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      I wish we could see you in a glass as they do in the fairy tales. Yet how painful it would be to see, yet unable to alter any dreadful difficulty the ships might yet have to

      overcome.


    




    

      Jane Franklin to her husband




      John Franklin, 1848


    


  




  







  For Ann Tait,




  My wonderful mother-in-law




  







  Part One




  







  London. May 1848.




  I wait, silent, expectant, wary, in the library, the house of Dr Hands, Duke Street, Grosvenor Square by appointment of eight o’clock this evening to see and consult the

  clairvoyant Ellen Dawson. The maroon velvet curtains with gold trim and tassels have been drawn shut. A silver candelabra stands in the centre of an oval mahogany table, which gleams beneath the

  dancing wicks. A scent of beeswax mingles with the cloying perfume of an arrangement of arum lilies massed in a Venetian glass vase on the sideboard.




  Why are we here? The funereal atmosphere, the stuffiness of this overheated room, a fire burning in the grate despite the mild spring night are surely for theatrical effect? I dare not look my

  niece in the eye. Seated beside me, Sophy is nervously twisting her handkerchief into tourniquets.




  As for Dr Hands, he greeted us with the solicitous unctuous manner of an undertaker, deferential guide, anticipating wonders, miraculous visions conjured by visiting neophytes yet by the way he

  tucked his chin into his collar and surveyed the room with professional pride, the scene set and illuminated for his charge, he would not be surprised by them. After all, these spirits are his

  familiars, part of his repertoire and perhaps my husband, Sir John Franklin, is among them. After a final inspection, a courteous bow, he darts through the half-open door once again leaving Sophy

  and me alone.




  When I glance her way, Sophy manages a smile.




  My husband would not approve of such measures. Franklin would abhor these forays into the occult, denounce Dr Hands a treacherous fraud, a veritable brigand, which would bring the colour high to

  his brow, and a tremor through his right arm. He would march me from this Duke Street establishment and ignore my attempts to placate him by saying there had been no desire to look into futurity

  but simply to ascertain that which is now by means of an extended state of vision.




  At this he would throw back his head and laugh, retort that I had an answer for everything whereas he had none, which is the truth – God bless his soul.




  I have never met a man so lacking in words so that when he spoke he sounded borrowed, second-hand, reliant on stock phrases. I should have commissioned my good friend Roget to compile a book, a

  thesaurus of bon mots for every occasion, affectionate billet-doux, epistolary gossip, witty pen portraitures, political dispatches argued with persuasion and cunning. Franklin describes everybody

  alike as being so amiable and agreeable that I cannot tell one from the other despite my exhortations to seek out the faults and not the virtues only.




  There, I allow my thoughts to run as if he were here for me to scold – dear, kind, benevolent husband who would not harm an ant that had ventured across the tablecloth on a lone expedition

  from the jam dish to the sugar bowl.




  Dr Hands now hovers by the doorway. There is a rustle of muslin and lace and a diminutive young woman teeters into the room, perfectly formed like a doll, a froth of golden curls piled high on

  her head, painted lips accentuated into a cupid bow, a hint of rouge highlighting the cheekbones, and the most striking sapphire-blue eyes which linger unblinking on mine. She cannot be more than a

  child and I clasp my hands tight, in thrall and with a sense of being duped at the same time.




  I would be a fool not to expect trickery, would love to fathom how in the end it is done. Yet I am eager as a child at a pantomime. I long to be astonished, a dangerous state of mind, I know,

  but I am restless and tired of waiting and listening to people who can tell me nothing of my husband’s expedition, indeed do nothing except send one another self-congratulatory missives. I

  can hear them now, those fine gentlemen striding the assembly rooms of Admiralty House.




  From Sir John Barrow, Second Secretary – former experience has clearly shown that with the resources taken from this country, two winters may be passed in the polar regions – not

  only in safety, but with comfort;




  The anxiety that prevails regarding Sir John Franklin, and the brave fellows who compose the crews of the two ships, is very natural but somewhat premature; it arises chiefly from nothing

  having been received from them since fixed in the ice of Baffin Bay, where the last whaling ship of the season of 1845 left them opposite the opening to Lancaster Sound –




  and so on.




  Now almost three years have slipped by since the Erebus and the Terror were last seen one month into their voyage tacking close to a berg before they vanished into dense fog and

  since then no news, not a word.




