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			To

			my com­rades

			who fell in the white war­fare

			of the South and on the

			red fields of France

			and Flanders

		
	
		
			Preface

			After the con­quest of the South Pole by Amund­sen, who, by a nar­row mar­gin of days only, was in ad­vance of the Brit­ish Ex­ped­i­tion un­der Scott, there re­mained but one great main ob­ject of Ant­arc­tic jour­ney­ings—the cross­ing of the South Po­lar con­tin­ent from sea to sea.

			When I re­turned from the Nim­rod Ex­ped­i­tion on which we had to turn back from our at­tempt to plant the Brit­ish flag on the South Pole, be­ing beaten by stress of cir­cum­stances with­in ninety-sev­en miles of our goal, my mind turned to the cross­ing of the con­tin­ent, for I was mor­ally cer­tain that either Amund­sen or Scott would reach the Pole on our own route or a par­al­lel one. After hear­ing of the Nor­we­gi­an suc­cess I began to make pre­par­a­tions to start a last great jour­ney—so that the first cross­ing of the last con­tin­ent should be achieved by a Brit­ish Ex­ped­i­tion.

			We failed in this ob­ject, but the story of our at­tempt is the sub­ject for the fol­low­ing pages, and I think that though fail­ure in the ac­tu­al ac­com­plish­ment must be re­cor­ded, there are chapters in this book of high ad­ven­ture, strenu­ous days, lonely nights, unique ex­per­i­ences, and, above all, re­cords of un­flinch­ing de­term­in­a­tion, su­preme loy­alty, and gen­er­ous self-sac­ri­fice on the part of my men which, even in these days that have wit­nessed the sac­ri­fices of na­tions and re­gard­less­ness of self on the part of in­di­vidu­als, still will be of in­terest to read­ers who now turn gladly from the red hor­ror of war and the strain of the last five years to read, per­haps with more un­der­stand­ing minds, the tale of the White War­fare of the South. The struggles, the dis­ap­point­ments, and the en­dur­ance of this small party of Brit­ish­ers, hid­den away for nearly two years in the fast­nesses of the Po­lar ice, striv­ing to carry out the or­dained task and ig­nor­ant of the crises through which the world was passing, make a story which is unique in the his­tory of Ant­arc­tic ex­plor­a­tion.

			Ow­ing to the loss of the En­dur­ance and the dis­aster to the Au­rora, cer­tain doc­u­ments re­lat­ing mainly to the or­gan­iz­a­tion and pre­par­a­tion of the Ex­ped­i­tion have been lost; but, any­how, I had no in­ten­tion of present­ing a de­tailed ac­count of the scheme of pre­par­a­tion, stor­ing, and oth­er ne­ces­sary but, to the gen­er­al read­er, un­im­port­ant af­fairs, as since the be­gin­ning of this cen­tury, every book on Ant­arc­tic ex­plor­a­tion has dealt fully with this mat­ter. I there­fore briefly place be­fore you the in­cep­tion and or­gan­iz­a­tion of the Ex­ped­i­tion, and in­sert here the copy of the pro­gramme which I pre­pared in or­der to arouse the in­terest of the gen­er­al pub­lic in the Ex­ped­i­tion.

			
				
					
						The Transcon­tin­ent­al Party

					
					The first cross­ing of the Ant­arc­tic con­tin­ent, from sea to sea via the Pole, apart from its his­tor­ic value, will be a jour­ney of great sci­entif­ic im­port­ance.

					The dis­tance will be roughly 1800 miles, and the first half of this, from the Wed­dell Sea to the Pole, will be over un­known ground. Every step will be an ad­vance in geo­graph­ic­al sci­ence. It will be learned wheth­er the great Vic­tor­ia chain of moun­tains, which has been traced from the Ross Sea to the Pole, ex­tends across the con­tin­ent and thus links up (ex­cept for the ocean break) with the Andes of South Amer­ica, and wheth­er the great plat­eau around the Pole dips gradu­ally to­wards the Wed­dell Sea.

					Con­tinu­ous mag­net­ic ob­ser­va­tions will be taken on the jour­ney. The route will lead to­wards the Mag­net­ic Pole, and the de­term­in­a­tion of the dip of the mag­net­ic needle will be of im­port­ance in prac­tic­al mag­net­ism. The met­eor­o­lo­gic­al con­di­tions will be care­fully noted, and this should help to solve many of our weath­er prob­lems.

					The gla­ci­olo­gist and geo­lo­gist will study ice form­a­tions and the nature of the moun­tains, and this re­port will prove of great sci­entif­ic in­terest.

				

				
					
						Sci­entif­ic Work by Oth­er Parties

					
					While the Transcon­tin­ent­al party is car­ry­ing out, for the Brit­ish Flag, the greatest Po­lar jour­ney ever at­temp­ted, the oth­er parties will be en­gaged in im­port­ant sci­entif­ic work.

					Two sledging parties will op­er­ate from the base on the Wed­dell Sea. One will travel west­wards to­wards Gra­ham Land, mak­ing ob­ser­va­tions, col­lect­ing geo­lo­gic­al spe­ci­mens, and prov­ing wheth­er there are moun­tains in that re­gion linked up with those found on the oth­er side of the Pole.

					An­oth­er party will travel east­ward to­ward En­derby Land, car­ry­ing out a sim­il­ar pro­gramme, and a third, re­main­ing at the base, will study the fauna of the land and sea, and the met­eor­o­lo­gic­al con­di­tions.

					From the Ross Sea base, on the oth­er side of the Pole, an­oth­er party will push south­ward and will prob­ably await the ar­rival of the Transcon­tin­ent­al party at the top of the Beard­more Gla­ci­er, near Mount Buckley, where the first seams of coal were dis­covered in the Ant­arc­tic. This re­gion is of great im­port­ance to the geo­lo­gist, who will be en­abled to read much of the his­tory of the Ant­arc­tic in the rocks.

					Both the ships of the Ex­ped­i­tion will be equipped for dredging, sound­ing, and every vari­ety of hy­dro­graph­ic­al work. The Wed­dell Sea ship will en­deav­our to trace the un­known coast­line of Gra­ham Land, and from both the ves­sels, with their sci­entif­ic staffs, im­port­ant res­ults may be ex­pec­ted.

					The sev­er­al shore parties and the two ships will thus carry out geo­graph­ic­al and sci­entif­ic work on a scale and over an area nev­er be­fore at­temp­ted by any one Po­lar ex­ped­i­tion.

					This will be the first use of the Wed­dell Sea as a base for ex­plor­a­tion, and all the parties will open up vast stretches of un­known land. It is ap­pro­pri­ate that this work should be car­ried out un­der the Brit­ish Flag, since the whole of the area south­ward to the Pole is Brit­ish ter­rit­ory. In Ju­ly 1908, Let­ters Pat­ent were is­sued un­der the Great Seal de­clar­ing that the Gov­ernor of the Falk­land Is­lands should be the Gov­ernor of Gra­ham Land (which forms the west­ern side of the Wed­dell Sea), and an­oth­er sec­tion of the same pro­clam­a­tion defines the area of Brit­ish ter­rit­ory as “situ­ated in the South At­lantic Ocean to the south of the 50th par­al­lel of south lat­it­ude, and ly­ing between 20 de­grees and 80 de­grees west lon­git­ude.” Ref­er­ence to a map will show that this in­cludes the area in which the present Ex­ped­i­tion will work.

				

				
					
						How the Con­tin­ent will be crossed

					
					The Wed­dell Sea ship, with all the mem­bers of the Ex­ped­i­tion op­er­at­ing from that base, will leave Buenos Aires in Oc­to­ber 1914, and en­deav­our to land in Novem­ber in lat­it­ude 78 de­grees south.

					Should this be done, the Transcon­tin­ent­al party will set out on their 1,800-mile jour­ney at once, in the hope of ac­com­plish­ing the march across the Pole and reach­ing the Ross Sea base in five months. Should the land­ing be made too late in the sea­son, the party will go in­to winter quar­ters, lay out de­pots dur­ing the au­tumn and the fol­low­ing spring, and as early as pos­sible in 1915 set out on the jour­ney.

					The Transcon­tin­ent­al party will be led by Sir Ern­est Shack­leton, and will con­sist of six men. It will take 100 dogs with sledges, and two mo­tor-sledges with aer­i­al pro­pellers. The equip­ment will em­body everything that the ex­per­i­ence of the lead­er and his ex­pert ad­visers can sug­gest. When this party has reached the area of the Pole, after cov­er­ing 800 miles of un­known ground, it will strike due north to­wards the head of the Beard­more Gla­ci­er, and there it is hoped to meet the out­com­ing party from the Ross Sea. Both will join up and make for the Ross Sea base, where the pre­vi­ous Ex­ped­i­tion had its winter quar­ters.

					In all, four­teen men will be landed by the En­dur­ance on the Wed­dell Sea. Six will set out on the Transcon­tin­ent­al jour­ney, three will go west­ward, three east­ward, and two re­main at the base car­ry­ing on the work already out­lined.

					The Au­rora will land six men at the Ross Sea base. They will lay down de­pots on the route of the Transcon­tin­ent­al party, and make a march south to as­sist that party, and to make geo­lo­gic­al and oth­er ob­ser­va­tions as already de­scribed.

					Should the Transcon­tin­ent­al party suc­ceed, as is hoped, in cross­ing dur­ing the first sea­son, its re­turn to civil­iz­a­tion may be ex­pec­ted about April 1915. The oth­er sec­tions in April 1916.

				

				
					
						The Ships of the Ex­ped­i­tion

					
					The two ships for the Ex­ped­i­tion have now been se­lec­ted.

					The En­dur­ance, the ship which will take the Transcon­tin­ent­al party to the Wed­dell Sea, and will af­ter­wards ex­plore along an un­known coast­line, is a new ves­sel, spe­cially con­struc­ted for Po­lar work un­der the su­per­vi­sion of a com­mit­tee of Po­lar ex­plorers. She was built by Christensen, the fam­ous Nor­we­gi­an con­struct­or of seal­ing ves­sels, at Sandef­jord. She is bar­quentine rigged, and has triple-ex­pan­sion en­gines giv­ing her a speed un­der steam of nine to ten knots. To en­able her to stay longer at sea, she will carry oil fuel as well as coal. She is of about 350 tons, and built of se­lec­ted pine, oak, and green­heart. This fine ves­sel, equipped, has cost the Ex­ped­i­tion £14,000.

					The Au­rora, the ship which will take out the Ross Sea party, has been bought from Dr. Mawson. She is sim­il­ar in all re­spects to the Terra Nova, of Cap­tain Scott’s last Ex­ped­i­tion. She had ex­tens­ive al­ter­a­tions made by the Gov­ern­ment au­thor­it­ies in Aus­tralia to fit her for Dr. Mawson’s Ex­ped­i­tion, and is now at Hobart, Tas­mania, where the Ross Sea party will join her in Oc­to­ber next.

				

			

			I star­ted the pre­par­a­tions in the middle of 1913, but no pub­lic an­nounce­ment was made un­til Janu­ary 13, 1914. For the last six months of 1913 I was en­gaged in the ne­ces­sary pre­lim­in­ar­ies, sol­id mule work, show­ing noth­ing par­tic­u­lar to in­terest the pub­lic, but es­sen­tial for an Ex­ped­i­tion that had to have a ship on each side of the Con­tin­ent, with a land jour­ney of eight­een hun­dred miles to be made, the first nine hun­dred miles to be across an ab­so­lutely un­known land mass.

			On Janu­ary 1, 1914, hav­ing re­ceived a prom­ised fin­an­cial sup­port suf­fi­cient to war­rant the an­nounce­ment of the Ex­ped­i­tion, I made it pub­lic.

			The first res­ult of this was a flood of ap­plic­a­tions from all classes of the com­munity to join the ad­ven­ture. I re­ceived nearly five thou­sand ap­plic­a­tions, and out of these were picked fifty-six men.

			In March, to my great dis­ap­point­ment and anxi­ety, the prom­ised fin­an­cial help did not ma­ter­i­al­ize, and I was now faced with the fact that I had con­trac­ted for a ship and stores, and had en­gaged the staff, and I was not in pos­ses­sion of funds to meet these li­ab­il­it­ies. I im­me­di­ately set about ap­peal­ing for help, and met with gen­er­ous re­sponse from all sides. I can­not here give the names of all who sup­por­ted my ap­plic­a­tion, but whilst tak­ing this op­por­tun­ity of thank­ing every­one for their sup­port, which came from parts as far apart as the in­teri­or of China, Ja­pan, New Zea­l­and, and Aus­tralia, I must par­tic­u­larly refer to the mu­ni­fi­cent dona­tion of £24,000 from the late Sir James Caird, and to one of £10,000 from the Brit­ish Gov­ern­ment. I must also thank Mr. Dud­ley Dock­er, who en­abled me to com­plete the pur­chase of the En­dur­ance, and Miss Eliza­beth Dawson Lamb­ton, who since 1901 has al­ways been a firm friend to Ant­arc­tic ex­plor­a­tion, and who again, on this oc­ca­sion, as­sisted largely. The Roy­al Geo­graph­ic­al So­ci­ety made a grant of £1,000; and last, but by no means least, I take this op­por­tun­ity of ten­der­ing my grate­ful thanks to Dame Janet Stan­comb Wills, whose gen­er­os­ity en­abled me to equip the En­dur­ance ef­fi­ciently, es­pe­cially as re­gards boats (which boats were the means of our ul­ti­mate safety), and who not only, at the in­cep­tion of the Ex­ped­i­tion, gave fin­an­cial help, but also con­tin­ued it through the dark days when we were over­due, and funds were re­quired to meet the need of the de­pend­ents of the Ex­ped­i­tion.

			The only re­turn and priv­ilege an ex­plorer has in the way of ac­know­ledg­ment for the help ac­cor­ded him is to re­cord on the dis­covered lands the names of those to whom the Ex­ped­i­tion owes its be­ing.

			Ow­ing to the ex­i­gen­cies of the war the pub­lic­a­tion of this book has been long delayed, and the de­tailed maps must come with the sci­entif­ic mono­graphs. I have the hon­our to place on the new land the names of the above and oth­er gen­er­ous donors to the Ex­ped­i­tion. The two hun­dred miles of new coast­line I have called Caird Coast. Also, as a more per­son­al note, I named the three ship’s boats, in which we ul­ti­mately es­caped from the grip of the ice, after the three prin­cip­al donors to the Ex­ped­i­tion—the James Caird, the Stan­comb Wills and the Dud­ley Dock­er. The two last-named are still on the des­ol­ate sandy spit of Ele­phant Is­land, where un­der their shel­ter twenty-two of my com­rades eked out a bare ex­ist­ence for four and a half months.

			The James Caird is now in Liv­er­pool, hav­ing been brought home from South Geor­gia after her ad­ven­tur­ous voy­age across the sub-Ant­arc­tic ocean.

			Most of the Pub­lic Schools of Eng­land and Scot­land helped the Ex­ped­i­tion to pur­chase the dog teams, and I named a dog after each school that helped. But apart from these par­tic­u­lar dona­tions I again thank the many people who as­sisted us.

			So the equip­ment and or­gan­iz­a­tion went on. I pur­chased the Au­rora from Sir Douglas Mawson, and ar­ranged for Mack­in­tosh to go to Aus­tralia and take charge of her, there send­ing sledges, equip­ment and most of the stores from this side, but de­pend­ing some­what on the sym­pathy and help of Aus­tralia and New Zea­l­and for coal and cer­tain oth­er ne­ces­sit­ies, know­ing that pre­vi­ously these two coun­tries had al­ways gen­er­ously sup­por­ted the ex­plor­a­tion of what one might call their hin­ter­land.

			To­wards the end of Ju­ly all was ready, when sud­denly the war clouds darkened over Europe.

			It had been ar­ranged for the En­dur­ance to pro­ceed to Cowes, to be in­spec­ted by His Majesty on the Monday of Cowes week. But on Fri­day I re­ceived a mes­sage to say that the King would not be able to go to Cowes. My read­ers will re­mem­ber how sud­denly came the men­ace of war. Nat­ur­ally, both my com­rades and I were greatly ex­er­cised as to the prob­able out­come of the danger threat­en­ing the peace of the world.

			We sailed from Lon­don on Fri­day, Au­gust 1, 1914, and anchored off Southend all Sat­urday. On Sunday af­ter­noon I took the ship off Mar­gate, grow­ing hourly more anxious as the ever-in­creas­ing ru­mours spread; and on Monday morn­ing I went ashore and read in the morn­ing pa­per the or­der for gen­er­al mo­bil­iz­a­tion.

			I im­me­di­ately went on board and mustered all hands and told them that I pro­posed to send a tele­gram to the Ad­mir­alty of­fer­ing the ships, stores, and, if they agreed, our own ser­vices to the coun­try in the event of war break­ing out. All hands im­me­di­ately agreed, and I sent off a tele­gram in which everything was placed at the dis­pos­al of the Ad­mir­alty. We only asked that, in the event of the de­clar­a­tion of war, the Ex­ped­i­tion might be con­sidered as a single unit, so as to pre­serve its ho­mo­gen­eity. There were enough trained and ex­per­i­enced men amongst us to man a des­troy­er. With­in an hour I re­ceived a lac­on­ic wire from the Ad­mir­alty say­ing “Pro­ceed.” With­in two hours a longer wire came from Mr. Win­ston Churchill, in which we were thanked for our of­fer, and say­ing that the au­thor­it­ies de­sired that the Ex­ped­i­tion, which had the full sanc­tion and sup­port of the Sci­entif­ic and Geo­graph­ic­al So­ci­et­ies, should go on.

			So, ac­cord­ing to these def­in­ite in­struc­tions, the En­dur­ance sailed to Ply­mouth. On Tues­day the King sent for me and handed me the Uni­on Jack to carry on the Ex­ped­i­tion. That night, at mid­night, war broke out. On the fol­low­ing Sat­urday, Au­gust 8, the En­dur­ance sailed from Ply­mouth, obey­ing the dir­ect or­der of the Ad­mir­alty. I make par­tic­u­lar ref­er­ence to this phase of the Ex­ped­i­tion as I am aware that there was a cer­tain amount of cri­ti­cism of the Ex­ped­i­tion hav­ing left the coun­try, and re­gard­ing this I wish fur­ther to add that the pre­par­a­tion of the Ex­ped­i­tion had been pro­ceed­ing for over a year, and large sums of money had been spent. We offered to give the Ex­ped­i­tion up without even con­sult­ing the donors of this money, and but few thought that the war would last through these five years and in­volve the whole world. The Ex­ped­i­tion was not go­ing on a peace­ful cruise to the South Sea Is­lands, but to a most dan­ger­ous, dif­fi­cult, and strenu­ous work that has nearly al­ways in­volved a cer­tain per­cent­age of loss of life. Fi­nally, when the Ex­ped­i­tion did re­turn, prac­tic­ally the whole of those mem­bers who had come un­scathed through the dangers of the Ant­arc­tic took their places in the wider field of battle, and the per­cent­age of cas­u­al­ties amongst the mem­bers of this Ex­ped­i­tion is high.

			The voy­age out to Buenos Aires was un­event­ful, and on Oc­to­ber 26 we sailed from that port for South Geor­gia, the most south­erly out­post of the Brit­ish Em­pire. Here, for a month, we were en­gaged in fi­nal pre­par­a­tion. The last we heard of the war was when we left Buenos Aires. Then the Rus­si­an Steam­roller was ad­van­cing. Ac­cord­ing to many the war would be over with­in six months. And so we left, not without re­gret that we could not take our place there, but se­cure in the know­ledge that we were tak­ing part in a strenu­ous cam­paign for the cred­it of our coun­try.

			Apart from private in­di­vidu­als and so­ci­et­ies I here ac­know­ledge most grate­fully the as­sist­ance rendered by the Domin­ion Gov­ern­ment of New Zea­l­and and the Com­mon­wealth Gov­ern­ment of Aus­tralia at the start of the Ross Sea sec­tion of the Ex­ped­i­tion; and to the people of New Zea­l­and and the Domin­ion Gov­ern­ment I tender my most grate­ful thanks for their con­tin­ued help, which was in­valu­able dur­ing the dark days be­fore the re­lief of the Ross Sea Party.

			Mr. James Al­len (act­ing Premi­er), the late Mr. McNab (Min­is­ter of Mar­ine), Mr. Le­onard Tripp, Mr. Mabin, and Mr. Too­good, and many oth­ers have laid me un­der a debt of grat­it­ude that can nev­er be re­paid.

			This is also the op­por­tun­ity for me to thank the Ur­uguay­an Gov­ern­ment for their gen­er­ous as­sist­ance in pla­cing the gov­ern­ment trawl­er, In­sti­tuto de Pesca, for the second at­tempt at the re­lief of my men on Ele­phant Is­land.

			Fi­nally, it was the Chilean Gov­ern­ment that was dir­ectly re­spons­ible for the res­cue of my com­rades. This south­ern Re­pub­lic was un­wear­ied in its ef­forts to make a suc­cess­ful res­cue, and the grat­it­ude of our whole party is due to them. I es­pe­cially men­tion the sym­path­et­ic at­ti­tude of Ad­mir­al Muñoz Hur­tado, head of the Chilean Navy, and Cap­tain Lu­is Pardo, who com­manded the Yelcho on our last and suc­cess­ful ven­ture.

			Sir Daniel Gooch came with us as far as South Geor­gia. I owe him my spe­cial thanks for his help with the dogs, and we all re­gret­ted los­ing his cheery pres­ence, when we sailed for the South.

		
	
		
			
				South!

				The Story of Shack­leton’s Last Ex­ped­i­tion 1914–1917

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				In­to the Wed­dell Sea

			
			I de­cided to leave South Geor­gia about Decem­ber 5, and in the in­ter­vals of fi­nal pre­par­a­tion scanned again the plans for the voy­age to winter quar­ters. What wel­come was the Wed­dell Sea pre­par­ing for us? The whal­ing cap­tains at South Geor­gia were gen­er­ously ready to share with me their know­ledge of the wa­ters in which they pur­sued their trade, and, while con­firm­ing earli­er in­form­a­tion as to the ex­treme sever­ity of the ice con­di­tions in this sec­tor of the Ant­arc­tic, they were able to give ad­vice that was worth at­ten­tion.

			It will be con­veni­ent to state here briefly some of the con­sid­er­a­tions that weighed with me at that time and in the weeks that fol­lowed. I knew that the ice had come far north that sea­son and, after listen­ing to the sug­ges­tions of the whal­ing cap­tains, had de­cided to steer to the South Sand­wich Group, round Ul­tima Thule, and work as far to the east­ward as the fif­teenth me­ridi­an west lon­git­ude be­fore push­ing south. The whalers em­phas­ized the dif­fi­culty of get­ting through the ice in the neigh­bour­hood of the South Sand­wich Group. They told me they had of­ten seen the floes come right up to the group in the sum­mer­time, and they thought the Ex­ped­i­tion would have to push through heavy pack in or­der to reach the Wed­dell Sea. Prob­ably the best time to get in­to the Wed­dell Sea would be the end of Feb­ru­ary or the be­gin­ning of March. The whalers had gone right round the South Sand­wich Group and they were fa­mil­i­ar with the con­di­tions. The pre­dic­tions they made in­duced me to take the deck-load of coal, for if we had to fight our way through to Coats’ Land we would need every ton of fuel the ship could carry.

			I hoped that by first mov­ing to the east as far as the fif­teenth me­ridi­an west we would be able to go south through looser ice, pick up Coats’ Land and fi­nally reach Vah­sel Bay, where Filch­ner made his at­tempt at land­ing in 1912. Two con­sid­er­a­tions were oc­cupy­ing my mind at this junc­ture. I was anxious for cer­tain reas­ons to winter the En­dur­ance in the Wed­dell Sea, but the dif­fi­culty of find­ing a safe har­bour might be very great. If no safe har­bour could be found, the ship must winter at South Geor­gia. It seemed to me hope­less now to think of mak­ing the jour­ney across the con­tin­ent in the first sum­mer, as the sea­son was far ad­vanced and the ice con­di­tions were likely to prove un­fa­vour­able. In view of the pos­sib­il­ity of win­ter­ing the ship in the ice, we took ex­tra cloth­ing from the stores at the vari­ous sta­tions in South Geor­gia.

			The oth­er ques­tion that was giv­ing me anxious thought was the size of the shore party. If the ship had to go out dur­ing the winter, or if she broke away from winter quar­ters, it would be prefer­able to have only a small, care­fully se­lec­ted party of men ashore after the hut had been built and the stores landed. These men could pro­ceed to lay out de­pots by man-haulage and make short jour­neys with the dogs, train­ing them for the long early march in the fol­low­ing spring. The ma­jor­ity of the sci­entif­ic men would live aboard the ship, where they could do their work un­der good con­di­tions. They would be able to make short jour­neys if re­quired, us­ing the En­dur­ance as a base. All these plans were based on an ex­pect­a­tion that the find­ing of winter quar­ters was likely to be dif­fi­cult. If a really safe base could be es­tab­lished on the con­tin­ent, I would ad­here to the ori­gin­al pro­gramme of send­ing one party to the south, one to the west round the head of the Wed­dell Sea to­wards Gra­ham Land, and one to the east to­wards En­derby Land.

			We had worked out de­tails of dis­tances, courses, stores re­quired, and so forth. Our sledging ra­tion, the res­ult of ex­per­i­ence as well as close study, was per­fect. The dogs gave prom­ise, after train­ing, of be­ing able to cov­er fif­teen to twenty miles a day with loaded sledges. The transcon­tin­ent­al jour­ney, at this rate, should be com­pleted in 120 days un­less some un­fore­seen obstacle in­ter­vened. We longed keenly for the day when we could be­gin this march, the last great ad­ven­ture in the his­tory of South Po­lar ex­plor­a­tion, but a know­ledge of the obstacles that lay between us and our start­ing-point served as a curb on im­pa­tience. Everything de­pended upon the land­ing. If we could land at Filch­ner’s base there was no reas­on why a band of ex­per­i­enced men should not winter there in safety. But the Wed­dell Sea was no­tori­ously in­hos­pit­able and already we knew that its stern­est face was turned to­ward us. All the con­di­tions in the Wed­dell Sea are un­fa­vour­able from the nav­ig­at­or’s point of view. The winds are com­par­at­ively light, and con­sequently new ice can form even in the sum­mer­time. The ab­sence of strong winds has the ad­di­tion­al ef­fect of al­low­ing the ice to ac­cu­mu­late in masses, un­dis­turbed. Then great quant­it­ies of ice sweep along the coast from the east un­der the in­flu­ence of the pre­vail­ing cur­rent, and fill up the bight of the Wed­dell Sea as they move north in a great semi­circle. Some of this ice doubt­less de­scribes al­most a com­plete circle, and is held up even­tu­ally, in bad sea­sons, against the South Sand­wich Is­lands. The strong cur­rents, press­ing the ice masses against the coasts, cre­ate heav­ier pres­sure than is found in any oth­er part of the Ant­arc­tic. This pres­sure must be at least as severe as the pres­sure ex­per­i­enced in the con­ges­ted North Po­lar basin, and I am in­clined to think that a com­par­is­on would be to the ad­vant­age of the Arc­tic. All these con­sid­er­a­tions nat­ur­ally had a bear­ing upon our im­me­di­ate prob­lem, the pen­et­ra­tion of the pack and the find­ing of a safe har­bour on the con­tin­ent­al coast.

			The day of de­par­ture ar­rived. I gave the or­der to heave an­chor at 8:45 a.m. on Decem­ber 5, 1914, and the clank­ing of the wind­lass broke for us the last link with civil­iz­a­tion. The morn­ing was dull and over­cast, with oc­ca­sion­al gusts of snow and sleet, but hearts were light aboard the En­dur­ance. The long days of pre­par­a­tion were over and the ad­ven­ture lay ahead.

			We had hoped that some steam­er from the north would bring news of war and per­haps let­ters from home be­fore our de­par­ture. A ship did ar­rive on the even­ing of the 4th, but she car­ried no let­ters, and noth­ing use­ful in the way of in­form­a­tion could be gleaned from her. The cap­tain and crew were all stoutly pro-Ger­man, and the “news” they had to give took the un­sat­is­fy­ing form of ac­counts of Brit­ish and French re­verses. We would have been glad to have had the latest tid­ings from a friend­li­er source. A year and a half later we were to learn that the Har­poon, the steam­er which tends the Grytviken sta­tion, had ar­rived with mail for us not more than two hours after the En­dur­ance had pro­ceeded down the coast.

			The bows of the En­dur­ance were turned to the south, and the good ship dipped to the south­west­erly swell. Misty rain fell dur­ing the forenoon, but the weath­er cleared later in the day, and we had a good view of the coast of South Geor­gia as we moved un­der steam and sail to the south­east. The course was laid to carry us clear of the is­land and then south of South Thule, Sand­wich Group. The wind freshened dur­ing the day, and all square sail was set, with the fore­sail reefed in or­der to give the lookout a clear view ahead; for we did not wish to risk con­tact with a “growl­er,” one of those treach­er­ous frag­ments of ice that float with sur­face awash. The ship was very steady in the quarterly sea, but cer­tainly did not look as neat and trim as she had done when leav­ing the shores of Eng­land four months earli­er. We had filled up with coal at Grytviken, and this ex­tra fuel was stored on deck, where it im­peded move­ment con­sid­er­ably. The car­penter had built a false deck, ex­tend­ing from the poop-deck to the chart-room. We had also taken aboard a ton of whale-meat for the dogs. The big chunks of meat were hung up in the rig­ging, out of reach but not out of sight of the dogs, and as the En­dur­ance rolled and pitched, they watched with wolfish eyes for a wind­fall.

			I was greatly pleased with the dogs, which were tethered about the ship in the most com­fort­able po­s­i­tions we could find for them. They were in ex­cel­lent con­di­tion, and I felt that the Ex­ped­i­tion had the right tract­ive-power. They were big, sturdy an­im­als, chosen for en­dur­ance and strength, and if they were as keen to pull our sledges as they were now to fight one an­oth­er all would be well. The men in charge of the dogs were do­ing their work en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, and the eager­ness they showed to study the natures and habits of their charges gave prom­ise of ef­fi­cient hand­ling and good work later on.

			Dur­ing Decem­ber 6 the En­dur­ance made good pro­gress on a south­east­erly course. The north­erly breeze had freshened dur­ing the night and had brought up a high fol­low­ing sea. The weath­er was hazy, and we passed two bergs, sev­er­al growl­ers, and nu­mer­ous lumps of ice. Staff and crew were set­tling down to the routine. Bird life was plen­ti­ful, and we no­ticed Cape pi­geons, whale-birds, terns, mol­lymauks, nel­lies, sooty, and wan­der­ing al­batrosses in the neigh­bour­hood of the ship. The course was laid for the pas­sage between Sanders Is­land and Candlemas Vol­cano. Decem­ber 7 brought the first check. At six o’clock that morn­ing the sea, which had been green in col­our all the pre­vi­ous day, changed sud­denly to a deep in­digo. The ship was be­hav­ing well in a rough sea, and some mem­bers of the sci­entif­ic staff were trans­fer­ring to the bunkers the coal we had stowed on deck. Sanders Is­land and Candlemas were sighted early in the af­ter­noon, and the En­dur­ance passed between them at 6 p.m. Wors­ley’s ob­ser­va­tions in­dic­ated that Sanders Is­land was, roughly, three miles east and five miles north of the charted po­s­i­tion. Large num­bers of bergs, mostly tab­u­lar in form, lay to the west of the is­lands, and we no­ticed that many of them were yel­low with di­at­oms. One berg had large patches of red-brown soil down its sides. The pres­ence of so many bergs was omin­ous, and im­me­di­ately after passing between the is­lands we en­countered stream-ice. All sail was taken in and we pro­ceeded slowly un­der steam. Two hours later, fif­teen miles north­east of Sanders Is­land, the En­dur­ance was con­fron­ted by a belt of heavy pack-ice, half a mile broad and ex­tend­ing north and south. There was clear wa­ter bey­ond, but the heavy south­west­erly swell made the pack im­pen­et­rable in our neigh­bour­hood. This was dis­con­cert­ing. The noon lat­it­ude had been 57° 26′ S., and I had not ex­pec­ted to find pack-ice nearly so far north, though the whalers had re­por­ted pack-ice right up to South Thule.

			The situ­ation be­came dan­ger­ous that night. We pushed in­to the pack in the hope of reach­ing open wa­ter bey­ond, and found ourselves after dark in a pool which was grow­ing smal­ler and smal­ler. The ice was grind­ing around the ship in the heavy swell, and I watched with some anxi­ety for any in­dic­a­tion of a change of wind to the east, since a breeze from that quarter would have driv­en us to­wards the land. Wors­ley and I were on deck all night, dodging the pack. At 3 a.m. we ran south, tak­ing ad­vant­age of some open­ings that had ap­peared, but met heavy raf­ted pack-ice, evid­ently old; some of it had been sub­jec­ted to severe pres­sure. Then we steamed north­w­est and saw open wa­ter to the north­east. I put the En­dur­ance’s head for the open­ing, and, steam­ing at full speed, we got clear. Then we went east in the hope of get­ting bet­ter ice, and five hours later, after some dodging, we roun­ded the pack and were able to set sail once more. This ini­tial tussle with the pack had been ex­cit­ing at times. Pieces of ice and bergs of all sizes were heav­ing and jost­ling against each oth­er in the heavy south­west­erly swell. In spite of all our care the En­dur­ance struck large lumps stem on, but the en­gines were stopped in time and no harm was done. The scene and sounds through­out the day were very fine. The swell was dash­ing against the sides of huge bergs and leap­ing right to the top of their icy cliffs. Sanders Is­land lay to the south, with a few rocky faces peer­ing through the misty, swirl­ing clouds that swathed it most of the time, the boom­ing of the sea run­ning in­to ice-cav­erns, the swish­ing break of the swell on the loose pack, and the grace­ful bow­ing and un­du­lat­ing of the in­ner pack to the steeply rolling swell, which here was robbed of its break by the masses of ice to wind­ward.

			We skir­ted the north­ern edge of the pack in clear weath­er with a light south­west­erly breeze and an over­cast sky. The bergs were nu­mer­ous. Dur­ing the morn­ing of Decem­ber 9 an east­erly breeze brought hazy weath­er with snow, and at 4:30 p.m. we en­countered the edge of pack-ice in lat. 58° 27′ S., long. 22° 08′ W. It was one-year-old ice in­ter­spersed with older pack, all heav­ily snow-covered and ly­ing west-south­w­est to east-north­east. We entered the pack at 5 p.m., but could not make pro­gress, and cleared it again at 7:40 p.m. Then we steered east-north­east and spent the rest of the night round­ing the pack. Dur­ing the day we had seen ad­e­lie and ringed pen­guins, also sev­er­al hump­back and fin­ner whales. An ice-blink to the west­ward in­dic­ated the pres­ence of pack in that dir­ec­tion. After round­ing the pack we steered S. 40° E., and at noon on the 10th had reached lat. 58° 28′ S., long. 20° 28′ W. Ob­ser­va­tions showed the com­pass vari­ation to be 1½° less than the chart re­cor­ded. I kept the En­dur­ance on the course till mid­night, when we entered loose open ice about ninety miles south­east of our noon po­s­i­tion. This ice proved to fringe the pack, and pro­gress be­came slow. There was a long east­erly swell with a light north­erly breeze, and the weath­er was clear and fine. Nu­mer­ous bergs lay out­side the pack.

			The En­dur­ance steamed through loose open ice till 8 a.m. on the 11th, when we entered the pack in lat. 59° 46′ S., long. 18° 22′ W. We could have gone farther east, but the pack ex­ten­ded far in that dir­ec­tion, and an ef­fort to circle it might have in­volved a lot of north­ing. I did not wish to lose the be­ne­fit of the ori­gin­al south­ing. The ex­tra miles would not have mattered to a ship with lar­ger coal ca­pa­city than the En­dur­ance pos­sessed, but we could not af­ford to sac­ri­fice miles un­ne­ces­sar­ily. The pack was loose and did not present great dif­fi­culties at this stage. The fore­sail was set in or­der to take ad­vant­age of the north­erly breeze. The ship was in con­tact with the ice oc­ca­sion­ally and re­ceived some heavy blows. Once or twice she was brought up all stand­ing against sol­id pieces, but no harm was done. The chief con­cern was to pro­tect the pro­peller and rud­der. If a col­li­sion seemed to be in­ev­it­able the of­ficer in charge would or­der “slow” or “half speed” with the en­gines, and put the helm over so as to strike the floe a glan­cing blow. Then the helm would be put over to­wards the ice with the ob­ject of throw­ing the pro­peller clear of it, and the ship would forge ahead again. Wors­ley, Wild, and I, with three of­ficers, kept three watches while we were work­ing through the pack, so that we had two of­ficers on deck all the time. The car­penter had rigged a six-foot wooden sem­a­phore on the bridge to en­able the nav­ig­at­ing of­ficer to give the sea­men or sci­ent­ists at the wheel the dir­ec­tion and the ex­act amount of helm re­quired. This device saved time, as well as the ef­fort of shout­ing. We were push­ing through this loose pack all day, and the view from the crow’s-nest gave no prom­ise of im­proved con­di­tions ahead. A Wed­dell seal and a crab-eat­er seal were no­ticed on the floes, but we did not pause to se­cure fresh meat. It was im­port­ant that we should make pro­gress to­wards our goal as rap­idly as pos­sible, and there was reas­on to fear that we should have plenty of time to spare later on if the ice con­di­tions con­tin­ued to in­crease in sever­ity.

			On the morn­ing of Decem­ber 12 we were work­ing through loose pack which later be­came thick in places. The sky was over­cast and light snow was fall­ing. I had all square sail set at 7 a.m. in or­der to take ad­vant­age of the north­erly breeze, but it had to come in again five hours later when the wind hauled round to the west. The noon po­s­i­tion was lat. 60° 26′ S., long. 17° 58′ W., and the run for the twenty-four hours had been only 33 miles. The ice was still badly con­ges­ted, and we were push­ing through nar­row leads and oc­ca­sion­al open­ings with the floes of­ten close abeam on either side. Ant­arc­tic, snow and stormy pet­rels, ful­mars, white-rumped terns, and ad­e­lies were around us. The quaint little pen­guins found the ship a cause of much ap­par­ent ex­cite­ment and provided a lot of amuse­ment aboard. One of the stand­ing jokes was that all the ad­e­lies on the floe seemed to know Clark, and when he was at the wheel rushed along as fast as their legs could carry them, yelling out “Clark! Clark!” and ap­par­ently very in­dig­nant and per­turbed that he nev­er waited for them or even answered them.

			We found sev­er­al good leads to the south in the even­ing, and con­tin­ued to work south­ward through­out the night and the fol­low­ing day. The pack ex­ten­ded in all dir­ec­tions as far as the eye could reach. The noon ob­ser­va­tion showed the run for the twenty-four hours to be 54 miles, a sat­is­fact­ory res­ult un­der the con­di­tions. Wild shot a young Ross seal on the floe, and we man­oeuvred the ship along­side. Hud­son jumped down, bent a line on to the seal, and the pair of them were hauled up. The seal was 4 ft. 9 in. long and weighed about ninety pounds. He was a young male and proved very good eat­ing, but when dressed and minus the blub­ber made little more than a square meal for our twenty-eight men, with a few scraps for our break­fast and tea. The stom­ach con­tained only am­phi­pods about an inch long, al­lied to those found in the whales at Grytviken.

			The con­di­tions be­came harder on Decem­ber 14. There was a misty haze, and oc­ca­sion­al falls of snow. A few bergs were in sight. The pack was dens­er than it had been on the pre­vi­ous days. Older ice was in­ter­mingled with the young ice, and our pro­gress be­came slower. The pro­peller re­ceived sev­er­al blows in the early morn­ing, but no dam­age was done. A plat­form was rigged un­der the jib-boom in or­der that Hur­ley might se­cure some kin­emato­graph pic­tures of the ship break­ing through the ice. The young ice did not present dif­fi­culties to the En­dur­ance, which was able to smash a way through, but the lumps of older ice were more for­mid­able obstacles, and con­ning the ship was a task re­quir­ing close at­ten­tion. The most care­ful nav­ig­a­tion could not pre­vent an oc­ca­sion­al bump against ice too thick to be broken or pushed aside. The south­erly breeze strengthened to a mod­er­ate south­west­erly gale dur­ing the af­ter­noon, and at 8 p.m. we hove to, stem against a floe, it be­ing im­possible to pro­ceed without ser­i­ous risk of dam­age to rud­der or pro­peller. I was in­ter­ested to no­tice that, al­though we had been steam­ing through the pack for three days, the north­west­erly swell still held with us. It ad­ded to the dif­fi­culties of nav­ig­a­tion in the lanes, since the ice was con­stantly in move­ment.

			The En­dur­ance re­mained against the floe for the next twenty-four hours, when the gale mod­er­ated. The pack ex­ten­ded to the ho­ri­zon in all dir­ec­tions and was broken by in­nu­mer­able nar­row lanes. Many bergs were in sight, and they ap­peared to be trav­el­ling through the pack in a south­west­erly dir­ec­tion un­der the cur­rent in­flu­ence. Prob­ably the pack it­self was mov­ing north­east with the gale. Clark put down a net in search of spe­ci­mens, and at two fathoms it was car­ried south­w­est by the cur­rent and fouled the pro­peller. He lost the net, two leads, and a line. Ten bergs drove to the south through the pack dur­ing the twenty-four hours. The noon po­s­i­tion was 61° 31′ S., long. 18° 12′ W. The gale had mod­er­ated at 8 p.m., and we made five miles to the south be­fore mid­night and then we stopped at the end of a long lead, wait­ing till the weath­er cleared. It was dur­ing this short run that the cap­tain, with sem­a­phore hard-a-port, shouted to the sci­ent­ist at the wheel: “Why in Para­dise don’t you port!” The an­swer came in in­dig­nant tones: “I am blow­ing my nose.”

			The En­dur­ance made some pro­gress on the fol­low­ing day. Long leads of open wa­ter ran to­wards the south­w­est, and the ship smashed at full speed through oc­ca­sion­al areas of young ice till brought up with a heavy thud against a sec­tion of older floe. Wors­ley was out on the jib-boom end for a few minutes while Wild was con­ning the ship, and he came back with a glow­ing ac­count of a nov­el sen­sa­tion. The boom was swinging high and low and from side to side, while the massive bows of the ship smashed through the ice, split­ting it across, pil­ing it mass on mass and then shoul­der­ing it aside. The air tem­per­at­ure was 37° F, pleas­antly warm, and the wa­ter tem­per­at­ure 29° F. We con­tin­ued to ad­vance through fine long leads till 4 a.m. on Decem­ber 17, when the ice be­came dif­fi­cult again. Very large floes of six-months-old ice lay close to­geth­er. Some of these floes presen­ted a square mile of un­broken sur­face, and among them were patches of thin ice and sev­er­al floes of heavy old ice. Many bergs were in sight, and the course be­came de­vi­ous. The ship was blocked at one point by a wedge-shaped piece of floe, but we put the ice-an­chor through it, towed it astern, and pro­ceeded through the gap. Steer­ing un­der these con­di­tions re­quired muscle as well as nerve. There was a clat­ter aft dur­ing the af­ter­noon, and Hus­sey, who was at the wheel, ex­plained that “The wheel spun round and threw me over the top of it!” The noon po­s­i­tion was lat. 62° 13′ S., long. 18° 53′ W., and the run for the pre­ced­ing twenty-four hours had been 32 miles in a south­west­erly dir­ec­tion. We saw three blue whales dur­ing the day and one em­per­or pen­guin, a 58-lb. bird, which was ad­ded to the lar­der.

			The morn­ing of Decem­ber 18 found the En­dur­ance pro­ceed­ing amongst large floes with thin ice between them. The leads were few. There was a north­erly breeze with oc­ca­sion­al snow-flur­ries. We se­cured three crab-eat­er seals—two cows and a bull. The bull was a fine spe­ci­men, nearly white all over and 9 ft. 3 in. long; he weighed 600 lbs. Shortly be­fore noon fur­ther pro­gress was barred by heavy pack, and we put an ice-an­chor on the floe and banked the fires. I had been pre­pared for evil con­di­tions in the Wed­dell Sea, but had hoped that in Decem­ber and Janu­ary, at any rate, the pack would be loose, even if no open wa­ter was to be found. What we were ac­tu­ally en­coun­ter­ing was fairly dense pack of a very ob­stin­ate char­ac­ter. Pack-ice might be de­scribed as a gi­gant­ic and in­ter­min­able jig­saw-puzzle de­vised by nature. The parts of the puzzle in loose pack have floated slightly apart and be­come dis­ar­ranged; at nu­mer­ous places they have pressed to­geth­er again; as the pack gets closer the con­ges­ted areas grow lar­ger and the parts are jammed harder till fi­nally it be­comes “close pack,” when the whole of the jig­saw-puzzle be­comes jammed to such an ex­tent that with care and la­bour it can be tra­versed in every dir­ec­tion on foot. Where the parts do not fit closely there is, of course, open wa­ter, which freezes over, in a few hours after giv­ing off volumes of “frost-smoke.” In obed­i­ence to re­newed pres­sure this young ice “rafts,” so form­ing double thick­nesses of a tof­fee-like con­sist­ency. Again the op­pos­ing edges of heavy floes rear up in slow and al­most si­lent con­flict, till high “hedgerows” are formed round each part of the puzzle. At the junc­tion of sev­er­al floes chaot­ic areas of piled-up blocks and masses of ice are formed. Some­times 5-ft. to 6-ft. piles of evenly shaped blocks of ice are seen so neatly laid that it seems im­possible for them to be Nature’s work. Again, a wind­ing canyon may be tra­versed between icy walls 6 ft. to 10 ft. high, or a dome may be formed that un­der re­newed pres­sure bursts up­ward like a vol­cano. All the winter the drift­ing pack changes—grows by freez­ing, thick­ens by raft­ing, and cor­rug­ates by pres­sure. If, fi­nally, in its drift it im­pinges on a coast, such as the west­ern shore of the Wed­dell Sea, ter­rif­ic pres­sure is set up and an in­ferno of ice-blocks, ridges, and hedgerows res­ults, ex­tend­ing pos­sibly for 150 or 200 miles off shore. Sec­tions of pres­sure ice may drift away sub­sequently and be­come em­bed­ded in new ice.

			I have giv­en this brief ex­plan­a­tion here in or­der that the read­er may un­der­stand the nature of the ice through which we pushed our way for many hun­dreds of miles. An­oth­er point that may re­quire to be ex­plained was the delay caused by wind while we were in the pack. When a strong breeze or mod­er­ate gale was blow­ing the ship could not safely work through any ex­cept young ice, up to about two feet in thick­ness. As ice of that nature nev­er ex­ten­ded for more than a mile or so, it fol­lowed that in a gale in the pack we had al­ways to lie to. The ship was 3 ft. 3 in. down by the stern, and while this saved the pro­peller and rud­der a good deal, it made the En­dur­ance prac­tic­ally un­man­age­able in close pack when the wind at­tained a force of six miles an hour from ahead, since the air cur­rents had such a big sur­face for­ward to act upon. The pres­sure of wind on bows and the yards of the fore­mast would cause the bows to fall away, and in these con­di­tions the ship could not be steered in­to the nar­row lanes and leads through which we had to thread our way. The fall­ing away of the bows, moreover, would tend to bring the stern against the ice, com­pel­ling us to stop the en­gines in or­der to save the pro­peller. Then the ship would be­come un­man­age­able and drift away, with the pos­sib­il­ity of get­ting ex­cess­ive stern­way on her and so dam­aging rud­der or pro­peller, the Achilles’ heel of a ship in pack-ice.

			While we were wait­ing for the weath­er to mod­er­ate and the ice to open, I had the Lu­cas sound­ing-ma­chine rigged over the rud­der-trunk and found the depth to be 2,810 fathoms. The bot­tom sample was lost ow­ing to the line part­ing 60 fathoms from the end. Dur­ing the af­ter­noon three ad­e­lie pen­guins ap­proached the ship across the floe while Hus­sey was dis­cours­ing sweet mu­sic on the banjo. The sol­emn-look­ing little birds ap­peared to ap­pre­ci­ate “It’s a Long Way to Tip­per­ary,” but they fled in hor­ror when Hus­sey treated them to a little of the mu­sic that comes from Scot­land. The shouts of laughter from the ship ad­ded to their dis­may, and they made off as fast as their short legs would carry them. The pack opened slightly at 6:15 p.m., and we pro­ceeded through lanes for three hours be­fore be­ing forced to an­chor to a floe for the night. We fired a Hjort mark har­poon, No. 171, in­to a blue whale on this day. The con­di­tions did not im­prove dur­ing Decem­ber 19. A fresh to strong north­erly breeze brought haze and snow, and after pro­ceed­ing for two hours the En­dur­ance was stopped again by heavy floes. It was im­possible to man­oeuvre the ship in the ice ow­ing to the strong wind, which kept the floes in move­ment and caused lanes to open and close with dan­ger­ous rapid­ity. The noon ob­ser­va­tion showed that we had made six miles to the south­east in the pre­vi­ous twenty-four hours. All hands were en­gaged dur­ing the day in rub­bing shoots off our pota­toes, which were found to be sprout­ing freely. We re­mained moored to a floe over the fol­low­ing day, the wind not hav­ing mod­er­ated; in­deed, it freshened to a gale in the af­ter­noon, and the mem­bers of the staff and crew took ad­vant­age of the pause to en­joy a vig­or­ously con­tested game of foot­ball on the level sur­face of the floe along­side the ship. Twelve bergs were in sight at this time. The noon po­s­i­tion was lat. 62° 42′ S., long. 17° 54′ W., show­ing that we had drif­ted about six miles in a north­east­erly dir­ec­tion.

			Monday, Decem­ber 21, was beau­ti­fully fine, with a gentle west-north­west­erly breeze. We made a start at 3 a.m. and pro­ceeded through the pack in a south­west­erly dir­ec­tion. At noon we had gained sev­en miles al­most due east, the north­erly drift of the pack hav­ing con­tin­ued while the ship was ap­par­ently mov­ing to the south. Pet­rels of sev­er­al spe­cies, pen­guins, and seals were plen­ti­ful, and we saw four small blue whales. At noon we entered a long lead to the south­ward and passed around and between nine splen­did bergs. One mighty spe­ci­men was shaped like the Rock of Gibral­tar but with steep­er cliffs, and an­oth­er had a nat­ur­al dock that would have con­tained the Aquit­ania. A spur of ice closed the en­trance to the huge blue pool. Hur­ley brought out his kin­emato­graph-cam­era, in or­der to make a re­cord of these bergs. Fine long leads run­ning east and south­east among bergs were found dur­ing the af­ter­noon, but at mid­night the ship was stopped by small, heavy ice-floes, tightly packed against an un­broken plain of ice. The out­look from the masthead was not en­cour­aging. The big floe was at least 15 miles long and 10 miles wide. The edge could not be seen at the widest part, and the area of the floe must have been not less than 150 square miles. It ap­peared to be formed of year-old ice, not very thick and with very few hum­mocks or ridges in it. We thought it must have been formed at sea in very calm weath­er and drif­ted up from the south­east. I had nev­er seen such a large area of un­broken ice in the Ross Sea.

			We waited with banked fires for the strong east­erly breeze to mod­er­ate or the pack to open. At 6:30 p.m. on Decem­ber 22 some lanes opened and we were able to move to­wards the south again. The fol­low­ing morn­ing found us work­ing slowly through the pack, and the noon ob­ser­va­tion gave us a gain of 19 miles S. 41° W. for the sev­en­teen and a half hours un­der steam. Many year-old ad­e­lies, three crab-eat­ers, six sea-leo­pards, one Wed­dell and two blue whales were seen. The air tem­per­at­ure, which had been down to 25° F on Decem­ber 21, had ris­en to 34° F. While we were work­ing along leads to the south­ward in the af­ter­noon, we coun­ted fif­teen bergs. Three of these were table-topped, and one was about 70 ft high and 5 miles long. Evid­ently it had come from a bar­ri­er-edge. The ice be­came heav­ier but slightly more open, and we had a calm night with fine long leads of open wa­ter. The wa­ter was so still that new ice was form­ing on the leads. We had a run of 70 miles to our cred­it at noon on Decem­ber 24, the po­s­i­tion be­ing lat. 64° 32′ S., long. 17° 17′ W. All the dogs ex­cept eight had been named. I do not know who had been re­spons­ible for some of the names, which seemed to rep­res­ent a vari­ety of tastes. They were as fol­lows: Rugby, Up­ton Bris­tol, Mill­hill, Song­ster, Sandy, Mack, Mer­cury, Wolf, Amund­sen, Her­cules, Hack­enschmidt, Sam­son, Sammy, Skip­per, Caruso, Sub, Ulysses, Spotty, Bosun, Slob­bers, Sad­ie, Sue, Sally, Jasper, Tim, Sweep, Mar­tin, Splitlip, Luke, Saint, Satan, Chips, Stumps, Snap­per, Pain­ful, Bob, Snow­ball, Jerry, Judge, Sooty, Ru­fus, Side­lights, Simeon, Swank­er, Chirgwin, Steam­er, Peter, Fluffy, Stew­ard, Slip­pery, El­li­ott, Roy, Noel, Shakespeare, Jam­ie, Bum­mer, Smuts, Lup­oid, Spider, and Sail­or. Some of the names, it will be no­ticed, had a de­script­ive fla­vour.

			Heavy floes held up the ship from mid­night till 6 a.m. on Decem­ber 25, Christ­mas Day. Then they opened a little and we made pro­gress till 11:30 a.m., when the leads closed again. We had en­countered good leads and work­able ice dur­ing the early part of the night, and the noon ob­ser­va­tion showed that our run for the twenty-four hours was the best since we entered the pack a fort­night earli­er. We had made 71 miles S. 4° W. The ice held us up till the even­ing, and then we were able to fol­low some leads for a couple of hours be­fore the tightly packed floes and the in­creas­ing wind com­pelled a stop. The cel­eb­ra­tion of Christ­mas was not for­got­ten. Grog was served at mid­night to all on deck. There was grog again at break­fast, for the be­ne­fit of those who had been in their bunks at mid­night. Lees had dec­or­ated the ward­room with flags and had a little Christ­mas present for each of us. Some of us had presents from home to open. Later there was a really splen­did din­ner, con­sist­ing of turtle soup, white­bait, jugged hare, Christ­mas pud­ding, mince-pies, dates, figs and crys­tal­lized fruits, with rum and stout as drinks. In the even­ing every­body joined in a “sing­song.” Hus­sey had made a one-stringed vi­ol­in, on which, in the words of Wors­ley, he “dis­coursed quite pain­lessly.” The wind was in­creas­ing to a mod­er­ate south­east­erly gale and no ad­vance could be made, so we were able to settle down to the en­joy­ments of the even­ing.

			The weath­er was still bad on Decem­ber 26 and 27, and the En­dur­ance re­mained anchored to a floe. The noon po­s­i­tion on the 26th was lat. 65° 43′ S., long. 17° 36′ W. We made an­oth­er sound­ing on this day with the Lu­cas ma­chine and found bot­tom at 2,819 fathoms. The spe­ci­men brought up was a ter­ri­gen­ous blue mud (gla­cial de­pos­it) with some ra­diolaria. Every­one took turns at the work of heav­ing in, two men work­ing to­geth­er in ten-minute spells.

			Sunday, Decem­ber 27, was a quiet day aboard. The south­erly gale was blow­ing the snow in clouds off the floe and the tem­per­at­ure had fallen to 23° F. The dogs were hav­ing an un­com­fort­able time in their deck quar­ters. The wind had mod­er­ated by the fol­low­ing morn­ing, but it was squally with snow-flur­ries, and I did not or­der a start till 11 p.m. The pack was still close, but the ice was softer and more eas­ily broken. Dur­ing the pause the car­penter had rigged a small stage over the stern. A man was sta­tioned there to watch the pro­peller and pre­vent it strik­ing heavy ice, and the ar­range­ment proved very valu­able. It saved the rud­der as well as the pro­peller from many blows.

			The high winds that had pre­vailed for four and a half days gave way to a gentle south­erly breeze in the even­ing of Decem­ber 29. Ow­ing to the drift we were ac­tu­ally el­ev­en miles farther north than we had been on Decem­ber 25. But we made fairly good pro­gress on the 30th in fine, clear weath­er. The ship fol­lowed a long lead to the south­east dur­ing the af­ter­noon and even­ing, and at 11 p.m. we crossed the Ant­arc­tic Circle. An ex­am­in­a­tion of the ho­ri­zon dis­closed con­sid­er­able breaks in the vast circle of pack-ice, in­ter­spersed with bergs of dif­fer­ent sizes. Leads could be traced in vari­ous dir­ec­tions, but I looked in vain for an in­dic­a­tion of open wa­ter. The sun did not set that night, and as it was con­cealed be­hind a bank of clouds we had a glow of crim­son and gold to the south­ward, with del­ic­ate pale green re­flec­tions in the wa­ter of the lanes to the south­east.

			The ship had a ser­i­ous en­counter with the ice on the morn­ing of Decem­ber 31. We were stopped first by floes clos­ing around us, and then about noon the En­dur­ance got jammed between two floes head­ing east-north­east. The pres­sure heeled the ship over six de­grees while we were get­ting an ice-an­chor on to the floe in or­der to heave astern and thus as­sist the en­gines, which were run­ning at full speed. The ef­fort was suc­cess­ful. Im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards, at the spot where the En­dur­ance had been held, slabs of ice 50 ft. by 15 ft. and 4 ft. thick were forced ten or twelve feet up on the lee floe at an angle of 45°. The pres­sure was severe, and we were not sorry to have the ship out of its reach. The noon po­s­i­tion was lat. 66° 47′ S., long. 15° 52′ W., and the run for the pre­ced­ing twenty-four hours was 51 miles S. 29° E.

			“Since noon the char­ac­ter of the pack has im­proved,” wrote Wors­ley on this day. “Though the leads are short, the floes are rot­ten and eas­ily broken through if a good place is se­lec­ted with care and judg­ment. In many cases we find large sheets of young ice through which the ship cuts for a mile or two miles at a stretch. I have been con­ning and work­ing the ship from the crow’s-nest and find it much the best place, as from there one can see ahead and work out the course be­fore­hand, and can also guard the rud­der and pro­peller, the most vul­ner­able parts of a ship in the ice. At mid­night, as I was sit­ting in the ‘tub’ I heard a clam­or­ous noise down on the deck, with ringing of bells, and real­ized that it was the New Year.” Wors­ley came down from his lofty seat and met Wild, Hud­son, and my­self on the bridge, where we shook hands and wished one an­oth­er a happy and suc­cess­ful New Year. Since en­ter­ing the pack on Decem­ber 11 we had come 480 miles, through loose and close pack-ice. We had pushed and fought the little ship through, and she had stood the test well, though the pro­peller had re­ceived some shrewd blows against hard ice and the ves­sel had been driv­en against the floe un­til she had fairly moun­ted up on it and slid back rolling heav­ily from side to side. The rolling had been more fre­quently caused by the op­er­a­tion of crack­ing through thick­ish young ice, where the crack had taken a sinu­ous course. The ship, in at­tempt­ing to fol­low it, struck first one bilge and then the oth­er, caus­ing her to roll six or sev­en de­grees. Our ad­vance through the pack had been in a S. 10° E. dir­ec­tion, and I es­tim­ated that the total steam­ing dis­tance had ex­ceeded 700 miles. The first 100 miles had been through loose pack, but the greatest hindrances had been three mod­er­ate south­west­erly gales, two last­ing for three days each and one for four and a half days. The last 250 miles had been through close pack al­tern­at­ing with fine long leads and stretches of open wa­ter.

			Dur­ing the weeks we spent man­oeuv­ring to the south through the tor­tu­ous mazes of the pack it was ne­ces­sary of­ten to split floes by driv­ing the ship against them. This form of at­tack was ef­fect­ive against ice up to three feet in thick­ness, and the pro­cess is in­ter­est­ing enough to be worth de­scrib­ing briefly. When the way was barred by a floe of mod­er­ate thick­ness we would drive the ship at half speed against it, stop­ping the en­gines just be­fore the im­pact. At the first blow the En­dur­ance would cut a V-shaped nick in the face of the floe, the slope of her cut­water of­ten caus­ing her bows to rise till nearly clear of the wa­ter, when she would slide back­wards, rolling slightly. Watch­ing care­fully that loose lumps of ice did not dam­age the pro­peller, we would re­verse the en­gines and back the ship off 200 to 300 yds. She would then be driv­en full speed in­to the V, tak­ing care to hit the centre ac­cur­ately. The op­er­a­tion would be re­peated un­til a short dock was cut, in­to which the ship, act­ing as a large wedge, was driv­en. At about the fourth at­tempt, if it was to suc­ceed at all, the floe would yield. A black, sinu­ous line, as though pen-drawn on white pa­per, would ap­pear ahead, broad­en­ing as the eye traced it back to the ship. Presently it would be broad enough to re­ceive her, and we would forge ahead. Un­der the bows and along­side, great slabs of ice were be­ing turned over and slid back on the floe, or driv­en down and un­der the ice or ship. In thus way the En­dur­ance would split a 2 ft. to 3 ft. floe a square mile in ex­tent. Oc­ca­sion­ally the floe, al­though cracked across, would be so held by oth­er floes that it would re­fuse to open wide, and so gradu­ally would bring the ship to a stand­still. We would then go astern for some dis­tance and again drive her full speed in­to the crack, till fi­nally the floe would yield to the re­peated on­slaughts.

		
	
		
			
				II

				New Land

			
			The first day of the New Year (Janu­ary 1, 1915) was cloudy, with a gentle north­erly breeze and oc­ca­sion­al snow-squalls. The con­di­tion of the pack im­proved in the even­ing, and after 8 p.m. we forged ahead rap­idly through brittle young ice, eas­ily broken by the ship. A few hours later a mod­er­ate gale came up from the east, with con­tinu­ous snow. After 4 a.m. on the 2nd we got in­to thick old pack-ice, show­ing signs of heavy pres­sure. It was much hum­mocked, but large areas of open wa­ter and long leads to the south­w­est con­tin­ued un­til noon. The po­s­i­tion then was lat. 69° 49′ S., long. 15° 42′ W., and the run for the twenty-four hours had been 124 miles S. 3° W. This was cheer­ing.

			The heavy pack blocked the way south after mid­day. It would have been al­most im­possible to have pushed the ship in­to the ice, and in any case the gale would have made such a pro­ceed­ing highly dan­ger­ous. So we dodged along to the west and north, look­ing for a suit­able open­ing to­wards the south. The good run had giv­en me hope of sight­ing the land on the fol­low­ing day, and the delay was an­noy­ing. I was grow­ing anxious to reach land on ac­count of the dogs, which had not been able to get ex­er­cise for four weeks, and were be­com­ing run down. We passed at least two hun­dred bergs dur­ing the day, and we no­ticed also large masses of hum­mocky bay-ice and ice-foot. One floe of bay-ice had black earth upon it, ap­par­ently basalt­ic in ori­gin, and there was a large berg with a broad band of yel­low­ish brown right through it. The stain may have been vol­can­ic dust. Many of the bergs had quaint shapes. There was one that ex­actly re­sembled a large two-fun­nel liner, com­plete in sil­hou­ette ex­cept for smoke. Later in the day we found an open­ing in the pack and made 9 miles to the south­w­est, but at 2 a.m. on Janu­ary 3 the lead ended in hum­mocky ice, im­possible to pen­et­rate. A mod­er­ate east­erly gale had come up with snow-squalls, and we could not get a clear view in any dir­ec­tion. The hum­mocky ice did not of­fer a suit­able an­chor­age for the ship, and we were com­pelled to dodge up and down for ten hours be­fore we were able to make fast to a small floe un­der the lee of a berg 120 ft. high. The berg broke the wind and saved us drift­ing fast to lee­ward. The po­s­i­tion was lat. 69° 59′ S., long. 17° 31′ W. We made a move again at 7 p.m., when we took in the ice-an­chor and pro­ceeded south, and at 10 p.m. we passed a small berg that the ship had nearly touched twelve hours pre­vi­ously. Ob­vi­ously we were not mak­ing much head­way. Sev­er­al of the bergs passed dur­ing this day were of sol­id blue ice, in­dic­at­ing true gla­ci­er ori­gin.

			By mid­night of the 3rd we had made 11 miles to the south, and then came to a full stop in weath­er so thick with snow that we could not learn if the leads and lanes were worth en­ter­ing. The ice was hum­mocky, but, for­tu­nately, the gale was de­creas­ing, and after we had scanned all the leads and pools with­in our reach we turned back to the north­east. Two sperm and two large blue whales were sighted, the first we had seen for 260 miles. We saw also pet­rels, nu­mer­ous ad­e­lies, em­per­ors, crab-eat­ers, and sea-leo­pards. The clear­er weath­er of the morn­ing showed us that the pack was sol­id and im­pass­able from the south­east to the south­w­est, and at 10 a.m. on the 4th we again passed with­in five yards of the small berg that we had passed twice on the pre­vi­ous day. We had been steam­ing and dodging about over an area of twenty square miles for fifty hours, try­ing to find an open­ing to the south, south­east, or south­w­est, but all the leads ran north, north­east, or north­w­est. It was as though the spir­its of the Ant­arc­tic were point­ing us to the back­ward track—the track we were de­term­ined not to fol­low. Our de­sire was to make east­ing as well as south­ing so as to reach the land, if pos­sible, east of Ross’s farthest South and well east of Coats’ Land. This was more im­port­ant as the pre­vail­ing winds ap­peared to be to east­erly, and every mile of east­ing would count. In the af­ter­noon we went west in some open wa­ter, and by 4 p.m. we were mak­ing west-south­w­est with more wa­ter open­ing up ahead. The sun was shin­ing brightly, over three de­grees high at mid­night, and we were able to main­tain this dir­ec­tion in fine weath­er till the fol­low­ing noon. The po­s­i­tion then was lat. 70° 28′ S., long. 20° 16′ W., and the run had been 62 miles S. 62° W. At 8 a.m. there had been open wa­ter from north round by west to south­w­est, but im­pen­et­rable pack to the south and east. At 3 p.m. the way to the south­w­est and west-north­w­est was ab­so­lutely blocked, and as we ex­per­i­enced a set to the west, I did not feel jus­ti­fied in burn­ing more of the re­duced stock of coal to go west or north. I took the ship back over our course for four miles, to a point where some looser pack gave faint prom­ise of a way through; but, after bat­tling for three hours with very heavy hum­mocked ice and mak­ing four miles to the south, we were brought up by huge blocks and floes of very old pack. Fur­ther ef­fort seemed use­less at that time, and I gave the or­der to bank fires after we had moored the En­dur­ance to a sol­id floe. The weath­er was clear, and some en­thu­si­ast­ic foot­ball-play­ers had a game on the floe un­til, about mid­night, Wors­ley dropped through a hole in rot­ten ice while re­triev­ing the ball. He had to be re­trieved him­self.

			Sol­id pack still barred the way to the south on the fol­low­ing morn­ing (Janu­ary 6). There was some open wa­ter north of the floe, but as the day was calm and I did not wish to use coal in a pos­sibly vain search for an open­ing to the south­ward, I kept the ship moored to the floe. This pause in good weath­er gave an op­por­tun­ity to ex­er­cise the dogs, which were taken on to the floe by the men in charge of them. The ex­cite­ment of the an­im­als was in­tense. Sev­er­al man­aged to get in­to the wa­ter, and the muzzles they were wear­ing did not pre­vent some hot fights. Two dogs which had con­trived to slip their muzzles fought them­selves in­to an icy pool and were hauled out still locked in a grapple. How­ever, men and dogs en­joyed the ex­er­cise. A sound­ing gave a depth of 2,400 fathoms, with a blue mud bot­tom. The wind freshened from the west early the next morn­ing, and we star­ted to skirt the north­ern edge of the sol­id pack in an east­erly dir­ec­tion un­der sail. We had cleared the close pack by noon, but the out­look to the south gave small prom­ise of use­ful pro­gress, and I was anxious now to make east­ing. We went north­east un­der sail, and after mak­ing thirty-nine miles passed a pe­cu­li­ar berg that we had been abreast of sixty hours earli­er. Killer-whales were be­com­ing act­ive around us, and I had to ex­er­cise cau­tion in al­low­ing any­one to leave the ship. These beasts have a habit of loc­at­ing a rest­ing seal by look­ing over the edge of a floe and then strik­ing through the ice from be­low in search of a meal; they would not dis­tin­guish between seal and man.

			The noon po­s­i­tion on Janu­ary 8 was lat. 70° 0′ S., long. 19° 09′ W. We had made 66 miles in a north­east­erly dir­ec­tion dur­ing the pre­ced­ing twenty-four hours. The course dur­ing the af­ter­noon was east-south­east through loose pack and open wa­ter, with deep hum­mocky floes to the south. Sev­er­al leads to the south came in view, but we held on the east­erly course. The floes were be­com­ing looser, and there were in­dic­a­tions of open wa­ter ahead. The ship passed not few­er than five hun­dred bergs that day, some of them very large. A dark wa­ter-sky ex­ten­ded from east to south-south­east on the fol­low­ing morn­ing, and the En­dur­ance, work­ing through loose pack at half speed, reached open wa­ter just be­fore noon. A ram­part berg 150 ft. high and a quarter of a mile long lay at the edge of the loose pack, and we sailed over a pro­ject­ing foot of this berg in­to rolling ocean, stretch­ing to the ho­ri­zon. The sea ex­ten­ded from a little to the west of south, round by east to north-north­east, and its wel­come prom­ise was sup­por­ted by a deep wa­ter-sky to the south. I laid a course south by east in an en­deav­our to get south and east of Ross’s farthest south (lat. 71° 30′ S.).

			We kept the open wa­ter for a hun­dred miles, passing many bergs but en­coun­ter­ing no pack. Two very large whales, prob­ably blue whales, came up close to the ship, and we saw spouts in all dir­ec­tions. Open wa­ter in­side the pack in that lat­it­ude might have the ap­peal of sanc­tu­ary to the whales, which are har­ried by man farther north. The run south­ward in blue wa­ter, with a path clear ahead and the miles fall­ing away be­hind us, was a joy­ful ex­per­i­ence after the long struggle through the ice-lanes. But, like oth­er good things, our spell of free move­ment had to end. The En­dur­ance en­countered the ice again at 1 a.m. on the 10th. Loose pack stretched to east and south, with open wa­ter to the west and a good wa­ter­sky. It con­sisted partly of heavy hum­mocky ice show­ing evid­ence of great pres­sure, but con­tained also many thick, flat floes evid­ently formed in some sheltered bay and nev­er sub­jec­ted to pres­sure or to much mo­tion. The swirl of the ship’s wash brought di­at­om­aceous scum from the sides of this ice. The wa­ter be­came thick with di­at­oms at 9 a.m., and I ordered a cast to be made. No bot­tom was found at 210 fathoms. The En­dur­ance con­tin­ued to ad­vance south­ward through loose pack that morn­ing. We saw the spouts of nu­mer­ous whales and no­ticed some hun­dreds of crab-eat­ers ly­ing on the floes. White-rumped terns, Ant­arc­tic pet­rels and snow pet­rels were nu­mer­ous, and there was a colony of ad­e­lies on a low berg. A few killer-whales, with their char­ac­ter­ist­ic high dorsal fin, also came in view. The noon po­s­i­tion was lat. 72° 02′ S., long. 16° 07′ W., and the run for the twenty-four hours had been 136 miles S. 6° E.

			We were now in the vi­cin­ity of the land dis­covered by Dr. W. S. Bruce, lead­er of the Sco­tia Ex­ped­i­tion, in 1904, and named by him Coats’ Land. Dr. Bruce en­countered an ice-bar­ri­er in lat. 72° 18′ S., long. 10° W., stretch­ing from north­east to south­w­est. He fol­lowed the bar­ri­er-edge to the south­w­est for 150 miles and reached lat. 74° 1′ S., long. 22° W. He saw no na­ked rock, but his de­scrip­tion of rising slopes of snow and ice, with shoal­ing wa­ter off the bar­ri­er-wall, in­dic­ated clearly the pres­ence of land. It was up those slopes, at a point as far south as pos­sible, that I planned to be­gin the march across the Ant­arc­tic con­tin­ent. All hands were watch­ing now for the coast de­scribed by Dr. Bruce, and at 5 p.m. the lookout re­por­ted an ap­pear­ance of land to the south-south­east. We could see a gentle snow-slope rising to a height of about one thou­sand feet. It seemed to be an is­land or a pen­in­sula with a sound on its south side, and the po­s­i­tion of its most north­erly point was about 72° 34′ S., 16° 40′ W. The En­dur­ance was passing through heavy loose pack, and shortly be­fore mid­night she broke in­to a lead of open sea along a bar­ri­er-edge. A sound­ing with­in one cable’s length of the bar­ri­er-edge gave no bot­tom with 210 fathoms of line. The bar­ri­er was 70 ft. high, with cliffs of about 40 ft. The Sco­tia must have passed this point when push­ing to Bruce’s farthest south on March 6, 1904, and I knew from the nar­rat­ive of that voy­age, as well as from our own ob­ser­va­tion, that the coast trended away to the south­w­est. The lead of open wa­ter con­tin­ued along the bar­ri­er-edge, and we pushed for­ward without delay.

			An east­erly breeze brought cloud and falls of snow dur­ing the morn­ing of Janu­ary 11. The bar­ri­er trended south­w­est by south, and we skir­ted it for fifty miles un­til 11 a.m. The cliffs in the morn­ing were 20 ft. high, and by noon they had in­creased to 110 and 115 ft. The brow ap­par­ently rose 20 to 30 ft. high­er. We were forced away from the bar­ri­er once for three hours by a line of very heavy pack-ice. Oth­er­wise there was open wa­ter along the edge, with high loose pack to the west and north­w­est. We no­ticed a seal bob­bing up and down in an ap­par­ent ef­fort to swal­low a long sil­very fish that pro­jec­ted at least eight­een inches from its mouth. The noon po­s­i­tion was lat. 73° 13′ S., long. 20° 43′ W., and a sound­ing then gave 155 fathoms at a dis­tance of a mile from the bar­ri­er. The bot­tom con­sisted of large ig­neous pebbles. The weath­er then be­came thick, and I held away to the west­ward, where the sky had giv­en in­dic­a­tions of open wa­ter, un­til 7 p.m., when we laid the ship along­side a floe in loose pack. Heavy snow was fall­ing, and I was anxious lest the west­erly wind should bring the pack hard against the coast and jam the ship. The Nim­rod had a nar­row es­cape from a mis­ad­ven­ture of this kind in the Ross Sea early in 1908.

			We made a start again at 5 a.m. the next morn­ing (Janu­ary 12) in over­cast weath­er with mist and snow-showers, and four hours later broke through loose pack-ice in­to open wa­ter. The view was ob­scured, but we pro­ceeded to the south­east and had gained 24 miles by noon, when three sound­ings in lat. 74° 4′ S., long. 22° 48′ W. gave 95, 128, and 103 fathoms, with a bot­tom of sand, pebbles, and mud. Clark got a good haul of bio­lo­gic­al spe­ci­mens in the dredge. The En­dur­ance was now close to what ap­peared to be the bar­ri­er, with a heavy pack-ice foot con­tain­ing nu­mer­ous bergs frozen in and pos­sibly aground. The sol­id ice turned away to­wards the north­w­est, and we fol­lowed the edge for 48 miles N. 60° W. to clear it.

			Now we were bey­ond the point reached by the Sco­tia, and the land un­der­ly­ing the ice-sheet we were skirt­ing was new. The north­erly trend was un­ex­pec­ted, and I began to sus­pect that we were really round­ing a huge ice-tongue at­tached to the true bar­ri­er-edge and ex­tend­ing north­ward. Events con­firmed this sus­pi­cion. We skir­ted the pack all night, steer­ing north­w­est; then went west by north till 4 a.m. and round to south­w­est. The course at 8 a.m. on the 13th was south-south­w­est. The bar­ri­er at mid­night was low and dis­tant, and at 8 a.m. there was merely a nar­row ice-foot about two hun­dred yards across sep­ar­at­ing it from the open wa­ter. By noon there was only an oc­ca­sion­al shelf of ice-foot. The bar­ri­er in one place came with an easy sweep to the sea. We could have landed stores there without dif­fi­culty. We made a sound­ing 400 ft. off the bar­ri­er but got no bot­tom at 676 fathoms. At 4 p.m., still fol­low­ing the bar­ri­er to the south­w­est, we reached a corner and found it re­ced­ing ab­ruptly to the south­east. Our way was blocked by very heavy pack, and after spend­ing two hours in a vain search for an open­ing, we moored the En­dur­ance to a floe and banked fires. Dur­ing that day we passed two schools of seals, swim­ming fast to the north­w­est and north-north­east. The an­im­als swam in close or­der, rising and blow­ing like por­poises, and we wondered if there was any sig­ni­fic­ance in their jour­ney north­ward at that time of the year. Sev­er­al young em­per­or pen­guins had been cap­tured and brought aboard on the pre­vi­ous day. Two of them were still alive when the En­dur­ance was brought along­side the floe. They promptly hopped on to the ice, turned round, bowed grace­fully three times, and re­tired to the far side of the floe. There is some­thing curi­ously hu­man about the man­ners and move­ments of these birds. I was con­cerned about the dogs. They were los­ing con­di­tion and some of them ap­peared to be ail­ing. One dog had to be shot on the 12th. We did not move the ship on the 14th. A breeze came from the east in the even­ing, and un­der its in­flu­ence the pack began to work off shore. Be­fore mid­night the close ice that had barred our way had opened and left a lane along the foot of the bar­ri­er. I de­cided to wait for the morn­ing, not wish­ing to risk get­ting caught between the bar­ri­er and the pack in the event of the wind chan­ging. A sound­ing gave 1,357 fathoms, with a bot­tom of gla­cial mud. The noon ob­ser­va­tion showed the po­s­i­tion to be lat. 74° 09′ S., long. 27° 16′ W. We cast off at 6 a.m. on the 15th in hazy weath­er with a north­east­erly breeze, and pro­ceeded along the bar­ri­er in open wa­ter. The course was south­east for six­teen miles, then south-south­east. We now had sol­id pack to wind­ward, and at 3 p.m. we passed a bight prob­ably ten miles deep and run­ning to the north­east. A sim­il­ar bight ap­peared at 6 p.m. These deep cuts strengthened the im­pres­sion we had already formed that for sev­er­al days we had been round­ing a great mass of ice, at least fifty miles across, stretch­ing out from the coast and pos­sibly destined to float away at some time in the fu­ture. The sound­ings—roughly, 200 fathoms at the land­ward side and 1,300 fathoms at the sea­ward side—sug­ges­ted that this mighty pro­jec­tion was afloat. Seals were plen­ti­ful. We saw large num­bers on the pack and sev­er­al on low parts of the bar­ri­er, where the slope was easy. The ship passed through large schools of seals swim­ming from the bar­ri­er to the pack off shore. The an­im­als were splash­ing and blow­ing around the En­dur­ance, and Hur­ley made a re­cord of this un­usu­al sight with the kin­emato­graph-cam­era.

			The bar­ri­er now stretched to the south­w­est again. Sail was set to a fresh east­erly breeze, but at 7 p.m. it had to be furled, the En­dur­ance be­ing held up by pack-ice against the bar­ri­er for an hour. We took ad­vant­age of the pause to sound and got 268 fathoms with gla­cial mud and pebbles. Then a small lane ap­peared ahead. We pushed through at full speed, and by 8:30 p.m. the En­dur­ance was mov­ing south­ward with sails set in a fine ex­panse of open wa­ter. We con­tin­ued to skirt the bar­ri­er in clear weath­er. I was watch­ing for pos­sible land­ing-places, though as a mat­ter of fact I had no in­ten­tion of land­ing north of Vah­sel Bay, in Luit­pold Land, ex­cept un­der pres­sure of ne­ces­sity. Every mile gained to­wards the south meant a mile less sledging when the time came for the over­land jour­ney.

			Shortly be­fore mid­night on the 15th we came abreast of the north­ern edge of a great gla­ci­er or over­flow from the in­land ice, pro­ject­ing bey­ond the bar­ri­er in­to the sea. It was 400 or 500 ft. high, and at its edge was a large mass of thick bay-ice. The bay formed by the north­ern edge of this gla­ci­er would have made an ex­cel­lent land­ing-place. A flat ice-foot nearly three feet above sea-level looked like a nat­ur­al quay. From this ice-foot a snow-slope rose to the top of the bar­ri­er. The bay was pro­tec­ted from the south­east­erly wind and was open only to the north­erly wind, which is rare in those lat­it­udes. A sound­ing gave 80 fathoms, in­dic­at­ing that the gla­ci­er was aground. I named the place Gla­ci­er Bay, and had reas­on later to re­mem­ber it with re­gret.

			The En­dur­ance steamed along the front of this ice-flow for about sev­en­teen miles. The gla­ci­er showed huge cre­vasses and high pres­sure ridges, and ap­peared to run back to ice-covered slopes or hills 1000 or 2,000 ft. high. Some bays in its front were filled with smooth ice, dot­ted with seals and pen­guins. At 4 a.m. on the 16th we reached the edge of an­oth­er huge gla­cial over­flow from the ice-sheet. The ice ap­peared to be com­ing over low hills and was heav­ily broken. The cliff-face was 250 to 350 ft. high, and the ice sur­face two miles in­land was prob­ably 2,000 ft. high. The cliff-front showed a tidemark of about 6 ft., prov­ing that it was not afloat. We steamed along the front of this tre­mend­ous gla­ci­er for 40 miles and then, at 8:30 a.m., we were held up by sol­id pack-ice, which ap­peared to be held by stran­ded bergs. The depth, two cables off the bar­ri­er-cliff, was 134 fathoms. No fur­ther ad­vance was pos­sible that day, but the noon ob­ser­va­tion, which gave the po­s­i­tion as lat. 76° 27′ S. long. 28° 51′ W., showed that we had gained 124 miles to the south­w­est dur­ing the pre­ced­ing twenty-four hours. The af­ter­noon was not without in­cid­ent. The bergs in the neigh­bour­hood were very large, sev­er­al be­ing over 200 ft. high, and some of them were firmly aground, show­ing tidemarks. A bar­ri­er-berg bear­ing north­w­est ap­peared to be about 25 miles long. We pushed the ship against a small ban­ded berg, from which Word­ie se­cured sev­er­al large lumps of bi­otite gran­ite. While the En­dur­ance was be­ing held slow ahead against the berg a loud crack was heard, and the geo­lo­gist had to scramble aboard at once. The bands on this berg were par­tic­u­larly well defined; they were due to mo­rain­ic ac­tion in the par­ent gla­ci­er. Later in the day the east­erly wind in­creased to a gale. Frag­ments of floe drif­ted past at about two knots, and the pack to lee­ward began to break up fast. A low berg of shal­low draught drove down in­to the grind­ing pack and, smash­ing against two lar­ger stran­ded bergs, pushed them off the bank. The three went away to­geth­er pell-mell. We took shel­ter un­der the lee of a large stran­ded berg.

