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AN UNSUNG HERO
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was a strict agreement designed to give Shackleton full control
of the profits from sales of literary and artistic works which, in
turn, would help finance the expedition itself. But Crean did -
not care too much since he did not keep diaries on any of his
three expeditions and was not a prolific letter writer. :
Shackleton had by now made his final selection of the
six-man party for the historic crossing of the Continent. It was
to be Shackleton, Wild, Macklin, Hurley, Marston and Tom
Crean. In contrast to Scott’s secrecy over the final polar party and
poorly considered last-minute choices, Shackleton was prepare {
to name his men before setting out, thus avoiding any disputes
and disappointments when the expedition was underway. i
Shackleton was a supreme optimist, which he demonstrat
by proposing to cover the 1,800 miles (3,000 km) across:the
largely unknown Continent in only 100 days — a staggering
performance for someone who was no expert at driving ds
Amundsen had taken 99 days to cover much the same distant
to and from the South Pole, but Amundsen and his companio;tii‘”
were experts and experienced at both skis and dogs. 5
Wild was to be Shackleton’s deputy on the expeditiol
another Discovery veteran, Alf Cheetham, was thir
Captain of the ship was Frank Worsley, a tough An
Zealander widely known as “Skipper’, who ‘joine
strange circumstances. He claimed to have dreamt oni
that Burlington Street in central London was blo¢
ice and he was navigating a ship along the thoroug
morning he went along to Burlington Street and
offices of the Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expeditior
signed up after meeting Shackleton for only a few'n
In another bizarre episode, Shackleton decided”
young medical student, Leonard Hussey, b
you looked funny”. Also on board was Fr
adventurous photographer from Australia ¥
been to Antarctica with Mawson. The re:
teamn included a crew of officers and har
re of doctors, biologists, geologists
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AN UNSUNG HERO

which they would all sail. He also moved Ocean Camp a little
way onto firmer, more comfortable snow which also helped
make life a little more bearable.

The men filled their time with a mixture of dutes like
searching for food and maintaining the equipment, or alternative-
ly with games of cards or a browse through the handful of books
_like Encyclopaedia Britannica — which had been salvaged from
Endurance. At night the twang of Hussey’s banjo — the “mental
medicine” — could be heard drifting across the eerie landscape.

In early November, temperatures began to revive which
was a mixed blessing. It was warmer but it also meant that
the area around Ocean Camp became a slushy, water-logge
mess, with men’s feet frequently sinking deep into the moras
Everything was wet through. .

There was almost a sense of relief when, on 21 Novembe
Endurance finally succumbed to the Antarctic. At aroun
pm, Shackleton suddenly called out, “She’s going, boys”:
everyone scrambled to snatch a final farewell to'their sh
went down, bows first, her stern raised in the air befor
swallowed the broken vessel. ol

The loss of Endurance was the moment when the

of ocean and 1,000 miles (1,600 km) from the n
settlement. i

would be severely tested and Shackleton wa
realise the full value of men like Crean-and Wil
face of growing adversity, were becomin th
the party. Both men gave invaluable suppo

at a time when the spirits of the party wer

on the drifting ice-floe. =
Shackleton had already been force

mutiny from the carpenter, Chips-N

simmering discontent from others as anxie
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AN UNSUNG HERO

Dudley Docker and the Stancomb Wills. McNeish, working with
the minimum of tools and equipment, had performed a minor
miracle raising the gunwales in the hopes of keeping out the
waters of the Southern Ocean, skilfully using nails extracted
from the sides of the Endurance.

With the work finished, Shackleton began final preparations
for departure from the ice floe and on 19 December he
recorded in his diary: '

“Am thinking of starting off for the west.”4

Next day he took three of his most reliable and trusted
colleagues — Crean, Wild and Hurley — on a short trip to survéjf
the ice conditions to the immediate west. Taking dogs, th
four men travelled for about seven miles and were 1e1sonab
encouraged.

Spirits lifted and Shackleton, a great man manager, deci
to lift morale further by bringing forward Christmas Da
celebrations to 22 December, just before they set out westward:
Large quantities of food would be left behind because it ¢
not be carried. With great enthusiasm the men tucked
their remaining luxuries, scoffing ham, jugged hare, anc
baked beans, biscuits, pickles and jam and Washmg it
with ample mugs of tea and coffee.