  Despite my pleas and petitions only the Enterprise and the Investigator commanded by Captain James Ross and Sir John Richardson have been dispatched north-west in search of my

  husband’s expedition. Instead I must wait for returning whalers whose wild narratives cannot be trusted at all.




  Have faith, the polar veterans exhort. No other mission has been so meticulously fitted out, so refined with England’s latest inventions. Why, the Erebus and the Terror are

  virtually indestructible, have been strengthened to Herculean proportions. Each externally sheathed with copper and stout planking, internally fortified with strong cross and longitudinal beams of

  Canadian elm, African oak, with iron stanchions and diagonal fastenings. Impervious to ice and independent of wind, I am told, the ships can move at will without sail, powered as they are by steam

  locomotives, brass twin-bladed retractable propellers engineered by the London & Greenwich Railway. And to reassure me further, they elaborate on the ship’s heating systems, tubular

  boilers pumping steam from wardrooms to cabins.




  For the officers’ entertainment, a library comprising seventeen thousand volumes including the complete works of Shakespeare, the latest novels from Thackeray and Dickens, geographical

  magazines and bound copies of Punch.




  As for the stores, preserved tinned provisions, the very best purveyed by Goldner’s Meat Factory, enough to last five or six years at the most.




  No need to worry, my dear, no cause for alarm, the admirals soothe. Relax. Enjoy the winter spas of Evian, Baden-Baden. So Sophy and I trail the continent, anxious, restless, bored.




  Your husband has but to find the North-West Passage, they declare. You can count on it, Lady Franklin, Technology will take him through. He will be the first to discover a lucrative trade

  link between the Atlantic and the Pacific. Victory and the ten thousand pound reward will soon be yours, the very name of Sir John Franklin revered throughout the world. Just think of it.




  And I do, my Lords, with each passing day. So they cajole and flatter in turns.




  Bah! I am sick of the Admiralty, sanctimonious officials, knocking on my door at Spring Street, suggesting that I get out more instead of poring over papers, sifting through every published

  journal, my husband’s instructions, searching for clues.




  And the good ladies, simpering behind their fans – why, poor Lady Franklin, I heard Caroline Fox once declaim, spends most days closeted in her room in such an excited state of feeling and

  has such a sallow look about the skin.




  Should get out more – what do they propose – a tour of the gardens at Kew – when the magnolias are in full bloom. Why, I have ridden at full gallop into Damascus on an Arab

  stallion leading the charge of a Bedouin tribe brandishing their sabres. Or perhaps a gentle promenade along the gravel paths of the Serpentine?




  







  The Erebus. 1847.




  September – month of watermelons




  I, Canot, who have scullioned at the Coq d’Or, played chef to Mayfair club houses, on good wages and bad Bordeaux, who prided myself on that most difficult

  simplicity the fillet, now prepare gulls and foxes à la brochette. My wolf waiting to be skinned is a solid hump and a brace of guillemots rigid with frost.




  Three stoves and a cooking galley. Four bear-fat lamps smoulder with the consistency of chimneys caught on fire. Damp furs, filthy woollens, cast-off boots, tobacco smoke, the stench of vomit,

  sick men, hour upon hour, without even a felt curtain to hide me, these make up the reality of my home.




  I pace the deck, this endless deck. Uphill work, I wish the ice had given us an even heel, now six feet higher on one quarter than the other. The wind screams over the floes and everything about

  the vessel is frozen into stalactites. How wretched everything seems. A blank monotony of mural precipices to the north; rough packed hummocks to the east, flatlands to the west stretching mile

  after mile in smooth sinuous lines like watered silk.




  On the darkening plain near the skating ground, the men are carving sculptures; uniformed monkeys hard at a game of billiards, icicles for cues, life-sized chess pieces, skittle alleys; even our

  Queen Victoria astride a bejewelled elephant, a pack of panthers snapping at her heels. From the crew, bare-breasted mermaids, of course, beseeching Neptune in attitudes of the bordello and

  desire.




  Misshapen gargoyles of the Empire.




  This morning, crossing the ice field, a shower of gold and magenta rays flares on the horizon as if fired from a rocket, trailing sparks across the sky. It is impossible to observe the sudden

  glare of these vivid flashes streaming and shooting fierce as sheet lightning in every direction without fancying accompanying music, the fanfare notes of some celestial choir. Beneath the arched

  mass of flames, movement and light, I have often stood listening for hours but all I could hear was the halting rasp of my own breath.