			A bliz­zard from the east-north­east pre­ven­ted us leav­ing the shel­ter of the berg on the fol­low­ing day (Sunday, Janu­ary 17). The weath­er was clear, but the gale drove dense clouds of snow off the land and ob­scured the coast­line most of the time. “The land, seen when the air is clear, ap­pears high­er than we thought it yes­ter­day; prob­ably it rises to 3,000 ft. above the head of the gla­ci­er. Caird Coast, as I have named it, con­nects Coats’ Land, dis­covered by Bruce in 1904, with Luit­pold Land, dis­covered by Filch­ner in 1912. The north­ern part is sim­il­ar in char­ac­ter to Coats’ Land. It is fron­ted by an un­du­lat­ing bar­ri­er, the van of a mighty ice-sheet that is be­ing forced out­ward from the high in­teri­or of the Ant­arc­tic Con­tin­ent and ap­par­ently is sweep­ing over low hills, plains, and shal­low seas as the great Arc­tic ice-sheet once pressed over North­ern Europe. The bar­ri­er sur­face, seen from the sea, is of a faint golden brown col­our. It ter­min­ates usu­ally in cliffs ran­ging from 10 to 300 ft. in height, but in a very few places sweeps down level with the sea. The cliffs are of dazzling white­ness, with won­der­ful blue shad­ows. Far in­land high­er slopes can be seen, ap­pear­ing like dim blue or faint golden fleecy clouds. These dis­tant slopes have in­creased in near­ness and clear­ness as we have come to the south­w­est, while the bar­ri­er cliffs here are high­er and ap­par­ently firmer. We are now close to the junc­tion with Luit­pold Land. At this south­ern end of the Caird Coast the ice-sheet, un­du­lat­ing over the hid­den and im­prisoned land, is burst­ing down a steep slope in tre­mend­ous gla­ciers, brist­ling with ridges and spikes of ice and seamed by thou­sands of cre­vasses. Along the whole length of the coast we have seen no bare land or rock. Not as much as a sol­it­ary nun­atak has ap­peared to re­lieve the sur­face of ice and snow. But the up­ward sweep of the ice-slopes to­wards the ho­ri­zon and the ridges, ter­races, and cre­vasses that ap­pear as the ice ap­proaches the sea tell of the hills and val­leys that lie be­low.”

			The En­dur­ance lay un­der the lee of the stran­ded berg un­til 7 a.m. on Janu­ary 18. The gale had mod­er­ated by that time, and we pro­ceeded un­der sail to the south­w­est through a lane that had opened along the gla­ci­er-front. We skir­ted the gla­ci­er till 9:30 a.m., when it ended in two bays, open to the north­w­est but sheltered by stran­ded bergs to the west. The coast bey­ond trended south-south­w­est with a gentle land-slope.

			
				“The pack now forces us to go west 14 miles, when we break through a long line of heavy brash mixed with large lumps and ‘growl­ers’ We do this un­der the fore-top­sail only, the en­gines be­ing stopped to pro­tect the pro­peller. This takes us in­to open wa­ter, where we make S. 50° W. for 24 miles. Then we again en­counter pack which forces us to the north­w­est for 10 miles, when we are brought up by heavy snow-lumps, brash, and large, loose floes. The char­ac­ter of the pack shows change. The floes are very thick and are covered by deep snow. The brash between the floes is so thick and heavy that we can­not push through without a great ex­pendit­ure of power, and then for a short dis­tance only. We there­fore lie to for a while to see if the pack opens at all when this north­east wind ceases.”

			

			Our po­s­i­tion on the morn­ing of the 19th was lat. 76° 34′ S., long. 31° 30′ W. The weath­er was good, but no ad­vance could be made. The ice had closed around the ship dur­ing the night, and no wa­ter could be seen in any dir­ec­tion from the deck. A few lanes were in sight from the masthead. We soun­ded in 312 fathoms, find­ing mud, sand, and pebbles. The land showed faintly to the east. We waited for the con­di­tions to im­prove, and the sci­ent­ists took the op­por­tun­ity to dredge for bio­lo­gic­al and geo­lo­gic­al spe­ci­mens. Dur­ing the night a mod­er­ate north­east­erly gale sprang up, and a sur­vey of the po­s­i­tion on the 20th showed that the ship was firmly be­set. The ice was packed heav­ily and firmly all round the En­dur­ance in every dir­ec­tion as far as the eye could reach from the masthead. There was noth­ing to be done till the con­di­tions changed, and we waited through that day and the suc­ceed­ing days with in­creas­ing anxi­ety. The east-north­east­erly gale that had forced us to take shel­ter be­hind the stran­ded berg on the 16th had veered later to the north­east, and it con­tin­ued with vary­ing in­tens­ity un­til the 22nd. Ap­par­ently this wind had crowded the ice in­to the bight of the Wed­dell Sea, and the ship was now drift­ing south­w­est with the floes which had en­closed it. A slight move­ment of the ice round the ship caused the rud­der to be­come dan­ger­ously jammed on the 21st, and we had to cut away the ice with ice-chisels, heavy pieces of iron with 6 ft. wooden hafts. We kept steam up in read­i­ness for a move if the op­por­tun­ity offered, and the en­gines run­ning full speed ahead helped to clear the rud­der. Land was in sight to the east and south about six­teen miles dis­tant on the 22nd. The land-ice seemed to be faced with ice-cliffs at most points, but here and there slopes ran down to sea-level. Large cre­vassed areas in ter­races par­al­lel with the coast showed where the ice was mov­ing down over foot­hills. The in­land ice ap­peared for the most part to be un­du­lat­ing, smooth, and easy to march over, but many cre­vasses might have been con­cealed from us by the sur­face snow or by the ab­sence of shad­ows. I thought that the land prob­ably rose to a height of 5,000 ft. forty or fifty miles in­land. The ac­cur­ate es­tim­a­tion of heights and dis­tances in the Ant­arc­tic is al­ways dif­fi­cult, ow­ing to the clear air, the con­fus­ing mono­tony of col­our­ing, and the de­cept­ive ef­fect of mirage and re­frac­tion. The land ap­peared to in­crease in height to the south­ward, where we saw a line of land or bar­ri­er that must have been sev­enty miles, and pos­sibly was even more dis­tant.

			Sunday, Janu­ary 24, was a clear sunny day, with gentle east­erly and south­erly breezes. No open wa­ter could be seen from the masthead, but there was a slight wa­ter-sky to the west and north­w­est. “This is the first time for ten days that the wind has var­ied from north­east and east, and on five of these days it has ris­en to a gale. Evid­ently the ice has be­come firmly packed in this quarter, and we must wait pa­tiently till a south­erly gale oc­curs or cur­rents open the ice. We are drift­ing slowly. The po­s­i­tion today was 76° 49′ S., 33° 51′ W. Wors­ley and James, work­ing on the floe with a Kew mag­ne­to­met­er, found the vari­ation to be six de­grees west.” Just be­fore mid­night a crack de­veloped in the ice five yards wide and a mile long, fifty yards ahead of the ship. The crack had widened to a quarter of a mile by 10 a.m. on the 25th, and for three hours we tried to force the ship in­to this open­ing with en­gines at full speed ahead and all sails set. The sole ef­fect was to wash some ice away astern and clear the rud­der, and after con­vin­cing my­self that the ship was firmly held I aban­doned the at­tempt. Later in the day Crean and two oth­er men were over the side on a stage chip­ping at a large piece of ice that had got un­der the ship and ap­peared to be im­ped­ing her move­ment. The ice broke away sud­denly, shot up­ward and over­turned, pin­ning Crean between the stage and the haft of the heavy 11 ft. iron pinch­er. He was in danger for a few mo­ments, but we got him clear, suf­fer­ing merely from a few bad bruises. The thick iron bar had been bent against him to an angle of 45 de­grees.

			The days that fol­lowed were un­event­ful. Mod­er­ate breezes from the east and south­w­est had no ap­par­ent ef­fect upon the ice, and the ship re­mained firmly held. On the 27th, the tenth day of in­activ­ity, I de­cided to let the fires out. We had been burn­ing half a ton of coal a day to keep steam in the boil­ers, and as the bunkers now con­tained only 67 tons, rep­res­ent­ing thirty-three days’ steam­ing, we could not af­ford to con­tin­ue this ex­pendit­ure of fuel. Land still showed to the east and south when the ho­ri­zon was clear. The bio­lo­gist was se­cur­ing some in­ter­est­ing spe­ci­mens with the hand-dredge at vari­ous depths. A sound­ing on the 26th gave 360 fathoms, and an­oth­er on the 29th 449 fathoms. The drift was to the west, and an ob­ser­va­tion on the 31st (Sunday) showed that the ship had made eight miles dur­ing the week. James and Hud­son rigged the wire­less in the hope of hear­ing the monthly mes­sage from the Falk­land Is­lands. This mes­sage would be due about 3:20 a.m. on the fol­low­ing morn­ing, but James was doubt­ful about hear­ing any­thing with our small ap­par­at­us at a dis­tance of 1,630 miles from the dis­patch­ing sta­tion. We heard noth­ing, as a mat­ter of fact, and later ef­forts were sim­il­arly un­suc­cess­ful. The con­di­tions would have been dif­fi­cult even for a sta­tion of high power.

			We were ac­cu­mu­lat­ing gradu­ally a stock of seal meat dur­ing these days of wait­ing. Fresh meat for the dogs was needed, and seal-steaks and liv­er made a very wel­come change from the ship’s ra­tions aboard the En­dur­ance. Four crab-eat­ers and three Wed­dells, over a ton of meat for dog and man, fell to our guns on Feb­ru­ary 2, and all hands were oc­cu­pied most of the day get­ting the car­casses back to the ship over the rough ice. We rigged three sledges for man-haulage and brought the seals about two miles, the sledging parties be­ing guided among the ridges and pools by sem­a­phore from the crow’s-nest. Two more seals were sighted on the far side of a big pool, but I did not al­low them to be pur­sued. Some of the ice was in a treach­er­ous con­di­tion, with thin films hid­ing cracks and pools, and I did not wish to risk an ac­ci­dent.

			A crack about four miles long opened in the floe to the stern of the ship on the 3rd. The nar­row lane in front was still open, but the pre­vail­ing light breezes did not seem likely to pro­duce any use­ful move­ment in the ice. Early on the morn­ing of the 5th a north­east­erly gale sprang up, bring­ing over­cast skies and thick snow. Soon the pack was open­ing and clos­ing without much loosen­ing ef­fect. At noon the ship gave a sud­den start and heeled over three de­grees. Im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards a crack ran from the bows to the lead ahead and an­oth­er to the lead astern. I thought it might be pos­sible to reeve the ship through one of these leads to­wards open wa­ter, but we could see no wa­ter through the thick snow; and be­fore steam was raised, and while the view was still ob­scured, the pack closed again. The north­erly gale had giv­en place to light west­erly breezes on the 6th. The pack seemed to be more sol­id than ever. It stretched al­most un­broken to the ho­ri­zon in every dir­ec­tion, and the situ­ation was made worse by very low tem­per­at­ures in suc­ceed­ing days. The tem­per­at­ure was down to zero on the night of the 7th and was two de­grees be­low zero on the 8th. This cold spell in mid­sum­mer was most un­for­tu­nate from our point of view, since it ce­men­ted the pack and tightened the grip of the ice upon the ship. The slow drift to the south­w­est con­tin­ued, and we caught oc­ca­sion­al glimpses of dis­tant up­lands on the east­ern ho­ri­zon. The po­s­i­tion on the 7th was lat. 76° 57′ S., long. 35° 7′ W. Sound­ings on the 6th and 8th found gla­cial mud at 630 and 529 fathoms.

			The En­dur­ance was ly­ing in a pool covered by young ice on the 9th. The sol­id floes had loosened their grip on the ship it­self, but they were packed tightly all around. The weath­er was foggy. We felt a slight north­erly swell com­ing through the pack, and the move­ment gave rise to hope that there was open wa­ter near to us. At 11 a.m. a long crack de­veloped in the pack, run­ning east and west as far as we could see through the fog, and I ordered steam to be raised in the hope of be­ing able to break away in­to this lead. The ef­fort failed. We could break the young ice in the pool, but the pack de­fied us. The at­tempt was re­newed on the 11th, a fine clear day with blue sky. The tem­per­at­ure was still low −2° F at mid­night. After break­ing through some young ice the En­dur­ance be­came jammed against soft floe. The en­gines run­ning full speed astern pro­duced no ef­fect un­til all hands joined in “sal­ly­ing” ship. The dog-ken­nels amid­ships made it ne­ces­sary for the people to gath­er aft, where they rushed from side to side in a mass in the con­fined space around the wheel. This was a ludicrous af­fair, the men fall­ing over one an­oth­er amid shouts of laughter without pro­du­cing much ef­fect on the ship. She re­mained fast, while all hands jumped at the word of com­mand, but fi­nally slid off when the men were stamp­ing hard at the double. We were now in a po­s­i­tion to take ad­vant­age of any open­ing that might ap­pear. The ice was firm around us, and as there seemed small chance of mak­ing a move that day, I had the mo­tor crawl­er and warp­er put out on the floe for a tri­al run. The mo­tor worked most suc­cess­fully, run­ning at about six miles an hour over slabs and ridges of ice hid­den by a foot or two of soft snow. The sur­face was worse than we would ex­pect to face on land or bar­ri­er-ice. The mo­tor warped it­self back on a 500-fathom steel wire and was taken aboard again. “From the masthead the mirage is con­tinu­ally giv­ing us false alarms. Everything wears an as­pect of un­real­ity. Ice­bergs hang up­side down in the sky; the land ap­pears as lay­ers of sil­very or golden cloud. Cloud-banks look like land, ice­bergs mas­quer­ade as is­lands or nun­ataks, and the dis­tant bar­ri­er to the south is thrown in­to view, al­though it really is out­side our range of vis­ion. Worst of all is the de­cept­ive ap­pear­ance of open wa­ter, caused by the re­frac­tion of dis­tant wa­ter, or by the sun shin­ing at an angle on a field of smooth snow or the face of ice-cliffs be­low the ho­ri­zon.”

			The second half of Feb­ru­ary pro­duced no im­port­ant change in our situ­ation. Early in the morn­ing of the 14th I ordered a good head of steam on the en­gines and sent all hands on to the floe with ice-chisels, prick­ers, saws, and picks. We worked all day and through­out most of the next day in a strenu­ous ef­fort to get the ship in­to the lead ahead. The men cut away the young ice be­fore the bows and pulled it aside with great en­ergy. After twenty-four hours’ la­bour we had got the ship a third of the way to the lead. But about 400 yards of heavy ice, in­clud­ing old raf­ted pack, still sep­ar­ated the En­dur­ance from the wa­ter, and re­luct­antly I had to ad­mit that fur­ther ef­fort was use­less. Every open­ing we made froze up again quickly ow­ing to the un­season­ably low tem­per­at­ure. The young ice was elast­ic and pre­ven­ted the ship de­liv­er­ing a strong, split­ting blow to the floe, while at the same time it held the older ice against any move­ment. The aban­don­ment of the at­tack was a great dis­ap­point­ment to all hands. The men had worked long hours without thought of rest, and they de­served suc­cess. But the task was bey­ond our powers. I had not aban­doned hope of get­ting clear, but was count­ing now on the pos­sib­il­ity of hav­ing to spend a winter in the in­hos­pit­able arms of the pack. The sun, which had been above the ho­ri­zon for two months, set at mid­night on the 17th, and, al­though it would not dis­ap­pear un­til April, its slant­ing rays warned us of the ap­proach of winter. Pools and leads ap­peared oc­ca­sion­ally, but they froze over very quickly.

			We con­tin­ued to ac­cu­mu­late a sup­ply of seal meat and blub­ber, and the ex­cur­sions across the floes to shoot and bring in the seals provided wel­come ex­er­cise for all hands. Three crab-eat­er cows shot on the 21st were not ac­com­pan­ied by a bull, and blood was to be seen about the hole from which they had crawled. We sur­mised that the bull had be­come the prey of one of the killer-whales. These ag­gress­ive creatures were to be seen of­ten in the lanes and pools, and we were al­ways dis­trust­ful of their abil­ity or will­ing­ness to dis­crim­in­ate between seal and man. A liz­ard-like head would show while the killer gazed along the floe with wicked eyes. Then the brute would dive, to come up a few mo­ments later, per­haps, un­der some un­for­tu­nate seal re­pos­ing on the ice. Wors­ley ex­amined a spot where a killer had smashed a hole 8 ft. by 12 ft. in 12½ in. of hard ice, covered by 2½ in. of snow. Big blocks of ice had been tossed on to the floe sur­face. Word­ie, en­gaged in meas­ur­ing the thick­ness of young ice, went through to his waist one day just as a killer rose to blow in the ad­ja­cent lead. His com­pan­ions pulled him out hur­riedly.

			On the 22nd the En­dur­ance reached the farthest south point of her drift, touch­ing the 77th par­al­lel of lat­it­ude in long. 35° W. The sum­mer had gone; in­deed the sum­mer had scarcely been with us at all. The tem­per­at­ures were low day and night, and the pack was freez­ing solidly around the ship. The ther­mo­met­er re­cor­ded 10° be­low zero F at 2 a.m. on the 22nd. Some hours earli­er we had watched a won­der­ful golden mist to the south­ward, where the rays of the de­clin­ing sun shone through va­pour rising from the ice. All nor­mal stand­ards of per­spect­ive van­ish un­der such con­di­tions, and the low ridges of the pack, with mist ly­ing between them, gave the il­lu­sion of a wil­der­ness of moun­tain-peaks like the Bernese Ober­land. I could not doubt now that the En­dur­ance was con­fined for the winter. Gentle breezes from the east, south, and south­w­est did not dis­turb the harden­ing floes. The seals were dis­ap­pear­ing and the birds were leav­ing us. The land showed still in fair weath­er on the dis­tant ho­ri­zon, but it was bey­ond our reach now, and re­grets for havens that lay be­hind us were vain.

			
				“We must wait for the spring, which may bring us bet­ter for­tune. If I had guessed a month ago that the ice would grip us here, I would have es­tab­lished our base at one of the land­ing-places at the great gla­ci­er. But there seemed no reas­on to an­ti­cip­ate then that the fates would prove un­kind. This calm weath­er with in­tense cold in a sum­mer month is surely ex­cep­tion­al. My chief anxi­ety is the drift. Where will the vag­rant winds and cur­rents carry the ship dur­ing the long winter months that are ahead of us? We will go west, no doubt, but how far? And will it be pos­sible to break out of the pack early in the spring and reach Vah­sel Bay or some oth­er suit­able land­ing-place? These are mo­ment­ous ques­tions for us.”

			

			On Feb­ru­ary 24 we ceased to ob­serve ship routine, and the En­dur­ance be­came a winter sta­tion. All hands were on duty dur­ing the day and slept at night, ex­cept a watch­man who looked after the dogs and watched for any sign of move­ment in the ice. We cleared a space of 10 ft. by 20 ft. round the rud­der and pro­peller, saw­ing through ice 2 ft. thick, and lift­ing the blocks with a pair of tongs made by the car­penter. Crean used the blocks to make an ice­house for the dog Sally, which had ad­ded a little lit­ter of pups to the strength of the ex­ped­i­tion. Seals ap­peared oc­ca­sion­ally, and we killed all that came with­in our reach. They rep­res­en­ted fuel as well as food for men and dogs. Or­ders were giv­en for the after-hold to be cleared and the stores checked, so that we might know ex­actly how we stood for a siege by an Ant­arc­tic winter. The dogs went off the ship on the fol­low­ing day. Their ken­nels were placed on the floe along the length of a wire rope to which the leashes were fastened. The dogs seemed heart­ily glad to leave the ship, and yelped loudly and joy­ously as they were moved to their new quar­ters. We had be­gun the train­ing of teams, and already there was keen rivalry between the drivers. The flat floes and frozen leads in the neigh­bour­hood of the ship made ex­cel­lent train­ing grounds. Hockey and foot­ball on the floe were our chief re­cre­ations, and all hands joined in many a strenu­ous game. Wors­ley took a party to the floe on the 26th and star­ted build­ing a line of ig­loos and “do­gloos” round the ship. These little build­ings were con­struc­ted, Eskimo fash­ion, of big blocks of ice, with thin sheets for the roofs. Boards or frozen seal­skins were placed over all, snow was piled on top and pressed in­to the joints, and then wa­ter was thrown over the struc­tures to make everything firm. The ice was packed down flat in­side and covered with snow for the dogs, which pre­ferred, how­ever, to sleep out­side ex­cept when the weath­er was ex­traordin­ar­ily severe. The teth­er­ing of the dogs was a simple mat­ter. The end of a chain was bur­ied about eight inches in the snow, some frag­ments of ice were pressed around it, and a little wa­ter poured over all. The icy breath of the Ant­arc­tic ce­men­ted it in a few mo­ments. Four dogs which had been ail­ing were shot. Some of the dogs were suf­fer­ing badly from worms, and the rem­ed­ies at our dis­pos­al, un­for­tu­nately, were not ef­fect­ive. All the fit dogs were be­ing ex­er­cised in the sledges, and they took to the work with en­thu­si­asm. Some­times their eager­ness to be off and away pro­duced laugh­able res­ults, but the drivers learned to be alert. The wire­less ap­par­at­us was still rigged, but we listened in vain for the Sat­urday-night time sig­nals from New Year Is­land, ordered for our be­ne­fit by the Ar­gen­tine Gov­ern­ment. On Sunday the 28th, Hud­son waited at 2 a.m. for the Port Stan­ley monthly sig­nals, but could hear noth­ing. Evid­ently the dis­tances were too great for our small plant.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Winter Months

			
			The month of March opened with a severe north­east­erly gale. Five Wed­dells and two crab-eat­ers were shot on the floe dur­ing the morn­ing of March 1, and the wind, with fine drift­ing snow, sprang up while the car­casses were be­ing brought in by sledging parties. The men were com­pelled to aban­don some of the blub­ber and meat, and they had a struggle to get back to the ship over the rough ice in the teeth of the storm. This gale con­tin­ued un­til the 3rd, and all hands were em­ployed clear­ing out the ’tween decks, which was to be con­ver­ted in­to a liv­ing- and din­ing-room for of­ficers and sci­ent­ists. The car­penter erec­ted in this room the stove that had been in­ten­ded for use in the shore hut, and the quar­ters were made very snug. The dogs ap­peared in­dif­fer­ent to the bliz­zard. They emerged oc­ca­sion­ally from the drift to shake them­selves and bark, but were con­tent most of the time to lie, curled in­to tight balls, un­der the snow. One of the old dogs, Saint, died on the night of the 2nd, and the doc­tors re­por­ted that the cause of death was ap­pen­di­cit­is.

			When the gale cleared we found that the pack had been driv­en in from the north­east and was now more firmly con­sol­id­ated than be­fore. A new berg, prob­ably fif­teen miles in length, had ap­peared on the north­ern ho­ri­zon. The bergs with­in our circle of vis­ion had all be­come fa­mil­i­ar ob­jects, and we had names for some of them. Ap­par­ently they were all drift­ing with the pack. The sight­ing of a new berg was of more than passing in­terest, since in that com­par­at­ively shal­low sea it would be pos­sible for a big berg to be­come stran­ded. Then the is­land of ice would be a centre of tre­mend­ous pres­sure and dis­turb­ance amid the drift­ing pack. We had seen some­thing already of the smash­ing ef­fect of a con­test between berg and floe, and had no wish to have the help­less En­dur­ance in­volved in such a battle of gi­ants. Dur­ing the 3rd the seal meat and blub­ber was re-stowed on hum­mocks around the ship. The frozen masses had been sink­ing in­to the floe. Ice, though hard and sol­id to the touch, is nev­er firm against heavy weights. An art­icle left on the floe for any length of time is likely to sink in­to the sur­face-ice. Then the salt wa­ter will per­col­ate through and the art­icle will be­come frozen in­to the body of the floe.

			Clear weath­er fol­lowed the gale, and we had a series of mock suns and par­helia. Minus tem­per­at­ures were the rule, 21° be­low zero F be­ing re­cor­ded on the 6th. We made mat­tresses for the dogs by stuff­ing sacks with straw and rub­bish, and most of the an­im­als were glad to re­ceive this fur­nish­ing in their ken­nels. Some of them had suffered through the snow melt­ing with the heat of their bod­ies and then freez­ing sol­id. The sci­entif­ic mem­bers of the ex­ped­i­tion were all busy by this time. The met­eor­o­lo­gist had got his re­cord­ing sta­tion, con­tain­ing an­em­o­met­er, baro­graph, and ther­mo­graph, rigged over the stern. The geo­lo­gist was mak­ing the best of what to him was an un­happy situ­ation; but was not al­to­geth­er without ma­ter­i­al. The pebbles found in the pen­guins were of­ten of con­sid­er­able in­terest, and some frag­ments of rock were brought up from the sea floor with the sound­ing-lead and the drag­net. On the 7th Word­ie and Wors­ley found some small pebbles, a piece of moss, a per­fect bi­valve shell, and some dust on a berg frag­ment, and brought their treas­ure-trove proudly to the ship. Clark was us­ing the drag­net fre­quently in the leads and se­cured good hauls of plank­ton, with oc­ca­sion­al spe­ci­mens of great­er sci­entif­ic in­terest. Seals were not plen­ti­ful, but our store of meat and blub­ber grew gradu­ally. All hands ate seal meat with rel­ish and would not have cared to be­come de­pend­ent on the ship’s tinned meat. We pre­ferred the crab-eat­er to the Wed­dell, which is a very slug­gish beast. The crab-eat­er seemed clean­er and health­i­er. The killer-whales were still with us. On the 8th we ex­amined a spot where the floe-ice had been smashed up by a blow from be­neath, de­livered pre­sum­ably by a large whale in search of a breath­ing-place. The force that had been ex­er­cised was as­ton­ish­ing. Slabs of ice 3 ft. thick, and weigh­ing tons, had been ten­ted up­wards over a cir­cu­lar area with a dia­met­er of about 25 ft., and cracks ra­di­ated out­wards for more than 20 ft.

			The quar­ters in the ’tween decks were com­pleted by the 10th, and the men took pos­ses­sion of the cu­bicles that had been built. The largest cu­bicle con­tained Mack­lin, McIl­roy, Hur­ley, and Hus­sey and it was named “The Bil­la­bong.” Clark and Word­ie lived op­pos­ite in a room called “Auld Reekie.” Next came the abode of “The Nuts” or en­gin­eers, fol­lowed by “The Sail­ors’ Rest,” in­hab­ited by Cheetham and McNeish. “The An­chor­age” and “The Fu­mar­ole” were on the oth­er side. The new quar­ters be­came known as “The Ritz,” and meals were served there in­stead of in the ward room. Break­fast was at 9 a.m., lunch at 1 p.m., tea at 4 p.m., and din­ner at 6 p.m. Wild, Mar­ston, Crean, and Wors­ley es­tab­lished them­selves in cu­bicles in the ward­room, and by the middle of the month all hands had settled down to the winter routine. I lived alone aft.

			Wors­ley, Hur­ley, and Word­ie made a jour­ney to a big berg, called by us the Ram­part Berg, on the 11th. The dis­tance out was 7½ miles, and the party covered a total dis­tance of about 17 miles. Hur­ley took some pho­to­graphs and Word­ie came back re­joicing with a little dust and some moss.

			
				“With­in a ra­di­us of one mile round the berg there is thin young ice, strong enough to march over with care,” wrote Wors­ley. “The area of dan­ger­ous pres­sure, as re­gards a ship, does not seem to ex­tend for more than a quarter of a mile from the berg. Here there are cracks and con­stant slight move­ment, which be­comes ex­cit­ing to the trav­el­ler when he feels a piece of ice gradu­ally upend­ing be­neath his feet. Close to the berg the pres­sure makes all sorts of quaint noises. We heard tap­ping as from a ham­mer, grunts, groans and squeaks, elec­tric trams run­ning, birds singing, kettles boil­ing nois­ily, and an oc­ca­sion­al swish as a large piece of ice, re­leased from pres­sure, sud­denly jumped or turned over. We no­ticed all sorts of quaint ef­fects, such as huge bubbles or domes of ice, 40 ft. across and 4 or 5 ft. high. Large sinu­ous pan­cake-sheets were spread over the floe in places, and in one spot we coun­ted five such sheets, each about 2½ in. thick, im­bric­ated un­der one an­oth­er. They look as though made of bar­ley-sug­ar and are very slip­pery.”

			

			The noon po­s­i­tion on the 14th was lat. 76° 54′ S., long. 36° 10′ W. The land was vis­ible faintly to the south­east, dis­tant about 36 miles. A few small leads could be seen from the ship, but the ice was firm in our neigh­bour­hood. The drift of the En­dur­ance was still to­wards the north­w­est.

			I had the boil­ers blown down on the 15th, and the con­sump­tion of 2 cwt. of coal per day to keep the boil­ers from freez­ing then ceased. The bunkers still con­tained 52 tons of coal, and the daily con­sump­tion in the stoves was about 2½ cwt. There would not be much coal left for steam­ing pur­poses in the spring, but I an­ti­cip­ated ek­ing out the sup­ply with blub­ber. A mod­er­ate gale from the north­east on the 17th brought fine, pen­et­rat­ing snow. The weath­er cleared in the even­ing, and a beau­ti­ful crim­son sun­set held our eyes. At the same time the ice-cliffs of the land were thrown up in the sky by mirage, with an ap­par­ent re­flec­tion in open wa­ter, though the land it­self could not be seen def­in­itely. The ef­fect was re­peated in an ex­ag­ger­ated form on the fol­low­ing day, when the ice-cliffs were thrown up above the ho­ri­zon in double and treble par­al­lel lines, some in­ver­ted. The mirage was due prob­ably to lanes of open wa­ter near the land. The wa­ter would be about 30° warm­er than the air and would cause warmed strata to as­cend. A sound­ing gave 606 fathoms, with a bot­tom of gla­cial mud. Six days later, on the 24th, the depth was 419 fathoms. We were drift­ing stead­ily, and the con­stant move­ment, coupled with the ap­pear­ance of lanes near the land, con­vinced me that we must stay by the ship till she got clear. I had con­sidered the pos­sib­il­ity of mak­ing a land­ing across the ice in the spring, but the haz­ards of such an un­der­tak­ing would be too great.

			The train­ing of the dogs in sledge teams was mak­ing pro­gress. The or­ders used by the drivers were “Mush” (Go on), “Gee” (Right), “Haw” (Left), and “Whoa” (Stop). These are the words that the Ca­na­dian drivers long ago ad­op­ted, bor­row­ing them ori­gin­ally from Eng­land. There were many fights at first, un­til the dogs learned their po­s­i­tions and their du­ties, but as days passed drivers and teams be­came ef­fi­cient. Each team had its lead­er, and ef­fi­ciency de­pended largely on the will­ing­ness and abil­ity of this dog to pun­ish skulk­ing and dis­obedi­ence. We learned not to in­ter­fere un­less the dis­cip­lin­ary meas­ures threatened to have a fatal ter­min­a­tion. The drivers could sit on the sledge and jog along at ease if they chose. But the pre­vail­ing minus tem­per­at­ures made rid­ing un­pop­u­lar, and the men pre­ferred usu­ally to run or walk along­side the teams. We were still los­ing dogs through sick­ness, due to stom­ach and in­test­in­al worms.

			Dredging for spe­ci­mens at vari­ous depths was one of the du­ties dur­ing these days. The dredge and sev­er­al hun­dred fathoms of wire line made a heavy load, far bey­ond the un­aided strength of the sci­ent­ists. On the 23rd, for ex­ample, we put down a 2 ft. dredge and 650 fathoms of wire. The dredge was hove in four hours later and brought much gla­cial mud, sev­er­al pebbles and rock frag­ments, three sponges, some worms, bra­chia­pods, and fo­raminifer­ae. The mud was trouble­some. It was heavy to lift, and as it froze rap­idly when brought to the sur­face, the re­cov­ery of the spe­ci­mens em­bed­ded in it was dif­fi­cult. A haul made on the 26th brought a prize for the geo­lo­gist in the form of a lump of sand­stone weigh­ing 75 lbs., a piece of fos­silifer­ous lime­stone, a frag­ment of stri­ated shale, sand­stone-grit, and some pebbles. Haul­ing in the dredge by hand was severe work, and on the 24th we used the Girl­ing tract­or-mo­tor, which brought in 500 fathoms of line in thirty minutes, in­clud­ing stops. One stop was due to wa­ter hav­ing run over the fric­tion gear and frozen. It was a day or two later that we heard a great yell from the floe and found Clark dan­cing about and shout­ing Scot­tish war-cries. He had se­cured his first com­plete spe­ci­men of an Ant­arc­tic fish, ap­par­ently a new spe­cies.

			Mirages were fre­quent. Bar­ri­er-cliffs ap­peared all around us on the 29th, even in places where we knew there was deep wa­ter.

			
				“Bergs and pack are thrown up in the sky and dis­tor­ted in­to the most fant­ast­ic shapes. They climb, trem­bling, up­wards, spread­ing out in­to long lines at dif­fer­ent levels, then con­tract and fall down, leav­ing noth­ing but an un­cer­tain, waver­ing smudge which comes and goes. Presently the smudge swells and grows, tak­ing shape un­til it presents the per­fect in­ver­ted re­flec­tion of a berg on the ho­ri­zon, the shad­ow hov­er­ing over the sub­stance. More smudges ap­pear at dif­fer­ent points on the ho­ri­zon. These spread out in­to long lines till they meet, and we are girdled by lines of shin­ing snow-cliffs, laved at their bases by wa­ters of il­lu­sion in which they ap­pear to be faith­fully re­flec­ted. So the shad­ows come and go si­lently, melt­ing away fi­nally as the sun de­clines to the west. We seem to be drift­ing help­lessly in a strange world of un­real­ity. It is re­as­sur­ing to feel the ship be­neath one’s feet and to look down at the fa­mil­i­ar line of ken­nels and ig­loos on the sol­id floe.”

			

			The floe was not so sol­id as it ap­peared. We had re­mind­ers oc­ca­sion­ally that the greedy sea was very close, and that the floe was but a treach­er­ous friend, which might open sud­denly be­neath us. To­wards the end of the month I had our store of seal meat and blub­ber brought aboard. The depth as re­cor­ded by a sound­ing on the last day of March was 256 fathoms. The con­tinu­ous shoal­ing from 606 fathoms in a drift of 39 miles N. 26° W. in thirty days was in­ter­est­ing. The sea shoaled as we went north, either to east or to west, and the fact sug­ges­ted that the con­tour-lines ran east and west, roughly. Our total drift between Janu­ary 19, when the ship was frozen in, and March 31, a peri­od of sev­enty-one days, had been 95 miles in a N. 80° W. dir­ec­tion. The ice­bergs around us had not changed their re­l­at­ive po­s­i­tions.

			The sun sank lower in the sky, the tem­per­at­ures be­came lower, and the En­dur­ance felt the grip of the icy hand of winter. Two north­east­erly gales in the early part of April as­sisted to con­sol­id­ate the pack. The young ice was thick­en­ing rap­idly, and though leads were vis­ible oc­ca­sion­ally from the ship, no open­ing of a con­sid­er­able size ap­peared in our neigh­bour­hood. In the early morn­ing of April 1 we listened again for the wire­less sig­nals from Port Stan­ley. The crew had lashed three 20 ft. rick­ers to the mastheads in or­der to in­crease the spread of our aer­i­als, but still we failed to hear any­thing. The rick­ers had to come down sub­sequently, since we found that the gear could not carry the ac­cu­mu­lat­ing weight of rime. Sound­ings proved that the sea con­tin­ued to shoal as the En­dur­ance drif­ted to the north­w­est. The depth on April 2 was 262 fathoms, with a bot­tom of gla­cial mud. Four weeks later a sound­ing gave 172 fathoms. The pres­ence of grit in the bot­tom samples to­wards the end of the month sug­ges­ted that we were ap­proach­ing land again.

			The month was not un­event­ful. Dur­ing the night of the 3rd we heard the ice grind­ing to the east­ward, and in the morn­ing we saw that young ice was raf­ted 8 to 10 ft. high in places. This was the first mur­mur of the danger that was to reach men­acing pro­por­tions in later months. The ice was heard grind­ing and creak­ing dur­ing the 4th and the ship vi­brated slightly. The move­ment of the floe was suf­fi­ciently pro­nounced to in­ter­fere with the mag­net­ic work. I gave or­ders that ac­cu­mu­la­tions of snow, ice, and rub­bish along­side the En­dur­ance should be shov­elled away, so that in case of pres­sure there would be no weight against the top­sides to check the ship rising above the ice. All hands were busy with pick and shovel dur­ing the day, and moved many tons of ma­ter­i­al. Again, on the 9th, there were signs of pres­sure. Young ice was piled up to a height of 11 ft. astern of the ship, and the old floe was cracked in places. The move­ment was not ser­i­ous, but I real­ized that it might be the be­gin­ning of trouble for the Ex­ped­i­tion. We brought cer­tain stores aboard and provided space on deck for the dogs in case they had to be re­moved from the floe at short no­tice. We had run a 500-fathom steel wire round the ship, snow-huts, and ken­nels, with a loop out to the lead ahead, where the dredge was used. This wire was sup­por­ted on ice-pil­lars, and it served as a guide in bad weath­er when the view was ob­scured by driv­ing snow and a man might have lost him­self al­to­geth­er. I had this wire cut in five places, since oth­er­wise it might have been dragged across our sec­tion of the floe with dam­aging ef­fect in the event of the ice split­ting sud­denly.

			The dogs had been di­vided in­to six teams of nine dogs each. Wild, Crean, Mack­lin, McIl­roy, Mar­ston, and Hur­ley each had charge of a team, and were fully re­spons­ible for the ex­er­cising, train­ing, and feed­ing of their own dogs. They called in one of the sur­geons when an an­im­al was sick. We were still los­ing some dogs through worms, and it was un­for­tu­nate that the doc­tors had not the prop­er rem­ed­ies. Worm-powders were to have been provided by the ex­pert Ca­na­dian dog-driver I had en­gaged be­fore sail­ing for the south, and when this man did not join the Ex­ped­i­tion the mat­ter was over­looked. We had fifty-four dogs and eight pups early in April, but sev­er­al were ail­ing, and the num­ber of ma­ture dogs was re­duced to fifty by the end of the month. Our store of seal meat amoun­ted now to about 5,000 lbs., and I cal­cu­lated that we had enough meat and blub­ber to feed the dogs for ninety days without trench­ing upon the sledging ra­tions. The teams were work­ing well, of­ten with heavy loads. The biggest dog was Her­cules, who tipped the beam at 86 lbs. Sam­son was 11 lbs. light­er, but he jus­ti­fied his name one day by start­ing off at a smart pace with a sledge car­ry­ing 200 lbs. of blub­ber and a driver.

			A new berg that was go­ing to give us some cause for anxi­ety made its ap­pear­ance on the 14th. It was a big berg, and we no­ticed as it lay on the north­w­est ho­ri­zon that it had a hum­mocky, cre­vassed ap­pear­ance at the east end. Dur­ing the day this berg in­creased its ap­par­ent alti­tude and changed its bear­ing slightly. Evid­ently it was aground and was hold­ing its po­s­i­tion against the drift­ing pack. A sound­ing at 11 a.m. gave 197 fathoms, with a hard stony or rocky bot­tom. Dur­ing the next twenty-four hours the En­dur­ance moved stead­ily to­wards the cre­vassed berg, which doubled its alti­tude in that time. We could see from the masthead that the pack was pil­ing and raft­ing against the mass of ice, and it was easy to ima­gine what would be the fate of the ship if she entered the area of dis­turb­ance. She would be crushed like an egg­shell amid the shat­ter­ing masses.

			Wors­ley was in the crow’s-nest on the even­ing of the 15th, watch­ing for signs of land to the west­ward, and he re­por­ted an in­ter­est­ing phe­nomen­on. The sun set amid a glow of pris­mat­ic col­ours on a line of clouds just above the ho­ri­zon. A minute later Wors­ley saw a golden glow, which ex­pan­ded as he watched it, and presently the sun ap­peared again and rose a semi-dia­met­er clear above the west­ern ho­ri­zon. He hailed Crean, who from a po­s­i­tion on the floe 90 ft. be­low the crow’s-nest also saw the re­born sun. A quarter of an hour later from the deck Wors­ley saw the sun set a second time. This strange phe­nomen­on was due to mirage or re­frac­tion. We at­trib­uted it to an ice-crack to the west­ward, where the band of open wa­ter had heated a strat­um of air.

			The drift of the pack was not con­stant, and dur­ing the suc­ceed­ing days the cre­vassed berg al­tern­ately ad­vanced and re­ceded as the En­dur­ance moved with the floe. On Sunday, April 18, it was only sev­en miles dis­tant from the ship.

			
				“It is a large berg, about three-quar­ters of a mile long on the side presen­ted to us and prob­ably well over 200 ft. high. It is heav­ily cre­vassed, as though it once formed the ser­ac por­tion of a gla­ci­er. Two spe­cially wide and deep chasms across it from south­east to north­w­est give it the ap­pear­ance of hav­ing broken its back on the shoal-ground. Huge masses of pres­sure-ice are piled against its cliffs to a height of about 60 ft., show­ing the stu­pendous force that is be­ing brought to bear upon it by the drift­ing pack. The berg must be very firmly aground. We swing the ar­row on the cur­rent-meter fre­quently and watch with keen at­ten­tion to see where it will come to rest. Will it point straight for the berg, show­ing that our drift is in that dir­ec­tion? It swings slowly round. It points to the north­east end of the berg, then shifts slowly to the centre and seems to stop; but it moves again and swings 20 de­grees clear of our en­emy to the south­w­est. … We no­tice that two fa­mil­i­ar bergs, the Ram­part Berg and the Peak Berg, have moved away from the ship. Prob­ably they also have groun­ded or dragged on the shoal.”

			

			A strong drift to the west­ward dur­ing the night of the 18th re­lieved our anxi­ety by car­ry­ing the En­dur­ance to the lee of the cre­vassed berg, which passed out of our range of vis­ion be­fore the end of the month.

			We said good­bye to the sun on May 1 and entered the peri­od of twi­light that would be fol­lowed by the dark­ness of mid­winter. The sun by the aid of re­frac­tion just cleared the ho­ri­zon at noon and set shortly be­fore 2 p.m. A fine au­rora in the even­ing was dimmed by the full moon, which had ris­en on April 27 and would not set again un­til May 6. The dis­ap­pear­ance of the sun is apt to be a de­press­ing event in the po­lar re­gions, where the long months of dark­ness in­volve men­tal as well as phys­ic­al strain. But the En­dur­ance’s com­pany re­fused to aban­don their cus­tom­ary cheer­ful­ness, and a con­cert in the even­ing made the Ritz a scene of noisy mer­ri­ment, in strange con­trast with the cold, si­lent world that lay out­side. “One feels our help­less­ness as the long winter night closes upon us. By this time, if for­tune had smiled upon the Ex­ped­i­tion, we would have been com­fort­ably and se­curely es­tab­lished in a shore base, with de­pots laid to the south and plans made for the long march in the spring and sum­mer. Where will we make a land­ing now? It is not easy to fore­cast the fu­ture. The ice may open in the spring, but by that time we will be far to the north­w­est. I do not think we shall be able to work back to Vah­sel Bay. There are pos­sible land­ing-places on the west­ern coast of the Wed­dell Sea, but can we reach any suit­able spot early enough to at­tempt the over­land jour­ney next year? Time alone will tell. I do not think any mem­ber of the Ex­ped­i­tion is dis­heartened by our dis­ap­point­ment. All hands are cheery and busy, and will do their best when the time for ac­tion comes. In the mean­time we must wait.”

			The ship’s po­s­i­tion on Sunday, May 2, was lat. 75° 23′ S., long. 42° 14′ W. The tem­per­at­ure at noon was 5° be­low zero F, and the sky was over­cast. A seal was sighted from the masthead at lunch­time, and five men, with two dog teams, set off after the prize. They had an un­com­fort­able jour­ney out­ward in the dim, dif­fused light, which cast no shad­ows and so gave no warn­ing of ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies in the white sur­face. It is a strange sen­sa­tion to be run­ning along on ap­par­ently smooth snow and to fall sud­denly in­to an un­seen hol­low, or bump against a ridge.

			“After go­ing out three miles to the east­ward,” wrote Wors­ley in de­scrib­ing this seal-hunt, “we range up and down but find noth­ing, un­til from a hum­mock I fancy I see some­thing ap­par­ently a mile away, but prob­ably little more than half that dis­tance. I ran for it, found the seal, and with a shout brought up the oth­ers at the double. The seal was a big Wed­dell, over 10 ft. long and weigh­ing more than 800 lbs. But Sol­dier, one of the team lead­ers, went for its throat without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion, and we had to beat off the dogs be­fore we could shoot the seal. We caught five or six gal­lons of blood in a tin for the dogs, and let the teams have a drink of fresh blood from the seal. The light was worse than ever on our re­turn, and we ar­rived back in the dark. Sir Ern­est met us with a lan­tern and guided us in­to the lead astern and thence to the ship.”

			This was the first seal we had se­cured since March 19, and the meat and blub­ber made a wel­come ad­di­tion to the stores.

			Three em­per­or pen­guins made their ap­pear­ance in a lead west of the ship on May 3. They pushed their heads through the young ice while two of the men were stand­ing by the lead. The men im­it­ated the em­per­or’s call and walked slowly, pen­guin fash­ion, away from the lead. The birds in suc­ces­sion made a mag­ni­fi­cent leap 3 ft. clear from the wa­ter on to the young ice. Thence they to­bogganed to the bank and fol­lowed the men away from the lead. Their re­treat was soon cut off by a line of men.

			
				“We walk up to them, talk­ing loudly and as­sum­ing a threat­en­ing as­pect. Not­with­stand­ing our bad man­ners, the three birds turn to­wards us, bow­ing ce­re­mo­ni­ously. Then, after a closer in­spec­tion, they con­clude that we are un­desir­able ac­quaint­ances and make off across the floe. We head them off and fi­nally shep­herd them close to the ship, where the fren­zied bark­ing of the dogs so fright­ens them that they make a de­term­ined ef­fort to break through the line. We seize them. One bird of philo­soph­ic mien goes quietly, led by one flip­per. The oth­ers show fight, but all are im­prisoned in an ig­loo for the night. … In the af­ter­noon we see five em­per­ors in the west­ern lead and cap­ture one. Kerr and Cheetham fight a vali­ant ac­tion with two large birds. Kerr rushes at one, seizes it, and is promptly knocked down by the angered pen­guin, which jumps on his chest be­fore re­tir­ing. Cheetham comes to Kerr’s as­sist­ance; and between them they seize an­oth­er pen­guin, bind his bill and lead him, mut­ter­ing muffled protests, to the ship like an in­ebri­ated old man between two po­lice­men. He weighs 85 lbs., or 5 lbs. less than the heav­iest em­per­or cap­tured pre­vi­ously. Kerr and Cheetham in­sist that he is noth­ing to the big fel­low who es­caped them.”

			

			This pen­guin’s stom­ach proved to be filled with freshly caught fish up to 10 in. long. Some of the fish were of a coastal or lit­tor­al vari­ety. Two more em­per­ors were cap­tured on the fol­low­ing day, and, while Word­ie was lead­ing one of them to­wards the ship, Wild came along with his team. The dogs, un­con­trol­lable in a mo­ment, made a frantic rush for the bird, and were al­most upon him when their har­ness caught upon an ice-pylon, which they had tried to pass on both sides at once. The res­ult was a seeth­ing tangle of dogs, traces, and men, and an over­turned sled, while the pen­guin, three yards away, non­chal­antly and in­dif­fer­ently sur­veyed the dis­turb­ance. He had nev­er seen any­thing of the kind be­fore and had no idea at all that the strange dis­order might con­cern him. Sev­er­al cracks had opened in the neigh­bour­hood of the ship, and the em­per­or pen­guins, fat and glossy of plumage, were ap­pear­ing in con­sid­er­able num­bers. We se­cured nine of them on May 6, an im­port­ant ad­di­tion to our sup­ply of fresh food.

			The sun, which had made “pos­it­ively his last ap­pear­ance” sev­en days earli­er, sur­prised us by lift­ing more than half its disk above the ho­ri­zon on May 8. A glow on the north­ern ho­ri­zon re­solved it­self in­to the sun at 11 a.m. that day. A quarter of an hour later the un­season­able vis­it­or dis­ap­peared again, only to rise again at 11:40 a.m., set at 1 p.m., rise at 1:10 p.m., and set linger­ingly at 1:20 p.m. These curi­ous phe­nom­ena were due to re­frac­tion, which amoun­ted to 2° 37′ at 1:20 p.m. The tem­per­at­ure was 15° be­low zero F and we cal­cu­lated that the re­frac­tion was 2° above nor­mal. In oth­er words, the sun was vis­ible 120 miles farther south than the re­frac­tion tables gave it any right to be. The nav­ig­at­ing of­ficer nat­ur­ally was ag­grieved. He had in­formed all hands on May 1 that they would not see the sun again for sev­enty days, and now had to en­dure the jeers of friends who af­fected to be­lieve that his ob­ser­va­tions were in­ac­cur­ate by a few de­grees.

			The En­dur­ance was drift­ing north-north­east un­der the in­flu­ence of a suc­ces­sion of west­erly and south­west­erly breezes. The ship’s head, at the same time, swung gradu­ally to the left, in­dic­at­ing that the floe in which she was held was turn­ing. Dur­ing the night of the 14th a very pro­nounced swing oc­curred, and when day­light came at noon on the 15th we ob­served a large lead run­ning from the north­w­est ho­ri­zon to­wards the ship till it struck the west­ern lead, circ­ling ahead of the ship, then con­tinu­ing to the south-south­east. A lead astern con­nec­ted with this new lead on either side of the En­dur­ance, thus sep­ar­at­ing our floe com­pletely from the main body of the pack. A bliz­zard from the south­east swept down dur­ing the 16th. At 1 p.m. the bliz­zard lulled for five minutes; then the wind jumped round to the op­pos­ite quarter and the ba­ro­met­er rose sud­denly. The centre of a cyc­lon­ic move­ment had passed over us, and the com­pass re­cor­ded an ex­traordin­ar­ily rap­id swing of the floe. I could see noth­ing through the mist and snow, and I thought it pos­sible that a mag­net­ic storm or a patch of loc­al mag­net­ic at­trac­tion had caused the com­pass, and not the floe, to swing, Our floe was now about 2½ miles long north and south and 3 miles wide east and west.

			The month of May passed with few in­cid­ents of im­port­ance. Hur­ley, our handy man, in­stalled our small elec­tric-light­ing plant and placed lights for oc­ca­sion­al use in the ob­ser­vat­ory, the met­eor­o­lo­gic­al sta­tion, and vari­ous oth­er points. We could not af­ford to use the elec­tric lamps freely. Hur­ley also rigged two power­ful lights on poles pro­ject­ing from the ship to port and star­board. These lamps would il­lu­min­ate the “do­gloos” bril­liantly on the darkest winter’s day and would be in­valu­able in the event of the floe break­ing dur­ing the dark days of winter. We could ima­gine what it would mean to get fifty dogs aboard without lights while the floe was break­ing and raft­ing un­der our feet. May 24, Em­pire Day, was cel­eb­rated with the singing of pat­ri­ot­ic songs in the Ritz, where all hands joined in wish­ing a speedy vic­tory for the Brit­ish arms. We could not know how the war was pro­gress­ing, but we hoped that the Ger­mans had already been driv­en from France and that the Rus­si­an armies had put the seal on the Al­lies’ suc­cess. The war was a con­stant sub­ject of dis­cus­sion aboard the En­dur­ance, and many cam­paigns were fought on the map dur­ing the long months of drift­ing. The moon in the lat­ter part of May was sweep­ing con­tinu­ously through our starlit sky in great high circles. The weath­er gen­er­ally was good, with con­stant minus tem­per­at­ures. The log on May 27 re­cor­ded:

			
				“Bril­liantly fine clear weath­er with bright moon­light through­out. The moon’s rays are won­der­fully strong, mak­ing mid­night seem as light as an or­din­ary over­cast mid­day in tem­per­ate climes. The great clear­ness of the at­mo­sphere prob­ably ac­counts for our hav­ing eight hours of twi­light with a beau­ti­ful soft golden glow to the north­ward. A little rime and glazed frost are found aloft. The tem­per­at­ure is −20° F. A few wisps of cir­rus-cloud are seen and a little frost-smoke shows in one or two dir­ec­tions, but the cracks and leads near the ship ap­pear to have frozen over again.”

			

			Crean had star­ted to take the pups out for runs, and it was very amus­ing to see them with their rolling canter just man­aging to keep abreast by the sledge and oc­ca­sion­ally cock­ing an eye with an ap­peal­ing look in the hope of be­ing taken aboard for a ride. As an ad­di­tion to their foster-fath­er, Crean, the pups had ad­op­ted Amund­sen. They tyr­an­nized over him most un­mer­ci­fully. It was a com­mon sight to see him, the biggest dog in the pack, sit­ting out in the cold with an air of philo­soph­ic resig­na­tion while a cor­pu­lent pup oc­cu­pied the en­trance to his “do­gloo.” The in­truder was gen­er­ally the pup Nel­son, who just showed his fore­paws and face, and one was fairly sure to find Nelly, Ro­ger, and Toby coiled up com­fort­ably be­hind him. At hoosh-time Crean had to stand by Amund­sen’s food, since oth­er­wise the pups would eat the big dog’s ra­tion while he stood back to give them fair play. Some­times their con­sciences would smite them and they would drag round a seal’s head, half a pen­guin, or a large lump of frozen meat or blub­ber to Amund­sen’s ken­nel for rent. It was in­ter­est­ing to watch the big dog play with them, seiz­ing them by throat or neck in what ap­peared to be a fierce fash­ion, while really quite gentle with them, and all the time teach­ing them how to hold their own in the world and put­ting them up to all the tricks of dog life.

			The drift of the En­dur­ance in the grip of the pack con­tin­ued without in­cid­ent of im­port­ance through June. Pres­sure was re­por­ted oc­ca­sion­ally, but the ice in the im­me­di­ate vi­cin­ity of the ship re­mained firm. The light was now very bad ex­cept in the peri­od when the friendly moon was above the ho­ri­zon. A faint twi­light round about noon of each day re­minded us of the sun, and as­sisted us in the im­port­ant work of ex­er­cising the dogs. The care of the teams was our heav­iest re­spons­ib­il­ity in those days. The move­ment of the floes was bey­ond all hu­man con­trol, and there was noth­ing to be gained by al­low­ing one’s mind to struggle with the prob­lems of the fu­ture, though it was hard to avoid anxi­ety at times. The con­di­tion­ing and train­ing of the dogs seemed es­sen­tial, whatever fate might be in store for us, and the teams were taken out by their drivers whenev­er the weath­er per­mit­ted. Rival­ries arose, as might have been ex­pec­ted, and on the 15th of the month a great race, the “Ant­arc­tic Derby,” took place. It was a not­able event. The bet­ting had been heavy, and every man aboard the ship stood to win or lose on the res­ult of the con­test. Some money had been staked, but the wagers that thrilled were those in­volving stores of chocol­ate and ci­gar­ettes. The course had been laid off from Khy­ber Pass, at the east­ern end of the old lead ahead of the ship, to a point clear of the jib-boom, a dis­tance of about 700 yds. Five teams went out in the dim noon twi­light, with a zero tem­per­at­ure and an au­rora flick­er­ing faintly to the south­ward. The start­ing sig­nal was to be giv­en by the flash­ing of a light on the met­eor­o­lo­gic­al sta­tion. I was ap­poin­ted starter, Wors­ley was judge, and James was time­keep­er. The bos’n, with a straw hat ad­ded to his usu­al Ant­arc­tic at­tire, stood on a box near the win­ning-post, and was as­sisted by a couple of shady char­ac­ters to shout the odds, which were dis­played on a board hung around his neck—6 to 4 on Wild, “evens” on Crean, 2 to 1 against Hur­ley, 6 to 1 against Mack­lin, and 8 to 1 against McIl­roy. Can­vas handker­chiefs fluttered from an im­pro­vised grand stand, and the pups, which had nev­er seen such strange hap­pen­ings be­fore, sat round and howled with ex­cite­ment. The spec­tat­ors could not see far in the dim light, but they heard the shouts of the drivers as the teams ap­proached and greeted the vic­tory of the fa­vour­ite with a roar of cheer­ing that must have soun­ded strange in­deed to any seals or pen­guins that happened to be in our neigh­bour­hood. Wild’s time was 2 min. 16 sec., or at the rate of 10½ miles per hour for the course.

			We cel­eb­rated Mid­winter’s Day on the 22nd. The twi­light ex­ten­ded over a peri­od of about six hours that day, and there was a good light at noon from the moon, and also a north­ern glow with wisps of beau­ti­ful pink cloud along the ho­ri­zon. A sound­ing gave 262 fathoms with a mud bot­tom. No land was in sight from the masthead, al­though our range of vis­ion ex­ten­ded prob­ably a full de­gree to the west­ward. The day was ob­served as a hol­i­day, ne­ces­sary work only be­ing un­der­taken, and, after the best din­ner the cook could provide, all hands gathered in the Ritz, where speeches, songs, and toasts oc­cu­pied the even­ing. After sup­per at mid­night we sang “God Save the King” and wished each oth­er all suc­cess in the days of sun­shine and ef­fort that lay ahead. At this time the En­dur­ance was mak­ing an un­usu­ally rap­id drift to the north un­der the in­flu­ence of a fresh south­erly to south­west­erly breeze. We trav­elled 39 miles to the north in five days be­fore a breeze that only once at­tained the force of a gale and then for no more than an hour. The ab­sence of strong winds, in com­par­is­on with the al­most un­ceas­ing winter bliz­zards of the Ross Sea, was a fea­ture of the Wed­dell Sea that im­pressed it­self upon me dur­ing the winter months.

			An­oth­er race took place a few days after the “Derby.” The two crack teams, driv­en by Hur­ley and Wild, met in a race from Khy­ber Pass. Wild’s team, pulling 910 lbs., or 130 lbs. per dog, covered the 700 yds. in 2 min. 9 sec., or at the rate of 11.1 miles per hour. Hur­ley’s team, with the same load, did the run in 2 min. 16 sec. The race was awar­ded by the judge to Hur­ley ow­ing to Wild fail­ing to “weigh in” cor­rectly. I happened to be a part of the load on his sledge, and a skid over some new drift with­in fifty yards of the win­ning post res­ul­ted in my be­ing left on the snow. It should be said in justice to the dogs that this ac­ci­dent, while jus­ti­fy­ing the dis­qual­i­fic­a­tion, could not have made any ma­ter­i­al dif­fer­ence in the time.

			The ap­proach of the re­turn­ing sun was in­dic­ated by beau­ti­ful sun­rise glows on the ho­ri­zon in the early days of Ju­ly. We had nine hours’ twi­light on the 10th, and the north­ern sky, low to the ho­ri­zon, was tin­ted with gold for about sev­en hours. Nu­mer­ous cracks and leads ex­ten­ded in all dir­ec­tions to with­in 300 yds. of the ship. Thin waver­ing black lines close to the north­ern ho­ri­zon were prob­ably dis­tant leads re­frac­ted in­to the sky. Sounds of mod­er­ate pres­sure came to our ears oc­ca­sion­ally, but the ship was not in­volved. At mid­night on the 11th a crack in the lead ahead of the En­dur­ance opened out rap­idly, and by 2 a.m. was over 200 yds. wide in places with an area of open wa­ter to the south­w­est. Sounds of pres­sure were heard along this lead, which soon closed to a width of about 30 yds. and then froze over. The tem­per­at­ure at that time was −23° F.

			The most severe bliz­zard we had ex­per­i­enced in the Wed­dell Sea swept down upon the En­dur­ance on the even­ing of the 13th, and by break­fast-time on the fol­low­ing morn­ing the ken­nels to the wind­ward, or south­ern side of the ship were bur­ied un­der 5 ft. of drift. I gave or­ders that no man should ven­ture bey­ond the ken­nels. The ship was in­vis­ible at a dis­tance of fifty yards, and it was im­possible to pre­serve one’s sense of dir­ec­tion in the ra­ging wind and suf­foc­at­ing drift. To walk against the gale was out of the ques­tion. Face and eyes be­came snowed up with­in two minutes, and ser­i­ous frost­bites would have been the pen­alty of per­sever­ance. The dogs stayed in their ken­nels for the most part, the “old stagers” put­ting out a paw oc­ca­sion­ally in or­der to keep open a breath­ing-hole. By even­ing the gale had at­tained a force of 60 or 70 miles an hour, and the ship was trem­bling un­der the at­tack. But we were snug enough in our quar­ters aboard un­til the morn­ing of the 14th, when all hands turned out to shovel the snow from deck and ken­nels. The wind was still keen and search­ing, with a tem­per­at­ure of some­thing like −30° F, and it was ne­ces­sary for us to be on guard against frost­bite. At least 100 tons of snow were piled against the bows and port side, where the weight of the drift had forced the floe down­ward. The lead ahead had opened out dur­ing the night, cracked the pack from north to south and frozen over again, adding 300 yds. to the dis­tance between the ship and “Khy­ber Pass.” The break­down gang had com­pleted its work by lunch­time. The gale was then de­creas­ing and the three-days-old moon showed as a red cres­cent on the north­ern ho­ri­zon. The tem­per­at­ure dur­ing the bliz­zard had ranged from −21° to −33.5° F. It is usu­al for the tem­per­at­ure to rise dur­ing a bliz­zard, and the fail­ure to pro­duce any Föhn ef­fect of this nature sug­ges­ted an ab­sence of high land for at least 200 miles to the south and south­w­est. The weath­er did not clear un­til the 16th. We saw then that the ap­pear­ance of the sur­round­ing pack had been altered com­pletely by the bliz­zard. The “is­land” floe con­tain­ing the En­dur­ance still stood fast, but cracks and masses of ice thrown up by pres­sure could be seen in all dir­ec­tions. An area of open wa­ter was vis­ible on the ho­ri­zon to the north, with a wa­ter in­dic­a­tion in the north­ern sky.

			The ice-pres­sure, which was in­dic­ated by dis­tant rum­blings and the ap­pear­ance of for­mid­able ridges, was in­creas­ingly a cause of anxi­ety. The areas of dis­turb­ance were gradu­ally ap­proach­ing the ship. Dur­ing Ju­ly 21 we could bear the grind­ing and crash­ing of the work­ing floes to the south­w­est and west and could see cracks open­ing, work­ing, and clos­ing ahead.

			
				“The ice is raft­ing up to a height of 10 or 15 ft. in places, the op­pos­ing floes are mov­ing against one an­oth­er at the rate of about 200 yds. per hour. The noise re­sembles the roar of heavy, dis­tant surf. Stand­ing on the stir­ring ice one can ima­gine it is dis­turbed by the breath­ing and toss­ing of a mighty gi­ant be­low.”

			

			Early on the af­ter­noon of the 22nd a 2 ft. crack, run­ning south­w­est and north­east for a dis­tance of about two miles, ap­proached to with­in 35 yds. of the port quarter. I had all the sledges brought aboard and set a spe­cial watch in case it be­came ne­ces­sary to get the dogs off the floe in a hurry. This crack was the res­ult of heavy pres­sure 300 yds. away on the port bow, where huge blocks of ice were piled up in wild and threat­en­ing con­fu­sion. The pres­sure at that point was enorm­ous. Blocks weigh­ing many tons were raised 15 ft. above the level of the floe. I ar­ranged to di­vide the night watches with Wors­ley and Wild, and none of us had much rest. The ship was shaken by heavy bumps, and we were on the alert to see that no dogs had fallen in­to cracks. The morn­ing light showed that our is­land had been re­duced con­sid­er­ably dur­ing the night. Our long months of rest and safety seemed to be at an end, and a peri­od of stress had be­gun.

			Dur­ing the fol­low­ing day I had a store of sledging pro­vi­sions, oil, matches, and oth­er es­sen­tials placed on the up­per deck handy to the star­board quarter boat, so as to be in read­i­ness for a sud­den emer­gency. The ice was grind­ing and work­ing stead­ily to the south­ward, and in the even­ing some large cracks ap­peared on the port quarter, while a crack along­side opened out to 15 yds. The bliz­zard seemed to have set the ice in strong move­ment to­wards the north, and the south­west­erly and west-south­west­erly winds that pre­vailed two days out of three main­tained the drift. I hoped that this would con­tin­ue un­checked, since our chance of get­ting clear of the pack early in the spring ap­peared to de­pend upon our mak­ing a good north­ing. Sound­ings at this time gave depths of from 186 to 190 fathoms, with a gla­cial mud bot­tom. No land was in sight. The light was im­prov­ing. A great deal of ice-pres­sure was heard and ob­served in all dir­ec­tions dur­ing the 25th, much of it close to the port quarter of the ship. On the star­board bow huge blocks of ice, weigh­ing many tons and 5 ft. in thick­ness, were pushed up on the old floe to a height of 15 to 20 ft. The floe that held the En­dur­ance was swung to and fro by the pres­sure dur­ing the day, but came back to the old bear­ing be­fore mid­night.

			
				“The ice for miles around is much looser. There are nu­mer­ous cracks and short leads to the north­east and south­east. Ridges are be­ing forced up in all dir­ec­tions, and there is a wa­ter-sky to the south­east. It would be a re­lief to be able to make some ef­fort on our own be­half; but we can do noth­ing un­til the ice re­leases our ship. If the floes con­tin­ue to loosen, we may break out with­in the next few weeks and re­sume the fight. In the mean­time the pres­sure con­tin­ues, and it is hard to fore­see the out­come. Just be­fore noon today (Ju­ly 26) the top of the sun ap­peared by re­frac­tion for one minute, sev­enty-nine days after our last sun­set. A few minutes earli­er a small patch of the sun had been thrown up on one of the black streaks above the ho­ri­zon. All hands are cheered by the in­dic­a­tion that the end of the winter dark­ness is near. … Clark finds that with re­turn­ing day­light the di­at­oms are again ap­pear­ing. His nets and line are stained a pale yel­low, and much of the newly formed ice has also a faint brown or yel­low tinge. The di­at­oms can­not mul­tiply without light, and the ice formed since Feb­ru­ary can be dis­tin­guished in the pres­sure-ridges by its clear blue col­our. The older masses of ice are of a dark earthy brown, dull yel­low, or red­dish brown.”

			

			The break­up of our floe came sud­denly on Sunday, Au­gust 1, just one year after the En­dur­ance left the South­w­est In­dia Docks on the voy­age to the Far South. The po­s­i­tion was lat. 72° 26′ S., long. 48° 10′ W. The morn­ing brought a mod­er­ate south­west­erly gale with heavy snow, and at 8 a.m., after some warn­ing move­ments of the ice, the floe cracked 40 yds. off the star­board bow. Two hours later the floe began to break up all round us un­der pres­sure and the ship lis­ted over 10 de­grees to star­board. I had the dogs and sledges brought aboard at once and the gang­way hois­ted. The an­im­als be­haved well. They came aboard eagerly as though real­iz­ing their danger, and were placed in their quar­ters on deck without a single fight oc­cur­ring. The pres­sure was crack­ing the floe rap­idly, raft­ing it close to the ship and for­cing masses of ice be­neath the keel. Presently the En­dur­ance lis­ted heav­ily to port against the gale, and at the same time was forced ahead, astern, and side­ways sev­er­al times by the grind­ing floes. She re­ceived one or two hard nips, but res­isted them without as much as a creak. It looked at one stage as if the ship was to be made the plaything of suc­cess­ive floes, and I was re­lieved when she came to a stand­still with a large piece of our old “dock” un­der the star­board bilge. I had the boats cleared away ready for lower­ing, got up some ad­di­tion­al stores, and set a double watch. All hands were warned to stand by, get what sleep they could, and have their warmest cloth­ing at hand. Around us lay the ru­ins of “Dog Town” amid the debris of pres­sure-ridges. Some of the little dwell­ings had been crushed flat be­neath blocks of ice; oth­ers had been swal­lowed and pul­ver­ized when the ice opened be­neath them and closed again. It was a sad sight, but my chief con­cern just then was the safety of the rud­der, which was be­ing at­tacked vi­ciously by the ice. We man­aged to pole away a large lump that had be­come jammed between the rud­der and the stern­post, but I could see that dam­age had been done, though a close ex­am­in­a­tion was not pos­sible that day.

			After the ship had come to a stand­still in her new po­s­i­tion very heavy pres­sure was set up. Some of the tre­nails were star­ted and beams buckled slightly un­der the ter­rif­ic stresses. But the En­dur­ance had been built to with­stand the at­tacks of the ice, and she lif­ted bravely as the floes drove be­neath her. The ef­fects of the pres­sure around us were awe-in­spir­ing. Mighty blocks of ice, gripped between meet­ing floes, rose slowly till they jumped like cherry­stones squeezed between thumb and fin­ger. The pres­sure of mil­lions of tons of mov­ing ice was crush­ing and smash­ing in­ex­or­ably. If the ship was once gripped firmly her fate would be sealed.

			The gale from the south­w­est blew all night and mod­er­ated dur­ing the af­ter­noon of the 2nd to a stiff breeze. The pres­sure had al­most ceased. Ap­par­ently the gale had driv­en the south­ern pack down upon us, caus­ing con­ges­tion in our area; the pres­sure had stopped when the whole of the pack got in­to mo­tion. The gale had giv­en us some north­ing, but it had dealt the En­dur­ance what might prove to be a severe blow. The rud­der had been driv­en hard over to star­board and the blade par­tially torn away from the rud­der-head. Heavy masses of ice were still jammed against the stern, and it was im­possible to as­cer­tain the ex­tent of the dam­age at that time. I felt that it would be im­possible in any case to ef­fect re­pairs in the mov­ing pack. The ship lay steady all night, and the sole sign of con­tinu­ing pres­sure was an oc­ca­sion­al slight rum­bling shock. We rigged shel­ters and ken­nels for the dogs in­board.

			The weath­er on Au­gust 3 was over­cast and misty. We had nine hours of twi­light, with good light at noon. There was no land in sight for ten miles from the masthead. The pack as far as the eye could reach was in a con­di­tion of chaos, much raf­ted and con­sol­id­ated, with very large pres­sure-ridges in all dir­ec­tions. At 9 p.m. a rough alti­tude of Can­opus gave the lat­it­ude as 71° 55′ 17″ S. The drift, there­fore, had been about 37 miles to the north in three days. Four of the poorest dogs were shot this day. They were suf­fer­ing severely from worms, and we could not af­ford to keep sick dogs un­der the changed con­di­tions. The sun showed through the clouds on the north­ern ho­ri­zon for an hour on the 4th. There was no open wa­ter to be seen from aloft in any dir­ec­tion. We saw from the masthead to west-south­w­est an ap­pear­ance of bar­ri­er, land, or a very long ice­berg, about 20 odd miles away, but the ho­ri­zon clouded over be­fore we could de­term­ine its nature. We tried twice to make a sound­ing that day, but failed on each oc­ca­sion. The Kelvin ma­chine gave no bot­tom at the full length of the line, 370 fathoms. After much la­bour we made a hole in the ice near the stern­post large enough for the Lu­cas ma­chine with a 32-lb. lead; but this ap­peared to be too light. The ma­chine stopped at 452 fathoms, leav­ing us in doubt as to wheth­er bot­tom had been reached. Then in heav­ing up we lost the lead, the thin wire cut­ting its way in­to the ice and snap­ping. All hands and the car­penter were busy this day mak­ing and pla­cing ken­nels on the up­per deck, and by night­fall all the dogs were com­fort­ably housed, ready for any weath­er. The sun showed through the clouds above the north­ern ho­ri­zon for nearly an hour.

			The re­main­ing days of Au­gust were com­par­at­ively un­event­ful. The ice around the ship froze firm again and little move­ment oc­curred in our neigh­bour­hood. The train­ing of the dogs, in­clud­ing the pup­pies, pro­ceeded act­ively, and provided ex­er­cise as well as oc­cu­pa­tion. The drift to the north­w­est con­tin­ued stead­ily. We had bad luck with sound­ings, the weath­er in­ter­fer­ing at times and the gear break­ing on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions, but a big in­crease in the depth showed that we had passed over the edge of the Wed­dell Sea plat­eau. A sound­ing of about 1,700 fathoms on Au­gust 10 agreed fairly well with Filch­ner’s 1,924 fathoms, 130 miles east of our then po­s­i­tion. An ob­ser­va­tion at noon of the 8th had giv­en us lat. 71° 23′ S., long. 49° 13′ W. Minus tem­per­at­ures pre­vailed still, but the day­light was in­creas­ing. We cap­tured a few em­per­or pen­guins which were mak­ing their way to the south­w­est. Ten pen­guins taken on the 19th were all in poor con­di­tion, and their stom­achs con­tained noth­ing but stones and a few cut­tle­fish beaks. A sound­ing on the 17th gave 1,676 fathoms, 10 miles west of the charted po­s­i­tion of Mo­rell Land. No land could be seen from the masthead, and I de­cided that Mo­rell Land must be ad­ded to the long list of Ant­arc­tic is­lands and con­tin­ent­al coasts that on close in­vest­ig­a­tion have re­solved them­selves in­to ice­bergs. On clear days we could get an ex­ten­ded view in all dir­ec­tions from the masthead, and the line of the pack was broken only by fa­mil­i­ar bergs. About one hun­dred bergs were in view on a fine day, and they seemed prac­tic­ally the same as when they star­ted their drift with us nearly sev­en months earli­er. The sci­ent­ists wished to in­spect some of the neigh­bour­ing bergs at close quar­ters, but sledge trav­el­ling out­side the well-trod­den area im­me­di­ately around the ship proved dif­fi­cult and oc­ca­sion­ally dan­ger­ous. On Au­gust 20, for ex­ample, Wors­ley, Hur­ley, and Green­street star­ted off for the Ram­part Berg and got on to a lead of young ice that un­du­lated per­il­ously be­neath their feet. A quick turn saved them.

			A won­der­ful mirage of the Fata Mor­gana type was vis­ible on Au­gust 20. The day was clear and bright, with a blue sky over­head and some rime aloft.

			
				“The dis­tant pack is thrown up in­to tower­ing bar­ri­er-like cliffs, which are re­flec­ted in blue lakes and lanes of wa­ter at their base. Great white and golden cit­ies of Ori­ent­al ap­pear­ance at close in­ter­vals along these clifftops in­dic­ate dis­tant bergs, some not pre­vi­ously known to us. Float­ing above these are waver­ing vi­ol­et and creamy lines of still more re­mote bergs and pack. The lines rise and fall, tremble, dis­sip­ate, and re­appear in an end­less trans­form­a­tion scene. The south­ern pack and bergs, catch­ing the sun’s rays, are golden, but to the north the ice-masses are purple. Here the bergs as­sume chan­ging forms, first a castle, then a bal­loon just clear of the ho­ri­zon, that changes swiftly in­to an im­mense mush­room, a mosque, or a cathed­ral. The prin­cip­al char­ac­ter­ist­ic is the ver­tic­al length­en­ing of the ob­ject, a small pres­sure-ridge be­ing giv­en the ap­pear­ance of a line of bat­tle­ments or tower­ing cliffs. The mirage is pro­duced by re­frac­tion and is in­tens­i­fied by the columns of com­par­at­ively warm air rising from sev­er­al cracks and leads that have opened eight to twenty miles away north and south.”

			

			We no­ticed this day that a con­sid­er­able change had taken place in our po­s­i­tion re­l­at­ive to the Ram­part Berg. It ap­peared that a big lead had opened and that there had been some dif­fer­en­tial move­ment of the pack. The open­ing move­ment might pres­age re­newed pres­sure. A few hours later the dog teams, re­turn­ing from ex­er­cise, crossed a nar­row crack that had ap­peared ahead of the ship. This crack opened quickly to 60 ft. and would have giv­en us trouble if the dogs had been left on the wrong side. It closed on the 25th and pres­sure fol­lowed in its neigh­bour­hood.

			On Au­gust 24 we were two miles north of the lat­it­ude of Mo­rell’s farthest south, and over 10° of lon­git­ude, or more than 200 miles, west of his po­s­i­tion. From the masthead no land could be seen with­in twenty miles, and no land of over 500 ft. alti­tude could have es­caped ob­ser­va­tion on our side of long. 52° W. A sound­ing of 1,900 fathoms on Au­gust 25 was fur­ther evid­ence of the nonex­ist­ence of New South Green­land. There was some move­ment of the ice near the ship dur­ing the con­clud­ing days of the month. All hands were called out in the night of Au­gust 26, sounds of pres­sure hav­ing been fol­lowed by the crack­ing of the ice along­side the ship, but the trouble did not de­vel­op im­me­di­ately. Late on the night of the 31st the ice began to work ahead of the ship and along the port side. Creak­ing and groan­ing of tim­bers, ac­com­pan­ied by loud snap­ping sounds fore and aft, told their story of strain. The pres­sure con­tin­ued dur­ing the fol­low­ing day, beams and deck planks oc­ca­sion­ally buck­ling to the strain. The pon­der­ous floes were grind­ing against each oth­er un­der the in­flu­ence of wind and cur­rent, and our ship seemed to oc­cupy for the time be­ing an un­desir­able po­s­i­tion near the centre of the dis­turb­ance; but she res­isted staunchly and showed no sign of wa­ter in the bilges, al­though she had not been pumped out for six months. The pack ex­ten­ded to the ho­ri­zon in every dir­ec­tion. I cal­cu­lated that we were 250 miles from the nearest known land to the west­ward, and more than 500 miles from the nearest out­post of civil­iz­a­tion, Wil­helmina Bay. I hoped we would not have to un­der­take a march across the mov­ing ice-fields. The En­dur­ance we knew to be stout and true; but no ship ever built by man could live if taken fairly in the grip of the floes and pre­ven­ted from rising to the sur­face of the grind­ing ice. These were anxious days. In the early morn­ing of Septem­ber 2 the ship jumped and shook to the ac­com­pani­ment of cracks and groans, and some of the men who had been in the berths hur­ried on deck. The pres­sure eased a little later in the day, when the ice on the port side broke away from the ship to just abaft the main rig­ging. The En­dur­ance was still held aft and at the rud­der, and a large mass of ice could be seen ad­her­ing to the port bow, rising to with­in three feet of the sur­face. I wondered if this ice had got its grip by pier­cing the sheath­ing.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Loss of the En­dur­ance

			
			The ice did not trouble us again ser­i­ously un­til the end of Septem­ber, though dur­ing the whole month the floes were sel­dom en­tirely without move­ment. The roar of pres­sure would come to us across the oth­er­wise si­lent ice-fields, and bring with it a threat and a warn­ing. Watch­ing from the crow’s-nest, we could see some­times the form­a­tion of pres­sure-ridges. The sun­shine glittered on newly riv­en ice-sur­faces as the masses of shattered floe rose and fell away from the line of pres­sure. The area of dis­turb­ance would ad­vance to­wards us, re­cede, and ad­vance again. The routine of work and play on the En­dur­ance pro­ceeded stead­ily. Our plans and pre­par­a­tions for any con­tin­gency that might arise dur­ing the ap­proach­ing sum­mer had been made, but there seemed al­ways plenty to do in and about our prisoned ship. Runs with the dogs and vig­or­ous games of hockey and foot­ball on the rough snow-covered floe kept all hands in good fettle. The re­cord of one or two of these Septem­ber days will in­dic­ate the nature of our life and our sur­round­ings:

			
				“Septem­ber 4.—Tem­per­at­ure −14.1° F. Light east­erly breeze, blue sky, and stratus clouds. Dur­ing forenoon no­tice a dis­tinct terra-cotta or bis­cuit col­our in the stratus clouds to the north. This trav­elled from east to west and could con­ceiv­ably have come from some of the Gra­ham Land vol­ca­noes, now about 300 miles dis­tant to the north­w­est. The up­per cur­rent of air prob­ably would come from that dir­ec­tion. Heavy rime. Pack un­broken and un­changed as far as vis­ible. No land for 22 miles. No an­im­al life ob­served.”

			

			
				“Septem­ber 7.—Tem­per­at­ure—10.8° F. Mod­er­ate east­erly to south­erly winds, over­cast and misty, with light snow till mid­night, when weath­er cleared. Blue sky and fine clear weath­er to noon. Much rime aloft. Thick fresh snow on ship and floe that glistens bril­liantly in the morn­ing sun­light. Little clouds of faint vi­ol­et-col­oured mist rise from the lower and brini­er por­tions of the pack, which stretches un­broken to the ho­ri­zon. Very great re­frac­tion all round. A tab­u­lar berg about fifty feet high ten miles west is a good in­dex of the amount of re­frac­tion. On or­din­ary days it shows from the masthead, clear-cut against the sky; with much re­frac­tion, the pack bey­ond at the back of it lifts up in­to view; today a broad ex­panse of miles of pack is seen above it. Nu­mer­ous oth­er bergs gen­er­ally seen in sil­hou­ette are, at first sight, lost, but after a closer scru­tiny they ap­pear as large lumps or dark masses well be­low the ho­ri­zon. Re­frac­tion gen­er­ally res­ults in too big an alti­tude when ob­serving the sun for po­s­i­tion, but today, the ho­ri­zon is thrown up so much that the alti­tude is about 12′ too small. No land vis­ible for twenty miles. No an­im­al life ob­served. Lower Clark’s tow-net with 566 fathoms of wire, and hoist it up at two and a half miles an hour by walk­ing across the floe with the wire. Res­ult rather mea­gre—jelly­fish and some fish lar­vae. Ex­er­cise dogs in sledge teams. The young dogs, un­der Crean’s care, pull as well, though not so strongly, as the best team in the pack. Her­cules for the last fort­night or more has con­sti­tuted him­self lead­er of the or­ches­tra. Two or three times in the twenty-four hours he starts a howl—a deep, me­lodi­ous howl—and in about thirty seconds he has the whole pack in full song, the great deep, boom­ing, har­mo­ni­ous song of the half-wolf pack.”