The next day, 23 December, the men set off ag;
replay of the bacl-breaking hauling of the boats

hummocks of corrwdrted ice. The processmn Was, as
nA G



AN UNSUNG HERO

Crean in the Wills was ordered to come alongside Shackleton i
in the Caird and after a brief discussion it was decided to take
the smaller, lighter cutter closer to land to investigate likely
places to land. Shackleton joined Crean on the Wills and at
around 9 am they spotted a narrow rocky beach at the base of
some cliffs which offered the hope of a landing.

The entrance they sought was guarded by a reef of
threatening rocks which jutted out from the heavy rolling
seas. A narrow channel was spotted which offered some hope
of slipping through the protruding rocks and they carefully

guided the Wills towards the inviting gap. Patiently they waited -
for the right moment and as the next wave rushed through the
channel, the order was given to pull. In an instant, the Wills
crossed the reef and the following wave carried the small boat
to a grinding halt on the rocky, pebble-strewn beach.

Crean, Shackleton and the others in the Wills had made
the first ever landing on Elephant Island. It was the first
they had felt firm ground beneath their feet since they
South Georgia 497 days eatlier. They had spent 170 days:
on an ice floe and seven days in the open boat.

19
A fragile hold on life

,lfe szrgaﬂ pebb‘le beach at Elephant Island provided

e men with only a tenuoys grip on life. Tt was

- more than 100 f (30 m) wide and 50 ft (15 m)
P> surrounded on both sides by large rocks and steep cliffs

bl:;; sl?}yBaH known informarion, the men were thoughe
éﬁce ay, w;ll over 1,000 miles (1,600 km) away on
StiC ma i i

Jn . Without a radio to make contact with

24655
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AN UNSUNG HERO

heavy burden was about to fall. The Wills came alongside for
the last time and the two crews leaned across, exchanging a few
feeble but well-meaning jokes to lift spirits. One crewman from
the Wills told them to make sure that Crean behaved himself
when they reached shore and Worsley recalled:

“As for Crean, they said things that ought to have made
him blush; but what would make Crean blush would
make a butcher’s dog drop its bone.””

Finally, the men leant across the sides, shook hands for the
last time and prepared to get underway. On the shoreline, the
castaways were a forlorn sight, though they waved hopefully
and made sure that the parting cries of “three hearty cheers” rose
above the constant noise of the sea breaking around their feet.
Hurley said the men felt confident about the “six proven veterans,
seasoned by the salt 8 experience of the sea”. He estimated that
the journey to South Georgia would take fourteen days.

Slowly the James Caird began to pull away from Elephant
Island, with the men on the beach straining for a final glimpse
of the vessel as she rose and fell between the heaving swell:
Very soon the tiny boat disappeared from view behind the dark
menacing waves.

It was a toss up which party faced the greatest ordeal —the
castaways stranded on the bleak inhospitable beach at Elephai
Island, or the six men preparing to sail across the world's
dangerous seas in a 22-ft-6-ins (7-m)-long open boat wi
proper navigating equipment. Worsley remembered:

“This was the beginning of the ordeal by wates

It was shortly after noon on Easter Monday, 24
and South Georgia was 800 miles (1,300 km) aw
same day on the streets of Crean’s homeland, Irish
launched the Easter Rising against British rule:s

3]
92}
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AN UNSUNG HERO

But, by Worsley’s reckoning, they were nearing South
Georgia and suddenly their hopes soared at the sight of small
birds flying overhead, a clear indication that land was not far
away. The men peered into the distance through their heavily |
salt-rimmed eyes, hoping to catch a glimpse of land through the
hazy squall and billowing clouds which obscured their vision.

Shortly after midday, McCarthy let out a mighty yell — i
“Land!l” As the clouds and mist broke, right ahead lay the i
rugged black mountains of South Georgia. One glimpse, {
though, and it was gone as the clouds and mist closed in again

and shut out the wondrous sight.
Worsley’s navigation had been impeccable and he

remembered:

“We looked at one another with cheerful foolish grins of
joy. The feelings uppermost were “We've done it.” ™9

Shackleton said:

“It was a glad moment. Thirst-ridden, chilled and weak
as we were, happiness irradiated us. The job was nearly *
done.” 10

However, they had reached the southern coast of
island, not the western end, which offered the easiest rout
Leith or any of the other harbours of safety on the noxt
side. Nor was the weather prepared to release them from't
torment. As they neared land, winds raced to about 66
and drove them dangerously close to the rocks. Worslé
hazardous blind rolling waves, indicating shoals and
would smash the James Caird to little pieces. It was fars
to attempt a landing in the howling storm and th
taken back out to sea to stand off until the winds
It was so near, yet so far.

