
[image: A Suffragist’s Guide to the Antarctic, by Yi Shun Lai.]




[image: A Suffragist’s Guide to the Antarctic, by Yi Shun Lai. Atheneum Books for Young Readers. New York | London | Toronto | Sydney | New Delhi.]







[image: Image]






For Jim, who has never expected anything less than bravery.

For Roz, without whom this book would not be.

For Livia: Go forth.

And for Dad, in fond remembrance of our own real-life Antarctic adventure.






ANTARCTIC EXPEDITION FEARED LOST!

Staff Editorial, London Daily Times

1 November 1914


Amidst the carnage of the Great War, another strike against hope: Sir Douglas Henderson’s much-anticipated crossing of the Antarctic continent is presumed doomed, with all crew members assumed deceased. As there has been no communication from the expedition ship The Resolute since mid-October, one must assume the worst.

The news from the expedition was already bleak, with colder-than-usual temperatures in the Antarctic spring setting the timeline back by weeks. The ship became locked in sea ice a mere hundred miles from their desired destination on the Antarctic continent. Then the oil for the engines that were meant to propel the expedition sledges across Sir Douglas’s beloved “Blue Continent” was reported hopelessly frozen, rendering the sledges useless even if the crew could manage to make shore. Who knows what other bad luck has befallen the expedition since it last sent word?

Among the missing crew is Canadian Clara Ketterling-Dunbar, the only woman on crew and first-ever woman on any polar expedition. This newspaper has found fact that she is a member of the Women’s Social and Political Union, that group of dangerous suffragettes angling for a voice in what is rightfully a man’s world!

Sir Douglas would have been well advised to not overlook the old truism that women on board are bad luck to begin with.








Imperial Cross-Antarctic Expedition, 1914

Diary of Clara Ketterling-Dunbar

18 November 1914

(Day two marooned on the ice.)

Wind E x SE. Visibility good.

Biscuits and berry preserves for breakfast.

Patience poker with Higgins.

Read some of R volume of encyclopaedia.

Two days since the sinking of The Resolute, and already there is the frisson of panic among our crew, only barely masqueraded by light boredom. The Boss says we must wait until some leads open up for our lifeboats to make a move, but all around there is nothing but solid ice, interrupted by more ice: ridges, hummocks, and hillocks.




19 November 1914

(Day three marooned on the ice.)

Winds calm. Visibility middling.

Tinned ham, tinned peas for dinner. Tinned Victoria sponge for pudding. No. Not really. In my admittedly limited knowledge, no one has yet invented tinned Victoria sponge.

Surely, the leads will open as we head into the Antarctic summer. But Wilson says this is the coldest year yet. He is not hopeful.

Spoke briefly to Figgy whilst between chores.

Figgy: We’re doomed, aren’t we?

Me, fighting down my own panic, loudly: Don’t be ridiculous.

Figgy, staring angrily all around him, flinging arms up in the air: Ugh! What would a woman know about an expedition, anyway?

What he doesn’t know is that I can’t ever betray the extent of my fear.

Never was a wide open space so terrifying.


20 November 1914

(Day four marooned.)

Winds easterly. Floe is, damn it all to hell, holding very firm.

Predict will be here for some time yet—not even the tiniest lead to be seen anywhere.

Trying to keep my counsel, because God knows what would happen if the crew saw a woman “getting hysterical.”


21 November 1914

(Day five marooned.)

If one is to keep a diary, one must ensure that it will be of use to someone. Billings is already keeping the wind log; Wilson is tracking the floe; Higgins is still taking pictures despite the fact that many of his glass lantern plates are God knows where on the seabed of the Weddell by now; Givens is painting pictures, just in case Higgins runs out of film, and also for those patrons of the expedition who would rather look at paintings than photographs or glass lantern slides; Cook has all his recipes written down. Whatever is the point of one more voice among the many?

Perhaps a new project will distract me from my rising fear.

Hang it all; diaries be damned; I am now writing:




A SUFFRAGIST’S GUIDE TO ANTARCTICA.