  The crew shield their eyes from the hypnotic undulations of the Dancing Lights, believe it can undo a man to stare at them for long.




  Officer Tutt has wagered a bottle of cognac that he can build St Paul’s faster than my Rouen. He staggers a little on his skates, has difficulty shovelling fresh snow.




  How my cathedral – those hoary belfries and arched ramparts – soars against poor Tutt’s blunt blocks of ice. I am yet to taunt him with an angel, alabaster wings outstretched

  or a serpent-tongued griffin perhaps, leering from the rooftops, sheer malevolence in talon and claw.




  I climb the beginnings of a spiral stairway carved against a turret wall and see from my gothic window which I have yet to fret with fleur de lys that the tackle of the ships, our wooden world,

  is plumed with perfectly formed crystals like eider feathers. The stalactites of yesterday, jagged and razor-sharp, seem to have evaporated in the infernal mists of frost smoke wreathing the

  horizon. In this glazed eternity one notices such details.




  Nipped, beset, ice-cradled, glued fast on this frozen slab they call King William Land. Shrouded beneath twilight skies, our ship’s head points towards a promontory north-eastward but her

  position changes so constantly there is little use recording it.




  Each morning Reid the ice-master takes up a knife and notches the tally of our incarceration on the main deck beam.




  Seven hundred and twenty-six days on utter darkness borne.




  I am suffocating in this place. Need to draw air deep into my lungs once again. There is nowhere to go, this very ship – the rows of hammocks ranged barely an inch apart, the low ceiling

  on which we bump our heads – we are packed tight as cattle in a pen. And the prospect of another day, squandered, wasted; sand spilling from an hourglass a thousand times over, cloistered in

  this chilling darkness – an intolerable thought.




  Two years since I have been truly alone, complete and at ease with a sense of my own solitude, the innocent pleasure of a country stroll, tangled hedgerows of briar and hawthorn, a

  skylark’s rapturous song.




  Not here – miniaturized by vast Arctic plains, oppressed beneath the shadows of the waiting vessels, the men senselessly looping round and around the rink, the constant terror of wolves

  and bears.




  Lately we have forsaken prayer, entombed as we are in this relentless triumvirate – the ice increases. Everything increases, the cold, the fear for the ships. Surely even angels must feel

  some need for variety.




  Officer Tutt kneels on the rough rubble of his cathedral foundations – no Christopher Wren, he – and unfastens the felt buckles of his skates.




  At the peal of the bells, the men trudge back to the ships, each vessel covered in rough canvas.




  I follow Tutt’s limping progress, skates dangling from one shoulder; driving his wooden stave deep into a fresh bank of snow. A cloud of fog furls around him like the ring around the moon,

  irradiating for one moment the full spectrum of a rainbow, flaring violet, blue, green, yellow, orange, red, an enchanted sorcerer’s cloak only to dissolve colour by colour.




  Tutt takes delicate steps up the dirty foot-trodden gangplank, careful not to burn his gloves on icicled ropes tinkling like chandeliers in the wind.




  When I wrench open the hatchway – Tutt still too feeble – purple clouds of steam gust from the stovepipes. The very air expelled from our lungs reminds me of a set of duelling

  pistols fired through dawn mists.




  In silence we grope our way down the companion-way to the catacombs of the lower decks and the dim soot flicker of lanterns and oil lamps.




  When I salute Tutt at the officers’ country – sixteen windowless cells barely six feet long and five wide – he pauses, gaunt in his frayed woollen uniform, still sporting

  threadbare remnants of gold epaulettes.




  ‘Brooks came down while we were dining,’ he begins in that well-modulated voice of his which once made him such a favourite with the ladies and the press, ‘to say we are

  driving east like a race-horse and a crack ahead.’




  I give a quick deferential nod. ‘Very good, sir,’ I respond in the brisk, encouraging tone this officer would expect. In the gloom, his face hovers before mine, the texture of whey,

  that vile milk dish my nurse used to force me to eat as a boy.




  Tutt starts at a sound of laughter and the strident chords of a Jewish harp echoing from the great stern cabin.




  ‘Sir,’ I venture, ‘the officers await you for the evening’s theatricals.’




  I take my leave before Tutt begins to sob like a child. I am tired of wiping away his tears and explaining they will freeze his lips to his moustache.




  







  Duke Street. Grosvenor Square. May 1848.