Daylight faded in the short winter’s day and ¢h
in intens’ - Throughout the miserable storm-tos
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AN UNSUNG HERO

At the height of the crisis, Crean and Worsley were forced
to crawl on their stomachs out onto the decking and hoist
the sail to allow the little vessel a chance to get away from the
dangerous rocks. It took several minutes before they were able
to drag themselves to their feet, clinging onto the mainsail in
the roaring storm and finally fixing the sail. They then had to
repeat their hazardous trip, crawling on their stomachs in the
pitching, rolling seas. It was another act of calm bravery and it
almost certainly saved the Caird from destruction.

At around 4 pm the clouds lifted enough for them to catch
sight of Annekov Island, a black 2,000-ft mountain which
emerges from the sea about five miles (8 km) off the coast of
South Georgia. The risk of running aground on reefs loomed
again but, miraculously, the little boat cleared the danger and
men faced up to the dreadful prospect of spending another
night in the open sea. Worsley reported a “very heavy swell” as
they laboured to avoid the rocks.

Daylight broke on 10 May to find that the storm had
abated and the wind was blowing gently. They were now free

to make a run for dry land, but there was another shock for
the men as Crean crawled out from the bows. As he emerged,

his large frame struck the thwart and the pin which held th;
mast clamp in place was dislodged. The pin had worked loos:
in the hurricane and Worsley observed that, had it dropped
during the storm, the mast would have “snapped like a ca :
and no power on earth could have saved us”. Luck had
with them, after all. i
By noon they were close to Cape Demidoy, the e
to King Haakon Bay on the south of the island
Georgia. But shortly afterwards, the winds begat
in their faces, driving the boat away from land
no option but to lower sails and take to the o
time, the men pulled and pulled, but after the pr
exhaustion of the past weeks, they were in n
a hopeless task and the prospect of another
the boat looked likely.

268
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AN EPIC JOURNEY

They had already spent seventeen days in the open boat
and were near the end of their tether. Another winter’s night
in the Southern Ocean without water or hot food might have
been the last for some.

By late afternoon, with the light fading, they could just
see a narrow passage, too narrow for sail. It required another
supreme effort to row up to the channel. They pulled and then
as they neared the gap, the oars were withdrawn and the boat
passed through the small entrance like threading a needle.

Almost immediately, the little crafc was carried on the
in-coming waves and ground to a halt in a small cove.
Shackleton leapt onto the shore and held the boart fast. The
others clambered ashore and to their relief immediately found
a welcome stream of fresh water, probably from a glacier. In an
instant, they all fell to the knees and drank.

The lictle cove, about 360 ft (110 m) long and 180 ft (55
m) wide, was surrounded by imposing black cliffs rising to over
100 ft (30 m) and topped off with a layer of snow. At the head
of the cove was a rocky beach and the sharp eyes of Crean soon
spotted a small cave which he believed would provide them
with shelter for the night.

It was late evening on 10 May 1916, and 522 days since
they had last set foot on South Georgia.
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AN UNSUNG HERO

which McNeish had fixed in the soles of their boots at Peggoty
Camp had been worn away by the constant scrapes with rocks
and packed ice in the past 36 hours. By now they were flush
against the soles and without the extra grip, each of the men
suffered some heavy falls on the glassy ice which shook them
badly. Crean took a painful tumble and fell onto the blade
of the carpenter’s adze, narrowly avoiding a dangerous cut.
Undeterred they picked him up and plodded on.

By now, as the end of the amazing journey approached,

they began to ponder what people would make of the three
ragamuffins who had come back from the dead. Worsley, in =
particular, became concerned that there might be women at
Stromness who would be shocked at the appalling state of the =

three men.