Hello. I am Clara Ketterling-Dunbar, and I’ll be your guide through the Antarctic. I am one of twenty-eight crew members of The Resolute, rest her mast and timbers, and I write to you from a for-now-warmish tent sat on a large ice floe roughly one hundred miles from the shore of the Antarctic continent itself. I am American. I am eighteen, although I have told the crew I am twenty-one. This is the first time I have admitted these two facts on the page.

Of the crew, only The Boss and MacTavish know of my origins. Everyone else believes me to be Canadian; the sentiment toward Americans is not of the most favorable caliber, shall we say. And, probably most importantly, no one knows much of my activities in England before we embarked on this accursed expedition.

I am far too aware of everyone’s feelings toward Americans; much as we have dragged our feet in getting women the vote, we have also shamefully been incapable of providing leadership in the Great War, which, so far as we know, is either still ongoing or has ended in the time since we have been away from civilization—and therefore, from most news of the world apart from what we were able to receive on our wireless before we went out of range. We had just pulled away from Liverpool when the order came for England to go to war; pulling into Portsmouth we had readied the ship to be turned over to war concerns, but the King himself encouraged us to “proceed” for “God and Country.”

(I am still parsing this; for the life of my American soul, I cannot quite comprehend the import this seems to carry for everyone else on this ship. Even our Aussie, Higgins, seems besotted with the phrase, although he’s just as likely to use it when he wins a poker hand as he is for matters as weighty as world war.)

One day soon I hope this will actually be a guide to Antarctica for women. For now, we may generously refer to it as a guide to the Antarctic area, as our expedition has yet to reach our goal of the Antarctic continent. One mustn’t be too fussy when one is talking in such grand scales: Antarctica is a very, very large place, expanding and shrinking according to the whims of the ice pack and floes clustering near its shoreline.

Our ship’s geologist, Wilson, would argue with me here. He would say land is land and should not be confused with ice, but I much rather prefer the imagery of a place breathing and growing and shrinking with the seasons. Anyway, this is not a geologist’s guide.

Antarctica is so large, in fact, that we had planned to take four whole months to walk from shore to South Pole, where we would meet another crew and restock our rations and then all together complete the trek across the continent, but our lack of ship seems to have scuppered that plan. I hope our other crew will not hang about too long, like a sad suitor waiting for a date that will never come.

I digress. Let me begin by saying that, should this diary be found without me, you would do well to disregard everything before this entry. What comes before now seems to my eyes to be a hackneyed, homely recounting of life aboard The Resolute. Plenty of other diaries on this expedition will recount the card games, our monthly haircutting nights, the lantern-shows of life in exotic locales….

From here on in I will endeavor to provide you with an honest recounting of everything you need to know to survive here.

Let us begin with the most important item of all.

The Ship.

Ours is called The Resolute. Although she has left us for her watery grave, I will speak of her in the present tense, because I do not much feel like admitting her departure.

Your ship is your home. Treat her well. Her various parts will become living room, sitting room, bunks. Her decks may become gaming areas on the days, say, when one is locked in ice and cannot go anywhere. Her decks are also housing for our many, many dogs, which I will come to a little later.

We are now six days on the ice, since our Resolute went down, and I fear I will never be able to unhear the shrieking and groaning of her keel as it was slowly crushed by sea ice, the booming cracks of her hull as great shards of floe pressed their ways into her belly. It resonates in my sleep.

Oh, I’ll never forget it. As our beautiful barquentine—our home for the last four months—went down, the ice floes that had worked so hard to stave in her hull just closed over where she’d gone down, knocking against one another like so many dominoes, as if they’d finally defeated their nemesis and were celebrating. The gently rippling water made it apparent there would be nothing left to mark that she’d been there, that she’d protected us from the elements so gracefully, without asking anything in return but that we take care of her.

