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Russians and nine Aleuts were dead. Of the men

who came to his aid, fifteen were wounded. The

corpses of twelve hostiles lay on the beach
;
and as

gray dawn came over the tempestuous sea, six large

war canoes vanished into the morning mist, a long

trail of blood over the waves showing that the hostiles

were carrying oflr their wounded. Well might Baranof

write, "I will vanquish a cruel fate; or fall under its

repeated blows." The most of men would have

thought they had sufficient excuse to justify backing

out of their difficulties. Baranof locked grapples with

the worst that destiny could do; and never once let

go Sometimes the absolute futility of so much striv-

ing, so much hardship, so much peril, all for the sake

of the crust of bread that represents mere existence,

sent him down to black depths of rayless despondency,

when he asked himself, was life worth while ? But he

never let go his grip, his sense of resistance, his impulse

to fight the worst, the unshunnable obligation of being

alive and going on with the game, succeed or fail.

Such fits of despair might end in vVild carousals, when

he drank every Russian under the table, outshouted

the loudest singer, and perhaps wound up by throwing

the roomful of revellers out of doors. But he rose

from the depths of debauch and despair, and went on

with the game. That was the main point.

The terrible position to which loss of supplies had

reduced the traders of Kadiak when his own vessel