			

			By the middle of Septem­ber we were run­ning short of fresh meat for the dogs. The seals and pen­guins seemed to have aban­doned our neigh­bour­hood al­to­geth­er. Nearly five months had passed since we killed a seal, and pen­guins had been seen sel­dom. Clark, who was us­ing his trawl as of­ten as pos­sible, re­por­ted that there was a marked ab­sence of plank­ton in the sea, and we as­sumed that the seals and the pen­guins had gone in search of their ac­cus­tomed food. The men got an em­per­or on the 23rd. The dogs, which were hav­ing their sledging ex­er­cise, be­came wildly ex­cited when the pen­guin, which had ris­en in a crack, was driv­en ashore, and the best ef­forts of the drivers failed to save it alive. On the fol­low­ing day Wild, Hur­ley, Mack­lin, and McIl­roy took their teams to the Stained Berg, about sev­en miles west of the ship, and on their way back got a fe­male crab-eat­er, which they killed, skinned, and left to be picked up later. They as­cen­ded to the top of the berg, which lay in about lat. 69° 30′ S., long. 51° W., and from an el­ev­a­tion of 110 ft. could see no land. Samples of the dis­col­oured ice from the berg proved to con­tain dust with black gritty particles or sand-grains. An­oth­er seal, a bull Wed­dell, was se­cured on the 26th. The re­turn of seal-life was op­por­tune, since we had nearly fin­ished the winter sup­ply of dog-bis­cuit and wished to be able to feed the dogs on meat. The seals meant a sup­ply of blub­ber, moreover, to sup­ple­ment our small re­main­ing stock of coal when the time came to get up steam again. We ini­ti­ated a day­light-sav­ing sys­tem on this day by put­ting for­ward the clock one hour. “This is really pan­der­ing to the base but uni­ver­sal pas­sion that men, and es­pe­cially sea­farers, have for get­ting up late, oth­er­wise we would be hon­est and make our routine earli­er in­stead of flog­ging the clock.”

			Dur­ing the con­clud­ing days of Septem­ber the roar of the pres­sure grew louder, and I could see that the area of dis­turb­ance was rap­idly ap­proach­ing the ship. Stu­pendous forces were at work and the fields of firm ice around the En­dur­ance were be­ing di­min­ished stead­ily. Septem­ber 30 was a bad day. It began well, for we got two pen­guins and five seals dur­ing the morn­ing. Three oth­er seals were seen. But at 3 p.m. cracks that had opened dur­ing the night along­side the ship com­menced to work in a lat­er­al dir­ec­tion. The ship sus­tained ter­rif­ic pres­sure on the port side for­ward, the heav­iest shocks be­ing un­der the forerig­ging. It was the worst squeeze we had ex­per­i­enced. The decks shuddered and jumped, beams arched, and stan­chions buckled and shook. I ordered all hands to stand by in read­i­ness for whatever emer­gency might arise. Even the dogs seemed to feel the tense anxi­ety of the mo­ment. But the ship res­isted vali­antly, and just when it ap­peared that the lim­it of her strength was be­ing reached the huge floe that was press­ing down upon us cracked across and so gave re­lief.

			
				“The be­ha­viour of our ship in the ice has been mag­ni­fi­cent,” wrote Wors­ley. “Since we have been be­set her staunch­ness and en­dur­ance have been al­most past be­lief again and again. She has been nipped with a mil­lion-ton pres­sure and ris­en nobly, fall­ing clear of the wa­ter out on the ice. She has been thrown to and fro like a shuttle­cock a dozen times. She has been strained, her beams arched up­wards, by the fear­ful pres­sure; her very sides opened and closed again as she was ac­tu­ally bent and curved along her length, groan­ing like a liv­ing thing. It will be sad if such a brave little craft should be fi­nally crushed in the re­morse­less, slowly strangling grip of the Wed­dell pack after ten months of the bravest and most gal­lant fight ever put up by a ship.”

			

			The En­dur­ance de­served all that could be said in praise of her. Ship­wrights had nev­er done sounder or bet­ter work; but how long could she con­tin­ue the fight un­der such con­di­tions? We were drift­ing in­to the con­ges­ted area of the west­ern Wed­dell Sea, the worst por­tion of the worst sea in the world, where the pack, forced on ir­res­ist­ibly by wind and cur­rent, im­pinges on the west­ern shore and is driv­en up in huge cor­rug­ated ridges and chaot­ic fields of pres­sure. The vi­tal ques­tion for us was wheth­er or not the ice would open suf­fi­ciently to re­lease us, or at least give us a chance of re­lease, be­fore the drift car­ried us in­to the most dan­ger­ous area. There was no an­swer to be got from the si­lent bergs and the grind­ing floes, and we faced the month of Oc­to­ber with anxious hearts.

			The leads in the pack ap­peared to have opened out a little on Oc­to­ber 1, but not suf­fi­ciently to be work­able even if we had been able to re­lease the En­dur­ance from the floe. The day was calm, cloudy and misty in the forenoon and clear­er in the af­ter­noon, when we ob­served well-defined par­helia. The ship was sub­jec­ted to slight pres­sure at in­ter­vals. Two bull crab-eat­ers climbed on to the floe close to the ship and were shot by Wild. They were both big an­im­als in prime con­di­tion, and I felt that there was no more need for anxi­ety as to the sup­ply of fresh meat for the dogs. Seal-liv­er made a wel­come change in our own menu. The two bulls were marked, like many of their kind, with long par­al­lel scars about three inches apart, evid­ently the work of the killers. A bull we killed on the fol­low­ing day had four par­al­lel scars, six­teen inches long, on each side of its body; they were fairly deep and one flip­per had been nearly torn away. The creature must have es­caped from the jaws of a killer by a very small mar­gin. Evid­ently life be­neath the pack is not al­ways mono­ton­ous. We no­ticed that sev­er­al of the bergs in the neigh­bour­hood of the ship were chan­ging their re­l­at­ive po­s­i­tions more than they had done for months past. The floes were mov­ing.

			Our po­s­i­tion on Sunday, Oc­to­ber 3, was lat. 69° 14′ S., long. 51° 8′ W. Dur­ing the night the floe hold­ing the ship aft cracked in sev­er­al places, and this ap­peared to have eased the strain on the rud­der. The forenoon was misty, with falls of snow, but the weath­er cleared later in the day and we could see that the pack was break­ing. New leads had ap­peared, while sev­er­al old leads had closed. Pres­sure-ridges had ris­en along some of the cracks. The thick­ness of the sea­son’s ice, now about 230 days old, was 4 ft. 5 in. un­der 7 or 8 in. of snow. This ice had been slightly thick­er in the early part of Septem­ber, and I as­sumed that some melt­ing had be­gun be­low. Clark had re­cor­ded plus tem­per­at­ures at depths of 150 and 200 fathoms in the con­clud­ing days of Septem­ber. The ice ob­vi­ously had at­tained its max­im­um thick­ness by dir­ect freez­ing, and the heav­ier older floes had been cre­ated by the con­sol­id­a­tion of pres­sure-ice and the over­lap­ping of floes un­der strain. The air tem­per­at­ures were still low—24.5° F be­ing re­cor­ded on Oc­to­ber 4.

			The move­ment of the ice was in­creas­ing. Frost-smoke from open­ing cracks was show­ing in all dir­ec­tions dur­ing Oc­to­ber 6. It had the ap­pear­ance in one place of a great prair­ie fire, rising from the sur­face and get­ting high­er as it drif­ted off be­fore the wind in heavy, dark, rolling masses. At an­oth­er point there was the ap­pear­ance of a train run­ning be­fore the wind, the smoke rising from the lo­co­mot­ive straight up­wards; and the smoke columns else­where gave the ef­fect of war­ships steam­ing in line ahead. Dur­ing the fol­low­ing day the leads and cracks opened to such an ex­tent that if the En­dur­ance could have been forced for­ward for thirty yards we could have pro­ceeded for two or three miles; but the ef­fort did not prom­ise any really use­ful res­ult. The con­di­tions did not change ma­ter­i­ally dur­ing the rest of that week. The po­s­i­tion on Sunday, Oc­to­ber 10, was lat. 69° 21′ S., long. 50° 34′ W. A thaw made things un­com­fort­able for us that day. The tem­per­at­ure had ris­en from −10° F to +29.8° F, the highest we had ex­per­i­enced since Janu­ary, and the ship got drip­ping wet between decks. The up­per deck was clear of ice and snow and the cab­ins be­came un­pleas­antly messy. The dogs, who hated wet, had a most un­happy air. Un­doubtedly one grows to like fa­mil­i­ar con­di­tions. We had lived long in tem­per­at­ures that would have seemed dis­tress­ingly low in civ­il­ized life, and now we were made un­com­fort­able by a de­gree of warmth that would have left the un­ac­cus­tomed hu­man be­ing still shiv­er­ing. The thaw was an in­dic­a­tion that winter was over, and we began pre­par­a­tions for re­oc­cupy­ing the cab­ins on the main deck. I had the shel­ter-house round the stern pulled down on the 11th and made oth­er pre­par­a­tions for work­ing the ship as soon as she got clear. The car­penter had built a wheel­house over the wheel aft as shel­ter in cold and heavy weath­er. The ice was still loosen­ing and no land was vis­ible for twenty miles.

			The tem­per­at­ure re­mained re­l­at­ively high for sev­er­al days. All hands moved to their sum­mer quar­ters in the up­per cab­ins on the 12th, to the ac­com­pani­ment of much noise and laughter. Spring was in the air, and if there were no green grow­ing things to glad­den our eyes, there were at least many seals, pen­guins, and even whales dis­port­ing them­selves in the leads. The time for re­newed ac­tion was com­ing, and though our situ­ation was grave enough, we were fa­cing the fu­ture hope­fully. The dogs were kept in a state of up­roar by the sight of so much game. They be­came al­most fren­zied when a sol­emn-look­ing em­per­or pen­guin in­spec­ted them gravely from some point of vant­age on the floe and gave ut­ter­ance to an ap­par­ently de­ris­ive “Knark!” At 7 p.m. on the 13th the ship broke free of the floe on which she had res­ted to star­board suf­fi­ciently to come up­right. The rud­der freed it­self, but the pro­peller was found to be athwart­ship, hav­ing been forced in­to that po­s­i­tion by the floe some time after Au­gust 1. The wa­ter was very clear and we could see the rud­der, which ap­peared to have suffered only a slight twist to port at the wa­ter­line. It moved quite freely. The pro­peller, as far as we could see, was in­tact, but it could not be moved by the hand-gear, prob­ably ow­ing to a film of ice in the stern gland and sleeve. I did not think it ad­vis­able to at­tempt to deal with it at that stage. The ship had not been pumped for eight months, but there was no wa­ter and not much ice in the bilges. Meals were served again in the ward­room that day.

			The south­west­erly breeze freshened to a gale on the 14th, and the tem­per­at­ure fell from +31° F to −1° F. At mid­night the ship came free from the floe and drif­ted rap­idly astern. Her head fell off be­fore the wind un­til she lay nearly at right-angles across the nar­row lead. This was a dan­ger­ous po­s­i­tion for rud­der and pro­peller. The spanker was set, but the weight of the wind on the ship gradu­ally forced the floes open un­til the En­dur­ance swung right round and drove 100 yds. along the lead. Then the ice closed and at 3 a.m. we were fast again. The wind died down dur­ing the day and the pack opened for five or six miles to the north. It was still loose on the fol­low­ing morn­ing, and I had the boil­er pumped up with the in­ten­tion of at­tempt­ing to clear the pro­peller; but one of the man­holes de­veloped a leak, the pack­ing be­ing per­ished by cold or loosened by con­trac­tion, and the boil­er had to be emp­tied out again.

			The pack was rather closer on Sunday the 17th. Top­sails and head­sails were set in the af­ter­noon, and with a mod­er­ate north­east­erly breeze we tried to force the ship ahead out of the lead; but she was held fast. Later that day heavy pres­sure de­veloped. The two floes between which the En­dur­ance was ly­ing began to close and the ship was sub­jec­ted to a series of tre­mend­ously heavy strains. In the en­gine-room, the weak­est point, loud groans, crashes, and ham­mer­ing sounds were heard. The iron plates on the floor buckled up and over­rode with loud clangs. Mean­while the floes were grind­ing off each oth­er’s pro­ject­ing points and throw­ing up pres­sure-ridges. The ship stood the strain well for nearly an hour and then, to my great re­lief, began to rise with heavy jerks and jars. She lif­ted ten inches for­ward and three feet four inches aft, at the same time heel­ing six de­grees to port. The ice was get­ting be­low us and the im­me­di­ate danger had passed. The po­s­i­tion was lat. 69° 19′ S., long. 50° 40′ W.

			The next at­tack of the ice came on the af­ter­noon of Oc­to­ber 18th. The two floes began to move lat­er­ally, ex­ert­ing great pres­sure on the ship. Sud­denly the floe on the port side cracked and huge pieces of ice shot up from un­der the port bilge. With­in a few seconds the ship heeled over un­til she had a list of thirty de­grees to port, be­ing held un­der the star­board bilge by the op­pos­ing floe. The lee boats were now al­most rest­ing on the floe. The mid­ship dog-ken­nels broke away and crashed down on to the lee ken­nels, and the howls and barks of the frightened dogs as­sisted to cre­ate a per­fect pan­de­moni­um. Everything mov­able on deck and be­low fell to the lee side, and for a few minutes it looked as if the En­dur­ance would be thrown upon her beam ends. Or­der was soon re­stored. I had all fires put out and bat­tens nailed on the deck to give the dogs a foothold and en­able people to get about. Then the crew lashed all the mov­able gear. If the ship had heeled any farther it would have been ne­ces­sary to re­lease the lee boats and pull them clear, and Wors­ley was watch­ing to give the alarm. Hur­ley mean­while des­cen­ded to the floe and took some pho­to­graphs of the ship in her un­usu­al po­s­i­tion. Din­ner in the ward­room that even­ing was a curi­ous af­fair. Most of the diners had to sit on the deck, their feet against bat­tens and their plates on their knees. At 8 p.m. the floes opened, and with­in a few minutes the En­dur­ance was nearly up­right again. Or­ders were giv­en for the ice to be chipped clear of the rud­der. The men poled the blocks out of the way when they had been de­tached from the floe with the long ice-chisels, and we were able to haul the ship’s stern in­to a clear berth. Then the boil­er was pumped up. This work was com­pleted early in the morn­ing of Oc­to­ber 19, and dur­ing that day the en­gin­eer lit fires and got up steam very slowly, in or­der to eco­nom­ize fuel and avoid any strain on the chilled boil­ers by un­equal heat­ing. The crew cut up all loose lum­ber, boxes, etc., and put them in the bunkers for fuel. The day was over­cast, with oc­ca­sion­al snow­falls, the tem­per­at­ure +12° F. The ice in our neigh­bour­hood was quiet, but in the dis­tance pres­sure was at work. The wind freshened in the even­ing, and we ran a wire-moor­ing astern. The ba­ro­met­er at 11 p.m. stood at 28.96, the low­est since the gales of Ju­ly. An up­roar among the dogs at­trac­ted at­ten­tion late in the af­ter­noon, and we found a 25 ft. whale cruis­ing up and down in our pool. It pushed its head up once in char­ac­ter­ist­ic killer fash­ion, but we judged from its small curved dorsal fin that it was a spe­ci­men of Ba­laen­op­tera acutorostrata, not Orca gla­di­at­or.

			A strong south­west­erly wind was blow­ing on Oc­to­ber 20 and the pack was work­ing. The En­dur­ance was im­prisoned se­curely in the pool, but our chance might come at any time. Watches were set so as to be ready for work­ing ship. Wild and Hud­son, Green­street and Cheetham, Wors­ley and Crean, took the deck watches, and the Chief En­gin­eer and Second En­gin­eer kept watch and watch with three of the A.B.’s for stokers. The staff and the for­ward hands, with the ex­cep­tion of the cook, the car­penter and his mate, were on “watch and watch”—that is, four hours on deck and four hours be­low, or off duty. The car­penter was busy mak­ing a light punt, which might prove use­ful in the nav­ig­a­tion of lanes and chan­nels. At 11 a.m. we gave the en­gines a gentle tri­al turn astern. Everything worked well after eight months of frozen in­activ­ity, ex­cept that the bilge-pump and the dis­charge proved to be frozen up; they were cleared with some little dif­fi­culty. The en­gin­eer re­por­ted that to get steam he had used one ton of coal, with wood-ashes and blub­ber. The fires re­quired to keep the boil­er warm con­sumed one and a quarter to one and a half hun­dred­weight of coal per day. We had about fifty tons of coal re­main­ing in the bunkers.

			Oc­to­ber 21 and 22 were days of low tem­per­at­ure, which caused the open leads to freeze over. The pack was work­ing, and ever and anon the roar of pres­sure came to our ears. We waited for the next move of the gi­gant­ic forces ar­rayed against us. The 23rd brought a strong north­west­erly wind, and the move­ment of the floes and pres­sure-ridges be­came more for­mid­able. Then on Sunday, Oc­to­ber 24, there came what for the En­dur­ance was the be­gin­ning of the end. The po­s­i­tion was lat. 69° 11′ S., long. 51° 5′ W. We had now twenty-two and a half hours of day­light, and through­out the day we watched the threat­en­ing ad­vance of the floes. At 6:45 p.m. the ship sus­tained heavy pres­sure in a dan­ger­ous po­s­i­tion. The at­tack of the ice is il­lus­trated roughly in the ap­pen­ded dia­gram.

			
				[image: Diagram showing the pressure from the ice on the ship.]
			
			The shaded por­tions rep­res­ent the pool, covered with new ice that af­forded no sup­port to the ship, and the ar­rows in­dic­ate the dir­ec­tion of the pres­sure ex­er­cised by the thick floes and pres­sure-ridges. The on­slaught was all but ir­res­ist­ible. The En­dur­ance groaned and quivered as her star­board quarter was forced against the floe, twist­ing the stern­post and start­ing the heads and ends of plank­ing. The ice had lat­er­al as well as for­ward move­ment, and the ship was twis­ted and ac­tu­ally bent by the stresses. She began to leak dan­ger­ously at once.

			I had the pumps rigged, got up steam, and star­ted the bilge-pumps at 8 p.m. The pres­sure by that time had re­laxed. The ship was mak­ing wa­ter rap­idly aft, and the car­penter set to work to make a cof­fer­dam astern of the en­gines. All hands worked, watch and watch, through­out the night, pump­ing ship and help­ing the car­penter. By morn­ing the leak was be­ing kept in check. The car­penter and his as­sist­ants caulked the cof­fer­dam with strips of blankets and nailed strips over the seams wherever pos­sible. The main or hand pump was frozen up and could not be used at once. After it had been knocked out Wors­ley, Green­street, and Hud­son went down in the bunkers and cleared the ice from the bilges. “This is not a pleas­ant job,” wrote Wors­ley. “We have to dig a hole down through the coal while the beams and tim­bers groan and crack all around us like pis­tol-shots. The dark­ness is al­most com­plete, and we mess about in the wet with half-frozen hands and try to keep the coal from slip­ping back in­to the bilges. The men on deck pour buck­ets of boil­ing wa­ter from the gal­ley down the pipe as we prod and ham­mer from be­low, and at last we get the pump clear, cov­er up the bilges to keep the coal out, and rush on deck, very thank­ful to find ourselves safe again in the open air.”

			Monday, Oc­to­ber 25, dawned cloudy and misty, with a minus tem­per­at­ure and a strong south­east­erly breeze. All hands were pump­ing at in­ter­vals and as­sist­ing the car­penter with the cof­fer­dam. The leak was be­ing kept un­der fairly eas­ily, but the out­look was bad. Heavy pres­sure-ridges were form­ing in all dir­ec­tions, and though the im­me­di­ate pres­sure upon the ship was not severe, I real­ized that the res­pite would not be pro­longed. The pack with­in our range of vis­ion was be­ing sub­jec­ted to enorm­ous com­pres­sion, such as might be caused by cyc­lon­ic winds, op­pos­ing ocean cur­rents, or con­stric­tion in a chan­nel of some de­scrip­tion. The pres­sure-ridges, massive and threat­en­ing, test­i­fied to the over­whelm­ing nature of the forces that were at work. Huge blocks of ice, weigh­ing many tons, were lif­ted in­to the air and tossed aside as oth­er masses rose be­neath them. We were help­less in­truders in a strange world, our lives de­pend­ent upon the play of grim ele­ment­ary forces that made a mock of our puny ef­forts. I scarcely dared hope now that the En­dur­ance would live, and through­out that anxious day I re­viewed again the plans made long be­fore for the sledging jour­ney that we must make in the event of our hav­ing to take to the ice. We were ready, as far as fore­thought could make us, for every con­tin­gency. Stores, dogs, sledges, and equip­ment were ready to be moved from the ship at a mo­ment’s no­tice.

			The fol­low­ing day brought bright clear weath­er, with a blue sky. The sun­shine was in­spir­it­ing. The roar of pres­sure could be heard all around us. New ridges were rising, and I could see as the day wore on that the lines of ma­jor dis­turb­ance were draw­ing near­er to the ship. The En­dur­ance suffered some strains at in­ter­vals. Listen­ing be­low, I could hear the creak­ing and groan­ing of her tim­bers, the pis­tol-like cracks that told of the start­ing of a tre­nail or plank, and the faint, in­defin­able whis­pers of our ship’s dis­tress. Over­head the sun shone se­renely; oc­ca­sion­al fleecy clouds drif­ted be­fore the south­erly breeze, and the light glin­ted and sparkled on the mil­lion fa­cets of the new pres­sure-ridges. The day passed slowly. At 7 p.m. very heavy pres­sure de­veloped, with twist­ing strains that racked the ship fore and aft. The butts of plank­ing were opened four and five inches on the star­board side, and at the same time we could see from the bridge that the ship was bend­ing like a bow un­der ti­tan­ic pres­sure. Al­most like a liv­ing creature, she res­isted the forces that would crush her; but it was a one-sided battle. Mil­lions of tons of ice pressed in­ex­or­ably upon the little ship that had dared the chal­lenge of the Ant­arc­tic. The En­dur­ance was now leak­ing badly, and at 9 p.m. I gave the or­der to lower boats, gear, pro­vi­sions, and sledges to the floe, and move them to the flat ice a little way from the ship. The work­ing of the ice closed the leaks slightly at mid­night, but all hands were pump­ing all night. A strange oc­cur­rence was the sud­den ap­pear­ance of eight em­per­or pen­guins from a crack 100 yds. away at the mo­ment when the pres­sure upon the ship was at its cli­max. They walked a little way to­wards us, hal­ted, and after a few or­din­ary calls pro­ceeded to ut­ter weird cries that soun­ded like a dirge for the ship. None of us had ever be­fore heard the em­per­ors ut­ter any oth­er than the most simple calls or cries, and the ef­fect of this con­cer­ted ef­fort was al­most start­ling.

			Then came a fate­ful day—Wed­nes­day, Oc­to­ber 27. The po­s­i­tion was lat. 69° 5′ S., long. 51° 30′ W. The tem­per­at­ure was −8.5° F, a gentle south­erly breeze was blow­ing and the sun shone in a clear sky.

			
				“After long months of cease­less anxi­ety and strain, after times when hope beat high and times when the out­look was black in­deed, the end of the En­dur­ance has come. But though we have been com­pelled to aban­don the ship, which is crushed bey­ond all hope of ever be­ing righted, we are alive and well, and we have stores and equip­ment for the task that lies be­fore us. The task is to reach land with all the mem­bers of the Ex­ped­i­tion. It is hard to write what I feel. To a sail­or his ship is more than a float­ing home, and in the En­dur­ance I had centred am­bi­tions, hopes, and de­sires. Now, strain­ing and groan­ing, her tim­bers crack­ing and her wounds gap­ing, she is slowly giv­ing up her sen­tient life at the very out­set of her ca­reer. She is crushed and aban­doned after drift­ing more than 570 miles in a north­west­erly dir­ec­tion dur­ing the 281 days since she be­came locked in the ice. The dis­tance from the point where she be­came be­set to the place where she now rests mor­tally hurt in the grip of the floes is 573 miles, but the total drift through all ob­served po­s­i­tions has been 1,186 miles, and prob­ably we ac­tu­ally covered more than 1,500 miles. We are now 346 miles from Paul­et Is­land, the nearest point where there is any pos­sib­il­ity of find­ing food and shel­ter. A small hut built there by the Swedish ex­ped­i­tion in 1902 is filled with stores left by the Ar­gen­tine re­lief ship. I know all about those stores, for I pur­chased them in Lon­don on be­half of the Ar­gen­tine Gov­ern­ment when they asked me to equip the re­lief ex­ped­i­tion. The dis­tance to the nearest bar­ri­er west of us is about 180 miles, but a party go­ing there would still be about 360 miles from Paul­et Is­land and there would be no means of sus­tain­ing life on the bar­ri­er. We could not take from here food enough for the whole jour­ney; the weight would be too great.

				“This morn­ing, our last on the ship, the weath­er was clear, with a gentle south-south­east­erly to south-south­west­erly breeze. From the crow’s-nest there was no sign of land of any sort. The pres­sure was in­creas­ing stead­ily, and the passing hours brought no re­lief or res­pite for the ship. The at­tack of the ice reached its cli­max at 4 p.m. The ship was hove stern up by the pres­sure, and the driv­ing floe, mov­ing lat­er­ally across the stern, split the rud­der and tore out the rud­der­post and stern­post. Then, while we watched, the ice loosened and the En­dur­ance sank a little. The decks were break­ing up­wards and the wa­ter was pour­ing in be­low. Again the pres­sure began, and at 5 p.m. I ordered all hands on to the ice. The twist­ing, grind­ing floes were work­ing their will at last on the ship. It was a sick­en­ing sen­sa­tion to feel the decks break­ing up un­der one’s feet, the great beams bend­ing and then snap­ping with a noise like heavy gun­fire. The wa­ter was over­mas­ter­ing the pumps, and to avoid an ex­plo­sion when it reached the boil­ers I had to give or­ders for the fires to be drawn and the steam let down. The plans for abandon­ing the ship in case of emer­gency had been made well in ad­vance, and men and dogs des­cen­ded to the floe and made their way to the com­par­at­ive safety of an un­broken por­tion of the floe without a hitch. Just be­fore leav­ing, I looked down the en­gine-room sky­light as I stood on the quiv­er­ing deck, and saw the en­gines drop­ping side­ways as the stays and bed-plates gave way. I can­not de­scribe the im­pres­sion of re­lent­less de­struc­tion that was forced upon me as I looked down and around. The floes, with the force of mil­lions of tons of mov­ing ice be­hind them, were simply an­ni­hil­at­ing the ship.”

			

			Es­sen­tial sup­plies had been placed on the floe about 100 yds. from the ship, and there we set about mak­ing a camp for the night. But about 7 p.m., after the tents were up, the ice we were oc­cupy­ing be­came in­volved in the pres­sure and star­ted to split and smash be­neath our feet. I had the camp moved to a big­ger floe about 200 yds. away, just bey­ond the bow of the ship. Boats, stores, and camp equip­ment had to be con­veyed across a work­ing pres­sure-ridge. The move­ment of the ice was so slow that it did not in­ter­fere much with our short trek, but the weight of the ridge had caused the floes to sink on either side and there were pools of wa­ter there. A pi­on­eer party with picks and shovels had to build a snow-cause­way be­fore we could get all our pos­ses­sions across. By 8 p.m. the camp had been pitched again. We had two pole-tents and three hoop-tents. I took charge of the small pole-tent, No. 1, with Hud­son, Hur­ley, and James as com­pan­ions; Wild had the small hoop-tent, No. 2, with Word­ie, McNeish, and McIl­roy. These hoop-tents are very eas­ily shif­ted and set up. The eight for­ward hands had the large hoop-tent, No. 3; Crean had charge of No. 4 hoop-tent with Hus­sey, Mar­ston, and Cheetham; and Wors­ley had the oth­er pole-tent, No. 5, with Green­street, Lees, Clark, Kerr, Ricken­son, Mack­lin, and Black­bor­row, the last named be­ing the young­est of the for­ward hands.

			
				“To­night the tem­per­at­ure has dropped to −16° F, and most of the men are cold and un­com­fort­able. After the tents had been pitched I mustered all hands and ex­plained the po­s­i­tion to them briefly and, I hope, clearly. I have told them the dis­tance to the Bar­ri­er and the dis­tance to Paul­et Is­land, and have stated that I pro­pose to try to march with equip­ment across the ice in the dir­ec­tion of Paul­et Is­land. I thanked the men for the stead­i­ness and good mor­ale they have shown in these try­ing cir­cum­stances, and told them I had no doubt that, provided they con­tin­ued to work their ut­most and to trust me, we will all reach safety in the end. Then we had sup­per, which the cook had pre­pared at the big blub­ber-stove, and after a watch had been set all hands ex­cept the watch turned in.”

			

			For my­self, I could not sleep. The de­struc­tion and aban­don­ment of the ship was no sud­den shock. The dis­aster had been loom­ing ahead for many months, and I had stud­ied my plans for all con­tin­gen­cies a hun­dred times. But the thoughts that came to me as I walked up and down in the dark­ness were not par­tic­u­larly cheer­ful. The task now was to se­cure the safety of the party, and to that I must bend my en­er­gies and men­tal power and ap­ply every bit of know­ledge that ex­per­i­ence of the Ant­arc­tic had giv­en me. The task was likely to be long and strenu­ous, and an ordered mind and a clear pro­gramme were es­sen­tial if we were to come through without loss of life. A man must shape him­self to a new mark dir­ectly the old one goes to ground.

			At mid­night I was pa­cing the ice, listen­ing to the grind­ing floe and to the groans and crashes that told of the death-agony of the En­dur­ance, when I no­ticed sud­denly a crack run­ning across our floe right through the camp. The alarm-whistle brought all hands tum­bling out, and we moved the tents and stores ly­ing on what was now the smal­ler por­tion of the floe to the lar­ger por­tion. Noth­ing more could be done at that mo­ment, and the men turned in again; but there was little sleep. Each time I came to the end of my beat on the floe I could just see in the dark­ness the up­rear­ing piles of pres­sure-ice, which toppled over and nar­rowed still fur­ther the little float­ing is­land we oc­cu­pied. I did not no­tice at the time that my tent, which had been on the wrong side of the crack, had not been erec­ted again. Hud­son and James had man­aged to squeeze them­selves in­to oth­er tents, and Hur­ley had wrapped him­self in the can­vas of No. 1 tent. I dis­covered this about 5 a.m. All night long the elec­tric light gleamed from the stern of the dy­ing En­dur­ance. Hus­sey had left this light switched on when he took a last ob­ser­va­tion, and, like a lamp in a cot­tage win­dow, it braved the night un­til in the early morn­ing the En­dur­ance re­ceived a par­tic­u­larly vi­ol­ent squeeze. There was a sound of rend­ing beams and the light dis­ap­peared. The con­nec­tion had been cut.

			Morn­ing came in chill and cheer­less. All hands were stiff and weary after their first dis­turbed night on the floe. Just at day­break I went over to the En­dur­ance with Wild and Hur­ley, in or­der to re­trieve some tins of pet­rol that could be used to boil up milk for the rest of the men. The ship presen­ted a pain­ful spec­tacle of chaos and wreck. The jib-boom and bow­sprit had snapped off dur­ing the night and now lay at right angles to the ship, with the chains, mar­tin­gale, and bob-stay drag­ging them as the ves­sel quivered and moved in the grind­ing pack. The ice had driv­en over the fore­castle and she was well down by the head. We se­cured two tins of pet­rol with some dif­fi­culty, and post­poned the fur­ther ex­am­in­a­tion of the ship un­til after break­fast. Jump­ing across cracks with the tins, we soon reached camp, and built a fire­place out of the tri­an­gu­lar wa­ter­tight tanks we had ripped from the life­boat. This we had done in or­der to make more room. Then we pierced a pet­rol-tin in half a dozen places with an ice-axe and set fire to it. The pet­rol blazed fiercely un­der the five-gal­lon drum we used as a cook­er, and the hot milk was ready in quick time. Then we three min­is­ter­ing an­gels went round the tents with the life-giv­ing drink, and were sur­prised and a trifle chag­rined at the mat­ter-of-fact man­ner in which some of the men ac­cep­ted this con­tri­bu­tion to their com­fort. They did not quite un­der­stand what work we had done for them in the early dawn, and I heard Wild say, “If any of you gen­tle­men would like your boots cleaned just put them out­side.” This was his gentle way of re­mind­ing them that a little thanks will go a long way on such oc­ca­sions.

			The cook pre­pared break­fast, which con­sisted of bis­cuit and hoosh, at 8 a.m., and I then went over to the En­dur­ance again and made a fuller ex­am­in­a­tion of the wreck. Only six of the cab­ins had not been pierced by floes and blocks of ice. Every one of the star­board cab­ins had been crushed. The whole of the after part of the ship had been crushed con­cer­tina fash­ion. The fore­castle and the Ritz were sub­merged, and the ward­room was three-quar­ters full of ice. The star­board side of the ward­room had come away. The mo­tor-en­gine for­ward had been driv­en through the gal­ley. Pet­rol-cases that had been stacked on the fore­deck had been driv­en by the floe through the wall in­to the ward­room and had car­ried be­fore them a large pic­ture. Curi­ously enough, the glass of this pic­ture had not been cracked, where­as in the im­me­di­ate neigh­bour­hood I saw heavy iron dav­its that had been twis­ted and bent like the iron­work of a wrecked train. The ship was be­ing crushed re­morse­lessly.

			Un­der a dull, over­cast sky I re­turned to camp and ex­amined our situ­ation. The floe oc­cu­pied by the camp was still sub­ject to pres­sure, and I thought it wise to move to a lar­ger and ap­par­ently stronger floe about 200 yds. away, off the star­board bow of the ship. This camp was to be­come known as Dump Camp, ow­ing to the amount of stuff that was thrown away there. We could not af­ford to carry un­ne­ces­sary gear, and a drastic sort­ing of equip­ment took place. I de­cided to is­sue a com­plete new set of Bur­berrys and un­der­cloth­ing to each man, and also a sup­ply of new socks. The camp was trans­ferred to the lar­ger floe quickly, and I began there to dir­ect the pre­par­a­tions for the long jour­ney across the floes to Paul­et Is­land or Snow Hill.

			Hur­ley mean­while had rigged his kin­emato­graph-cam­era and was get­ting pic­tures of the En­dur­ance in her death-throes. While he was en­gaged thus, the ice, driv­ing against the stand­ing rig­ging and the fore-, main- and mizzen­masts, snapped the shrouds. The fore­top and top­gal­lant-mast came down with a run and hung in wreck­age on the fore­mast, with the fore-yard ver­tic­al. The main­mast fol­lowed im­me­di­ately, snap­ping off about 10 ft. above the main deck. The crow’s-nest fell with­in 10 ft. of where Hur­ley stood turn­ing the handle of his cam­era, but he did not stop the ma­chine, and so se­cured a unique, though sad, pic­ture.

			The is­sue of cloth­ing was quickly ac­com­plished. Sleep­ing-bags were re­quired also. We had eight­een fur bags, and it was ne­ces­sary, there­fore, to is­sue ten of the Jae­ger wool­len bags in or­der to provide for the twenty-eight men of the party. The wool­len bags were light­er and less warm than the reindeer bags, and so each man who re­ceived one of them was al­lowed also a reindeer-skin to lie upon. It seemed fair to dis­trib­ute the fur bags by lot, but some of us older hands did not join in the lot­tery. We thought we could do quite as well with the Jae­gers as with the furs. With quick dis­patch the cloth­ing was ap­por­tioned, and then we turned one of the boats on its side and sup­por­ted it with two broken oars to make a lee for the gal­ley. The cook got the blub­ber-stove go­ing, and a little later, when I was sit­ting round the corner of the stove, I heard one man say, “Cook, I like my tea strong.” An­oth­er joined in, “Cook, I like mine weak.” It was pleas­ant to know that their minds were un­troubled, but I thought the time op­por­tune to men­tion that the tea would be the same for all hands and that we would be for­tu­nate if two months later we had any tea at all. It oc­curred to me at the time that the in­cid­ent had psy­cho­lo­gic­al in­terest. Here were men, their home crushed, the camp pitched on the un­stable floes, and their chance of reach­ing safety ap­par­ently re­mote, calmly at­tend­ing to the de­tails of ex­ist­ence and giv­ing their at­ten­tion to such trifles as the strength of a brew of tea.

			Dur­ing the af­ter­noon the work con­tin­ued. Every now and then we heard a noise like heavy guns or dis­tant thun­der, caused by the floes grind­ing to­geth­er.

			
				“The pres­sure caused by the con­ges­tion in this area of the pack is pro­du­cing a scene of ab­so­lute chaos. The floes grind stu­pendously, throw up great ridges, and shat­ter one an­oth­er mer­ci­lessly. The ridges, or hedgerows, mark­ing the pres­sure-lines that bor­der the fast-di­min­ish­ing pieces of smooth floe-ice, are enorm­ous. The ice moves majestic­ally, ir­res­ist­ibly. Hu­man ef­fort is not fu­tile, but man fights against the gi­ant forces of Nature in a spir­it of hu­mil­ity. One has a sense of de­pend­ence on the high­er Power. Today two seals, a Wed­dell and a cra­beat­er, came close to the camp and were shot. Four oth­ers were chased back in­to the wa­ter, for their pres­ence dis­turbed the dog teams, and this meant flog­gings and trouble with the har­ness. The ar­range­ment of the tents has been com­pleted and their in­tern­al man­age­ment settled. Each tent has a mess or­derly, the duty be­ing taken in turn on an al­pha­bet­ic­al rota. The or­derly takes the hoosh-pots of his tent to the gal­ley, gets all the hoosh he is al­lowed, and, after the meal, cleans the ves­sels with snow and stores them in sledge or boat ready for a pos­sible move.”

			

			
				“Oc­to­ber 29.—We passed a quiet night, al­though the pres­sure was grind­ing around us. Our floe is a heavy one and it with­stood the blows it re­ceived. There is a light wind from the north­w­est to north-north­w­est, and the weath­er is fine. We are twenty-eight men with forty-nine dogs, in­clud­ing Sue’s and Sal­lie’s five grownup pups. All hands this morn­ing were busy pre­par­ing gear, fit­ting boats on sledges, and build­ing up and strength­en­ing the sledges to carry the boats. … The main mo­tor-sledge, with a little fit­ting from the car­penter, car­ried our largest boat ad­mir­ably. For the next boat four or­din­ary sledges were lashed to­geth­er, but we were du­bi­ous as to the strength of this con­triv­ance, and as a mat­ter of fact it broke down quickly un­der strain. … The ship is still afloat, with the spurs of the pack driv­en through her and hold­ing her up. The fore­castle-head is un­der wa­ter, the decks are burst up by the pres­sure, the wreck­age lies around in dis­mal con­fu­sion, but over all the blue en­sign flies still.

				“This af­ter­noon Sal­lie’s three young­est pups, Sue’s Siri­us, and Mrs. Chippy, the car­penter’s cat, have to be shot. We could not un­der­take the main­ten­ance of weak­lings un­der the new con­di­tions. Mack­lin, Crean, and the car­penter seemed to feel the loss of their friends rather badly. We pro­pose mak­ing a short tri­al jour­ney to­mor­row, start­ing with two of the boats and the ten sledges. The num­ber of dog teams has been in­creased to sev­en, Green­street tak­ing charge of the new ad­di­tion­al team, con­sist­ing of Snap­per and Sal­lie’s four old­est pups. We have ten work­ing sledges to re­lay with five teams. Wild’s and Hur­ley’s teams will haul the cut­ter with the as­sist­ance of four men. The whaler and the oth­er boats will fol­low, and the men who are haul­ing them will be able to help with the cut­ter at the rough places. We can­not hope to make rap­id pro­gress, but each mile counts. Crean this af­ter­noon has a bad at­tack of snow-blind­ness.”

			

			The weath­er on the morn­ing of Oc­to­ber 30 was over­cast and misty, with oc­ca­sion­al falls of snow. A mod­er­ate north­east­erly breeze was blow­ing. We were still liv­ing on ex­tra food, brought from the ship when we aban­doned her, and the sledging and boat­ing ra­tions were in­tact. These ra­tions would provide for twenty-eight men for fifty-six days on full ra­tions, but we could count on get­ting enough seal and pen­guin meat to at least double this time. We could even, if pro­gress proved too dif­fi­cult and too in­jur­i­ous to the boats, which we must guard as our ul­ti­mate means of sal­va­tion, camp on the nearest heavy floe, scour the neigh­bour­ing pack for pen­guins and seals, and await the out­ward rift of the pack, to open and nav­ig­able wa­ter.

			
				“This plan would avoid the grave dangers we are now in­cur­ring of get­ting en­tangled in im­pass­able pres­sure-ridges and pos­sibly ir­re­triev­ably dam­aging the boats, which are bound to suf­fer in rough ice; it would also min­im­ize the per­il of the ice split­ting un­der us, as it did twice dur­ing the night at our first camp. Yet I feel sure that it is the right thing to at­tempt a march, since if we can make five or sev­en miles a day to the north­w­est our chance of reach­ing safety in the months to come will be in­creased greatly. There is a psy­cho­lo­gic­al as­pect to the ques­tion also. It will be much bet­ter for the men in gen­er­al to feel that, even though pro­gress is slow, they are on their way to land than it will be simply to sit down and wait for the tardy north­west­erly drift to take us out of this cruel waste of ice. We will make an at­tempt to move. The is­sue is bey­ond my power either to pre­dict or to con­trol.”

			

			That af­ter­noon Wild and I went out in the mist and snow to find a road to the north­east. After many de­vi­ous turn­ings to avoid the heav­ier pres­sure-ridges, we pi­on­eered a way for at least a mile and a half, and then re­turned by a rather bet­ter route to the camp. The pres­sure now was rap­id in move­ment and our floe was suf­fer­ing from the shakes and jerks of the ice. At 3 p.m., after lunch, we got un­der way, leav­ing Dump Camp a mass of debris. The or­der was that per­son­al gear must not ex­ceed two pounds per man, and this meant that noth­ing but bare ne­ces­sar­ies was to be taken on the march. We could not af­ford to cum­ber ourselves with un­ne­ces­sary weight. Holes had been dug in the snow for the re­cep­tion of private let­ters and little per­son­al trifles, the Lares and Penates of the mem­bers of the Ex­ped­i­tion, and in­to the pri­vacy of these white graves were con­signed much of sen­ti­ment­al value and not a little of in­trins­ic worth. I rather grudged the two pounds al­low­ance per man, ow­ing to my keen anxi­ety to keep weights at a min­im­um, but some per­son­al be­long­ings could fairly be re­garded as in­dis­pens­able. The jour­ney might be a long one, and there was a pos­sib­il­ity of a winter in im­pro­vised quar­ters on an in­hos­pit­able coast at the oth­er end. A man un­der such con­di­tions needs some­thing to oc­cupy his thoughts, some tan­gible memento of his home and people bey­ond the seas. So sov­er­eigns were thrown away and pho­to­graphs were kept. I tore the flyleaf out of the Bible that Queen Al­ex­an­dra had giv­en to the ship, with her own writ­ing in it, and also the won­der­ful page of Job con­tain­ing the verse:

			
				
					Out of whose womb came the ice?
					

					And the hoary frost of Heav­en, who hath gendered it?
					

					The wa­ters are hid as with a stone,
					

					And the face of the deep is frozen.
				

				[Job 38:29–30]
			

			The oth­er Bible, which Queen Al­ex­an­dra had giv­en for the use of the shore party, was down be­low in the lower hold in one of the cases when the ship re­ceived her deathblow. Suit­cases were thrown away; these were re­trieved later as ma­ter­i­al for mak­ing boots, and some of them, marked “sol­id leath­er,” proved, to our dis­ap­point­ment, to con­tain a large per­cent­age of card­board. The man­u­fac­turer would have had dif­fi­culty in con­vin­cing us at the time that the de­cep­tion was any­thing short of crim­in­al.

			The pi­on­eer sledge party, con­sist­ing of Word­ie, Hus­sey, Hud­son, and my­self, car­ry­ing picks and shovels, star­ted to break a road through the pres­sure-ridges for the sledges car­ry­ing the boats. The boats, with their gear and the sledges be­neath them, weighed each more than a ton. The cut­ter was smal­ler than the whaler, but weighed more and was a much more strongly built boat. The whaler was moun­ted on the sledge part of the Girl­ing tract­or for­ward and two sledges amid­ships and aft. These sledges were strengthened with cross-tim­bers and shortened oars fore and aft. The cut­ter was moun­ted on the aero-sledge. The sledges were the point of weak­ness. It ap­peared al­most hope­less to pre­vent them smash­ing un­der their heavy loads when trav­el­ling over rough pres­sure-ice which stretched ahead of us for prob­ably 300 miles. After the pi­on­eer sledge had star­ted the sev­en dog teams got off. They took their sledges for­ward for half a mile, then went back for the oth­er sledges. Wors­ley took charge of the two boats, with fif­teen men haul­ing, and these also had to be re­layed. It was heavy work for dogs and men, but there were in­ter­vals of com­par­at­ive rest on the back­ward jour­ney, after the first por­tion of the load had been taken for­ward. We passed over two open­ing cracks, through which killers were push­ing their ugly snouts, and by 5 p.m. had covered a mile in a north-north­west­erly dir­ec­tion. The con­di­tion of the ice ahead was chaot­ic, for since the morn­ing in­creased pres­sure had de­veloped and the pack was mov­ing and crush­ing in all dir­ec­tions. So I gave the or­der to pitch camp for the night on flat ice, which, un­for­tu­nately, proved to be young and salty. The older pack was too rough and too deeply laden with snow to of­fer a suit­able camp­ing-ground. Al­though we had gained only one mile in a dir­ect line, the ne­ces­sary de­vi­ations made the dis­tance trav­elled at least two miles, and the re­lays brought the dis­tance marched up to six miles. Some of the dog teams had covered at least ten miles. I set the watch from 6 p.m. to 7 a.m., one hour for each man in each tent in ro­ta­tion.

			Dur­ing the night snow fell heav­ily, and the floor-cloths of the tents got wet through, as the tem­per­at­ure had ris­en to +25° F. One of the things we hoped for in those days was a tem­per­at­ure in the neigh­bour­hood of zero, for then the snow sur­face would be hard, we would not be troubled by damp, and our gear would not be­come covered in soft snow. The killers were blow­ing all night, and a crack ap­peared about 20 ft. from the camp at 2 a.m. The ice be­low us was quite thin enough for the killers to break through if they took a fancy to do so, but there was no oth­er camp­ing-ground with­in our reach and we had to take the risk. When morn­ing came the snow was fall­ing so heav­ily that we could not see more than a few score yards ahead, and I de­cided not to strike camp. A path over the shattered floes would be hard to find, and to get the boats in­to a po­s­i­tion of per­il might be dis­astrous. Ricken­son and Wors­ley star­ted back for Dump Camp at 7 a.m. to get some wood and blub­ber for the fire, and an hour later we had hoosh, with one bis­cuit each. At 10 a.m. Hur­ley and Hud­son left for the old camp in or­der to bring some ad­di­tion­al dog-pem­mic­an, since there were no seals to be found near us. Then, as the weath­er cleared, Wors­ley and I made a pro­spect to the west and tried to find a prac­tic­able road. A large floe offered a fairly good road for at least an­oth­er mile to the north­w­est, and we went back pre­pared for an­oth­er move. The weath­er cleared a little, and after lunch we struck camp. I took Ricken­son, Kerr, Word­ie, and Hud­son as a break­down gang to pi­on­eer a path among the pres­sure-ridges. Five dog teams fol­lowed. Wild’s and Hur­ley’s teams were hitched on to the cut­ter and they star­ted off in splen­did style. They needed to be helped only once; in­deed four­teen dogs did as well or even bet­ter than eight­een men. The ice was mov­ing be­neath and around us as we worked to­wards the big floe, and where this floe met the smal­ler ones there was a mass of pressed-up ice, still in mo­tion, with wa­ter between the ridges. But it is won­der­ful what a dozen men can do with picks and shovels. We could cut a road through a pres­sure-ridge about 14 ft. high in ten minutes and leave a smooth, or com­par­at­ively smooth, path for the sledges and teams.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Ocean Camp

			
			In spite of the wet, deep snow and the halts oc­ca­sioned by thus hav­ing to cut our road through the pres­sure-ridges, we man­aged to march the best part of a mile to­wards our goal, though the re­lays and the de­vi­ations again made the ac­tu­al dis­tance trav­elled near­er six miles. As I could see that the men were all ex­hausted I gave the or­der to pitch the tents un­der the lee of the two boats, which af­forded some slight pro­tec­tion from the wet snow now threat­en­ing to cov­er everything. While so en­gaged one of the sail­ors dis­covered a small pool of wa­ter, caused by the snow hav­ing thawed on a sail which was ly­ing in one of the boats. There was not much—just a sip each; but, as one man wrote in his di­ary, “One has seen and tasted clean­er, but sel­dom more op­por­tunely found wa­ter.”

			Next day broke cold and still with the same wet snow, and in the clear­ing light I could see that with the present loose sur­face, and con­sid­er­ing how little res­ult we had to show for all our strenu­ous ef­forts of the past four days, it would be im­possible to pro­ceed for any great dis­tance. Tak­ing in­to ac­count also the pos­sib­il­ity of leads open­ing close to us, and so of our be­ing able to row north­w­est to where we might find land, I de­cided to find a more sol­id floe and there camp un­til con­di­tions were more fa­vour­able for us to make a second at­tempt to es­cape from our icy pris­on. To this end we moved our tents and all our gear to a thick, heavy old floe about one and a half miles from the wreck and there made our camp. We called this “Ocean Camp.” It was with the ut­most dif­fi­culty that we shif­ted our two boats. The sur­face was ter­rible—like noth­ing that any of us had ever seen around us be­fore. We were sink­ing at times up to our hips, and every­where the snow was two feet deep.

			I de­cided to con­serve our valu­able sledging ra­tions, which would be so ne­ces­sary for the in­ev­it­able boat jour­ney, as much as pos­sible, and to sub­sist al­most en­tirely on seals and pen­guins.

			A party was sent back to Dump Camp, near the ship, to col­lect as much cloth­ing, to­bacco, etc., as they could find. The heavy snow which had fallen in the last few days, com­bined with the thaw­ing and con­sequent sink­ing of the sur­face, res­ul­ted in the total dis­ap­pear­ance of a good many of the things left be­hind at this dump. The re­mainder of the men made them­selves as com­fort­able as pos­sible un­der the cir­cum­stances at Ocean Camp. This float­ing lump of ice, about a mile square at first but later split­ting in­to smal­ler and smal­ler frag­ments, was to be our home for nearly two months. Dur­ing these two months we made fre­quent vis­its to the vi­cin­ity of the ship and re­trieved much valu­able cloth­ing and food and some few art­icles of per­son­al value which in our light­hearted op­tim­ism we had thought to leave miles be­hind us on our dash across the mov­ing ice to safety.

			The col­lec­tion of food was now the all-im­port­ant con­sid­er­a­tion. As we were to sub­sist al­most en­tirely on seals and pen­guins, which were to provide fuel as well as food, some form of blub­ber-stove was a ne­ces­sity. This was even­tu­ally very in­geni­ously con­trived from the ship’s steel ash-shoot, as our first at­tempt with a large iron oil-drum did not prove em­in­ently suc­cess­ful. We could only cook seal or pen­guin hooshes or stews on this stove, and so un­cer­tain was its ac­tion that the food was either burnt or only par­tially cooked; and, hungry though we were, half-raw seal meat was not very ap­pet­iz­ing. On one oc­ca­sion a won­der­ful stew made from seal meat, with two or three tins of Ir­ish stew that had been salved from the ship, fell in­to the fire through the bot­tom of the oil-drum that we used as a sauce­pan be­com­ing burnt out on ac­count of the sud­den in­tense heat of the fire be­low. We lunched that day on one bis­cuit and a quarter of a tin of bully-beef each, frozen hard.

			This new stove, which was to last us dur­ing our stay at Ocean Camp, was a great suc­cess. Two large holes were punched, with much la­bour and few tools, op­pos­ite one an­oth­er at the wider or top end of the shoot. In­to one of these an oil-drum was fixed, to be used as the fire­place, the oth­er hole serving to hold our sauce­pan. Along­side this an­oth­er hole was punched to en­able two sauce­pans to be boiled at a time; and farther along still a chim­ney made from bis­cuit-tins com­pleted a very ef­fi­cient, if not a very el­eg­ant, stove. Later on the cook found that he could bake a sort of flat ban­nock or scone on this stove, but he was ser­i­ously hampered for want of yeast or bak­ing-powder.

			An at­tempt was next made to erect some sort of a gal­ley to pro­tect the cook against the in­clem­en­cies of the weath­er. The party which I had sent back un­der Wild to the ship re­turned with, amongst oth­er things, the wheel­house prac­tic­ally com­plete. This, with the ad­di­tion of some sails and tar­paul­ins stretched on spars, made a very com­fort­able store­house and gal­ley. Pieces of plank­ing from the deck were lashed across some spars stuck up­right in­to the snow, and this, with the ship’s bin­nacle, formed an ex­cel­lent lookout from which to look for seals and pen­guins. On this plat­form, too, a mast was erec­ted from which flew the King’s flag and the Roy­al Clyde Yacht Club bur­gee.

			I made a strict in­vent­ory of all the food in our pos­ses­sion, weights be­ing roughly de­term­ined with a simple bal­ance made from a piece of wood and some string, the coun­ter­weight be­ing a 60-lb. box of pro­vi­sions.

			The dog teams went off to the wreck early each morn­ing un­der Wild, and the men made every ef­fort to res­cue as much as pos­sible from the ship. This was an ex­tremely dif­fi­cult task as the whole of the deck for­ward was un­der a foot of wa­ter on the port side, and nearly three feet on the star­board side. How­ever, they man­aged to col­lect large quant­it­ies of wood and ropes and some few cases of pro­vi­sions. Al­though the gal­ley was un­der wa­ter, Bakewell man­aged to se­cure three or four sauce­pans, which later proved in­valu­able ac­quis­i­tions. Quite a num­ber of boxes of flour, etc., had been stowed in a cab­in in the hold, and these we had been un­able to get out be­fore we left the ship. Hav­ing, there­fore, de­term­ined as nearly as pos­sible that por­tion of the deck im­me­di­ately above these cases, we pro­ceeded to cut a hole with large ice-chisels through the 3 in. plank­ing of which it was formed. As the ship at this spot was un­der 5 ft. of wa­ter and ice, it was not an easy job. How­ever, we suc­ceeded in mak­ing the hole suf­fi­ciently large to al­low of some few cases to come float­ing up. These were greeted with great sat­is­fac­tion, and later on, as we warmed to our work, oth­er cases, whose up­ward pro­gress was as­sisted with a boat-hook, were greeted with either cheers or groans ac­cord­ing to wheth­er they con­tained farin­aceous food or merely lux­ur­ies such as jel­lies. For each man by now had a good idea of the cal­or­if­ic value and nu­trit­ive and sus­tain­ing qual­it­ies of the vari­ous foods. It had a per­son­al in­terest for us all. In this way we ad­ded to our scanty stock between two and three tons of pro­vi­sions, about half of which was farin­aceous food, such as flour and peas, of which we were so short. This sounds a great deal, but at one pound per day it would only last twenty-eight men for three months. Pre­vi­ous to this I had re­duced the food al­low­ance to nine and a half ounces per man per day. Now, how­ever, it could be in­creased, and “this af­ter­noon, for the first time for ten days, we knew what it was to be really sat­is­fied.”

			I had the sledges packed in read­i­ness with the spe­cial sledging ra­tions in case of a sud­den move, and with the oth­er food, al­low­ing also for pro­spect­ive seals and pen­guins, I cal­cu­lated a di­et­ary to give the ut­most pos­sible vari­ety and yet to use our pre­cious stock of flour in the most eco­nom­ic­al man­ner. All seals and pen­guins that ap­peared any­where with­in the vi­cin­ity of the camp were killed to provide food and fuel. The dog-pem­mic­an we also ad­ded to our own lar­der, feed­ing the dogs on the seals which we caught, after re­mov­ing such por­tions as were ne­ces­sary for our own needs. We were rather short of crock­ery, but small pieces of ven­esta-wood served ad­mir­ably as plates for seal steaks; stews and li­quids of all sorts were served in the alu­mini­um sledging-mugs, of which each man had one. Later on, jelly-tins and bis­cuit-tin lids were pressed in­to ser­vice.

			Mono­tony in the meals, even con­sid­er­ing the cir­cum­stances in which we found ourselves, was what I was striv­ing to avoid, so our little stock of lux­ur­ies, such as fish-paste, tinned her­rings, etc., was care­fully hus­ban­ded and so dis­trib­uted as to last as long as pos­sible. My ef­forts were not in vain, as one man states in his di­ary:

			
				“It must be ad­mit­ted that we are feed­ing very well in­deed, con­sid­er­ing our po­s­i­tion. Each meal con­sists of one course and a bever­age. The dried ve­get­ables, if any, all go in­to the same pot as the meat, and every dish is a sort of hash or stew, be it ham or seal meat or half and half. The fact that we only have two pots avail­able places re­stric­tions upon the num­ber of things that can be cooked at one time, but in spite of the lim­it­a­tion of fa­cil­it­ies, we al­ways seem to man­age to get just enough. The milk-powder and sug­ar are ne­ces­sar­ily boiled with the tea or co­coa.

				“We are, of course, very short of the farin­aceous ele­ment in our diet, and con­sequently have a mild crav­ing for more of it. Bread is out of the ques­tion, and as we are hus­band­ing the re­main­ing cases of our bis­cuits for our pro­spect­ive boat jour­ney, we are ek­ing out the sup­ply of flour by mak­ing ban­nocks, of which we have from three to four each day. These ban­nocks are made from flour, fat, wa­ter, salt, and a little bak­ing-powder, the dough be­ing rolled out in­to flat rounds and baked in about ten minutes on a hot sheet of iron over the fire. Each ban­nock weighs about one and a half to two ounces, and we are in­deed lucky to be able to pro­duce them.”

			

			A few boxes of army bis­cuits soaked with sea­wa­ter were dis­trib­uted at one meal. They were in such a state that they would not have been looked at a second time un­der or­din­ary cir­cum­stances, but to us on a float­ing lump of ice, over three hun­dred miles from land, and that quite hy­po­thet­ic­al, and with the un­plumbed sea be­neath us, they were lux­ur­ies in­deed. Wild’s tent made a pud­ding of theirs with some drip­ping.

			Al­though keep­ing in mind the ne­ces­sity for strict eco­nomy with our scanty store of food, I knew how im­port­ant it was to keep the men cheer­ful, and that the de­pres­sion oc­ca­sioned by our sur­round­ings and our pre­cari­ous po­s­i­tion could to some ex­tent be al­le­vi­ated by in­creas­ing the ra­tions, at least un­til we were more ac­cus­tomed to our new mode of life. That this was suc­cess­ful is shown in their di­ar­ies.

			
				“Day by day goes by much the same as one an­oth­er. We work; we talk; we eat. Ah, how we eat! No longer on short ra­tions, we are a trifle more ex­act­ing than we were when we first com­menced our ‘simple life,’ but by com­par­is­on with home stand­ards we are pos­it­ive bar­bar­i­ans, and our gast­ro­nom­ic ra­pa­city knows no bounds.

				“All is eaten that comes to each tent, and everything is most care­fully and ac­cur­ately di­vided in­to as many equal por­tions as there are men in the tent. One mem­ber then closes his eyes or turns his head away and calls out the names at ran­dom, as the cook for the day points to each por­tion, say­ing at the same time, ‘Whose?’

				“Par­ti­al­ity, how­ever un­in­ten­tion­al it may be, is thus en­tirely ob­vi­ated and every­one feels sat­is­fied that all is fair, even though one may look a little en­vi­ously at the next man’s help­ing, which dif­fers in some es­pe­cially ap­pre­ci­ated de­tail from one’s own. We break the Tenth Com­mand­ment en­er­get­ic­ally, but as we are all in the same boat in this re­spect, no one says a word. We un­der­stand each oth­er’s feel­ings quite sym­path­et­ic­ally.

				“It is just like schooldays over again, and very jolly it is too, for the time be­ing!”

			

			Later on, as the pro­spect of win­ter­ing in the pack be­came more ap­par­ent, the ra­tions had to be con­sid­er­ably re­duced. By that time, how­ever, every­body had be­come more ac­cus­tomed to the idea and took it quite as a mat­ter of course.

			Our meals now con­sisted in the main of a fairly gen­er­ous help­ing of seal or pen­guin, either boiled or fried. As one man wrote:

			
				“We are now hav­ing enough to eat, but not by any means too much; and every­one is al­ways hungry enough to eat every scrap he can get. Meals are in­vari­ably taken very ser­i­ously, and little talk­ing is done till the hoosh is fin­ished.”

			

			Our tents made some­what cramped quar­ters, es­pe­cially dur­ing meal­times.

			
				“Liv­ing in a tent without any fur­niture re­quires a little get­ting used to. For our meals we have to sit on the floor, and it is sur­pris­ing how awk­ward it is to eat in such a po­s­i­tion; it is bet­ter by far to kneel and sit back on one’s heels, as do the Ja­pan­ese.”

			

			Each man took it in turn to be the tent “cook” for one day, and one writes:

			
				“The word ‘cook’ is at present rather a mis­nomer, for whilst we have a per­man­ent gal­ley no cook­ing need be done in the tent.

				“Really, all that the tent cook has to do is to take his two hoosh-pots over to the gal­ley and con­vey the hoosh and the bever­age to the tent, clear­ing up after each meal and wash­ing up the two pots and the mugs. There are no spoons, etc., to wash, for we each keep our own spoon and pock­etknife in our pock­ets. We just lick them as clean as pos­sible and re­place them in our pock­ets after each meal.

				“Our spoons are one of our in­dis­pens­able pos­ses­sions here. To lose one’s spoon would be al­most as ser­i­ous as it is for an edent­ate per­son to lose his set of false teeth.”

			

			Dur­ing all this time the sup­ply of seals and pen­guins, if not in­ex­haust­ible, was al­ways suf­fi­cient for our needs.

			Seal- and pen­guin-hunt­ing was our daily oc­cu­pa­tion, and parties were sent out in dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tions to search among the hum­mocks and the pres­sure-ridges for them. When one was found a sig­nal was hois­ted, usu­ally in the form of a scarf or a sock on a pole, and an an­swer­ing sig­nal was hois­ted at the camp.

			Then Wild went out with a dog team to shoot and bring in the game. To feed ourselves and the dogs, at least one seal a day was re­quired. The seals were mostly crab-eat­ers, and em­per­or pen­guins were the gen­er­al rule. On Novem­ber 5, how­ever, an ad­e­lie was caught, and this was the cause of much dis­cus­sion, as the fol­low­ing ex­tract shows:

			
				“The man on watch from 3 a.m. to 4 a.m. caught an ad­e­lie pen­guin. This is the first of its kind that we have seen since Janu­ary last, and it may mean a lot. It may sig­ni­fy that there is land some­where near us, or else that great leads are open­ing up, but it is im­possible to form more than a mere con­jec­ture at present.”

			

			No skuas, Ant­arc­tic pet­rels, or sea-leo­pards were seen dur­ing our two months’ stay at Ocean Camp.

			In ad­di­tion to the daily hunt for food, our time was passed in read­ing the few books that we had man­aged to save from the ship. The greatest treas­ure in the lib­rary was a por­tion of the En­cyc­lo­pae­dia Brit­an­nica. This was be­ing con­tinu­ally used to settle the in­ev­it­able ar­gu­ments that would arise. The sail­ors were dis­covered one day en­gaged in a very heated dis­cus­sion on the sub­ject of “Money and Ex­change.” They fi­nally came to the con­clu­sion that the En­cyc­lo­pae­dia, since it did not co­in­cide with their views, must be wrong.

			
				“For de­scrip­tions of every Amer­ic­an town that ever has been, is, or ever will be, and for full and com­plete bio­graph­ies of every Amer­ic­an states­man since the time of George Wash­ing­ton and long be­fore, the En­cyc­lo­pae­dia would be hard to beat. Ow­ing to our short­age of matches we have been driv­en to use it for pur­poses oth­er than the purely lit­er­ary ones though; and one geni­us hav­ing dis­covered that the pa­per, used for its pages had been im­preg­nated with salt­petre, we can now thor­oughly re­com­mend it as a very ef­fi­cient pipe-light­er.”

			

			We also pos­sessed a few books on Ant­arc­tic ex­plor­a­tion, a copy of Brown­ing and one of The An­cient Mar­iner. On read­ing the lat­ter, we sym­path­ized with him and wondered what he had done with the al­batross; it would have made a very wel­come ad­di­tion to our lar­der.

			The two sub­jects of most in­terest to us were our rate of drift and the weath­er. Wors­ley took ob­ser­va­tions of the sun whenev­er pos­sible, and his res­ults showed con­clus­ively that the drift of our floe was al­most en­tirely de­pend­ent upon the winds and not much af­fected by cur­rents. Our hope, of course, was to drift north­wards to the edge of the pack and then, when the ice was loose enough, to take to the boats and row to the nearest land. We star­ted off in fine style, drift­ing north about twenty miles in two or three days in a howl­ing south­west­erly bliz­zard. Gradu­ally, how­ever, we slowed up, as suc­cess­ive ob­ser­va­tions showed, un­til we began to drift back to the south. An in­creas­ing north­east­erly wind, which com­menced on Novem­ber 7 and las­ted for twelve days, damped our spir­its for a time, un­til we found that we had only drif­ted back to the south three miles, so that we were now sev­en­teen miles to the good. This ten­ded to re­as­sure us in our the­or­ies that the ice of the Wed­dell Sea was drift­ing round in a clock­wise dir­ec­tion, and that if we could stay on our piece long enough we must even­tu­ally be taken up to the north, where lay the open sea and the path to com­par­at­ive safety.

			The ice was not mov­ing fast enough to be no­tice­able. In fact, the only way in which we could prove that we were mov­ing at all was by not­ing the change of re­l­at­ive po­s­i­tions of the bergs around us, and, more def­in­itely, by fix­ing our ab­so­lute lat­it­ude and lon­git­ude by ob­ser­va­tions of the sun. Oth­er­wise, as far as ac­tu­al vis­ible drift was con­cerned, we might have been on dry land.

			For the next few days we made good pro­gress, drift­ing sev­en miles to the north on Novem­ber 24 and an­oth­er sev­en miles in the next forty-eight hours. We were all very pleased to know that al­though the wind was mainly south­w­est all this time, yet we had made very little east­ing. The land lay to the west, so had we drif­ted to the east we should have been taken right away to the centre of the en­trance to the Wed­dell Sea, and our chances of fi­nally reach­ing land would have been con­sid­er­ably lessened.

			Our av­er­age rate of drift was slow, and many and var­ied were the cal­cu­la­tions as to when we should reach the pack-edge. On Decem­ber 12, 1915, one man wrote:

			
				“Once across the Ant­arc­tic Circle, it will seem as if we are prac­tic­ally halfway home again; and it is just pos­sible that with fa­vour­able winds we may cross the circle be­fore the New Year. A drift of only three miles a day would do it, and we have of­ten done that and more for peri­ods of three or four weeks.

				“We are now only 250 miles from Paul­et Is­land, but too much to the east of it. We are ap­proach­ing the lat­it­udes in which we were at this time last year, on our way down. The ship left South Geor­gia just a year and a week ago, and reached this lat­it­ude four or five miles to the east­ward of our present po­s­i­tion on Janu­ary 3, 1915, cross­ing the circle on New Year’s Eve.”

			

			Thus, after a year’s in­cess­ant battle with the ice, we had re­turned, by many strange turns of for­tune’s wheel, to al­most identic­ally the same lat­it­ude that we had left with such high hopes and as­pir­a­tions twelve months pre­vi­ously; but un­der what dif­fer­ent con­di­tions now! Our ship crushed and lost, and we ourselves drift­ing on a piece of ice at the mercy of the winds. How­ever, in spite of oc­ca­sion­al set­backs due to un­fa­vour­able winds, our drift was in the main very sat­is­fact­ory, and this went a long way to­wards keep­ing the men cheer­ful.

			As the drift was mostly af­fected by the winds, the weath­er was closely watched by all, and Hus­sey, the met­eor­o­lo­gist, was called upon to make fore­casts every four hours, and some times more fre­quently than that. A met­eor­o­lo­gic­al screen, con­tain­ing ther­mo­met­ers and a baro­graph, had been erec­ted on a post frozen in­to the ice, and ob­ser­va­tions were taken every four hours. When we first left the ship the weath­er was cold and miser­able, and al­to­geth­er as un­pro­pi­tious as it could pos­sibly have been for our at­temp­ted march. Our first few days at Ocean Camp were passed un­der much the same con­di­tions. At nights the tem­per­at­ure dropped to zero, with blind­ing snow and drift. One-hour watches were in­sti­tuted, all hands tak­ing their turn, and in such weath­er this job was no sine­cure. The watch­man had to be con­tinu­ally on the alert for cracks in the ice, or any sud­den changes in the ice con­di­tions, and also had to keep his eye on the dogs, who of­ten be­came rest­less, fret­ful, and quar­rel­some in the early hours of the morn­ing. At the end of his hour he was very glad to crawl back in­to the com­par­at­ive warmth of his frozen sleep­ing-bag.

			On Novem­ber 6 a dull, over­cast day de­veloped in­to a howl­ing bliz­zard from the south­w­est, with snow and low drift. Only those who were com­pelled left the shel­ter of their tent. Deep drifts formed every­where, bury­ing sledges and pro­vi­sions to a depth of two feet, and the snow pil­ing up round the tents threatened to burst the thin fab­ric. The fine drift found its way in through the vent­il­at­or of the tent, which was ac­cord­ingly plugged up with a spare sock.

			This las­ted for two days, when one man wrote:

			
				“The bliz­zard con­tin­ued through the morn­ing, but cleared to­wards noon, and it was a beau­ti­ful even­ing; but we would far rather have the screech­ing bliz­zard with its search­ing drift and cold damp wind, for we drif­ted about el­ev­en miles to the north dur­ing the night.”

			

			For four days the fine weath­er con­tin­ued, with glor­i­ously warm, bright sun, but cold when stand­ing still or in the shade. The tem­per­at­ure usu­ally dropped be­low zero, but every op­por­tun­ity was taken dur­ing these fine, sunny days to par­tially dry our sleep­ing-bags and oth­er gear, which had be­come sod­den through our body-heat hav­ing thawed the snow which had drif­ted in on to them dur­ing the bliz­zard. The bright sun seemed to put new heart in­to all.

			The next day brought a north­east­erly wind with the very high tem­per­at­ure of 27° F—only 5° be­low freez­ing.

			
				“These high tem­per­at­ures do not al­ways rep­res­ent the warmth which might be as­sumed from the ther­mo­met­ric­al read­ings. They usu­ally bring dull, over­cast skies, with a raw, muggy, mois­ture-laden wind. The winds from the south, though colder, are nearly al­ways co­in­cid­ent with sunny days and clear blue skies.”

			

			The tem­per­at­ure still con­tin­ued to rise, reach­ing 33° F on Novem­ber 14. The thaw con­sequent upon these high tem­per­at­ures was hav­ing a dis­astrous ef­fect upon the sur­face of our camp.

			
				“The sur­face is aw­ful!—not slushy, but elu­sive. You step out gingerly. All is well for a few paces, then your foot sud­denly sinks a couple of feet un­til it comes to a hard lay­er. You wade along in this way step by step, like a mud­lark at Ports­mouth Hard, hop­ing gradu­ally to re­gain the sur­face. Soon you do, only to re­peat the ex­as­per­at­ing per­form­ance ad lib, to the ac­com­pani­ment of all the ex­plet­ives that you can bring to bear on the sub­ject. What ac­tu­ally hap­pens is that the warm air melts the sur­face suf­fi­ciently to cause drops of wa­ter to trickle down slightly, where, on meet­ing colder lay­ers of snow, they freeze again, form­ing a hon­ey­comb of icy nod­ules in­stead of the soft, powdery, gran­u­lar snow that we are ac­cus­tomed to.”

			

			These high tem­per­at­ures per­sisted for some days, and when, as oc­ca­sion­ally happened, the sky was clear and the sun was shin­ing it was un­bear­ably hot. Five men who were sent to fetch some gear from the vi­cin­ity of the ship with a sledge marched in noth­ing but trousers and sing­let, and even then were very hot; in fact they were afraid of get­ting sun­stroke, so let down flaps from their caps to cov­er their necks. Their sleeves were rolled up over their el­bows, and their arms were red and sun­burnt in con­sequence. The tem­per­at­ure on this oc­ca­sion was 26° F, or 6° be­low freez­ing. For five or six days more the sun con­tin­ued, and most of our clothes and sleep­ing-bags were now com­par­at­ively dry. A wretched day with rainy sleet set in on Novem­ber 21, but one could put up with this dis­com­fort as the wind was now from the south.

			The wind veered later to the west, and the sun came out at 9 p.m. For at this time, near the end of Novem­ber, we had the mid­night sun. “A thrice-blessed south­erly wind” soon ar­rived to cheer us all, oc­ca­sion­ing the fol­low­ing re­marks in one of the di­ar­ies:

			
				“Today is the most beau­ti­ful day we have had in the Ant­arc­tic—a clear sky, a gentle, warm breeze from the south, and the most bril­liant sun­shine. We all took ad­vant­age of it to strike tents, clean out, and gen­er­ally dry and air ground­sheets and sleep­ing-bags.”

			

			I was up early—4 a.m.—to keep watch, and the sight was in­deed mag­ni­fi­cent. Spread out be­fore one was an ex­tens­ive pan­or­ama of ice-fields, in­ter­sec­ted here and there by small broken leads, and dot­ted with nu­mer­ous noble bergs, partly bathed in sun­shine and partly tinged with the grey shad­ows of an over­cast sky.

			As one watched one ob­served a dis­tinct line of de­marc­a­tion between the sun­shine and the shade, and this line gradu­ally ap­proached near­er and near­er, light­ing up the hum­mocky re­lief of the ice-field bit by bit, un­til at last it reached us, and threw the whole camp in­to a blaze of glor­i­ous sun­shine which las­ted nearly all day.

			
				“This af­ter­noon we were treated to one or two showers of hail-like snow. Yes­ter­day we also had a rare form of snow, or, rather, pre­cip­it­a­tion of ice-spic­ules, ex­actly like little hairs, about a third of an inch long.

				“The warmth in the tents at lunch­time was so great that we had all the side-flaps up for vent­il­a­tion, but it is a treat to get warm oc­ca­sion­ally, and one can put up with a little stuffy at­mo­sphere now and again for the sake of it. The wind has gone to the best quarter this even­ing, the south­east, and is freshen­ing.”

			

			On these fine, clear, sunny days won­der­ful mirage ef­fects could be ob­served, just as oc­cur over the desert. Huge bergs were ap­par­ently rest­ing on noth­ing, with a dis­tinct gap between their bases and the ho­ri­zon; oth­ers were curi­ously dis­tor­ted in­to all sorts of weird and fant­ast­ic shapes, ap­pear­ing to be many times their prop­er height. Ad­ded to this, the pure glisten­ing white of the snow and ice made a pic­ture which it is im­possible ad­equately to de­scribe.

			Later on, the freshen­ing south­west­erly wind brought mild, over­cast weath­er, prob­ably due to the open­ing up of the pack in that dir­ec­tion.

			I had already made ar­range­ments for a quick move in case of a sud­den break­up of the ice. Emer­gency or­ders were is­sued; each man had his post al­lot­ted and his duty de­tailed; and the whole was so or­gan­ized that in less than five minutes from the sound­ing of the alarm on my whistle, tents were struck, gear and pro­vi­sions packed, and the whole party was ready to move off. I now took a fi­nal sur­vey of the men to note their con­di­tion, both men­tal and phys­ic­al. For our time at Ocean Camp had not been one of un­al­loyed bliss. The loss of the ship meant more to us than we could ever put in­to words. After we had settled at Ocean Camp she still re­mained nipped by the ice, only her stern show­ing and her bows over­rid­den and bur­ied by the re­lent­less pack. The tangled mass of ropes, rig­ging, and spars made the scene even more des­ol­ate and de­press­ing.

			It was with a feel­ing al­most of re­lief that the end came.

			
				“Novem­ber 21, 1915.—This even­ing, as we were ly­ing in our tents we heard the Boss call out, ‘She’s go­ing, boys!’ We were out in a second and up on the lookout sta­tion and oth­er points of vant­age, and, sure enough, there was our poor ship a mile and a half away strug­gling in her death-agony. She went down bows first, her stern raised in the air. She then gave one quick dive and the ice closed over her forever. It gave one a sick­en­ing sen­sa­tion to see it, for, mast­less and use­less as she was, she seemed to be a link with the out­er world. Without her our des­ti­tu­tion seems more em­phas­ized, our des­ol­a­tion more com­plete. The loss of the ship sent a slight wave of de­pres­sion over the camp. No one said much, but we can­not be blamed for feel­ing it in a sen­ti­ment­al way. It seemed as if the mo­ment of sev­er­ance from many cher­ished as­so­ci­ations, many happy mo­ments, even stir­ring in­cid­ents, had come as she si­lently upen­ded to find a last rest­ing-place be­neath the ice on which we now stand. When one knows every little nook and corner of one’s ship as we did, and has helped her time and again in the fight that she made so well, the ac­tu­al part­ing was not without its pathos, quite apart from one’s own des­ol­a­tion, and I doubt if there was one amongst us who did not feel some per­son­al emo­tion when Sir Ern­est, stand­ing on the top of the lookout, said some­what sadly and quietly, ‘She’s gone, boys.’

				“It must, how­ever, be said that we did not give way to de­pres­sion for long, for soon every­one was as cheery as usu­al. Laughter rang out from the tents, and even the Boss had a pas­sage-at-arms with the store­keep­er over the in­ad­equacy of the saus­age ra­tion, in­sist­ing that there should be two each ‘be­cause they were such little ones,’ in­stead of the one and a half that the lat­ter pro­posed.”

			

			The psy­cho­lo­gic­al ef­fect of a slight in­crease in the ra­tions soon neut­ral­ized any tend­ency to down­hearted­ness, but with the high tem­per­at­ures sur­face-thaw set in, and our bags and clothes were soaked and sod­den. Our boots squelched as we walked, and we lived in a state of per­petu­al wet feet. At nights, be­fore the tem­per­at­ure had fallen, clouds of steam could be seen rising from our soak­ing bags and boots. Dur­ing the night, as it grew colder, this all con­densed as rime on the in­side of the tent, and showered down upon us if one happened to touch the side in­ad­vert­ently. One had to be care­ful how one walked, too, as of­ten only a thin crust of ice and snow covered a hole in the floe, through which many an un­wary mem­ber went in up to his waist. These per­petu­al soak­ings, how­ever, seemed to have had little last­ing ef­fect, or per­haps it was not ap­par­ent ow­ing to the ex­cite­ment of the pro­spect of an early re­lease.

			A north­west­erly wind on Decem­ber 7 and 8 re­tarded our pro­gress some­what, but I had reas­on to be­lieve that it would help to open the ice and form leads through which we might es­cape to open wa­ter. So I ordered a prac­tice launch­ing of the boats and stow­age of food and stores in them. This was very sat­is­fact­ory. We cut a slip­way from our floe in­to a lead which ran along­side, and the boats took the wa­ter “like a bird,” as one sail­or re­marked. Our hopes were high in an­ti­cip­a­tion of an early re­lease. A bliz­zard sprang up, in­creas­ing the next day and bury­ing tents and pack­ing-cases in the drift. On Decem­ber 12 it had mod­er­ated some­what and veered to the south­east, and the next day the bliz­zard had ceased, but a good steady wind from south and south­w­est con­tin­ued to blow us north.

			
				“Decem­ber 15, 1915.—The con­tinu­ance of south­erly winds is ex­ceed­ing our best hopes, and rais­ing our spir­its in pro­por­tion. Pro­spects could not be bright­er than they are just now. The en­virons of our floe are con­tinu­ally chan­ging. Some days we are al­most sur­roun­ded by small open leads, pre­vent­ing us from cross­ing over to the ad­ja­cent floes.”

			

			After two more days our for­tune changed, and a strong north­east­erly wind brought “a beastly cold, windy day” and drove us back three and a quarter miles. Soon, how­ever, the wind once more veered to the south and south­w­est. These high tem­per­at­ures, com­bined with the strong change­able winds that we had had of late, led me to con­clude that the ice all around us was rot­ting and break­ing up and that the mo­ment of our de­liv­er­ance from the icy maw of the Ant­arc­tic was at hand.

			On Decem­ber 20, after dis­cuss­ing the ques­tion with Wild, I in­formed all hands that I in­ten­ded to try and make a march to the west to re­duce the dis­tance between us and Paul­et Is­land. A buzz of pleas­ur­able an­ti­cip­a­tion went round the camp, and every­one was anxious to get on the move. So the next day I set off with Wild, Crean, and Hur­ley, with dog teams, to the west­ward to sur­vey the route. After trav­el­ling about sev­en miles we moun­ted a small berg, and there as far as we could see stretched a series of im­mense flat floes from half a mile to a mile across, sep­ar­ated from each oth­er by pres­sure-ridges which seemed eas­ily ne­go­ti­able with pick and shovel. The only place that ap­peared likely to be for­mid­able was a very much cracked-up area between the old floe that we were on and the first of the series of young flat floes about half a mile away.