I am reminded of our rage, in the days after our letter box–bombing campaign, to see no coverage in the press whatsoever: so much had happened, and yet, there seemed to be no evidence of our actions. Everything seems fruitless then, doesn’t it, if there is no public record? It would be weeks yet before we heard from a well-placed source that Parliament had gone so far as to direct the press to delay all mention of the actions of the suffrage movement whilst they gauged our impact; it was a far cry from the days when we were press darlings—a most abrupt, unwelcome shift. (Is it churlish for me to want the battle for women’s rights to have just as much coverage as impending war? Is it not, after all, a civil war of sorts?)

I stayed to watch the place where The Resolute had gone down for some time, even when the floes stopped making their eerie racket and had gone on to float placidly, in desultory fashion, to other waters. I wanted to somehow mark with my eye—take a picture with my memory, as Mama has encouraged me to do so many times—of the place where our home had gone down. But of course, water does not allow for that. Everywhere one looks it is the same now; the patterns in the floes move constantly, and if you take your eyes off a spot for just one second, you cannot find where you were looking again.

I must leave this for later. Cook is calling for me.

(Nota bene: Cook stomps everywhere, such that we joke that he may one day posthole himself into the water, and then where would we be? “Time for dinner, Clara,” is his normal call, followed closely by, “Come help me with the biscuits?” as if he is asking, but we all know by now that he isn’t asking. Cook does not ask when it comes to matters of the stove.)

Biscuit duty calls, damn the biscuits. I am weary of them.




22 November 1914

I feel a renewed sense of purpose upon recasting this diary as something useful. May it prove of service to any woman who comes after me. Let me resume with some good information about some of the people you may encounter on the ice.

Your expedition boss. We actually do call ours “The Boss,” but your moniker may vary depending on your feelings. Ours obviously also has a Christian name; he is called Douglas Henderson, and he speaks not very much and moves like silk. One can never hear him coming. Extent of this trait yet to be fully gauged, as everything sounds louder on the ice, out in the open.

When The Boss speaks, one pays attention. Your expedition leader will likely command the same attention, although this may be entirely due to his—or her!—level of experience and the British love of all things hierarchy. Ours has been to the Antarctic twice and the Arctic once, twice as assistant expedition leader and once as expedition leader. No word on what qualifies one to be an assistant or leader. One does not ask such questions. Indeed, if one is to believe the seasoned members of the crew, one should never have a need to ask questions of The Boss, ever.

This is familiar territory. At the Women’s Social and Political Union, Emmeline Pankhurst, the founder of the organization and until recently my hero in all matters suffrage, would have nothing other than total obedience to her methods, which made her unilateral decision to lay down arms in favor of serving the British war effort truly infuriating. You can see how a young woman could be so frustrated that she signs on to a cockamamie expedition to the Antarctic!

But I digress. We are still speaking of bosses and their usefulness.

I don’t yet know if The Boss’s apt command of our crew is due to his style of delivery or his message. The Boss’s favorite message to me is “Leave it, Clara.” He delivers this command quietly but sternly, as he does most of his commands. It comes out of the side of his mouth, like I’m a toddler underfoot and he can only be half-bothered to address me. The first time he did it, I had to pause to make sure I had heard correctly. It had been some time since I let anybody talk to me like that, and he had that pipe sticking out of the side of his face, so I didn’t truly believe he’d said it. But then he beetled his eyebrows and took the pipe out of his mouth and said it again, clear as crystal glasses: “Leave it, Clara.”

Well, I blushed clean to the roots of my hair, which was unfortunate. I always blush when I’m angry, and everyone mistakes it for something other than what it is. Tate, who was standing nearby when it happened that first time, turned his head away, like he couldn’t stand to see me blushing. Good man, that Tate. The suffragists would have liked him. They’d have called him sympathetic, and for a man, that’s the highest praise one can give.

I remember very clearly what I did that first time to make The Boss tell me to leave it. We were on the deck of The Resolute, although really, where else would we be?