  The doctor leads his clairvoyant by the hand.




  ‘Ellen will sit here,’ he says, motioning a servant to remove the candelabra from the table. Ellen Dawson solemnly takes her place with her back to the curtains. She looks

  astonishingly young and her coiled hair shimmers in the half-light.




  Dr Hands bows and assures us that this is scientific, no mesmerism or fraudulent procedures here. How I wish I could trust him. But I believe in nothing.




  At the doctor’s instructions, the girl breathes deeply yet keeps her eyes open. Again they rest briefly on mine then settle on a distant point by the door.




  ‘Are you quite comfortable?’ asks Dr Hands.




  She nods.




  ‘Good,’ he whispers. ‘You shall go to sleep.’




  At the suggestion of drowsiness, drifting, floating, carried downstream on the tides – a tremendous weariness washes over me. I would love to lie still for a moment, sink deeper and deeper

  into oblivion without a struggle or even a sound.




  My head nods. I jerk myself awake – I’m impressionable, I know – and arrange my expression into its usual mask of benign curiosity.




  Astonish me, Miss Dawson, I want to say.




  ‘Are you asleep, Ellen?’ asks Dr Hands.




  She is breathing deeply and evenly.




  ‘Yes,’ she says in a low, languid voice.




  ‘Can you hear only me?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘Good. Who do you wish to choose as your interlocutor?’




  She raises her right arm and points towards Sophy.




  My poor niece gasps.




  ‘Miss Cracroft?’




  The girl nods.




  ‘Good,’ he says again, as if he had always known.




  The doctor informs us in a stage whisper that in order to proceed we must avoid loud noises and sudden movements, and each enquiry should be delivered clearly and calmly.




  ‘Please begin,’ he intones.




  Sophy stares at me frantically.




  ‘Where are the ships commanded by Sir John Franklin?’ she finally asks.




  The girl begins to shudder. Her satin slippers drum against the parquetry floor. Her fingers grip the arms of her chair.




  Theatrical, too tawdry, I think watching her clenched jaws, the whites of her eyes starting to show. I had hoped for something subtler than this amateur performance. Sophy though is

  transfixed.




  We are subjected to more of the same, the neck now rigid, the nostrils distended, that sweet mouth drawn in a rictus grin.




  My feet tingle in their tight black patent boots. I shift my weight on the hard leather upholstery. The room is too close by far but perhaps Dr Hands hopes that one of us will swoon and

  faint.




  Suddenly the girl leans forward.




  ‘I have been a long way,’ she says. The voice is distant, wavering, but fully alert.




  ‘On the sea and the ice and I saw a ship and several people on it, all gentlemen.’




  ‘Describe them,’ exclaims Sophy pressing her palms together as if in prayer.




  ‘One of them was rather old, and rather short and stout, rather dark, with such a nice face.’




  She must have seen the daguerreotypes of the captains and their officers, the series I commissioned before the Erebus and the Terror set sail, which were published in every

  newspaper and periodical in the land.




  I’m no fool but I am startled by Sophy’s enraptured expression.




  ‘Is he quite well, or does he look ill or unhappy?’ she asks, sitting bolt upright, a flush in her cheeks.




  ‘He is well and looks happy and comfortable but perhaps—’




  The girl falters.




  ‘But he seems rather anxious – yet they have plenty of salt beef and biscuits to eat and they wear fur and smell of brandy.’




  I can endure no more.




  ‘Ask which direction the vessels are pointing,’ I hiss.




  At this the girl’s arms begin to flail in the motion of a stricken bird.




  ‘A cloud is there before me,’ she cries.




  Two sovereigns for this! I want to stamp the floor in exasperation.




  Instead, I stifle a yawn and patiently fold my hands on my lap.




  ‘But wait.’




  The clairvoyant fixes me with her gaze, the blue eyes quite unseeing.




  ‘I can espy another ship with this one – and two more not very far away and a captain – tall and lean, scanning the horizon through his glass.’




  ‘Why, it must be dear Captain James Ross,’ Sophy declares, rising to her feet.




  Softly the doctor tiptoes forward and directs my niece to her chair.




  ‘I cannot tell,’ Ellen continues in a thin papery voice, ‘because the cloud has come down again.’




  Poppycock, time to take our leave.




  ‘But wait—’




  I’ve waited long enough, only to subject myself to a retinue of fools – charlatans all, eager for the coins in my purse.