			Decem­ber 22 was there­fore kept as Christ­mas Day, and most of our small re­main­ing stock of lux­ur­ies was con­sumed at the Christ­mas feast. We could not carry it all with us, so for the last time for eight months we had a really good meal—as much as we could eat. An­chovies in oil, baked beans, and jugged hare made a glor­i­ous mix­ture such as we have not dreamed of since our schooldays. Every­body was work­ing at high pres­sure, pack­ing and re­pack­ing sledges and stow­ing what pro­vi­sions we were go­ing to take with us in the vari­ous sacks and boxes. As I looked round at the eager faces of the men I could not but hope that this time the fates would be kinder to us than in our last at­tempt to march across the ice to safety.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The March Between

			
			With the ex­cep­tion of the night-watch­man we turned in at 11 p.m., and at 3 a.m. on Decem­ber 23 all hands were roused for the pur­pose of sledging the two boats, the James Caird and the Dud­ley Dock­er, over the dan­ger­ously cracked por­tion to the first of the young floes, whilst the sur­face still held its night crust. A thick sea-fog came up from the west, so we star­ted off fi­nally at 4:30 a.m., after a drink of hot cof­fee.

			Prac­tic­ally all hands had to be har­nessed to each boat in suc­ces­sion, and by dint of much care­ful ma­nip­u­la­tion and tor­tu­ous courses amongst the broken ice we got both safely over the danger-zone.

			We then re­turned to Ocean Camp for the tents and the rest of the sledges, and pitched camp by the boats about one and a quarter miles off. On the way back a big seal was caught which provided fresh food for ourselves and for the dogs. On ar­rival at the camp a sup­per of cold tinned mut­ton and tea was served, and every­body turned in at 2 p.m. It was my in­ten­tion to sleep by day and march by night, so as to take ad­vant­age of the slightly lower tem­per­at­ures and con­sequent harder sur­faces.

			At 8 p.m. the men were roused, and after a meal of cold mut­ton and tea, the march was re­sumed. A large open lead brought us to a halt at 11 p.m., whereupon we camped and turned in without a meal. For­tu­nately just at this time the weath­er was fine and warm. Sev­er­al men slept out in the open at the be­gin­ning of the march. One night, how­ever, a slight snow-shower came on, suc­ceeded im­me­di­ately by a lower­ing of the tem­per­at­ure. Wors­ley, who had hung up his trousers and socks on a boat, found them iced-up and stiff; and it was quite a pain­ful pro­cess for him to dress quickly that morn­ing. I was anxious, now that we had star­ted, that we should make every ef­fort to ex­tric­ate ourselves, and this tem­por­ary check so early was rather an­noy­ing. So that af­ter­noon Wild and I skied out to the crack and found that it had closed up again. We marked out the track with small flags as we re­turned. Each day, after all hands had turned in, Wild and I would go ahead for two miles or so to re­con­noitre the next day’s route, mark­ing it with pieces of wood, tins, and small flags. We had to pick the road which though it might be some­what de­vi­ous, was flat­test and had least hum­mocks. Pres­sure-ridges had to be skir­ted, and where this was not pos­sible the best place to make a bridge of ice-blocks across the lead or over the ridge had to be found and marked. It was the duty of the dog-drivers to thus pre­pare the track for those who were toil­ing be­hind with the heavy boats. These boats were hauled in re­lays, about sixty yards at a time. I did not wish them to be sep­ar­ated by too great a dis­tance in case the ice should crack between them, and we should be un­able to reach the one that was in rear. Every twenty yards or so they had to stop for a rest and to take breath, and it was a wel­come sight to them to see the can­vas screen go up on some oars, which de­noted the fact that the cook had star­ted pre­par­ing a meal, and that a tem­por­ary halt, at any rate, was go­ing to be made. Thus the ground had to be tra­versed three times by the boat-haul­ing party. The dog-sledges all made two, and some of them three, re­lays. The dogs were won­der­ful. Without them we could nev­er have trans­por­ted half the food and gear that we did.

			We turned in at 7 p.m. that night, and at 1 a.m. next day, the 25th, and the third day of our march, a break­fast of sledging ra­tion was served. By 2 a.m. we were on the march again. We wished one an­oth­er a merry Christ­mas, and our thoughts went back to those at home. We wondered, too, that day, as we sat down to our “lunch” of stale, thin ban­nock and a mug of thin co­coa, what they were hav­ing at home.

			All hands were very cheer­ful. The pro­spect of a re­lief from the mono­tony of life on the floe raised all our spir­its. One man wrote in his di­ary:

			
				“It’s a hard, rough, jolly life, this march­ing and camp­ing; no wash­ing of self or dishes, no un­dress­ing, no chan­ging of clothes. We have our food any­how, and al­ways im­preg­nated with blub­ber-smoke; sleep­ing al­most on the bare snow and work­ing as hard as the hu­man physique is cap­able of do­ing on a min­im­um of food.”

			

			We marched on, with one halt at 6 a.m., till half-past el­ev­en. After a sup­per of seal steaks and tea we turned in. The sur­face now was pretty bad. High tem­per­at­ures dur­ing the day made the up­per lay­ers of snow very soft, and the thin crust which formed at night was not suf­fi­cient to sup­port a man. Con­sequently, at each step we went in over our knees in the soft wet snow. Some­times a man would step in­to a hole in the ice which was hid­den by the cov­er­ing of snow, and be pulled up with a jerk by his har­ness. The sun was very hot and many were suf­fer­ing from cracked lips.

			Two seals were killed today. Wild and McIl­roy, who went out to se­cure them, had rather an ex­cit­ing time on some very loose, rot­ten ice, three killer-whales in a lead a few yards away pok­ing up their ugly heads as if in an­ti­cip­a­tion of a feast.

			Next day, Decem­ber 26, we star­ted off again at 1 a.m.

			
				“The sur­face was much bet­ter than it has been for the last few days, and this is the prin­cip­al thing that mat­ters. The route, how­ever, lay over very hum­mocky floes, and re­quired much work with pick and shovel to make it pass­able for the boat-sledges. These are handled in re­lays by eight­een men un­der Wors­ley. It is killing work on soft sur­faces.”

			

			At 5 a.m. we were brought up by a wide open lead after an un­sat­is­fact­or­ily short march. While we waited, a meal of tea and two small ban­nocks was served, but as 10 a.m. came and there were no signs of the lead clos­ing we all turned in.

			It snowed a little dur­ing the day and those who were sleep­ing out­side got their sleep­ing-bags pretty wet.

			At 9:30 p.m. that night we were off again. I was, as usu­al, pi­on­eer­ing in front, fol­lowed by the cook and his mate pulling a small sledge with the stove and all the cook­ing gear on. These two, black as two Mo­hawk Min­strels with the blub­ber-soot, were dubbed “Potash and Per­lmut­ter.” Next come the dog teams, who soon over­take the cook, and the two boats bring up the rear. Were it not for these cum­brous boats we should get along at a great rate, but we dare not aban­don them on any ac­count. As it is we left one boat, the Stan­comb Wills, be­hind at Ocean Camp, and the re­main­ing two will barely ac­com­mod­ate the whole party when we leave the floe.

			We did a good march of one and a half miles that night be­fore we hal­ted for “lunch” at 1 a.m., and then on for an­oth­er mile, when at 5 a.m. we camped by a little slop­ing berg.

			Black­ie, one of Wild’s dogs, fell lame and could neither pull nor keep up with the party even when re­lieved of his har­ness, so had to be shot.

			Nine p.m. that night, the 27th, saw us on the march again. The first 200 yds. took us about five hours to cross, ow­ing to the amount of break­ing down of pres­sure-ridges and filling in of leads that was re­quired. The sur­face, too, was now very soft, so our pro­gress was slow and tir­ing. We man­aged to get an­oth­er three-quar­ters of a mile be­fore lunch, and a fur­ther mile due west over a very hum­mocky floe be­fore we camped at 5:30 a.m. Green­street and Mack­lin killed and brought in a huge Wed­dell seal weigh­ing about 800 lbs., and two em­per­or pen­guins made a wel­come ad­di­tion to our lar­der.

			I climbed a small tilted berg nearby. The coun­try im­me­di­ately ahead was much broken up. Great open leads in­ter­sec­ted the floes at all angles, and it all looked very un­prom­ising. Wild and I went out pro­spect­ing as usu­al, but it seemed too broken to travel over.

			
				“Decem­ber 29.—After a fur­ther re­con­nais­sance the ice ahead proved quite un-ne­go­ti­able, so at 8:30 p.m. last night, to the in­tense dis­ap­point­ment of all, in­stead of for­ging ahead, we had to re­tire half a mile so as to get on a stronger floe, and by 10 p.m. we had camped and all hands turned in again. The ex­tra sleep was much needed, how­ever dis­heart­en­ing the check may be.”

			

			Dur­ing the night a crack formed right across the floe, so we hur­riedly shif­ted to a strong old floe about a mile and a half to the east of our present po­s­i­tion. The ice all around was now too broken and soft to sledge over, and yet there was not suf­fi­cient open wa­ter to al­low us to launch the boats with any de­gree of safety. We had been on the march for sev­en days; ra­tions were short and the men were weak. They were worn out with the hard pulling over soft sur­faces, and our stock of sledging food was very small. We had marched sev­en and a half miles in a dir­ect line and at this rate it would take us over three hun­dred days to reach the land away to the west. As we only had food for forty-two days there was no al­tern­at­ive, there­fore, but to camp once more on the floe and to pos­sess our souls with what pa­tience we could till con­di­tions should ap­pear more fa­vour­able for a re­new­al of the at­tempt to es­cape. To this end, we stacked our sur­plus pro­vi­sions, the re­serve sledging ra­tions be­ing kept lashed on the sledges, and brought what gear we could from our but lately deser­ted Ocean Camp.

			Our new home, which we were to oc­cupy for nearly three and a half months, we called “Pa­tience Camp.”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Pa­tience Camp

			
			The apathy which seemed to take pos­ses­sion of some of the men at the frus­tra­tion of their hopes was soon dis­pelled. Parties were sent out daily in dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tions to look for seals and pen­guins. We had left, oth­er than re­serve sledging ra­tions, about 110 lbs. of pem­mic­an, in­clud­ing the dog-pem­mic­an, and 300 lbs. of flour. In ad­di­tion there was a little tea, sug­ar, dried ve­get­ables, and su­et. I sent Hur­ley and Mack­lin to Ocean Camp to bring back the food that we had had to leave there. They re­turned with quite a good load, in­clud­ing 130 lbs. of dry milk, about 50 lbs. each of dog-pem­mic­an and jam, and a few tins of pot­ted meats. When they were about a mile and a half away their voices were quite aud­ible to us at Ocean Camp, so still was the air.

			We were, of course, very short of the farin­aceous ele­ment in our diet. The flour would last ten weeks. After that our sledging ra­tions would last us less than three months. Our meals had to con­sist mainly of seal and pen­guin; and though this was valu­able as an anti-scor­bu­tic, so much so that not a single case of scurvy oc­curred amongst the party, yet it was a badly ad­jus­ted diet, and we felt rather weak and en­er­vated in con­sequence.

			
				“The cook de­serves much praise for the way he has stuck to his job through all this severe bliz­zard. His gal­ley con­sists of noth­ing but a few boxes ar­ranged as a table, with a can­vas screen erec­ted around them on four oars and the two blub­ber-stoves with­in. The pro­tec­tion af­forded by the screen is only par­tial, and the ed­dies drive the pun­gent blub­ber-smoke in all dir­ec­tions.”

			

			After a few days we were able to build him an ig­loo of ice-blocks, with a tar­paul­in over the top as a roof.

			
				“Our ra­tions are just suf­fi­cient to keep us alive, but we all feel that we could eat twice as much as we get. An av­er­age day’s food at present con­sists of ½ lb. of seal with ¾ pint of tea for break­fast, a 4-oz. ban­nock with milk for lunch, and ¾ pint of seal stew for sup­per. That is barely enough, even do­ing very little work as we are, for of course we are com­pletely des­ti­tute of bread or pota­toes or any­thing of that sort. Some seem to feel it more than oth­ers and are con­tinu­ally talk­ing of food; but most of us find that the con­tinu­al con­ver­sa­tion about food only whets an ap­pet­ite that can­not be sat­is­fied. Our crav­ing for bread and but­ter is very real, not be­cause we can­not get it, but be­cause the sys­tem feels the need of it.”

			

			Ow­ing to this short­age of food and the fact that we needed all that we could get for ourselves, I had to or­der all the dogs ex­cept two teams to be shot. It was the worst job that we had had through­out the Ex­ped­i­tion, and we felt their loss keenly.

			I had to be con­tinu­ally re­arran­ging the weekly menu. The pos­sible num­ber of per­muta­tions of seal meat were de­cidedly lim­ited. The fact that the men did not know what was com­ing gave them a sort of men­tal spec­u­la­tion, and the slight­est vari­ation was of great value.

			“We caught an ad­e­lie today (Janu­ary 26) and an­oth­er whale was seen at close quar­ters, but no seals.

			“We are now very short of blub­ber, and in con­sequence one stove has to be shut down. We only get one hot bever­age a day, the tea at break­fast. For the rest we have iced wa­ter. Some­times we are short even of this, so we take a few chips of ice in a to­bacco-tin to bed with us. In the morn­ing there is about a spoon­ful of wa­ter in the tin, and one has to lie very still all night so as not to spill it.”

			To provide some vari­ety in the food, I com­menced to use the sledging ra­tion at half strength twice a week.

			The ice between us and Ocean Camp, now only about five miles away and ac­tu­ally to the south­w­est of us, was very broken, but I de­cided to send Mack­lin and Hur­ley back with their dogs to see if there was any more food that could be ad­ded to our scanty stock. I gave them writ­ten in­struc­tions to take no un­due risk or cross any wide-open leads, and said that they were to re­turn by mid­day the next day. Al­though they both fell through the thin ice up to their waists more than once, they man­aged to reach the camp. They found the sur­face soft and sunk about two feet. Ocean Camp, they said, “looked like a vil­lage that had been razed to the ground and deser­ted by its in­hab­it­ants.” The floor­boards form­ing the old tent-bot­toms had pre­ven­ted the sun from thaw­ing the snow dir­ectly un­der­neath them, and were in con­sequence raised about two feet above the level of the sur­round­ing floe.

			The store­house next the gal­ley had taken on a list of sev­er­al de­grees to star­board, and pools of wa­ter had formed every­where. They col­lec­ted what food they could find and packed a few books in a ven­esta sledging-case, re­turn­ing to Pa­tience Camp by about 8 p.m. I was pleased at their quick re­turn, and as their re­port seemed to show that the road was fa­vour­able, on Feb­ru­ary 2 I sent back eight­een men un­der Wild to bring all the re­mainder of the food and the third boat, the Stan­comb Wills. They star­ted off at 1 a.m., tow­ing the empty boat-sledge on which the James Caird had res­ted, and reached Ocean Camp about 3:30 a.m.

			
				“We stayed about three hours at the Camp, mount­ing the boat on the sledge, col­lect­ing eat­ables, cloth­ing, and books. We left at 6 a.m., ar­riv­ing back at Pa­tience Camp with the boat at 12:30 p.m., tak­ing ex­actly three times as long to re­turn with the boat as it did to pull in the empty sledge to fetch it. On the re­turn jour­ney we had nu­mer­ous halts while the pi­on­eer party of four were busy break­ing down pres­sure-ridges and filling in open cracks with ice-blocks, as the leads were open­ing up. The sun had softened the sur­face a good deal, and in places it was ter­ribly hard pulling. Every­one was a bit ex­hausted by the time we got back, as we are not now in good train­ing and are on short ra­tions. Every now and then the heavy sledge broke through the ice al­to­geth­er and was prac­tic­ally afloat. We had an aw­ful job to ex­tric­ate it, ex­hausted as we were. The longest dis­tance which we man­aged to make without stop­ping for leads or pres­sure-ridges was about three quar­ters of a mile.

				“About a mile from Pa­tience Camp we had a wel­come sur­prise. Sir Ern­est and Hus­sey sledged out to meet us with dixies of hot tea, well wrapped up to keep them warm.

				“One or two of the men left be­hind had cut a mod­er­ately good track for us in­to the camp, and they har­nessed them­selves up with us, and we got in in fine style.

				“One ex­cel­lent res­ult of our trip was the re­cov­ery of two cases of len­tils weigh­ing 42 lbs. each.”

			

			The next day I sent Mack­lin and Crean back to make a fur­ther se­lec­tion of the gear, but they found that sev­er­al leads had opened up dur­ing the night, and they had to re­turn when with­in a mile and a half of their des­tin­a­tion. We were nev­er able to reach Ocean Camp again. Still, there was very little left there that would have been of use to us.

			By the middle of Feb­ru­ary the blub­ber ques­tion was a ser­i­ous one. I had all the dis­carded seals’ heads and flip­pers dug up and stripped of every vestige of blub­ber. Meat was very short too. We still had our three months’ sup­ply of sledging food prac­tic­ally un­touched; we were only to use this as a last re­sort. We had a small sup­ply of dog-pem­mic­an, the dogs that were left be­ing fed on those parts of the seals that we could not use. This dog-pem­mic­an we fried in su­et with a little flour and made ex­cel­lent ban­nocks.

			Our meat sup­ply was now very low in­deed; we were re­duced to just a few scraps. For­tu­nately, how­ever, we caught two seals and four em­per­or pen­guins, and next day forty ad­e­lies. We had now only forty days’ food left, and the lack of blub­ber was be­ing keenly felt. All our su­et was used up, so we used seal-blub­ber to fry the meat in. Once we were used to its fishy taste we en­joyed it; in fact, like Oliv­er Twist, we wanted more.

			On Leap Year day, Feb­ru­ary 29, we held a spe­cial cel­eb­ra­tion, more to cheer the men up than for any­thing else. Some of the cyn­ics of the party held that it was to cel­eb­rate their es­cape from wo­man’s wiles for an­oth­er four years. The last of our co­coa was used today. Hence­forth wa­ter, with an oc­ca­sion­al drink of weak milk, is to be our only bever­age. Three lumps of sug­ar were now is­sued to each man daily.

			One night one of the dogs broke loose and played hav­oc with our pre­cious stock of ban­nocks. He ate four and half of a fifth be­fore he could be stopped. The re­main­ing half, with the marks of the dog’s teeth on it, I gave to Wors­ley, who di­vided it up amongst his sev­en tent-mates; they each re­ceived about half a square inch.

			Lees, who was in charge of the food and re­spons­ible for its safe keep­ing, wrote in his di­ary:

			
				“The short­er the pro­vi­sions the more there is to do in the com­mis­sari­at de­part­ment, con­triv­ing to eke out our slender stores as the weeks pass by. No house­wife ever had more to do than we have in mak­ing a little go a long way.

				“Writ­ing about the ban­nock that Peter bit makes one wish now that one could have many a meal that one has giv­en to the dog at home. When one is hungry, fas­ti­di­ous­ness goes to the winds and one is only too glad to eat up any scraps re­gard­less of their ante­cedents. One is al­most ashamed to write of all the tit­bits one has picked up here, but it is enough to say that when the cook up­set some pem­mic­an on to an old sooty cloth and threw it out­side his gal­ley, one man sub­sequently made a point of ac­quir­ing it and scrap­ing off the pal­at­able but dirty com­pound.”

			

			An­oth­er man searched for over an hour in the snow where he had dropped a piece of cheese some days be­fore, in the hopes of find­ing a few crumbs. He was re­war­ded by com­ing across a piece as big as his thumb­nail, and con­sidered it well worth the trouble.

			By this time blub­ber was a reg­u­lar art­icle of our diet—either raw, boiled, or fried. “It is re­mark­able how our ap­pet­ites have changed in this re­spect. Un­til quite re­cently al­most the thought of it was naus­eat­ing. Now, how­ever, we pos­it­ively de­mand it. The thick black oil which is rendered down from it, rather like train-oil in ap­pear­ance and cod-liv­er oil in taste, we drink with avid­ity.”

			We had now about enough farin­aceous food for two meals all round, and suf­fi­cient seal to last for a month. Our forty days’ re­serve sledging ra­tions, packed on the sledges, we wished to keep till the last.

			But, as one man philo­soph­ic­ally re­marked in his di­ary:

			
				“It will do us all good to be hungry like this, for we will ap­pre­ci­ate so much more the good things when we get home.”

			

			Seals and pen­guins now seemed to stu­di­ously avoid us, and on tak­ing stock of our pro­vi­sions on March 21 I found that we had only suf­fi­cient meat to last us for ten days, and the blub­ber would not last that time even, so one bis­cuit had to be our mid­day meal.

			Our meals were now prac­tic­ally all seal meat, with one bis­cuit at mid­day; and I cal­cu­lated that at this rate, al­low­ing for a cer­tain num­ber of seals and pen­guins be­ing caught, we could last for nearly six months. We were all very weak though, and as soon as it ap­peared likely that we should leave our floe and take to the boats I should have to con­sid­er­ably in­crease the ra­tion. One day a huge sea-leo­pard climbed on to the floe and at­tacked one of the men. Wild, hear­ing the shout­ing, ran out and shot it. When it was cut up, we found in its stom­ach sev­er­al un­di­ges­ted fish. These we fried in some of its blub­ber, and so had our only “fresh” fish meal dur­ing the whole of our drift on the ice.

			
				“As fuel is so scarce we have had to re­sort to melt­ing ice for drink­ing-wa­ter in tins against our bod­ies, and we treat the tins of dog-pem­mic­an for break­fast sim­il­arly by keep­ing them in our sleep­ing-bags all night.

				“The last two teams of dogs were shot today (April 2) the car­casses be­ing dressed for food. We had some of the dog-meat cooked, and it was not at all bad—just like beef, but, of course, very tough.”

			

			On April 5 we killed two seals, and this, with the sea-leo­pard of a few days be­fore, en­abled us to slightly in­crease our ra­tion. Every­body now felt much hap­pi­er; such is the psy­cho­lo­gic­al ef­fect of hun­ger ap­peased.

			On cold days a few strips of raw blub­ber were served out to all hands, and it is won­der­ful how it for­ti­fied us against the cold.

			Our stock of forty days’ sledging ra­tions re­mained prac­tic­ally un­touched, but once in the boats they were used at full strength.

			When we first settled down at Pa­tience Camp the weath­er was very mild. New Year’s Eve, how­ever, was foggy and over­cast, with some snow, and next day, though the tem­per­at­ure rose to 38° F, it was “ab­om­in­ably cold and wet un­der­foot.” As a rule, dur­ing the first half of Janu­ary the weath­er was com­par­at­ively warm, so much so that we could dis­pense with our mitts and work out­side for quite long peri­ods with bare hands. Up till the 13th it was ex­as­per­at­ingly warm and calm. This meant that our drift north­wards, which was al­most en­tirely de­pend­ent on the wind, was checked. A light south­erly breeze on the 16th raised all our hopes, and as the tem­per­at­ure was drop­ping we were look­ing for­ward to a peri­od of fa­vour­able winds and a long drift north.

			On the 18th it had de­veloped in­to a howl­ing south­west­erly gale, rising next day to a reg­u­lar bliz­zard with much drift. No one left the shel­ter of his tent ex­cept to feed the dogs, fetch the meals from the gal­ley for his tent, or when his turn as watch­man came round. For six days this las­ted, when the drift sub­sided some­what, though the south­erly wind con­tin­ued, and we were able to get a glimpse of the sun. This showed us to have drif­ted 84 miles north in six days, the longest drift we had made. For weeks we had re­mained on the 67th par­al­lel, and it seemed as though some ob­struc­tion was pre­vent­ing us from passing it. By this amaz­ing leap, how­ever, we had crossed the Ant­arc­tic Circle, and were now 146 miles from the nearest land to the west of us—Snow Hill—and 357 miles from the South Orkneys, the first land dir­ectly to the north of us.

			As if to make up for this, an equally strong north­east­erly wind sprang up next day, and not only stopped our north­ward drift but set us back three miles to the south. As usu­al, high tem­per­at­ures and wet fog ac­com­pan­ied these north­erly winds, though the fog dis­ap­peared on the af­ter­noon of Janu­ary 25, and we had the un­usu­al spec­tacle of bright hot sun with a north­east­erly wind. It was as hot a day as we had ever had. The tem­per­at­ure was 36° F in the shade and nearly 80° F in­side the tents. This had an aw­ful ef­fect on the sur­face, cov­er­ing it with pools and mak­ing it very treach­er­ous to walk upon. Ten days of north­erly winds rather damped our spir­its, but a strong south­erly wind on Feb­ru­ary 4, back­ing later, to south­east, car­ried us north again. High tem­per­at­ures and north­erly winds soon suc­ceeded this, so that our av­er­age rate of north­erly drift was about a mile a day in Feb­ru­ary. Through­out the month the di­ar­ies re­cord al­tern­ately “a wet day, over­cast and mild,” and “bright and cold with light south­erly winds.” The wind was now the vi­tal factor with us and the one top­ic of any real in­terest.

			The be­gin­ning of March brought cold, damp, calm weath­er, with much wet snow and over­cast skies. The ef­fect of the weath­er on our men­tal state was very marked. All hands felt much more cheer­ful on a bright sunny day, and looked for­ward with much more hope to the fu­ture, than when it was dull and over­cast. This had a much great­er ef­fect than an in­crease in ra­tions.

			A south­east­erly gale on the 13th last­ing for five days sent us twenty miles north, and from now our good for­tune, as far as the wind was con­cerned, nev­er left us for any length of time. On the 20th we ex­per­i­enced the worst bliz­zard we had had up to that time, though worse were to come after land­ing on Ele­phant Is­land. Thick snow fell, mak­ing it im­possible to see the camp from thirty yards off. To go out­side for a mo­ment en­tailed get­ting covered all over with fine powdery snow, which re­quired a great deal of brush­ing off be­fore one could enter again.

			As the bliz­zard eased up, the tem­per­at­ure dropped and it be­came bit­terly cold. In our weak con­di­tion, with torn, greasy clothes, we felt these sud­den vari­ations in tem­per­at­ure much more than we oth­er­wise would have done. A calm, clear, mag­ni­fi­cently warm day fol­lowed, and next day came a strong south­erly bliz­zard. Drifts four feet deep covered everything, and we had to be con­tinu­ally dig­ging up our scanty stock of meat to pre­vent its be­ing lost al­to­geth­er. We had taken ad­vant­age of the pre­vi­ous fine day to at­tempt to thaw out our blankets, which were frozen stiff and could be held out like pieces of sheet-iron; but on this day, and for the next two or three also, it was im­possible to do any­thing but get right in­side one’s frozen sleep­ing-bag to try and get warm. Too cold to read or sew, we had to keep our hands well in­side, and pass the time in con­ver­sa­tion with each oth­er.

			
				“The tem­per­at­ure was not strik­ingly low as tem­per­at­ures go down here, but the ter­rif­ic winds pen­et­rate the flimsy fab­ric of our fra­gile tents and cre­ate so much draught that it is im­possible to keep warm with­in. At sup­per last night our drink­ing-wa­ter froze over in the tin in the tent be­fore we could drink it. It is curi­ous how thirsty we all are.”

			

			Two days of bril­liant warm sun­shine suc­ceeded these cold times, and on March 29 we ex­per­i­enced, to us, the most amaz­ing weath­er. It began to rain hard, and it was the first rain that we had seen since we left South Geor­gia six­teen months ago. We re­garded it as our first touch with civil­iz­a­tion, and many of the men longed for the rain and fogs of Lon­don.

			Strong south winds with dull, over­cast skies and oc­ca­sion­al high tem­per­at­ures were now our lot till April 7, when the mist lif­ted and we could make out what ap­peared to be land to the north.

			Al­though the gen­er­al drift of our ice-floe had in­dic­ated to us that we must even­tu­ally drift north, our pro­gress in that dir­ec­tion was not by any means un­in­ter­rup­ted. We were at the mercy of the wind, and could no more con­trol our drift than we could con­trol the weath­er.

			A long spell of calm, still weath­er at the be­gin­ning of Janu­ary caused us some anxi­ety by keep­ing us at about the lat­it­ude that we were in at the be­gin­ning of Decem­ber. To­wards the end of Janu­ary, how­ever, a long drift of eighty-four miles in a bliz­zard cheered us all up. This soon stopped and we began a slight drift to the east. Our gen­er­al drift now slowed up con­sid­er­ably, and by Feb­ru­ary 22 we were still eighty miles from Paul­et Is­land, which now was our ob­ject­ive. There was a hut there and some stores which had been taken down by the ship which went to the res­cue of Nor­densk­jold’s Ex­ped­i­tion in 1904, and whose fit­ting out and equip­ment I had charge of. We re­marked amongst ourselves what a strange turn of fate it would be if the very cases of pro­vi­sions which I had ordered and sent out so many years be­fore were now to sup­port us dur­ing the com­ing winter. But this was not to be. March 5 found us about forty miles south of the lon­git­ude of Paul­et Is­land, but well to the east of it; and as the ice was still too much broken up to sledge over, it ap­peared as if we should be car­ried past it. By March 17 we were ex­actly on a level with Paul­et Is­land but sixty miles to the east. It might have been six hun­dred for all the chance that we had of reach­ing it by sledging across the broken sea-ice in its present con­di­tion.

			Our thoughts now turned to the Danger Is­lands, thirty-five miles away.

			
				“It seems that we are likely to drift up and down this coast from south­w­est to north­east and back again for some time yet be­fore we fi­nally clear the point of Join­ville Is­land; un­til we do we can­not hope for much open­ing up, as the ice must be very con­ges­ted against the south­east coast of the is­land, oth­er­wise our fail­ure to re­spond to the re­cent south­east­erly gale can­not be well ac­coun­ted for. In sup­port of this there has been some very heavy pres­sure on the north­east side, of our floe, one im­mense block be­ing upen­ded to a height of 25 ft. We saw a Domin­ic­an gull fly over today, the first we have seen since leav­ing South Geor­gia; it is an­oth­er sign of our prox­im­ity to land. We cut steps in this 25 ft. slab, and it makes a fine lookout. When the weath­er clears we con­fid­ently ex­pect to see land.”

			

			A heavy bliz­zard ob­scured our view till March 23. “ ‘Land in sight’ was re­por­ted this morn­ing. We were scep­tic­al, but this af­ter­noon it showed up un­mis­tak­ably to the west, and there can be no fur­ther doubt about it. It is Join­ville Is­land, and its ser­rated moun­tain ranges, all snow-clad, are just vis­ible on the ho­ri­zon. This bar­ren, in­hos­pit­able-look­ing land would be a haven of refuge to us if we could but reach it. It would be ri­dicu­lous to make the at­tempt though, with the ice all broken up as it is. It is too loose and broken to march over, yet not open enough to be able to launch the boats.” For the next two or three days we saw ourselves slowly drift­ing past the land, long­ing to reach it yet pre­ven­ted from do­ing so by the ice between, and to­wards the end of March we saw Mount Had­ding­ton fade away in­to the dis­tance.

			Our hopes were now centred on Ele­phant Is­land or Clar­ence Is­land, which lay 100 miles al­most due north of us.

			If we failed to reach either of them we might try for South Geor­gia, but our chances of reach­ing it would be very small.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Es­cape from the Ice

			
			On April 7 at day­light the long-de­sired peak of Clar­ence Is­land came in­to view, bear­ing nearly north from our camp. At first it had the ap­pear­ance of a huge berg, but with the grow­ing light we could see plainly the black lines of scree and the high, pre­cip­it­ous cliffs of the is­land, which were miraged up to some ex­tent. The dark rocks in the white snow were a pleas­ant sight. So long had our eyes looked on ice­bergs that ap­par­ently grew or dwindled ac­cord­ing to the angles at which the shad­ows were cast by the sun; so of­ten had we dis­covered rocky is­lands and brought in sight the peaks of Join­ville Land, only to find them, after some change of wind or tem­per­at­ure, float­ing away as neb­u­lous cloud or or­din­ary berg; that not un­til Wors­ley, Wild, and Hur­ley had un­an­im­ously con­firmed my ob­ser­va­tion was I sat­is­fied that I was really look­ing at Clar­ence Is­land. The land was still more than sixty miles away, but it had to our eyes some­thing of the ap­pear­ance of home, since we ex­pec­ted to find there our first sol­id foot­ing after all the long months of drift­ing on the un­stable ice. We had ad­jus­ted ourselves to the life on the floe, but our hopes had been fixed all the time on some pos­sible land­ing-place. As one hope failed to ma­ter­i­al­ize, our an­ti­cip­a­tions fed them­selves on an­oth­er. Our drift­ing home had no rud­der to guide it, no sail to give it speed. We were de­pend­ent upon the caprice of wind and cur­rent; we went whith­er those ir­re­spons­ible forces lis­ted. The long­ing to feel sol­id earth un­der our feet filled our hearts.

			In the full day­light Clar­ence Is­land ceased to look like land and had the ap­pear­ance of a berg of more than eight or ten miles away, so de­cept­ive are dis­tances in the clear air of the Ant­arc­tic. The sharp white peaks of Ele­phant Is­land showed to the west of north a little later in the day.

			
				“I have stopped is­su­ing sug­ar now, and our meals con­sist of seal meat and blub­ber only, with 7 ozs. of dried milk per day for the party,” I wrote. “Each man re­ceives a pinch of salt, and the milk is boiled up to make hot drinks for all hands. The diet suits us, since we can­not get much ex­er­cise on the floe and the blub­ber sup­plies heat. Fried slices of blub­ber seem to our taste to re­semble crisp ba­con. It cer­tainly is no hard­ship to eat it, though per­sons liv­ing un­der civ­il­ized con­di­tions prob­ably would shud­der at it. The hard­ship would come if we were un­able to get it.”

			

			I think that the pal­ate of the hu­man an­im­al can ad­just it­self to any­thing. Some creatures will die be­fore ac­cept­ing a strange diet if de­prived of their nat­ur­al food. The Yaks of the Hi­m­alay­an up­lands must feed from the grow­ing grass, scanty and dry though it may be, and would starve even if al­lowed the best oats and corn.

			
				“We still have the dark wa­ter-sky of the last week with us to the south­w­est and west, round to the north­east. We are leav­ing all the bergs to the west and there are few with­in our range of vis­ion now. The swell is more marked today, and I feel sure we are at the verge of the floe-ice. One strong gale, fol­lowed by a calm would scat­ter the pack, I think, and then we could push through. I have been think­ing much of our pro­spects. The ap­pear­ance of Clar­ence Is­land after our long drift seems, some­how, to con­vey an ul­ti­mat­um. The is­land is the last out­post of the south and our fi­nal chance of a land­ing-place. Bey­ond it lies the broad At­lantic. Our little boats may be com­pelled any day now to sail un­sheltered over the open sea with a thou­sand leagues of ocean sep­ar­at­ing them from the land to the north and east. It seems vi­tal that we shall land on Clar­ence Is­land or its neigh­bour, Ele­phant Is­land. The lat­ter is­land has at­trac­tion for us, al­though as far as I know nobody has ever landed there. Its name sug­gests the pres­ence of the plump and suc­cu­lent sea-ele­phant. We have an in­creas­ing de­sire in any case to get firm ground un­der our feet. The floe has been a good friend to us, but it is reach­ing the end of its jour­ney, and it is li­able at any time now to break up and fling us in­to the un­plumbed sea.”

			

			A little later, after re­view­ing the whole situ­ation in the light of our cir­cum­stances, I made up my mind that we should try to reach De­cep­tion Is­land. The re­l­at­ive po­s­i­tions of Clar­ence, Ele­phant, and De­cep­tion Is­lands can be seen on the chart. The two is­lands first named lay com­par­at­ively near to us and were sep­ar­ated by some eighty miles of wa­ter from Prince George Is­land, which was about 150 miles away from our camp on the berg. From this is­land a chain of sim­il­ar is­lands ex­tends west­ward, ter­min­at­ing in De­cep­tion Is­land. The chan­nels sep­ar­at­ing these des­ol­ate patches of rock and ice are from ten to fif­teen miles wide. But we knew from the Ad­mir­alty sail­ing dir­ec­tions that there were stores for the use of ship­wrecked mar­iners on De­cep­tion Is­land, and it was pos­sible that the sum­mer whalers had not yet deser­ted its har­bour. Also we had learned from our scanty re­cords that a small church had been erec­ted there for the be­ne­fit of the tran­si­ent whalers. The ex­ist­ence of this build­ing would mean to us a sup­ply of tim­ber, from which, if dire ne­ces­sity urged us, we could con­struct a reas­on­ably sea­worthy boat. We had dis­cussed this point dur­ing our drift on the floe. Two of our boats were fairly strong, but the third, the James Caird, was light, al­though a little longer than the oth­ers. All of them were small for the nav­ig­a­tion of these no­tori­ously stormy seas, and they would be heav­ily loaded, so a voy­age in open wa­ter would be a ser­i­ous un­der­tak­ing. I fear that the car­penter’s fin­gers were already itch­ing to con­vert pews in­to top­sides and decks. In any case, the worst that could be­fall us when we had reached De­cep­tion Is­land would be a wait un­til the whalers re­turned about the middle of Novem­ber.

			An­oth­er bit of in­form­a­tion gathered from the re­cords of the west side of the Wed­dell Sea re­lated to Prince George Is­land. The Ad­mir­alty “Sail­ing Dir­ec­tions,” re­fer­ring to the South Sh­et­lands, men­tioned a cave on this is­land. None of us had seen that cave or could say if it was large or small, wet or dry; but as we drif­ted on our floe and later, when nav­ig­at­ing the treach­er­ous leads and mak­ing our un­easy night camps, that cave seemed to my fancy to be a palace which in con­trast would dim the splend­ours of Ver­sailles.

			The swell in­creased that night and the move­ment of the ice be­came more pro­nounced. Oc­ca­sion­ally a neigh­bour­ing floe would ham­mer against the ice on which we were camped, and the les­son of these blows was plain to read. We must get sol­id ground un­der our feet quickly. When the vi­bra­tion ceased after a heavy surge, my thoughts flew round to the prob­lem ahead. If the party had not numbered more than six men a solu­tion would not have been so hard to find; but ob­vi­ously the trans­port­a­tion of the whole party to a place of safety, with the lim­ited means at our dis­pos­al, was go­ing to be a mat­ter of ex­treme dif­fi­culty. There were twenty-eight men on our float­ing cake of ice, which was stead­ily dwind­ling un­der the in­flu­ence of wind, weath­er, char­ging floes, and heavy swell. I con­fess that I felt the bur­den of re­spons­ib­il­ity sit heav­ily on my shoulders; but, on the oth­er hand, I was stim­u­lated and cheered by the at­ti­tude of the men. Loneli­ness is the pen­alty of lead­er­ship, but the man who has to make the de­cisions is as­sisted greatly if he feels that there is no un­cer­tainty in the minds of those who fol­low him, and that his or­ders will be car­ried out con­fid­ently and in ex­pect­a­tion of suc­cess.

			The sun was shin­ing in the blue sky on the fol­low­ing morn­ing (April 8). Clar­ence Is­land showed clearly on the ho­ri­zon, and Ele­phant Is­land could also be dis­tin­guished. The single snow-clad peak of Clar­ence Is­land stood up as a beacon of safety, though the most op­tim­ist­ic ima­gin­a­tion could not make an easy path of the ice and ocean that sep­ar­ated us from that gi­ant, white and aus­tere.

			
				“The pack was much looser this morn­ing, and the long rolling swell from the north­east is more pro­nounced than it was yes­ter­day. The floes rise and fall with the surge of the sea. We evid­ently are drift­ing with the sur­face cur­rent, for all the heav­ier masses of floe, bergs, and hum­mocks are be­ing left be­hind. There has been some dis­cus­sion in the camp as to the ad­vis­ab­il­ity of mak­ing one of the bergs our home for the time be­ing and drift­ing with it to the west. The idea is not sound. I can­not be sure that the berg would drift in the right dir­ec­tion. If it did move west and car­ried us in­to the open wa­ter, what would be our fate when we tried to launch the boats down the steep sides of the berg in the sea-swell after the sur­round­ing floes had left us? One must reck­on, too, the chance of the berg split­ting or even over­turn­ing dur­ing our stay. It is not pos­sible to gauge the con­di­tion of a big mass of ice by sur­face ap­pear­ance. The ice may have a fault, and when the wind, cur­rent, and swell set up strains and ten­sions, the line of weak­ness may re­veal it­self sud­denly and dis­astrously. No, I do not like the idea of drift­ing on a berg. We must stay on our floe till con­di­tions im­prove and then make an­oth­er at­tempt to ad­vance to­wards the land.”

			

			At 6:30 p.m. a par­tic­u­larly heavy shock went through our floe. The watch­man and oth­er mem­bers of the party made an im­me­di­ate in­spec­tion and found a crack right un­der the James Caird and between the oth­er two boats and the main camp. With­in five minutes the boats were over the crack and close to the tents. The trouble was not caused by a blow from an­oth­er floe. We could see that the piece of ice we oc­cu­pied had slewed and now presen­ted its long ax­is to­wards the on­com­ing swell. The floe, there­fore, was pitch­ing in the man­ner of a ship, and it had cracked across when the swell lif­ted the centre, leav­ing the two ends com­par­at­ively un­sup­por­ted. We were now on a tri­an­gu­lar raft of ice, the three sides meas­ur­ing, roughly, 90, 100, and 120 yds. Night came down dull and over­cast, and be­fore mid­night the wind had freshened from the west. We could see that the pack was open­ing un­der the in­flu­ence of wind, wave, and cur­rent, and I felt that the time for launch­ing the boats was near at hand. In­deed, it was ob­vi­ous that even if the con­di­tions were un­fa­vour­able for a start dur­ing the com­ing day, we could not safely stay on the floe many hours longer. The move­ment of the ice in the swell was in­creas­ing, and the floe might split right un­der our camp. We had made pre­par­a­tions for quick ac­tion if any­thing of the kind oc­curred. Our case would be des­per­ate if the ice broke in­to small pieces not large enough to sup­port our party and not loose enough to per­mit the use of the boats.

			The fol­low­ing day was Sunday (April 9), but it proved no day of rest for us. Many of the im­port­ant events of our Ex­ped­i­tion oc­curred on Sundays, and this par­tic­u­lar day was to see our forced de­par­ture from the floe on which we had lived for nearly six months, and the start of our jour­ney­ings in the boats.

			
				“This has been an event­ful day. The morn­ing was fine, though some­what over­cast by stratus and cu­mu­lus clouds; mod­er­ate south-south­west­erly and south­east­erly breezes. We hoped that with this wind the ice would drift near­er to Clar­ence Is­land. At 7 a.m. lanes of wa­ter and leads could be seen on the ho­ri­zon to the west. The ice sep­ar­at­ing us from the lanes was loose, but did not ap­pear to be work­able for the boats. The long swell from the north­w­est was com­ing in more freely than on the pre­vi­ous day and was driv­ing the floes to­geth­er in the ut­most con­fu­sion. The loose brash between the masses of ice was be­ing churned to mud­like con­sist­ency, and no boat could have lived in the chan­nels that opened and closed around us. Our own floe was suf­fer­ing in the gen­er­al dis­turb­ance, and after break­fast I ordered the tents to be struck and everything pre­pared for an im­me­di­ate start when the boats could be launched.”

			

			I had de­cided to take the James Caird my­self, with Wild and el­ev­en men. This was the largest of our boats, and in ad­di­tion to her hu­man com­ple­ment she car­ried the ma­jor por­tion of the stores. Wors­ley had charge of the Dud­ley Dock­er with nine men, and Hud­son and Crean were the seni­or men on the Stan­comb Wills.

			Soon after break­fast the ice closed again. We were stand­ing by, with our pre­par­a­tions as com­plete as they could be made, when at 11 a.m. our floe sud­denly split right across un­der the boats. We rushed our gear on to the lar­ger of the two pieces and watched with strained at­ten­tion for the next de­vel­op­ment. The crack had cut through the site of my tent. I stood on the edge of the new frac­ture, and, look­ing across the widen­ing chan­nel of wa­ter, could see the spot where for many months my head and shoulders had res­ted when I was in my sleep­ing-bag. The de­pres­sion formed by my body and legs was on our side of the crack. The ice had sunk un­der my weight dur­ing the months of wait­ing in the tent, and I had many times put snow un­der the bag to fill the hol­low. The lines of strat­i­fic­a­tion showed clearly the dif­fer­ent lay­ers of snow. How fra­gile and pre­cari­ous had been our rest­ing-place! Yet us­age had dulled our sense of danger. The floe had be­come our home, and dur­ing the early months of the drift we had al­most ceased to real­ize that it was but a sheet of ice float­ing on un­fathomed seas. Now our home was be­ing shattered un­der our feet, and we had a sense of loss and in­com­plete­ness hard to de­scribe.

			The frag­ments of our floe came to­geth­er again a little later, and we had our lunch of seal meat, all hands eat­ing their fill. I thought that a good meal would be the best pos­sible pre­par­a­tion for the jour­ney that now seemed im­min­ent, and as we would not be able to take all our meat with us when we fi­nally moved, we could re­gard every pound eaten as a pound res­cued. The call to ac­tion came at 1 p.m. The pack opened well and the chan­nels be­came nav­ig­able. The con­di­tions were not all one could have de­sired, but it was best not to wait any longer. The Dud­ley Dock­er and the Stan­comb Wills were launched quickly. Stores were thrown in, and the two boats were pulled clear of the im­me­di­ate floes to­wards a pool of open wa­ter three miles broad, in which floated a lone and mighty berg. The James Caird was the last boat to leave, heav­ily loaded with stores and odds and ends of camp equip­ment. Many things re­garded by us as es­sen­tials at that time were to be dis­carded a little later as the pres­sure of the prim­it­ive be­came more severe. Man can sus­tain life with very scanty means. The trap­pings of civil­iz­a­tion are soon cast aside in the face of stern real­it­ies, and giv­en the barest op­por­tun­ity of win­ning food and shel­ter, man can live and even find his laughter ringing true.

			The three boats were a mile away from our floe home at 2 p.m. We had made our way through the chan­nels and had entered the big pool when we saw a rush of foam-clad wa­ter and toss­ing ice ap­proach­ing us, like the tid­al bore of a river. The pack was be­ing im­pelled to the east by a tide-rip, and two huge masses of ice were driv­ing down upon us on con­ver­ging courses. The James Caird was lead­ing. Star­board­ing the helm and bend­ing strongly to the oars, we man­aged to get clear. The two oth­er boats fol­lowed us, though from their po­s­i­tion astern at first they had not real­ized the im­me­di­ate danger. The Stan­comb Wills was the last boat and she was very nearly caught, but by great ex­er­tion she was kept just ahead of the driv­ing ice. It was an un­usu­al and start­ling ex­per­i­ence. The ef­fect of tid­al ac­tion on ice is not of­ten as marked as it was that day. The ad­van­cing ice, ac­com­pan­ied by a large wave, ap­peared to be trav­el­ling at about three knots; and if we had not suc­ceeded in pulling clear we would cer­tainly have been swamped.

			We pulled hard for an hour to wind­ward of the berg that lay in the open wa­ter. The swell was crash­ing on its per­pen­dic­u­lar sides and throw­ing spray to a height of sixty feet. Evid­ently there was an ice-foot at the east end, for the swell broke be­fore it reached the berg-face and flung its white spray on to the blue ice-wall. We might have paused to have ad­mired the spec­tacle un­der oth­er con­di­tions; but night was com­ing on apace, and we needed a camp­ing-place. As we steered north­w­est, still amid the ice-floes, the Dud­ley Dock­er got jammed between two masses while at­tempt­ing to make a short­cut. The old ad­age about a short­cut be­ing the longest way round is of­ten as true in the Ant­arc­tic as it is in the peace­ful coun­tryside. The James Caird got a line aboard the Dud­ley Dock­er, and after some haul­ing the boat was brought clear of the ice again. We hastened for­ward in the twi­light in search of a flat, old floe, and presently found a fairly large piece rock­ing in the swell. It was not an ideal camp­ing-place by any means, but dark­ness had over­taken us. We hauled the boats up, and by 8 p.m. had the tents pitched and the blub­ber-stove burn­ing cheer­ily. Soon all hands were well fed and happy in their tents, and snatches of song came to me as I wrote up my log.

			Some in­tan­gible feel­ing of un­eas­i­ness made me leave my tent about 11 p.m. that night and glance around the quiet camp. The stars between the snow-flur­ries showed that the floe had swung round and was end on to the swell, a po­s­i­tion ex­pos­ing it to sud­den strains. I star­ted to walk across the floe in or­der to warn the watch­man to look care­fully for cracks, and as I was passing the men’s tent the floe lif­ted on the crest of a swell and cracked right un­der my feet. The men were in one of the dome-shaped tents, and it began to stretch apart as the ice opened. A muffled sound, sug­gest­ive of suf­foc­a­tion, came from be­neath the stretch­ing tent. I rushed for­ward, helped some emer­ging men from un­der the can­vas, and called out, “Are you all right?”

			“There are two in the wa­ter,” some­body answered. The crack had widened to about four feet, and as I threw my­self down at the edge, I saw a whit­ish ob­ject float­ing in the wa­ter. It was a sleep­ing-bag with a man in­side. I was able to grasp it, and with a heave lif­ted man and bag on to the floe. A few seconds later the ice-edges came to­geth­er again with tre­mend­ous force. For­tu­nately, there had been but one man in the wa­ter, or the in­cid­ent might have been a tragedy. The res­cued bag con­tained Hol­ness, who was wet down to the waist but oth­er­wise un­scathed. The crack was now open­ing again. The James Caird and my tent were on one side of the open­ing and the re­main­ing two boats and the rest of the camp on the oth­er side. With two or three men to help me I struck my tent; then all hands manned the paint­er and rushed the James Caird across the open­ing crack. We held to the rope while, one by one, the men left on our side of the floe jumped the chan­nel or scrambled over by means of the boat. Fi­nally I was left alone. The night had swal­lowed all the oth­ers and the rap­id move­ment of the ice forced me to let go the paint­er. For a mo­ment I felt that my piece of rock­ing floe was the lone­li­est place in the world. Peer­ing in­to the dark­ness; I could just see the dark fig­ures on the oth­er floe. I hailed Wild, or­der­ing him to launch the Stan­comb Wills, but I need not have troubled. His quick brain had an­ti­cip­ated the or­der and already the boat was be­ing manned and hauled to the ice-edge. Two or three minutes later she reached me, and I was fer­ried across to the Camp.

			We were now on a piece of flat ice about 200 ft. long and 100 ft. wide. There was no more sleep for any of us that night. The killers were blow­ing in the lanes around, and we waited for day­light and watched for signs of an­oth­er crack in the ice. The hours passed with lag­gard feet as we stood huddled to­geth­er or walked to and fro in the ef­fort to keep some warmth in our bod­ies. We lit the blub­ber-stove at 3 a.m., and with pipes go­ing and a cup of hot milk for each man, we were able to dis­cov­er some bright spots in our out­look. At any rate, we were on the move at last, and if dangers and dif­fi­culties lay ahead we could meet and over­come them. No longer were we drift­ing help­lessly at the mercy of wind and cur­rent.

			The first glim­mer­ings of dawn came at 6 a.m., and I waited anxiously for the full day­light. The swell was grow­ing, and at times our ice was sur­roun­ded closely by sim­il­ar pieces. At 6:30 a.m. we had hot hoosh, and then stood by wait­ing for the pack to open. Our chance came at 8, when we launched the boats, loaded them, and star­ted to make our way through the lanes in a north­erly dir­ec­tion. The James Caird was in the lead, with the Stan­comb Wills next and the Dud­ley Dock­er bring­ing up the rear. In or­der to make the boats more sea­worthy we had left some of our shovels, picks, and dried ve­get­ables on the floe, and for a long time we could see the aban­doned stores form­ing a dark spot on the ice. The boats were still heav­ily loaded. We got out of the lanes, and entered a stretch of open wa­ter at 11 a.m. A strong east­erly breeze was blow­ing, but the fringe of pack ly­ing out­side pro­tec­ted us from the full force of the swell, just as the cor­al-reef of a trop­ic­al is­land checks the rollers of the Pa­cific. Our way was across the open sea, and soon after noon we swung round the north end of the pack and laid a course to the west­ward, the James Caird still in the lead. Im­me­di­ately our deeply laden boats began to make heavy weath­er. They shipped sprays, which, freez­ing as they fell, covered men and gear with ice, and soon it was clear that we could not safely pro­ceed. I put the James Caird round and ran for the shel­ter of the pack again, the oth­er boats fol­low­ing. Back in­side the out­er line of ice the sea was not break­ing. This was at 3 p.m., and all hands were tired and cold. A big floe­berg rest­ing peace­fully ahead caught my eye, and half an hour later we had hauled up the boats and pitched camp for the night. It was a fine, big, blue berg with an at­tract­ively sol­id ap­pear­ance, and from our camp we could get a good view of the sur­round­ing sea and ice. The highest point was about 15 ft. above sea-level. After a hot meal all hands, ex­cept the watch­man, turned in. Every­one was in need of rest after the troubles of the pre­vi­ous night and the un­ac­cus­tomed strain of the last thirty-six hours at the oars. The berg ap­peared well able to with­stand the bat­ter­ing of the sea, and too deep and massive to be ser­i­ously af­fected by the swell; but it was not as safe as it looked. About mid­night the watch­man called me and showed me that the heavy north­west­erly swell was un­der­min­ing the ice. A great piece had broken off with­in eight feet of my tent. We made what in­spec­tion was pos­sible in the dark­ness, and found that on the west­ward side of the berg the thick snow cov­er­ing was yield­ing rap­idly to the at­tacks of the sea. An ice-foot had formed just un­der the sur­face of the wa­ter. I de­cided that there was no im­me­di­ate danger and did not call the men. The north­west­erly wind strengthened dur­ing the night.

			The morn­ing of April 11 was over­cast and misty. There was a haze on the ho­ri­zon, and day­light showed that the pack had closed round our berg, mak­ing it im­possible in the heavy swell to launch the boats. We could see no sign of the wa­ter. Nu­mer­ous whales and killers were blow­ing between the floes, and Cape pi­geons, pet­rels, and ful­mars were circ­ling round our berg. The scene from our camp as the day­light brightened was mag­ni­fi­cent bey­ond de­scrip­tion, though I must ad­mit that we viewed it with anxi­ety. Heav­ing hills of pack and floe were sweep­ing to­wards us in long un­du­la­tions, later to be broken here and there by the dark lines that in­dic­ated open wa­ter. As each swell lif­ted around our rap­idly dis­solv­ing berg it drove floe-ice on to the ice-foot, shear­ing off more of the top snow-cov­er­ing and re­du­cing the size of our camp. When the floes re­treated to at­tack again the wa­ter swirled over the ice-foot, which was rap­idly in­creas­ing in width. The launch­ing of the boats un­der such con­di­tions would be dif­fi­cult. Time after time, so of­ten that a track was formed, Wors­ley, Wild, and I, climbed to the highest point of the berg and stared out to the ho­ri­zon in search of a break in the pack. After long hours had dragged past, far away on the lift of the swell there ap­peared a dark break in the toss­ing field of ice. Ae­ons seemed to pass, so slowly it ap­proached. I no­ticed en­vi­ously the calm peace­ful at­ti­tudes of two seals which lolled lazily on a rock­ing floe. They were at home and had no reas­on for worry or cause for fear. If they thought at all, I sup­pose they coun­ted it an ideal day for a joy­ous jour­ney on the tum­bling ice. To us it was a day that seemed likely to lead to no more days. I do not think I had ever be­fore felt the anxi­ety that be­longs lead­er­ship quite so keenly. When I looked down at the camp to rest my eyes from the strain of watch­ing the wide white ex­panse broken by that one black rib­bon of open wa­ter, I could see that my com­pan­ions were wait­ing with more than or­din­ary in­terest to learn what I thought about it all. After one par­tic­u­larly heavy col­li­sion some­body shouted sharply, “She has cracked in the middle.” I jumped off the lookout sta­tion and ran to the place the men were ex­amin­ing. There was a crack, but in­vest­ig­a­tion showed it to be a mere sur­face break in the snow with no in­dic­a­tion of a split in the berg it­self. The car­penter men­tioned calmly that earli­er in the day he had ac­tu­ally gone adrift on a frag­ment of ice. He was stand­ing near the edge of our camp­ing-ground when the ice un­der his feet par­ted from the par­ent mass. A quick jump over the widen­ing gap saved him.

			The hours dragged on. One of the anxi­et­ies in my mind was the pos­sib­il­ity that we would be driv­en by the cur­rent through the eighty-mile gap between Clar­ence Is­land and Prince George Is­land in­to the open At­lantic; but slowly the open wa­ter came near­er, and at noon it had al­most reached us. A long lane, nar­row but nav­ig­able, stretched out to the south­w­est ho­ri­zon. Our chance came a little later. We rushed our boats over the edge of the reel­ing berg and swung them clear of the ice-foot as it rose be­neath them. The James Caird was nearly cap­sized by a blow from be­low as the berg rolled away, but she got in­to deep wa­ter. We flung stores and gear aboard and with­in a few minutes were away. The James Caird and Dud­ley Dock­er had good sails and with a fa­vour­able breeze could make pro­gress along the lane, with the rolling fields of ice on either side. The swell was heavy and spray was break­ing over the ice-floes. An at­tempt to set a little rag of sail on the Stan­comb Wills res­ul­ted in ser­i­ous delay. The area of sail was too small to be of much as­sist­ance, and while the men were en­gaged in this work the boat drif­ted down to­wards the ice-floe, where her po­s­i­tion was likely to be per­il­ous. See­ing her plight, I sent the Dud­ley Dock­er back for her and tied the James Caird up to a piece of ice. The Dud­ley Dock­er had to tow the Stan­comb Wills, and the delay cost us two hours of valu­able day­light. When I had the three boats to­geth­er again we con­tin­ued down the lane, and soon saw a wider stretch of wa­ter to the west; it ap­peared to of­fer us re­lease from the grip of the pack. At the head of an ice-tongue that nearly closed the gap through which we might enter the open space was a wave-worn berg shaped like some curi­ous antedi­lu­vi­an mon­ster, an icy Cer­ber­us guard­ing the way. It had head and eyes and rolled so heav­ily that it al­most over­turned. Its sides dipped deep in the sea, and as it rose again the wa­ter seemed to be stream­ing from its eyes, as though it were weep­ing at our es­cape from the clutch of the floes. This may seem fanci­ful to the read­er, but the im­pres­sion was real to us at the time. People liv­ing un­der civ­il­ized con­di­tions, sur­roun­ded by Nature’s var­ied forms of life and by all the fa­mil­i­ar work of their own hands, may scarcely real­ize how quickly the mind, in­flu­enced by the eyes, re­sponds to the un­usu­al and weaves about it curi­ous ima­gin­ings like the fire­light fan­cies of our child­hood days. We had lived long amid the ice, and we half-un­con­sciously strove to see re­semb­lances to hu­man faces and liv­ing forms in the fant­ast­ic con­tours and massively un­couth shapes of berg and floe.

			At dusk we made fast to a heavy floe, each boat hav­ing its paint­er fastened to a sep­ar­ate hum­mock in or­der to avoid col­li­sions in the swell. We landed the blub­ber-stove, boiled some wa­ter in or­der to provide hot milk, and served cold ra­tions. I also landed the dome tents and stripped the cov­er­ings from the hoops. Our ex­per­i­ence of the pre­vi­ous day in the open sea had shown us that the tents must be packed tightly. The spray had dashed over the bows and turned to ice on the cloth, which had soon grown dan­ger­ously heavy. Oth­er art­icles off our scanty equip­ment had to go that night. We were car­ry­ing only the things that had seemed es­sen­tial, but we stripped now to the barest lim­it of safety. We had hoped for a quiet night, but presently we were forced to cast off, since pieces of loose ice began to work round the floe. Drift-ice is al­ways at­trac­ted to the lee side of a heavy floe, where it bumps and presses un­der the in­flu­ence of the cur­rent. I had de­term­ined not to risk a re­pe­ti­tion of the last night’s ex­per­i­ence and so had not pulled the boats up. We spent the hours of dark­ness keep­ing an off­ing from the main line of pack un­der the lee of the smal­ler pieces. Con­stant rain and snow squalls blot­ted out the stars and soaked us through, and at times it was only by shout­ing to each oth­er that we man­aged to keep the boats to­geth­er. There was no sleep for any­body ow­ing to the severe cold, and we dare not pull fast enough to keep ourselves warm since we were un­able to see more than a few yards ahead. Oc­ca­sion­ally the ghostly shad­ows of sil­ver, snow, and ful­mar pet­rels flashed close to us, and all around we could hear the killers blow­ing, their short, sharp hisses sound­ing like sud­den es­capes of steam. The killers were a source of anxi­ety, for a boat could eas­ily have been cap­sized by one of them com­ing up to blow. They would throw aside in a non­chal­ant fash­ion pieces of ice much big­ger than our boats when they rose to the sur­face, and we had an un­easy feel­ing that the white bot­toms of the boats would look like ice from be­low. Ship­wrecked mar­iners drift­ing in the Ant­arc­tic seas would be things not dreamed of in the killers’ philo­sophy, and might ap­pear on closer ex­am­in­a­tion to be tasty sub­sti­tutes for seal and pen­guin. We cer­tainly re­garded the killers with mis­giv­ings.

			Early in the morn­ing of April 12 the weath­er im­proved and the wind dropped. Dawn came with a clear sky, cold and fear­less. I looked around at the faces of my com­pan­ions in the James Caird and saw pinched and drawn fea­tures. The strain was be­gin­ning to tell. Wild sat at the rud­der with the same calm, con­fid­ent ex­pres­sion that he would have worn un­der hap­pi­er con­di­tions; his steel-blue eyes looked out to the day ahead. All the people, though evid­ently suf­fer­ing, were do­ing their best to be cheer­ful, and the pro­spect of a hot break­fast was in­spir­it­ing. I told all the boats that im­me­di­ately we could find a suit­able floe the cook­er would be star­ted and hot milk and Bov­ril would soon fix every­body up. Away we rowed to the west­ward through open pack, floes of all shapes and sizes on every side of us, and every man not en­gaged in pulling look­ing eagerly for a suit­able camp­ing-place. I could gauge the de­sire for food of the dif­fer­ent mem­bers by the eager­ness they dis­played in point­ing out to me the floes they con­sidered ex­actly suited to our pur­pose. The tem­per­at­ure was about 10° F, and the Bur­berry suits of the row­ers crackled as the men bent to the oars. I no­ticed little frag­ments of ice and frost fall­ing from arms and bod­ies. At eight o’clock a de­cent floe ap­peared ahead and we pulled up to it. The gal­ley was landed, and soon the wel­come steam rose from the cook­ing food as the blub­ber-stove flared and smoked. Nev­er did a cook work un­der more anxious scru­tiny. Wors­ley, Crean, and I stayed in our re­spect­ive boats to keep them steady and pre­vent col­li­sions with the floe, since the swell was still run­ning strong, but the oth­er men were able to stretch their cramped limbs and run to and fro “in the kit­chen,” as some­body put it. The sun was now rising glor­i­ously. The Bur­berry suits were dry­ing and the ice was melt­ing off our beards. The steam­ing food gave us new vigour, and with­in three-quar­ters of an hour we were off again to the west with all sails set. We had giv­en an ad­di­tion­al sail to the Stan­comb Wills and she was able to keep up pretty well. We could see that we were on the true pack-edge, with the blue, rolling sea just out­side the fringe of ice to the north. White-capped waves vied with the glit­ter­ing floes in the set­ting of blue wa­ter, and count­less seals basked and rolled on every piece of ice big enough to form a raft.

			We had been mak­ing west­ward with oars and sails since April 9, and fair east­erly winds had pre­vailed. Hopes were run­ning high as to the noon ob­ser­va­tion for po­s­i­tion. The op­tim­ists thought that we had done sixty miles to­wards our goal, and the most cau­tious guess gave us at least thirty miles. The bright sun­shine and the bril­liant scene around us may have in­flu­enced our an­ti­cip­a­tions. As noon ap­proached I saw Wors­ley, as nav­ig­at­ing of­ficer, bal­an­cing him­self on the gun­wale of the Dud­ley Dock­er with his arm around the mast, ready to snap the sun. He got his ob­ser­va­tion and we waited eagerly while he worked out the sight. Then the Dud­ley Dock­er ranged up along­side the James Caird and I jumped in­to Wors­ley’s boat in or­der to see the res­ult. It was a griev­ous dis­ap­point­ment. In­stead of mak­ing a good run to the west­ward we had made a big drift to the south­east. We were ac­tu­ally thirty miles to the east of the po­s­i­tion we had oc­cu­pied when we left the floe on the 9th. It has been noted by seal­ers op­er­at­ing in this area that there are of­ten heavy sets to the east in the Bel­gica Straits, and no doubt it was one of these sets that we had ex­per­i­enced. The ori­gin­at­ing cause would be a north­west­erly gale off Cape Horn, pro­du­cing the swell that had already caused us so much trouble. After a whispered con­sulta­tion with Wors­ley and Wild, I an­nounced that we had not made as much pro­gress as we ex­pec­ted, but I did not in­form the hands of our ret­ro­grade move­ment.

			The ques­tion of our course now de­man­ded fur­ther con­sid­er­a­tion. De­cep­tion Is­land seemed to be bey­ond our reach. The wind was foul for Ele­phant Is­land, and as the sea was clear to the south­w­est; I dis­cussed with Wors­ley and Wild the ad­vis­ab­il­ity of pro­ceed­ing to Hope Bay on the main­land of the Ant­arc­tic Con­tin­ent, now only eighty miles dis­tant. Ele­phant Is­land was the nearest land, but it lay out­side the main body of pack, and even if the wind had been fair we would have hes­it­ated at that par­tic­u­lar time to face the high sea that was run­ning in the open. We laid a course roughly for Hope Bay, and the boats moved on again. I gave Wors­ley a line for a berg ahead and told him, if pos­sible, to make fast be­fore dark­ness set in. This was about three o’clock in the af­ter­noon. We had set sail, and as the Stan­comb Wills could not keep up with the oth­er two boats I took her in tow, not be­ing anxious to re­peat the ex­per­i­ence of the day we left the reel­ing berg. The Dud­ley Dock­er went ahead, but came beat­ing down to­wards us at dusk. Wors­ley had been close to the berg, and he re­por­ted that it was un­ap­proach­able. It was rolling in the swell and dis­play­ing an ugly ice-foot. The news was bad. In the fail­ing light we turned to­wards a line of pack, and found it so tossed and churned by the sea that no frag­ment re­mained big enough to give us an an­chor­age and shel­ter. Two miles away we could see a lar­ger piece of ice, and to it we man­aged, after some trouble, to se­cure the boats. I brought my boat bow on to the floe, whilst Howe, with the paint­er in his hand, stood ready to jump. Stand­ing up to watch our chance, while the oars were held ready to back the mo­ment Howe had made his leap, I could see that there would be no pos­sib­il­ity of get­ting the gal­ley ashore that night. Howe just man­aged to get a foot­ing on the edge of the floe, and then made the paint­er fast to a hum­mock. The oth­er two boats were fastened along­side the James Caird. They could not lie astern of us in a line, since cakes of ice came drift­ing round the floe and gath­er­ing un­der its lee. As it was we spent the next two hours pol­ing off the drift­ing ice that surged to­wards us. The blub­ber-stove could not be used, so we star­ted the Primus lamps. There was a rough, choppy sea, and the Dud­ley Dock­er could not get her Primus un­der way, some­thing be­ing adrift. The men in that boat had to wait un­til the cook on the James Caird had boiled up the first pot of milk.

			The boats were bump­ing so heav­ily that I had to slack away the paint­er of the Stan­comb Wills and put her astern. Much ice was com­ing round the floe and had to be poled off. Then the Dud­ley Dock­er, be­ing the heav­ier boat, began to dam­age the James Caird, and I slacked the Dud­ley Dock­er away. The James Caird re­mained moored to the ice, with the Dud­ley Dock­er and the Stan­comb Wills in line be­hind her. The dark­ness had be­come com­plete, and we strained our eye to see the frag­ments of ice that threatened us. Presently we thought we saw a great berg bear­ing down upon us, its form out­lined against the sky, but this start­ling spec­tacle re­solved it­self in­to a low-ly­ing cloud in front of the rising moon. The moon ap­peared in a clear sky. The wind shif­ted to the south­east as the light im­proved and drove the boats broad­side on to­wards the jagged edge of the floe. We had to cut the paint­er of the James Caird and pole her off, thus los­ing much valu­able rope. There was no time to cast off. Then we pushed away from the floe, and all night long we lay in the open, freez­ing sea, the Dud­ley Dock­er now ahead, the James Caird astern of her, and the Stan­comb Wills third in the line. The boats were at­tached to one an­oth­er by their paint­ers. Most of the time the Dud­ley Dock­er kept the James Caird and the Stan­comb Wills up to the swell, and the men who were row­ing were in bet­ter pass than those in the oth­er boats, wait­ing in­act­ive for the dawn. The tem­per­at­ure was down to 4° be­low zero, and a film of ice formed on the sur­face of the sea. When we were not on watch we lay in each oth­er’s arms for warmth. Our frozen suits thawed where our bod­ies met, and as the slight­est move­ment ex­posed these com­par­at­ively warm spots to the bit­ing air, we clung mo­tion­less, whis­per­ing each to his com­pan­ion our hopes and thoughts. Oc­ca­sion­ally from an al­most clear sky came snow-showers, fall­ing si­lently on the sea and lay­ing a thin shroud of white over our bod­ies and our boats.

			The dawn of April 13 came clear and bright, with oc­ca­sion­al passing clouds. Most of the men were now look­ing ser­i­ously worn and strained. Their lips were cracked and their eyes and eye­lids showed red in their salt-en­crus­ted faces. The beards even of the young­er men might have been those of pat­ri­archs, for the frost and the salt spray had made them white. I called the Dud­ley Dock­er along­side and found the con­di­tion of the people there was no bet­ter than in the James Caird. Ob­vi­ously we must make land quickly, and I de­cided to run for Ele­phant Is­land. The wind had shif­ted fair for that rocky isle, then about one hun­dred miles away, and the pack that sep­ar­ated us from Hope Bay had closed up dur­ing the night from the south. At 6 p.m. we made a dis­tri­bu­tion of stores among the three boats, in view of the pos­sib­il­ity of their be­ing sep­ar­ated. The pre­par­a­tion of a hot break­fast was out of the ques­tion. The breeze was strong and the sea was run­ning high in the loose pack around us. We had a cold meal, and I gave or­ders that all hands might eat as much as they pleased, this con­ces­sion be­ing due partly to a real­iz­a­tion that we would have to jet­tis­on some of our stores when we reached open sea in or­der to light­en the boats. I hoped, moreover, that a full meal of cold ra­tions would com­pensate to some ex­tent for the lack of warm food and shel­ter. Un­for­tu­nately, some of the men were un­able to take ad­vant­age of the ex­tra food ow­ing to sea­sick­ness. Poor fel­lows, it was bad enough to be huddled in the deeply laden, spray-swept boats, frost­bit­ten and half-frozen, without hav­ing the pangs of sea­sick­ness ad­ded to the list of their woes. But some smiles were caused even then by the plight of one man, who had a habit of ac­cu­mu­lat­ing bits of food against the day of star­va­tion that he seemed al­ways to think was at hand, and who was con­demned now to watch im­pot­ently while hungry com­rades with un­dis­turbed stom­achs made bis­cuits, ra­tions, and sug­ar dis­ap­pear with ex­traordin­ary rapid­ity.

			We ran be­fore the wind through the loose pack, a man in the bow of each boat try­ing to pole off with a broken oar the lumps of ice that could not be avoided. I re­garded speed as es­sen­tial. Some­times col­li­sions were not aver­ted. The James Caird was in the lead, where she bore the brunt of the en­counter with lurk­ing frag­ments, and she was holed above the wa­ter­line by a sharp spur of ice, but this mis­hap did not stay us. Later the wind be­came stronger and we had to reef sails, so as not to strike the ice too heav­ily. The Dud­ley Dock­er came next to the James Caird and the Stan­comb Wills fol­lowed. I had giv­en or­der that the boats should keep 30 or 40 yds. apart, so as to re­duce the danger of a col­li­sion if one boat was checked by the ice. The pack was thin­ning, and we came to oc­ca­sion­al open areas where thin ice had formed dur­ing the night. When we en­countered this new ice we had to shake the reef out of the sails in or­der to force a way through. Out­side of the pack the wind must have been of hur­ricane force. Thou­sands of small dead fish were to be seen, killed prob­ably by a cold cur­rent and the heavy weath­er. They floated in the wa­ter and lay on the ice, where they had been cast by the waves. The pet­rels and skua-gulls were swoop­ing down and pick­ing them up like sardines off toast.

			We made our way through the lanes till at noon we were sud­denly spewed out of the pack in­to the open ocean. Dark blue and sap­phire green ran the seas. Our sails were soon up, and with a fair wind we moved over the waves like three Vik­ing ships on the quest of a lost At­lantis. With the sheet well out and the sun shin­ing bright above, we en­joyed for a few hours a sense of the free­dom and ma­gic of the sea, com­pens­at­ing us for pain and trouble in the days that had passed. At last we were free from the ice, in wa­ter that our boats could nav­ig­ate. Thoughts of home, stifled by the dead­en­ing weight of anxious days and nights, came to birth once more, and the dif­fi­culties that had still to be over­come dwindled in fancy al­most to noth­ing.

			Dur­ing the af­ter­noon we had to take a second reef in the sails, for the wind freshened and the deeply laden boats were ship­ping much wa­ter and steer­ing badly in the rising sea. I had laid the course for Ele­phant Is­land and we were mak­ing good pro­gress. The Dud­ley Dock­er ran down to me at dusk and Wors­ley sug­ges­ted that we should stand on all night; but already the Stan­comb Wills was barely dis­cern­ible among the rollers in the gath­er­ing dusk, and I de­cided that it would be safer to heave to and wait for the day­light. It would nev­er have done for the boats to have be­come sep­ar­ated from one an­oth­er dur­ing the night. The party must be kept to­geth­er, and, moreover, I thought it pos­sible that we might over­run our goal in the dark­ness and not be able to re­turn. So we made a sea-an­chor of oars and hove to, the Dud­ley Dock­er in the lead, since she had the longest paint­er. The James Caird swung astern of the Dud­ley Dock­er and the Stan­comb Wills again had the third place. We ate a cold meal and did what little we could to make things com­fort­able for the hours of dark­ness. Rest was not for us. Dur­ing the great­er part of the night the sprays broke over the boats and froze in masses of ice, es­pe­cially at the stern and bows. This ice had to be broken away in or­der to pre­vent the boats grow­ing too heavy. The tem­per­at­ure was be­low zero and the wind pen­et­rated our clothes and chilled us al­most un­bear­ably. I doubted if all the men would sur­vive that night. One of our troubles was lack of wa­ter. We had emerged so sud­denly from the pack in­to the open sea that we had not had time to take aboard ice for melt­ing in the cook­ers, and without ice we could not have hot food. The Dud­ley Dock­er had one lump of ice weigh­ing about ten pounds, and this was shared out among all hands. We sucked small pieces and got a little re­lief from thirst en­gendered by the salt spray, but at the same time we re­duced our bod­ily heat. The con­di­tion of most of the men was pi­ti­able. All of us had swollen mouths and we could hardly touch the food. I longed in­tensely for the dawn. I called out to the oth­er boats at in­ter­vals dur­ing the night, ask­ing how things were with them. The men al­ways man­aged to reply cheer­fully. One of the people on the Stan­comb Wills shouted, “We are do­ing all right, but I would like some dry mitts.” The jest brought a smile to cracked lips. He might as well have asked for the moon. The only dry things aboard the boats were swollen mouths and burn­ing tongues. Thirst is one of the troubles that con­front the trav­el­ler in po­lar re­gions. Ice may be plen­ti­ful on every hand, but it does not be­come drink­able un­til it is melted, and the amount that may be dis­solved in the mouth is lim­ited. We had been thirsty dur­ing the days of heavy pulling in the pack, and our con­di­tion was ag­grav­ated quickly by the salt spray. Our sleep­ing-bags would have giv­en us some warmth, but they were not with­in our reach. They were packed un­der the tents in the bows, where a mail-like coat­ing of ice en­closed them, and we were so cramped that we could not pull them out.

			At last day­light came, and with the dawn the weath­er cleared and the wind fell to a gentle south­west­erly breeze. A mag­ni­fi­cent sun­rise her­al­ded in what we hoped would be our last day in the boats. Rose-pink in the grow­ing light, the lofty peak of Clar­ence Is­land told of the com­ing glory of the sun. The sky grew blue above us and the crests of the waves sparkled cheer­fully. As soon as it was light enough we chipped and scraped the ice off the bows and sterns. The rud­ders had been un­shipped dur­ing the night in or­der to avoid the paint­ers catch­ing them. We cast off our ice-an­chor and pulled the oars aboard. They had grown dur­ing the night to the thick­ness of tele­graph-poles while rising and fall­ing in the freez­ing seas, and had to be chipped clear be­fore they could be brought in­board.

			We were dread­fully thirsty now. We found that we could get mo­ment­ary re­lief by chew­ing pieces of raw seal meat and swal­low­ing the blood, but thirst came back with re­doubled force ow­ing to the salt­ness of the flesh. I gave or­ders, there­fore, that meat was to be served out only at stated in­ter­vals dur­ing the day or when thirst seemed to threaten the reas­on of any par­tic­u­lar in­di­vidu­al. In the full day­light Ele­phant Is­land showed cold and severe to the north-north­w­est. The is­land was on the bear­ings that Wors­ley had laid down, and I con­grat­u­lated him on the ac­cur­acy of his nav­ig­a­tion un­der dif­fi­cult cir­cum­stances, with two days dead reck­on­ing while fol­low­ing a de­vi­ous course through the pack-ice and after drift­ing dur­ing two nights at the mercy of wind and waves. The Stan­comb Wills came up and McIl­roy re­por­ted that Black­bor­row’s feet were very badly frost­bit­ten. This was un­for­tu­nate, but noth­ing could be done. Most of the people were frost­bit­ten to some ex­tent, and it was in­ter­est­ing to no­tice that the “old­timers,” Wild, Crean, Hur­ley, and I, were all right. Ap­par­ently we were ac­cli­mat­ized to or­din­ary Ant­arc­tic tem­per­at­ure, though we learned later that we were not im­mune.

			All day, with a gentle breeze on our port bow, we sailed and pulled through a clear sea. We would have giv­en all the tea in China for a lump of ice to melt in­to wa­ter, but no ice was with­in our reach. Three bergs were in sight and we pulled to­wards them, hop­ing that a trail of brash would be float­ing on the sea to lee­ward; but they were hard and blue, devoid of any sign of cleav­age, and the swell that surged around them as they rose and fell made it im­possible for us to ap­proach closely. The wind was gradu­ally haul­ing ahead, and as the day wore on the rays of the sun beat fiercely down from a cloud­less sky on pain-racked men. Pro­gress was slow, but gradu­ally Ele­phant Is­land came near­er. Al­ways while I at­ten­ded to the oth­er boats, sig­nalling and or­der­ing, Wild sat at the tiller of the James Caird. He seemed un­moved by fa­tigue and un­shaken by priva­tion. About four o’clock in the af­ter­noon a stiff breeze came up ahead and, blow­ing against the cur­rent, soon pro­duced a choppy sea. Dur­ing the next hour of hard pulling we seemed to make no pro­gress at all. The James Caird and the Dud­ley Dock­er had been tow­ing the Stan­comb Wills in turn, but my boat now took the Stan­comb Wills in tow per­man­ently, as the James Caird could carry more sail than the Dud­ley Dock­er in the freshen­ing wind.

			We were mak­ing up for the south­east side of Ele­phant Is­land, the wind be­ing between north­w­est and west. The boats, held as close to the wind as pos­sible, moved slowly, and when dark­ness set in our goal was still some miles away. A heavy sea was run­ning. We soon lost sight of the Stan­comb Wills, astern of the James Caird at the length of the paint­er, but oc­ca­sion­ally the white gleam of broken wa­ter re­vealed her pres­ence. When the dark­ness was com­plete I sat in the stern with my hand on the paint­er, so that I might know if the oth­er boat broke away, and I kept that po­s­i­tion dur­ing the night. The rope grew heavy with the ice as the un­seen seas surged past us and our little craft tossed to the mo­tion of the wa­ters. Just at dusk I had told the men on the Stan­comb Wills that if their boat broke away dur­ing the night and they were un­able to pull against the wind, they could run for the east side of Clar­ence Is­land and await our com­ing there. Even though we could not land on Ele­phant Is­land, it would not do to have the third boat adrift.

			It was a stern night. The men, ex­cept the watch, crouched and huddled in the bot­tom of the boat, get­ting what little warmth they could from the soak­ing sleep­ing-bags and each oth­er’s bod­ies. Harder and harder blew the wind and fiercer and fiercer grew the sea. The boat plunged heav­ily through the squalls and came up to the wind, the sail shak­ing in the stiffest gusts. Every now and then, as the night wore on, the moon would shine down through a rift in the driv­ing clouds, and in the mo­ment­ary light I could see the ghostly faces of men, sit­ting up to trim the boat as she heeled over to the wind. When the moon was hid­den its pres­ence was re­vealed still by the light re­flec­ted on the stream­ing gla­ciers of the is­land. The tem­per­at­ure had fallen very low, and it seemed that the gen­er­al dis­com­fort of our situ­ation could scarcely have been in­creased; but the land loom­ing ahead was a beacon of safety, and I think we were all buoyed up by the hope that the com­ing day would see the end of our im­me­di­ate troubles. At least we would get firm land un­der our feet. While the paint­er of the Stan­comb Wills tightened and drooped un­der my hand, my thoughts were busy with plans for the fu­ture.

			To­wards mid­night the wind shif­ted to the south­w­est, and this change en­abled us to bear up closer to the is­land. A little later the Dud­ley Dock­er ran down to the James Caird, and Wors­ley shouted a sug­ges­tion that he should go ahead and search for a land­ing-place. His boat had the heels of the James Caird, with the Stan­comb Wills in tow. I told him he could try, but he must not lose sight of the James Caird. Just as he left me a heavy snow-squall came down, and in the dark­ness the boats par­ted. I saw the Dud­ley Dock­er no more. This sep­ar­a­tion caused me some anxi­ety dur­ing the re­main­ing hours of the night. A cross-sea was run­ning and I could not feel sure that all was well with the miss­ing boat. The waves could not be seen in the dark­ness, though the dir­ec­tion and force of the wind could be felt, and un­der such con­di­tions, in an open boat, dis­aster might over­take the most ex­per­i­enced nav­ig­at­or. I flashed our com­pass-lamp on the sail in the hope that the sig­nal would be vis­ible on board the Dud­ley Dock­er, but could see no reply. We strained our eyes to wind­ward in the dark­ness in the hope of catch­ing a re­turn sig­nal and re­peated our flashes at in­ter­vals.