Figgy was making an absolute shit of getting the dogs squared away in their kennels for our voyage. How hard can it be? The dogs have different faces, different bodies, different moods even, and you can tell them apart like day and night, but there was Figgy, looking at the names painted above the kennels and vainly trying to search in the dogs’ shaggy scruffs for the names stitched onto their collars, all while they nuzzled and yipped and made their racket.

I was coiling up the ropes then, and I watched him glancing back and forth, back and forth, until I just couldn’t stand it anymore.

I dropped the end of the rope midcoil and was about to go over and just do it for him, and that’s when The Boss said it. “Leave it, Clara.”

I jumped. The man moves so quietly. If you’re lucky you’ll catch a whiff of his pipe before he gets to you; it’s the best way to tell when he’s near. I stared at him for a second, and that’s when he said it again, unmistakable.

By then I’d figured out that one does not cross The Boss without very good reason, so I went back to working the rope. Ever since then, his voice rings in my head whenever I think of taking something into my own hands. “Leave it.” I bite the inside of my cheek and think quick of something workmanlike to distract myself with.

The second time it happened, watch was changing over and I was frustrated at having to actually go wake up the next watchmen. The third time, it was my turn at poker and I’d already lost two lumps of sugar and a chocolate square to squirrely old Cook and our keen carpenter, Amos, respectively, and I believe I may have been thinking of accusing one of them of cheating. The fourth through nineteenth, who knows what I turned back to? It hardly matters.

The last time it happened was when our Resolute was cracking up. Wood was splitting right below our feet; we could feel it through our soles. We were all passing boxes in a line so they could be dropped over the side and down the chute Marvin and Hayes had rigged up at the side of the ship, and then I remembered the glass lantern plates Higgins had brought down to The Ritz for an evening’s entertainment just a few days before the very cold snap, before the ice started growing, like the devilish beast it is, and closing in on us. (In those fraught days, The Ritz went from being just a place we gathered in the belly of The Resolute to a place of great comfort and even joy. How I wish we could recreate it on the ice!)

I stepped out of line to go fetch them, and wouldn’t you know it, The Boss was right there. “Leave it, Clara.”

“But Boss, Higgins’s plates…”

He shook his great shaggy head. None of us had had a haircut in some time. Everyone had been worried The Resolute would crack, and one does not want any of your mates near your head with shears when they are on edge. “Whatever it is, leave it. You shouldn’t abandon your place.”

Sure enough, the line had backed up. To my left, Per was piled up with three boxes already, since the men on his left hadn’t quite noticed I’d left the queue. And to my right, Hotchkiss was sniggering, like he couldn’t wait to blame the breakdown of our operations on me or Per. Really, Hotchkiss would blame anything on anyone else. He’s that kind of man. But he’d have been right to blame it on me, so I stepped back into line then.

I still think of those beautiful glass lantern slides, sitting in The Ritz, where we had our last joyful night within the embrace of our Resolute, slowly degrading in seawater, just waiting for someone to collect them.

Higgins tried to be cheerful about it, but I know he thinks of them too. A photographer, he told me, is the sum of his output. He has his camera still, but these particular slides were of back home in Australia, and I know he relished showing them and sharing a piece of his history with us.

I can leave it. I have had some practice since joining up with this lot. Why, just this morning, I have had to bite my tongue multiple times, as some of the men were arguing over who would get to read which volumes of the encyclopaedia. Twenty-eight crew members. Twenty-six volumes of the encyclopaedia. Surely not everyone wants to read at the same time, or even read Q or X at the same time, but it seems they are both very popular, perchance because they are short and interesting at the same time.

The Boss is calling a meeting. I hope it is to tell us what our literal next forward steps are. We have been living on the ice for near a week now, on a kind of semi-permanent knife’s edge as we speculate The Boss’s next move for us. Stern, our expedition’s second-in-command, reminds us that The Boss does nothing without deliberation, but this seems to be taking a little longer than one would expect.


23 November

On days when there’s very little wind and the blubber stove is belching black smoke into the air, I long for the open campfire Mama and I cooked over while we were camping.