The weary, bedraggled men were indeed a ghastly-looking;:
sight. They had not washed for three months, their hair hung

down onto their shoulders and their beards were matted with
soot and blubber. Their haggard faces, which were blackened
with grease, had been ravaged by a combination of frosthite
wind and exposure. They gave off a disgusting smell and th
clothes, which they had worn for over a year, were we
ragged. They had been on the march almost without
for 36 hours and had probably covered around 40 mil
km) on their trek. Worsley said they were a “terrible look
trio of scarecrows . 'f

After leaving South Georgia eighteen months €
with 28 fit men and a fully-stocked ship, Crean, Wors|
Shackleton were returning to civilisation with just the
they stood up in. 4

They could not have imagined the welcome await
as they turned the corner and walked slowly towa
outbuildings of the whaling station. The firsc huma
were two boys, aged about ten or twelve. They
at the “scarecrows” and fled in terror. Soon aff
a building and found an old man who, like
turned on his heels and hurrbwvay in alarm.

79

into an office and told Sorlle that

island from the interior. As a precaution
X . . . :
trio to remain outside while he spoke to Sorlle

CROSSING SOUTH GEOR G

They moved onto the

: quay whe

Matthias Anderson, who looked as tfo?lle}}: }f;oml

something or other. Shackleton, i D

see Anton Anderson, :
It was 20 May 1916, and a

ar e
colleagues, some 532 days since rhep t from their Endunance

‘ v had |
human. Marthias Anderson shook his his;;P;l:llt%a?&ther
ai ton

had left and been replaced
placed by Th :
Shackleton knew Sodle. y Lhoralf Sorlle. By coincidence,

Anderson was suspicious of the si

iht before him, but went

' there were “th

d : ree funny-

ooking men outside” who claimed to have walked acr, Itlg
oss the

Anderson asked the

After a moment Sorlle, a tall imposing man with a large

ustache, emerged from the building and stared in utter

sbelief at the three unkempt wrecks of humanity who stood

ore him. He did not recognise them.

fact, they were unrecogni

i gnisable. But Sorlle k

7 eton well and had entertained the party at South Geor;e;:
the departure south. However Endurance had been c;gut

for over 18 months and it was assumed all hands were
eton recalled the first conversation:

§0rﬂe came out to the door and said, “Well.’
you know me? I said. '

W your voice,” he replied d You’
oy plied doubtfully. “You're the

me is Shackleton,” I said.
. .
”9)7 he put out his hand and said, ‘Come in,

289
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Cape Evans before depoting supplies on the Barrier for the
scheduled Trans-Antarctic Crossing.

The next act of kindness from the Norwegians was to offer
the three men a welcome and sorely needed bath. Shackleton
had warned their hosts that, after months without changing
clothes or a wash, the men smelt badly. It was then, as they
peeled off their worn and tattered garments and looked into
the mirror, that the realisation of their appalling state began to
dawn on the trio. The men were filthy, their hair was matted
and their scraggy beards had grown uncontrollably. The dirt
and grime helped obscure another side of their ordeal.

Beneath the layers of dirt, the three men were gaunt and
hollow. They had the look of men who had come face to face
with death.

After their hot bath, they ate a hearty meal and prepared
to spend their first night between clean sheets for close on
two years. Shackleton shared a room with Crean in Sorlle’s
house and he recalled that the pair were so comfortable and
unaccustomed to luxury they could hardly sleep.

While Crean and Shackleton prepared to wallow in the
comfort of a well-made bed, Worsley elected to fetch McCarthy,
McNeish and Vincent, who were still under the Czird at King
Haakon Bay on the other side of the island. Worsley climbed
aboard the steam-driven whaler Samson for the eleven-ho
trip around South Georgia to Peggoty Camp, where McCartht ;
McNeish and Vincent were waiting patiently.

The exhausted Worsley slept through a raging gale on't
stormy trip and landed on the beach to a surprising welco
The three castaways, who had spent almost two years li
close alongside Worsley, failed to recognise the well-d
clean-shaven man who stood before them. At first they thi
it was a stranger and indignantly demanded to know
Shackleton, Crean or Worsley had not bothered to €
pick them up!

Worsley also recovered the James Caird from the be
took it back to Stromness Bay with the three men,

298



AN UNSUNG HERO :
TURN TO ELEPHANT |

crossing from Port Stanley to Punta Arena in their search for a Shackleton and Wogd]
rescue ship. It was about ten weeks since they had lefc Marston features and a ho ef‘l)lll’s €y scanned the coq
behind on Elephant Island but Crean was unequivocal about period scoutin é)‘lck Siiht of their lost compads
liberating his colleagues. He told Mrs Marston: o sl Ii ;nd 311h jf)rth} Worsley suddent
ot a half miles
~ visible under a covering blanket of i‘;‘:}” thae 2

The res ter snow.
cuers and the r i
ESC‘UCd Spott
ed each ot}
oth

simultaneously. Throu i

! . gh binoculars j i

;my 'black figures scampering arouhdltth lvash Possxbie

ﬁ‘anncaﬂy Shackleton counted the animatedsl'ore o
e reached 22 and shouted that they were all I

Standing on the gently rolling deck
f:;}:ir; iz;)k;d at each other, egach myofr}c:gdéfttzz’ r:(? s
- Oum;n C;vas ﬁna}ly over and the men had been Z:ICI:{{
ps a0 out al;}g achzev.ement but Worsley said the i
speak”. Alongside them, some of the }?!cbo}; ::::

ke down and cried.