			My anxi­ety, as a mat­ter of fact, was ground­less. I will quote Wors­ley’s own ac­count of what happened to the Dud­ley Dock­er:

			
				“About mid­night we lost sight of the James Caird with the Stan­comb Wills in tow, but not long after saw the light of the James Caird’s com­pass-lamp, which Sir Ern­est was flash­ing on their sail as a guide to us. We answered by light­ing our candle un­der the tent and let­ting the light shine through. At the same time we got the dir­ec­tion of the wind and how we were haul­ing from my little pock­et-com­pass, the boat’s com­pass be­ing smashed. With this candle our poor fel­lows lit their pipes, their only solace, as our ra­ging thirst pre­ven­ted us from eat­ing any­thing. By this time we had got in­to a bad tide-rip, which, com­bined with the heavy, lumpy sea, made it al­most im­possible to keep the Dud­ley Dock­er from swamp­ing. As it was we shipped sev­er­al bad seas over the stern as well as abeam and over the bows, al­though we were ‘on a wind.’ Lees, who owned him­self to be a rot­ten oars­man, made good here by strenu­ous bal­ing, in which he was well seconded by Cheetham. Green­street, a splen­did fel­low, re­lieved me at the tiller and helped gen­er­ally. He and Mack­lin were my right and left bowers as stroke-oars through­out. McLeod and Cheetham were two good sail­ors and oars, the former a typ­ic­al old deep-sea salt and growl­er, the lat­ter a pir­ate to his fin­ger­tips. In the height of the gale that night Cheetham was buy­ing matches from me for bottles of cham­pagne, one bottle per match (too cheap; I should have charged him two bottles). The cham­pagne is to be paid when he opens his pub in Hull and I am able to call that way. … We had now had one hun­dred and eight hours of toil, tum­bling, freez­ing, and soak­ing, with little or no sleep. I think Sir Ern­est, Wild, Green­street, and I could say that we had no sleep at all. Al­though it was six­teen months since we had been in a rough sea, only four men were ac­tu­ally sea­sick, but sev­er­al oth­ers were off col­our.

				“The tem­per­at­ure was 20° be­low freez­ing-point; for­tu­nately, we were spared the bit­terly low tem­per­at­ure of the pre­vi­ous night. Green­street’s right foot got badly frost­bit­ten, but Lees re­stored it by hold­ing it in his sweat­er against his stom­ach. Oth­er men had minor frost­bites, due prin­cip­ally to the fact that their clothes were soaked through with salt wa­ter. … We were close to the land as the morn­ing ap­proached, but could see noth­ing of it through the snow and spindrift. My eyes began to fail me. Con­stant peer­ing to wind­ward, watch­ing for seas to strike us, ap­peared to have giv­en me a cold in the eyes. I could not see or judge dis­tance prop­erly, and found my­self fall­ing asleep mo­ment­ar­ily at the tiller. At 3 a.m. Green­street re­lieved me there. I was so cramped from long hours, cold, and wet, in the con­strained po­s­i­tion one was forced to as­sume on top of the gear and stores at the tiller, that the oth­er men had to pull me amid­ships and straight­en me out like a jack­knife, first rub­bing my thighs, groin, and stom­ach.

				“At day­light we found ourselves close along­side the land, but the weath­er was so thick that we could not see where to make for a land­ing. Hav­ing taken the tiller again after an hour’s rest un­der the shel­ter (save the mark!) of the drip­ping tent, I ran the Dud­ley Dock­er off be­fore the gale, fol­low­ing the coast around to the north. This course for the first hour was fairly risky, the heavy sea be­fore which we were run­ning threat­en­ing to swamp the boat, but by 8 a.m. we had ob­tained a slight lee from the land. Then I was able to keep her very close in, along a gla­ci­er front, with the ob­ject of pick­ing up lumps of fresh­wa­ter ice as we sailed through them. Our thirst was in­tense. We soon had some ice aboard, and for the next hour and a half we sucked and chewed frag­ments of ice with greedy rel­ish.

				“All this time we were coast­ing along be­neath tower­ing rocky cliffs and sheer gla­ci­er-faces, which offered not the slight­est pos­sib­il­ity of land­ing any­where. At 9:30 a.m. we spied a nar­row, rocky beach at the base of some very high crags and cliff, and made for it. To our joy, we sighted the James Caird and the Stan­comb Wills sail­ing in­to the same haven just ahead of us. We were so de­lighted that we gave three cheers, which were not heard aboard the oth­er boats ow­ing to the roar of the surf. How­ever, we soon joined them and were able to ex­change ex­per­i­ences on the beach.”

			

			Our ex­per­i­ences on the James Caird had been sim­il­ar, al­though we had not been able to keep up to wind­ward as well as the Dud­ley Dock­er had done. This was for­tu­nate as events proved, for the James Caird and Stan­comb Wills went to lee­ward of the big bight the Dud­ley Dock­er entered and from which she had to turn out with the sea astern. We thus avoided the risk of hav­ing the Stan­comb Wills swamped in the fol­low­ing sea. The weath­er was very thick in the morn­ing. In­deed at 7 a.m. we were right un­der the cliffs, which plunged sheer in­to the sea, be­fore we saw them. We fol­lowed the coast to­wards the north, and ever the pre­cip­it­ous cliffs and gla­ci­er-faces presen­ted them­selves to our search­ing eyes. The sea broke heav­ily against these walls and a land­ing would have been im­possible un­der any con­di­tions. We picked up pieces of ice and sucked them eagerly. At 9 a.m. at the north­w­est end of the is­land we saw a nar­row beach at the foot of the cliffs. Out­side lay a fringe of rocks heav­ily beaten by the surf but with a nar­row chan­nel show­ing as a break in the foam­ing wa­ter. I de­cided that we must face the haz­ards of this un­at­tract­ive land­ing-place. Two days and nights without drink or hot food had played hav­oc with most of the men, and we could not as­sume that any safer haven lay with­in our reach. The Stan­comb Wills was the light­er and han­di­er boat—and I called her along­side with the in­ten­tion of tak­ing her through the gap first and as­cer­tain­ing the pos­sib­il­it­ies of a land­ing be­fore the James Caird made the ven­ture. I was just climb­ing in­to the Stan­comb Wills when I saw the Dud­ley Dock­er com­ing up astern un­der sail. The sight took a great load off my mind.

			Row­ing care­fully and avoid­ing the blind rollers which showed where sunken rocks lay, we brought the Stan­comb Wills to­wards the open­ing in the reef. Then, with a few strong strokes we shot through on the top of a swell and ran the boat on to a stony beach. The next swell lif­ted her a little farther. This was the first land­ing ever made on Ele­phant Is­land, and a thought came to me that the hon­our should be­long to the young­est mem­ber of the Ex­ped­i­tion, so I told Black­bor­row to jump over. He seemed to be in a state al­most of coma, and in or­der to avoid delay I helped him, per­haps a little roughly, over the side of the boat. He promptly sat down in the surf and did not move. Then I sud­denly real­ized what I had for­got­ten, that both his feet were frost­bit­ten badly. Some of us jumped over and pulled him in­to a dry place. It was a rather rough ex­per­i­ence for Black­bor­row, but, any­how, he is now able to say that he was the first man to sit on Ele­phant Is­land. Pos­sibly at the time he would have been will­ing to forgo any dis­tinc­tion of the kind. We landed the cook with his blub­ber-stove, a sup­ply of fuel and some pack­ets of dried milk, and also sev­er­al of the men. Then the rest of us pulled out again to pi­lot the oth­er boats through the chan­nel. The James Caird was too heavy to be beached dir­ectly, so after land­ing most of the men from the Dud­ley Dock­er and the Stan­comb Wills I su­per­in­ten­ded the tran­ship­ment of the James Caird’s gear out­side the reef. Then we all made the pas­sage, and with­in a few minutes the three boats were aground. A curi­ous spec­tacle met my eyes when I landed the second time. Some of the men were reel­ing about the beach as if they had found an un­lim­ited sup­ply of al­co­hol­ic li­quor on the des­ol­ate shore. They were laugh­ing up­roari­ously, pick­ing up stones and let­ting hand­fuls of pebbles trickle between their fin­gers like misers gloat­ing over hoarded gold. The smiles and laughter, which caused cracked lips to bleed afresh, and the glee­ful ex­clam­a­tions at the sight of two live seals on the beach made me think for a mo­ment of that glit­ter­ing hour of child­hood when the door is open at last and the Christ­mas-tree in all its won­der bursts upon the vis­ion. I re­mem­ber that Wild, who al­ways rose su­per­i­or to for­tune, bad and good, came ashore as I was look­ing at the men and stood be­side me as easy and un­con­cerned as if he had stepped out of his car for a stroll in the park.

			Soon half a dozen of us had the stores ashore. Our strength was nearly ex­hausted and it was heavy work car­ry­ing our goods over the rough pebbles and rocks to the foot of the cliff, but we dare not leave any­thing with­in reach of the tide. We had to wade knee-deep in the icy wa­ter in or­der to lift the gear from the boats. When the work was done we pulled the three boats a little high­er on the beach and turned grate­fully to en­joy the hot drink the cook had pre­pared. Those of us who were com­par­at­ively fit had to wait un­til the weak­er mem­bers of the party had been sup­plied; but every man had his pan­ni­kin of hot milk in the end, and nev­er did any­thing taste bet­ter. Seal steak and blub­ber fol­lowed, for the seals that had been care­less enough to await our ar­rival on the beach had already giv­en up their lives. There was no rest for the cook. The blub­ber-stove flared and spluttered fiercely as he cooked, not one meal, but many meals, which merged in­to a daylong bout of eat­ing. We drank wa­ter and ate seal meat un­til every man had reached the lim­it of his ca­pa­city.

			The tents were pitched with oars for sup­ports, and by 3 p.m. our camp was in or­der. The ori­gin­al frame­work of the tents had been cast adrift on one of the floes in or­der to save weight. Most of the men turned in early for a safe and glor­i­ous sleep, to be broken only by the call to take a turn on watch. The chief duty of the watch­man was to keep the blub­ber-stove alight, and each man on duty ap­peared to find it ne­ces­sary to cook him­self a meal dur­ing his watch, and a sup­per be­fore he turned in again.

			Wild, Wors­ley, and Hur­ley ac­com­pan­ied me on an in­spec­tion of our beach be­fore get­ting in­to the tents. I al­most wished then that I had post­poned the ex­am­in­a­tion un­til after sleep, but the sense of cau­tion that the un­cer­tain­ties of po­lar travel im­plant in one’s mind had made me un­easy. The out­look we found to be any­thing but cheer­ing. Ob­vi­ous signs showed that at spring tides the little beach would be covered by the wa­ter right up to the foot of the cliffs. In a strong north­east­erly gale, such as we might ex­pect to ex­per­i­ence at any time, the waves would pound over the scant bar­ri­er of the reef and break against the sheer sides of the rocky wall be­hind us. Well-marked ter­races showed the ef­fect of oth­er gales, and right at the back of the beach was a small bit of wreck­age not more than three feet long, roun­ded by the con­stant chaf­ing it had en­dured. Ob­vi­ously we must find some bet­ter rest­ing-place. I de­cided not to share with the men the know­ledge of the un­cer­tain­ties of our situ­ation un­til they had en­joyed the full sweet­ness of rest un­troubled by the thought that at any minute they might be called to face per­il again. The threat of the sea had been our por­tion dur­ing many, many days, and a res­pite meant much to weary bod­ies and jaded minds.
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			The ac­com­pa­ny­ing plan will in­dic­ate our ex­act po­s­i­tion more clearly than I can de­scribe it. The cliffs at the back of the beach were in­ac­cess­ible ex­cept at two points where there were steep snow-slopes. We were not wor­ried now about food, for, apart from our own ra­tions, there were seals on the beach and we could see oth­ers in the wa­ter out­side the reef. Every now and then one of the an­im­als would rise in the shal­lows and crawl up on the beach, which evid­ently was a re­cog­nized place of re­sort for its kind. A small rocky is­land which pro­tec­ted us to some ex­tent from the north­west­erly wind car­ried a ringed-pen­guin rook­ery. These birds were of mi­grat­ory habit and might be ex­pec­ted to leave us be­fore the winter set in fully, but in the mean­time they were with­in our reach. These at­trac­tions, how­ever, were over­rid­den by the fact that the beach was open to the at­tack of wind and sea from the north­east and east. East­erly gales are more pre­val­ent than west­ern in that area of the Ant­arc­tic dur­ing the winter. Be­fore turn­ing in that night I stud­ied the whole po­s­i­tion and weighed every chance of get­ting the boats and our stores in­to a place of safety out of reach of the wa­ter. We ourselves might have clambered a little way up the snow-slopes, but we could not have taken the boats with us. The in­teri­or of the is­land was quite in­ac­cess­ible. We climbed up one of the slopes and found ourselves stopped soon by over­hanging cliffs. The rocks be­hind the camp were much weathered, and we no­ticed the sharp, un­worn boulders that had fallen from above. Clearly there was a danger from over­head if we camped at the back of the beach. We must move on. With that thought in mind I reached my tent and fell asleep on the rub­bly ground, which gave a com­fort­ing sense of sta­bil­ity. The fairy prin­cess who would not rest on her sev­en downy mat­tresses be­cause a pea lay un­der­neath the pile might not have un­der­stood the pleas­ure we all de­rived from the ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies of the stones, which could not pos­sibly break be­neath us or drift away; the very search­ing lumps were sweet re­mind­ers of our safety.

			Early next morn­ing (April 15) all hands were astir. The sun soon shone brightly and we spread out our wet gear to dry, till the beach looked like a par­tic­u­larly dis­rep­ut­able gipsy camp. The boots and cloth­ing had suffered con­sid­er­ably dur­ing our travels. I had de­cided to send Wild along the coast in the Stan­comb Wills to look for a new camp­ing-ground, and he and I dis­cussed the de­tails of the jour­ney while eat­ing our break­fast of hot seal steak and blub­ber. The camp I wished to find was one where the party could live for weeks or even months in safety, without danger from sea or wind in the heav­iest winter gale. Wild was to pro­ceed west­wards along the coast and was to take with him four of the fit­test men, Mar­ston, Crean, Vin­cent, and Mc­Carthy. If he did not re­turn be­fore dark we were to light a flare, which would serve him as a guide to the en­trance of the chan­nel. The Stan­comb Wills pushed off at 11 a.m. and quickly passed out of sight around the is­land. Then Hur­ley and I walked along the beach to­wards the west, climb­ing through a gap between the cliff and a great de­tached pil­lar of basalt. The nar­row strip of beach was cumbered with masses of rock that had fallen from the cliffs. We struggled along for two miles or more in the search for a place where we could get the boats ashore and make a per­man­ent camp in the event of Wild’s search prov­ing fruit­less, but after three hours’ vain toil we had to turn back. We had found on the far side of the pil­lar of basalt a crevice in the rocks bey­ond the reach of all but the heav­iest gales. Roun­ded pebbles showed that the seas reached the spot on oc­ca­sions. Here I de­cided to de­pot ten cases of Bov­ril sledging ra­tion in case of our hav­ing to move away quickly. We could come back for the food at a later date if op­por­tun­ity offered.

			Re­turn­ing to the camp, we found the men rest­ing or at­tend­ing to their gear. Clark had tried angling in the shal­lows off the rocks and had se­cured one or two small fish. The day passed quietly. Rusty needles were rubbed bright on the rocks and clothes were men­ded and darned. A feel­ing of tired­ness—due, I sup­pose, to re­ac­tion after the strain of the pre­ced­ing days—over­took us, but the rising tide, com­ing farther up the beach than it had done on the day be­fore, forced us to la­bour at the boats, which we hauled slowly to a high­er ledge. We found it ne­ces­sary to move our make­shift camp near­er the cliff. I por­tioned out the avail­able ground for the tents, the gal­ley, and oth­er pur­poses, as every foot was of value. When night ar­rived the Stan­comb Wills was still away, so I had a blub­ber-flare lit at the head of the chan­nel.

			About 8 p.m. we heard a hail in the dis­tance. We could see noth­ing, but soon like a pale ghost out of the dark­ness came the boat, the faces of the men show­ing white in the glare of the fire. Wild ran her on the beach with the swell, and with­in a couple of minutes we had dragged her to a place of safety. I was wait­ing Wild’s re­port with keen anxi­ety, and my re­lief was great when he told me that he had dis­covered a sandy spit sev­en miles to the west, about 200 yds. long, run­ning out at right angles to the coast and ter­min­at­ing at the sea­ward end in a mass of rock. A long snow-slope joined the spit at the shore end, and it seemed pos­sible that a “dugout” could be made in the snow. The spit, in any case, would be a great im­prove­ment on our nar­row beach. Wild ad­ded that the place he de­scribed was the only pos­sible camp­ing-ground he had seen. Bey­ond, to the west and south­w­est, lay a frown­ing line of cliffs and gla­ciers, sheer to the wa­ter’s edge. He thought that in very heavy gales either from the south­w­est or east the spit would be spray-blown, but that the seas would not ac­tu­ally break over it. The boats could be run up on a shelving beach.

			After hear­ing this good news I was eager to get away from the beach camp. The wind when blow­ing was fa­vour­able for the run along the coast. The weath­er had been fine for two days and a change might come at any hour. I told all hands that we would make a start early on the fol­low­ing morn­ing. A newly killed seal provided a lux­uri­ous sup­per of steak and blub­ber, and then we slept com­fort­ably till the dawn.

			The morn­ing of April 17 came fine and clear. The sea was smooth, but in the off­ing we could see a line of pack, which seemed to be ap­proach­ing. We had no­ticed already pack and bergs be­ing driv­en by the cur­rent to the east and then some­times com­ing back with a rush to the west. The cur­rent ran as fast as five miles an hour, and it was a set of this kind that had delayed Wild on his re­turn from the spit. The rise and fall of the tide was only about five feet at this time, but the moon was mak­ing for full and the tides were in­creas­ing. The ap­pear­ance of ice em­phas­ized the im­port­ance of get­ting away promptly. It would be a ser­i­ous mat­ter to be prisoned on the beach by the pack. The boats were soon afloat in the shal­lows, and after a hur­ried break­fast all hands worked hard get­ting our gear and stores aboard. A mis­hap be­fell us when we were launch­ing the boats. We were us­ing oars as rollers, and three of these were broken, leav­ing us short for the jour­ney that had still to be un­der­taken. The pre­par­a­tions took longer than I had ex­pec­ted; in­deed, there seemed to be some re­luct­ance on the part of sev­er­al men to leave the bar­ren safety of the little beach and ven­ture once more on the ocean. But the move was im­per­at­ive, and by 11 a.m. we were away, the James Caird lead­ing. Just as we roun­ded the small is­land oc­cu­pied by the ringed pen­guins the “wil­ly­waw” swooped down from the 2,000 ft. cliffs be­hind us, a her­ald of the south­erly gale that was to spring up with­in half an hour.

			Soon we were strain­ing at the oars with the gale on our bows. Nev­er had we found a more severe task. The wind shif­ted from the south to the south­w­est, and the short­age of oars be­came a ser­i­ous mat­ter. The James Caird, be­ing the heav­iest boat, had to keep a full com­ple­ment of row­ers, while the Dud­ley Dock­er and the Stan­comb Wills went short and took turns us­ing the odd oar. A big swell was thun­der­ing against the cliffs and at times we were al­most driv­en on to the rocks by swirl­ing green wa­ters. We had to keep close in­shore in or­der to avoid be­ing em­broiled in the ra­ging sea, which was lashed snow-white and quickened by the furi­ous squalls in­to a liv­ing mass of sprays. After two hours of strenu­ous la­bour we were al­most ex­hausted, but we were for­tu­nate enough to find com­par­at­ive shel­ter be­hind a point of rock. Over­head towered the sheer cliffs for hun­dreds of feet, the seabirds that fluttered from the cran­nies of the rock dwarfed by the height. The boats rose and fell in the big swell, but the sea was not break­ing in our little haven, and we res­ted there while we ate our cold ra­tion. Some of the men had to stand by the oars in or­der to pole the boats off the cliff-face.

			After half an hour’s pause I gave the or­der to start again. The Dud­ley Dock­er was pulling with three oars, as the Stan­comb Wills had the odd one, and she fell away to lee­ward in a par­tic­u­larly heavy squall. I anxiously watched her bat­tling up against wind and sea. It would have been use­less to take the James Caird back to the as­sist­ance of the Dud­ley Dock­er since we were hard pressed to make any pro­gress ourselves in the heav­ier boat. The only thing was to go ahead and hope for the best. All hands were wet to the skin again and many men were feel­ing the cold severely. We forged on slowly and passed in­side a great pil­lar of rock stand­ing out to sea and tower­ing to a height of about 2,400 ft. A line of reef stretched between the shore and this pil­lar, and I thought as we ap­proached that we would have to face the ra­ging sea out­side; but a break in the white surf re­vealed a gap in the reef and we la­boured through, with the wind driv­ing clouds of spray on our port beam. The Stan­comb Wills fol­lowed safely. In the sting­ing spray I lost sight of the Dud­ley Dock­er al­to­geth­er. It was ob­vi­ous she would have to go out­side the pil­lar as she was mak­ing so much lee­way, but I could not see what happened to her and I dared not pause. It was a bad time. At last, about 5 p.m., the James Caird and the Stan­comb Wills reached com­par­at­ively calm wa­ter and we saw Wild’s beach just ahead of us. I looked back vainly for the Dud­ley Dock­er.

			Rocks stud­ded the shal­low wa­ter round the spit and the sea surged amongst them. I ordered the Stan­comb Wills to run on to the beach at the place that looked smoothest, and in a few mo­ments the first boat was ashore, the men jump­ing out and hold­ing her against the re­ced­ing wave. Im­me­di­ately I saw she was safe I ran the James Caird in. Some of us scrambled up the beach through the fringe of the surf and slipped the paint­er round a rock, so as to hold the boat against the back­wash. Then we began to get the stores and gear out, work­ing like men pos­sessed, for the boats could not be pulled up till they had been emp­tied. The blub­ber-stove was quickly alight and the cook began to pre­pare a hot drink. We were la­bour­ing at the boats when I no­ticed Ricken­son turn white and stag­ger in the surf. I pulled him out of reach of the wa­ter and sent him up to the stove, which had been placed in the shel­ter of some rocks. McIl­roy went to him and found that his heart had been tem­por­ar­ily un­equal to the strain placed upon it. He was in a bad way and needed prompt med­ic­al at­ten­tion. There are some men who will do more than their share of work and who will at­tempt more than they are phys­ic­ally able to ac­com­plish. Ricken­son was one of these eager souls. He was suf­fer­ing, like many oth­er mem­bers of the Ex­ped­i­tion, from bad salt­water boils. Our wrists, arms, and legs were at­tacked. Ap­par­ently this in­flic­tion was due to con­stant soak­ing with sea­wa­ter, the chaf­ing of wet clothes, and ex­pos­ure.

			I was very anxious about the Dud­ley Dock­er, and my eyes as well as my thoughts were turned east­ward as we car­ried the stores ashore; but with­in half an hour the miss­ing boat ap­peared, la­bour­ing through the spume-white sea, and presently she reached the com­par­at­ive calm of the bay. We watched her com­ing with that sense of re­lief that the mar­iner feels when he crosses the har­bour-bar. The tide was go­ing out rap­idly, and Wors­ley lightened the Dud­ley Dock­er by pla­cing some cases on an out­er rock, where they were re­trieved sub­sequently. Then he beached his boat, and with many hands at work we soon had our be­long­ings ashore and our three craft above high-wa­ter mark. The spit was by no means an ideal camp­ing-ground; it was rough, bleak, and in­hos­pit­able—just an acre or two of rock and shingle, with the sea foam­ing around it ex­cept where the snow-slope, run­ning up to a gla­ci­er, formed the land­ward bound­ary. But some of the lar­ger rocks provided a meas­ure of shel­ter from the wind, and as we clustered round the blub­ber-stove, with the ac­rid smoke blow­ing in­to our faces, we were quite a cheer­ful com­pany. After all, an­oth­er stage of the home­ward jour­ney had been ac­com­plished and we could af­ford to for­get for an hour the prob­lems of the fu­ture. Life was not so bad. We ate our even­ing meal while the snow drif­ted down from the sur­face of the gla­ci­er, and our chilled bod­ies grew warm. Then we dried a little to­bacco at the stove and en­joyed our pipes be­fore we crawled in­to our tents. The snow had made it im­possible for us to find the tide-line and we were un­cer­tain how far the sea was go­ing to en­croach upon our beach. I pitched my tent on the sea­ward side of the camp so that I might have early warn­ing of danger, and, sure enough, about 2 a.m. a little wave forced its way un­der the tent-cloth. This was a prac­tic­al demon­stra­tion that we had not gone far enough back from the sea, but in the semi­d­ark­ness it was dif­fi­cult to see where we could find safety. Per­haps it was for­tu­nate that ex­per­i­ence had in­ured us to the un­pleas­ant­ness of sud­den forced changes of camp. We took down the tents and re-pitched them close against the high rocks at the sea­ward end of the spit, where large boulders made an un­com­fort­able rest­ing-place. Snow was fall­ing heav­ily. Then all hands had to as­sist in pulling the boats farther up the beach, and at this task we suffered a ser­i­ous mis­for­tune. Two of our four bags of cloth­ing had been placed un­der the bilge of the James Caird, and be­fore we real­ized the danger a wave had lif­ted the boat and car­ried the two bags back in­to the surf. We had no chance of re­cov­er­ing them. This ac­ci­dent did not com­plete the tale of the night’s mis­for­tunes. The big eight-man tent was blown to pieces in the early morn­ing. Some of the men who had oc­cu­pied it took refuge in oth­er tents, but sev­er­al re­mained in their sleep­ing-bags un­der the frag­ments of cloth un­til it was time to turn out.

			A south­erly gale was blow­ing on the morn­ing of April 18 and the drift­ing snow was cov­er­ing everything. The out­look was cheer­less in­deed, but much work had to be done and we could not yield to the de­sire to re­main in the sleep­ing-bags. Some sea-ele­phants were ly­ing about the beach above high-wa­ter mark, and we killed sev­er­al of the young­er ones for their meat and blub­ber. The big tent could not be re­placed, and in or­der to provide shel­ter for the men we turned the Dud­ley Dock­er up­side down and wedged up the weath­er side with boulders. We also lashed the paint­er and stern-rope round the heav­iest rocks we could find, so as to guard against the danger of the boat be­ing moved by the wind. The two bags of cloth­ing were bob­bing about amid the brash and gla­ci­er-ice to the wind­ward side of the spit, and it did not seem pos­sible to reach them. The gale con­tin­ued all day, and the fine drift from the sur­face of the gla­ci­er was ad­ded to the big flakes of snow fall­ing from the sky. I made a care­ful ex­am­in­a­tion of the spit with the ob­ject of as­cer­tain­ing its pos­sib­il­it­ies as a camp­ing-ground. Ap­par­ently, some of the beach lay above high-wa­ter mark and the rocks that stood above the shingle gave a meas­ure of shel­ter. It would be pos­sible to mount the snow-slope to­wards the gla­ci­er in fine weath­er, but I did not push my ex­plor­a­tion in that dir­ec­tion dur­ing the gale. At the sea­ward end of the spit was the mass of rock already men­tioned. A few thou­sand ringed pen­guins, with some gentoos, were on these rocks, and we had noted this fact with a great deal of sat­is­fac­tion at the time of our land­ing. The ringed pen­guin is by no means the best of the pen­guins from the point of view of the hungry trav­el­ler, but it rep­res­ents food. At 8 a.m. that morn­ing I no­ticed the ringed pen­guins mus­ter­ing in or­derly fash­ion close to the wa­ter’s edge, and thought that they were pre­par­ing for the daily fish­ing ex­cur­sion; but presently it be­came ap­par­ent that some im­port­ant move was on foot. They were go­ing to mi­grate, and with their de­par­ture much valu­able food would pass bey­ond our reach. Hur­riedly we armed ourselves with pieces of sledge-run­ner and oth­er im­pro­vised clubs, and star­ted to­wards the rook­ery. We were too late. The lead­ers gave their squawk of com­mand and the columns took to the sea in un­broken ranks. Fol­low­ing their lead­ers, the pen­guins dived through the surf and re­appeared in the heav­ing wa­ter bey­ond. A very few of the weak­er birds took fright and made their way back to the beach, where they fell vic­tims later to our needs; but the main army went north­wards and we saw them no more. We feared that the gentoo pen­guins might fol­low the ex­ample of their ringed cous­ins, but they stayed with us; ap­par­ently they had not the mi­grat­ory habit. They were com­par­at­ively few in num­ber, but from time to time they would come in from the sea and walk up our beach. The gentoo is the most strongly marked of all the smal­ler vari­et­ies of pen­guins as far as col­our­ing is con­cerned, and it far sur­passes the ad­e­lie in weight of legs and breast, the points that par­tic­u­larly ap­pealed to us.

			The deser­ted rook­ery was sure to be above high-wa­ter mark at all times; and we moun­ted the rocky ledge in search of a place to pitch our tents. The pen­guins knew bet­ter than to rest where the sea could reach them even when the highest tide was sup­por­ted by the strongest gale. The dis­ad­vant­ages of a camp on the rook­ery were ob­vi­ous. The smell was strong, to put it mildly, and was not likely to grow less pro­nounced when the warmth of our bod­ies thawed the sur­face. But our choice of places was not wide, and that af­ter­noon we dug out a site for two tents in the debris of the rook­ery, lev­el­ling it off with snow and rocks. My tent, No. 1, was pitched close un­der the cliff, and there dur­ing my stay on Ele­phant Is­land I lived. Crean’s tent was close by, and the oth­er three tents, which had fairly clean snow un­der them, were some yards away. The fifth tent was a ram­shackle af­fair. The ma­ter­i­al of the torn eight-man tent had been drawn over a rough frame­work of oars, and shel­ter of a kind provided for the men who oc­cu­pied it.

			The ar­range­ment of our camp, the check­ing of our gear, the killing and skin­ning of seals and sea-ele­phants oc­cu­pied us dur­ing the day, and we took to our sleep­ing-bags early. I and my com­pan­ions in No. 1 tent were not destined to spend a pleas­ant night. The heat of our bod­ies soon melted the snow and re­fuse be­neath us and the floor of the tent be­came an evil smelling yel­low mud. The snow drift­ing from the cliff above us weighted the sides of the tent, and dur­ing the night a par­tic­u­larly stormy gust brought our little home down on top of us. We stayed un­der­neath the snow-laden cloth till the morn­ing, for it seemed a hope­less busi­ness to set about re-pitch­ing the tent amid the storm that was ra­ging in the dark­ness of the night.

			The weath­er was still bad on the morn­ing of April 19. Some of the men were show­ing signs of de­mor­al­iz­a­tion. They were dis­in­clined to leave the tents when the hour came for turn­ing out, and it was ap­par­ent they were think­ing more of the dis­com­forts of the mo­ment than of the good for­tune that had brought us to sound ground and com­par­at­ive safety. The con­di­tion of the gloves and headgear shown me by some dis­cour­aged men il­lus­trated the pro­ver­bi­al care­less­ness of the sail­or. The art­icles had frozen stiff dur­ing the night, and the own­ers con­sidered, it ap­peared, that this state of af­fairs provided them with a griev­ance, or at any rate gave them the right to grumble. They said they wanted dry clothes and that their health would not ad­mit of their do­ing any work. Only by rather drastic meth­ods were they in­duced to turn to. Frozen gloves and hel­mets un­doubtedly are very un­com­fort­able, and the prop­er thing is to keep these art­icles thawed by pla­cing them in­side one’s shirt dur­ing the night.

			The south­erly gale, bring­ing with it much snow, was so severe that as I went along the beach to kill a seal I was blown down by a gust. The cook­ing-pots from No. 2 tent took a fly­ing run in­to the sea at the same mo­ment. A case of pro­vi­sions which had been placed on them to keep them safe had been cap­sized by a squall. These pots, for­tu­nately, were not es­sen­tial, since nearly all our cook­ing was done over the blub­ber-stove. The gal­ley was set up by the rocks close to my tent, in a hole we had dug through the debris of the pen­guin rook­ery. Cases of stores gave some shel­ter from the wind and a spread sail kept some of the snow off the cook when he was at work. He had not much idle time. The amount of seal and sea-ele­phant steak and blub­ber con­sumed by our hungry party was al­most in­cred­ible. He did not lack as­sist­ance—the neigh­bour­hood of the blub­ber-stove had at­trac­tions for every mem­ber of the party; but he earned every­body’s grat­it­ude by his un­flag­ging en­ergy in pre­par­ing meals that to us at least were sa­voury and sat­is­fy­ing. Frankly, we needed all the com­fort that the hot food could give us. The icy fin­gers of the gale searched every cranny of our beach and pushed re­lent­lessly through our worn gar­ments and tattered tents. The snow, drift­ing from the gla­ci­er and fall­ing from the skies, swathed us and our gear and set traps for our stum­bling feet. The rising sea beat against the rocks and shingle and tossed frag­ments of floe-ice with­in a few feet of our boats. Once dur­ing the morn­ing the sun shone through the ra­cing clouds and we had a glimpse of blue sky; but the prom­ise of fair weath­er was not re­deemed. The con­sol­ing fea­ture of the situ­ation was that our camp was safe. We could en­dure the dis­com­forts, and I felt that all hands would be be­nefited by the op­por­tun­ity for rest and re­cu­per­a­tion.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Boat Jour­ney

			
			The in­creas­ing sea made it ne­ces­sary for us to drag the boats farther up the beach. This was a task for all hands, and after much la­bour we got the boats in­to safe po­s­i­tions among the rocks and made fast the paint­ers to big boulders. Then I dis­cussed with Wild and Wors­ley the chances of reach­ing South Geor­gia be­fore the winter locked the seas against us. Some ef­fort had to be made to se­cure re­lief. Priva­tion and ex­pos­ure had left their mark on the party, and the health and men­tal con­di­tion of sev­er­al men were caus­ing me ser­i­ous anxi­ety. Black­bor­row’s feet, which had been frost­bit­ten dur­ing the boat jour­ney, were in a bad way, and the two doc­tors feared that an op­er­a­tion would be ne­ces­sary. They told me that the toes would have to be am­pu­tated un­less an­im­a­tion could be re­stored with­in a short peri­od. Then the food-sup­ply was a vi­tal con­sid­er­a­tion. We had left ten cases of pro­vi­sions in the crevice of the rocks at our first camp­ing-place on the is­land. An ex­am­in­a­tion of our stores showed that we had full ra­tions for the whole party for a peri­od of five weeks. The ra­tions could be spread over three months on a re­duced al­low­ance and prob­ably would be sup­ple­men­ted by seals and sea-ele­phants to some ex­tent. I did not dare to count with full con­fid­ence on sup­plies of meat and blub­ber, for the an­im­als seemed to have deser­ted the beach and the winter was near. Our stocks in­cluded three seals and two and a half skins (with blub­ber at­tached). We were mainly de­pend­ent on the blub­ber for fuel, and, after mak­ing a pre­lim­in­ary sur­vey of the situ­ation, I de­cided that the party must be lim­ited to one hot meal a day.

			A boat jour­ney in search of re­lief was ne­ces­sary and must not be delayed. That con­clu­sion was forced upon me. The nearest port where as­sist­ance could cer­tainly be se­cured was Port Stan­ley, in the Falk­land Is­lands, 540 miles away, but we could scarcely hope to beat up against the pre­vail­ing north­west­erly wind in a frail and weakened boat with a small sail area. South Geor­gia was over 800 miles away, but lay in the area of the west winds, and I could count upon find­ing whalers at any of the whal­ing-sta­tions on the east coast. A boat party might make the voy­age and be back with re­lief with­in a month, provided that the sea was clear of ice and the boat sur­vive the great seas. It was not dif­fi­cult to de­cide that South Geor­gia must be the ob­ject­ive, and I pro­ceeded to plan ways and means. The haz­ards of a boat jour­ney across 800 miles of stormy sub-Ant­arc­tic ocean were ob­vi­ous, but I cal­cu­lated that at worst the ven­ture would add noth­ing to the risks of the men left on the is­land. There would be few­er mouths to feed dur­ing the winter and the boat would not re­quire to take more than one month’s pro­vi­sions for six men, for if we did not make South Geor­gia in that time we were sure to go un­der. A con­sid­er­a­tion that had weight with me was that there was no chance at all of any search be­ing made for us on Ele­phant Is­land.

			The case re­quired to be ar­gued in some de­tail, since all hands knew that the per­ils of the pro­posed jour­ney were ex­treme. The risk was jus­ti­fied solely by our ur­gent need of as­sist­ance. The ocean south of Cape Horn in the middle of May is known to be the most tem­pes­tu­ous storm-swept area of wa­ter in the world. The weath­er then is un­settled, the skies are dull and over­cast, and the gales are al­most un­ceas­ing. We had to face these con­di­tions in a small and weath­er-beaten boat, already strained by the work of the months that had passed. Wors­ley and Wild real­ized that the at­tempt must be made, and they both asked to be al­lowed to ac­com­pany me on the voy­age. I told Wild at once that he would have to stay be­hind. I re­lied upon him to hold the party to­geth­er while I was away and to make the best of his way to De­cep­tion Is­land with the men in the spring in the event of our fail­ure to bring help. Wors­ley I would take with me, for I had a very high opin­ion of his ac­cur­acy and quick­ness as a nav­ig­at­or, and es­pe­cially in the snap­ping and work­ing out of po­s­i­tions in dif­fi­cult cir­cum­stances—an opin­ion that was only en­hanced dur­ing the ac­tu­al jour­ney. Four oth­er men would be re­quired, and I de­cided to call for vo­lun­teers, al­though, as a mat­ter of fact, I pretty well knew which of the people I would se­lect. Crean I pro­posed to leave on the is­land as a right-hand man for Wild, but he begged so hard to be al­lowed to come in the boat that, after con­sulta­tion with Wild, I prom­ised to take him. I called the men to­geth­er, ex­plained my plan, and asked for vo­lun­teers. Many came for­ward at once. Some were not fit enough for the work that would have to be done, and oth­ers would not have been much use in the boat since they were not seasoned sail­ors, though the ex­per­i­ences of re­cent months en­titled them to some con­sid­er­a­tion as sea­far­ing men. McIl­roy and Mack­lin were both anxious to go but real­ized that their duty lay on the is­land with the sick men. They sug­ges­ted that I should take Black­bor­row in or­der that he might have shel­ter and warmth as quickly as pos­sible, but I had to veto this idea. It would be hard enough for fit men to live in the boat. In­deed, I did not see how a sick man, ly­ing help­less in the bot­tom of the boat, could pos­sibly sur­vive in the heavy weath­er we were sure to en­counter. I fi­nally se­lec­ted McNeish, Mc­Carthy, and Vin­cent in ad­di­tion to Wors­ley and Crean. The crew seemed a strong one, and as I looked at the men I felt con­fid­ence in­creas­ing.

			The de­cision made, I walked through the bliz­zard with Wors­ley and Wild to ex­am­ine the James Caird. The 20 ft. boat had nev­er looked big; she ap­peared to have shrunk in some mys­ter­i­ous way when I viewed her in the light of our new un­der­tak­ing. She was an or­din­ary ship’s whaler, fairly strong, but show­ing signs of the strains she had en­dured since the crush­ing of the En­dur­ance. Where she was holed in leav­ing the pack was, for­tu­nately, about the wa­ter­line and eas­ily patched. Stand­ing be­side her, we glanced at the fringe of the storm-swept, tu­mul­tu­ous sea that formed our path. Clearly, our voy­age would be a big ad­ven­ture. I called the car­penter and asked him if he could do any­thing to make the boat more sea­worthy. He first in­quired if he was to go with me, and seemed quite pleased when I said “Yes.” He was over fifty years of age and not al­to­geth­er fit, but he had a good know­ledge of sail­ing-boats and was very quick. Mc­Carthy said that he could con­trive some sort of cov­er­ing for the James Caird if he might use the lids of the cases and the four sledge-run­ners that we had lashed in­side the boat for use in the event of a land­ing on Gra­ham Land at Wil­helmina Bay. This bay, at one time the goal of our de­sire, had been left be­hind in the course of our drift, but we had re­tained the run­ners. The car­penter pro­posed to com­plete the cov­er­ing with some of our can­vas; and he set about mak­ing his plans at once.

			Noon had passed and the gale was more severe than ever. We could not pro­ceed with our pre­par­a­tions that day. The tents were suf­fer­ing in the wind and the sea was rising. We made our way to the snow-slope at the shore­ward end of the spit, with the in­ten­tion of dig­ging a hole in the snow large enough to provide shel­ter for the party. I had an idea that Wild and his men might camp there dur­ing my ab­sence, since it seemed im­possible that the tents could hold to­geth­er for many more days against the at­tacks of the wind; but an ex­am­in­a­tion of the spot in­dic­ated that any hole we could dig prob­ably would be filled quickly by the drift. At dark, about 5 p.m., we all turned in, after a sup­per con­sist­ing of a pan­ni­kin of hot milk, one of our pre­cious bis­cuits, and a cold pen­guin leg each.

			The gale was stronger than ever on the fol­low­ing morn­ing (April 20). No work could be done. Bliz­zard and snow, snow and bliz­zard, sud­den lulls and fierce re­turns. Dur­ing the lulls we could see on the far ho­ri­zon to the north­east bergs of all shapes and sizes driv­ing along be­fore the gale, and the sin­is­ter ap­pear­ance of the swift-mov­ing masses made us thank­ful in­deed that, in­stead of bat­tling with the storm amid the ice, we were re­quired only to face the drift from the gla­ciers and the in­land heights. The gusts might throw us off our feet, but at least we fell on sol­id ground and not on the rock­ing floes. Two seals came up on the beach that day, one of them with­in ten yards of my tent. So ur­gent was our need of food and blub­ber that I called all hands and or­gan­ized a line of beat­ers in­stead of simply walk­ing up to the seal and hit­ting it on the nose. We were pre­pared to fall upon this seal en masse if it at­temp­ted to es­cape. The kill was made with a pick-handle, and in a few minutes five days’ food and six days’ fuel were stowed in a place of safety among the boulders above high-wa­ter mark. Dur­ing this day the cook, who had worked well on the floe and through­out the boat jour­ney, sud­denly col­lapsed. I happened to be at the gal­ley at the mo­ment and saw him fall. I pulled him down the slope to his tent and pushed him in­to its shel­ter with or­ders to his tent-mates to keep him in his sleep­ing-bag un­til I al­lowed him to come out or the doc­tors said he was fit enough. Then I took out to re­place the cook one of the men who had ex­pressed a de­sire to lie down and die. The task of keep­ing the gal­ley fire alight was both dif­fi­cult and strenu­ous, and it took his thoughts away from the chances of im­me­di­ate dis­sol­u­tion. In fact, I found him a little later gravely con­cerned over the dry­ing of a nat­ur­ally not over-clean pair of socks which were hung up in close prox­im­ity to our even­ing milk. Oc­cu­pa­tion had brought his thoughts back to the or­din­ary cares of life.

			There was a lull in the bad weath­er on April 21, and the car­penter star­ted to col­lect ma­ter­i­al for the deck­ing of the James Caird. He fit­ted the mast of the Stan­comb Wills fore and aft in­side the James Caird as a ho­g­back and thus strengthened the keel with the ob­ject of pre­vent­ing our boat “hog­ging”—that is, buck­ling in heavy seas. He had not suf­fi­cient wood to provide a deck, but by us­ing the sledge-run­ners and box-lids he made a frame­work ex­tend­ing from the fore­castle aft to a well. It was a patched-up af­fair, but it provided a base for a can­vas cov­er­ing. We had a bolt of can­vas frozen stiff, and this ma­ter­i­al had to be cut and then thawed out over the blub­ber-stove, foot by foot, in or­der that it might be sewn in­to the form of a cov­er. When it had been nailed and screwed in­to po­s­i­tion it cer­tainly gave an ap­pear­ance of safety to the boat, though I had an un­easy feel­ing that it bore a strong like­ness to stage scenery, which may look like a gran­ite wall and is in fact noth­ing bet­ter than can­vas and lath. As events proved, the cov­er­ing served its pur­pose well. We cer­tainly could not have lived through the voy­age without it.

			An­oth­er fierce gale was blow­ing on April 22, in­ter­fer­ing with our pre­par­a­tions for the voy­age. The cook­er from No. 5 tent came adrift in a gust, and, al­though it was chased to the wa­ter’s edge, it dis­ap­peared for good. Black­bor­row’s feet were giv­ing him much pain, and McIl­roy and Mack­lin thought it would be ne­ces­sary for them to op­er­ate soon. They were un­der the im­pres­sion then that they had no chlo­ro­form, but they found some sub­sequently in the medi­cine-chest after we had left. Some cases of stores left on a rock off the spit on the day of our ar­rival were re­trieved dur­ing this day. We were set­ting aside stores for the boat jour­ney and choos­ing the es­sen­tial equip­ment from the scanty stock at our dis­pos­al. Two ten-gal­lon casks had to be filled with wa­ter melted down from ice col­lec­ted at the foot of the gla­ci­er. This was a rather slow busi­ness. The blub­ber-stove was kept go­ing all night, and the watch­men emp­tied the wa­ter in­to the casks from the pot in which the ice was melted. A work­ing party star­ted to dig a hole in the snow-slope about forty feet above sea-level with the ob­ject of provid­ing a site for a camp. They made fairly good pro­gress at first, but the snow drif­ted down un­ceas­ingly from the in­land ice, and in the end the party had to give up the pro­ject.

			The weath­er was fine on April 23, and we hur­ried for­ward our pre­par­a­tions. It was on this day I de­cided fi­nally that the crew for the James Caird should con­sist of Wors­ley, Crean, McNeish, Mc­Carthy, Vin­cent, and my­self. A storm came on about noon, with driv­ing snow and heavy squalls. Oc­ca­sion­ally the air would clear for a few minutes, and we could see a line of pack-ice, five miles out, driv­ing across from west to east. This sight in­creased my anxi­ety to get away quickly. Winter was ad­van­cing, and soon the pack might close com­pletely round the is­land and stay our de­par­ture for days or even for weeks, I did not think that ice would re­main around Ele­phant Is­land con­tinu­ously dur­ing the winter, since the strong winds and fast cur­rents would keep it in mo­tion. We had no­ticed ice and bergs, go­ing past at the rate of four or five knots. A cer­tain amount of ice was held up about the end of our spit, but the sea was clear where the boat would have to be launched.

			Wors­ley, Wild, and I climbed to the sum­mit of the sea­ward rocks and ex­amined the ice from a bet­ter vant­age-point than the beach offered. The belt of pack out­side ap­peared to be suf­fi­ciently broken for our pur­poses, and I de­cided that, un­less the con­di­tions for­bade it, we would make a start in the James Caird on the fol­low­ing morn­ing. Ob­vi­ously the pack might close at any time. This de­cision made, I spent the rest of the day look­ing over the boat, gear, and stores, and dis­cuss­ing plans with Wors­ley and Wild.

			Our last night on the sol­id ground of Ele­phant Is­land was cold and un­com­fort­able. We turned out at dawn and had break­fast. Then we launched the Stan­comb Wills and loaded her with stores, gear, and bal­last, which would be trans­ferred to the James Caird when the heav­ier boat had been launched. The bal­last con­sisted of bags made from blankets and filled with sand, mak­ing a total weight of about 1,000 lbs. In ad­di­tion we had gathered a num­ber of round boulders and about 250 lbs. of ice, which would sup­ple­ment our two casks of wa­ter.

			The stores taken in the James Caird, which would last six men for one month, were as fol­lows:

			
					
					30 boxes of matches.

				

					
					6½ gal­lons par­affin.

				

					
					1 tin methyl­ated spir­it.

				

					
					10 boxes of flamers.

				

					
					1 box of blue lights.

				

					
					2 Primus stoves with spare parts and prick­ers.

				

					
					1 Nansen alu­mini­um cook­er.

				

					
					6 sleep­ing-bags.

				

					
					A few spare socks.

				

					
					A few candles and some blub­ber-oil in an oil-bag.

				

			

			Food:

			
					
					3 cases sledging ra­tions = 300 ra­tions.

				

					
					2 cases nut food = 200 ra­tions.

				

					
					2 cases bis­cuits = 600 bis­cuits.

				

					
					1 case lump sug­ar.

				

					
					30 pack­ets of Tru­milk.

				

					
					1 tin of Bov­ril cubes.

				

					
					1 tin of Cerebos salt.

				

					
					36 gal­lons of wa­ter.

				

					
					250 lbs. of ice.

				

			

			In­stru­ments:

			
					
					Sex­tant.

				

					
					Sea-an­chor.

				

					
					Bin­ocu­lars.

				

					
					Charts.

				

					
					Pris­mat­ic com­pass.

				

					
					An­er­oid.

				

			

			The swell was slight when the Stan­comb Wills was launched and the boat got un­der way without any dif­fi­culty; but half an hour later, when we were pulling down the James Caird, the swell in­creased sud­denly. Ap­par­ently the move­ment of the ice out­side had made an open­ing and al­lowed the sea to run in without be­ing blanketed by the line of pack. The swell made things dif­fi­cult. Many of us got wet to the waist while drag­ging the boat out—a ser­i­ous mat­ter in that cli­mate. When the James Caird was afloat in the surf she nearly cap­sized among the rocks be­fore we could get her clear, and Vin­cent and the car­penter, who were on the deck, were thrown in­to the wa­ter. This was really bad luck, for the two men would have small chance of dry­ing their clothes after we had got un­der way. Hur­ley, who had the eye of the pro­fes­sion­al pho­to­graph­er for “in­cid­ents,” se­cured a pic­ture of the up­set, and I firmly be­lieve that he would have liked the two un­for­tu­nate men to re­main in the wa­ter un­til he could get a “snap” at close quar­ters; but we hauled them out im­me­di­ately, re­gard­less of his feel­ings.

			The James Caird was soon clear of the break­ers. We used all the avail­able ropes as a long paint­er to pre­vent her drift­ing away to the north­east, and then the Stan­comb Wills came along­side, trans­ferred her load, and went back to the shore for more. As she was be­ing beached this time the sea took her stern and half filled her with wa­ter. She had to be turned over and emp­tied be­fore the re­turn jour­ney could be made. Every mem­ber of the crew of the Stan­comb Wills was wet to the skin. The wa­ter-casks were towed be­hind the Stan­comb Wills on this second jour­ney, and the swell, which was in­creas­ing rap­idly, drove the boat on to the rocks, where one of the casks was slightly stove in. This ac­ci­dent proved later to be a ser­i­ous one, since some sea­wa­ter had entered the cask and the con­tents were now brack­ish.

			By mid­day the James Caird was ready for the voy­age. Vin­cent and the car­penter had se­cured some dry clothes by ex­change with mem­bers of the shore party (I heard af­ter­wards that it was a full fort­night be­fore the soaked gar­ments were fi­nally dried), and the boat’s crew was stand­ing by wait­ing for the or­der to cast off. A mod­er­ate west­erly breeze was blow­ing. I went ashore in the Stan­comb Wills and had a last word with Wild, who was re­main­ing in full com­mand, with dir­ec­tions as to his course of ac­tion in the event of our fail­ure to bring re­lief, but I prac­tic­ally left the whole situ­ation and scope of ac­tion and de­cision to his own judg­ment, se­cure in the know­ledge that he would act wisely. I told him that I trus­ted the party to him and said good­bye to the men. Then we pushed off for the last time, and with­in a few minutes I was aboard the James Caird. The crew of the Stan­comb Wills shook hands with us as the boats bumped to­geth­er and offered us the last good wishes. Then, set­ting our jib, we cut the paint­er and moved away to the north­east. The men who were stay­ing be­hind made a pathet­ic little group on the beach, with the grim heights of the is­land be­hind them and the sea seeth­ing at their feet, but they waved to us and gave three hearty cheers. There was hope in their hearts and they trus­ted us to bring the help that they needed.

			I had all sails set, and the James Caird quickly dipped the beach and its line of dark fig­ures. The west­erly wind took us rap­idly to the line of pack, and as we entered it I stood up with my arm around the mast, dir­ect­ing the steer­ing, so as to avoid the great lumps of ice that were flung about in the heave of the sea. The pack thickened and we were forced to turn al­most due east, run­ning be­fore the wind to­wards a gap I had seen in the morn­ing from the high ground. I could not see the gap now, but we had come out on its bear­ing and I was pre­pared to find that it had been in­flu­enced by the east­erly drift. At four o’clock in the af­ter­noon we found the chan­nel, much nar­row­er than it had seemed in the morn­ing but still nav­ig­able. Drop­ping sail, we rowed through without touch­ing the ice any­where, and by 5:30 p.m. we were clear of the pack with open wa­ter be­fore us. We passed one more piece of ice in the dark­ness an hour later, but the pack lay be­hind, and with a fair wind swell­ing the sails we steered our little craft through the night, our hopes centred on our dis­tant goal. The swell was very heavy now, and when the time came for our first even­ing meal we found great dif­fi­culty in keep­ing the Primus lamp alight and pre­vent­ing the hoosh splash­ing out of the pot. Three men were needed to at­tend to the cook­ing, one man hold­ing the lamp and two men guard­ing the alu­mini­um cook­ing-pot, which had to be lif­ted clear of the Primus whenev­er the move­ment of the boat threatened to cause a dis­aster. Then the lamp had to be pro­tec­ted from wa­ter, for sprays were com­ing over the bows and our flimsy deck­ing was by no means wa­ter­tight. All these op­er­a­tions were con­duc­ted in the con­fined space un­der the deck­ing, where the men lay or knelt and ad­jus­ted them­selves as best they could to the angles of our cases and bal­last. It was un­com­fort­able, but we found con­sol­a­tion in the re­flec­tion that without the deck­ing we could not have used the cook­er at all.

			The tale of the next six­teen days is one of su­preme strife amid heav­ing wa­ters. The sub-Ant­arc­tic Ocean lived up to its evil winter repu­ta­tion. I de­cided to run north for at least two days while the wind held and so get in­to warm­er weath­er be­fore turn­ing to the east and lay­ing a course for South Geor­gia. We took two-hourly spells at the tiller. The men who were not on watch crawled in­to the sod­den sleep­ing-bags and tried to for­get their troubles for a peri­od; but there was no com­fort in the boat. The bags and cases seemed to be alive in the un­fail­ing knack of present­ing their most un­com­fort­able angles to our rest-seek­ing bod­ies. A man might ima­gine for a mo­ment that he had found a po­s­i­tion of ease, but al­ways dis­covered quickly that some un­yield­ing point was impinging on muscle or bone. The first night aboard the boat was one of acute dis­com­fort for us all, and we were heart­ily glad when the dawn came and we could set about the pre­par­a­tion of a hot break­fast.

			This re­cord of the voy­age to South Geor­gia is based upon scanty notes made day by day. The notes dealt usu­ally with the bare facts of dis­tances, po­s­i­tions, and weath­er, but our memor­ies re­tained the in­cid­ents of the passing days in a peri­od nev­er to be for­got­ten. By run­ning north for the first two days I hoped to get warm­er weath­er and also to avoid lines of pack that might be ex­tend­ing bey­ond the main body. We needed all the ad­vant­age that we could ob­tain from the high­er lat­it­ude for sail­ing on the great circle, but we had to be cau­tious re­gard­ing pos­sible ice-streams. Cramped in our nar­row quar­ters and con­tinu­ally wet by the spray, we suffered severely from cold through­out the jour­ney. We fought the seas and the winds and at the same time had a daily struggle to keep ourselves alive. At times we were in dire per­il. Gen­er­ally we were up­held by the know­ledge that we were mak­ing pro­gress to­wards the land where we would be, but there were days and nights when we lay hove to, drift­ing across the storm-whitened seas and watch­ing with eyes in­ter­ested rather than ap­pre­hens­ive the up­rear­ing masses of wa­ter, flung to and fro by Nature in the pride of her strength. Deep seemed the val­leys when we lay between the reel­ing seas. High were the hills when we perched mo­ment­ar­ily on the tops of gi­ant combers. Nearly al­ways there were gales. So small was our boat and so great were the seas that of­ten our sail flapped idly in the calm between the crests of two waves. Then we would climb the next slope and catch the full fury of the gale where the wool-like white­ness of the break­ing wa­ter surged around us. We had our mo­ments of laughter—rare, it is true, but hearty enough. Even when cracked lips and swollen mouths checked the out­ward and vis­ible signs of amuse­ment we could see a joke of the prim­it­ive kind. Man’s sense of hu­mour is al­ways most eas­ily stirred by the petty mis­for­tunes of his neigh­bours, and I shall nev­er for­get Wors­ley’s ef­forts on one oc­ca­sion to place the hot alu­mini­um stand on top of the Primus stove after it had fallen off in an ex­tra heavy roll. With his frost­bit­ten fin­gers he picked it up, dropped it, picked it up again, and toyed with it gingerly as though it were some fra­gile art­icle of lady’s wear. We laughed, or rather gurgled with laughter.

			The wind came up strong and worked in­to a gale from the north­w­est on the third day out. We stood away to the east. The in­creas­ing seas dis­covered the weak­nesses of our deck­ing. The con­tinu­ous blows shif­ted the box-lids and sledge-run­ners so that the can­vas sagged down and ac­cu­mu­lated wa­ter. Then icy trickles, dis­tinct from the driv­ing sprays, poured fore and aft in­to the boat. The nails that the car­penter had ex­trac­ted from cases at Ele­phant Is­land and used to fasten down the bat­tens were too short to make firm the deck­ing. We did what we could to se­cure it, but our means were very lim­ited, and the wa­ter con­tin­ued to enter the boat at a dozen points. Much bal­ing was ne­ces­sary, and noth­ing that we could do pre­ven­ted our gear from be­com­ing sod­den. The search­ing run­nels from the can­vas were really more un­pleas­ant than the sud­den def­in­ite douches of the sprays. Ly­ing un­der the thwarts dur­ing watches be­low, we tried vainly to avoid them. There were no dry places in the boat, and at last we simply covered our heads with our Bur­berrys and en­dured the all-per­vad­ing wa­ter. The bal­ing was work for the watch. Real rest we had none. The per­petu­al mo­tion of the boat made re­pose im­possible; we were cold, sore, and anxious. We moved on hands and knees in the semi­d­ark­ness of the day un­der the deck­ing. The dark­ness was com­plete by 6 p.m., and not un­til 7 a.m. of the fol­low­ing day could we see one an­oth­er un­der the thwarts. We had a few scraps of candle, and they were pre­served care­fully in or­der that we might have light at meal­times. There was one fairly dry spot in the boat, un­der the sol­id ori­gin­al deck­ing at the bows, and we man­aged to pro­tect some of our bis­cuit from the salt wa­ter; but I do not think any of us got the taste of salt out of our mouths dur­ing the voy­age.

			The dif­fi­culty of move­ment in the boat would have had its hu­mor­ous side if it had not in­volved us in so many aches and pains. We had to crawl un­der the thwarts in or­der to move along the boat, and our knees suffered con­sid­er­ably. When watch turned out it was ne­ces­sary for me to dir­ect each man by name when and where to move, since if all hands had crawled about at the same time the res­ult would have been dire con­fu­sion and many bruises. Then there was the trim of the boat to be con­sidered. The or­der of the watch was four hours on and four hours off, three men to the watch. One man had the tiller-ropes, the second man at­ten­ded to the sail, and the third baled for all he was worth. Some­times when the wa­ter in the boat had been re­duced to reas­on­able pro­por­tions, our pump could be used. This pump, which Hur­ley had made from the Flinder’s bar case of our ship’s stand­ard com­pass, was quite ef­fect­ive, though its ca­pa­city was not large. The man who was at­tend­ing the sail could pump in­to the big out­er cook­er, which was lif­ted and emp­tied over­board when filled. We had a device by which the wa­ter could go dir­ect from the pump in­to the sea through a hole in the gun­wale, but this hole had to be blocked at an early stage of the voy­age, since we found that it ad­mit­ted wa­ter when the boat rolled.

			While a new watch was shiv­er­ing in the wind and spray, the men who had been re­lieved groped hur­riedly among the soaked sleep­ing-bags and tried to steal a little of the warmth cre­ated by the last oc­cu­pants; but it was not al­ways pos­sible for us to find even this com­fort when we went off watch. The boulders that we had taken aboard for bal­last had to be shif­ted con­tinu­ally in or­der to trim the boat and give ac­cess to the pump, which be­came choked with hairs from the moult­ing sleep­ing-bags and fin­neskoe. The four reindeer-skin sleep­ing-bags shed their hair freely ow­ing to the con­tinu­ous wet­ting, and soon be­came quite bald in ap­pear­ance. The mov­ing of the boulders was weary and pain­ful work. We came to know every one of the stones by sight and touch, and I have vivid memor­ies of their an­gu­lar pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies even today. They might have been of con­sid­er­able in­terest as geo­lo­gic­al spe­ci­mens to a sci­entif­ic man un­der hap­pi­er con­di­tions. As bal­last they were use­ful. As weights to be moved about in cramped quar­ters they were simply ap­palling. They spared no por­tion of our poor bod­ies. An­oth­er of our troubles, worth men­tion here, was the chaf­ing of our legs by our wet clothes, which had not been changed now for sev­en months. The in­sides of our thighs were rubbed raw, and the one tube of Hazeline cream in our medi­cine-chest did not go far in al­le­vi­at­ing our pain, which was in­creased by the bite of the salt wa­ter. We thought at the time that we nev­er slept. The fact was that we would doze off un­com­fort­ably, to be aroused quickly by some new ache or an­oth­er call to ef­fort. My own share of the gen­er­al un­pleas­ant­ness was ac­cen­tu­ated by a finely de­veloped bout of sci­at­ica. I had be­come pos­sessor of this ori­gin­ally on the floe sev­er­al months earli­er.

			Our meals were reg­u­lar in spite of the gales. At­ten­tion to this point was es­sen­tial, since the con­di­tions of the voy­age made in­creas­ing calls upon our vi­tal­ity. Break­fast, at 8 a.m., con­sisted of a pan­ni­kin of hot hoosh made from Bov­ril sledging ra­tion, two bis­cuits, and some lumps of sug­ar. Lunch came at 1 p.m., and com­prised Bov­ril sledging ra­tion, eaten raw, and a pan­ni­kin of hot milk for each man. Tea, at 5 p.m., had the same menu. Then dur­ing the night we had a hot drink, gen­er­ally of milk. The meals were the bright beacons in those cold and stormy days. The glow of warmth and com­fort pro­duced by the food and drink made op­tim­ists of us all. We had two tins of Vir­ol, which we were keep­ing for an emer­gency; but, find­ing ourselves in need of an oil-lamp to eke out our sup­ply of candles, we emp­tied one of the tins in the man­ner that most ap­pealed to us, and fit­ted it with a wick made by shred­ding a bit of can­vas. When this lamp was filled with oil it gave a cer­tain amount of light, though it was eas­ily blown out, and was of great as­sist­ance to us at night. We were fairly well off as re­garded fuel, since we had 6½ gal­lons of pet­ro­leum.

			A severe south­west­erly gale on the fourth day out forced us to heave to. I would have liked to have run be­fore the wind, but the sea was very high and the James Caird was in danger of broach­ing to and swamp­ing. The delay was vex­a­tious, since up to that time we had been mak­ing sixty or sev­enty miles a day, good go­ing with our lim­ited sail area. We hove to un­der double-reefed main­sail and our little jig­ger, and waited for the gale to blow it­self out. Dur­ing that af­ter­noon we saw bits of wreck­age, the re­mains prob­ably of some un­for­tu­nate ves­sel that had failed to weath­er the strong gales south of Cape Horn. The weath­er con­di­tions did not im­prove, and on the fifth day out the gale was so fierce that we were com­pelled to take in the double-reefed main­sail and hoist our small jib in­stead. We put out a sea-an­chor to keep the James Caird’s head up to the sea. This an­chor con­sisted of a tri­an­gu­lar can­vas bag fastened to the end of the paint­er and al­lowed to stream out from the bows. The boat was high enough to catch the wind, and, as she drif­ted to lee­ward, the drag of the an­chor kept her head to wind­ward. Thus our boat took most of the seas more or less end on. Even then the crests of the waves of­ten would curl right over us and we shipped a great deal of wa­ter, which ne­ces­sit­ated un­ceas­ing bal­ing and pump­ing. Look­ing out abeam, we would see a hol­low like a tun­nel formed as the crest of a big wave toppled over on to the swell­ing body of wa­ter. A thou­sand times it ap­peared as though the James Caird must be en­gulfed; but the boat lived. The south­west­erly gale had its birth­place above the Ant­arc­tic Con­tin­ent, and its freez­ing breath lowered the tem­per­at­ure far to­wards zero. The sprays froze upon the boat and gave bows, sides, and deck­ing a heavy coat of mail. This ac­cu­mu­la­tion of ice re­duced the buoy­ancy of the boat, and to that ex­tent was an ad­ded per­il; but it pos­sessed a not­able ad­vant­age from one point of view. The wa­ter ceased to drop and trickle from the can­vas, and the spray came in solely at the well in the after part of the boat. We could not al­low the load of ice to grow bey­ond a cer­tain point, and in turns we crawled about the deck­ing for­ward, chip­ping and pick­ing at it with the avail­able tools.

			When day­light came on the morn­ing of the sixth day out we saw and felt that the James Caird had lost her re­si­li­ency. She was not rising to the on­com­ing seas. The weight of the ice that had formed in her and upon her dur­ing the night was hav­ing its ef­fect, and she was be­com­ing more like a log than a boat. The situ­ation called for im­me­di­ate ac­tion. We first broke away the spare oars, which were en­cased in ice and frozen to the sides of the boat, and threw them over­board. We re­tained two oars for use when we got in­shore. Two of the fur sleep­ing-bags went over the side; they were thor­oughly wet, weigh­ing prob­ably 40 lbs. each, and they had frozen stiff dur­ing the night. Three men con­sti­tuted the watch be­low, and when a man went down it was bet­ter to turn in­to the wet bag just va­cated by an­oth­er man than to thaw out a frozen bag with the heat of his un­for­tu­nate body. We now had four bags, three in use and one for emer­gency use in case a mem­ber of the party should break down per­man­ently. The re­duc­tion of weight re­lieved the boat to some ex­tent, and vig­or­ous chip­ping and scrap­ing did more. We had to be very care­ful not to put axe or knife through the frozen can­vas of the deck­ing as we crawled over it, but gradu­ally we got rid of a lot of ice. The James Caird lif­ted to the end­less waves as though she lived again.

			About 11 a.m. the boat sud­denly fell off in­to the trough of the sea. The paint­er had par­ted and the sea-an­chor had gone. This was ser­i­ous. The James Caird went away to lee­ward, and we had no chance at all of re­cov­er­ing the an­chor and our valu­able rope, which had been our only means of keep­ing the boat’s head up to the seas without the risk of hoist­ing sail in a gale. Now we had to set the sail and trust to its hold­ing. While the James Caird rolled heav­ily in the trough, we beat the frozen can­vas un­til the bulk of the ice had cracked off it and then hois­ted it. The frozen gear worked protest­ingly, but after a struggle our little craft came up to the wind again, and we breathed more freely. Skin frost­bites were troub­ling us, and we had de­veloped large blisters on our fin­gers and hands. I shall al­ways carry the scar of one of these frost­bites on my left hand, which be­came badly in­flamed after the skin had burst and the cold had bit­ten deeply.

			We held the boat up to the gale dur­ing that day, en­dur­ing as best we could dis­com­forts that amoun­ted to pain. The boat tossed in­ter­min­ably on the big waves un­der grey, threat­en­ing skies. Our thoughts did not em­brace much more than the ne­ces­sit­ies of the hour. Every surge of the sea was an en­emy to be watched and cir­cum­ven­ted. We ate our scanty meals, treated our frost­bites, and hoped for the im­proved con­di­tions that the mor­row might bring. Night fell early, and in the lag­ging hours of dark­ness we were cheered by a change for the bet­ter in the weath­er. The wind dropped, the snow-squalls be­came less fre­quent, and the sea mod­er­ated. When the morn­ing of the sev­enth day dawned there was not much wind. We shook the reef out of the sail and laid our course once more for South Geor­gia. The sun came out bright and clear, and presently Wors­ley got a snap for lon­git­ude. We hoped that the sky would re­main clear un­til noon, so that we could get the lat­it­ude. We had been six days out without an ob­ser­va­tion, and our dead reck­on­ing nat­ur­ally was un­cer­tain. The boat must have presen­ted a strange ap­pear­ance that morn­ing. All hands basked in the sun. We hung our sleep­ing-bags to the mast and spread our socks and oth­er gear all over the deck. Some of the ice had melted off the James Caird in the early morn­ing after the gale began to slack­en; and dry patches were ap­pear­ing in the deck­ing. Por­poises came blow­ing round the boat, and Cape pi­geons wheeled and swooped with­in a few feet of us. These little black-and-white birds have an air of friend­li­ness that is not pos­sessed by the great circ­ling al­batross. They had looked grey against the sway­ing sea dur­ing the storm as they dar­ted about over our heads and uttered their plaint­ive cries. The al­batrosses, of the black or sooty vari­ety, had watched with hard, bright eyes, and seemed to have a quite im­per­son­al in­terest in our struggle to keep afloat amid the bat­ter­ing seas. In ad­di­tion to the Cape pi­geons an oc­ca­sion­al stormy pet­rel flashed over­head. Then there was a small bird, un­known to me, that ap­peared al­ways to be in a fussy, bust­ling state, quite out of keep­ing with the sur­round­ings. It ir­rit­ated me. It had prac­tic­ally no tail, and it flit­ted about vaguely as though in search of the lost mem­ber. I used to find my­self wish­ing it would find its tail and have done with the silly flut­ter­ing.

			We rev­elled in the warmth of the sun that day. Life was not so bad, after all. We felt we were well on our way. Our gear was dry­ing, and we could have a hot meal in com­par­at­ive com­fort. The swell was still heavy, but it was not break­ing and the boat rode eas­ily. At noon Wors­ley bal­anced him­self on the gun­wale and clung with one hand to the stay of the main­mast while he got a snap of the sun. The res­ult was more than en­cour­aging. We had done over 380 miles and were get­ting on for halfway to South Geor­gia. It looked as though we were go­ing to get through.

			The wind freshened to a good stiff breeze dur­ing the af­ter­noon, and the James Caird made sat­is­fact­ory pro­gress. I had not real­ized un­til the sun­light came how small our boat really was. There was some in­flu­ence in the light and warmth, some hint of hap­pi­er days, that made us re­vive memor­ies of oth­er voy­ages, when we had stout decks be­neath our feet, un­lim­ited food at our com­mand, and pleas­ant cab­ins for our ease. Now we clung to a battered little boat, “alone, alone—all, all alone; alone on a wide, wide sea.” So low in the wa­ter were we that each suc­ceed­ing swell cut off our view of the sky­line. We were a tiny speck in the vast vista of the sea—the ocean that is open to all and mer­ci­ful to none, that threatens even when it seems to yield, and that is piti­less al­ways to weak­ness. For a mo­ment the con­scious­ness of the forces ar­rayed against us would be al­most over­whelm­ing. Then hope and con­fid­ence would rise again as our boat rose to a wave and tossed aside the crest in a spark­ling shower like the play of pris­mat­ic col­ours at the foot of a wa­ter­fall. My double-bar­relled gun and some cart­ridges had been stowed aboard the boat as an emer­gency pre­cau­tion against a short­age of food, but we were not dis­posed to des­troy our little neigh­bours, the Cape pi­geons, even for the sake of fresh meat. We might have shot an al­batross, but the wan­der­ing king of the ocean aroused in us some­thing of the feel­ing that in­spired, too late, the An­cient Mar­iner. So the gun re­mained among the stores and sleep­ing-bags in the nar­row quar­ters be­neath our leak­ing deck, and the birds fol­lowed us un­mo­les­ted.

			The eighth, ninth, and tenth days of the voy­age had few fea­tures worthy of spe­cial note. The wind blew hard dur­ing those days, and the strain of nav­ig­at­ing the boat was un­ceas­ing, but al­ways we made some ad­vance to­wards our goal. No bergs showed on our ho­ri­zon, and we knew that we were clear of the ice-fields. Each day brought its little round of troubles, but also com­pens­a­tion in the form of food and grow­ing hope. We felt that we were go­ing to suc­ceed. The odds against us had been great, but we were win­ning through. We still suffered severely from the cold, for, though the tem­per­at­ure was rising, our vi­tal­ity was de­clin­ing ow­ing to short­age of food, ex­pos­ure, and the ne­ces­sity of main­tain­ing our cramped po­s­i­tions day and night. I found that it was now ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to pre­pare hot milk for all hands dur­ing the night, in or­der to sus­tain life till dawn. This meant light­ing the Primus lamp in the dark­ness and in­volved an in­creased drain on our small store of matches. It was the rule that one match must serve when the Primus was be­ing lit. We had no lamp for the com­pass and dur­ing the early days of the voy­age we would strike a match when the steers­man wanted to see the course at night; but later the ne­ces­sity for strict eco­nomy im­pressed it­self upon us, and the prac­tice of strik­ing matches at night was stopped. We had one wa­ter­tight tin of matches. I had stowed away in a pock­et, in read­i­ness for a sunny day, a lens from one of the tele­scopes, but this was of no use dur­ing the voy­age. The sun sel­dom shone upon us. The glass of the com­pass got broken one night, and we con­trived to mend it with ad­hes­ive tape from the medi­cine-chest. One of the memor­ies that comes to me from those days is of Crean singing at the tiller. He al­ways sang while he was steer­ing, and nobody ever dis­covered what the song was. It was devoid of tune and as mono­ton­ous as the chant­ing of a Buddhist monk at his pray­ers; yet some­how it was cheer­ful. In mo­ments of in­spir­a­tion Crean would at­tempt “The Wear­ing of the Green.”

			On the tenth night Wors­ley could not straight­en his body after his spell at the tiller. He was thor­oughly cramped, and we had to drag him be­neath the deck­ing and mas­sage him be­fore he could un­bend him­self and get in­to a sleep­ing-bag. A hard north­west­erly gale came up on the el­ev­enth day (May 5) and shif­ted to the south­w­est in the late af­ter­noon. The sky was over­cast and oc­ca­sion­al snow-squalls ad­ded to the dis­com­fort pro­duced by a tre­mend­ous cross-sea—the worst, I thought, that we had ex­per­i­enced. At mid­night I was at the tiller and sud­denly no­ticed a line of clear sky between the south and south­w­est. I called to the oth­er men that the sky was clear­ing, and then a mo­ment later I real­ized that what I had seen was not a rift in the clouds but the white crest of an enorm­ous wave. Dur­ing twenty-six years’ ex­per­i­ence of the ocean in all its moods I had not en­countered a wave so gi­gant­ic. It was a mighty up­heav­al of the ocean, a thing quite apart from the big white-capped seas that had been our tire­less en­emies for many days. I shouted, “For God’s sake, hold on! It’s got us!” Then came a mo­ment of sus­pense that seemed drawn out in­to hours. White surged the foam of the break­ing sea around us. We felt our boat lif­ted and flung for­ward like a cork in break­ing surf. We were in a seeth­ing chaos of tor­tured wa­ter; but some­how the boat lived through it, half-full of wa­ter, sag­ging to the dead weight and shud­der­ing un­der the blow. We baled with the en­ergy of men fight­ing for life, fling­ing the wa­ter over the sides with every re­cept­acle that came to our hands, and after ten minutes of un­cer­tainty we felt the boat re­new her life be­neath us. She floated again and ceased to lurch drunk­enly as though dazed by the at­tack of the sea. Earn­estly we hoped that nev­er again would we en­counter such a wave.

			The con­di­tions in the boat, un­com­fort­able be­fore, had been made worse by the de­luge of wa­ter. All our gear was thor­oughly wet again. Our cook­ing-stove had been float­ing about in the bot­tom of the boat, and por­tions of our last hoosh seemed to have per­meated everything. Not un­til 3 a.m., when we were all chilled al­most to the lim­it of en­dur­ance, did we man­age to get the stove alight and make ourselves hot drinks. The car­penter was suf­fer­ing par­tic­u­larly, but he showed grit and spir­it. Vin­cent had for the past week ceased to be an act­ive mem­ber of the crew, and I could not eas­ily ac­count for his col­lapse. Phys­ic­ally he was one of the strongest men in the boat. He was a young man, he had served on North Sea trawl­ers, and he should have been able to bear hard­ships bet­ter than Mc­Carthy, who, not so strong, was al­ways happy.

			The weath­er was bet­ter on the fol­low­ing day (May 6), and we got a glimpse of the sun. Wors­ley’s ob­ser­va­tion showed that we were not more than a hun­dred miles from the north­w­est corner of South Geor­gia. Two more days with a fa­vour­able wind and we would sight the prom­ised land. I hoped that there would be no delay, for our sup­ply of wa­ter was run­ning very low. The hot drink at night was es­sen­tial, but I de­cided that the daily al­low­ance of wa­ter must be cut down to half a pint per man. The lumps of ice we had taken aboard had gone long ago. We were de­pend­ent upon the wa­ter we had brought from Ele­phant Is­land, and our thirst was in­creased by the fact that we were now us­ing the brack­ish wa­ter in the break­er that had been slightly stove in in the surf when the boat was be­ing loaded. Some sea­wa­ter had entered at that time. Thirst took pos­ses­sion of us. I dared not per­mit the al­low­ance of wa­ter to be in­creased since an un­fa­vour­able wind might drive us away from the is­land and lengthen our voy­age by many days. Lack of wa­ter is al­ways the most severe priva­tion that men can be con­demned to en­dure, and we found, as dur­ing our earli­er boat voy­age, that the salt wa­ter in our cloth­ing and the salt spray that lashed our faces made our thirst grow quickly to a burn­ing pain. I had to be very firm in re­fus­ing to al­low any­one to an­ti­cip­ate the mor­row’s al­low­ance, which I was some­times begged to do. We did the ne­ces­sary work dully and hoped for the land. I had altered the course to the east so as to make sure of our strik­ing the is­land, which would have been im­possible to re­gain if we had run past the north­ern end. The course was laid on our scrap of chart for a point some thirty miles down the coast. That day and the fol­low­ing day passed for us in a sort of night­mare. Our mouths were dry and our tongues were swollen. The wind was still strong and the heavy sea forced us to nav­ig­ate care­fully, but any thought of our per­il from the waves was bur­ied be­neath the con­scious­ness of our ra­ging thirst. The bright mo­ments were those when we each re­ceived our one mug of hot milk dur­ing the long, bit­ter watches of the night. Things were bad for us in those days, but the end was com­ing. The morn­ing of May 8 broke thick and stormy, with squalls from the north­w­est. We searched the wa­ters ahead for a sign of land, and though we could see noth­ing more than had met our eyes for many days, we were cheered by a sense that the goal was near at hand. About ten o’clock that morn­ing we passed a little bit of kelp, a glad sig­nal of the prox­im­ity of land. An hour later we saw two shags sit­ting on a big mass of kelp, and knew then that we must be with­in ten or fif­teen miles of the shore. These birds are as sure an in­dic­a­tion of the prox­im­ity of land as a light­house is, for they nev­er ven­ture far to sea. We gazed ahead with in­creas­ing eager­ness, and at 12:30 p.m., through a rift in the clouds, Mc­Carthy caught a glimpse of the black cliffs of South Geor­gia, just four­teen days after our de­par­ture from Ele­phant Is­land. It was a glad mo­ment. Thirst-rid­den, chilled, and weak as we were, hap­pi­ness ir­ra­di­ated us. The job was nearly done.

			We stood in to­wards the shore to look for a land­ing-place, and presently we could see the green tus­sock-grass on the ledges above the surf-beaten rocks. Ahead of us and to the south, blind rollers showed the pres­ence of un­charted reefs along the coast. Here and there the hungry rocks were close to the sur­face, and over them the great waves broke, swirl­ing vi­ciously and spout­ing thirty and forty feet in­to the air. The rocky coast ap­peared to des­cend sheer to the sea. Our need of wa­ter and rest was well-nigh des­per­ate, but to have at­temp­ted a land­ing at that time would have been sui­cid­al. Night was draw­ing near, and the weath­er in­dic­a­tions were not fa­vour­able. There was noth­ing for it but to haul off till the fol­low­ing morn­ing, so we stood away on the star­board tack un­til we had made what ap­peared to be a safe off­ing. Then we hove to in the high west­erly swell. The hours passed slowly as we waited the dawn, which would her­ald, we fondly hoped, the last stage of our jour­ney. Our thirst was a tor­ment and we could scarcely touch our food; the cold seemed to strike right through our weakened bod­ies. At 5 a.m. the wind shif­ted to the north­w­est and quickly in­creased to one of the worst hur­ricanes any of us had ever ex­per­i­enced. A great cross-sea was run­ning and the wind simply shrieked as it tore the tops off the waves and con­ver­ted the whole sea­scape in­to a haze of driv­ing spray. Down in­to val­leys, up to toss­ing heights, strain­ing un­til her seams opened, swung our little boat, brave still but la­bour­ing heav­ily. We knew that the wind and set of the sea was driv­ing us ashore, but we could do noth­ing. The dawn showed us a storm-torn ocean, and the morn­ing passed without bring­ing us a sight of the land; but at 1 p.m., through a rift in the fly­ing mists, we got a glimpse of the huge crags of the is­land and real­ized that our po­s­i­tion had be­come des­per­ate. We were on a dead lee shore, and we could gauge our ap­proach to the un­seen cliffs by the roar of the break­ers against the sheer walls of rock. I ordered the double-reefed main­sail to be set in the hope that we might claw off, and this at­tempt in­creased the strain upon the boat. The James Caird was bump­ing heav­ily, and the wa­ter was pour­ing in every­where. Our thirst was for­got­ten in the real­iz­a­tion of our im­min­ent danger, as we baled un­ceas­ingly, and ad­jus­ted our weights from time to time; oc­ca­sion­al glimpses showed that the shore was near­er. I knew that An­newkow Is­land lay to the south of us, but our small and badly marked chart showed un­cer­tain reefs in the pas­sage between the is­land and the main­land, and I dared not trust it, though as a last re­sort we could try to lie un­der the lee of the is­land. The af­ter­noon wore away as we edged down the coast, with the thun­der of the break­ers in our ears. The ap­proach of even­ing found us still some dis­tance from An­newkow Is­land, and, dimly in the twi­light, we could see a snow-capped moun­tain loom­ing above us. The chance of sur­viv­ing the night, with the driv­ing gale and the im­plac­able sea for­cing us on to the lee shore, seemed small. I think most of us had a feel­ing that the end was very near. Just after 6 p.m., in the dark, as the boat was in the yeasty back­wash from the seas flung from this iron-bound coast, then, just when things looked their worst, they changed for the best. I have mar­velled of­ten at the thin line that di­vides suc­cess from fail­ure and the sud­den turn that leads from ap­par­ently cer­tain dis­aster to com­par­at­ive safety. The wind sud­denly shif­ted, and we were free once more to make an off­ing. Al­most as soon as the gale eased, the pin that locked the mast to the thwart fell out. It must have been on the point of do­ing this through­out the hur­ricane, and if it had gone noth­ing could have saved us; the mast would have snapped like a car­rot. Our back­stays had car­ried away once be­fore when iced up and were not too strongly fastened now. We were thank­ful in­deed for the mercy that had held that pin in its place through­out the hur­ricane.