Mama was perhaps unusual for her preferences whilst in the woods; where the fashion of the day was to bring as many accoutrements as might remind you of home, Mama chose always only to bring a frying pan and something to turn the fish and our forages with. She preferred even to not bring seasonings. She said the point of eating out-of-doors was to taste the flavor of the woods, the river, the earth. We only ever caught what we thought we could eat.

This is a good place to talk to you about rations, since The Boss has just now informed us that we are to be leaving some of ours behind for a hundreds-mile-long march to Paulet Island in a few weeks.

In truth, I was surprised at the kind of eating that was to be had on board a ship; I think I had prepared myself for biscuits, tinned gravy, and Kendal Mint Cake all the way, or something equally frugal. But our rations, up until fairly recently anyway, were something very closely approximating luxury, especially for life on an expedition. In fact, it’s better than Mama and I ate on our many, many camping trips, although there is so much to be said for fried brook trout over an open fire and wild garlic scapes. There had not been much hunting in our first two months on board, as we were busy sailing. Fishing has not been entirely worthy, especially in these very cold waters, and I think it is this aspect of meat that had me the most intrigued: To open the larder and see a vast wall of jugged hare, tinned hams, to say nothing of all manner of root vegetables! To step aboard the ship and understand that there was a small farm on board, with chickens both for eggs and eating and two fat pigs! Then again, I also could not picture packing all of these heavy things on horseback or even on bicycle for a camping trip, so perhaps one cannot really compare after all.

Live chickens on a bicycle! Pigs on horseback! Really, Clara. The Antarctic life has my thinking addled.

Well, we had exhausted the chickens and their eggs by the time The Resolute sank, anyway, and good thing, too—if I had had to break some chickens’ necks and leave them (can one march towing a crate of chickens?), I’d have done it, but it would have been terrible to bury that good chicken meat in the snow for some scavenging killer whales or horrid leopard seals to root up. (Would leopard seals eat chicken meat? To look at their faces on Higgins’s lantern slides, one would think not. I can picture them turning up their pugnacious noses at chicken when they can have fatty, wonderful, fresh deep-sea fish that needn’t be thawed, or fresh penguin meat.)

At our meeting, The Boss said, “Near everything we need is off the ship now. We shall, in the next few days, have to be making no small amount of serious sacrifice. The weather is fine now, and we need it to be much colder for any travel over the ice to happen.” I stifled a snort. We are at the beginning of the Antarctic summer. Just what does he think will happen? “At the very least,” he went on (The Boss is forever talking over my thoughts; I think I hear him in my sleep), “we will need to pack light to ensure we can travel well over softer snow.”

The Boss paused for some drama, I think. He is well known on the lecture circuit for his command of dramatics. “In the next few weeks, we are making a run for Paulet Island.”

I elbowed Givens. “How far is that?”

Givens furrowed his brow. “Two hundred miles, give or take,” he said. He pulled off one mitten to chew on his nails, and I elbowed him again. “Put it back on,” I said. He looked annoyed but did it; one must make a rigid habit of keeping one’s extremities covered in this climate.

Most everything The Boss does and says is a little like this. A little far-ranging, a little out of everyone’s normal consideration. I have learned not to question him so much.

I didn’t question him when he asked me to sing for my place on the ship, and if ever there were a time for a young woman to question a man’s judgment, it was then. I almost shouted at him that I had not moved across the ocean from one suffragist movement to another only to cave to a man’s whims, no matter who he was. Why, if he were a woman, he would be thrown into the loony bin for such a request.

But I bit my tongue, so sharp was my desire to see a world free from old society’s rigors, and sang a sea chanty. Gwendoline, my very first English suffragist sister, had often sung by way of lifting our spirits after a particularly hard day of campaigning for our right to vote. And then, The Boss asked if I could play cards, patience poker in particular, and then he asked how many fish I had caught on my last trip and what kind.