“Tust a few lines to inform you about the welfare
of your husband which no doubt you are anxiously
awaiting for. But I must tell you, you don’t want to
be alarmed for I am positive we shall get them safely =

back. tile Bt o

“ o there.
And T must inform you when I parted from him h
was looking fit and well and he wanted very mu
to accompany us On our journey. But never mind
shall all be home soon. Please (God).™ ;

The three men once again passed through the Straits
Magellan to Chile, where Shackleton begged the Governr e
to let him have the Yelcho for one more rescue attempt.
Chileans, who much admired the indomirable fightin
of the men, readily agreed.

On 25 August, the 150-ton steel-built steamer €
out of Punta Arenas, through the Straits of Mag
headed south. The crew, mostly volunteers, were dra
Chile’s navy and the Caprain, Luis Pardo, was con
the peerless Worsley to navigate. Shackleton quic
overall responsibility and faichfully promised the
he would not risk the Yelcho by taking her into the i@

For once in the two-year Endurance expeditions
with the men as they progressed southwards in
favourable seas. As they closed in on Elephant Isk
began to prise open. Evena bank of fog, which d
afterwards, did not deter them and they slipped
to the clearer ice-free seas which normally appea

With impeccable timing the fog soon lifte
cliffs and glaciers of Eleph%sland came into:

Within minutes a b
s oat was lowered and th
. twards the shore. Crean and Shackleton wer? obegban i
g up, eagerly trying to identify the dark shapesnm 03fd>
oving

n the beach. As they ro
e yelled out: y rowed neater to shore, Shackleton

re you all well?”10

e faithful lieutenant wh
b long, shoured back: who had held the men

all well, Boss.”1!

k- Cis;ic:;;owgi the boat to shore, someone

[ o wi zch,” Shackleton remembered,

. Siirzf télglers . It was 30 August 1916,
- e S addet?n, Worsley and Crean {
sailed for help in the James Cird,

Ny



AN UNSUNG HERO

The men, slightly bewildered by the raucous noise after
so long in isolated captivity, stepped off the ship and walked
through the little town to the energetic music of a local brass
band. Worsley, who like Crean and Shackleton, had already
made friends with the Chileans, said the local hospitality knew
no bounds.

The men were led to the Royal Hotel where they were
presented to the thronging crowds from one of the upper
windows. As speedily as the festivities would allow, the
bedraggled men were fixed up with clean clothes, a welcome
shave and a haircut. In the evening everyone gathered for a
noisy jostling reception at the offices of the British Association.

people for their support and hospitality but he reserved special

ordeal with him. His simple, straightforward comment was:

have seen this through with me.

My name has been known to the general public for
long time and it has mostly been as leader, but howmu
dependsnupoiuchemient What I do would be small,
we not work together. T appreciate my men on Ele ph
Island and the two I have on my right are fine felloy

The Chileans were determined to celebrate in lavish
especially as it had been one of their ships and its sailors
had finally plucked the men off Elephant Island. T
Chileans would allow no slacking in their endeavour toX
At one lavish dinner, Worsley went outside fora b }"
air and was surrounded by a group of armed me -
bayonets. Asked why he was being threatened, Worsl
that “no sober gringo (foreigner) leaves the building
The generous hospitality of the Chileans

1

expatriates continued for about twelve days W

312

Once again, Shackleton took the opportunity to thank =

praise for the two companions who had endured the greatest:

