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“It was a pitiful sight,” one expedition member wrote. “To all of us she seemed like

a living thing . . . and it was awful to witness her torture.”

Shackleton ordered the men to abandon ship, move their gear out onto an ice floe,
and set up tents for shelter. Now they were shipless, floating they knew not where on

an enormous moving island of ice, and no one in the world knew where they were.

Shackleton never believed in giving up. Soon the Boss had a plan. The men would
march 312 miles across the floes to an old Swedish base at Snow Hill, where there
would probably be some supplies. From there, Shackleton would take a small party
another 130 miles overland to Wilhelmina Bay, a place whalers often patrolled. But
his plan had a problem. The floe ice was mushy, and the men sank in with every step.

Hauling heavy sleds full of gear was almost impossible. After a while, they stopped

Sled dogs watch as Endurance is crushed by ice. “She was doomed: no ship built by human
hands could have withstood the strain,” Shackleton wrote. Hauling lifeboats and sleds over
pack ice, the men tried to reach a hut 312 miles away, but the going was too hard.
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trying and set up a base they called Ocean Camp. It was November 1, 1915.

To ward off scurvy, the men hunted seal and penguin for food. They used blubber—
fat from the seals—as fuel for cooking and to melc ice for drinking water. In the

evenings they played cards and sang to keep their spirits up.

In late December the pack ice began to break up, and Shackleton moved camp.
But again the going was very tough, and the men did not get far before setcling
onto another floe they called Patience Camp.The ice was being blown east then west
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by the winds and currents, and the men could do nothing but wait. By late March

1916, after five months on the ice, their camp floe was getting dangerously thin.

Then suddenly, they spotted land in the distance. It was Joinville Island, at the tip
of the Antarctic Peninsula. But they couldn't reach it, and they now realized that
they were being swept out of the Weddell Sea into the open ocean. Their floe had
shrunk to a small island only big enough for their camp. And it was beginning to
disintegrate beneath their feet. On April 9 Shackleton knew they had to abandon the
floe. They crowded into three boats they had dragged with them from Endurance and

set out on the stormy southern seas.

Weaving through drifting pack ice, they rowed and sailed all day, then pulled up
on a long floe at night to rest. About 11 p.m. Shackleton felt uneasy and got up to
check on things. As he walked across the floe, the ice suddenly cracked under his feet
and ran under a tent up ahead, tipping a man in his sleeping bag into the frigid water.
Shackleton quickly pulled him back onto the floe, just before the crack snapped shut
again! The man struggled out of his bag, “wet but otherwise unscathed.” No one

slept the rest of that night.

The next day, it was back in the boats. And the next and the next and the next.
Waves sent freezing water hurling over the men, turning their clothes to ice. They
were always wet and cold, and the rough waters often made them seasick. They had
no drinking water, so they were
forever thirsty. They didn’t know
when—or if—they would sight

land again.

When Endurance went down,
Shackleton (left) said ro his men,
“Ship and stores have gone—so now
we'll go home.” Despite the desperate
situation, the men never lost faith

in bis leadership. A map Shackleton
sketched on the back of a menu card
(right) shows his planned trek across
Antarctica in 1914.
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