At that late stage in his planning, The Boss had the air of someone who is easily distracted by the next greatest thing on the horizon. In my case, that could have been the next candidate to come along, and I wasn’t about to give him a reason to doubt my commitment to the expedition and nothing but. So I sang, and told him not only of my skills at patience poker but also at whist and rummy, and even revealed a little of what I had learned from Mama about fishing and hunting. Everything I had read about The Boss said he had a flair for the unusual, and I figured if he wants to know whether a person is capable of entertaining herself and her crewmates whilst on a long boat journey, well, that is within his rights.

The expedition sounded batty from the get-go. Sail down to the Weddell Sea; land on the continent; walk across the continent to meet another boat, which was to take us all home after we’ve planted a flag for Merrie Olde England. All right, why not? In every possible scenario, it was going to be a damn sight more productive in terms of establishing a woman’s place in society than just giving up, like the WSPU had decided to do “in order to support the war effort.” I ask you: However will women gain our rightful place in society if we roll over at the first sign of challenge? However will we gain respect?

Emily Davison would have something to say about this, I just know it.

If she were still alive.

In any case, I suppose I should not have been shocked at The Boss’s suggestion that we walk an additional two hundred miles to Paulet. What’s two hundred more miles on top of the hundreds we were already meant to trudge, anyway?

Surely, The Boss must not intend for us to complete this expedition as originally planned. I believe he means to try to get us home as quickly as possible, although “home” feels fairly far away at this point, especially since the landscape is the same as far as the eye can see—veritable plains of ice, snow, blue sky, and water.

“We’ll never make it.” Givens was grousing next to me.

“Shut it, you’ll get nabbed for mutiny.” I winked at him, trying to jolly him out of his moroseness. Artists are so moody, even the ones who like to tinker with building whole makeshift kitchens.

He wasn’t having it. “I’m just saying,” he said, whispering now, “the ice won’t firm up enough for us to walk on, hauling all our things.”

“Shhhh!” Milton-Jones was glaring at us, and actually, The Boss seemed to be addressing Givens’s worry right then. He was emptying his own pockets out onto the ice—scraps of paper, letters, some pieces of jewelry even. He held up a pocket Bible. “Given me by the Queen Alexandra,” he said, and tore out a single page before dropping the Bible onto the pile too.

“Men,” he said—I rolled my eyes; I was forever reminding him of my presence, it seemed, and I would never get used to being called a man—“we will have to travel light. Anything you can do without, I expect to be on this pile in two days’ time, for in two days we strike camp and make for Paulet Island. Load everything else onto the lifeboats. Milton-Jones will take inventory.”

What is it about men in eyeglasses that makes them look simultaneously all-knowing, insecure, and smug? You’d think Milton-Jones would take just a quiet kind of pride in his work and not worry so much about what everyone else thinks of him. He always looks so pleased when The Boss calls on him, like a cat, or a slug.

We were allowed to keep two pairs of mittens, two pairs of socks, two pairs of woolens, two sweaters, and our coveralls, belts, and hats. Of course our diaries and pencils were a must as well as one set of eating utensils, a tin cup, and a plate. I gave up my Votes for Women motoring scarf, which was useless in the Antarctic cold anyway, and I offloaded the last of my Pankhurst buttons. (I have been thinking, anyway, that perhaps we do not stand for the same things. I bet Pankhurst has women picking up after men and the mess they’ve left behind to go to war.)

It has only been a few hours since this announcement, and the pile draws me to it as a matter of sheer curiosity, a kind of archaeological dig: the men have been hoarding things I never knew they were squirreling away, novels and pictures and fancy-dress items. The Boss spotted Figgy’s banjo on the pile and made him take it back. He says Figgy’s banjo playing keeps our spirits up.

I wonder if Figgy was made to perform at his interview.

Chutney has only today had the bright idea to call our camp “Dump Camp.” Let it not be said that our crew is not witty, even if in the most obvious of manners.