			We stood off shore again, tired al­most to the point of apathy. Our wa­ter had long been fin­ished. The last was about a pint of hairy li­quid, which we strained through a bit of gauze from the medi­cine-chest. The pangs of thirst at­tacked us with re­doubled in­tens­ity, and I felt that we must make a land­ing on the fol­low­ing day at al­most any haz­ard. The night wore on. We were very tired. We longed for day. When at last the dawn came on the morn­ing of May 10 there was prac­tic­ally no wind, but a high cross-sea was run­ning. We made slow pro­gress to­wards the shore. About 8 a.m. the wind backed to the north­w­est and threatened an­oth­er blow. We had sighted in the mean­time a big in­dent­a­tion which I thought must be King Haakon Bay, and I de­cided that we must land there. We set the bows of the boat to­wards the bay and ran be­fore the freshen­ing gale. Soon we had angry reefs on either side. Great gla­ciers came down to the sea and offered no land­ing-place. The sea spouted on the reefs and thundered against the shore. About noon we sighted a line of jagged reef, like blackened teeth, that seemed to bar the en­trance to the bay. In­side, com­par­at­ively smooth wa­ter stretched eight or nine miles to the head of the bay. A gap in the reef ap­peared, and we made for it. But the fates had an­oth­er re­buff for us. The wind shif­ted and blew from the east right out of the bay. We could see the way through the reef, but we could not ap­proach it dir­ectly. That af­ter­noon we bore up, tack­ing five times in the strong wind. The last tack en­abled us to get through, and at last we were in the wide mouth of the bay. Dusk was ap­proach­ing. A small cove, with a boulder-strewn beach guarded by a reef, made a break in the cliffs on the south side of the bay, and we turned in that dir­ec­tion. I stood in the bows dir­ect­ing the steer­ing as we ran through the kelp and made the pas­sage of the reef. The en­trance was so nar­row that we had to take in the oars, and the swell was pil­ing it­self right over the reef in­to the cove; but in a minute or two we were in­side, and in the gath­er­ing dark­ness the James Caird ran in on a swell and touched the beach. I sprang ashore with the short paint­er and held on when the boat went out with the back­ward surge. When the James Caird came in again three of the men got ashore, and they held the paint­er while I climbed some rocks with an­oth­er line. A slip on the wet rocks twenty feet up nearly closed my part of the story just at the mo­ment when we were achiev­ing safety. A jagged piece of rock held me and at the same time bruised me sorely. How­ever, I made fast the line, and in a few minutes we were all safe on the beach, with the boat float­ing in the sur­ging wa­ter just off the shore. We heard a gurg­ling sound that was sweet mu­sic in our ears, and, peer­ing around, found a stream of fresh wa­ter al­most at our feet. A mo­ment later we were down on our knees drink­ing the pure, ice-cold wa­ter in long draughts that put new life in­to us. It was a splen­did mo­ment.
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			The next thing was to get the stores and bal­last out of the boat, in or­der that we might se­cure her for the night. We car­ried the stores and gear above high-wa­ter mark and threw out the bags of sand and the boulders that we knew so well. Then we at­temp­ted to pull the empty boat up the beach, and dis­covered by this ef­fort how weak we had be­come. Our united strength was not suf­fi­cient to get the James Caird clear of the wa­ter. Time after time we pulled to­geth­er, but without avail. I saw that it would be ne­ces­sary to have food and rest be­fore we beached the boat. We made fast a line to a heavy boulder and set a watch to fend the James Caird off the rocks of the beach. Then I sent Crean round to the left side of the cove, about thirty yards away, where I had no­ticed a little cave as we were run­ning in. He could not see much in the dark­ness, but re­por­ted that the place cer­tainly prom­ised some shel­ter. We car­ried the sleep­ing-bags round and found a mere hol­low in the rock-face, with a shingle floor slop­ing at a steep angle to the sea. There we pre­pared a hot meal, and when the food was fin­ished I ordered the men to turn in. The time was now about 8 p.m., and I took the first watch be­side the James Caird, which was still afloat in the toss­ing wa­ter just off the beach.

			Fend­ing the James Caird off the rocks in the dark­ness was awk­ward work. The boat would have bumped dan­ger­ously if al­lowed to ride in with the waves that drove in­to the cove. I found a flat rock for my feet, which were in a bad way ow­ing to cold, wet­ness, and lack of ex­er­cise in the boat, and dur­ing the next few hours I la­boured to keep the James Caird clear of the beach. Oc­ca­sion­ally I had to rush in­to the seeth­ing wa­ter. Then, as a wave re­ceded, I let the boat out on the alpine rope so as to avoid a sud­den jerk. The heavy paint­er had been lost when the sea-an­chor went adrift. The James Caird could be seen but dimly in the cove, where the high black cliffs made the dark­ness al­most com­plete, and the strain upon one’s at­ten­tion was great. After sev­er­al hours had passed I found that my de­sire for sleep was be­com­ing ir­res­ist­ible, and at 1 a.m. I called Crean. I could hear him groan­ing as he stumbled over the sharp rocks on his way down the beach. While he was tak­ing charge of the James Caird she got adrift, and we had some anxious mo­ments. For­tu­nately, she went across to­wards the cave and we se­cured her, un­harmed. The loss or de­struc­tion of the boat at this stage would have been a very ser­i­ous mat­ter, since we prob­ably would have found it im­possible to leave the cove ex­cept by sea. The cliffs and gla­ciers around offered no prac­tic­able path to­wards the head of the bay. I ar­ranged for one-hour watches dur­ing the re­mainder of the night and then took Crean’s place among the sleep­ing men and got some sleep be­fore the dawn came.

			The sea went down in the early hours of the morn­ing (May 11), and after sun­rise we were able to set about get­ting the boat ashore, first bra­cing ourselves for the task with an­oth­er meal. We were all weak still. We cut off the top­sides and took out all the mov­able gear. Then we waited for Byron’s “great ninth wave,” and when it lif­ted the James Caird in we held her and, by dint of great ex­er­tion, worked her round broad­side to the sea. Inch by inch we dragged her up un­til we reached the fringe of the tus­sock-grass and knew that the boat was above high-wa­ter mark. The rise of the tide was about five feet, and at spring tide the wa­ter must have reached al­most to the edge of the tus­sock-grass. The com­ple­tion of this job re­moved our im­me­di­ate anxi­et­ies, and we were free to ex­am­ine our sur­round­ings and plan the next move. The day was bright and clear.

			King Haakon Bay is an eight-mile sound pen­et­rat­ing the coast of South Geor­gia in an east­erly dir­ec­tion. We had no­ticed that the north­ern and south­ern sides of the sound were formed by steep moun­tain-ranges, their flanks fur­rowed by mighty gla­ciers, the out­lets of the great ice-sheet of the in­teri­or. It was ob­vi­ous that these gla­ciers and the pre­cip­it­ous slopes of the moun­tains barred our way in­land from the cove. We must sail to the head of the sound. Swirl­ing clouds and mist-wreaths had ob­scured our view of the sound when we were en­ter­ing, but glimpses of snow-slopes had giv­en us hope that an over­land jour­ney could be be­gun from that point. A few patches of very rough, tus­socky land, dot­ted with little tarns, lay between the gla­ciers along the foot of the moun­tains, which were heav­ily scarred with scree-slopes. Sev­er­al mag­ni­fi­cent peaks and crags gazed out across their snowy do­mains to the spark­ling wa­ters of the sound.
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			Our cove lay a little in­side the south­ern head­land of King Haakon Bay. A nar­row break in the cliffs, which were about a hun­dred feet high at this point, formed the en­trance to the cove. The cliffs con­tin­ued in­side the cove on each side and merged in­to a hill which des­cen­ded at a steep slope to the boulder beach. The slope, which car­ried tus­sock-grass, was not con­tinu­ous. It eased at two points in­to little peaty swamp ter­races dot­ted with frozen pools and drained by two small streams. Our cave was a re­cess in the cliff on the left-hand end of the beach. The rocky face of the cliff was un­der­cut at this point, and the shingle thrown up by the waves formed a steep slope, which we re­duced to about one in six by scrap­ing the stones away from the in­side. Later we strewed the rough floor with the dead, nearly dry un­der­leaves of the tus­sock-grass, so as to form a slightly soft bed for our sleep­ing-bags. Wa­ter had trickled down the face of the cliff and formed long icicles, which hung down in front of the cave to the length of about fif­teen feet. These icicles provided shel­ter, and when we had spread our sails be­low them, with the as­sist­ance of oars, we had quar­ters that, in the cir­cum­stances, had to be re­garded as reas­on­ably com­fort­able. The camp at least was dry, and we moved our gear there with con­fid­ence. We built a fire­place and ar­ranged our sleep­ing-bags and blankets around it. The cave was about 8 ft. deep and 12 ft. wide at the en­trance.

			While the camp was be­ing ar­ranged Crean and I climbed the tus­sock slope be­hind the beach and reached the top of a head­land over­look­ing the sound. There we found the nests of al­batrosses, and, much to our de­light, the nests con­tained young birds. The fledgelings were fat and lusty, and we had no hes­it­a­tion about de­cid­ing that they were destined to die at an early age. Our most press­ing anxi­ety at this stage was a short­age of fuel for the cook­er. We had ra­tions for ten more days, and we knew now that we could get birds for food; but if we were to have hot meals we must se­cure fuel. The store of pet­ro­leum car­ried in the boat was run­ning very low, and it seemed ne­ces­sary to keep some quant­ity for use on the over­land jour­ney that lay ahead of us. A sea-ele­phant or a seal would have provided fuel as well as food, but we could see none in the neigh­bour­hood. Dur­ing the morn­ing we star­ted a fire in the cave with wood from the top­sides of the boat, and though the dense smoke from the damp sticks in­flamed our tired eyes, the warmth and the pro­spect of hot food were ample com­pens­a­tion. Crean was cook that day, and I sug­ges­ted to him that he should wear his goggles, which he happened to have brought with him. The goggles helped him a great deal as he bent over the fire and ten­ded the stew. And what a stew it was! The young al­batrosses weighed about four­teen pounds each fresh killed, and we es­tim­ated that they weighed at least six pounds each when cleaned and dressed for the pot. Four birds went in­to the pot for six men, with a Bov­ril ra­tion for thick­en­ing. The flesh was white and suc­cu­lent, and the bones, not fully formed, al­most melted in our mouths. That was a mem­or­able meal. When we had eaten our fill, we dried our to­bacco in the em­bers of the fire and smoked con­ten­tedly. We made an at­tempt to dry our clothes, which were soaked with salt wa­ter, but did not meet with much suc­cess. We could not af­ford to have a fire ex­cept for cook­ing pur­poses un­til blub­ber or drift­wood had come our way.
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			The fi­nal stage of the jour­ney had still to be at­temp­ted. I real­ized that the con­di­tion of the party gen­er­ally, and par­tic­u­larly of McNeish and Vin­cent, would pre­vent us put­ting to sea again ex­cept un­der pres­sure of dire ne­ces­sity. Our boat, moreover, had been weakened by the cut­ting away of the top­sides, and I doubted if we could weath­er the is­land. We were still 150 miles away from Strom­ness whal­ing-sta­tion by sea. The al­tern­at­ive was to at­tempt the cross­ing of the is­land. If we could not get over, then we must try to se­cure enough food and fuel to keep us alive through the winter, but this pos­sib­il­ity was scarcely think­able. Over on Ele­phant Is­land twenty-two men were wait­ing for the re­lief that we alone could se­cure for them. Their plight was worse than ours. We must push on some­how. Sev­er­al days must elapse be­fore our strength would be suf­fi­ciently re­covered to al­low us to row or sail the last nine miles up to the head of the bay. In the mean­time we could make what pre­par­a­tions were pos­sible and dry our clothes by tak­ing ad­vant­age of every scrap of heat from the fires we lit for the cook­ing of our meals. We turned in early that night, and I re­mem­ber that I dreamed of the great wave and aroused my com­pan­ions with a shout of warn­ing as I saw with half-awakened eyes the tower­ing cliff on the op­pos­ite side of the cove. Shortly be­fore mid­night a gale sprang up sud­denly from the north­east with rain and sleet showers. It brought quant­it­ies of gla­ci­er-ice in­to the cove, and by 2 a.m. (May 12) our little har­bour was filled with ice, which surged to and fro in the swell and pushed its way on to the beach. We had sol­id rock be­neath our feet and could watch without anxi­ety. When day­light came rain was fall­ing heav­ily, and the tem­per­at­ure was the highest we had ex­per­i­enced for many months. The icicles over­hanging our cave were melt­ing down in streams and we had to move smartly when passing in and out lest we should be struck by fall­ing lumps. A frag­ment weigh­ing fif­teen or twenty pounds crashed down while we were hav­ing break­fast. We found that a big hole had been burned in the bot­tom of Wors­ley’s reindeer sleep­ing-bag dur­ing the night. Wors­ley had been awakened by a burn­ing sen­sa­tion in his feet, and had asked the men near him if his bag was all right; they looked and could see noth­ing wrong. We were all su­per­fi­cially frost­bit­ten about the feet, and this con­di­tion caused the ex­tremit­ies to burn pain­fully, while at the same time sen­sa­tion was lost in the skin. Wors­ley thought that the un­com­fort­able heat of his feet was due to the frost­bites, and he stayed in his bag and presently went to sleep again. He dis­covered when he turned out in the morn­ing that the tus­sock-grass which we had laid on the floor of the cave had smouldered out­wards from the fire and had ac­tu­ally burned a large hole in the bag be­neath his feet. For­tu­nately, his feet were not harmed.

			Our party spent a quiet day, at­tend­ing to cloth­ing and gear, check­ing stores, eat­ing and rest­ing. Some more of the young al­batrosses made a noble end in our pot. The birds were nest­ing on a small plat­eau above the right-hand end of our beach. We had pre­vi­ously dis­covered that when we were land­ing from the boat on the night of May 10 we had lost the rud­der. The James Caird had been bump­ing heav­ily astern as we were scram­bling ashore, and evid­ently the rud­der was then knocked off. A care­ful search of the beach and the rocks with­in our reach failed to re­veal the miss­ing art­icle. This was a ser­i­ous loss, even if the voy­age to the head of the sound could be made in good weath­er. At dusk the ice in the cove was rear­ing and crash­ing on the beach. It had forced up a ridge of stones close to where the James Caird lay at the edge of the tus­sock-grass. Some pieces of ice were driv­en right up to the can­vas wall at the front of our cave. Frag­ments lodged with­in two feet of Vin­cent, who had the low­est sleep­ing-place, and with­in four feet of our fire. Crean and Mc­Carthy had brought down six more of the young al­batrosses in the af­ter­noon, so we were well sup­plied with fresh food. The air tem­per­at­ure that night prob­ably was not lower than 38° or 40° F, and we were rendered un­com­fort­able in our cramped sleep­ing quar­ters by the un­ac­cus­tomed warmth. Our feel­ings to­wards our neigh­bours un­der­went a change. When the tem­per­at­ure was be­low 20° Fahr, we could not get too close to one an­oth­er—every man wanted to cuddle against his neigh­bour; but let the tem­per­at­ure rise a few de­grees and the warmth of an­oth­er man’s body ceased to be a bless­ing. The ice and the waves had a voice of men­ace that night, but I heard it only in my dreams.

			The bay was still filled with ice on the morn­ing of Sat­urday, May 13, but the tide took it all away in the af­ter­noon. Then a strange thing happened. The rud­der, with all the broad At­lantic to sail in and the coasts of two con­tin­ents to search for a rest­ing-place, came bob­bing back in­to our cove. With anxious eyes we watched it as it ad­vanced, re­ceded again, and then ad­vanced once more un­der the ca­pri­cious in­flu­ence of wind and wave. Near­er and near­er it came as we waited on the shore, oars in hand, and at last we were able to seize it. Surely a re­mark­able sal­vage! The day was bright and clear; our clothes were dry­ing and our strength was re­turn­ing. Run­ning wa­ter made a mu­sic­al sound down the tus­sock slope and among the boulders. We car­ried our blankets up the hill and tried to dry them in the breeze 300 ft. above sea-level. In the af­ter­noon we began to pre­pare the James Caird for the jour­ney to the head of King Haakon Bay. A noon ob­ser­va­tion on this day gave our lat­it­ude as 54° 10′ 47″ S., but ac­cord­ing to the Ger­man chart the po­s­i­tion should have been 54° 12′ S. Prob­ably Wors­ley’s ob­ser­va­tion was the more ac­cur­ate. We were able to keep the fire alight un­til we went to sleep that night, for while climb­ing the rocks above the cove I had seen at the foot of a cliff a broken spar, which had been thrown up by the waves. We could reach this spar by climb­ing down the cliff, and with a re­serve sup­ply of fuel thus in sight we could af­ford to burn the frag­ments of the James Caird’s top­sides more freely.

			Dur­ing the morn­ing of this day (May 13) Wors­ley and I tramped across the hills in a north­east­erly dir­ec­tion with the ob­ject of get­ting a view of the sound and pos­sibly gath­er­ing some in­form­a­tion that would be use­ful to us in the next stage of our jour­ney. It was ex­haust­ing work, but after cov­er­ing about 2½ miles in two hours, we were able to look east, up the bay. We could not see very much of the coun­try that we would have to cross in or­der to reach the whal­ing-sta­tion on the oth­er side of the is­land. We had passed sev­er­al brooks and frozen tarns, and at a point where we had to take to the beach on the shore of the sound we found some wreck­age—an 18 ft. pine-spar (prob­ably part of a ship’s top­mast), sev­er­al pieces of tim­ber, and a little mod­el of a ship’s hull, evid­ently a child’s toy. We wondered what tragedy that pi­ti­ful little plaything in­dic­ated. We en­countered also some gentoo pen­guins and a young sea-ele­phant, which Wors­ley killed.

			When we got back to the cave at 3 p.m., tired, hungry, but rather pleased with ourselves, we found a splen­did meal of stewed al­batross chick­en wait­ing for us. We had car­ried a quant­ity of blub­ber and the sea-ele­phant’s liv­er in our blouses, and we pro­duced our treas­ures as a sur­prise for the men. Rough climb­ing on the way back to camp had nearly per­suaded us to throw the stuff away, but we had held on (re­gard­less of the con­di­tion of our already sorely tried cloth­ing), and had our re­ward at the camp. The long bay had been a mag­ni­fi­cent sight, even to eyes that had dwelt on grandeur long enough and were hungry for the simple, fa­mil­i­ar things of every­day life. Its green-blue wa­ters were be­ing beaten to fury by the north­west­erly gale. The moun­tains, “stern peaks that dared the stars,” peered through the mists, and between them huge gla­ciers poured down from the great ice-slopes and fields that lay be­hind. We coun­ted twelve gla­ciers and heard every few minutes the re­ver­ber­at­ing roar caused by masses of ice calv­ing from the par­ent streams.

			On May 14 we made our pre­par­a­tions for an early start on the fol­low­ing day if the weath­er held fair. We ex­pec­ted to be able to pick up the re­mains of the sea-ele­phant on our way up the sound. All hands were re­cov­er­ing from the chaf­ing caused by our wet clothes dur­ing the boat jour­ney. The in­sides of our legs had suffered severely, and for some time after land­ing in the cove we found move­ment ex­tremely un­com­fort­able. We paid our last vis­it to the nests of the al­batrosses, which were situ­ated on a little un­du­lat­ing plat­eau above the cave amid tus­socks, snow-patches, and little frozen tarns. Each nest con­sisted of a mound over a foot high of tus­sock-grass, roots, and a little earth. The al­batross lays one egg and very rarely two. The chicks, which are hatched in Janu­ary, are fed on the nest by the par­ent birds for al­most sev­en months be­fore they take to the sea and fend for them­selves. Up to four months of age the chicks are beau­ti­ful white masses of downy fluff, but when we ar­rived on the scene their plumage was al­most com­plete. Very of­ten one of the par­ent birds was on guard near the nest. We did not en­joy at­tack­ing these birds, but our hun­ger knew no law. They tasted so very good and as­sisted our re­cu­per­a­tion to such an ex­tent that each time we killed one of them we felt a little less re­morse­ful.

			May 15 was a great day. We made our hoosh at 7:30 a.m. Then we loaded up the boat and gave her a fly­ing launch down the steep beach in­to the surf. Heavy rain had fallen in the night and a gusty north­west­erly wind was now blow­ing, with misty showers. The James Caird headed to the sea as if anxious to face the battle of the waves once more. We passed through the nar­row mouth of the cove with the ugly rocks and wav­ing kelp close on either side, turned to the east, and sailed mer­rily up the bay as the sun broke through the mists and made the toss­ing wa­ters sparkle around us. We were a curi­ous-look­ing party on that bright morn­ing, but we were feel­ing happy. We even broke in­to song, and, but for our Robin­son Cru­soe ap­pear­ance, a cas­u­al ob­serv­er might have taken us for a pic­nic party sail­ing in a Nor­we­gi­an fjord or one of the beau­ti­ful sounds of the west coast of New Zea­l­and. The wind blew fresh and strong, and a small sea broke on the coast as we ad­vanced. The surf was suf­fi­cient to have en­dangered the boat if we had at­temp­ted to land where the car­cass of the sea-ele­phant was ly­ing, so we de­cided to go on to the head of the bay without risk­ing any­thing, par­tic­u­larly as we were likely to find sea-ele­phants on the up­per beaches. The big creatures have a habit of seek­ing peace­ful quar­ters pro­tec­ted from the waves. We had hopes, too, of find­ing pen­guins. Our ex­pect­a­tion as far as the sea-ele­phants were con­cerned was not at fault. We heard the roar of the bulls as we neared the head of the bay, and soon af­ter­wards saw the great un­wieldy forms of the beasts ly­ing on a shelving beach to­wards the bay-head. We roun­ded a high, gla­ci­er-worn bluff on the north side, and at 12:30 p.m. we ran the boat ashore on a low beach of sand and pebbles, with tus­sock grow­ing above high-wa­ter mark. There were hun­dreds of sea-ele­phants ly­ing about, and our anxi­et­ies with re­gard to food dis­ap­peared. Meat and blub­ber enough to feed our party for years was in sight. Our land­ing-place was about a mile and a half west of the north­east corner of the bay. Just east of us was a gla­ci­er-snout end­ing on the beach but giv­ing a pas­sage to­wards the head of the bay, ex­cept at high wa­ter or when a very heavy surf was run­ning. A cold, drizz­ling rain had be­gun to fall, and we provided ourselves with shel­ter as quickly as pos­sible. We hauled the James Caird up above high­wa­ter mark and turned her over just to the lee or east side of the bluff. The spot was sep­ar­ated from the moun­tain­side by a low mo­rain­ic bank, rising twenty or thirty feet above sea-level. Soon we had con­ver­ted the boat in­to a very com­fort­able cab­in à la Peg­gotty, turf­ing it round with tus­socks, which we dug up with knives. One side of the James Caird res­ted on stones so as to af­ford a low en­trance, and when we had fin­ished she looked as though she had grown there. Mc­Carthy entered in­to this work with great spir­it. A sea-ele­phant provided us with fuel and meat, and that even­ing found a well-fed and fairly con­ten­ted party at rest in Peg­gotty Camp.

			Our camp, as I have said, lay on the north side of King Haakon Bay near the head. Our path to­wards the whal­ing-sta­tions led round the sea­ward end of the snouted gla­ci­er on the east side of the camp and up a snow-slope that ap­peared to lead to a pass in the great Al­lardyce Range, which runs north­w­est and south­east and forms the main back­bone of South Geor­gia. The range dipped op­pos­ite the bay in­to a well-defined pass from east to west. An ice-sheet covered most of the in­teri­or, filling the val­leys and dis­guising the con­fig­ur­a­tions of the land, which, in­deed, showed only in big rocky ridges, peaks, and nun­ataks. When we looked up the pass from Peg­gotty Camp the coun­try to the left ap­peared to of­fer two easy paths through to the op­pos­ite coast, but we knew that the is­land was un­in­hab­ited at that point (Pos­ses­sion Bay). We had to turn our at­ten­tion farther east, and it was im­possible from the camp to learn much of the con­di­tions that would con­front us on the over­land jour­ney. I planned to climb to the pass and then be guided by the con­fig­ur­a­tion of the coun­try in the se­lec­tion of a route east­ward to Strom­ness Bay, where the whal­ing-sta­tions were es­tab­lished in the minor bays, Leith, Hus­vik, and Strom­ness. A range of moun­tains with pre­cip­it­ous slopes, for­bid­ding peaks, and large gla­ciers lay im­me­di­ately to the south of King Haakon Bay and seemed to form a con­tinu­ation of the main range. Between this sec­ond­ary range and the pass above our camp a great snow-up­land sloped up to the in­land ice-sheet and reached a rocky ridge that stretched athwart our path and seemed to bar the way. This ridge was a right-angled off­shoot from the main ridge. Its chief fea­tures were four rocky peaks with spaces between that looked from a dis­tance as though they might prove to be passes.

			The weath­er was bad on Tues­day, May 16, and we stayed un­der the boat nearly all day. The quar­ters were cramped but gave full pro­tec­tion from the weath­er, and we re­garded our little cab­in with a great deal of sat­is­fac­tion. Abund­ant meals of sea-ele­phant steak and liv­er in­creased our con­tent­ment. McNeish re­por­ted dur­ing the day that he had seen rats feed­ing on the scraps, but this in­ter­est­ing state­ment was not veri­fied. One would not ex­pect to find rats at such a spot, but there was a bare pos­sib­il­ity that they had landed from a wreck and man­aged to sur­vive the very rig­or­ous con­di­tions.

			A fresh west-south­west­erly breeze was blow­ing on the fol­low­ing morn­ing (Wed­nes­day, May 17), with misty squalls, sleet, and rain. I took Wors­ley with me on a pi­on­eer jour­ney to the west with the ob­ject of ex­amin­ing the coun­try to be tra­versed at the be­gin­ning of the over­land jour­ney. We went round the sea­ward end of the snouted gla­ci­er, and after tramp­ing about a mile over stony ground and snow-coated debris, we crossed some big ridges of scree and mo­raines. We found that there was good go­ing for a sledge as far as the north­east corner of the bay, but did not get much in­form­a­tion re­gard­ing the con­di­tions farther on ow­ing to the view be­com­ing ob­scured by a snow-squall. We waited a quarter of an hour for the weath­er to clear but were forced to turn back without hav­ing seen more of the coun­try. I had sat­is­fied my­self, how­ever, that we could reach a good snow-slope lead­ing ap­par­ently to the in­land ice. Wors­ley reckoned from the chart that the dis­tance from our camp to Hus­vik, on an east mag­net­ic course, was sev­en­teen geo­graph­ic­al miles, but we could not ex­pect to fol­low a dir­ect line. The car­penter star­ted mak­ing a sledge for use on the over­land jour­ney. The ma­ter­i­als at his dis­pos­al were lim­ited in quant­ity and scarcely suit­able in qual­ity.

			We over­hauled our gear on Thursday, May 18; and hauled our sledge to the lower edge of the snouted gla­ci­er. The vehicle proved heavy and cum­brous. We had to lift it empty over bare patches of rock along the shore, and I real­ized that it would be too heavy for three men to man­age amid the snow-plains, gla­ciers, and peaks of the in­teri­or. Wors­ley and Crean were com­ing with me, and after con­sulta­tion we de­cided to leave the sleep­ing-bags be­hind us and make the jour­ney in very light march­ing or­der. We would take three days’ pro­vi­sions for each man in the form of sledging ra­tion and bis­cuit. The food was to be packed in three sacks, so that each mem­ber of the party could carry his own sup­ply. Then we were to take the Primus lamp filled with oil, the small cook­er, the car­penter’s adze (for use as an ice-axe), and the alpine rope, which made a total length of fifty feet when knot­ted. We might have to lower ourselves down steep slopes or cross cre­vassed gla­ciers. The filled lamp would provide six hot meals, which would con­sist of sledging ra­tion boiled up with bis­cuit. There were two boxes of matches left, one full and the oth­er par­tially used. We left the full box with the men at the camp and took the second box, which con­tained forty-eight matches. I was un­for­tu­nate as re­garded foot­gear, since I had giv­en away my heavy Bur­berry boots on the floe, and had now a com­par­at­ively light pair in poor con­di­tion. The car­penter as­sisted me by put­ting sev­er­al screws in the sole of each boot with the ob­ject of provid­ing a grip on the ice. The screws came out of the James Caird.

			We turned in early that night, but sleep did not come to me. My mind was busy with the task of the fol­low­ing day. The weath­er was clear and the out­look for an early start in the morn­ing was good. We were go­ing to leave a weak party be­hind us in the camp. Vin­cent was still in the same con­di­tion, and he could not march. McNeish was pretty well broken up. The two men were not cap­able of man­aging for them­selves and Mc­Carthy must stay to look after them. He might have a dif­fi­cult task if we failed to reach the whal­ing sta­tion. The dis­tance to Hus­vik, ac­cord­ing to the chart, was no more than sev­en­teen geo­graph­ic­al miles in a dir­ect line, but we had very scanty know­ledge of the con­di­tions of the in­teri­or. No man had ever pen­et­rated a mile from the coast of South Geor­gia at any point, and the whalers I knew re­garded the coun­try as in­ac­cess­ible. Dur­ing that day, while we were walk­ing to the snouted gla­ci­er, we had seen three wild duck fly­ing to­wards the head of the bay from the east­ward. I hoped that the pres­ence of these birds in­dic­ated tus­sock-land and not snow­fields and gla­ciers in the in­teri­or, but the hope was not a very bright one.

			We turned out at 2 a.m. on the Fri­day morn­ing and had our hoosh ready an hour later. The full moon was shin­ing in a prac­tic­ally cloud­less sky, its rays re­flec­ted glor­i­ously from the pin­nacles and cre­vassed ice of the ad­ja­cent gla­ciers. The huge peaks of the moun­tains stood in bold re­lief against the sky and threw dark shad­ows on the wa­ters of the sound. There was no need for delay, and we made a start as soon as we had eaten our meal. McNeish walked about 200 yds with us; he could do no more. Then we said good­bye and he turned back to the camp. The first task was to get round the edge of the snouted gla­ci­er, which had points like fin­gers pro­ject­ing to­wards the sea. The waves were reach­ing the points of these fin­gers, and we had to rush from one re­cess to an­oth­er when the wa­ters re­ceded. We soon reached the east side of the gla­ci­er and no­ticed its great activ­ity at this point. Changes had oc­curred with­in the pre­ced­ing twenty-four hours. Some huge pieces had broken off, and the masses of mud and stone that were be­ing driv­en be­fore the ad­van­cing ice showed move­ment. The gla­ci­er was like a gi­gant­ic plough driv­ing ir­res­ist­ibly to­wards the sea.

			Ly­ing on the beach bey­ond the gla­ci­er was wreck­age that told of many ill-fated ships. We no­ticed stan­chions of teak­wood, lib­er­ally carved, that must have came from ships of the older type; iron-bound tim­bers with the iron al­most rus­ted through; battered bar­rels and all the usu­al debris of the ocean. We had dif­fi­culties and anxi­et­ies of our own, but as we passed that grave­yard of the sea we thought of the many tra­gedies writ­ten in the wave-worn frag­ments of lost ves­sels. We did not pause, and soon we were as­cend­ing a snow-slope head­ing due east on the last lap of our long trail.

			The snow-sur­face was dis­ap­point­ing. Two days be­fore we had been able to move rap­idly on hard, packed snow; now we sank over our ankles at each step and pro­gress was slow. After two hours’ steady climb­ing we were 2,500 ft. above sea-level. The weath­er con­tin­ued fine and calm, and as the ridges drew near­er and the west­ern coast of the is­land spread out be­low, the bright moon­light showed us that the in­teri­or was broken tre­mend­ously. High peaks, im­pass­able cliffs, steep snow-slopes, and sharply des­cend­ing gla­ciers were prom­in­ent fea­tures in all dir­ec­tions, with stretches of snow-plain over lay­ing the ice-sheet of the in­teri­or. The slope we were as­cend­ing moun­ted to a ridge and our course lay dir­ect to the top. The moon, which proved a good friend dur­ing this jour­ney, threw a long shad­ow at one point and told us that the sur­face was broken in our path. Warned in time, we avoided a huge hole cap­able of swal­low­ing an army. The bay was now about three miles away, and the con­tin­ued roar­ing of a big gla­ci­er at the head of the bay came to our ears. This gla­ci­er, which we had no­ticed dur­ing the stay at Peg­gotty Camp, seemed to be calv­ing al­most con­tinu­ously.

			I had hoped to get a view of the coun­try ahead of us from the top of the slope, but as the sur­face be­came more level be­neath our feet, a thick fog drif­ted down. The moon be­came ob­scured and pro­duced a dif­fused light that was more try­ing than dark­ness, since it il­lu­min­ated the fog without guid­ing our steps. We roped ourselves to­geth­er as a pre­cau­tion against holes, cre­vasses, and pre­cip­ices, and I broke trail through the soft snow. With al­most the full length of the rope between my­self and the last man we were able to steer an ap­prox­im­ately straight course, since, if I veered to the right or the left when march­ing in­to the blank wall of the fog, the last man on the rope could shout a dir­ec­tion. So, like a ship with its “port,” “star­board,” “steady,” we tramped through the fog for the next two hours.

			Then, as day­light came, the fog thinned and lif­ted, and from an el­ev­a­tion of about 3,000 ft. we looked down on what seemed to be a huge frozen lake with its farther shores still ob­scured by the fog. We hal­ted there to eat a bit of bis­cuit while we dis­cussed wheth­er we would go down and cross the flat sur­face of the lake, or keep on the ridge we had already reached. I de­cided to go down, since the lake lay on our course. After an hour of com­par­at­ively easy travel through the snow we no­ticed the thin be­gin­nings of cre­vasses. Soon they were in­creas­ing in size and show­ing frac­tures, in­dic­at­ing that we were trav­el­ling on a gla­ci­er. As the day­light brightened the fog dis­sip­ated; the lake could be seen more clearly, but still we could not dis­cov­er its east shore. A little later the fog lif­ted com­pletely, and then we saw that our lake stretched to the ho­ri­zon, and real­ized sud­denly that we were look­ing down upon the open sea on the east coast of the is­land. The slight pulsa­tion at the shore showed that the sea was not even frozen; it was the bad light that had de­ceived us. Evid­ently we were at the top of Pos­ses­sion Bay, and the is­land at that point could not be more than five miles across from the head of King Haakon Bay. Our rough chart was in­ac­cur­ate. There was noth­ing for it but to start up the gla­ci­er again. That was about sev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, and by nine o’clock we had more than re­covered our lost ground. We re­gained the ridge and then struck south­east, for the chart showed that two more bays in­den­ted the coast be­fore Strom­ness. It was com­fort­ing to real­ize that we would have the east­ern wa­ter in sight dur­ing our jour­ney, al­though we could see there was no way around the shore line ow­ing to steep cliffs and gla­ciers. Men lived in houses lit by elec­tric light on the east coast. News of the out­side world waited us there, and, above all, the east coast meant for us the means of res­cuing the twenty-two men we had left on Ele­phant Is­land.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Across South Geor­gia

			
			The sun rose in the sky with every ap­pear­ance of a fine day, and we grew warm­er as we toiled through the soft snow. Ahead of us lay the ridges and spurs of a range of moun­tains, the trans­verse range that we had no­ticed from the bay. We were trav­el­ling over a gently rising plat­eau, and at the end of an hour we found ourselves grow­ing un­com­fort­ably hot. Years be­fore, on an earli­er ex­ped­i­tion, I had de­clared that I would nev­er again growl at the heat of the sun, and my res­ol­u­tion had been strengthened dur­ing the boat jour­ney. I called it to mind as the sun beat fiercely on the blind­ing white snow-slope. After passing an area of cre­vasses we paused for our first meal. We dug a hole in the snow about three feet deep with the adze and put the Primus in­to it. There was no wind at the mo­ment, but a gust might come sud­denly. A hot hoosh was soon eaten and we plod­ded on to­wards a sharp ridge between two of the peaks already men­tioned. By 11 a.m. we were al­most at the crest. The slope had be­come pre­cip­it­ous and it was ne­ces­sary to cut steps as we ad­vanced. The adze proved an ex­cel­lent in­stru­ment for this pur­pose, a blow suf­fi­cing to provide a foothold. Anxiously but hope­fully I cut the last few steps and stood upon the razor­back, while the oth­er men held the rope and waited for my news. The out­look was dis­ap­point­ing. I looked down a sheer pre­cip­ice to a chaos of crumpled ice 1,500 ft. be­low. There was no way down for us. The coun­try to the east was a great snow up­land, slop­ing up­wards for a dis­tance of sev­en or eight miles to a height of over 4,000 ft. To the north it fell away steeply in gla­ciers in­to the bays, and to the south it was broken by huge out­falls from the in­land ice-sheet. Our path lay between the gla­ciers and the out­falls, but first we had to des­cend from the ridge on which we stood. Cut­ting steps with the adze, we moved in a lat­er­al dir­ec­tion round the base of a dolo­mite, which blocked our view to the north. The same pre­cip­ice con­fron­ted us. Away to the north­east there ap­peared to be a snow-slope that might give a path to the lower coun­try, and so we re­traced our steps down the long slope that had taken us three hours to climb. We were at the bot­tom in an hour. We were now feel­ing the strain of the un­ac­cus­tomed march­ing. We had done little walk­ing since Janu­ary and our muscles were out of tune. Skirt­ing the base of the moun­tain above us, we came to a gi­gant­ic bergschrund, a mile and a half long and 1,000 ft. deep. This tre­mend­ous gully, cut in the snow and ice by the fierce winds blow­ing round the moun­tain, was semi­cir­cu­lar in form, and it ended in a gentle in­cline. We passed through it, un­der the tower­ing pre­cip­ice of ice, and at the far end we had an­oth­er meal and a short rest. This was at 12:30 p.m. Half a pot of steam­ing Bov­ril ra­tion warmed us up, and when we marched again ice-in­clines at angles of 45 de­grees did not look quite as for­mid­able as be­fore.

			Once more we star­ted for the crest. After an­oth­er weary climb we reached the top. The snow lay thinly on blue ice at the ridge, and we had to cut steps over the last fifty yards. The same pre­cip­ice lay be­low, and my eyes searched vainly for a way down. The hot sun had loosened the snow, which was now in a treach­er­ous con­di­tion, and we had to pick our way care­fully. Look­ing back, we could see that a fog was rolling up be­hind us and meet­ing in the val­leys a fog that was com­ing up from the east. The creep­ing grey clouds were a plain warn­ing that we must get down to lower levels be­fore be­com­ing en­vel­oped.

			The ridge was stud­ded with peaks, which pre­ven­ted us get­ting a clear view either to the right or to the left. The situ­ation in this re­spect seemed no bet­ter at oth­er points with­in our reach, and I had to de­cide that our course lay back the way we had come. The af­ter­noon was wear­ing on and the fog was rolling up omin­ously from the west. It was of the ut­most im­port­ance for us to get down in­to the next val­ley be­fore dark. We were now up 4,500 ft. and the night tem­per­at­ure at that el­ev­a­tion would be very low. We had no tent and no sleep­ing-bags, and our clothes had en­dured much rough us­age and had weathered many storms dur­ing the last ten months. In the dis­tance, down the val­ley be­low us, we could see tus­sock-grass close to the shore, and if we could get down it might be pos­sible to dig out a hole in one of the lower snow­banks, line it with dry grass, and make ourselves fairly com­fort­able for the night. Back we went, and after a de­tour we reached the top of an­oth­er ridge in the fad­ing light. After a glance over the top I turned to the anxious faces of the two men be­hind me and said, “Come on, boys.” With­in a minute they stood be­side me on the ice-ridge. The sur­face fell away at a sharp in­cline in front of us, but it merged in­to a snow-slope. We could not see the bot­tom clearly ow­ing to mist and bad light, and the pos­sib­il­ity of the slope end­ing in a sheer fall oc­curred to us; but the fog that was creep­ing up be­hind al­lowed no time for hes­it­a­tion. We des­cen­ded slowly at first, cut­ting steps in the snow; then the sur­face be­came softer, in­dic­at­ing that the gradi­ent was less severe. There could be no turn­ing back now, so we un­roped and slid in the fash­ion of youth­ful days. When we stopped on a snow­bank at the foot of the slope we found that we had des­cen­ded at least 900 ft. in two or three minutes. We looked back and saw the grey fin­gers of the fog ap­pear­ing on the ridge, as though reach­ing after the in­truders in­to un­trod­den wilds. But we had es­caped.

			The coun­try to the east was an as­cend­ing snow up­land di­vid­ing the gla­ciers of the north coast from the out­falls of the south. We had seen from the top that our course lay between two huge masses of cre­vasses, and we thought that the road ahead lay clear. This be­lief and the in­creas­ing cold made us aban­don the idea of camp­ing. We had an­oth­er meal at 6 p.m. A little breeze made cook­ing dif­fi­cult in spite of the shel­ter provided for the cook­er by a hole. Crean was the cook, and Wors­ley and I lay on the snow to wind­ward of the lamp so as to break the wind with our bod­ies. The meal over, we star­ted up the long, gentle as­cent. Night was upon us, and for an hour we plod­ded along in al­most com­plete dark­ness, watch­ing war­ily for signs of cre­vasses. Then about 8 p.m. a glow which we had seen be­hind the jagged peaks re­solved it­self in­to the full moon, which rose ahead of us and made a sil­ver path­way for our feet. Along that path­way in the wake of the moon we ad­vanced in safety, with the shad­ows cast by the edges of cre­vasses show­ing black on either side of us. On­wards and up­wards through soft snow we marched, rest­ing now and then on hard patches which had re­vealed them­selves by glit­ter­ing ahead of us in the white light. By mid­night we were again at an el­ev­a­tion of about 4,000 ft. Still we were fol­low­ing the light, for as the moon swung round to­wards the north­east, our path curved in that dir­ec­tion. The friendly moon seemed to pi­lot our weary feet. We could have had no bet­ter guide. If in bright day­light we had made that march we would have fol­lowed the course that was traced for us that night.

			Mid­night found us ap­proach­ing the edge of a great snow­field, pierced by isol­ated nun­ataks which cast long shad­ows like black rivers across the white ex­panse. A gentle slope to the north­east lured our all-too-will­ing feet in that dir­ec­tion. We thought that at the base of the slope lay Strom­ness Bay. After we had des­cen­ded about 300 ft. a thin wind began to at­tack us. We had now been on the march for over twenty hours, only halt­ing for our oc­ca­sion­al meals. Wisps of cloud drove over the high peaks to the south­ward, warn­ing us that wind and snow were likely to come. After 1 a.m. we cut a pit in the snow, piled up loose snow around it, and star­ted the Primus again. The hot food gave us an­oth­er re­new­al of en­ergy. Wors­ley and Crean sang their old songs when the Primus was go­ing mer­rily. Laughter was in our hearts, though not on our parched and cracked lips.

			We were up and away again with­in half an hour, still down­ward to the coast. We felt al­most sure now that we were above Strom­ness Bay. A dark ob­ject down at the foot of the slope looked like Mut­ton Is­land, which lies off Hus­vik. I sup­pose our de­sires were giv­ing wings to our fan­cies, for we poin­ted out joy­fully vari­ous land­marks re­vealed by the now vag­rant light of the moon, whose friendly face was cloud-swept. Our high hopes were soon shattered. Cre­vasses warned us that we were on an­oth­er gla­ci­er, and soon we looked down al­most to the sea­ward edge of the great riv­en ice-mass. I knew there was no gla­ci­er in Strom­ness and real­ized that this must be For­tu­na Gla­ci­er. The dis­ap­point­ment was severe. Back we turned and tramped up the gla­ci­er again, not dir­ectly tra­cing our steps but work­ing at a tan­gent to the south­east. We were very tired.

			At 5 a.m. we were at the foot of the rocky spurs of the range. We were tired, and the wind that blew down from the heights was chilling us. We de­cided to get down un­der the lee of a rock for a rest. We put our sticks and the adze on the snow, sat down on them as close to one an­oth­er as pos­sible, and put our arms round each oth­er. The wind was bring­ing a little drift with it and the white dust lay on our clothes. I thought that we might be able to keep warm and have half an hour’s rest this way. With­in a minute my two com­pan­ions were fast asleep. I real­ized that it would be dis­astrous if we all slumbered to­geth­er, for sleep un­der such con­di­tions merges in­to death. After five minutes I shook them in­to con­scious­ness again, told them that they had slept for half an hour, and gave the word for a fresh start. We were so stiff that for the first two or three hun­dred yards we marched with our knees bent. A jagged line of peaks with a gap like a broken tooth con­fron­ted us. This was the ridge that runs in a south­erly dir­ec­tion from For­tu­na Bay, and our course east­ward to Strom­ness lay across it. A very steep slope led up to the ridge and an icy wind burst through the gap.

			We went through the gap at 6 a.m. with anxious hearts as well as weary bod­ies. If the farther slope had proved im­pass­able our situ­ation would have been al­most des­per­ate; but the worst was turn­ing to the best for us. The twis­ted, wave­like rock form­a­tions of Hus­vik Har­bour ap­peared right ahead in the open­ing of dawn. Without a word we shook hands with one an­oth­er. To our minds the jour­ney was over, though as a mat­ter of fact twelve miles of dif­fi­cult coun­try had still to be tra­versed. A gentle snow-slope des­cen­ded at our feet to­wards a val­ley that sep­ar­ated our ridge from the hills im­me­di­ately be­hind Hus­vik, and as we stood gaz­ing Wors­ley said sol­emnly, “Boss, it looks too good to be true!” Down we went, to be checked presently by the sight of wa­ter 2,500 ft. be­low. We could see the little wave-ripples on the black beach, pen­guins strut­ting to and fro, and dark ob­jects that looked like seals lolling lazily on the sand. This was an east­ern arm of For­tu­na Bay, sep­ar­ated by the ridge from the arm we had seen be­low us dur­ing the night. The slope we were tra­vers­ing ap­peared to end in a pre­cip­ice above this beach. But our re­vived spir­its were not to be damped by dif­fi­culties on the last stage of the jour­ney, and we camped cheer­fully for break­fast. Whilst Wors­ley and Crean were dig­ging a hole for the lamp and start­ing the cook­er I climbed a ridge above us, cut­ting steps with the adze, in or­der to se­cure an ex­ten­ded view of the coun­try be­low. At 6:30 a.m. I thought I heard the sound of a steam-whistle. I dared not be cer­tain, but I knew that the men at the whal­ing-sta­tion would be called from their beds about that time. Des­cend­ing to the camp I told the oth­ers, and in in­tense ex­cite­ment we watched the chro­no­met­er for sev­en o’clock, when the whalers would be summoned to work. Right to the minute the steam-whistle came to us, borne clearly on the wind across the in­ter­ven­ing miles of rock and snow. Nev­er had any one of us heard sweeter mu­sic. It was the first sound cre­ated by out­side hu­man agency that had come to our ears since we left Strom­ness Bay in Decem­ber 1914. That whistle told us that men were liv­ing near, that ships were ready, and that with­in a few hours we should be on our way back to Ele­phant Is­land to the res­cue of the men wait­ing there un­der the watch and ward of Wild. It was a mo­ment hard to de­scribe. Pain and ache, boat jour­neys, marches, hun­ger and fa­tigue seemed to be­long to the limbo of for­got­ten things, and there re­mained only the per­fect con­tent­ment that comes of work ac­com­plished.
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			My ex­am­in­a­tion of the coun­try from a high­er point had not provided def­in­ite in­form­a­tion, and after des­cend­ing I put the situ­ation be­fore Wors­ley and Crean. Our ob­vi­ous course lay down a snow-slope in the dir­ec­tion of Hus­vik. “Boys,” I said, “this snow-slope seems to end in a pre­cip­ice, but per­haps there is no pre­cip­ice. If we don’t go down we shall have to make a de­tour of at least five miles be­fore we reach level go­ing What shall it be?” They both replied at once, “Try the slope.” So we star­ted away again down­wards. We aban­doned the Primus lamp, now empty, at the break­fast camp and car­ried with us one ra­tion and a bis­cuit each. The deep­est snow we had yet en­countered clogged our feet, but we plod­ded down­ward, and after des­cend­ing about 500 ft., re­du­cing our alti­tude to 2,000 ft. above sea-level, we thought we saw the way clear ahead. A steep gradi­ent of blue ice was the next obstacle. Wors­ley and Crean got a firm foot­ing in a hole ex­cav­ated with the adze and then lowered me as I cut steps un­til the full 50 ft. of our alpine rope was out. Then I made a hole big enough for the three of us, and the oth­er two men came down the steps. My end of the rope was anchored to the adze and I had settled my­self in the hole braced for a strain in case they slipped. When we all stood in the second hole I went down again to make more steps, and in this la­bor­i­ous fash­ion we spent two hours des­cend­ing about 500 ft. Halfway down we had to strike away di­ag­on­ally to the left, for we no­ticed that the frag­ments of ice loosened by the adze were tak­ing a leap in­to space at the bot­tom of the slope. Even­tu­ally we got off the steep ice, very grate­fully, at a point where some rocks pro­truded, and we could see then that there was a per­il­ous pre­cip­ice dir­ectly be­low the point where we had star­ted to cut steps. A slide down a slip­pery slope, with the adze and our cook­er go­ing ahead, com­pleted this des­cent, and in­cid­ent­ally did con­sid­er­able dam­age to our much-tried trousers.

			When we picked ourselves up at the bot­tom we were not more than 1,500 ft. above the sea. The slope was com­par­at­ively easy. Wa­ter was run­ning be­neath the snow, mak­ing “pock­ets” between the rocks that pro­truded above the white sur­face. The shells of snow over these pock­ets were traps for our feet; but we scrambled down, and presently came to patches of tus­sock. A few minutes later we reached the sandy beach. The tracks of some an­im­als were to be seen, and we were puzzled un­til I re­membered that reindeer, brought from Nor­way, had been placed on the is­land and now ranged along the lower land of the east­ern coast. We did not pause to in­vest­ig­ate. Our minds were set upon reach­ing the haunts of man, and at our best speed we went along the beach to an­oth­er rising ridge of tus­sock. Here we saw the first evid­ence of the prox­im­ity of man, whose work, as is so of­ten the case, was one of de­struc­tion. A re­cently killed seal was ly­ing there, and presently we saw sev­er­al oth­er bod­ies bear­ing the marks of bul­let-wounds. I learned later that men from the whal­ing-sta­tion at Strom­ness some­times go round to For­tu­na Bay by boat to shoot seals.

			Noon found us well up the slope on the oth­er side of the bay work­ing east-south­east, and half an hour later we were on a flat plat­eau, with one more ridge to cross be­fore we des­cen­ded in­to Hus­vik. I was lead­ing the way over this plat­eau when I sud­denly found my­self up to my knees in wa­ter and quickly sink­ing deep­er through the snow-crust. I flung my­self down and called to the oth­ers to do the same, so as to dis­trib­ute our weight on the treach­er­ous sur­face. We were on top of a small lake, snow-covered. After ly­ing still for a few mo­ments we got to our feet and walked del­ic­ately, like Agag, for 200 yds., un­til a rise in the sur­face showed us that we were clear of the lake.

			At 1:30 p.m. we climbed round a fi­nal ridge and saw a little steam­er, a whal­ing-boat, en­ter­ing the bay 2500 ft, be­low. A few mo­ments later, as we hur­ried for­ward, the masts of a sail­ing-ship ly­ing at a wharf came in sight. Minute fig­ures mov­ing to and fro about the boats caught our gaze, and then we saw the sheds and fact­ory of Strom­ness whal­ing-sta­tion. We paused and shook hands, a form of mu­tu­al con­grat­u­la­tion that had seemed ne­ces­sary on four oth­er oc­ca­sions in the course of the ex­ped­i­tion. The first time was when we landed on Ele­phant Is­land, the second when we reached South Geor­gia, and the third when we reached the ridge and saw the snow-slope stretch­ing be­low on the first day of the over­land jour­ney, then when we saw Hus­vik rocks.

			Cau­tiously we star­ted down the slope that led to warmth and com­fort. The last lap of the jour­ney proved ex­traordin­ar­ily dif­fi­cult. Vainly we searched for a safe, or a reas­on­ably safe, way down the steep ice-clad moun­tain­side. The sole pos­sible path­way seemed to be a chan­nel cut by wa­ter run­ning from the up­land. Down through icy wa­ter we fol­lowed the course of this stream. We were wet to the waist, shiv­er­ing, cold, and tired. Presently our ears de­tec­ted an un­wel­come sound that might have been mu­sic­al un­der oth­er con­di­tions. It was the splash­ing of a wa­ter­fall, and we were at the wrong end. When we reached the top of this fall we peered over cau­tiously and dis­covered that there was a drop of 25 or 30 ft., with im­pass­able ice-cliffs on both sides. To go up again was scarcely think­able in our ut­terly wear­ied con­di­tion. The way down was through the wa­ter­fall it­self. We made fast one end of our rope to a boulder with some dif­fi­culty, due to the fact that the rocks had been worn smooth by the run­ning wa­ter. Then Wors­ley and I lowered Crean, who was the heav­iest man. He dis­ap­peared al­to­geth­er in the fall­ing wa­ter and came out gasp­ing at the bot­tom. I went next, slid­ing down the rope, and Wors­ley, who was the light­est and most nimble mem­ber of the party, came last. At the bot­tom of the fall we were able to stand again on dry land. The rope could not be re­covered. We had flung down the adze from the top of the fall and also the lo­g­book and the cook­er wrapped in one of our blouses. That was all, ex­cept our wet clothes, that we brought out of the Ant­arc­tic, which we had entered a year and a half be­fore with well-found ship, full equip­ment, and high hopes. That was all of tan­gible things; but in memor­ies we were rich. We had pierced the ven­eer of out­side things. We had “suffered, starved, and tri­umphed, grov­elled down yet grasped at glory, grown big­ger in the big­ness of the whole.” We had seen God in His splend­ours, heard the text that Nature renders. We had reached the na­ked soul of man.

			Shiv­er­ing with cold, yet with hearts light and happy, we set off to­wards the whal­ing-sta­tion, now not more than a mile and a half dis­tant. The dif­fi­culties of the jour­ney lay be­hind us. We tried to straight­en ourselves up a bit, for the thought that there might be wo­men at the sta­tion made us pain­fully con­scious of our un­civ­il­ized ap­pear­ance. Our beards were long and our hair was mat­ted. We were un­washed and the gar­ments that we had worn for nearly a year without a change were tattered and stained. Three more un­pleas­ant-look­ing ruf­fi­ans could hardly have been ima­gined. Wors­ley pro­duced sev­er­al safety-pins from some corner of his gar­ments and ef­fected some tem­por­ary re­pairs that really em­phas­ized his gen­er­al dis­repair. Down we hur­ried, and when quite close to the sta­tion we met two small boys ten or twelve years of age. I asked these lads where the man­ager’s house was situ­ated. They did not an­swer. They gave us one look—a com­pre­hens­ive look that did not need to be re­peated. Then they ran from us as fast as their legs would carry them. We reached the out­skirts of the sta­tion and passed through the “di­gest­ing-house,” which was dark in­side. Emer­ging at the oth­er end, we met an old man, who star­ted as if he had seen the Dev­il him­self and gave us no time to ask any ques­tion. He hur­ried away. This greet­ing was not friendly. Then we came to the wharf, where the man in charge stuck to his sta­tion. I asked him if Mr. Sorlle (the man­ager) was in the house.

			“Yes,” he said as he stared at us.

			“We would like to see him,” said I.

			“Who are you?” he asked.

			“We have lost our ship and come over the is­land,” I replied.

			“You have come over the is­land?” he said in a tone of en­tire dis­be­lief.

			The man went to­wards the man­ager’s house and we fol­lowed him. I learned af­ter­wards that he said to Mr. Sorlle: “There are three funny-look­ing men out­side, who say they have come over the is­land and they know you. I have left them out­side.” A very ne­ces­sary pre­cau­tion from his point of view.

			Mr. Sorlle came out to the door and said, “Well?”

			“Don’t you know me?” I said.

			“I know your voice,” he replied doubt­fully. “You’re the mate of the Daisy.”

			“My name is Shack­leton,” I said.

			Im­me­di­ately he put out his hand and said, “Come in. Come in.”

			“Tell me, when was the war over?” I asked.

			“The war is not over,” he answered. “Mil­lions are be­ing killed. Europe is mad. The world is mad.”

			Mr. Sorlle’s hos­pit­al­ity had no bounds. He would scarcely let us wait to re­move our freez­ing boots be­fore he took us in­to his house and gave us seats in a warm and com­fort­able room. We were in no con­di­tion to sit in any­body’s house un­til we had washed and got in­to clean clothes, but the kind­ness of the sta­tion-man­ager was proof even against the un­pleas­ant­ness of be­ing in a room with us. He gave us cof­fee and cakes in the Nor­we­gi­an fash­ion, and then showed us up­stairs to the bath­room, where we shed our rags and scrubbed ourselves lux­uri­ously.

			Mr. Sorlle’s kind­ness did not end with his per­son­al care for the three way­farers who had come to his door. While we were wash­ing he gave or­ders for one of the whal­ing-ves­sels to be pre­pared at once in or­der that it might leave that night for the oth­er side of the is­land and pick up the three men there. The whalers knew King Haakon Bay, though they nev­er worked on that side of the is­land. Soon we were clean again. Then we put on de­light­ful new clothes sup­plied from the sta­tion stores and got rid of our su­per­flu­ous hair. With­in an hour or two we had ceased to be sav­ages and had be­come civ­il­ized men again. Then came a splen­did meal, while Mr. Sorlle told us of the ar­range­ments he had made and we dis­cussed plans for the res­cue of the main party on Ele­phant Is­land.

			I ar­ranged that Wors­ley should go with the re­lief ship to show the ex­act spot where the car­penter and his two com­pan­ions were camped, while I star­ted to pre­pare for the re­lief of the party on Ele­phant Is­land. The whal­ing-ves­sel that was go­ing round to King Haakon Bay was ex­pec­ted back on the Monday morn­ing, and was to call at Grytviken Har­bour, the port from which we had sailed in Decem­ber 1914, in or­der that the ma­gis­trate res­id­ent there might be in­formed of the fate of the En­dur­ance. It was pos­sible that let­ters were await­ing us there. Wors­ley went aboard the whaler at ten o’clock that night and turned in. The next day the re­lief ship entered King Haakon Bay and he reached Peg­gotty Camp in a boat. The three men were de­lighted bey­ond meas­ure to know that we had made the cross­ing in safety and that their wait un­der the up­turned James Caird was ended. Curi­ously enough, they did not re­cog­nize Wors­ley, who had left them a hairy, dirty ruf­fi­an and had re­turned his spruce and shaven self. They thought he was one of the whalers. When one of them asked why no mem­ber of the party had come round with the re­lief, Wors­ley said, “What do you mean?” “We thought the Boss or one of the oth­ers would come round,” they ex­plained. “What’s the mat­ter with you?” said Wors­ley. Then it sud­denly dawned upon them that they were talk­ing to the man who had been their close com­pan­ion for a year and a half. With­in a few minutes the whalers had moved our bits of gear in­to their boat. They towed off the James Caird and hois­ted her to the deck of their ship. Then they star­ted on the re­turn voy­age. Just at dusk on Monday af­ter­noon they entered Strom­ness Bay, where the men of the whal­ing-sta­tion mustered on the beach to re­ceive the res­cued party and to ex­am­ine with pro­fes­sion­al in­terest the boat we had nav­ig­ated across 800 miles of the stormy ocean they knew so well.

			When I look back at those days I have no doubt that Provid­ence guided us, not only across those snow­fields, but across the storm-white sea that sep­ar­ated Ele­phant Is­land from our land­ing-place on South Geor­gia. I know that dur­ing that long and rack­ing march of thirty-six hours over the un­named moun­tains and gla­ciers of South Geor­gia it seemed to me of­ten that we were four, not three. I said noth­ing to my com­pan­ions on the point, but af­ter­wards Wors­ley said to me, “Boss, I had a curi­ous feel­ing on the march that there was an­oth­er per­son with us.” Crean con­fessed to the same idea. One feels “the dearth of hu­man words, the rough­ness of mor­tal speech” in try­ing to de­scribe things in­tan­gible, but a re­cord of our jour­neys would be in­com­plete without a ref­er­ence to a sub­ject very near to our hearts.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Res­cue

			
			Our first night at the whal­ing-sta­tion was bliss­ful. Crean and I shared a beau­ti­ful room in Mr. Sorlle’s house, with elec­tric light and two beds, warm and soft. We were so com­fort­able that we were un­able to sleep. Late at night a stew­ard brought us tea, bread and but­ter and cakes, and we lay in bed, rev­el­ling in the lux­ury of it all. Out­side a dense snowstorm, which star­ted two hours after our ar­rival and las­ted un­til the fol­low­ing day, was swirl­ing and driv­ing about the moun­tain-slopes. We were thank­ful in­deed that we had made a place of safety, for it would have gone hard with us if we had been out on the moun­tains that night. Deep snow lay every­where when we got up the fol­low­ing morn­ing.

			After break­fast Mr. Sorlle took us round to Hus­vik in a mo­tor-launch. We were listen­ing avidly to his ac­count of the war and of all that had happened while we were out of the world of men. We were like men aris­en from the dead to a world gone mad. Our minds ac­cus­tomed them­selves gradu­ally to the tales of na­tions in arms, of death­less cour­age and un­ima­gined slaughter, of a world-con­flict that had grown bey­ond all con­cep­tions, of vast red bat­tle­fields in grim­mest con­trast with the fri­gid white­ness we had left be­hind us. The read­er may not real­ize quite how dif­fi­cult it was for us to en­vis­age nearly two years of the most stu­pendous war of his­tory. The lock­ing of the armies in the trenches, the sink­ing of the Lus­it­ania, the murder of Nurse Cav­ell, the use of pois­on-gas and li­quid fire, the sub­mar­ine war­fare, the Gal­lipoli cam­paign, the hun­dred oth­er in­cid­ents of the war, al­most stunned us at first, and then our minds began to com­pass the train of events and de­vel­op a per­spect­ive. I sup­pose our ex­per­i­ence was unique. No oth­er civ­il­ized men could have been as blankly ig­nor­ant of world-shak­ing hap­pen­ings as we were when we reached Strom­ness Whal­ing Sta­tion.

			I heard the first ru­mour of the Au­rora’s mis­ad­ven­tures in the Ross Sea from Mr. Sorlle. Our host could tell me very little. He had been in­formed that the Au­rora had broken away from winter quar­ters in McMurdo Sound and reached New Zea­l­and after a long drift, and that there was no news of the shore party. His in­form­a­tion was in­def­in­ite as to de­tails, and I had to wait un­til I reached the Falk­land Is­lands some time later be­fore get­ting a def­in­ite re­port con­cern­ing the Au­rora. The ru­mour that had reached South Geor­gia, how­ever, made it more than ever im­port­ant that I should bring out the rest of the Wed­dell Sea party quickly, so as to free my­self for whatever ef­fort was re­quired on the Ross Sea side.

			When we reached Hus­vik that Sunday morn­ing we were warmly greeted by the ma­gis­trate (Mr. Bern­sten), whom I knew of old, and the oth­er mem­bers of the little com­munity. Moored in the har­bour was one of the largest of the whalers, the South­ern Sky, owned by an Eng­lish com­pany but now laid up for the winter. I had no means of get­ting in­to com­mu­nic­a­tion with the own­ers without dan­ger­ous delay, and on my ac­cept­ing all re­spons­ib­il­ity Mr. Bern­sten made ar­range­ments for me to take this ship down to Ele­phant Is­land. I wrote out an agree­ment with Lloyd’s for the in­sur­ance of the ship. Cap­tain Thom, an old friend of the Ex­ped­i­tion, happened to be in Hus­vik with his ship, the Or­well, load­ing oil for use in Bri­tain’s mu­ni­tion works, and he at once vo­lun­teered to come with us in any ca­pa­city. I asked him to come as cap­tain of the South­ern Sky. There was no dif­fi­culty about get­ting a crew. The whalers were eager to as­sist in the res­cue of men in dis­tress. They star­ted work that Sunday to pre­pare and stow the ship. Parts of the en­gines were ashore, but will­ing hands made light la­bour. I pur­chased from the sta­tion stores all the stores and equip­ment re­quired, in­clud­ing spe­cial com­forts for the men we hoped to res­cue, and by Tues­day morn­ing the South­ern Sky was ready to sail. I feel it is my duty as well as my pleas­ure to thank here the Nor­we­gi­an whalers of South Geor­gia for the sym­path­et­ic hands they stretched out to us in our need. Among memor­ies of kind­ness re­ceived in many lands sundered by the seas, the re­col­lec­tion of the hos­pit­al­ity and help giv­en to me in South Geor­gia ranks high. There is a broth­er­hood of the sea. The men who go down to the sea in ships, serving and suf­fer­ing, fight­ing their end­less battle against the caprice of wind and ocean, bring in­to their own ho­ri­zons the per­ils and troubles of their broth­er sail­or­men.

			The South­ern Sky was ready on Tues­day morn­ing, and at nine o’clock we steamed out of the bay, while the whistles of the whal­ing-sta­tion soun­ded a friendly farewell. We had for­gathered aboard Cap­tain Thom’s ship on the Monday night with sev­er­al whal­ing cap­tains who were bring­ing up their sons to their own pro­fes­sion. They were “old stagers” with faces lined and seamed by the storms of half a cen­tury, and they were even more in­ter­ested in the story of our voy­age from Ele­phant Is­land than the young­er gen­er­a­tion was. They con­grat­u­lated us on hav­ing ac­com­plished a re­mark­able boat jour­ney. I do not wish to be­little our suc­cess with the pride that apes hu­mil­ity. Un­der Provid­ence we had over­come great dif­fi­culties and dangers, and it was pleas­ant to tell the tale to men who knew those sul­len and treach­er­ous south­ern seas.

			Mc­Carthy, McNeish, and Vin­cent had been landed on the Monday af­ter­noon. They were already show­ing some signs of in­creas­ing strength un­der a re­gime of warm quar­ters and abund­ant food. The car­penter looked woe­fully thin after he had emerged from a bath. He must have worn a lot of clothes when he landed from the boat, and I did not real­ize how he had wasted till I saw him washed and changed. He was a man over fifty years of age, and the strain had told upon him more than upon the rest of us. The res­cue came just in time for him.

			The early part of the voy­age down to Ele­phant Is­land in the South­ern Sky was un­event­ful. At noon on Tues­day, May 23, we were at sea and steam­ing at ten knots on a south­west­erly course. We made good pro­gress, but the tem­per­at­ure fell very low, and the signs gave me some cause for anxi­ety as to the prob­ab­il­ity of en­coun­ter­ing ice. On the third night out the sea seemed to grow si­lent. I looked over the side and saw a thin film of ice. The sea was freez­ing around us and the ice gradu­ally grew thick­er, re­du­cing our speed to about five knots. Then lumps of old pack began to ap­pear among the new ice. I real­ized that an ad­vance through pack-ice was out of the ques­tion. The South­ern Sky was a steel-built steam­er, and her struc­ture, while strong to res­ist the waves, would not en­dure the blows of masses of ice. So I took the ship north, and at day­light on Fri­day we got clear of the pan­cake-ice. We skir­ted west­ward, await­ing fa­vour­able con­di­tions. The morn­ing of the 28th was dull and over­cast, with little wind. Again the ship’s head was turned to the south­w­est, but at 3 p.m. a def­in­ite line of pack showed up on the ho­ri­zon. We were about 70 miles from Ele­phant Is­land, but there was no pos­sib­il­ity of tak­ing the steam­er through the ice that barred the way. North­w­est again we turned. We were dir­ectly north of the is­land on the fol­low­ing day, and I made an­oth­er move south. Heavy pack formed an im­pen­et­rable bar­ri­er.

			To ad­mit fail­ure at this stage was hard, but the facts had to be faced. The South­ern Sky could not enter ice of even mod­er­ate thick­ness. The sea­son was late, and we could not be sure that the ice would open for many months, though my opin­ion was that the pack would not be­come fast in that quarter even in the winter, ow­ing to the strong winds and cur­rents. The South­ern Sky could carry coal for ten days only, and we had been out six days. We were 500 miles from the Falk­land Is­lands and about 600 miles from South Geor­gia. So I de­term­ined that, since we could not wait about for an open­ing, I would pro­ceed to the Falk­lands, get a more suit­able ves­sel either loc­ally or from Eng­land, and make a second at­tempt to reach Ele­phant Is­land from that point.

			We en­countered very bad weath­er on the way up, but in the early af­ter­noon of May 31 we ar­rived at Port Stan­ley, where the cable provided a link with the out­er world. The har­bour-mas­ter came out to meet us, and after we had dropped an­chor I went ashore and met the Gov­ernor, Mr. Douglas Young. He offered me his as­sist­ance at once. He tele­phoned to Mr. Hard­ing, the man­ager of the Falk­land Is­lands sta­tion, and I learned, to my keen re­gret, that no ship of the type re­quired was avail­able at the is­lands. That even­ing I cabled to Lon­don a mes­sage to His Majesty the King, the first ac­count of the loss of the En­dur­ance and the sub­sequent ad­ven­tures of the Ex­ped­i­tion. The next day I re­ceived the fol­low­ing mes­sage from the King:

			
				“Re­joice to hear of your safe ar­rival in the Falk­land Is­lands and trust your com­rades on Ele­phant Is­land may soon be res­cued.

				
					“George R.I.”

				
			

			The events of the days that fol­lowed our ar­rival at the Falk­land Is­lands I will not at­tempt to de­scribe in de­tail. My mind was bent upon the res­cue of the party on Ele­phant Is­land at the earli­est pos­sible mo­ment. Winter was ad­van­cing, and I was fully con­scious that the lives of some of my com­rades might be the price of un­ne­ces­sary delay. A pro­pos­al had been made to send a re­lief ship from Eng­land, but she could not reach the south­ern seas for many weeks. In the mean­time I got in­to com­mu­nic­a­tion with the Gov­ern­ments of the South Amer­ic­an Re­pub­lics by wire­less and cable and asked if they had any suit­able ship I could use for a res­cue. I wanted a wooden ship cap­able of push­ing in­to loose ice, with fair speed and a reas­on­able coal ca­pa­city. Mes­sages of con­grat­u­la­tion and good­will were reach­ing me from all parts of the world, and the kind­ness of hun­dreds of friends in many lands was a very real com­fort in a time of anxi­ety and stress.

			The Brit­ish Ad­mir­alty in­formed me that no suit­able ves­sel was avail­able in Eng­land and that no re­lief could be ex­pec­ted be­fore Oc­to­ber. I replied that Oc­to­ber would be too late. Then the Brit­ish Min­is­ter in Mon­tevid­eo tele­graphed me re­gard­ing a trawl­er named In­sti­tuto de Pesca No. 1, be­long­ing to the Ur­uguay­an Gov­ern­ment. She was a stout little ves­sel, and the Gov­ern­ment had gen­er­ously offered to equip her with coal, pro­vi­sions, cloth­ing, etc., and send her across to the Falk­land Is­lands for me to take down to Ele­phant Is­land. I ac­cep­ted this of­fer gladly, and the trawl­er was in Port Stan­ley on June 10. We star­ted south at once.

			The weath­er was bad but the trawl­er made good pro­gress, steam­ing stead­ily at about six knots, and in the bright, clear dawn of the third day we sighted the peaks of Ele­phant Is­land. Hope ran high; but our an­cient en­emy the pack was ly­ing in wait, and with­in twenty miles of the is­land the trawl­er was stopped by an im­pen­et­rable bar­ri­er of ice. The pack lay in the form of a cres­cent, with a horn to the west of the ship stretch­ing north. Steam­ing north­east, we reached an­oth­er horn and saw that the pack, heavy and dense, then trended away to the east. We made an at­tempt to push in­to the ice, but it was so heavy that the trawl­er was held up at once and began to grind in the small thick floes, so we cau­tiously backed out. The pro­peller, go­ing slowly, was not dam­aged, though any mo­ment I feared we might strip the blades. The is­land lay on our star­board quarter, but there was no pos­sib­il­ity of ap­proach­ing it. The Ur­uguay­an en­gin­eer re­por­ted to me that he had three days’ coal left, and I had to give the or­der to turn back. A screen of fog hid the lower slopes of the is­land, and the men watch­ing from the camp on the beach could not have seen the ship. North­ward we steamed again, with the en­gines knock­ing badly, and after en­coun­ter­ing a new gale, made Port Stan­ley with the bunkers nearly empty and the en­gines al­most broken down. H.M.S. Glas­gow was in the port, and the Brit­ish sail­ors gave us a hearty wel­come as we steamed in.

			The Ur­uguay­an Gov­ern­ment offered to send the trawl­er to Punta Aren­as and have her dry-docked there and made ready for an­oth­er ef­fort. One of the troubles on the voy­age was that ac­cord­ing to es­tim­ate the trawl­er could do ten knots on six tons of coal a day, which would have giv­en us a good mar­gin to al­low for ly­ing off the ice; but in real­ity, ow­ing to the fact that she had not been in dock for a year, she only de­veloped a speed of six knots on a con­sump­tion of ten tons a day. Time was pre­cious and these pre­par­a­tions would have taken too long. I thanked the Gov­ern­ment then for its very gen­er­ous of­fer, and I want to say now that the kind­ness of the Ur­uguay­ans at this time earned my warmest grat­it­ude. I ought to men­tion also the as­sist­ance giv­en me by Lieut. Ry­an, a Nav­al Re­serve of­ficer who nav­ig­ated the trawl­er to the Falk­lands and came south on the at­tempt at re­lief. The In­sti­tuto de Pesca went off to Mon­tevid­eo and I looked around for an­oth­er ship.

			A Brit­ish mail-boat, the Orita called at Port Stan­ley op­por­tunely, and I boarded her with Wors­ley and Crean and crossed to Punta Aren­as in the Magel­lan Straits. The re­cep­tion we re­ceived there was heart­en­ing. The mem­bers of the Brit­ish As­so­ci­ation of Magel­lanes took us to their hearts. Mr. Al­lan Mc­Don­ald was es­pe­cially prom­in­ent in his un­tir­ing ef­forts to as­sist in the res­cue of our twenty-two com­pan­ions on Ele­phant Is­land. He worked day and night, and it was mainly due to him that with­in three days they had raised a sum of £1,500 amongst them­selves, chartered the schoon­er Emma and equipped her for our use. She was a forty-year-old oak schoon­er, strong and sea­worthy, with an aux­il­i­ary oil-en­gine.

			Out of the com­ple­ment of ten men all told who were man­ning the ship, there were eight dif­fer­ent na­tion­al­it­ies; but they were all good fel­lows and un­der­stood per­fectly what was wanted. The Chilean Gov­ern­ment lent us a small steam­er, the Yelcho, to tow us part of the way. She could not touch ice, though, as she was built of steel. How­ever, on Ju­ly 12 we passed her our towrope and pro­ceeded on our way. In bad weath­er we anchored next day, and al­though the wind in­creased to a gale I could delay no longer, so we hove up an­chor in the early morn­ing of the 14th. The strain on the towrope was too great. With the crack of a gun the rope broke. Next day the gale con­tin­ued, and I will quote from the log of the Emma, which Wors­ley kept as nav­ig­at­ing of­ficer.

			
				“9 a.m.—Fresh, in­creas­ing gale; very rough, lumpy sea. 10 a.m.—Towrope par­ted. 12 noon. Sim­il­ar weath­er. 1 p.m.—Towrope par­ted again. Set fore­sail and forestay-sail and steered south­east by south. 3 p.m.—Yelcho hailed us and said that the ship’s bilges were full of wa­ter (so were our decks) and they were short of coal. Sir Ern­est told them that they could re­turn to har­bour. After this the Yelcho steamed in­to San Se­basti­an Bay.”

			

			After three days of con­tinu­ous bad weath­er we were left alone to at­tempt once more to res­cue the twenty-two men on Ele­phant Is­land, for whom by this time I en­ter­tained very grave fears.

			At dawn of Fri­day, Ju­ly 21, we were with­in a hun­dred miles of the is­land, and we en­countered the ice in the half-light. I waited for the full day and then tried to push through. The little craft was toss­ing in the heavy swell, and be­fore she had been in the pack for ten minutes she came down on a cake of ice and broke the bob­stay. Then the wa­ter-in­let of the mo­tor choked with ice. The schoon­er was toss­ing like a cork in the swell, and I saw after a few bumps that she was ac­tu­ally light­er than the frag­ments of ice around her. Pro­gress un­der such con­di­tions was out of the ques­tion. I worked the schoon­er out of the pack and stood to the east. I ran her through a line of pack to­wards the south that night, but was forced to turn to the north­east, for the ice trended in that dir­ec­tion as far as I could see. We hove to for the night, which was now six­teen hours long. The winter was well ad­vanced and the weath­er con­di­tions were thor­oughly bad. The ice to the south­ward was mov­ing north rap­idly. The mo­tor-en­gine had broken down and we were en­tirely de­pend­ent on the sails. We man­aged to make a little south­ing dur­ing the next day, but noon found us 108 miles from the is­land. That night we lay off the ice in a gale, hove to, and morn­ing found the schoon­er iced up. The ropes, cased in frozen spray, were as thick as a man’s arm, and if the wind had in­creased much we would have had to cut away the sails, since there was no pos­sib­il­ity of lower­ing them. Some mem­bers of the scratch crew were played out by the cold and the vi­ol­ent toss­ing. The schoon­er was about sev­enty feet long, and she re­spon­ded to the mo­tions of the storm-racked sea in a man­ner that might have dis­con­cer­ted the most seasoned sail­ors.

			I took the schoon­er south at every chance, but al­ways the line of ice blocked the way. The en­gin­eer, who happened to be an Amer­ic­an, did things to the en­gines oc­ca­sion­ally, but he could not keep them run­ning, and, the per­sist­ent south winds were dead ahead. It was hard to turn back a third time, but I real­ized we could not reach the is­land un­der those con­di­tions, and we must turn north in or­der to clear the ship of heavy masses of ice. So we set a north­erly course, and after a tem­pes­tu­ous pas­sage reached Port Stan­ley once more. This was the third re­verse, but I did not aban­don my be­lief that the ice would not re­main fast around Ele­phant Is­land dur­ing the winter, whatever the arm­chair ex­perts at home might say. We reached Port Stan­ley in the schoon­er on Au­gust 8, and I learned there that the ship Dis­cov­ery was to leave Eng­land at once and would be at the Falk­land Is­lands about the middle of Septem­ber. My good friend the Gov­ernor said I could settle down at Port Stan­ley and take things quietly for a few weeks. The street of that port is about a mile and a half long. It has the slaughter­house at one end and the grave­yard at the oth­er. The chief dis­trac­tion is to walk from the slaughter­house to the grave­yard. For a change one may walk from the grave­yard to the slaughter­house. El­laline Ter­riss was born at Port Stan­ley—a fact not for­got­ten by the res­id­ents, but she has not lived there much since. I could not con­tent my­self to wait for six or sev­en weeks, know­ing that six hun­dred miles away my com­rades were in dire need. I asked the Chilean Gov­ern­ment to send the Yelcho, the steam­er that had towed us be­fore, to take the schoon­er across to Punta Aren­as, and they con­sen­ted promptly, as they had done to every oth­er re­quest of mine. So in a north­w­est gale we went across, nar­rowly es­cap­ing dis­aster on the way, and reached Punta Aren­as on Au­gust 14.

			There was no suit­able ship to be ob­tained. The weath­er was show­ing some signs of im­prove­ment, and I begged the Chilean Gov­ern­ment to let me have the Yelcho for a last at­tempt to reach the is­land. She was a small steel-built steam­er, quite un­suit­able for work in the pack, but I prom­ised that I would not touch the ice. The Gov­ern­ment was will­ing to give me an­oth­er chance, and on Au­gust 25 I star­ted south on the fourth at­tempt at re­lief. This time Provid­ence fa­voured us. The little steam­er made a quick run down in com­par­at­ively fine weath­er, and I found as we neared Ele­phant Is­land that the ice was open. A south­erly gale had sent it north­ward tem­por­ar­ily, and the Yelcho had her chance to slip through. We ap­proached the is­land in a thick fog. I did not dare to wait for this to clear, and at 10 a.m. on Au­gust 30 we passed some stran­ded bergs. Then we saw the sea break­ing on a reef, and I knew that we were just out­side the is­land. It was an anxious mo­ment, for we had still to loc­ate the camp and the pack could not be trus­ted to al­low time for a pro­longed search in thick weath­er; but presently the fog lif­ted and re­vealed the cliffs and gla­ciers of Ele­phant Is­land. I pro­ceeded to the east, and at 11:40 a.m. Wors­ley’s keen eyes de­tec­ted the camp, al­most in­vis­ible un­der its cov­er­ing of snow. The men ashore saw us at the same time, and we saw tiny black fig­ures hurry to the beach and wave sig­nals to us. We were about a mile and a half away from the camp. I turned the Yelcho in, and with­in half an hour reached the beach with Crean and some of the Chilean sail­ors. I saw a little fig­ure on a surf-beaten rock and re­cog­nized Wild. As I came near­er I called out, “Are you all well?” and he answered, “We are all well, boss,” and then I heard three cheers. As I drew close to the rock I flung pack­ets of ci­gar­ettes ashore; they fell on them like hungry ti­gers, for well I knew that for months to­bacco was dreamed of and talked of. Some of the hands were in a rather bad way, but Wild had held the party to­geth­er and kept hope alive in their hearts. There was no time then to ex­change news or con­grat­u­la­tions. I did not even go up the beach to see the camp, which Wild as­sured me had been much im­proved. A heavy sea was run­ning and a change of wind might bring the ice back at any time. I hur­ried the party aboard with all pos­sible speed, tak­ing also the re­cords of the Ex­ped­i­tion and es­sen­tial por­tions of equip­ment. Every­body was aboard the Yelcho with­in an hour, and we steamed north at the little steam­er’s best speed. The ice was open still, and noth­ing worse than an ex­panse of stormy ocean sep­ar­ated us from the South Amer­ic­an coast.