  I am old and tired – yet I sit in parlours half lit, Sophy at my side, fossicking for miracles, for someone to tell me my husband is alive. They wear fur and smell of brandy.




  John doesn’t drink, for goodness’ sake.




  As I nudge Sophy to say enough is enough – the clairvoyant lets out a piercing shriek, which makes my niece jump clean out of her skin.




  ‘The nice old gentleman is clear to me now,’ Ellen cries. ‘And his cabin is endowed with two portraits of ladies.’




  ‘Of course,’ Sophy exclaims, close to tears. ‘The Queen and my aunt. Do you see the other lady?’




  Ellen Dawson sighs and shakes her head.




  Then her words tumble in a rush.




  ‘You must tell her all I have told you – but if she heard me telling it, it would upset her – poor thing—’




  Poor thing, I who have scaled the highest mountain peaks in New Zealand and Tasmania.




  But still the girl continues in a strange affecting staccato, ‘You stop with her – you are always with her now – you must do all you can to comfort and soothe her – and

  all will be right.’




  Sophy sobs into her handkerchief.




  I am touched by my niece’s affection, that unswerving loyalty to her aunt, which gives me all my strength and sometimes frightens me a little. She will never marry and in some

  imperceptible way, with no deliberate influence on my part, I wonder if I am responsible for her fate, Sophy the spinster, shadows of grey streaking her temples, hair scraped back from that

  pencil-sharp parting. And I the sole recipient of her unbridled love – not quite healthy, perhaps.




  ‘Make your mind easy,’ the girl continues, ‘for all is well, all is quite right.’




  The doctor folds his arms and gazes around with a self-satisfied smile. The spectacle must be over and I have learned nothing from the two gold sovereigns pressed in his palm. Complete hum. Once

  again I will leave these sessions with swollen feet and the telltale thump of a migraine behind my eyes.




  ‘Is that all, Ellen?’ he asks.




  Instead of gratifying him with a demure nod of the head, the girl stares straight at me instead.




  ‘There is a man standing behind the lady,’ she announces, ‘he is placing his hands on the lady’s head, his fingers are slender and searching. Hope is large, he says.




  ‘That’s good, that’s a good thing for you – that will be of use to you.’




  At her words I start for I’ve told no one about my visit to Dr Deville, the renowned phrenologist at the Royal Institution lectures.




  I begin to feel uncomfortable beneath the girl’s gaze, that stark expressionless face.




  There is something wheedling about her tone, which captures the essence of Deville’s voice as if he were here, massaging my scalp, leaning forward breathless with observations –

  is not combativeness large, yes, and that’s a good thing for you. Ideality is large, and you feel poetry very strongly and when you write letters you show it in your expressions –

  you are seldom at a loss for words.




  How does this girl know unless they are in cahoots together, but surely not Deville, a respected member of the Royal Society?




  Ellen has lowered her eyes, picture of parlour-room decorum.




  I confess I am quite shaken.




  Dr Hands brings the clairvoyant round, soaring upwards, up, up and out from the depths, out of her slumber. At the snap of his fingers, her face is stilled and smooth. Deville has gone. And my

  husband, the kind old gentleman, what has he become?




  Sophy and I walk home in silence, for I am careful not to betray my emotions. Yes, I am astonished.




  I had written a personal account of my encounter with Deville in my diaries, dusty volumes now stacked at the bottom of a trunk, weighed with Pompeian mosaic, Egyptian mummy

  jars, stuffed lizards, two plaster busts of Tasmanian Aborigines, still wrapped in brown paper.




  Unpacked, unread, twenty years back. I had even forgotten the promising prognosis of those youthful entries – hope is large – that’s good – that will be

  of use to you. And indeed my heart had brimmed large for love, marriage to a man I dared not name, Peter Mark Roget, not even in code. Fool that I was.




  Sophy looks frail, careworn tonight. I kiss her on the forehead before she retreats along the hallway and I seek solace in the Japan Room upstairs.




  Kicking off my boots, I hobble towards the divan, so richly cushioned and brocaded, such genius in the extravagant beaten-copper shelves, the porcelain vases from Nagasaki, the ebony lacquer

  cups, silks framed in gilt mouldings – an elaborate eight-panelled screen of cherry blossom set beside the window. I unbutton the mother-of-pearl fastened high at the collar of my gown, slip

  out of layers of taffeta and lace, struggle with the insufferable hooks, the endless bows and ribbons.