Oh, yes, hoosh. You need to know about hoosh. This is a thing you will be eating day in and day out, probably not for main meals unless things get really bad, but definitely for elevenses and for teatime: it is a kind of porridge made of pemmican and biscuit and snow. The pemmican came to us premade, any kind of dried meat and fat in a cake. I understand our American natives first introduced it to us. You chuck that into a pot with the biscuits and some snow to help break it all down. Cook does not seem to measure these; he just breaks up all the pieces as things heat up and then we get it served in our tin cups.

Be forewarned; if you do not scrape the sides clean with your spoon or fork and you do not take care to scrub your mug out with snow right away, the hoosh will form into a kind of frozen cement on the sides of your mug, and then your tea and Trumilk will all taste the slightest bit of hoosh for some time.

This lesson may or may not be brought to you by personal experience.


24 November

Today seems to be a good day to tell you about the weather conditions you will experience on Antarctica; despite the time of year, the wind is blowing every which way, and today we are hunkered down in our tent: me, Per, Blackburn, Givens, Chutney, and Amos. Burch is nowhere to be seen, a fact that caused us some alarm, but then Givens came tumbling in just as the wind started up, saying he’d heard Burch was playing poker with tent number four, so that was less cause for worry. Thankfully, our camp is fully set up now after a little hiccup this morning, which I will detail to you later.

I have learned the following information from Wilson (lithe, bespectacled, literally professorial; your expedition is also likely to have one of him serving in a geology or meteorology capacity, and you may also jokingly and flatly refer to him as “the Prof.” Ours has been on an Antarctic expedition before and made the weather his métier).

Even though there is some predictability to seasons on Antarctica (warmer temperatures, in the high thirties, even, in the summer months), you are likely to experience weather events like blizzards and high winds no matter what the season. Precipitation is less likely, given that Antarctica is designated a desert and therefore experiences very little of the stuff, but the winds will kick up everything that is loose around you and send it flying, creating what is commonly known as whiteout conditions.

This is what we call it when you cannot see beyond your own hand, held at arm’s length directly in front of you. In order to effectively guard against critical things like, oh, getting hopelessly lost between tents, we stake out guidelines with rope between each and every possible destination:


	– The loo

	– Each tent

	– The kitchen/galley

	– Common area/eating area

	– General gathering point, for all-hands-on-deck emergencies, or your muster point.



One keeps a firm grip on the guideline with one hand so as to not get lost in the sometimes-driving snow and wind. With this system, one can be sure to arrive at some kind of safety, even if one has to navigate with one’s eyes screwed shut against the weather. Truly, the winds are vicious here and one does not always see them coming, shearing through all manner of woolens and mitts and hats and balaclavas. You mustn’t leave any bit of skin exposed for very long; it will quickly become frostbitten, and the pain one experiences as the skin returns to normal, if you can catch it in time, is like tiny fires everywhere just beneath your surface. It is a singular experience.

We are always a little on edge due to the weather. (For more depth, you may want to consult Wilson’s diaries.) Here I shall only say that negative forty degrees Fahrenheit is truly pointless weather to measure. And that The Resolute was much warmer than our tents, even if it was sat in a bathtub of seawater. One must never, ever forget the constant threat of the air around us. One now performs the most basic biological function in a state of low fear that taking too long to urinate will mean one’s bottom, fanny, or willy will literally freeze off. Gone are the chance encounters with your fellow crew; all meetings should be planned to take place in a tent or in a sheltered area so that one does not dillydally outdoors for a second longer than one needs to. Even fully covered up in our mittens and hats and double layers of woolens, we are at risk for exposure. Sunlight is a trickster; it can be bright and perky out but well below freezing, although there are rare days when we can take our meals outside, keeping our extremities bundled up. (Mama would say that it is critical for a body to get sunlight; over the weeks we don’t get any, I often think of her, tilting her face luxuriously to the sky, humming a little under her breath.)