			Dur­ing the run up to Punta Aren­as I heard Wild’s story, and blessed again the cheer­ful­ness and re­source that had served the party so well dur­ing four and a half months of priva­tion. The twenty-two men on Ele­phant Is­land were just at the end of their re­sources when the Yelcho reached them. Wild had hus­ban­ded the scanty stock of food as far as pos­sible and had fought off the dev­ils of des­pond­ency and des­pair on that little sand-spit, where the party had a pre­cari­ous foothold between the grim ice-fields and the treach­er­ous, ice-strewn sea. The pack had opened oc­ca­sion­ally, but much of the time the way to the north had been barred. The Yelcho had ar­rived at the right mo­ment. Two days earli­er she could not have reached the is­land, and a few hours later the pack may have been im­pen­et­rable again. Wild had reckoned that help would come in Au­gust, and every morn­ing he had packed his kit, in cheer­ful an­ti­cip­a­tion that proved in­fec­tious, as I have no doubt it was meant to be. One of the party to whom I had said “Well, you all were packed up ready,” replied, “You see, boss, Wild nev­er gave up hope, and whenev­er the sea was at all clear of ice he rolled up his sleep­ing-bag and said to all hands, ‘Roll up your sleep­ing-bags, boys; the boss may come today.’ ” And so it came to pass that we sud­denly came out of the fog, and, from a black out­look, in an hour all were in safety home­ward bound. The food was eked out with seal and pen­guin meat, limpets, and sea­weed. Seals had been scarce, but the sup­ply of pen­guins had held out fairly well dur­ing the first three months. The men were down to the last Bov­ril ra­tion, the only form of hot drink they had, and had scarcely four days’ food in hand at the time of the res­cue. The camp was in con­stant danger of be­ing bur­ied by the snow, which drif­ted heav­ily from the heights be­hind, and the men moved the ac­cu­mu­la­tions with what im­ple­ments they could provide. There was danger that the camp would be­come com­pletely in­vis­ible from the sea, so that a res­cue party might look for it in vain.

			“It had been ar­ranged that a gun should be fired from the re­lief ship when she got near the is­land,” said Wild. “Many times when the gla­ciers were ‘calv­ing,’ and chunks fell off with a re­port like a gun, we thought that it was the real thing, and after a time we got to dis­trust these sig­nals. As a mat­ter of fact, we saw the Yelcho be­fore we heard any gun. It was an oc­ca­sion one will not eas­ily for­get. We were just as­sem­bling for lunch to the call of ‘Lunch O!’ and I was serving out the soup, which was par­tic­u­larly good that day, con­sist­ing of boiled seal’s back­bone, limpets, and sea­weed, when there was an­oth­er hail from Mar­ston of ‘Ship O!’ Some of the men thought it was ‘Lunch O!’ over again, but when there was an­oth­er yell from Mar­ston lunch had no fur­ther at­trac­tions. The ship was about a mile and a half away and steam­ing past us. A smoke-sig­nal was the agreed sign from the shore, and, catch­ing up some­body’s coat that was ly­ing about, I struck a pick in­to a tin of ker­osene kept for the pur­pose, poured it over the coat, and set it alight. It flared in­stead of smoking; but that didn’t mat­ter, for you had already re­cog­nized the spot where you had left us and the Yelcho was turn­ing in.”

			We en­countered bad weath­er on the way back to Punta Aren­as, and the little Yelcho la­boured heav­ily; but she had light hearts aboard. We entered the Straits of Magel­lan on Septem­ber 3 and reached Rio Secco at 8 a.m. I went ashore, found a tele­phone, and told the Gov­ernor and my friends at Punta Aren­as that the men were safe. Two hours later we were at Punta Aren­as, where we were giv­en a wel­come none of us is likely to for­get. The Chilean people were no less en­thu­si­ast­ic than the Brit­ish res­id­ents. The po­lice had been in­struc­ted to spread the news that the Yelcho was com­ing with the res­cued men, and lest the mes­sage should fail to reach some people, the fire-alarm had been rung. The whole popu­lace ap­peared to be in the streets. It was a great re­cep­tion, and with the strain of long, anxious months lif­ted at last, we were in a mood to en­joy it.

			The next few weeks were crowded ones, but I will not at­tempt here to re­cord their his­tory in de­tail. I re­ceived con­grat­u­la­tions and mes­sages of friend­ship and good cheer from all over the world, and my heart went out to the good people who had re­membered my men and my­self in the press of ter­rible events on the bat­tle­fields. The Chilean Gov­ern­ment placed the Yelcho at my dis­pos­al to take the men up to Val­paraiso and San­ti­ago. We reached Val­paraiso on Septem­ber 27. Everything that could swim in the way of a boat was out to meet us, the crews of Chilean war­ships were lined up, and at least thirty thou­sand thronged the streets. I lec­tured in San­ti­ago on the fol­low­ing even­ing for the Brit­ish Red Cross and a Chilean nav­al char­ity. The Chilean flag and the Uni­on Jack were draped to­geth­er, the band played the Chilean na­tion­al an­them, “God Save the King,” and the “Mar­seil­laise,” and the Chilean Min­is­ter for For­eign Af­fairs spoke from the plat­form and pinned an Or­der on my coat. I saw the Pres­id­ent and thanked him for the help that he had giv­en a Brit­ish ex­ped­i­tion. His Gov­ern­ment had spent £4,000 on coal alone. In reply he re­called the part that Brit­ish sail­ors had taken in the mak­ing of the Chilean Navy.

			The Chilean Rail­way De­part­ment provided a spe­cial train to take us across the Andes, and I pro­ceeded to Mon­tevid­eo in or­der to thank per­son­ally the Pres­id­ent and Gov­ern­ment of Ur­uguay for the help they had giv­en gen­er­ously in the earli­er re­lief voy­ages. We were en­ter­tained roy­ally at vari­ous spots en route. We went also to Buenos Aires on a brief call. Then we crossed the Andes again. I had made ar­range­ments by this time for the men and the staff to go to Eng­land. All hands were keen to take their places in the Em­pire’s fight­ing forces. My own im­me­di­ate task was the re­lief of the ma­rooned Ross Sea party, for news had come to me of the Au­rora’s long drift in the Ross Sea and of her re­turn in a dam­aged con­di­tion to New Zea­l­and. Wors­ley was to come with me. We hur­ried north­wards via Panama, steam­ship and train com­pan­ies giv­ing us every­where the most cor­di­al and gen­er­ous as­sist­ance, and caught at San Fran­cisco a steam­er that would get us to New Zea­l­and at the end of Novem­ber. I had been in­formed that the New Zea­l­and Gov­ern­ment was mak­ing ar­range­ments for the re­lief of the Ross Sea party, but my in­form­a­tion was in­com­plete, and I was very anxious to be on the spot my­self as quickly as pos­sible.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Ele­phant Is­land

			
			The twenty-two men who had been left be­hind on Ele­phant Is­land were un­der the com­mand of Wild, in whom I had ab­so­lute con­fid­ence, and the ac­count of their ex­per­i­ences dur­ing the long four and a half months’ wait while I was try­ing to get help to them, I have se­cured from their vari­ous di­ar­ies, sup­ple­men­ted by de­tails which I ob­tained in con­ver­sa­tion on the voy­age back to civil­iz­a­tion.

			The first con­sid­er­a­tion, which was even more im­port­ant than that of food, was to provide shel­ter. The semi-star­va­tion dur­ing the drift on the ice-floe, ad­ded to the ex­pos­ure in the boats, and the in­clem­en­cies of the weath­er en­countered after our land­ing on Ele­phant Is­land, had left its mark on a good many of them. Ricken­son, who bore up gamely to the last, col­lapsed from heart-fail­ure. Black­bor­row and Hud­son could not move. All were frost­bit­ten in vary­ing de­grees and their clothes, which had been worn con­tinu­ously for six months, were much the worse for wear. The bliz­zard which sprang up the day that we landed at Cape Wild las­ted for a fort­night, of­ten blow­ing at the rate of sev­enty to ninety miles an hour, and oc­ca­sion­ally reach­ing even high­er fig­ures. The tents which had las­ted so well and en­dured so much were torn to rib­bons, with the ex­cep­tion of the square tent oc­cu­pied by Hur­ley, James, and Hud­son. Sleep­ing-bags and clothes were wringing wet, and the phys­ic­al dis­com­forts were tend­ing to pro­duce acute men­tal de­pres­sion. The two re­main­ing boats had been turned up­side down with one gun­wale rest­ing on the snow, and the oth­er raised about two feet on rocks and cases, and un­der these the sail­ors and some of the sci­ent­ists, with the two in­val­ids, Ricken­son and Black­bor­row, found head-cov­er at least. Shel­ter from the weath­er and warmth to dry their clothes was im­per­at­ive, so Wild hastened the ex­cav­a­tion of the ice-cave in the slope which had been star­ted be­fore I left.

			The high tem­per­at­ure, how­ever, caused a con­tinu­ous stream of wa­ter to drip from the roof and sides of the ice-cave, and as with twenty-two men liv­ing in it the tem­per­at­ure would be prac­tic­ally al­ways above freez­ing, there would have been no hope of dry quar­ters for them there. Un­der the dir­ec­tion of Wild they, there­fore, col­lec­ted some big flat stones, hav­ing in many cases to dig down un­der the snow which was cov­er­ing the beach, and with these they erec­ted two sub­stan­tial walls four feet high and nine­teen feet apart.

			
				“We are all ri­dicu­lously weak, and this part of the work was ex­ceed­ingly la­bor­i­ous and took us more than twice as long as it would have done had we been in nor­mal health. Stones that we could eas­ily have lif­ted at oth­er times we found quite bey­ond our ca­pa­city, and it needed two or three of us to carry some that would oth­er­wise have been one man’s load. Our dif­fi­culties were ad­ded to by the fact that most of the more suit­able stones lay at the farther end of the spit, some one hun­dred and fifty yards away. Our weak­ness is best com­pared with that which one ex­per­i­ences on get­ting up from a long ill­ness; one ‘feels’ well, but phys­ic­ally en­er­vated.

				“The site chosen for the hut was the spot where the stove had been ori­gin­ally erec­ted on the night of our ar­rival. It lay between two large boulders, which, if they would not ac­tu­ally form the walls of the hut, would at least provide a valu­able pro­tec­tion from the wind. Fur­ther pro­tec­tion was provided to the north by a hill called Pen­guin Hill at the end of the spit. As soon as the walls were com­pleted and squared off, the two boats were laid up­side down on them side by side. The ex­act ad­just­ment of the boats took some time, but was of para­mount im­port­ance if our struc­ture was to be the per­man­ent af­fair that we hoped it would be. Once in place they were se­curely chocked up and lashed down to the rocks. The few pieces of wood that we had were laid across from keel to keel, and over this the ma­ter­i­al of one of the torn tents was spread and se­cured with guys to the rocks. The walls were in­geni­ously con­trived and fixed up by Mar­ston. First he cut the now use­less tents in­to suit­able lengths; then he cut the legs of a pair of seaboots in­to nar­row strips, and us­ing these in much the same way that the leath­er bind­ing is put round the edge of up­holstered chairs, he nailed the tent-cloth all round the in­sides of the out­er gun­wales of the two boats in such a way that it hung down like a val­ance to the ground, where it was se­cured with spars and oars. A couple of over­lap­ping blankets made the door, su­per­seded later by a sack-mouth door cut from one of the tents. This con­sisted of a sort of tube of can­vas sewn on to the tent-cloth, through which the men crawled in or out, ty­ing it up as one would the mouth of a sack as soon as the man had passed through. It is cer­tainly the most con­veni­ent and ef­fi­cient door for these con­di­tions that has ever been in­ven­ted.

				“Whilst the side walls of the hut were be­ing fixed, oth­ers pro­ceeded to fill the in­ter­stices between the stones of the end walls with snow. As this was very powdery and would not bind well, we even­tu­ally had to sup­ple­ment it with the only spare blanket and an over­coat. All this work was very hard on our frost­bit­ten fin­gers, and ma­ter­i­als were very lim­ited.

				“At last all was com­pleted and we were in­vited to bring in our sod­den bags, which had been ly­ing out in the drizz­ling rain for sev­er­al hours; for the tents and boats that had pre­vi­ously sheltered them had all been re­quisi­tioned to form our new res­id­ence.

				“We took our places un­der Wild’s dir­ec­tion. There was no squab­bling for best places, but it was no­tice­able that there was some­thing in the nature of a rush for the bil­lets up on the thwarts of the boats.

				“Ricken­son, who was still very weak and ill, but very cheery, ob­tained a place in the boat dir­ectly above the stove, and the sail­ors hav­ing lived un­der the Stan­comb Wills for a few days while she was up­side down on the beach, ta­citly claimed it as their own, and flocked up on to its thwarts as one man. There was one ‘up­stair’ bil­let left in this boat, which Wild offered to Hus­sey and Lees sim­ul­tan­eously, say­ing that the first man that got his bag up could have the bil­let. Whilst Lees was cal­cu­lat­ing the pros and cons Hus­sey got his bag, and had it up just as Lees had de­term­ined that the pros had it. There were now four men up on the thwarts of the Dud­ley Dock­er, and the five sail­ors and Hus­sey on those of the Stan­comb Wills, the re­mainder dis­pos­ing them­selves on the floor.”

			

			The floor was at first covered with snow and ice, frozen in amongst the pebbles. This was cleared out, and the re­mainder of the tents spread out over the stones. With­in the shel­ter of these cramped but com­par­at­ively pala­tial quar­ters cheer­ful­ness once more reigned amongst the party. The bliz­zard, how­ever, soon dis­covered the flaws in the ar­chi­tec­ture of their hut, and the fine drift-snow forced its way through the crevices between the stones form­ing the end walls. Jae­ger sleep­ing-bags and coats were spread over the out­side of these walls, packed over with snow and se­curely frozen up, ef­fect­ively keep­ing out this drift.

			At first all the cook­ing was done out­side un­der the lee of some rocks, fur­ther pro­tec­tion be­ing provided by a wall of pro­vi­sion-cases. There were two blub­ber-stoves made from old oil-drums, and one day, when the bliz­zard was un­usu­ally severe, an at­tempt was made to cook the meals in­side the hut. There be­ing no means of es­cape for the pun­gent blub­ber-smoke, the in­mates had rather a bad time, some be­ing af­fected with a form of smoke-blind­ness sim­il­ar to snow-blind­ness, very pain­ful and re­quir­ing med­ic­al at­ten­tion.

			A chim­ney was soon fit­ted, made by Kerr out of the tin lin­ing of one of the bis­cuit-cases, and passed through a close-fit­ting tin grum­met sewn in­to the can­vas of the roof just between the keels of the two boats, and the smoke nuis­ance was soon a thing of the past. Later on, an­oth­er old oil-drum was made to sur­round this chim­ney, so that two pots could be cooked at once on the one stove. Those whose bil­lets were near the stove suffered from the ef­fects of the loc­al thaw caused by its heat, but they were re­paid by be­ing able to warm up por­tions of steak and hooshes left over from pre­vi­ous meals, and even to warm up those of the less for­tu­nate ones, for a con­sid­er­a­tion. This con­sisted gen­er­ally of part of the hoosh or one or two pieces of sug­ar.

			The cook and his as­sist­ant, which lat­ter job was taken by each man in turn, were called about 7 a.m., and break­fast was gen­er­ally ready by about 10 a.m.

			Pro­vi­sion-cases were then ar­ranged in a wide circle round the stove, and those who were for­tu­nate enough to be next to it could dry their gear. So that all should be­ne­fit equally by this, a sort of “Gen­er­al Post” was car­ried out, each man oc­cupy­ing his place at meal­times for one day only, mov­ing up one the suc­ceed­ing day. In this way even­tu­ally every man man­aged to dry his clothes, and life began to as­sume a much bright­er as­pect.

			The great trouble in the hut was the ab­sence of light. The can­vas walls were covered with blub­ber-soot, and with the snow­drifts ac­cu­mu­lat­ing round the hut its in­hab­it­ants were liv­ing in a state of per­petu­al night. Lamps were fash­ioned out of sardine-tins, with bits of sur­gic­al band­age for wicks; but as the oil con­sisted of seal-oil rendered down from the blub­ber, the re­main­ing fibrous tis­sue be­ing is­sued very spar­ingly at lunch, by the by, and be­ing con­sidered a great del­ic­acy, they were more a means of con­serving the scanty store of matches than of serving as il­lu­min­ants.

			Wild was the first to over­come this dif­fi­culty by sew­ing in­to the can­vas wall the glass lid of a chro­no­met­er box. Later on three oth­er win­dows were ad­ded, the ma­ter­i­al in this case be­ing some cel­lu­loid pan­els from a pho­to­graph case of mine which I had left be­hind in a bag. This en­abled the oc­cu­pants of the floor bil­lets who were near enough to read and sew, which re­lieved the mono­tony of the situ­ation con­sid­er­ably.

			
				“Our read­ing ma­ter­i­al con­sisted at this time of two books of po­etry, one book of Nor­densk­jold’s Ex­ped­i­tion, one or two torn volumes of the En­cyc­lo­pae­dia Brit­an­nica, and a penny cook­ery book, owned by Mar­ston. Our clothes, though nev­er present­able, as they bore the scars of nearly ten months of rough us­age, had to be con­tinu­ally patched to keep them to­geth­er at all.”

			

			As the floor of the hut had been raised by the ad­di­tion of loads of clean pebbles, from which most of the snow had been re­moved, dur­ing the cold weath­er it was kept com­par­at­ively dry. When, how­ever, the tem­per­at­ure rose to just above freez­ing-point, as oc­ca­sion­ally happened, the hut be­came the drain­age-pool of all the sur­round­ing hills. Wild was the first to no­tice it by re­mark­ing one morn­ing that his sleep­ing-bag was prac­tic­ally afloat. Oth­er men ex­amined theirs with a like res­ult, so bal­ing op­er­a­tions com­menced forth­with. Stones were re­moved from the floor and a large hole dug, and in its gloomy depths the wa­ter could be seen rap­idly rising. Us­ing a sauce­pan for a baler, they baled out over 100 gal­lons of dirty wa­ter. The next day 150 gal­lons were re­moved, the men tak­ing it in turns to bale at in­ter­vals dur­ing the night; 160 more gal­lons were baled out dur­ing the next twenty-four hours, till one man rather pathet­ic­ally re­marked in his di­ary, “This is what nice, mild, high tem­per­at­ures mean to us: no won­der we prefer the cold.” Even­tu­ally, by re­mov­ing a por­tion of one wall a long chan­nel was dug nearly down to the sea, com­pletely solv­ing the prob­lem. Ad­di­tion­al pre­cau­tions were taken by dig­ging away the snow which sur­roun­ded the hut after each bliz­zard, some­times en­tirely ob­scur­ing it.

			A huge gla­ci­er across the bay be­hind the hut nearly put an end to the party. Enorm­ous blocks of ice weigh­ing many tons would break off and fall in­to the sea, the dis­turb­ance thus caused giv­ing rise to great waves. One day Mar­ston was out­side the hut dig­ging up the frozen seal for lunch with a pick, when a noise “like an ar­til­lery bar­rage” startled him. Look­ing up he saw that one of these tre­mend­ous waves, over thirty feet high, was ad­van­cing rap­idly across the bay, threat­en­ing to sweep hut and in­hab­it­ants in­to the sea. A hast­ily shouted warn­ing brought the men tum­bling out, but for­tu­nately the loose ice which filled the bay damped the wave down so much that, though it flowed right un­der the hut, noth­ing was car­ried away. It was a nar­row es­cape, though, as had they been washed in­to the sea noth­ing could have saved them.

			Al­though they them­selves gradu­ally be­came ac­cus­tomed to the dark­ness and the dirt, some entries in their di­ar­ies show that oc­ca­sion­ally they could real­ize the con­di­tions un­der which they were liv­ing.

			
				“The hut grows more grimy every day. Everything is a sooty black. We have ar­rived at the lim­it where fur­ther in­cre­ments from the smoking stove, blub­ber-lamps, and cook­ing-gear are un­noticed. It is at least com­fort­ing to feel that we can be­come no filthi­er. Our shingle floor will scarcely bear ex­am­in­a­tion by strong light without caus­ing even us to shud­der and ex­press our dis­ap­prob­a­tion at its state. Oil mixed with reindeer hair, bits of meat, sen­negrass, and pen­guin feath­ers form a con­glom­er­a­tion which ce­ments the stones to­geth­er. From time to time we have a spring clean­ing, but a fresh sup­ply of floor­ing ma­ter­i­al is not al­ways avail­able, as all the shingle is frozen up and bur­ied by deep rifts. Such is our Home Sweet Home.”

				“All joints are aching through be­ing com­pelled to lie on the hard, rub­bly floor which forms our bed­steads.”

			

			Again, later on, one writes:

			
				“Now that Wild’s win­dow al­lows a shaft of light to enter our hut, one can be­gin to ‘see’ things in­side. Pre­vi­ously one re­lied upon one’s sense of touch, as­sisted by the re­marks from those whose faces were in­ad­vert­ently trod­den on, to guide one to the door. Look­ing down in the semi­d­ark­ness to the far end, one ob­serves two very small smoky flares that dimly il­lu­min­ate a row of five, en­deav­our­ing to make time pass by read­ing or ar­gu­ment. These are Mack­lin, Kerr, Word­ie, Hud­son, and Black­bor­row—the last two be­ing in­val­ids.

				“The centre of the hut is filled with the cases which do duty for the cook’s bed, the meat and blub­ber boxes, and a mum­mi­fied-look­ing ob­ject, which is Lees in his sleep­ing-bag. The near end of the floor space is taken up with the stove, with Wild and McIl­roy on one side, and Hur­ley and James on the oth­er. Mar­ston oc­cu­pies a ham­mock most of the night—and day—which is slung across the en­trance. As he is large and the en­trance very small, he in­vari­ably gets bumped by those passing in and out. His vocab­u­lary at such times is in­ter­est­ing.

				“In the at­tic, formed by the two up­turned boats, live ten un­kempt and care­less lodgers, who drop boots, mitts, and oth­er art­icles of ap­par­el on to the men be­low. Reindeer hairs rain down in­cess­antly day and night, with every move­ment that they make in their moult­ing bags. These, with pen­guin feath­ers and a little grit from the floor, oc­ca­sion­ally sa­vour the hooshes. Thank heav­en man is an ad­apt­able brute! If we dwell suf­fi­ciently long in this hut, we are likely to al­ter our meth­od of walk­ing, for our ceil­ing, which is but four feet six inches high at its highest part, com­pels us to walk bent double or on all fours.

				“Our door­way—Cheetham is just crawl­ing in now, bring­ing a shower of snow with him—was ori­gin­ally a tent en­trance. When one wishes to go out, one un­ties the cord se­cur­ing the door, and crawls or wriggles out, at the same time ex­claim­ing ‘Thank good­ness I’m in the open air!’ This should suf­fice to de­scribe the at­mo­sphere in­side the hut, only pleas­ant when charged with the over­power­ing yet ap­pet­iz­ing smell of burn­ing pen­guin steaks.

				“From all parts there dangles an odd col­lec­tion of blub­bery gar­ments, hung up to dry, through which one crawls, much as a chick­en in an in­cub­at­or. Our walls of tent-can­vas ad­mit as much light as might be ex­pec­ted from a closed Vene­tian blind. It is as­ton­ish­ing how we have grown ac­cus­tomed to in­con­veni­ences, and tol­er­ate, at least, habits which a little time back were re­garded with re­pug­nance. We have no forks, but each man has a sheath-knife and a spoon, the lat­ter in many cases hav­ing been fash­ioned from a piece of box lid. The knife serves many pur­poses. With it we kill, skin, and cut up seals and pen­guins, cut blub­ber in­to strips for the fire, very care­fully scrape the snow off our hut walls, and then after a per­func­tory rub with an oily pen­guin-skin, use it at meals. We are as re­gard­less of our grime and dirt as is the Eskimo. We have been un­able to wash since we left the ship, nearly ten months ago. For one thing we have no soap or tow­els, only bare ne­ces­sit­ies be­ing brought with us; and, again, had we pos­sessed these art­icles, our sup­ply of fuel would only per­mit us to melt enough ice for drink­ing pur­poses. Had one man washed, half a dozen oth­ers would have had to go without a drink all day. One can­not suck ice to re­lieve the thirst, as at these low tem­per­at­ures it cracks the lips and blisters the tongue. Still, we are all very cheer­ful.”

			

			Dur­ing the whole of their stay on Ele­phant Is­land the weath­er was de­scribed by Wild as “simply ap­palling.” Stran­ded as they were on a nar­row, sandy beach sur­roun­ded by high moun­tains, they saw little of the scanty sun­shine dur­ing the brief in­ter­vals of clear sky. On most days the air was full of snow­drift blown from the ad­ja­cent heights. Ele­phant Is­land be­ing prac­tic­ally on the out­side edge of the pack, the winds which passed over the re­l­at­ively warm ocean be­fore reach­ing it clothed it in a “con­stant pall of fog and snow.”

			On April 25, the day after I left for South Geor­gia, the is­land was be­set by heavy pack-ice, with snow and a wet mist. Next day was calmer, but on the 27th, to quote one of the di­ar­ies, they ex­per­i­enced “the most wretched weath­er con­ceiv­able. Rain­ing all night and day, and blow­ing hard. Wet to the skin.” The fol­low­ing day brought heavy fog and sleet, and a con­tinu­ance of the bliz­zard. April ended with a ter­rif­ic wind­storm which nearly des­troyed the hut. The one re­main­ing tent had to be dis­mantled, the pole taken down, and the in­hab­it­ants had to lie flat all night un­der the icy can­vas. This las­ted well in­to May, and a typ­ic­al May day is de­scribed as fol­lows:

			
				“A day of ter­rif­ic winds, threat­en­ing to dis­lodge our shel­ter. The wind is a suc­ces­sion of hur­ricane gusts that sweep down the gla­ci­er im­me­di­ately south-south­w­est of us. Each gust her­alds its ap­proach by a low rum­bling which in­creases to a thun­der­ous roar. Snow, stones, and gravel are fly­ing about, and any gear left un­weighted by very heavy stones is car­ried away to sea.”

			

			Heavy bales of sen­negrass, and boxes of cook­ing-gear, were lif­ted bod­ily in the air and car­ried away out of sight. Once the wind car­ried off the floor-cloth of a tent which six men were hold­ing on to and shak­ing the snow off. These gusts of­ten came with alarm­ing sud­den­ness; and without any warn­ing. Hus­sey was out­side in the bliz­zard dig­ging up the day’s meat, which had frozen to the ground, when a gust caught him and drove him down the spit to­wards the sea. For­tu­nately, when he reached the softer sand and shingle be­low high-wa­ter mark, he man­aged to stick his pick in­to the ground and hold on with both hands till the squall had passed.

			On one or two rare oc­ca­sions they had fine, calm, clear days. The glow of the dy­ing sun on the moun­tains and gla­ciers filled even the most ma­ter­i­al­ist­ic of them with won­der and ad­mir­a­tion. These days were some­times suc­ceeded by calm, clear nights, when, but for the cold, they would have stayed out on the sandy beach all night.

			About the middle of May a ter­rif­ic bliz­zard sprang up, blow­ing from sixty to ninety miles an hour, and Wild en­ter­tained grave fears for their hut. One curi­ous fea­ture noted in this bliz­zard was the fact that huge ice-sheets as big as win­dowpanes, and about a quarter of an inch thick, were be­ing hurled about by the wind, mak­ing it as dan­ger­ous to walk about out­side as if one were in an ava­lanche of splintered glass. Still, these winds from the south and south­w­est, though in­vari­ably ac­com­pan­ied by snow and low tem­per­at­ures, were wel­come in that they drove the pack-ice away from the im­me­di­ate vi­cin­ity of the is­land, and so gave rise on each oc­ca­sion to hopes of re­lief. North­east winds, on the oth­er hand, by filling the bays with ice and bring­ing thick misty weath­er, made it im­possible to hope for any ship to ap­proach them.

			To­wards the end of May a peri­od of dead calm set in, with ice closely packed all round the is­land. This gave place to north­east winds and mist, and at the be­gin­ning of June came an­oth­er south­w­est bliz­zard, with cold driv­ing snow. “The bliz­zard in­creased to ter­rif­ic gusts dur­ing the night, caus­ing us much anxi­ety for the safety of our hut. There was little sleep, all be­ing ap­pre­hens­ive of the can­vas roof rip­ping off, and the boats be­ing blown out to sea.”

			Thus it con­tin­ued, al­tern­at­ing between south­w­est bliz­zards, when they were all con­fined to the hut, and north­east winds bring­ing cold, damp, misty weath­er.

			On June 25 a severe storm from north­w­est was re­cor­ded, ac­com­pan­ied by strong winds and heavy seas, which en­croached upon their little sandy beach up to with­in four yards of their hut.

			To­wards the end of Ju­ly and the be­gin­ning of Au­gust they had a few fine, calm, clear days. Oc­ca­sion­al glimpses of the sun, with high tem­per­at­ures, were ex­per­i­enced, after south­w­est winds had blown all the ice away, and the party, their spir­its cheered by Wild’s un­fail­ing op­tim­ism, again began to look eagerly for the res­cue ship.

			The first three at­tempts at their res­cue un­for­tu­nately co­in­cided with the times when the is­land was be­set with ice, and though on the second oc­ca­sion we ap­proached close enough to fire a gun, in the hope that they would hear the sound and know that we were safe and well, yet so ac­cus­tomed were they to the noise made by the calv­ing of the ad­ja­cent gla­ci­er that either they did not hear or the sound passed un­noticed. On Au­gust 16 pack was ob­served on the ho­ri­zon, and next day the bay was filled with loose ice, which soon con­sol­id­ated. Soon af­ter­wards huge old floes and many bergs drif­ted in.

			
				“The pack ap­pears as dense as we have ever seen it. No open wa­ter is vis­ible, and ‘ice-blink’ girdles the ho­ri­zon. The weath­er is wretched—a stag­nant calm of air and ocean alike, the lat­ter ob­scured by dense pack through which no swell can pen­et­rate, and a wet mist hangs like a pall over land and sea. The si­lence is op­press­ive. There is noth­ing to do but to stay in one’s sleep­ing-bag, or else wander in the soft snow and be­come thor­oughly wet.”

			

			Fif­teen inches of snow fell in the next twenty-four hours, mak­ing over two feet between Au­gust 18 and 21. A slight swell next day from the north­east ground up the pack-ice, but this soon sub­sided, and the pack be­came con­sol­id­ated once more. On Au­gust 27 a strong west-south­w­est wind sprang up and drove all this ice out of the bay, and ex­cept for some stran­ded bergs left a clear ice-free sea through which we fi­nally made our way from Punta Aren­as to Ele­phant Is­land.

			As soon as I had left the is­land to get help for the rest of the Ex­ped­i­tion, Wild set all hands to col­lect as many seals and pen­guins as pos­sible, in case their stay was longer than was at first an­ti­cip­ated. A sud­den rise in tem­per­at­ure caused a whole lot to go bad and be­come un­fit for food, so while a fair re­serve was kept in hand too much was not ac­cu­mu­lated.

			At first the meals, con­sist­ing mostly of seal meat with one hot drink per day, were cooked on a stove in the open. The snow and wind, be­sides mak­ing it very un­pleas­ant for the cook, filled all the cook­ing-pots with sand and grit, so dur­ing the winter the cook­ing was done in­side the hut.

			A little Cerebos salt had been saved, and this was is­sued out at the rate of three-quar­ters of an ounce per man per week. Some of the pack­ets con­tain­ing the salt had broken, so that all did not get the full ra­tion. On the oth­er hand, one man dropped his week’s ra­tion on the floor of the hut, amongst the stones and dirt. It was quickly col­lec­ted, and he found to his de­light that he had enough now to last him for three weeks. Of course it was not all salt. The hot drink con­sisted at first of milk made from milk-powder up to about one-quarter of its prop­er strength. This was later on di­luted still more, and some­times re­placed by a drink made from a pea-soup-like pack­ing from the Bov­ril sledging ra­tions. For mid­winter’s day cel­eb­ra­tions, a mix­ture of one tea­spoon­ful of methyl­ated spir­it in a pint of hot wa­ter, fla­voured with a little ginger and sug­ar, served to re­mind some of cock­tails and Veuve Cliquot.

			At break­fast each had a piece of seal or half a pen­guin breast. Lunch­eon con­sisted of one bis­cuit on three days a week, nut-food on Thursdays, bits of blub­ber, from which most of the oil had been ex­trac­ted for the lamps, on two days a week, and noth­ing on the re­main­ing day. On this day break­fast con­sisted of a half-strength sledging ra­tion. Sup­per was al­most in­vari­ably seal and pen­guin, cut up very finely and fried with a little seal blub­ber.

			There were oc­ca­sion­ally very wel­come vari­ations from this menu. Some pad­dies—a little white bird not un­like a pi­geon—were snared with a loop of string, and fried, with one wa­ter-sod­den bis­cuit, for lunch. Enough bar­ley and peas for one meal all round of each had been saved, and when this was is­sued it was a day of great cel­eb­ra­tion. Some­times, by gen­er­al con­sent, the lunch­eon bis­cuit would be saved, and, with the next serving of bis­cuit, was crushed in a can­vas bag in­to a powder and boiled, with a little sug­ar, mak­ing a very sat­is­fy­ing pud­ding. When blub­ber was fairly plen­ti­ful there was al­ways a sauce­pan of cold wa­ter, made from melt­ing down the pieces of ice which had broken off from the gla­ci­er, fallen in­to the sea, and been washed ashore, for them to quench their thirst in. As the ex­per­i­ence of Arc­tic ex­plorers ten­ded to show that sea­wa­ter pro­duced a form of dys­en­tery, Wild was rather dif­fid­ent about us­ing it. Pen­guin car­casses boiled in one part of sea­wa­ter to four of fresh were a great suc­cess, though, and no ill-ef­fects were felt by any­body.

			The ringed pen­guins mi­grated north the day after we landed at Cape Wild, and though every ef­fort was made to se­cure as large a stock of meat and blub­ber as pos­sible, by the end of the month the sup­ply was so low that only one hot meal a day could be served. Twice the usu­al num­ber of pen­guin steaks were cooked at break­fast, and the ones in­ten­ded for sup­per were kept hot in the pots by wrap­ping up in coats, etc.

			
				“Clark put our sauce­pan­ful in his sleep­ing-bag today to keep it hot, and it really was a great suc­cess in spite of the ex­tra help­ing of reindeer hairs that it con­tained. In this way we can make ten pen­guin skins do for one day.”

			

			Some who were for­tu­nate enough to catch pen­guins with fairly large un­di­ges­ted fish in their gul­lets used to warm these up in tins hung on bits of wire round the stove.

			
				“All the meat in­ten­ded for hooshes is cut up in­side the hut, as it is too cold out­side. As the boards which we use for the pur­pose are also used for cut­ting up to­bacco, when we still have it, a def­in­ite fla­vour is some­times im­par­ted to the hoosh, which, if any­thing, im­proves it.”

			

			Their diet was now prac­tic­ally all meat, and not too much of that, and all the di­ar­ies bear wit­ness to their crav­ing for car­bo­hydrates, such as flour, oat­meal, etc. One man long­ingly speaks of the cab­bages which grow on Kerguelen Is­land. By June 18 there were only nine hun­dred lumps of sug­ar left, i.e., just over forty pieces each. Even my read­ers know what short­age of sug­ar means at this very date, but from a dif­fer­ent cause. Un­der these cir­cum­stances it is not sur­pris­ing that all their thoughts and con­ver­sa­tion should turn to food, past and fu­ture ban­quets, and second help­ings that had been once re­fused.

			A census was taken, each man be­ing asked to state just what he would like to eat at that mo­ment if he were al­lowed to have any­thing that he wanted. All, with but one ex­cep­tion, de­sired a su­et pud­ding of some sort—the “duff” be­loved of sail­ors. Mack­lin asked for many re­turns of scrambled eggs on hot buttered toast. Sev­er­al voted for “a prodi­gious Devon­shire dump­ling,” while Wild wished for “any old dump­ling so long as it was a large one.” The crav­ing for car­bo­hydrates, such as flour and sug­ar, and for fats was very real. Mar­ston had with him a small penny cook­ery book. From this he would read out one re­cipe each night, so as to make them last. This would be dis­cussed very ser­i­ously, and al­ter­a­tions and im­prove­ments sug­ges­ted, and then they would turn in­to their bags to dream of won­der­ful meals that they could nev­er reach. The fol­low­ing con­ver­sa­tion was re­cor­ded in one di­ary:

			
				“Wild: ‘Do you like dough­nuts?’

				“McIl­roy: ‘Rather!’

				“Wild: ‘Very eas­ily made, too. I like them cold with a little jam.’

				“McIl­roy: ‘Not bad; but how about a huge om­elette?’

				“Wild: ‘Fine!’ (with a deep sigh).

				“Over­head, two of the sail­ors are dis­cuss­ing, some ex­traordin­ary mix­ture of hash, apple­sauce, beer, and cheese. Mar­ston is in his ham­mock read­ing from his penny cook­ery book. Farther down, some one eu­lo­gizes Scotch short­bread. Sev­er­al of the sail­ors are talk­ing of spot­ted dog, sea-pie, and Lock­hart’s with great feel­ing. Some one men­tions nut-food, where­at the con­ver­sa­tion be­comes gen­er­al, and we all de­cide to buy one pound’s worth of it as soon as we get to civil­iz­a­tion, and re­tire to a coun­try house to eat it un­dis­turbed. At present we really mean it, too!”

			

			Mid­winter’s day, the great Po­lar fest­iv­al, was duly ob­served. A “mag­ni­fi­cent break­fast” of sledging ra­tion hoosh, full strength and well boiled to thick­en it, with hot milk was served. Lunch­eon con­sisted of a won­der­ful pud­ding, in­ven­ted by Wild, made of powdered bis­cuit boiled with twelve pieces of mouldy nut-food. Sup­per was a very finely cut seal hoosh fla­voured with sug­ar.

			After sup­per they had a con­cert, ac­com­pan­ied by Hus­sey on his “in­dis­pens­able banjo.” This banjo was the last thing to be saved off the ship be­fore she sank, and I took it with us as a men­tal ton­ic. It was car­ried all the way through with us, and landed on Ele­phant Is­land prac­tic­ally un­harmed, and did much to keep the men cheer­ful. Nearly every Sat­urday night such a con­cert was held, when each one sang a song about some oth­er mem­ber of the party. If that oth­er one ob­jec­ted to some of the re­marks, a worse one was writ­ten for the next week.

			The cook, who had car­ried on so well and for so long, was giv­en a rest on Au­gust 9, and each man took it in turns to be cook for one week. As the cook and his “mate” had the priv­ilege of scrap­ing out the sauce­pans, there was some anxi­ety to se­cure the job, es­pe­cially amongst those with the lar­ger ap­pet­ites. “The last of the methyl­ated spir­it was drunk on Au­gust 12, and from then on­wards the King’s health, ‘sweet­hearts and wives,’ and ‘the Boss and crew of the Caird,’ were drunk in hot wa­ter and ginger every Sat­urday night.”

			The pen­guins and seals which had mi­grated north at the be­gin­ning of winter had not yet re­turned, or else the ice-foot, which sur­roun­ded the spit to a thick­ness of six feet, pre­ven­ted them from com­ing ashore, so that food was get­ting short. Old seal-bones, that had been used once for a meal and then thrown away, were dug up and stewed down with sea­wa­ter. Pen­guin car­casses were treated like­wise. Limpets were gathered from the pools dis­closed between the rocks be­low high tide, after the pack-ice had been driv­en away. It was a cold job gath­er­ing these little shell­fish, as for each one the whole hand and arm had to be plunged in­to the icy wa­ter, and many score of these small creatures had to be col­lec­ted to make any­thing of a meal. Sea­weed boiled in sea­wa­ter was used to eke out the rap­idly di­min­ish­ing stock of seal and pen­guin meat. This did not agree with some of the party. Though it was ac­know­ledged to be very tasty it only served to in­crease their ap­pet­ite—a ser­i­ous thing when there was noth­ing to sat­is­fy it with! One man re­marked in his di­ary: “We had a sump­tu­ous meal today—nearly five ounces of sol­id food each.”

			It is largely due to Wild, and to his en­ergy, ini­ti­at­ive, and re­source, that the whole party kept cheer­ful all along, and, in­deed, came out alive and so well. As­sisted by the two sur­geons, Drs. McIl­roy and Mack­lin, he had ever a watch­ful eye for the health of each one. His cheery op­tim­ism nev­er failed, even when food was very short and the pro­spect of re­lief seemed re­mote. Each one in his di­ary speaks with ad­mir­a­tion of him. I think without doubt that all the party who were stran­ded on Ele­phant Is­land owe their lives to him. The demons of de­pres­sion could find no foothold when he was around; and, not con­tent with merely “telling,” he was “do­ing” as much as, and very of­ten more than, the rest. He showed won­der­ful cap­ab­il­it­ies of lead­er­ship and more than jus­ti­fied the ab­so­lute con­fid­ence that I placed in him. Hus­sey, with his cheeri­ness and his banjo, was an­oth­er vi­tal factor in chas­ing away any tend­ency to down­hearted­ness.

			Once they were settled in their hut, the health of the party was quite good. Of course, they were all a bit weak, some were light­headed, all were frost­bit­ten, and oth­ers, later, had at­tacks of heart fail­ure. Black­bor­row, whose toes were so badly frost­bit­ten in the boats, had to have all five am­pu­tated while on the is­land. With in­suf­fi­cient in­stru­ments and no prop­er means of ster­il­iz­ing them, the op­er­a­tion, car­ried out as it was in a dark, grimy hut, with only a blub­ber-stove to keep up the tem­per­at­ure and with an out­side tem­per­at­ure well be­low freez­ing, speaks volumes for the skill and ini­ti­at­ive of the sur­geons. I am glad to be able to say that the op­er­a­tion was very suc­cess­ful, and after a little treat­ment ashore, very kindly giv­en by the Chilean doc­tors at Punta Aren­as, he has now com­pletely re­covered and walks with only a slight limp. Hud­son, who de­veloped bron­chit­is and hip dis­ease, was prac­tic­ally well again when the party was res­cued. All trace of the severe frost­bites suffered in the boat jour­ney had dis­ap­peared, though traces of re­cent su­per­fi­cial ones re­mained on some. All were nat­ur­ally weak when res­cued, ow­ing to hav­ing been on such scanty ra­tions for so long, but all were alive and very cheer­ful, thanks to Frank Wild.

			Au­gust 30, 1916, is de­scribed in their di­ar­ies as a “day of won­ders.” Food was very short, only two days’ seal and pen­guin meat be­ing left, and no pro­spect of any more ar­riv­ing. The whole party had been col­lect­ing limpets and sea­weed to eat with the stewed seal bones. Lunch was be­ing served by Wild, Hur­ley and Mar­ston wait­ing out­side to take a last long look at the dir­ec­tion from which they ex­pec­ted the ship to ar­rive. From a fort­night after I had left, Wild would roll up his sleep­ing-bag each day with the re­mark, “Get your things ready, boys, the Boss may come today.” And sure enough, one day the mist opened and re­vealed the ship for which they had been wait­ing and long­ing and hop­ing for over four months.

			
				“Mar­ston was the first to no­tice it, and im­me­di­ately yelled out ‘Ship O!’ The in­mates of the hut mis­took it for a call of ‘Lunch O!’ so took no no­tice at first. Soon, how­ever, we heard him pat­ter­ing along the snow as fast as he could run, and in a gasp­ing, anxious voice, hoarse with ex­cite­ment, he shouted, ‘Wild, there’s a ship! Hadn’t we bet­ter light a flare?’ We all made one dive for our nar­row door. Those who could not get through tore down the can­vas walls in their hurry and ex­cite­ment. The hoosh-pot with our pre­cious limpets and sea­weed was kicked over in the rush. There, just round­ing the is­land which had pre­vi­ously hid­den her from our sight, we saw a little ship fly­ing the Chilean flag.

				“We tried to cheer, but ex­cite­ment had gripped our vo­cal chords. Mack­lin had made a rush for the flag­staff, pre­vi­ously placed in the most con­spicu­ous po­s­i­tion on the ice-slope. The run­ning-gear would not work, and the flag was frozen in­to a sol­id, com­pact mass so he tied his jer­sey to the top of the pole for a sig­nal.

				“Wild put a pick through our last re­main­ing tin of pet­rol, and soak­ing coats, mitts, and socks with it, car­ried them to the top of Pen­guin Hill at the end of our spit, and soon, they were ablaze.

				“Mean­while most of us had gathered on the fore­shore watch­ing with anxious eyes for any signs that the ship had seen us, or for any an­swer­ing sig­nals. As we stood and gazed she seemed to turn away as if she had not seen us. Again and again we cheered, though our feeble cries could cer­tainly not have car­ried so far. Sud­denly she stopped, a boat was lowered, and we could re­cog­nize Sir Ern­est’s fig­ure as he climbed down the lad­der. Sim­ul­tan­eously we burst in­to a cheer, and then one said to the oth­er, ‘Thank God, the Boss is safe.’ For I think that his safety was of more con­cern to us than was our own.

				“Soon the boat ap­proached near enough for the Boss, who was stand­ing up in the bows, to shout to Wild, ‘Are you all well?’ To which he replied, ‘All safe, all well,’ and we could see a smile light up the Boss’s face as he said, ‘Thank God!’

				“Be­fore he could land he threw ashore hands­ful of ci­gar­ettes and to­bacco; and these the smokers, who for two months had been try­ing to find solace in such sub­sti­tutes as sea­weed, finely chopped pipe-bowls, seal meat, and sen­negrass, grasped greed­ily.

				“Black­bor­row, who could not walk, had been car­ried to a high rock and propped up in his sleep­ing-bag, so that he could view the won­der­ful scene.

				“Soon we were tum­bling in­to the boat, and the Chilean sail­ors, laugh­ing up at us, seemed as pleased at our res­cue as we were. Twice more the boat re­turned, and with­in an hour of our first hav­ing sighted the boat we were head­ing north­wards to the out­er world from which we had had no news since Oc­to­ber 1914, over twenty-two months be­fore. We are like men awakened from a long sleep. We are try­ing to ac­quire sud­denly the per­spect­ive which the rest of the world has ac­quired gradu­ally through two years of war. There are many events which have happened of which we shall nev­er know.

				“Our first meal, ow­ing to our weak­ness and the at­rophied state of our stom­achs, proved dis­astrous to a good many. They soon re­covered though. Our beds were just shake­downs on cush­ions and settees, though the of­ficer on watch very gen­er­ously gave up his bunk to two of us. I think we got very little sleep that night. It was just heav­enly to lie and listen to the throb of the en­gines, in­stead of to the crack of the break­ing floe, the beat of the surf on the ice-strewn shore, or the howl­ing of the bliz­zard.

				“We in­tend to keep Au­gust 30 as a fest­iv­al for the rest of our lives.”

			

			You read­ers can ima­gine my feel­ings as I stood in the little cab­in watch­ing my res­cued com­rades feed­ing.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				The Ross Sea Party

			
			I now turn to the for­tunes and mis­for­tunes of the Ross Sea Party and the Au­rora. In spite of ex­traordin­ary dif­fi­culties oc­ca­sioned by the break­ing out of the Au­rora from her winter quar­ters be­fore suf­fi­cient stores and equip­ment had been landed, Cap­tain Aeneas Mack­in­tosh and the party un­der his com­mand achieved the ob­ject of this side of the Ex­ped­i­tion. For the de­pot that was the main ob­ject of the Ex­ped­i­tion was laid in the spot that I had in­dic­ated, and if the transcon­tin­ent­al party had been for­tu­nate enough to have crossed they would have found the as­sist­ance, in the shape of stores, that would have been vi­tal to the suc­cess of their un­der­tak­ing. Ow­ing to the dearth of stores, cloth­ing, and sledging equip­ment, the de­pot party was forced to travel more slowly and with great­er dif­fi­culty than would have oth­er­wise been the case. The res­ult was that in mak­ing this jour­ney the greatest qual­it­ies of en­dur­ance, self-sac­ri­fice, and pa­tience were called for, and the call was not in vain, as you read­ing the fol­low­ing pages will real­ize. It is more than re­gret­table that after hav­ing gone through those many months of hard­ship and toil, Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward should have been lost. Spen­cer-Smith dur­ing those long days, dragged by his com­rades on the sledge, suf­fer­ing but nev­er com­plain­ing, be­came an ex­ample to all men. Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward owed their lives on that jour­ney to the un­re­mit­ting care and strenu­ous en­deav­ours of Joyce, Wild, and Richards, who, also scurvy-stricken but fit­ter than their com­rades, dragged them through the deep snow and bliz­zards on the sledges. I think that no more re­mark­able story of hu­man en­deav­our has been re­vealed than the tale of that long march which I have col­lated from vari­ous di­ar­ies. Un­for­tu­nately, the di­ary of the lead­er of this side of the Ex­ped­i­tion was lost with him. The out­stand­ing fea­ture of the Ross Sea side was the jour­ney made by these six men. The earli­er jour­neys for the first year did not pro­duce any sign of the qual­it­ies of lead­er­ship amongst the oth­ers. Mack­in­tosh was for­tu­nate for the long jour­ney in that he had these three men with him: Ern­est Wild, Richards, and Joyce.

			Be­fore pro­ceed­ing with the ad­ven­tures of this party I want to make clear in these pages how much I ap­pre­ci­ate the as­sist­ance I re­ceived both in Aus­tralia and New Zea­l­and, es­pe­cially in the lat­ter domin­ion. And amongst the many friends there it is not in­vi­di­ous on my part to lay spe­cial stress on the name of Le­onard Tripp, who has been my ment­or, coun­sel­lor, and friend for many years, and who, when the Ex­ped­i­tion was in pre­cari­ous and dif­fi­cult cir­cum­stances, de­voted his en­ergy, thought, and gave his whole time and ad­vice to the best in­terests of our cause. I also must thank Ed­ward Saun­ders, who for the second time has greatly helped me in pre­par­ing an Ex­ped­i­tion re­cord for pub­lic­a­tion.

			To the Domin­ion Gov­ern­ment I tender my warmest thanks. To the people of New Zea­l­and, and es­pe­cially to those many friends—too nu­mer­ous to men­tion here—who helped us when our for­tunes were at a low ebb, I wish to say that their kind­ness is an ever­green memory to me. If ever a man had cause to be grate­ful for as­sist­ance in dark days, I am he.

			The Au­rora, un­der the com­mand of Cap­tain Aeneas Mack­in­tosh, sailed from Hobart for the Ross Sea on Decem­ber 24, 1914. The ship had re­fit­ted in Sydney, where the State and Fed­er­al Gov­ern­ments had giv­en gen­er­ous as­sist­ance, and would be able, if ne­ces­sary, to spend two years in the Ant­arc­tic. My in­struc­tions to Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh, in brief, were to pro­ceed to the Ross Sea, make a base at some con­veni­ent point in or near McMurdo Sound, land stores and equip­ment, and lay de­pots on the Great Ice Bar­ri­er in the dir­ec­tion of the Beard­more Gla­ci­er for the use of the party that I ex­pec­ted to bring over­land from the Wed­dell Sea coast. This pro­gramme would in­volve some heavy sledging, but the ground to be covered was fa­mil­i­ar, and I had not an­ti­cip­ated that the work would present any great dif­fi­culties. The Au­rora car­ried ma­ter­i­als for a hut, equip­ment for land­ing and sledging parties, stores and cloth­ing of all the kinds re­quired, and an ample sup­ply of sledges. There were also dog teams and one of the mo­tor-tract­ors. I had told Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh that it was pos­sible the transcon­tin­ent­al jour­ney would be at­temp­ted in the 1914–15 sea­son in the event of the land­ing on the Wed­dell Sea coast prov­ing un­ex­pec­tedly easy, and it would be his duty, there­fore, to lay out de­pots to the south im­me­di­ately after his ar­rival at his base. I had dir­ec­ted him to place a de­pot of food and fuel-oil at lat. 80° S. in 1914–15, with cairns and flags as guides to a sledging party ap­proach­ing from the dir­ec­tion of the Pole. He would place de­pots farther south in the 1915–16 sea­son.

			The Au­rora had an un­event­ful voy­age south­wards. She anchored off the seal­ing-huts at Macquar­ie Is­land on Christ­mas Day, Decem­ber 25. The wire­less sta­tion erec­ted by Sir Douglas Mawson’s Aus­trali­an Ant­arc­tic Ex­ped­i­tion could be seen on a hill to the north­w­est with the Ex­ped­i­tion’s hut at the base of the hill. This hut was still oc­cu­pied by a met­eor­o­lo­gic­al staff, and later in the day the met­eor­o­lo­gist, Mr. Tul­loch, came off to the ship and had din­ner aboard. The Au­rora had some stores for the Macquar­ie Is­land party, and these were sent ashore dur­ing suc­ceed­ing days in the boats. The land­ing-place was a rough, kelp-guarded beach, where lay the re­mains of the New Zea­l­and barque Clyde. Macquar­ie Is­land an­chor­ages are treach­er­ous, and sev­er­al ships en­gaged in the seal­ing and whal­ing trade have left their bones on the rocky shores, where bask great herds of seals and sea-ele­phants. The Au­rora sailed from the is­land on Decem­ber 31, and three days later they sighted the first ice­berg, a tab­u­lar berg rising 250 ft. above the sea. This was in lat. 62° 44′ S., long. 169° 58′ E. The next day, in lat. 64° 27′ 38″ S., the Au­rora passed through the first belt of pack-ice. At 9 a.m. on Janu­ary 7, Mount Sabine, a mighty peak of the Ad­mir­alty Range, South Vic­tor­ia Land, was sighted sev­enty-five miles dis­tant.

			It had been pro­posed that a party of three men should travel to Cape Crozi­er from winter quar­ters dur­ing the winter months in or­der to se­cure em­per­or pen­guins’ eggs. The ship was to call at Cape Crozi­er, land pro­vi­sions, and erect a small hut of fibro-con­crete sheets for the use of this party. The ship was off the Cape on the af­ter­noon of Janu­ary 9, and a boat put off with Sten­house, Cope, Joyce, Nin­nis, Mauger, and Aitken to search for a land­ing-place.

			
				“We steered in to­wards the Bar­ri­er,” wrote Sten­house, “and found an open­ing lead­ing in­to a large bight which jut­ted back to east­ward in­to the Bar­ri­er. We en­deav­oured without suc­cess to scale the steep ice-foot un­der the cliffs, and then pro­ceeded up the bay. Pulling along the edge of per­pen­dic­u­lar ice, we turned in­to a bay in the ice-cliff and came to a cul-de-sac, at the head of which was a grotto. At the head of the grotto and on a ledge of snow were perched some ad­e­lie pen­guins. The beau­ti­ful green and blue tints in the ice-col­our­ing made a pic­ture as un­real as a stage set­ting. Com­ing back along the edge of the bight to­wards the land, we caught and killed one pen­guin, much to the sur­prise of an­oth­er, which ducked in­to a niche in the ice and, after much squawk­ing, was ex­trac­ted with a boat-hook and cap­tured. We re­turned to our ori­gin­al land­ing, and were for­tu­nate in our time, for no soon­er had we cleared the ledge where Nin­nis had been hanging in his en­deav­our to catch the pen­guin than the bar­ri­er calved and a piece weigh­ing hun­dreds of tons toppled over in­to the sea.

				“Since we left the ship a mist had blown up from the south, and when we ar­rived back at the en­trance to the bay the ship could be but dimly seen. We found a slope on the ice-foot, and Joyce and I man­aged, by cut­ting steps, to climb up to a ledge of debris between the cliffs and the ice, which we thought might lead to the vi­cin­ity of the em­per­or pen­guin rook­ery. I sent the boat back to the ship to tell the cap­tain of our fail­ure to find a spot where we could de­pot the hut and stores, and then, with Joyce, set out to walk along the nar­row land between the cliffs and the ice to the south­ward in hopes of find­ing the rook­ery. We walked for about a mile along the foot of the cliffs, over un­du­lat­ing paths, some­times crawl­ing care­fully down a gully and then over rocks and debris which had fallen from the steep cliffs which towered above us, but we saw no signs of a rook­ery or any place where a rook­ery could be. Close to the cliffs and sep­ar­ated from them by the path on which we trav­elled, the Bar­ri­er in its move­ment to­wards the sea had broken and showed signs of pres­sure. See­ing a turn in the cliffs ahead, which we thought might lead to bet­ter pro­spects, we trudged on, and were re­war­ded by a sight which Joyce ad­mit­ted as be­ing the grand­est he had ever wit­nessed. The Bar­ri­er had come in­to con­tact with the cliffs and, from where we viewed it, it looked as if ice­bergs had fallen in­to a tre­mend­ous cav­ern and lay jumbled to­geth­er in wild dis­order. Look­ing down in­to that won­der­ful pic­ture one real­ized a little the ‘etern­al­ness’ of things.

				“We had not long to wait, and, much as we wished to go ahead, had to turn back. I went in­to a small cre­vasse; no dam­age. Ar­riv­ing back at the place where we left the boat we found it had not re­turned, so sat down un­der an over­hang and smoked and en­joyed the sense of loneli­ness. Soon the boat ap­peared out of the mist, and the crew had much news for us. After we left the ship the cap­tain man­oeuvred her in or­der to get close to the Bar­ri­er, but, un­for­tu­nately, the en­gines were loath to be re­versed when re­quired to go astern and the ship hit the Bar­ri­er end on. The Bar­ri­er here is about twenty feet high, and her jib-boom took the weight and snapped at the cap. When I re­turned Thompson was busy get­ting the broken boom and gear aboard. Luck­ily the cap was not broken and no dam­age was done aloft, but it was rather a bad in­tro­duc­tion to the Ant­arc­tic. There is no place to land the Cape Crozi­er hut and stores, so we must build a hut in the winter here, which will mean so much ex­tra sledging from winter quar­ters. Bad start, good fin­ish! Joyce and I went aloft to the crow’s-nest, but could see no open­ing in the Bar­ri­er to east­ward where a ship might enter and get farther south.”

			

			Mack­in­tosh pro­ceeded in­to McMurdo Sound. Heavy pack delayed the ship for three days, and it was not un­til Janu­ary 16 that she reached a point off Cape Evans, where he landed ten tons of coal and ninety-eight cases of oil. Dur­ing suc­ceed­ing days Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh worked the Au­rora south­ward, and by Janu­ary 24 he was with­in nine miles of Hut Point. There he made the ship fast to sea-ice, then break­ing up rap­idly, and pro­ceeded to ar­range sledging parties. It was his in­ten­tion to dir­ect the lay­ing of the de­pots him­self and to leave his first of­ficer, Lieut. J. R. Sten­house, in com­mand of the Au­rora, with in­struc­tions to se­lect a base and land a party.

			The first ob­ject­ive was Hut Point, where stands the hut erec­ted by the Dis­cov­ery ex­ped­i­tion in 1902. An ad­vance party, con­sist­ing of Joyce (in charge), Jack, and Gaze, with dogs and fully loaded sledges, left the ship on Janu­ary 24; Mack­in­tosh, with Wild and Smith, fol­lowed the next day; and a sup­port­ing party, con­sist­ing of Cope (in charge), Stevens, Nin­nis, Hay­wood, Hooke, and Richards, left the ship on Janu­ary 30. The first two parties had dog teams. The third party took with it the mo­tor-tract­or, which does not ap­pear to have giv­en the good ser­vice that I had hoped to get from it. These parties had a strenu­ous time dur­ing the weeks that fol­lowed. The men, fresh from ship­board, were not in the best of train­ing, and the same was true of the dogs. It was un­for­tu­nate that the dogs had to be worked so early after their ar­rival in the Ant­arc­tic. They were in poor con­di­tion and they had not learned to work to­geth­er as teams. The res­ult was the loss of many of the dogs, and this proved a ser­i­ous mat­ter in the fol­low­ing sea­son. Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh’s re­cord of the sledging in the early months of 1915 is fairly full. It will not be ne­ces­sary here to fol­low the for­tunes of the vari­ous parties in de­tail, for al­though the men were fa­cing dif­fi­culties and dangers, they were on well-trav­elled ground, which has been made fa­mil­i­ar to most read­ers by the his­tor­ies of earli­er Ex­ped­i­tions.

			Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh and his party left the Au­rora on the even­ing of Janu­ary 25. They had nine dogs and one heav­ily loaded sledge, and star­ted off briskly to the ac­com­pani­ment of a cheer from their ship­mates. The dogs were so eager for ex­er­cise after their pro­longed con­fine­ment aboard the ship that they dashed for­ward at their best speed, and it was ne­ces­sary for one man to sit upon the sledge in or­der to mod­er­ate the pace. Mack­in­tosh had hoped to get to Hut Point that night, but luck was against him. The weath­er broke after he had trav­elled about five miles, and snow, which com­pletely ob­scured all land­marks, sent him in­to camp on the sea-ice. The weath­er was still thick on the fol­low­ing morn­ing, and the party, mak­ing a start after break­fast, missed its way.

			
				“We shaped a course where I ima­gined Hut Point to be,” wrote Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh in his di­ary, “but when the sledge-meter showed thir­teen miles fifty yards, which is four miles in ex­cess of the dis­tance from the slip to Hut Point, I de­cided to halt again. The sur­face was chan­ging con­sid­er­ably and the land was still ob­scured. We have been trav­el­ling over a thick snow sur­face, in which we sink deeply, and the dogs are not too cheer­ful about it.”

			

			They star­ted again at noon on Janu­ary 27, when the weath­er had cleared suf­fi­ciently to re­veal the land, and reached Hut Point at 4 p.m. The sledge-meter showed that the total dis­tance trav­elled had been over sev­en­teen miles. Mack­in­tosh found in the hut a note from Joyce, who had been there on the 25th, and who re­por­ted that one of his dogs had been killed in a fight with its com­pan­ions. The hut con­tained some stores left there by earli­er Ex­ped­i­tions. The party stayed there for the night. Mack­in­tosh left a note for Sten­house dir­ect­ing him to place pro­vi­sions in the hut in case the sledging parties did not re­turn in time to be taken off by the ship. Early next morn­ing Joyce reached the hut. He had en­countered bad ice and had come back to con­sult with Mack­in­tosh re­gard­ing the route to be fol­lowed. Mack­in­tosh dir­ec­ted him to steer out to­wards Black Is­land in cross­ing the head of the Sound bey­ond Hut Point.

			Mack­in­tosh left Hut Point on Janu­ary 28. He had taken some ad­di­tion­al stores, and he men­tions that the sledge now weighed 1,200 lbs. This was a heavy load, but the dogs were pulling well and he thought it prac­tic­able. He en­countered dif­fi­culty al­most at once after des­cend­ing the slope from the point to the sea-ice, for the sledge stuck in soft snow and the party had to light­en the load and re­lay un­til they reached a bet­ter sur­face. They were hav­ing trouble with the dogs, which did not pull cheer­fully, and the total dis­tance covered in the day was un­der four miles. The weath­er was warm and the snow con­sequently was soft. Mack­in­tosh had de­cided that it would be best to travel at night. A fall of snow held up the party through­out the fol­low­ing day, and they did not get away from their camp un­til shortly be­fore mid­night.

			
				“The sur­face was ab­om­in­ably soft,” wrote Mack­in­tosh. “We har­nessed ourselves on to the sledge and with the dogs made a start, but we had a struggle to get off. We had not gone very far when in deep­er snow we stopped dead. Try as we would, no move­ment could be pro­duced. Re­luct­antly we un­loaded and began the te­di­ous task of re­lay­ing. The work, in spite of the light­er load on the sledge, proved ter­rif­ic for ourselves and for the dogs. We struggled for four hours, and then set camp to await the even­ing, when the sun would not be so fierce and the sur­face might be bet­ter. I must say I feel some­what des­pond­ent, as we are not get­ting on as well as I ex­pec­ted, nor do we find it as easy as one would gath­er from read­ing.”

			

			The two parties met again that day. Joyce also had been com­pelled to re­lay his load, and all hands la­boured strenu­ously and ad­vanced slowly. They reached the edge of the Bar­ri­er on the night of Janu­ary 30 and climbed an easy slope to the Bar­ri­er sur­face, about thirty feet above the sea-ice. The dogs were show­ing signs of fa­tigue, and when Mack­in­tosh camped at 6:30 a.m. on Janu­ary 31, he reckoned that the dis­tance covered in twelve and a half hours had been about two and a half miles. The men had killed a seal at the edge of the sea-ice and placed the meat on a cairn for fu­ture use. One dog, hav­ing re­fused to pull, had been left be­hind with a good feed of meat, and Mack­in­tosh hoped the an­im­al would fol­low. The ex­per­i­ences of the party dur­ing the days that fol­lowed can be in­dic­ated by some ex­tracts from Mack­in­tosh’s di­ary.

			
				“Sunday, Janu­ary 31.—Star­ted off this af­ter­noon at 3 p.m. Sur­face too dread­ful for words. We sink in­to snow at times up to our knees, the dogs strug­gling out of it pant­ing and mak­ing great ef­forts. I think the soft snow must be ac­coun­ted for by a phe­nom­en­ally fine sum­mer without much wind. After pro­ceed­ing about 1,000 yds. I spot­ted some poles on our star­board side. We shaped course for these and found Cap­tain Scott’s Safety Camp. We un­loaded a re­lay here and went back with empty sledge for the second re­lay. It took us four hours to do just this short dis­tance. It is ex­as­per­at­ing. After we had got the second load up we had lunch. Then we dug round the poles, while snow fell, and after get­ting down about three feet we came across, first, a bag of oats, lower down two cases of dog-bis­cuit—one with a com­plete week’s ra­tion, the oth­er with seal meat. A good find. About forty paces away we found a ven­esta-lid stick­ing out of the snow. Smith scraped round this with his ice-axe and presently dis­covered one of the mo­tor-sledges Cap­tain Scott used. Everything was just as it had been left, the pet­rol-tank partly filled and ap­par­ently un­deteri­or­ated. We marked the spot with a pole. The snow clear­ing, we pro­ceeded with a re­lay. We got only half a mile, still strug­gling in deep snow, and then went back for the second load. We can still see the cairn erec­ted at the Bar­ri­er edge and a black spot which we take to be the dog.

				“Feb­ru­ary 1.—We turned out at 7:30 p.m., and after a meal broke camp. We made a re­lay of two and a half miles. The sledge-meter stopped dur­ing this re­lay. Per­haps that is the cause of our mileage not show­ing. We covered sev­en and a half miles in or­der to bring the load two and a half miles. After lunch we de­cided, as the sur­face was get­ting bet­ter, to make a shot at trav­el­ling with the whole load. It was a back­break­ing job. Wild led the team, while Smith and I pulled in har­ness. The great trouble is to get the sledge star­ted after the many un­avoid­able stops. We man­aged to cov­er one mile. This even is bet­ter than re­lay­ing. We then camped—the dogs be­ing en­tirely done up, poor brutes.

				“Feb­ru­ary 2.—We were awakened this af­ter­noon, while in our bags, by hear­ing Joyce’s dogs bark­ing. They have done well and have caught us up. Joyce’s voice was heard presently, ask­ing us the time. He is man­aging the full load. We is­sued a chal­lenge to race him to the Bluff, which he ac­cep­ted. When we turned out at 6:30 p.m. his camp was seen about three miles ahead. About 8 p.m., after our hoosh, we made a start, and reached Joyce’s camp at 1 a.m. The dogs had been pulling well, see­ing the camp ahead, but when we ar­rived off it they were not in­clined to go on. After a little per­sua­sion and struggle we got off, but not for long. This start­ing busi­ness is ter­rible work. We have to shake the sledge and its big load while we shout to the dogs to start. If they do not pull to­geth­er it is use­less. When we get the sledge go­ing we are on ten­ter­hooks lest it stop again on the next soft slope, and this of­ten oc­curs. Sledging is real hard work; but we are get­ting along.”

			

			The sur­face was bet­ter on Feb­ru­ary 2, and the party covered six miles without re­lay­ing. They camped in soft snow, and when they star­ted the next day they were two hours re­lay­ing over one hun­dred and fifty yards. Then they got in­to Joyce’s track and found the go­ing bet­ter. Mack­in­tosh over­took Joyce on the morn­ing of Feb­ru­ary 4 and went ahead, his party break­ing trail dur­ing the next march. They covered ten miles on the night of the 4th. One dog had “chucked his hand in” on the march, and Mack­in­tosh men­tions that he in­ten­ded to in­crease the dogs’ al­low­ance of food. The sur­face was harder, and dur­ing the night of Feb­ru­ary 5 Mack­in­tosh covered el­ev­en miles twenty-five yards, but he fin­ished with two dogs on the sledge. Joyce was trav­el­ling by day, so that the parties passed one an­oth­er daily on the march.

			A bliz­zard came from the south on Feb­ru­ary 10 and the parties were con­fined to their tents for over twenty-four hours. The weath­er mod­er­ated on the morn­ing of the next day, and at 11 a.m. Mack­in­tosh camped be­side Joyce and pro­ceeded to re­arrange the parties. One of his dogs had died on the 9th, and sev­er­al oth­ers had ceased to be worth much for pulling. He had de­cided to take the best dogs from the two teams and con­tin­ue the march with Joyce and Wild, while Smith, Jack, and Gaze went back to Hut Point with the re­main­ing dogs. This in­volved the ad­just­ment of sledge-loads in or­der that the prop­er sup­plies might be avail­able for the de­pots. He had eight dogs and Smith had five. A de­pot of oil and fuel was laid at this point and marked by a cairn with a bam­boo pole rising ten feet above it. The change made for bet­ter pro­gress. Smith turned back at once, and the oth­er party went ahead fairly rap­idly, the dogs be­ing able to haul the sledge without much as­sist­ance from the men. The party built a cairn of snow after each hour’s trav­el­ling to serve as guides to the de­pot and as marks for the re­turn jour­ney. An­oth­er bliz­zard held the men up on Feb­ru­ary 13, and they had an un­com­fort­able time in their sleep­ing-bags ow­ing to low tem­per­at­ure.

			Dur­ing suc­ceed­ing days the party plod­ded for­ward. They were able to cov­er from five to twelve miles a day, ac­cord­ing to the sur­face and weath­er. They built the cairns reg­u­larly and checked their route by tak­ing bear­ings of the moun­tains to the west. They were able to cov­er from five to twelve miles a day, the dogs pulling fairly well. They reached lat. 80° S. on the af­ter­noon of Feb­ru­ary 20. Mack­in­tosh had hoped to find a de­pot laid in that neigh­bour­hood by Cap­tain Scott, but no trace of it was seen. The sur­face had been very rough dur­ing the af­ter­noon, and for that reas­on the de­pot to be laid there was named Rocky Moun­tain De­pot. The stores were to be placed on a sub­stan­tial cairn, and smal­ler cairns were to be built at right angles to the de­pot as a guide to the over­land party.

			
				“As soon as break­fast was over,” wrote Mack­in­tosh the next day, “Joyce and Wild went off with a light sledge and the dogs to lay out the cairns and place flags to the east­ward, build­ing them at every mile. The out­er cairn had a large flag and a note in­dic­at­ing the po­s­i­tion of the de­pot. I re­mained be­hind to get angles and fix our po­s­i­tion with the theodol­ite. The tem­per­at­ure was very low this morn­ing, and hand­ling the theodol­ite was not too warm a job for the fin­gers. My whiskers froze to the met­al while I was tak­ing a sight. After five hours the oth­ers ar­rived back. They had covered ten miles, five miles out and five miles back. Dur­ing the af­ter­noon we fin­ished the cairn, which we have built to a height of eight feet. It is a sol­id square erec­tion which ought to stand a good deal of weath­er­ing, and on top we have placed a bam­boo pole with a flag, mak­ing the total height twenty-five feet. Build­ing the cairn was a fine warm­ing jab, but the ice on our whiskers of­ten took some ten minutes thaw­ing out. To­mor­row we hope to lay out the cairns to the west­ward, and then to shape our course for the Bluff.”

			

			The weath­er be­came bad again dur­ing the night. A bliz­zard kept the men in their sleep­ing-bags on Feb­ru­ary 21, and it was not un­til the af­ter­noon of the 23rd that Mack­in­tosh and Joyce made an at­tempt to lay out the cairns to the west. They found that two of the dogs had died dur­ing the storm, leav­ing sev­en dogs to haul the sledge. They marched a mile and a half to the west­ward and built a cairn, but the weath­er was very thick and they did not think it wise to pro­ceed farther. They could not see more than a hun­dred yards and the tent was soon out of sight. They re­turned to the camp, and stayed there un­til the morn­ing of Feb­ru­ary 24, when they star­ted the re­turn march with snow still fall­ing. “We did get off from our camp,” says Mack­in­tosh, “but had only pro­ceeded about four hun­dred yards when the fog came on so thick that we could scarcely see a yard ahead, so we had to pitch the tent again, and are now sit­ting in­side hop­ing the weath­er will clear. We are go­ing back with only ten days’ pro­vi­sions, so it means push­ing on for all we are worth. These stop­pages are truly an­noy­ing. The poor dogs are feel­ing hungry; they eat their har­ness or any straps that may be about. We can give them noth­ing bey­ond their al­low­ance of three bis­cuits each as we are on bare ra­tions ourselves; but I feel sure they re­quire more than one pound a day. That is what they are get­ting now. … After lunch we found it a little clear­er, but a very bad light. We de­cided to push on. It is weird trav­el­ling in this light. There is no con­trast or out­line; the sky and the sur­face are one, and we can­not dis­cern un­du­la­tions, which we en­counter with dis­astrous res­ults. We picked up the first of our out­ward cairns. This was most for­tu­nate. After passing a second cairn everything be­came blot­ted out, and so we were forced to camp, after cov­er­ing 4 miles 703 yds. The dogs are feel­ing the pangs of hun­ger and de­vour­ing everything they see. They will eat any­thing ex­cept rope. If we had not wasted those three days we might have been able to give them a good feed at the Bluff de­pot, but now that is im­possible. It is snow­ing hard.”

			The ex­per­i­ences of the next few days were un­happy. An­oth­er bliz­zard brought heavy snow and held the party up through­out the 25th and 26th.

			
				“Out­side is a scene of chaos. The snow, whirl­ing along with the wind, ob­lit­er­ates everything. The dogs are com­pletely bur­ied, and only a mound with a ski stick­ing up in­dic­ates where the sledge is. We long to be off, but the howl of the wind shows how im­possible it is. The sleep­ing-bags are damp and sticky, so are our clothes. For­tu­nately, the tem­per­at­ure is fairly high and they do not freeze. One of the dogs gave a bark and Joyce went out to in­vest­ig­ate. He found that Ma­jor, feel­ing hungry, had dragged his way to Joyce’s ski and eaten off the leath­er bind­ing. An­oth­er dog has eaten all his har­ness, can­vas, rope, leath­er, brass, and riv­ets. I am afraid the dogs will not pull through; they all look thin and these bliz­zards do not im­prove mat­ters. … We have a week’s pro­vi­sions and one hun­dred and sixty miles to travel. It ap­pears that we will have to get an­oth­er week’s pro­vi­sions from the de­pot, but don’t wish it. Will see what luck to­mor­row. Of course, at Bluff we can re­plen­ish.”

			

			
				“We are now re­duced to one meal in the twenty-four hours,” wrote Mack­in­tosh a day later. “This go­ing without food keeps us colder. It is a rot­ten, miser­able time. It is bad enough hav­ing this wait, but we have also the wretched thought of hav­ing to use the pro­vi­sions already de­pot-ed, for which we have had all this hard struggle.”

			

			The weath­er cleared on the 27th, and in the af­ter­noon Mack­in­tosh and Joyce went back to the de­pot, while Wild re­mained be­hind to build a cairn and at­tempt to dry the sleep­ing-bags in the sun. The stores left at the de­pot had been two and a quarter tins of bis­cuit (42 lbs. to the tin), ra­tions for three men for three weeks in bags, each in­ten­ded to last one week, and three tins of oil. Mack­in­tosh took one of the weekly bags from the de­pot and re­turned to the camp. The party re­sumed the home­ward jour­ney the next morn­ing, and with a sail on the sledge to take ad­vant­age of the south­erly breeze, covered nine miles and a half dur­ing the day. But the dogs had reached al­most the lim­it of their en­dur­ance; three of them fell out, un­able to work longer, while on the march. That even­ing, for the first time since leav­ing the Au­rora, the men saw the sun dip to the ho­ri­zon in the south, a re­mind­er that the Ant­arc­tic sum­mer was near­ing its close.

			The re­main­ing four dogs col­lapsed on March 2.

			
				“After lunch we went off fairly well for half an hour. Then Nig­ger com­menced to wobble about, his legs even­tu­ally giv­ing un­der him. We took him out of his har­ness and let him travel along with us, but he has giv­en us all he can, and now can only lie down. After Nig­ger, my friend Pom­pey col­lapsed. The drift, I think, ac­counts a good deal for this. Pom­pey has been splen­did of late, pulling stead­ily and well. Then Scotty, the last dog but one, gave up. They are all ly­ing down in our tracks. They have a pain­less death, for they curl up in the snow and fall in­to a sleep from which they will nev­er wake. We are left with one dog, Pin­key. He has not been one of the pullers, but he is not des­pised. We can af­ford to give him plenty of bis­cuit. We must nurse him and see if we can­not re­turn with one dog at least. We are now pulling ourselves, with the sail (the floor-cloth of the tent) set and Pin­key giv­ing a hand. At one stage a ter­rif­ic gust came along and cap­sized the sledge. The sail was blown off the sledge, out of its guys, and we pre­pared to camp, but the wind fell again to a mod­er­ate breeze, so we re­paired the sledge and pro­ceeded.

				“It is blow­ing hard this even­ing, cold too. An­oth­er won­der­ful sun­set. Golden col­ours il­lu­min­ate the sky. The moon casts beau­ti­ful rays in com­bin­a­tion with the more vivid ones from the dip­ping sun. If all was as beau­ti­ful as the scene we could con­sider ourselves in some para­dise, but it is dark and cold in the tent and I shiver in a frozen sleep­ing-bag. The in­side fur is a mass of ice, con­gealed from my breath. One creeps in­to the bag, toggles up with half-frozen fin­gers, and hears the crack­ling of the ice. Presently drops of thaw­ing ice are fall­ing on one’s head. Then comes a fit of shivers. You rub your­self and turn over to warm the side of the bag which has been up­per­most. A puddle of wa­ter forms un­der the body. After about two hours you may doze off, but I al­ways wake with the feel­ing that I have not slept a wink.”

			

			The party made only three and a half miles on March 3. They were find­ing the sledge ex­ceed­ingly heavy to pull, and Mack­in­tosh de­cided to re­move the out­er run­ners and scrape the bot­tom. These run­ners should have been taken off be­fore the party star­ted, and the lower run­ners pol­ished smooth. He also left be­hind all spare gear, in­clud­ing dog-har­ness in or­der to re­duce weight, and found the light­er sledge easi­er to pull. The tem­per­at­ure that night was −28° F, the low­est re­cor­ded dur­ing the jour­ney up to that time.

			
				“We are strug­gling along at a mile an hour,” wrote Mack­in­tosh on the 5th. “It is a very hard pull, the sur­face be­ing very sticky. Pin­key still ac­com­pan­ies us. We hope we can get him in. He is get­ting all he wants to eat. So he ought.”

			

			The con­di­tions of travel changed the next day. A south­erly wind made pos­sible the use of the sail, and the trouble was to pre­vent the sledge bound­ing ahead over rough sastrugi and cap­siz­ing. The hand­ling of ropes and the sail caused many frost­bites, and oc­ca­sion­ally the men were dragged along the sur­face by the sledge. The re­main­ing dog col­lapsed dur­ing the af­ter­noon and had to be left be­hind. Mack­in­tosh did not feel that he could af­ford to re­duce the pace. The sledge-meter, had got out of or­der, so the dis­tance covered in the day was not re­cor­ded. The wind in­creased dur­ing the night, and by the morn­ing of the 7th was blow­ing with bliz­zard force. The party did not move again un­til the morn­ing of the 8th. They were still find­ing the sledge very heavy and were dis­ap­poin­ted at their slow pro­gress, their marches be­ing six to eight miles a day. On the 10th they got the Bluff Peak in line with Mount Dis­cov­ery. My in­struc­tions had been that the Bluff de­pot should be laid on this line, and as the de­pot had been placed north of the line on the out­ward jour­ney, ow­ing to thick weath­er mak­ing it im­possible to pick up the land­marks, Mack­in­tosh in­ten­ded now to move the stores to the prop­er place. He sighted the de­pot flag about four miles away, and after pitch­ing camp at the new de­pot site, he went across with Joyce and Wild and found the stores as he had left them.

			
				“We loaded the sledge with the stores, placed the large mark flag on the sledge, and pro­ceeded back to our tent, which was now out of sight. In­deed it was not wise to come out as we did without tent or bag. We had taken the chance, as the weath­er had prom­ised fine. As we pro­ceeded it grew dark­er and dark­er, and even­tu­ally we were trav­el­ling by only the light of stars, the sun hav­ing dipped. After four and a half hours we sighted the little green tent. It was hard pulling the last two hours and weird trav­el­ling in the dark. We have put in a good day, hav­ing had four­teen hours’ sol­id march­ing. We are now sit­ting in here en­joy­ing a very ex­cel­lent thick hoosh. A light has been im­pro­vised out of an old tin with methyl­ated spir­it.”

