their one and only chance of escape by preventing the boat from drifting into shallow water.

So cold was it already that it appeared as if a few moments at most must chill the life out of at least the younger children.

"Hold Willie on, Ned, and ask God to bring us all safe home," said John. He told me that he felt somehow as if their prayers were more likely to be heard than his own. He then crawled forward, having made up his mind to try and cut the anchor free, and to get the rope to tie round the boat and hold on the children. His determination was fortified by his anxiety; but it was a forlorn hope, for it meant lowering himself right into the water, and he knew well enough that he could not swim a yard. Then it was done, and he was once more clinging to the keel with the rope in his hand. It was not difficult to get a bight round the boat, and soon he had the children firmly lashed on and the boat was again making fair progress before the wind to the opposite shore.

Hours seemed to go by. The children were sleepy. Apparently they no longer felt the cold, and the average man might have thought that it was a miracle on their behalf, for God knows they had prayed hard enough for one. But John recognized only too well that it was that merciful harbinger of the last long sleep, which had overtaken more than one of his best friends, when adrift in the storms of winter. And still the age-long journey dragged hopelessly on.

At last the awful suspense, a thousand times more cruel for their being unable to do anything, was broken by even the welcome incident of a new danger. Breakers were visible in the direct course of their drift. "Maybe she'll turn over, Jim," whispered the skipper. "I reckon we must loose t' children for fear she does." This being effected as promptly as their condition allowed, Tom was told off to do nothing but watch them and keep them safe. For already the men had planned, if the slightest chance offered, to try and get the masts out while she lay on her beam-ends.

The breakers? Well, they knew they were only of small extent. There was a pinnacle of rock and a single sea might possibly carry them over it; but the peril of being washed off was none the less. Now they could see the huge rise of the combing sea with its frowning black top rushing at the shoal, and smashing into an avalanche of snowy foam. They could hear the dull roar of the sea, and its mighty thunder, as it curled over and fell furiously upon itself, for want of other prey.

"Good-bye, Jim," whispered the skipper. "The children is all right either way, but one of us may come through. Tell 'em home it was all right if I goes."

Almost as he stopped speaking, the rising swell caught the craft, and threw her once more on her beam-ends. As for a moment she lay on her side, the men attempted to free the masts, but could do nothing, for the boat almost immediately again fell over, bottom up. But a second comber, lifting her with redoubled violence, threw them all clear of the boat, turned her momentarily right way up, and then breaking into the masts and sails, tipped her for the third time upside down, flinging her at the same instant in mad fury clear of the angry water. So violent had been the blow which had thrown them clear, that they must inevitably all have perished, had not the last effort of the breakers actually hurled the boat again almost on the top of them. Clutching as at a straw, the two men caught the loops of the rope which they had wound round their craft, but they could see nothing of the other three. Suddenly, from almost directly under the boat, Tom's head appeared within reach. Grabbing him, they tried to drag him up on to the keel. Rolling in the wake of the breakers which still followed them with vicious pertinacity, they twice lost their hold of the boy, their now numbed limbs scarcely giving them strength to grasp anything. It seemed of little account at the time either way. But their third attempt was successful, and they got the lad once more on to the bottom of the boat.

Of the children they saw no more. Only when Tom had revived somewhat could he explain that the capsizing boat had caught them all three under it as in a trap, that he had succeeded, still clinging to Willie, to get him from under it, and that he was still holding his brother when he first came to the surface. After that he did not remember anything till they were calling to him on the boat's bottom. The men were sure that it was so—that because he had been true to the last to his trust, he had been such a deadweight the first two times he came to the surface.

And now began again the cruel, wearisome, endless drift of the water-logged boat toward the still distant shore, lightened but little by the loss of the loved children. There was no longer any doubt left in their minds; unless something could be done, none of them would possibly live to tell the tale. It was the still active mind and indomitable courage of the skipper which found the solution. Crawling close to Jim, he said: "There's only one chance. We must turn her over, and get in her, or perish. I'm going to try and loose t' masts."

Swinging himself once more into the bitter-cold water, he succeeded in finding the slight ropes which formed the stays, and though it is almost incredible, he actually managed to cut and free them all, before Jim hauled him back, more dead than alive, on to the boat's bottom. At all hazards they must right the boat and climb into her. Their plans were soon made. Tom, placed between the two men, was to do exactly as they did. Stretching themselves out, and holding the keel rope in their hands, they all threw themselves over on one side, lying as nearly as possible at full length. The boat responded instantly, and their only fear was that, as she had done before, she might again go right over on them. But there were no masts now to hold the wind, so she stood up on her beam-ends. As the water took the weights of the men, it was all they could do to get her over. Moreover, the task was rendered doubly difficult and perilous by their exhaustion and inability to swim when the keel to which they were holding went under water. But their agility and self-reliance, evolved from a life next to Nature, stood them in good stead, and soon all three were actually standing inside the water-logged boat. The oars, lashed under the seats, were still in her, and, though almost up to their waists in water, they began sculling and rowing as hard as their strength and the dangerous roll of the sunken boat would permit.
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