In order for there to be as little literal crossing of ropes as possible/tripping over one another, a campsite must be very well mapped out. This also means taking the long way ’round in a snowstorm/high wind, but that is still better than getting lost. We are forever balancing our outdoor time with the need to not get separated from camp and crewmates. This I learned from Keane, in a camp-planning lesson this morning with the Villain, which I will tell you about now, as everyone else seems to have fallen asleep.

(I don’t know how they can sleep so easily. I hear every loose guideline, guywire, and fabric flap in the wind, and hope that others are notating the ones they hear in their tents, so we can go about tightening everything when this blasted wind is done. Every time the wind blows, the guywires stretch, which is no good for preserving our tents. I suppose the snoring may drown out the noise of the flapping. The crew has mostly good-naturedly ribbed me about my own snoring, which is apparently considerable.)

The Villain in your crew may bear a passing resemblance to the one on our crew, or he may be entirely different. Indeed, as Gwendoline reminded me constantly in the weeks before we came to an impasse in theory and therefore the end of our friendship, no one person is a monolith.

In our case, the Villain is one John Hotchkiss. He is well educated (Eton?) and speaks with the sure tones and the receding chin of the landed gentry. Of the crew members, he considers himself of the highest class and of the best taste and is, therefore, inextricably linked in my head with men of my father’s ilk. He is more at home in a gentleman’s club than on a ship, but his father’s sponsorship of our expedition has bought him a place, whether for adventure or experience I have not bothered to find out.

He is handsome enough to look at, in the fashion of an immature boy, although one can easily see how his beauty will fade, and with it and every passing day in our company, his sense of propriety. At first, you may find he only taunts you with some kind of backhanded, unwanted compliment—“Why, Miss Clara, I would not have thought a lady of your caliber to be interested in such rough work as this,” or, even better, “Step aside, Miss Clara, a woman of your stature must not trouble yourself with such roughneck men’s work.” This latter would be said with a glance at your bosom, which then slides inexorably down to your nethers, and a kind of jolting wink and nudge to whatever men may be nearby. After so long in close quarters, the insinuations will become more marked; the leering will likely become more obvious; the buffer you will have to build around yourself must grow in commensurate fashion.

Over time, you will understand that this Villain must have some acolytes nearby. (Villains do not operate in vacuums; bullies do not survive by themselves.) Months in close quarters is quite enough for you to know who those acolytes are. You must make every effort to keep sharp around these men—they will almost always be men, although we encountered more than a few women who would rather see us “in our place” forever, didn’t we, in our ongoing fight for the vote?

One might be tempted to try to understand the motivation behind these attacks. Suffice it to say that the motivation will not consist of anything as simplistic and easily remedied as old wives’ tales concerning the bad luck a woman brings a crew the minute she steps on board a ship; no, the motivation is something as broad and as silly as these men never having been shown what a woman can do when supported by her friends, or better yet, supported by a system of fairness and equity that will allow her to demonstrate her worth. Trying to disabuse a man so sure of his own position and his own moral and societal rectitude is a waste of time.

OEBPS/e9781665937788/fonts/NotoSerif-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665937788/fonts/ZillaSlab-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665937788/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665937788/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665937788/images/f00vi-01.jpg
Imperz'zzl

CROSS-ANTARCTIC
o Expizsla)H:ION ,

South Georgia
Island

1. The Resolute lzunched
2.The Resolute enters pack ice

3. The Resolute crosses

Antarctic Circle ™\ South
e, @ Pole

¢

———— planned transcontinental
route






OEBPS/e9781665937788/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665937788/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Map


		Dedication


		Antarctic Expedition Feared Lost!


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Map


		Dedication


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330








OEBPS/e9781665937788/images/9781665937788.jpg
f

"YI SHUN LAI





OEBPS/e9781665937788/images/title.jpg
/ 7 . ‘7 : ', J

S SUFFRAGISTS GUID

&&/” TO THE 522 7 .

‘“

N
%

YI SHUN LAI

A

New York London Toronto
Sydney New Delhi






OEBPS/e9781665937788/fonts/ZillaSlab-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665937788/fonts/StintUltraCondensed-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665937788/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