“I cannot speak too highly of Crean and Worsley; whe

o :hn end on the concourse of 3 rajl
8 the men shook hands and went

LIFE AND DEpgyy

rejoined the Yelehy ang

Cruis
to the north of the ed up the coggt t

1fapital Santiago. When theo VaIPamjso,
ty were greeted wi Y arrived on

The Chilean p
a few days later they set off b

B tion,
ctober 1916 the Endurance expedition finally cam
e

Way station in Buenos Ajres

-:r’ of the others turned for h
21€ same could not be
Which was cyt off fro

: ome,
sajiih of the Aurory party in the Ross
" m the outside

i S“g'ffed. appalling hardship rhj(;ld o
I€ir obligation of |, en struggled to

ying supply depots f ,
- Three of the l:ens or Shackleton’s

3 edmen knew nothing
2=¢ 0n regardless with
SSHC party. Duyrify]]
3 y th
.t Tand up o the foot o
> Which g origi

abOl'lt the loss of Endurance
their task of supplying the
€y set about laying depots
f the Beardmore Glacier for
nally scheduled to make the

1
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AN UNSUNG HERO

But by 1920 he had changed his mind, despite a persona] :f
approach from Shackleton who was putting together a new i

polar expedition.

At around the time Crean was leaving the Royal Navy,
in March 1920, Shackleton was completing a dreary series of
twice-daily lectures on the Endurance expedition to audiences
at London’s Philharmonic Hall. A month earlier, in February
1920, Crean had attended the one-hundredch performance and

was doubtless briefed about Shackleton’s new ambitions.

Crean joined several other former Fndurance hands —

Wild, Worsley, James, Wordie, Hussey, and Orde-Lees — to
relive the experience with Shackelton. Hussey played his banjo

and newspapers reported that the men received “a very special L

reception” from the audience.

The audience, who paid between 1s 3d (6p) and 8s 6d
(42%p) to sce the explorers in the flesh, were invited to ask
questions from the floor and Shackleton was taken aback when
one man asked: “Was there not any use for a proper trained
nurse?” The innocent question must have struck a chord for
men with painful memories of almost two years of sexual
deprivation and Shackleton diplomatically pointed out that E

women had so far not taken part in Antarctic exploration.

The lecture season was purgatory for Shackleton and he
longed for the real thing. Initially he had plans for a tip to
the Arctic north. He later changed his mind and declared
his intention to circumnavigate the Antarctic Continent in a
special ice ship. He bought a ship, renamed her Questand began

recruiting his tried and trusted comrades from Endurance.

First he wanted his two most loyal lieutenants, Crean and

Wild, to accompany him on his latest adventure. Shackleton

was so convinced that Crean would agree that he submitted the
Irishman’s name in a list given to the Admiralty in London of
people prepared to join the expedition. The list included Wild,

Worsley, Macklin and several others from Endurance.5

Shackleton told the Admiralty that he had picked a body of

experienced men, who were “ready to eo with me”. Crean was
y fo g 3

326\-/

TOM THE POLE

10 be “In charge of boatwork” and he gave the Admiralty a brief
run-down on his long Antarctic career. Indeed, Shackleton
was so enthusiastic that he mistakenly claimed that Crean had

accompanied him South on the Nimrod expedition, during

. 1907-9, when he came to within 97 miles of the Pole.

But Tom Crean said no.

Crean, now a father and a prospective businessman,
politely declined. His second daughter had arrived in 1920
and with a mixture of playful blarney and typical firmness, he
told Shackleton that his wife and family now came first. Crean

\ simply said:

“I have a long-haired pal now.”®

Quest, without the reassuring and formidable presence

of Crean, sailed southwards in September 1921, with old
" Endurance colleagues forming the backbone of the expedition.

On board with Shackleton and the faithful Wild were the

: instantly recognisable names of Worsley, Macklin, Mcllroy,
. Hussey, McLeod, Kerr and Green. Three months later, on 5

January 1922, Shackleton died of a hearr atrack while the Quesr
was moored at the familiar setting of Grytviken, South Georgia.

In the period of only ten years, Crean had premarurely
lost the two men — Scott and Shackleton — who had been so

" influential in his own life. Their loss aroused different emotions
" in Crean. He respected Scott but understood his wealknesses. In
~ contrast, he worshipped Shackleton.

Crean had now decided where his priorities lay. First there

" was the matter of a family. His second child Katherine was a
~ weak, sickly youngster who needed much care and attention

from her concerned parents. Even today generations of Creans
insist that the child was another unfortunate victim of Ireland’s
Troubles.

Nell was heavily pregnant with Kate when she became
embroiled in an incident with the hated irregular soldiers of the
Black and Tans. Nell, an independent and resolute woman, had

o/ 397






