
.Aoit•5-^.i^^^

384 North-Pole Voyages.

were built, seals were taken, and hope revived.

But what is hope, resting on Arctic promises?

The gale was abroad again, the sea boisterous, and
their floe was thrown into a panic. Fearful noises

were heard beneath and around them, and their

icy foundations quaked with fear. Joe's snow-hut

was shaken down. He built it again, and then lot

and house fell off into the sea and disappeared.

Thus warned, the camp was pushed farther back

from the water. But they did not know where the

crack and separation would next come. Thus
they lived in anxious watchings through weary

days, the gale unabated. Finally, one night, the

feared separation came. All hands except Mr.

Meyers were in the tent ; near them, so near a man
could scarcely walk between, was the boat, con-

taining Meyers and the kayak ; but with mischiev-

ous intent, th** crack run so as to send the boat

drifting amon^ the breaking and over-lapping ice.

Mr. Meyers could not manage it, of course, under

such circumstances, and the kayak was of no use

to any but an Esquimo, so he set it afloat, hoping

it would drift to the floe-party. Here was a fear-

ful situation ! The floe-party, as well as Mr. Meyers,

was sure to perish miserably if the boat was not

returned. There was only a, -Aim light, and objects

at a short distance looked hazy. It was a time for

instant and desperate action. Joe and Hans took

their paddles and ice-spears and started for the

boat, jumping from one piece of floating, slippery

ice to another. They were watched in breathless

suspense until they seemed^ in the shadowy distance,