  It would cheer me to wear my Japanese grenadine clasped with silver and gold, but I don’t have the strength. Instead I reach for the comfort of my old cashmere shawl. Besides there is no

  one to see me, except Ellen Dawson perhaps rolling the whites of her eyes, omniscient, stern as a sibyl, deciphering meaning in feverish ink scrawls – so many journals, I blush to think of

  such industry, one entire volume devoted to a three-week visit to Leamington Spa with a second cousin I no longer recall.




  Yet how could this Ellen Dawson begin to apprehend the whispered gossip of twenty years past?




  I plump the bolster, and stretch out on the divan, such a relief to rest one’s creaking bones – at fifty-six no longer young. How have I aged so?




  I should not attend let alone pay for these experiments in extended vision – and if word got out I would be dismissed as foolish, hysterical, a muddle-headed female who sets up for a

  prophet despite the fact that I am fairly sceptical myself.




  But I only have to open my ears to the dreams and visions, the clamour of voices from girls and women all over the country, those psychic sightings of my husband either printed in the newspapers

  or arriving daily in my postbag.




  I confess to a fondness towards a Mrs E of Bolton, for whom no detail goes unnoticed – observing in her correspondence the exact time difference between her home town and the Canadian

  Arctic – when the hour there was nine or ten am (four or five pm at Bolton) she would say. Sadly however her travels over the seas, the jagged maze of the ice, the pious tableaux she

  conjured – Sir J. was reading prayers to the crew who knelt in a circle, with their faces upwards, looking to him and appearing sorrowful – signify nothing.




  And the resounding chorus of illiterates, seamstresses, scullery maids, perfectly uninstructed, unable to read or write, who being cast in a mesmeric state are capable of placing their finger on

  a map showing the exact position of the stricken ships on the north-west side of Hudson’s Bay. And the lunatic siren songs from the insane – My lady, I have took the liberty of thus

  a-Dressing you with a Line through whose hands I hope will forward to you this remarkable dream which I often found too true . . . I saw in my dream 2 air Bloons a great distance off rising just

  like the moon – I said in my dream to myself There’s Sir J. Frankland.




  No help at all. Yet I am drawn to dear Captain Coppin, the Aberdeen surveyor from the Board of Trade who only last month wrote pressing me to check the truth of his four-year-old daughter,

  Louisa, or Weesy as she was called among her siblings. Having died eight months past from gastric fever she first appeared distinctly to the three older children proclaiming that the banker next

  door had expired, which on examination proved to be the case.




  I am intrigued by Coppin, bluff, no-nonsense whaler, paterfamilias of a household of grieving women – Weesy constantly showing them scenes which he could not describe. He confessed to

  having penned an earlier missive but had hidden it instead in a desk drawer, quite alarmed and ashamed by how I might interpret the events that had taken place behind his respectable locked

  doors.




  After subsequent visitations from Weesy, Ann the eldest daughter quite by chance posed the question: Is Sir J. Franklin Alive?




  In answer, according to Captain Coppin, the windows flew open wide, the nursery filled with ice and a blue flare floated back and forth across the dim corners of the ceiling. You could see the

  children’s hoary breaths in the chilled room. Above the cot beds, a ship shone brightly embayed in a narrow creek between two mountains of snow, and another glimmered from a distance. When

  Ann, shivering and entranced, asked which part of the Arctic Ocean, the vessels were situated, the scene vanished and round-hand letters unfurled in grey smoking patterns, Erebus and Terror,

  Sir John Franklin, Lancaster Sound, Prince Regent’s Inlet, Point Victory, Victory Channel.




  I would impress on your Ladyship the necessity of giving such orders to the Commanders of the last Expeditions going out as would cause a diligent search in Prince Regent’s Inlet and

  into the vicinity of Cape Walker as I am certain that Sir J. Franklin is there and nowhere else in the Arctic as predicted by this Child, Captain Coppin concluded in an excited tone.




  Studying the letter – the vicinity of Cape Walker – I recalled a conversation with my husband three months before he was due to set sail. He was gazing deep in thought into

  the fire, with the same brooding downcast expression that had afflicted him ever since he received news of the command, when he turned to me and said: ‘Jane, recollect if I find any

  difficulty, I shall seek to return by the American continent, and if I fail in that I shall go up by the Great Fish River and so get to the Hudson Bay territory.’
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