			

			The party spent the next day in their sleep­ing-bags, while a bliz­zard raged out­side. The weath­er was fine again on March 12, and they built a cairn for the de­pot. The stores placed on this cairn com­prised a six weeks’ sup­ply of bis­cuit and three weeks’ full ra­tion for three men, and three tins of oil. Early in the af­ter­noon the men re­sumed their march north­wards and made three miles be­fore camp­ing.

			
				“Our bags are get­ting in­to a bad state,” wrote Mack­in­tosh, “as it is some time now since we have had an op­por­tun­ity of dry­ing them. We use our bod­ies for dry­ing socks and such­like cloth­ing, which we place in­side our jer­seys and pro­duce when re­quired. Wild car­ries a reg­u­lar ward­robe in this po­s­i­tion, and it is amus­ing to see him search­ing round the back of his clothes for a pair of socks. Get­ting away in the morn­ings is our bitterest time. The put­ting on of the fin­neskoe is a night­mare, for they are al­ways frozen stiff, and we have a great struggle to force our feet in­to them. The icy sen­negrass round one’s fin­gers is an­oth­er pun­ish­ment that causes much pain. We are miser­able un­til we are ac­tu­ally on the move, then warmth re­turns with the work. Our con­ver­sa­tion now is prin­cip­ally con­jec­ture as to what can have happened to the oth­er parties. We have vari­ous ideas.”

			

			Sat­urday, March 13, was an­oth­er day spent in the sleep­ing-bags. A bliz­zard was ra­ging and everything was ob­scured. The men saved food by tak­ing only one meal dur­ing the day, and they felt the ef­fect of the short ra­tions in lowered vi­tal­ity. Both Joyce and Wild had toes frost­bit­ten while in their bags and found dif­fi­culty in get­ting the cir­cu­la­tion re­stored. Wild suffered par­tic­u­larly in this way and his feet were very sore. The weath­er cleared a little the next morn­ing, but the drift began again be­fore the party could break camp, and an­oth­er day had to be spent in the frozen bags.

			The march was re­sumed on March 15.

			
				“About 11 p.m. last night the tem­per­at­ure com­menced to get lower and the gale also di­min­ished. The lower tem­per­at­ure caused the bags, which were moist, to freeze hard. We had no sleep and spent the night twist­ing and turn­ing. The morn­ing brought sun­shine and pleas­ure, for the hot hoosh warmed our bod­ies and gave a glow that was most com­fort­ing. The sun was out, the weath­er fine and clear but cold. At 8:30 a.m. we made a start. We take a long time put­ting on our fin­neskoe, al­though we get up earli­er to al­low for this. This morn­ing we were over four hours’ get­ting away. We had a fine sur­face this morn­ing for march­ing, but we did not make much head­way. We did the usu­al four miles be­fore lunch. The tem­per­at­ure was −23° F. A mirage made the sastrugi ap­pear to be dan­cing like some ice-gob­lins. Joyce calls them ‘dan­cing jim­mies.’ After lunch we trav­elled well, but the dis­tance for the day was only 7 miles 400 yds. We are blam­ing our sledge-meter for the slow rate of pro­gress. It is ex­traordin­ary that on the days when we con­sider we are mak­ing good speed we do no more than on days when we have a tussle.”

				“March 15.—The air tem­per­at­ure this morn­ing was −35° F. Last night was one of the worst I have ever ex­per­i­enced. To cap everything, I de­veloped toothache, pre­sum­ably as a res­ult of frost­bit­ten cheek. I was in pos­it­ive agony. I groaned and moaned, got the medi­cine-chest, but could find noth­ing there to stop the pain. Joyce, who had wakened up, sug­ges­ted methyl­ated spir­it, so I damped some cot­ton-wool, then placed it in the tooth, with the res­ult that I burnt the in­side of my mouth. All this time my fin­gers, be­ing ex­posed (it must have been at least 50° be­low zero), were con­tinu­ally hav­ing to be brought back. After put­ting on the methyl­ated spir­it I went back to the bag, which, of course, was frozen stiff. I wriggled and moaned till morn­ing brought re­lief by en­abling me to turn out. Joyce and Wild both had a bad night, their feet giv­ing them trouble. My feet do not af­fect me so much as theirs. The skin has peeled off the in­side of my mouth, ex­pos­ing a raw sore, as the res­ult of the methyl­ated spir­it. My tooth is bet­ter though. We have had to re­duce our daily ra­tion. Frost­bites are fre­quent in con­sequence. The sur­face be­came very rough in the af­ter­noon, and the light, too, was bad ow­ing to cu­mu­lus clouds be­ing massed over the sun. We are con­tinu­ally fall­ing, for we are un­able to dis­tin­guish the high and low parts of the sastrugi sur­face. We are trav­el­ling on our ski. We camped at 6 p.m. after trav­el­ling 6 miles 100 yds. I am writ­ing this sit­ting up in the bag. This is the first oc­ca­sion I have been able to do thus for some time, for usu­ally the cold has pen­et­rated through everything should one have the bag open. The tem­per­at­ure is a little high­er to­night, but still it is −21° F (53° of frost). Our matches, among oth­er things, are run­ning short, and we have giv­en up us­ing any ex­cept for light­ing the Primus.”

			

			The party found the light bad again the next day. After stum­bling on ski among the sastrugi for two hours, the men dis­carded the ski and made bet­ter pro­gress; but they still had many falls, ow­ing to the im­possib­il­ity of dis­tin­guish­ing slopes and ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies in the grey, shad­ow­less sur­face of the snow. They made over nine and a half miles that day, and man­aged to cov­er ten miles on the fol­low­ing day, March 18, one of the best marches of the jour­ney.

			
				“I look for­ward to see­ing the ship. All of us bear marks of our tramp. Wild takes first place. His nose is a pic­ture for Punch to be jeal­ous of; his ears, too, are sore, and one big toe is a black sore. Joyce has a good nose and many minor sores. My jaw is swollen from the frost­bite I got on the cheek, and I also have a bit of nose. … We have dis­carded the ski, which we hitherto used, and travel in the fin­neskoe. This makes the sledge go bet­ter but it is not so com­fort­able trav­el­ling as on ski. We en­countered a very high, rough sastrugi sur­face, most re­mark­ably high, and had a cold breeze in our faces dur­ing the march. Our beards and mous­taches are masses of ice. I will take care I am clean-shaven next time I come out. The frozen mous­tache makes the lobes of the nose freeze more eas­ily than they would if there was no ice along­side them. … I ask my­self why on earth one comes to these parts of the earth. Here we are, frost­bit­ten in the day, frozen at night. What a life!”

			

			The tem­per­at­ure at 1 p.m. that day was −23° F, i.e. 55° of frost.

			The men camped abreast of “Corner Camp,” where they had been on Feb­ru­ary 1, on the even­ing of March 19. The next day, after be­ing delayed for some hours by bad weath­er, they turned to­wards Castle Rock and pro­ceeded across the dis­turbed area where the Bar­ri­er im­pinges upon the land. Joyce put his foot through the snow-cov­er­ing of a fairly large cre­vasse, and the course had to be changed to avoid this danger. The march for the day was only 2 miles 900 yds. Mack­in­tosh felt that the pace was too slow, but was un­able to quick­en it ow­ing to the bad sur­faces. The food had been cut down to close upon half-ra­tions, and at this re­duced rate the sup­ply still in hand would be fin­ished in two days. The party covered 7 miles 570 yds. on the 21st, and the hoosh that night was “no thick­er than tea.”

			
				“The first thought this morn­ing was that we must do a good march,” wrote Mack­in­tosh on March 22. “Once we can get to Safety Camp (at the junc­tion of the Bar­ri­er with the sea-ice) we are right. Of course, we can as a last re­sort aban­don the sledge and take a run in­to Hut Point, about twenty-two miles away. … We have man­aged quite a re­spect­able forenoon march. The sur­face was hard, so we took full ad­vant­age of it. With our low food the cold is pen­et­rat­ing. We had lunch at 1 p.m., and then had left over one meal at full ra­tions and a small quant­ity of bis­cuits. The tem­per­at­ure at lunch­time was −6° F. Ere­bus is emit­ting large volumes of smoke, trav­el­ling in a south­east­erly dir­ec­tion, and a red glare is also dis­cern­ible. After lunch we again ac­com­plished a good march, the wind fa­vour­ing us for two hours. We are anxiously look­ing out for Safety Camp.” The dis­tance for the day was 8 miles 1,525 yds.

				“March 23, 1915.—No soon­er had we camped last night than a bliz­zard with drift came on and has con­tin­ued ever since. This morn­ing finds us pris­on­ers. The drift is lash­ing in­to the sides of the tent and everything out­side is ob­scured. This weath­er is rather alarm­ing, for if it con­tin­ues we are in a bad way. We have just made a meal of co­coa mixed with bis­cuit-crumbs. This has warmed us up a little, but on empty stom­achs the cold is pen­et­rat­ing.”

			

			The weath­er cleared in the af­ter­noon, but too late for the men to move that day. They made a start at 7 a.m. on the 24th after a meal of co­coa and bis­cuit-crumbs.

			
				“We have some bis­cuit-crumbs in the bag and that is all. Our start was made un­der most bit­ter cir­cum­stances, all of us be­ing at­tacked by frost­bites. It was an ef­fort to bare hands for an in­stant. After much rub­bing and ‘bring­ing back’ of ex­tremit­ies we star­ted. Wild is a mass of bites, and we are all in a bad way. We plugged on, but warmth would not come in­to our bod­ies. We had been pulling about two hours when Joyce’s smart eyes picked up a flag. We shoved on for all we were worth, and as we got closer, sure enough, the cases of pro­vi­sions loomed up. Then what feeds we prom­ised to give ourselves. It was not long be­fore we were put­ting our gast­ro­nom­ic cap­ab­il­it­ies to the test. Pem­mic­an was brought down from the de­pot, with oat­meal to thick­en it, as well as sug­ar. While Wild was get­ting the Primus lighted he called out to us that he be­lieved his ear had gone. This was the last piece of his face left whole—nose, cheeks, and neck all hav­ing bites. I went in­to the tent and had a look. The ear was a pale green. I quickly put the palm of my hand to it and brought it round. Then his fin­gers went, and to stop this and bring back the cir­cu­la­tion he put them over the lighted Primus, a ter­rible thing to do. As a res­ult he was in agony. His ear was brought round all right, and soon the hot hoosh sent warmth tingling through us. We felt like new be­ings. We simply ate till we were full, mug after mug. After we had been well sat­is­fied, we re­placed the cases we had pulled down from the de­pot and pro­ceeded to­wards the Gap. Just be­fore leav­ing Joyce dis­covered a note left by Spen­cer-Smith and Richards. This told us that both the oth­er parties had re­turned to the Hut and ap­par­ently all was well. So that is good. When we got to the Bar­ri­er-edge we found the ice-cliff on to the newly formed sea-ice not safe enough to bear us, so we had to make a de­tour along the Bar­ri­er-edge and, if the sea ice was not ne­go­ti­able, find a way up by Castle Rock. At 7 p.m., not hav­ing found any suit­able place to des­cend to the sea-ice we camped. To­night we have the Primus go­ing and warm­ing our frozen selves. I hope to make Hut Point to­mor­row.”

			

			Mack­in­tosh and his com­pan­ions broke camp on the morn­ing of March 25, with the ther­mo­met­er re­cord­ing 55° of frost, and, after an­oth­er fu­tile search for a way down the ice-cliff to the sea-ice, they pro­ceeded to­wards Castle Rock. While in this course they picked up sledge-tracks, and, fol­low­ing these, they found a route down to the sea-ice. Mack­in­tosh de­cided to de­pot the sledge on top of a well-marked un­du­la­tion and pro­ceed without gear. A short time later the three men, after a scramble over the cliffs of Hut Point, reached the door of the hut.

			
				“We shouted. No sound. Shouted again, and presently a dark ob­ject ap­peared. This turned out to be Cope, who was by him­self. The oth­er mem­bers of the party had gone out to fetch the gear off their sledge, which they also had left. Cope had been laid up, so did not go with them. We soon were telling each oth­er’s ad­ven­tures, and we heard then how the ship had called here on March 11 and picked up Spen­cer-Smith, Richards, Nin­nis, Hooke, and Gaze, the present mem­bers here be­ing Cope, Hay­ward, and Jack. A meal was soon pre­pared. We found here even a blub­ber-fire, lux­uri­ous, but what a state of dirt and grease! How­ever, warmth and food are at present our prin­cip­al ob­jects. While we were hav­ing our meal Jack and Hay­ward ap­peared. … Late in the even­ing we turned in­to dry bags. As there are only three bags here, we take it in turns to use them. Our party have the priv­ilege. … I got a let­ter here from Sten­house giv­ing a sum­mary of his do­ings since we left him. The ship’s party also have not had a rosy time.”

			

			Mack­in­tosh learned here that Spen­cer-Smith, Jack, and Gaze, who had turned back on Feb­ru­ary 10, had reached Hut Point without dif­fi­culty. The third party, headed by Cope, had also been out on the Bar­ri­er but had not done much. This party had at­temp­ted to use the mo­tor-tract­or, but had failed to get ef­fect­ive ser­vice from the ma­chine and had not pro­ceeded far afield. The mo­tor was now ly­ing at Hut Point. Spen­cer-Smith’s party and Cope’s party had both re­turned to Hut Point be­fore the end of Feb­ru­ary.

			The six men now at Hut Point were cut off from the winter quar­ters of the Ex­ped­i­tion at Cape Evans by the open wa­ter of McMurdo Sound. Mack­in­tosh nat­ur­ally was anxious to make the cross­ing and get in touch with the ship and the oth­er mem­bers of the shore party; but he could not make a move un­til the sea-ice be­came firm, and, as events oc­curred, he did not reach Cape Evans un­til the be­gin­ning of June. He went out with Cope and Hay­ward on March 29 to get his sledge and brought it as far as Pram Point, on the south side of Hut Point. He had to leave the sledge there ow­ing to the con­di­tion of the sea-ice. He and his com­pan­ions lived an un­event­ful life un­der prim­it­ive con­di­tions at the hut. The weath­er was bad, and though the tem­per­at­ures re­cor­ded were low, the young sea-ice con­tinu­ally broke away. The blub­ber-stove in use at the hut seemed to have pro­duced soot and grease in the usu­al large quant­it­ies, and the men and their cloth­ing suffered ac­cord­ingly. The whites of their eyes con­tras­ted vividly with the dense black­ness of their skins. Wild and Joyce had a great deal of trouble with their frost­bites. Joyce had both feet blistered, his knees were swollen, and his hands also were blistered. Jack de­vised some blub­ber-lamps, which pro­duced an un­cer­tain light and much ad­di­tion­al smoke. Mack­in­tosh re­cords that the mem­bers of the party were con­ten­ted enough but “un­speak­ably dirty,” and he writes long­ingly of baths and clean cloth­ing. The store of seal-blub­ber ran low early in April, and all hands kept a sharp lookout for seals. On April 15 sev­er­al seals were seen and killed. The op­er­a­tions of killing and skin­ning made worse the greasy and blackened clothes of the men. It is to be re­gret­ted that though there was a good deal of lit­er­at­ure avail­able, es­pe­cially on this par­tic­u­lar dis­trict, the lead­ers of the vari­ous parties had not taken ad­vant­age of it and so sup­ple­men­ted their know­ledge. Joyce and Mack­in­tosh of course had had pre­vi­ous Ant­arc­tic ex­per­i­ence: but it was open to all to have care­fully stud­ied the de­tailed in­struc­tions pub­lished in the books of the three last Ex­ped­i­tions in this quarter.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				Win­ter­ing in McMurdo Sound

			
			The Au­rora, after pick­ing up six men at Hut Point on March 11, had gone back to Cape Evans. The po­s­i­tion chosen for the winter quar­ters of the Au­rora was at Cape Evans, im­me­di­ately off the hut erec­ted by Cap­tain Scott on his last Ex­ped­i­tion. The ship on March 14 lay about forty yards off shore, bows sea­ward. Two an­chors had been taken ashore and em­bed­ded in heavy stone rubble, and to these an­chors were at­tached six steel hawsers. The hawsers held the stern, while the bow was se­cured by the or­din­ary ship’s an­chors. Later, when the new ice had formed round the Au­rora, the cable was dragged ashore over the smooth sur­face and made fast. The fi­nal moor­ings thus were six hawsers and one cable astern, made fast to the shore an­chors, and two an­chors with about sev­enty fathoms of cable out for­ward. On March 23 Mr. Sten­house landed a party con­sist­ing of Stevens, Spen­cer-Smith, Gaze, and Richards in or­der that they might carry out routine ob­ser­va­tions ashore. These four men took up their quar­ters in Cap­tain Scott’s hut. They had been in­struc­ted to kill seals for meat and blub­ber. The land­ing of stores, gear, and coal did not pro­ceed at all rap­idly, it be­ing as­sumed that the ship would re­main at her moor­ings through­out the winter. Some tons of coal were taken ashore dur­ing April, but most of it stayed on the beach, and much of it was lost later when the sea-ice went out. This shore party was in the charge of Stevens, and his re­port, handed to me much later, gives a suc­cinct ac­count of what oc­curred, from the point of view of the men at the hut:

			
				
					“Cape Evans, Ross Is­land, Ju­ly 30, 1915.

				
				“On the 23rd March, 1915, a party con­sist­ing of Spen­cer-Smith, Richards, and Gaze was landed at Cape Evans Hut in my charge. Spen­cer-Smith re­ceived in­de­pend­ent in­struc­tions to de­vote his time ex­clus­ively to pho­to­graphy. I was verbally in­struc­ted that the main duty of the party was to ob­tain a sup­ply of seals for food and fuel. Sci­entif­ic work was also to be car­ried on.

				“Met­eor­o­lo­gic­al in­stru­ments were at once in­stalled, and ex­per­i­ments were in­sti­tuted on cop­per elec­tric­al ther­mo­met­ers in or­der to sup­ple­ment our mea­gre sup­ply of in­stru­ments and en­able ob­ser­va­tions of earth, ice, and sea tem­per­at­ures to be made. Oth­er ex­per­i­ment­al work was car­ried on, and the whole of the time of the sci­entif­ic mem­bers of the party was oc­cu­pied. All seals seen were se­cured. On one or two oc­ca­sions the mem­bers of the shore party were summoned to work on board ship.

				“In gen­er­al the weath­er was un­settled, bliz­zards oc­cur­ring fre­quently and in­ter­rupt­ing com­mu­nic­a­tion with the ship across the ice. Only small, in­dis­pens­able sup­plies of stores and no clothes were is­sued to the party on shore. Only part of the sci­entif­ic equip­ment was able to be trans­ferred to the shore, and the ne­ces­sity to ob­tain that pre­ven­ted some mem­bers of the party land­ing all their per­son­al gear.

				“The ship was moored stern on to the shore, at first well over one hun­dred yards from it. There were two an­chors out ahead and the ves­sel was made fast to two oth­ers sunk in the ground ashore by sev­en wires. The strain on the wires was kept con­stant by tight­en­ing up from time to time such as be­came slack, and eas­ing cables for­ward, and in this way the ship was brought much closer in­shore. A cable was now run out to the south an­chor ashore, passed on­board through a fair­lead un­der the port end of the bridge, and made fast to bol­lards for­ward. Sub­sequent strain due to ice and wind pres­sure on the ship broke three of the wires. Though I be­lieve it was con­sidered on board that the ship was se­cure, there was still con­sid­er­able anxi­ety felt. The an­chors had held badly be­fore, and the power of the ice-pres­sure on the ship was un­com­fort­ably ob­vi­ous.

				“Since the ship had been moored the bay had fre­quently frozen over, and the ice had as fre­quently gone out on ac­count of bliz­zards. The ice does not al­ways go out be­fore the wind has passed its max­im­um. It de­pends on the state of tides and cur­rents; for the sea-ice has been seen more than once to go out bod­ily when a bliz­zard had al­most com­pletely calmed down.

				“On the 6th May the ice was in and people passed freely between the shore and the ship. At 11 p.m. the wind was south, back­ing to south­east, and blew at forty miles per hour. The ship was still in her place. At 3 a.m. on the 7th the wind had not in­creased to any ex­tent, but ice and ship had gone. As she was not seen to go we are un­able to say wheth­er the ves­sel was dam­aged. The shore end of the cable was bent twice sharply, and the wires were loose. On the af­ter­noon of the 7th the weath­er cleared some­what, but noth­ing was seen of the ship. The bliz­zard only las­ted some twelve hours. Next day the wind be­came north­erly, but on the 10th there was blow­ing the fiercest bliz­zard we have so far ex­per­i­enced from the south­east. Noth­ing has since been seen or heard of the ship, though a lookout was kept.

				“Im­me­di­ately the ship went as ac­cur­ate an in­vent­ory as pos­sible of all stores ashore was made, and the rate of con­sump­tion of food­stuffs so reg­u­lated that they would last ten men for not less than one hun­dred weeks. Coal had already been used with the ut­most eco­nomy. Little could be done to cut down the con­sump­tion, but the trans­fer­ence to the neigh­bour­hood of the hut of such of the coal landed pre­vi­ously by the ship as was not lost was pushed on. Meat also was found to be very short; it was ob­vi­ous that neither it nor coal could be made to last two years, but an evid­ently ne­ces­sary step in the en­su­ing sum­mer would be the en­sur­ing of an ad­equate sup­ply of meat and blub­ber, for ob­tain­ing which the winter presen­ted little op­por­tun­ity. Meat and coal were, there­fore, used with this con­sid­er­a­tion in mind, as re­quired but as care­fully as pos­sible.

				
					“A. Stevens.”

				
			

			The men ashore did not at once aban­don hope of the ship re­turn­ing be­fore the Sound froze firmly. New ice formed on the sea whenev­er the weath­er was calm, and it had been broken up and taken out many times by the bliz­zards. Dur­ing the next few days eager eyes looked sea­ward through the dim twi­light of noon, but the sea was covered with a dense black mist and noth­ing was vis­ible. A north­erly wind sprang up on May 8 and con­tin­ued for a few hours, but it brought no sign of the ship, and when on May 10 the most vi­ol­ent bliz­zard yet ex­per­i­enced by the party com­menced, hope grew slender. The gale con­tin­ued for three days, the wind at­tain­ing a ve­lo­city of sev­enty miles an hour. The snow­drift was very thick and the tem­per­at­ure fell to −20° F. The shore party took a gloomy view of the ship’s chances of safety among the ice-floes of the Ross Sea un­der such con­di­tions.

			Stevens and his com­pan­ions made a care­ful sur­vey of their po­s­i­tion and real­ized that they had ser­i­ous dif­fi­culties to face. No gen­er­al pro­vi­sions and no cloth­ing of the kind re­quired for sledging had been landed from the ship. Much of the sledging gear was also aboard. For­tu­nately, the hut con­tained both food and cloth­ing, left there by Cap­tain Scott’s Ex­ped­i­tion. The men killed as many seals as pos­sible and stored the meat and blub­ber. June 2 brought a wel­come ad­di­tion to the party in the form of the men who had been forced to re­main at Hut Point un­til the sea-ice be­came firm. Mack­in­tosh and those with him had in­curred some risk in mak­ing the cross­ing, since open wa­ter had been seen on their route by the Cape Evans party only a short time be­fore. There were now ten men at Cape Evans—namely, Mack­in­tosh, Spen­cer-Smith, Joyce, Wild, Cope, Stevens, Hay­ward, Gaze, Jack, and Richards. The winter had closed down upon the Ant­arc­tic and the party would not be able to make any move be­fore the be­gin­ning of Septem­ber. In the mean­time they over­hauled the avail­able stores and gear, made plans for the work of the forth­com­ing spring and sum­mer, and lived the severe but not al­to­geth­er un­happy life of the po­lar ex­plorer in winter quar­ters. Mack­in­tosh, writ­ing on June 5, sur­veyed his po­s­i­tion:

			
				“The de­cision of Sten­house to make this bay the win­ter­ing place of the ship was not reached without much thought and con­sid­er­a­tion of all even­tu­al­it­ies. Sten­house had already tried the Gla­ci­er Tongue and oth­er places, but at each of them the ship had been in an ex­posed and dan­ger­ous po­s­i­tion. When this bay was tried the ship with­stood sev­er­al severe bliz­zards, in which the ice re­mained in on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions. When the ice did go out the moor­ings held. The ship was moored bows north. She had both an­chors down for­ward and two an­chors bur­ied astern, to which the stern moor­ings were at­tached with sev­en lengths of wire. Tak­ing all this in­to ac­count, it was quite a fair judg­ment on his part to as­sume that the ship would be se­cure here. The bliz­zard that took the ship and the ice out of the bay was by no means as severe as oth­ers she had weathered. The ac­ci­dent proves again the un­cer­tainty of con­di­tions in these re­gions. I only pray and trust that the ship and those aboard are safe. I am sure they will have a thrill­ing story to tell when we see them.”

			

			The Au­rora could have found safe winter quar­ters farther up McMurdo Sound, to­wards Hut Point, but would have run the risk of be­ing frozen in over the fol­low­ing sum­mer, and I had giv­en in­struc­tions to Mack­in­tosh be­fore he went south that this danger must be avoided.

			
				“Mean­while we are mak­ing all pre­par­a­tions here for a pro­longed stay. The short­age of cloth­ing is our prin­cip­al hard­ship. The mem­bers of the party from Hut Point have the clothes we wore when we left the ship on Janu­ary 25. We have been without a wash all that time, and I can­not ima­gine a dirti­er set of people. We have been at­tempt­ing to get a wash ever since we came back, but ow­ing to the blow dur­ing the last two days no op­por­tun­ity has offered. All is work­ing smoothly here, and every­one is tak­ing the situ­ation very philo­soph­ic­ally. Stevens is in charge of the sci­entif­ic staff and is now the seni­or of­ficer ashore. Joyce is in charge of the equip­ment and has un­der­taken to im­pro­vise clothes out of what can­vas can be found here. Wild is work­ing with Joyce. He is a cheer­ful, will­ing soul. Noth­ing ever wor­ries or up­sets him, and he is ever singing or mak­ing some joke or per­form­ing some amus­ing prank. Richards has taken over the keep­ing of the met­eor­o­lo­gic­al log. He is a young Aus­trali­an, a hard, con­scien­tious work­er, and I look for­ward to good res­ults from his en­deav­ours. Jack, an­oth­er young Aus­trali­an, is his as­sist­ant. Hay­ward is the handy man, be­ing re­spons­ible for the sup­ply of blub­ber. Gaze, an­oth­er Aus­trali­an, is work­ing in con­junc­tion with Hay­ward. Spen­cer-Smith, the padre, is in charge of pho­to­graphy, and, of course, as­sists in the gen­er­al routine work. Cope is the med­ic­al of­ficer.

				“The routine here is as fol­lows: Four of us, my­self, Stevens, Richards, and Spen­cer-Smith, have break­fast at 7 a.m. The oth­ers are called at 9 a.m., and their break­fast is served. Then the table is cleared, the floor is swept, and the or­din­ary work of the day is com­menced. At 1 p.m. we have what we call ‘a counter lunch,’ that is, cold food and co­coa. We work from 2 p.m. till 5 p.m. After 5 p.m. people can do what they like. Din­ner is at 7. The men play games, read, write up di­ar­ies. We turn in early, since we have to eco­nom­ize fuel and light. Night-watches are kept by the sci­entif­ic men, who have the priv­ilege of turn­ing in dur­ing the day. The day after my ar­rival here I gave an out­line of our situ­ation and ex­plained the ne­ces­sity for eco­nomy in the use of fuel, light, and stores, in view of the pos­sib­il­ity that we may have to stay here for two years. … We are not go­ing to com­mence work for the sledging op­er­a­tions un­til we know more def­in­itely the fate of the Au­rora. I dare not think any dis­aster has oc­curred.”

			

			Dur­ing the re­main­ing days of June the men washed and men­ded clothes, killed seals, made minor ex­cur­sions in the neigh­bour­hood of the hut, and dis­cussed plans for the fu­ture. They had six dogs, two be­ing bitches without ex­per­i­ence of sledging. One of these bitches had giv­en birth to a lit­ter of pups, but she proved a poor moth­er and the young ones died. The an­im­als had plenty of seal meat and were ten­ded care­fully.

			Mack­in­tosh called a meet­ing of all hands on June 26 for the dis­cus­sion of the plans he had made for the de­pot-lay­ing ex­ped­i­tion to be un­der­taken dur­ing the fol­low­ing spring and sum­mer.

			
				“I gave an out­line of the po­s­i­tion and in­vited dis­cus­sion from the mem­bers. Sev­er­al points were brought up. I had sug­ges­ted that one of our party should re­main be­hind for the pur­pose of keep­ing the met­eor­o­lo­gic­al re­cords and lay­ing in a sup­ply of meat and blub­ber. This man would be able to hand my in­struc­tions to the ship and pi­lot a party to the Bluff. It had been ar­ranged that Richards should do this. Sev­er­al ob­jec­ted on the ground that the whole com­ple­ment would be ne­ces­sary, and, after the mat­ter had been put to the vote, it was agreed that we should delay the de­cision un­til the parties had some prac­tic­al work and we had seen how they fared. The short­age of cloth­ing was dis­cussed, and Joyce and Wild have agreed to do their best in this mat­ter. Oc­to­ber sledging (on the Bar­ri­er) was men­tioned as be­ing too early, but is to be giv­en a tri­al. These were the most im­port­ant points brought up, and it was mu­tu­ally and un­an­im­ously agreed that we could do no more. … I know we are do­ing our best.”

			

			The party was anxious to vis­it Cape Royds, north of Cape Evans, but at the end of June open wa­ter re­mained right across the Sound and a cross­ing was im­possible. At Cape Royds is the hut used by the Shack­leton Ex­ped­i­tion of 1907–1909, and the stores and sup­plies it con­tains might have proved very use­ful. Joyce and Wild made fin­neskoe (fur boots) from spare sleep­ing-bags. Mack­in­tosh men­tions that the ne­ces­sity of eco­nom­iz­ing cloth­ing and foot­gear pre­ven­ted the men tak­ing as much ex­er­cise as they would oth­er­wise have done. A fair sup­ply of can­vas and leath­er had been found in the hut, and some men tried their hands at mak­ing shoes. Many seals had been killed and brought in, and the sup­ply of meat and blub­ber was ample for present needs.

			Dur­ing Ju­ly Mack­in­tosh made sev­er­al trips north­wards on the sea-ice, but found al­ways that he could not get far. A crack stretched roughly from In­ac­cess­ible Is­land to the Barne Gla­ci­er, and the ice bey­ond looked weak and loose. The im­prov­ing light told of the re­turn­ing sun. Richards and Jack were weigh­ing out stores in read­i­ness for the sledging ex­ped­i­tions. Mack­in­tosh, from the hill be­hind the hut, saw open wa­ter stretch­ing west­ward from In­ac­cess­ible Is­land on Au­gust 1, and noted that prob­ably McMurdo Sound was nev­er com­pletely frozen over. A week later the ex­tent of the open wa­ter ap­peared to have in­creased, and the men began to des­pair of get­ting to Cape Royds. Bliz­zards were fre­quent and per­sist­ent. A few use­ful art­icles were found in the neigh­bour­hood of the hut as the light im­proved, in­clud­ing some dis­carded socks and un­der­wear, left by mem­bers of the Scott Ex­ped­i­tion, and a case of can­died peel, which was used for cakes. A small fire broke out in the hut on Au­gust 12. The acet­ylene-gas light­ing plant in­stalled in the hut by Cap­tain Scott had been rigged, and one day it de­veloped a leak. A mem­ber of the party searched for the leak with a lighted candle, and the ex­plo­sion that res­ul­ted fired some wood­work. For­tu­nately the out­break was ex­tin­guished quickly. The loss of the hut at this stage would have been a tra­gic in­cid­ent.

			Mack­in­tosh and Stevens paid a vis­it to Cape Royds on Au­gust 13. They had de­cided to at­tempt the jour­ney over the Barne Gla­ci­er, and after cross­ing a cre­vassed area they got to the slopes of Cape Barne and thence down to the sea-ice. They found this ice to be newly formed, but suf­fi­ciently strong for their pur­pose, and soon reached the Cape Royds hut.

			
				“The out­er door of the hut we found to be off,” wrote Mack­in­tosh. “A little snow had drif­ted in­to the porch, but with a shovel, which we found out­side, this was soon cleared away. We then entered, and in the centre of the hut found a pile of snow and ice, which had come through the open vent­il­at­or in the roof of the hut. We soon closed this. Stevens pre­pared a meal while I cleared the ice and snow away from the middle of the hut. After our meal we com­menced tak­ing an in­vent­ory of the stores in­side. To­bacco was our first thought. Of this we found one tin of Navy Cut and a box of ci­gars. Soap, too, which now en­sures us a wash and clean clothes when we get back. We then began to look round for a sleep­ing-bag. No bags were here, how­ever, but on the im­pro­vised beds of cases we found two mat­tresses, an old can­vas screen, and two blankets. We took it in turns to turn in. Stevens star­ted first, while I kept the fire go­ing. No coal or blub­ber was here, so we had to use wood, which, while keep­ing the per­son along­side it warm, did not raise the tem­per­at­ure of the hut over freez­ing-point. Over the stove in a con­spicu­ous place we found a no­tice by Scott’s party that parties us­ing the hut should leave the dishes clean.”

			

			Mack­in­tosh and Stevens stayed at the Cape Royds over the next day and made a thor­ough ex­am­in­a­tion of the stores there. They found out­side the hut a pile of cases con­tain­ing meats, flour, dried ve­get­ables, and sun­dries, at least a year’s sup­ply for a party of six. They found no new cloth­ing, but made a col­lec­tion of worn gar­ments, which could be men­ded and made ser­vice­able. Car­ry­ing loads of their spoils, they set out for Cape Evans on the morn­ing of Au­gust 15 across the sea-ice. Very weak ice barred the way and they had to travel round the coast. They got back to Cape Evans in two hours. Dur­ing their ab­sence Wild and Gaze had climbed In­ac­cess­ible Is­land, Gaze hav­ing an ear badly frost­bit­ten on the jour­ney. The to­bacco was di­vided among the mem­bers of the party. A bliz­zard was ra­ging the next day, and Mack­in­tosh con­grat­u­lated him­self on hav­ing chosen the time for his trip for­tu­nately.

			The re­cord of the re­main­ing part of Au­gust is not event­ful. All hands were mak­ing pre­par­a­tions for the sledging, and were re­joicing in the in­creas­ing day­light. The party tried the spe­cial sledging ra­tion pre­pared un­der my own dir­ec­tion, and “all agreed it was ex­cel­lent both in bulk and taste.” Three em­per­or pen­guins, the first seen since the land­ing, were caught on Au­gust 19. By that time the re­turn­ing sun was touch­ing with gold the peaks of the West­ern Moun­tains and throw­ing in­to bold re­lief the massive form of Ere­bus. The vol­cano was emit­ting a great deal of smoke, and the glow of its in­tern­al fires showed oc­ca­sion­ally against the smoke-clouds above the crater. Stevens, Spen­cer-Smith, and Cope went to Cape Royds on the 20th, and were still there when the sun made its first ap­pear­ance over Ere­bus on the 26th. Pre­ced­ing days had been cloudy, and the sun, al­though above the ho­ri­zon, had not been vis­ible.

			
				“The morn­ing broke clear and fine,” wrote Mack­in­tosh. “Over Ere­bus the sun’s rays peeped through the massed cu­mu­lus and pro­duced the most gor­geous cloud ef­fects. The light made us all blink and at the same time caused the greatest ex­uber­ance of spir­its. We felt like men re­leased from pris­on. I stood out­side the hut and looked at the truly won­der­ful scenery all round. The West Moun­tains were su­perb in their wild grandeur. The whole out­line of peaks, some eighty or ninety dis­tant, showed up, sten­cilled in del­ic­ate con­trast to the sky­line. The im­mense ice-slopes shone white as ala­baster against dark shad­ows. The sky to the west over the moun­tains was clear, ex­cept for low-ly­ing banks at the foot of the slopes round about Mount Dis­cov­ery. To the south hard streaks of stratus lay heaped up to 30 de­grees above the ho­ri­zon. … Then Ere­bus com­menced to emit volumes of smoke, which rose hun­dreds of feet and trailed away in a north­west­erly dir­ec­tion. The south­ern slopes of Ere­bus were en­vel­oped in a mass of cloud.”

			

			The party from Cape Royds re­turned that af­ter­noon, and there was dis­ap­point­ment at their re­port that no more to­bacco had been found.

			The sledging of stores to Hut Point, in pre­par­a­tion for the de­pot-lay­ing jour­neys on the Bar­ri­er, was to be­gin on Septem­ber 1. Mack­in­tosh, be­fore that date, had dis­cussed plans fully with the mem­bers of his party. He con­sidered that suf­fi­cient sledging pro­vi­sions were avail­able at Cape Evans, the sup­ply landed from the ship be­ing sup­ple­men­ted by the stores left by the Scott Ex­ped­i­tion of 1912–13 and the Shack­leton Ex­ped­i­tion of 1907–09. The sup­ply of cloth­ing and tents was more dif­fi­cult. Gar­ments brought from the ship could be sup­ple­men­ted by old cloth­ing found at Hut Point and Cape Evans. The Bur­berry wind-proof out­er gar­ments were old and in poor or­der for the start of a sea­son’s sledging. Old sleep­ing-bags had been cut up to make fin­neskoe (fur boots) and mend oth­er sleep­ing-bags. Three tents were avail­able, one sound one landed from the Au­rora, and two old ones left by Cap­tain Scott. Mack­in­tosh had enough sledges, but the ex­per­i­ence of the first jour­ney with the dogs had been un­for­tu­nate, and there were now only four use­ful dogs left. They did not make a full team and would have to be used merely as an aux­il­i­ary to man-haulage.

			The scheme ad­op­ted by Mack­in­tosh, after dis­cus­sion with the mem­bers of his party, was that nine men, di­vided in­to three parties of three each, should un­der­take the sledging. One man would be left at Cape Evans to con­tin­ue the met­eor­o­lo­gic­al ob­ser­va­tions dur­ing the sum­mer. The mo­tor-tract­or, which had been left at Hut Point, was to be brought to Cape Evans and, if pos­sible, put in­to work­ing or­der. Mack­in­tosh es­tim­ated that the pro­vi­sions re­quired for the con­sump­tion of the de­pot parties, and for the de­pots to be placed south­ward to the foot of the Beard­more Gla­ci­er, would amount to 4,000 lbs. The first de­pot was to be placed off Minna Bluff, and from there south­ward a de­pot was to be placed on each de­gree of lat­it­ude. The fi­nal de­pot would be made at the foot of the Beard­more Gla­ci­er. The ini­tial task would be the haulage of stores from Cape Evans to Hut Point, a dis­tance of 13 miles. All the sledging stores had to be taken across, and Mack­in­tosh pro­posed to place ad­di­tion­al sup­plies there in case a party, re­turn­ing late from the Bar­ri­er, had to spend winter months at Hut Point.

			The first party, con­sist­ing of Mack­in­tosh, Richards, and Spen­cer-Smith, left Cape Evans on Septem­ber 1 with 600 lbs. of stores on one sledge, and had an un­event­ful jour­ney to Hut Point. They pitched a tent halfway across the bay, on the sea-ice, and left it there for the use of the vari­ous parties dur­ing the month. At Hut Point they cleared the snow from the mo­tor-tract­or and made some pre­lim­in­ary ef­forts to get it in­to work­ing or­der. They re­turned to Cape Evans on the 3rd. The second trip to Hut Point was made by a party of nine, with three sledges. Two sledges, man-hauled, were loaded with 1,278 lbs. of stores, and a smal­ler sledge, drawn by the dogs, car­ried the sleep­ing-bags. This party en­countered a stiff south­erly breeze, with low tem­per­at­ure, and, as the men were still in rather soft con­di­tion, they suffered much from frost bites. Joyce and Gaze both had their heels badly blistered. Mack­in­tosh’s face suffered, and oth­er men had fin­gers and ears “bit­ten.” When they re­turned Gaze had to travel on a sledge, since he could not set foot to the ground. They tried to haul the mo­tor to Cape Evans on this oc­ca­sion, but left it for an­oth­er time after cov­er­ing a mile or so. The mo­tor was not work­ing and was heavy to pull.

			Eight men made the third jour­ney to Hut Point, Gaze and Jack re­main­ing be­hind. They took 660 lbs. of oil and 630 lbs. of stores. From Hut Point the next day (Septem­ber 14) the party pro­ceeded with loaded sledges to Safety Camp, on the edge of the Bar­ri­er. This camp would be the start­ing-point for the march over the Bar­ri­er to the Minna Bluff de­pot. They left the two sledges, with 660 lbs. of oil and 500 lbs. of oat­meal, sug­ar, and sun­dries, at Safety Camp and re­turned to Hut Point. The dogs shared the work on this jour­ney. The next day Mack­in­tosh and his com­pan­ions took the mo­tor to Cape Evans, haul­ing it with its grip-wheels moun­ted on a sledge. After a pause due to bad weath­er, a party of eight men took an­oth­er load to Hut Point on Septem­ber 24, and on to Safety Camp the next day. They got back to Cape Evans on the 26th. Richards mean­while had over­hauled the mo­tor and giv­en it some tri­al runs on the sea-ice. But he re­por­ted that the ma­chine was not work­ing sat­is­fact­or­ily, and Mack­in­tosh de­cided not to per­severe with it.

			
				“Every­body is up to his eyes in work,” runs the last entry in the journ­al left by Mack­in­tosh at Cape Evans. “All gear is be­ing over­hauled, and per­son­al cloth­ing is hav­ing the last stitches. We have been im­pro­vising shoes to re­place the fin­neskoe, of which we are badly short. Wild has made an ex­cel­lent shoe out of an old horse-rug he found here, and this is be­ing copied by oth­er men. I have made my­self a pair of mitts out of an old sleep­ing-bag. Last night I had a bath, the second since be­ing here. … I close this journ­al today (Septem­ber 30) and am pack­ing it with my pa­pers here. To­mor­row we start for Hut Point. Nine of us are go­ing on the sledge party for lay­ing de­pots—namely, Stevens, Spen­cer-Smith, Joyce, Wild, Cope, Hay­ward, Jack, Richards, and my­self. Gaze, who is still suf­fer­ing from bad feet, is re­main­ing be­hind and will prob­ably be re­lieved by Stevens after our first trip. With us we take three months’ pro­vi­sions to leave at Hut Point. I con­tin­ue this journ­al in an­oth­er book, which I keep with me.”

			

			The nine men reached Hut Point on Oc­to­ber 1. They took the last loads with them. Three sledges and three tents were to be taken on to the Bar­ri­er, and the parties were as fol­lows:

			No. 1: Mack­in­tosh, Spen­cer-Smith, and Wild; No. 2: Joyce, Cope, and Richards; No. 3: Jack, Hay­ward, and Gaze. On Oc­to­ber 3 and 4 some stores left at Halfway Camp were brought in, and oth­er stores were moved on to Safety Camp. Bad weath­er delayed the start of the de­pot-lay­ing ex­ped­i­tion from Hut Point un­til Oc­to­ber 9.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				Lay­ing the De­pots

			
			Mack­in­tosh’s ac­count of the de­pot-lay­ing jour­neys un­der­taken by his parties in the sum­mer of 1915–16 un­for­tu­nately is not avail­able. The lead­er of the parties kept a di­ary, but he had the book with him when he was lost on the sea-ice in the fol­low­ing winter. The nar­rat­ive of the jour­neys has been com­piled from the notes kept by Joyce, Richards, and oth­er mem­bers of the parties, and I may say here that it is a re­cord of dogged en­deav­our in the face of great dif­fi­culties and ser­i­ous dangers. It is al­ways easy to be wise after the event, and one may real­ize now that the use of the dogs, un­trained and soft from ship­board in­activ­ity, on the com­par­at­ively short jour­ney un­der­taken im­me­di­ately after the land­ing in 1915 was a mis­take. The res­ult was the loss of nearly all the dogs be­fore the longer and more im­port­ant jour­neys of 1915–16 were un­der­taken. The men were sledging al­most con­tinu­ously dur­ing a peri­od of six months; they suffered from frost­bite, scurvy, snow-blind­ness, and the ut­ter wear­i­ness of over­taxed bod­ies. But they placed the de­pots in the re­quired po­s­i­tions, and if the Wed­dell Sea party had been able to make the cross­ing of the Ant­arc­tic con­tin­ent, the stores and fuel would have been wait­ing for us where we ex­pec­ted to find them.

			The po­s­i­tion on Oc­to­ber 9 was that the nine men at Hut Point had with them the stores re­quired for the de­pots and for their own main­ten­ance through­out the sum­mer. The re­main­ing dogs were at Cape Evans with Gaze, who had a sore heel and had been re­placed tem­por­ar­ily by Stevens in the sledging party. A small quant­ity of stores had been con­veyed already to Safety Camp on the edge of the Bar­ri­er bey­ond Hut Point. Mack­in­tosh in­ten­ded to form a large de­pot off Minna Bluff, sev­enty miles out from Hut Point. This would ne­ces­sit­ate sev­er­al trips with heavy loads. Then he would use the Bluff de­pot as a base for the jour­ney to Mount Hope, at the foot of the Beard­more Gla­ci­er, where the fi­nal de­pot was to be laid.

			The party left Hut Point on the morn­ing of Oc­to­ber 9, the nine men haul­ing on one rope and trail­ing three loaded sledges. They reached Safety Camp in the early af­ter­noon, and, after re­pack­ing the sledges with a load of about 2,000 lbs., they began the jour­ney over the Bar­ri­er. The pulling proved ex­ceed­ingly heavy, and they camped at the end of half a mile. It was de­cided next day to sep­ar­ate the sledges, three men to haul each sledge. Mack­in­tosh hoped that bet­ter pro­gress could be made in this way. The dis­tance for the day was only four miles, and the next day’s jour­ney was no bet­ter. Joyce men­tions that he had nev­er done harder pulling, the sur­face be­ing soft, and the load amount­ing to 220 lbs. per man. The new ar­range­ment was not a suc­cess, ow­ing to dif­fer­ences in haul­ing ca­pa­city and in­equal­it­ies in the load­ing of the sledges; and on the morn­ing of the 12th, Mack­in­tosh, after con­sulta­tion, de­cided to push for­ward with Wild and Spen­cer-Smith, haul­ing one sledge and a re­l­at­ively light load, and leave Joyce and the re­main­ing five men to bring two sledges and the rest of the stores at their best pace. This ar­range­ment was main­tained on the later jour­neys. The tem­per­at­ures were fall­ing be­low −30° F at some hours, and, as the men per­spired freely while haul­ing their heavy loads in the sun, they suffered a great deal of dis­com­fort in the damp and freez­ing clothes at night. Joyce cut down his load on the 13th by de­pot-ing some ra­tions and spare cloth­ing, and made bet­ter pro­gress. He was build­ing snow-cairns as guide­posts for use on the re­turn jour­ney. He men­tions passing some large cre­vasses dur­ing suc­ceed­ing days. Per­sist­ent head winds with oc­ca­sion­al drift made the con­di­tions un­pleas­ant and caused many frost­bites. When the sur­face was hard, and the pulling com­par­at­ively easy, the men slipped and fell con­tinu­ally, “look­ing much like clas­sic­al dan­cers.”

			On the 20th a north­erly wind made pos­sible the use of a sail, and Joyce’s party made rap­id pro­gress. Jack sighted a bam­boo pole dur­ing the af­ter­noon; and Joyce found that marked a de­pot he had laid for my own “Farthest South” party in 1908. He dug down in the hope of find­ing some stores, but the de­pot had been cleared. The party reached the Bluff de­pot on the even­ing of the 21st and found that Mack­in­tosh had been there on the 19th. Mack­in­tosh had left 178 lbs. of pro­vi­sions, and Joyce left one sledge and 273 lbs. of stores. The most in­ter­est­ing in­cid­ent of the re­turn jour­ney was the dis­cov­ery of a note left by Mr. Cherry Gar­rard for Cap­tain Scott on March 19, 1912, only a few days be­fore the lat­ter per­ished at his camp farther south. An up­turned sledge at this point was found to mark a de­pot of dog-bis­cuit and mo­tor-oil, laid by one of Cap­tain Scott’s parties. Joyce reached Safety Camp on the af­ter­noon of the 27th, and, after dump­ing all spare gear, pushed on to Hut Point in a bliz­zard. The sledges nearly went over a big drop at the edge of the Bar­ri­er, and a few mo­ments later Stevens dropped down a cre­vasse to the length of his har­ness.

			
				“Had a tough job get­ting him up, as we had no alpine rope and had to use har­ness,” wrote Joyce. “Got over all right and had a very hard pull against wind and snow, my face get­ting frost­bit­ten as I had to keep look­ing up to steer. We ar­rived at the hut about 7:30 p.m. after a very hard struggle. We found the Cap­tain and his party there. They had been in for three days. Gaze was also there with the dogs. We soon had a good feed and for­got our hard day’s work.”

			

			Mack­in­tosh de­cided to make use of the dogs on the second jour­ney to the Bluff de­pot. He thought that with the aid of the dogs heav­ier loads might be hauled. This plan in­volved the dis­patch of a party to Cape Evans to get dog-pem­mic­an. Mack­in­tosh him­self, with Wild and Spen­cer-Smith, star­ted south again on Oc­to­ber 29. Their sledge over­turned on the slope down to the sea-ice, and the rim of their tent-spread was broken. The dam­age did not ap­pear ser­i­ous, and the party soon dis­ap­peared round Cape Ar­mit­age. Joyce re­mained in charge at Hut Point, with in­struc­tions to get dog food from Cape Evans and make a start south as soon as pos­sible. He sent Stevens, Hay­ward, and Cope to Cape Evans the next day, and busied him­self with the re­pair of sledging-gear. Cope, Hay­ward, and Gaze ar­rived back from Cape Evans on Novem­ber 1, Stevens hav­ing stayed at the base. A bliz­zard delayed the start south­ward, and the party did not get away un­til Novem­ber 5. The men pulled in har­ness with the four dogs, and, as the sur­face was soft and the loads on the two sledges were heavy, the ad­vance was slow. The party covered 5 miles 700 yards on the 6th, 4 miles 300 yards on the 7th, and 8 miles 1800 yards on the 9th, with the aid of a light north­erly wind. They passed on the 9th a huge bergstrom, with a drop of about 70 feet from the flat sur­face of the Bar­ri­er. Joyce thought that a big cre­vasse had caved in.

			
				“We took some pho­to­graphs,” wrote Joyce. “It is a really ex­traordin­ary fill-in of ice, with cliffs of blue ice about 70 feet high, and heav­ily cre­vassed, with over­hanging snow-cur­tains. One could eas­ily walk over the edge com­ing from the north in thick weath­er.”

			

			An­oth­er bergstrom, with cre­vassed ice around it, was en­countered on the 11th. Joyce reached the Bluff de­pot on the even­ing of the 14th and found that he could leave 624 lbs. of pro­vi­sions. Mack­in­tosh had been there sev­er­al days earli­er and had left 188 lbs. of stores.

			Joyce made Hut Point again on Novem­ber 20 after an ad­ven­tur­ous day. The sur­face was good in the morn­ing and he pushed for­ward rap­idly. About 10:30 a.m. the party en­countered heavy pres­sure-ice with cre­vasses, and had many nar­row es­capes.

			
				“After lunch we came on four cre­vasses quite sud­denly. Jack fell through. We could not al­ter course, or else we should have been steer­ing among them, so gal­loped right across. We were go­ing so fast that the dogs that went through were jerked out. It came on very thick at 2 p.m. Every bit of land was ob­scured, and it was hard to steer. De­cided to make for Hut Point, and ar­rived at 6:30 p.m., after do­ing twenty-two miles, a very good per­form­ance. I had a bad at­tack of snow-blind­ness and had to use co­caine. Hay­ward also had a bad time. I was laid up and had to keep my eyes band­aged for three days. Hay­ward, too.”

			

			The two men were about again on Novem­ber 24, and the party star­ted south on its third jour­ney to the Bluff on the 25th. Mack­in­tosh was some dis­tance ahead, but the two parties met on the 28th and had some dis­cus­sion as to plans. Mack­in­tosh was pro­ceed­ing to the Bluff de­pot with the in­ten­tion of tak­ing a load of stores to the de­pot placed on lat. 80° S. in the first sea­son’s sledging. Joyce, after de­pos­it­ing his third load at the Bluff, would re­turn to Hut Point for a fourth and last load, and the parties would then join forces for the jour­ney south­ward to Mount Hope.

			Joyce left 729 lbs. at the Bluff de­pot on Decem­ber 2, reached Hut Point on Decem­ber 7, and, after al­low­ing dogs and men a good rest, he moved south­ward again on Decem­ber 13. This proved to be the worst jour­ney the party had made. The men had much trouble with cre­vasses, and they were held up by bliz­zards on Decem­ber 16, 18, 19, 22, 23, 26, and 27. They spent Christ­mas Day strug­gling through soft snow against an icy wind and drift. The party reached the Bluff de­pot on Decem­ber 28, and found that Mack­in­tosh, who had been much delayed by the bad weath­er, had gone south two days earli­er on his way to the 80° S. de­pot. He had not made much pro­gress and his camp was in sight. He had left in­struc­tions for Joyce to fol­low him. The Bluff de­pot was now well stocked. Between 2800 and 2,900 lbs. of pro­vi­sions had been dragged to the de­pot for the use of parties work­ing to the south of this point. This quant­ity was in ad­di­tion to stores placed there earli­er in the year.

			Joyce left the Bluff de­pot on Decem­ber 29, and the parties were to­geth­er two days later. Mack­in­tosh handed Joyce in­struc­tions to pro­ceed with his party to lat. 81° S and place a de­pot there. He was then to send three men back to Hut Point and pro­ceed to lat. 82° S., where he would lay an­oth­er de­pot. Then if pro­vi­sions per­mit­ted he would push south as far as lat. 83°. Mack­in­tosh him­self was re­in­for­cing the de­pot at lat. 80° S. and would then carry on south­ward. Ap­par­ently his in­struc­tions to Joyce were in­ten­ded to guard against the con­tin­gency of the parties fail­ing to meet. The dogs were haul­ing well, and though their num­ber was small they were of very great as­sist­ance. The parties were now ninety days out from Cape Evans, and “all hands were feel­ing fit.”

			The next in­cid­ent of im­port­ance was the ap­pear­ance of a de­fect in one of the two Primus lamps used by Joyce’s party. The lamps had all seen ser­vice with one or oth­er of Cap­tain Scott’s parties, and they had not been in first-class con­di­tion when the sledging com­menced. The threatened fail­ure of a lamp was a mat­ter of grave mo­ment, since a party could not travel without the means of melt­ing snow and pre­par­ing hot food. If Joyce took a faulty lamp past the 80° S. de­pot, his whole party might have to turn back at lat. 81° S., and this would im­per­il the suc­cess of the sea­son’s sledging. He de­cided, there­fore, to send three men back from the 80° S. de­pot, which he reached on Janu­ary 6, 1916. Cope, Gaze, and Jack were the men to re­turn. They took the de­fect­ive Primus and a light load, and by dint of hard trav­el­ling, without the aid of dogs, they reached Cape Evans on Janu­ary 16.

			Joyce, Richards, and Hay­ward went for­ward with a load of 1,280 lbs., com­pris­ing twelve weeks’ sledging ra­tions, dog food and de­pot sup­plies, in ad­di­tion to the sledging-gear. They built cairns at short in­ter­vals as guides to the de­pots. Joyce was feed­ing the dogs well and giv­ing them a hot hoosh every third night. “It is worth it for the won­der­ful amount of work they are do­ing. If we can keep them to 82° S. I can hon­estly say it is through their work we have got through.” On Janu­ary 8 Mack­in­tosh joined Joyce, and from that point the parties, six men strong, went for­ward to­geth­er. They marched in thick weath­er dur­ing Janu­ary 10, 11, and 12, keep­ing the course by means of cairns, with a scrap of black cloth on top of each one. It was pos­sible, by keep­ing the cairns in line be­hind the sledges and build­ing new ones as old ones dis­ap­peared, to march on an ap­prox­im­ately straight line. On the even­ing of the 12th they reached lat. 81° S., and built a large cairn for the de­pot. The stores left here were three weeks’ ra­tions for the or­din­ary sledging unit of three men. This quant­ity would provide five days’ ra­tions for twelve men, half for the use of the over­land party, and half for the de­pot party on its re­turn jour­ney.

			The party moved south­wards again on Janu­ary 13 in bad weath­er.

			
				“After a little con­sulta­tion we de­cided to get un­der way,” wrote Joyce. “Al­though the weath­er is thick, and snow is fall­ing, it is worth while to make the ef­fort. A little pa­tience with the dir­ec­tion and the cairns, even if one has to put them up 200 yds. apart, en­ables us to ad­vance, and it seems that this weath­er will nev­er break. We have cut up an old pair of trousers be­long­ing to Richards to place on the sides of the cairns, so as to make them more prom­in­ent. It was really sur­pris­ing to find how we got on in spite of the snow and the pie-crust sur­face. We did 5 miles 75 yds. be­fore lunch. The dogs are do­ing splen­didly. I really don’t know how we should man­age if it were not for them. … The dis­tance for the day was 10 miles 720 yds., a splen­did per­form­ance con­sid­er­ing sur­face and weath­er.”

			

			The weath­er cleared on the 14th; and the men were able to get bear­ings from the moun­tains to the west­ward. They ad­vanced fairly rap­idly dur­ing suc­ceed­ing days, the daily dis­tances be­ing from ten to twelve miles, and reached lat. 82° S. on the morn­ing of Janu­ary 18. The de­pot here, like the de­pot at 81° S., con­tained five days’ pro­vi­sions for twelve men. Mack­in­tosh was hav­ing trouble with the Primus lamp in his tent, and this made it in­ad­vis­able to di­vide the party again. It was de­cided, there­fore, that all should pro­ceed, and that the next and last de­pot should be placed on the base of Mount Hope, at the foot of the Beard­more Gla­ci­er, in lat. 83° 30′ S. The party pro­ceeded at once and ad­vanced five miles bey­ond the de­pot be­fore camp­ing on the even­ing of the 18th.

			The sledge loads were now com­par­at­ively light, and on the 19th the party covered 13 miles 700 yds. A new trouble was de­vel­op­ing, for Spen­cer-Smith was suf­fer­ing from swollen and pain­ful legs, and was un­able to do much pulling. Joyce wrote on the 21st that Smith was worse, and that Mack­in­tosh was show­ing signs of ex­haus­tion. A moun­tain that he be­lieved to be Mount Hope could be seen right ahead, over thirty miles away. Spen­cer-Smith, who had struggled for­ward gamely and made no un­ne­ces­sary com­plaints, star­ted with the party the next morn­ing and kept go­ing un­til shortly be­fore noon. Then he re­por­ted his in­ab­il­ity to pro­ceed, and Mack­in­tosh called a halt. Spen­cer-Smith sug­ges­ted that he should be left with pro­vi­sions and a tent while the oth­er mem­bers of the party pushed on to Mount Hope, and pluck­ily as­sured Mack­in­tosh that the rest would put him right and that he would be ready to march when they re­turned. The party agreed, after a brief con­sulta­tion, to ad­opt this plan. Mack­in­tosh felt that the de­pot must be laid, and that delay would be dan­ger­ous. Spen­cer-Smith was left with a tent, one sledge, and pro­vi­sions, and told to ex­pect the re­turn­ing party in about a week. The tent was made as com­fort­able as pos­sible in­side, and food was placed with­in the sick man’s reach. Spen­cer-Smith bade his com­pan­ions a cheery good­bye after lunch, and the party was six or sev­en miles away be­fore even­ing. Five men had to squeeze in­to one tent that night, but with a minus tem­per­at­ure they did not ob­ject to be­ing crowded.

			On Janu­ary 23 a thick fog ob­scured all land­marks, and as bear­ings of the moun­tains were now ne­ces­sary the party had to camp at 11 a.m., after trav­el­ling only four miles. The thick weath­er con­tin­ued over the 24th, and the men did not move again un­til the morn­ing of the 25th. They did 17¾ miles that day, and camped at 6 p.m. on the edge of “the biggest ice-pres­sure” Joyce had ever seen. They were steer­ing in to­wards the moun­tains and were en­coun­ter­ing the tre­mend­ous con­ges­tion cre­ated by the flow of the Beard­more Gla­ci­er in­to the bar­ri­er ice.

			
				“We de­cided to keep the camp up,” ran Joyce’s ac­count of the work done on Janu­ary 26. “Skip­per, Richards, and my­self roped ourselves to­geth­er, I tak­ing the lead, to try and find a course through this pres­sure. We came across very wide cre­vasses, went down sev­er­al, came on top of a very high ridge, and such a scene! Ima­gine thou­sands of tons of ice churned up to a depth of about 300 ft. We took a couple of pho­to­graphs, then car­ried on to the east. At last we found a pas­sage through, and car­ried on through smal­ler cre­vasses to Mount Hope, or we hoped it was the moun­tain by that name. We can see a great gla­ci­er ahead which we take for the Beard­more, which this moun­tain is on, but the po­s­i­tion on the chart seems wrong. [It was not.—E. H. S.] We nearly ar­rived at the ice-foot when Richards saw some­thing to the right, which turned out to be two of Cap­tain Scott’s sledges, up­right, but three-quar­ters bur­ied in snow. Then we knew for cer­tain this was the place we had struggled to get to. So we climbed the gla­ci­er on the slope and went up about one and a quarter miles, and saw the great Beard­more Gla­ci­er stretch­ing to the south. It is about twenty-five miles wide—a most won­der­ful sight. Then we re­turned to our camp, which we found to be six miles away. We left at 8 a.m. and ar­rived back at 3 p.m., a good morn­ing’s work. We then had lunch. About 4 p.m. we got un­der way and pro­ceeded with the two sledges and camped about 7 o’clock. Wild, Hay­ward and my­self then took the de­pot up the Gla­ci­er, a fort­night’s pro­vi­sions. We left it lashed to a broken sledge and put up a large flag. I took two pho­to­graphs of it. We did not ar­rive back un­til 10:30 p.m. It was rather a heavy pull up. I was very pleased to see our work com­pleted at last. … Turned in 12 o’clock. The dis­tance done dur­ing day 22 miles.”

			

			The party re­mained in camp un­til 3:30 p.m. on the 27th, ow­ing to a bliz­zard with heavy snow. Then they made a start in clear­er weath­er and got through the cre­vassed area be­fore camp­ing at 7 p.m. Joyce was suf­fer­ing from snow-blind­ness. They were now home­ward bound, with 365 miles to go. They covered 16½ miles on the 28th, with Joyce ab­so­lutely blind and hanging to the har­ness for guid­ance, “but still pulling his whack.” They reached Spen­cer-Smith’s camp the next af­ter­noon and found him in his sleep­ing-bag, quite un­able to walk. Joyce’s di­ary of this date con­tains a rather gloomy ref­er­ence to the out­look, since he guessed that Mack­in­tosh also would be un­able to make the home­ward march. “The dogs are still keep­ing fit,” he ad­ded. “If they will only last to 80° S. we shall then have enough food to take them in, and then if the ship is in I guar­an­tee they will live in com­fort the re­mainder of their lives.”

			No march could be made on the 30th, since a bliz­zard was ra­ging. The party made 8 miles on the 31st, with Spen­cer-Smith on one of the sledges in his sleep­ing-bag. The suf­fer­er was quite help­less, and had to be lif­ted and car­ried about, but his cour­age did not fail him. His words were cheer­ful even when his phys­ic­al suf­fer­ing and weak­ness were most pro­nounced. The dis­tance for Feb­ru­ary 1 was 13 miles. The next morn­ing the party aban­doned one sledge in or­der to light­en the load, and pro­ceeded with a single sledge, Spen­cer-Smith ly­ing on top of the stores and gear. The dis­tance for the day was 15½ miles. They picked up the 82° S. de­pot on Feb­ru­ary 3, and took one week’s pro­vi­sions, leav­ing two weeks’ ra­tions for the over­land party. Joyce, Wild, Richards, and Hay­ward were feel­ing fit. Mack­in­tosh was lame and weak; Spen­cer-Smith’s con­di­tion was alarm­ing. The party was be­ing helped by strong south­erly winds, and the dis­tances covered were de­cidedly good. The sledge-meter re­cor­ded 15 miles 1,700 yds. on Feb­ru­ary 4, 17 miles 1,400 yds. on the 5th, 18 miles 1,200 yds. on the 6th, and 13 miles 1,000 yds. on the 7th, when the 81° S. de­pot was picked up at 10:30 a.m., and one week’s stores taken, two weeks’ ra­tions be­ing left.

			The march to the next de­pot, at 80° S., was un­event­ful. The party made good marches in spite of bad sur­faces and thick weath­er, and reached the de­pot late in the af­ter­noon of Feb­ru­ary 12. The sup­ply of stores at this de­pot was ample, and the men took a fort­night’s ra­tions (cal­cu­lated on a three-man basis), leav­ing nearly four weeks’ ra­tions. Spen­cer-Smith seemed a little bet­ter, and all hands were cheered by the rap­id ad­vance. Feb­ru­ary 14, 15, and 16 were bad days, the soft sur­face al­low­ing the men to sink to their knees at times. The dogs had a rough time, and the daily dis­tances fell to about eight miles. Mack­in­tosh’s weak­ness was in­creas­ing. Then on the 18th, when the party was with­in twelve miles of the Bluff de­pot, a furi­ous bliz­zard made trav­el­ling im­possible. This bliz­zard raged for five days. Ra­tions were re­duced on the second day, and the party went on half-ra­tions the third day.

			
				“Still bliz­zard­ing,” wrote Joyce on the 20th. “Things are ser­i­ous, what with our pa­tient and pro­vi­sions run­ning short. Dog pro­vi­sions are nearly out, and we have to halve their ra­tions. We are now on one cup of hoosh among the three of us, with one bis­cuit and six lumps of sug­ar. The most ser­i­ous of calam­it­ies is that our oil is run­ning out. We have plenty of tea, but no fuel to cook it with.”

			

			The men in Mack­in­tosh’s tent were in no bet­ter plight. Mack­in­tosh him­self was in a bad way. He was un­cer­tain about his abil­ity to re­sume the march, but was de­term­ined to try.

			
				“Still bliz­zard­ing,” wrote Joyce again on the 21st. “We are ly­ing in pools of wa­ter made by our bod­ies through stay­ing in the same place for such a long time. I don’t know what we shall do if this does not ease. It has been blow­ing con­tinu­ously without a lull. The food for today was one cup of pem­mic­an amongst three of us, one bis­cuit each, and two cups of tea among the three.”

			

			The ker­osene was ex­hausted, but Richards im­pro­vised a lamp by pour­ing some spir­it (in­ten­ded for prim­ing the oil-lamp) in­to a mug, light­ing it, and hold­ing an­oth­er mug over it. It took half an hour to heat a mug of melted snow in this way.

			
				“Same old thing, no ceas­ing of this bliz­zard,” was Joyce’s note twenty-four hours later. “Hardly any food left ex­cept tea and sug­ar. Richards, Hay­ward, and I, after a long talk, de­cided to get un­der way to­mor­row in any case, or else we shall be shar­ing the fate of Cap­tain Scott and his party. The oth­er tent seems to be very quiet, but now and again we hear a burst of song from Wild, so they are in the land of the liv­ing. We gave the dogs the last of their food to­night, so we shall have to push, as a great deal de­pends on them.”

			

			Fur­ther quo­ta­tions from Joyce’s di­ary tell their own story.

			
				“Feb­ru­ary 23, Wed­nes­day.—About 11 o’clock saw a break in the clouds and the sun show­ing. De­cided to have the meal we kept for get­ting un­der way. Sang out to the Skip­per’s party that we should shift as soon as we had a meal. I asked Wild, and found they had a bag of oat­meal, some Bov­ril cubes, one bag of chocol­ate, and eight­een bis­cuits, so they are much bet­ter off than we are. After we had our meal we star­ted to dig out our sledge, which we found right un­der. It took us two hours, and one would hardly cred­it how weak we were. Two digs of the shovel and we were out of breath. This was caused through our ly­ing up on prac­tic­ally no food. After get­ting sledge out we took it around to the Skip­per’s tent on ac­count of the heavy sastrugi, which was very high. Got un­der way about 2:20. Had to stop very of­ten on ac­count of sail, etc. About 3:20 the Skip­per, who had tied him­self to the rear of the sledge, found it im­possible to pro­ceed. So after a con­sulta­tion with Wild and party, de­cided to pitch their tent, leav­ing Wild to look after the Skip­per and Spen­cer-Smith, and make the best of our way to the de­pot, which is any­thing up to twelve miles away. So we made them com­fort­able and left them about 3:40. I told Wild I should leave as much as pos­sible and get back 26th or 27th, weath­er per­mit­ting, but just as we left them it came on to snow pretty hard, sun go­ing in, and we found even with the four dogs we could not make more than one-half to three-quar­ters of a mile an hour. The sur­face is so bad that some­times you go in up to your waist; still in spite of all this we car­ried on un­til 6:35. Camped in a howl­ing bliz­zard. I found my left foot badly frost­bit­ten. Now after this march we came in­to our ban­quet—one cup of tea and half a bis­cuit. Turned in at 9 o’clock. Situ­ation does not look very cheer­ful. This is really the worst sur­face I have ever come across in all my jour­neys here.”

			

			Mack­in­tosh had stayed on his feet as long as was hu­manly pos­sible. The re­cords of the out­ward jour­ney show clearly that he was really un­fit to con­tin­ue bey­ond the 82° S. de­pot, and oth­er mem­bers of the party would have liked him to have stayed with Spen­cer-Smith at lat. 83° S. But the re­spons­ib­il­ity for the work to be done was primar­ily his, and he would not give in. He had been suf­fer­ing for sev­er­al weeks from what he cheer­fully called “a sprained leg,” ow­ing to scurvy. He marched for half an hour on the 23rd be­fore break­ing down, but had to be sup­por­ted partly by Richards. Spen­cer-Smith was sink­ing. Wild, who stayed in charge of the two in­val­ids, was in fairly good con­di­tion. Joyce, Richards, and Hay­ward, who had un­der­taken the re­lief jour­ney, were all show­ing symp­toms of scurvy, though in vary­ing de­grees. Their legs were weak, their gums swollen. The de­cision that the in­val­ids, with Wild, should stay in camp from Feb­ru­ary 24, while Joyce’s party pushed for­ward to Bluff de­pot, was jus­ti­fied fully by the cir­cum­stances. Joyce, Richards, and Hay­ward had dif­fi­culty in reach­ing the de­pot with a nearly empty sledge. An at­tempt to make their jour­ney with two help­less men might have in­volved the loss of the whole party.

			
				“Feb­ru­ary 24, Thursday.—Up at 4:30; had one cup of tea, half bis­cuit; un­der way after 7. Weath­er, snow­ing and blow­ing like yes­ter­day. Richards, lay­ing the cairns had great trouble in get­ting the com­pass with­in 10° on ac­count of wind. Dur­ing the forenoon had to stop every quarter of an hour on ac­count of our breath. Every time the sledge struck a drift she stuck in (al­though only 200 lbs.), and in spite of three men and four dogs we could only shift her with the 1—2—3 haul. I won­der if this weath­er will ever clear up. Camped in an ex­hausted con­di­tion about 12:10. Lunch, half cup of weak tea and quarter bis­cuit, which took over half an hour to make. Richards and Hay­ward went out of tent to pre­pare for get­ting un­der way, but the force of wind and snow drove them back. The force of wind is about sev­enty to eighty miles per hour. We de­cided to get the sleep­ing-bags in, which took some con­sid­er­able time. The worst of camp­ing is the poor dogs and our weak con­di­tion, which means we have to get out of our wet sleep­ing-bags and have an­oth­er half cup of tea without work­ing for it. With scrap­ings from dog-tank it is a very scanty meal. This is the second day the dogs have been without food, and if we can­not soon pick up de­pot and save the dogs it will be al­most im­possible to drag our two in­val­ids back the one hun­dred miles which we have to go. The wind car­ried on with un­abat­ing fury un­til 7 o’clock, and then came a lull. We at once turned out, but found it snow­ing so thickly that it was im­possible to pro­ceed on ac­count of our weak­ness. No chance must we miss. Turned in again. Wind sprang up again with heavy drift 8:30. In spite of everything my tent-mates are very cheer­ful and look on the bright side of everything. After a talk we de­cided to wait and turned in. It is really won­der­ful what dreams we have, es­pe­cially of food. Trust­ing in Provid­ence for fine weath­er to­mor­row.

				“Feb­ru­ary 25, Fri­day.—Turned out 4:45. Richards pre­pared our usu­al ban­quet, half cup of tea, quarter bis­cuit, which we rel­ished. Un­der way at 7, car­ried on, halt­ing every ten minutes or quarter of an hour. Weath­er, snow­ing and blow­ing same as yes­ter­day. We are in a very weak state, but we can­not give in. We of­ten talk about poor Cap­tain Scott and the bliz­zard that fin­ished him and party. If we had stayed in our tent an­oth­er day I don’t think we should have got un­der way at all, and we would have shared the same fate. But if the worst comes we have made up our minds to carry on and die in har­ness. If any­one were to see us on trek they would be sur­prised, three men stag­ger­ing on with four dogs, very weak; prac­tic­ally empty sledge with fair wind and just crawl­ing along; our clothes are all worn out, fin­neskoe and sleep­ing bags torn. Tent is our worst point, all torn in front, and we are afraid to camp on ac­count of it, as it is too cold to mend it. We camped for our grand lunch at noon. After five hours’ strug­gling I think we did about three miles. After lunch sat in our tent talk­ing over the situ­ation. De­cided to get un­der way again as soon as there is any clear­ance. Snow­ing and blow­ing, force about fifty or sixty miles an hour.

				“Feb­ru­ary 26, Sat­urday.—Richards went out 1:10 a.m. and found it clear­ing a bit, so we got un­der way as soon as pos­sible, which was 2:10 a.m. About 2:35 Richards sighted de­pot, which seemed to be right on top of us. I sup­pose we camped no more than three-quar­ters of a mile from it. The dogs sighted it, which seemed to elec­tri­fy them. They had new life and star­ted to run, but we were so weak that we could not go more than 200 yds. and then spell. I think an­oth­er day would have seen us off. Ar­rived at de­pot 3:25; found it in a dilap­id­ated con­di­tion, cases all about the place. I don’t sup­pose there has ever been a weak­er party ar­rive at any de­pot, either north or south. After a hard struggle got our tent up and made camp. Then gave the dogs a good feed of pem­mic­an. If ever dogs saved the lives of any­one they have saved ours. Let us hope they will con­tin­ue in good health, so that we can get out to our com­rades. I star­ted on our cook­ing. Not one of us had any ap­pet­ite, al­though we were in the land of plenty, as we call this de­pot; plenty of bis­cuit, etc., but we could not eat. I think it is the re­ac­tion, not only in ar­riv­ing here, but also find­ing no news of the ship, which was ar­ranged be­fore we left. We all think there has been a calam­ity there. Let us hope for the best. We de­cided to have rolled-oats and milk for a start, which went down very well, and then a cup of tea. How cheery the Primus sounds. It seems like com­ing out of a thick Lon­don fog in­to a draw­ing-room. After a con­sulta­tion we de­cided to have a meal of pem­mic­an in four hours, and so on, un­til our weak­ness was gone. Later.—Still the same weath­er. We shall get un­der way and make a forced march back as soon as pos­sible. I think we shall get stronger trav­el­ling and feed­ing well. Later.—Weath­er will not per­mit us to travel yet. Men­ded our torn tent with food-bags. This took four hours. Feed­ing the dogs every four hours, and Richards and Hay­ward built up de­pot. It is really sur­pris­ing to find it takes two men to lift a 50-lb. case; it only shows our weak­ness. Weath­er still the same; force of wind at times about sev­enty to ninety miles an hour; really sur­pris­ing how this can keep on so long.

				“Feb­ru­ary 27, Sunday.—Wind con­tin­ued with fury the whole night. Ex­pect­ing every minute to have the tent blown off us. Up 5 o’clock; found it so thick one could not get out of the tent. We are still very weak, but think we can do the twelve miles to our com­rades in one long march. If only it would clear up for just one day we would not mind. This is the longest con­tinu­ous bliz­zard I have ever been in. We have not had a trav­el­ling day for el­ev­en days, and the amount of snow that has fallen is as­ton­ish­ing. Later.—Had a meal 10:30 and de­cided to get un­der way in spite of the wind and snow. Un­der way 12 o’clock. We have three weeks’ food on sledge, about 160 lbs., and one week’s dog-food, 50 lbs. The whole weight, all told, about 600 lbs., and also tak­ing an ex­tra sledge to bring back Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh. To our sur­prise we could not shift the sledges. After half an hour we got about ten yards. We turned the sledge up and scraped run­ners; it went a little bet­ter after. I am afraid our weak­ness is much more than we think. Hay­ward is in rather a bad way about his knees, which are giv­ing him trouble and are very pain­ful; we will give him a good mas­sage when we camp. The dogs have lost all heart in pulling; they seem to think that go­ing south again is no good to them; they seem to just jog along, and one can­not do more. I don’t sup­pose our pace is more than one-half or three-quar­ters of a mile per hour. The sur­face is rot­ten, snow up to one’s knees, and what with wind and drift a very bad out­look. Lunched about 4:30. Car­ried on un­til 11:20, when we camped. It was very dark mak­ing our din­ner, but soon got through the pro­cess. Then Richards spent an hour or so in rub­bing Hay­ward with methyl­ated spir­its, which did him a world of good. If he were to break up now I should not know what to do. Turned in about 1:30. It is now calm, but over­cast with light fall­ing snow.

				“Feb­ru­ary 28, Monday.—Up at 6 o’clock; can just see a little sky­line. Un­der way at 9 o’clock. The reas­on of delay, had to mend fin­neskoe, which are in a very dilap­id­ated con­di­tion. I got my feet badly frost­bit­ten yes­ter­day. About 11 o’clock came on to snow, everything over­cast. We ought to reach our poor boys in three or four hours, but Fate wills oth­er­wise, as it came on again to bliz­zard force about 11:45. Camped at noon. I think the party must be with­in a very short dis­tance, but we can­not go on as we might pass them, and as we have not got any po­s­i­tion to go on ex­cept com­pass. Later.—Kept on bliz­zard­ing all af­ter­noon and night.

				“Feb­ru­ary 29, Tues­day.—Up at 5 o’clock; still very thick. It cleared up a little to the south about 8 o’clock, when Richards sighted some­thing black to the north of us, but could not see prop­erly what it was. After look­ing round sighted camp to the south, so we got un­der way as soon as pos­sible. Got up to the camp about 12:45, when Wild came out to meet us. We gave him a cheer, as we fully ex­pec­ted to find all down. He said he had taken a little ex­er­cise every day; they had not any food left. The Skip­per then came out of the tent, very weak and as much as he could do to walk. He said, ‘I want to thank you for sav­ing our lives.’ I told Wild to go and give them a feed and not to eat too much at first in case of re­ac­tion, as I am go­ing to get un­der way as soon as they have had a feed. So we had lunch, and the Skip­per went ahead to get some ex­er­cise, and after an hour’s dig­ging out got everything ready for leav­ing. When we lif­ted Smith we found he was in a great hole which he had melted through. This party had been in one camp for twelve days. We got un­der way and picked the Skip­per up; he had fallen down, too weak to walk. We put him on the sledge we had brought out, and we camped about 8 o’clock. I think we did about three miles, rather good with two men on the sledges and Hay­ward in a very bad way. I don’t think there has been a party, either north or south, in such straits, three men down and three of us very weak; but the dogs seem to have new life since we turned north. I think they real­ize they are home­ward bound. I am glad we kept them, even when we were starving. I knew they would have to come in at the fin­ish. We have now to look for­ward to south­erly winds for help, which I think we shall get at this time of year. Let us hope the tem­per­at­ure will keep up, as our sleep­ing-bags are wet through and worn out, and all our clothes full of holes, and fin­neskoe in a dilap­id­ated con­di­tion; in fact, one would not be out on a cold day in civil­iz­a­tion with the rot­ten clothes we have on. Turned in 11 o’clock, wet through, but in a bet­ter frame of mind. Hope to try and reach the de­pot to­mor­row, even if we have to march over­time.

				“March 1, Wed­nes­day.—Turned out usu­al time; a good south wind, but, worse luck, heavy drift. Set sail; put the Skip­per on rear sledge. The tem­per­at­ure has gone down and it is very cold. Bluff in sight. We are mak­ing good pro­gress, do­ing a good mileage be­fore lunch. After lunch a little stronger wind. Hay­ward still hanging on to sledge; Skip­per fell off twice. Reached de­pot 5:45. When camp­ing found we had dropped our tent-poles, so Richards went back a little way and spot­ted them through the bin­ocu­lars about half a mile off, and brought them back. Hay­ward and I were very cold by that time, the drift very bad. Mor­al: See everything prop­erly se­cured. We soon had our tent up, cooked our din­ner in the dark, and turned in about 10 o’clock.

				“March 2, Thursday.—Up as usu­al. Strong south­w­est wind with heavy drift. Took two weeks’ pro­vi­sions from the de­pot. I think that will last us through, as there is an­oth­er de­pot about fifty miles north from here; I am tak­ing the out­side course on ac­count of the cre­vasses, and one can­not take too many chances with two men on sledges and one crippled. Un­der way about 10 o’clock; lunched noon in a heavy drift; took an hour to get the tents up, etc., the wind be­ing so heavy. Found sledges bur­ied un­der snow after lunch, took some time to get un­der way. Wind and drift very heavy; set half-sail on the first sledge and un­der way about 3:30. The go­ing is per­fect; some­times sledges over­tak­ing us. Car­ried on un­til 8 o’clock, do­ing an ex­cel­lent jour­ney for the day; dis­tance about el­ev­en or twelve miles. Gives one a bit of heart to carry on like this; only hope we can do this all the way. Had to cook our meals in the dark, but still we did not mind. Turned in about 11 o’clock, pleased with ourselves, al­though we were wet through with snow, as it got through all the holes in our clothes, and the sleep­ing-bags are worse than aw­ful.

				“March 3, Fri­day.—Up the usu­al time. It has been blow­ing a ra­ging bliz­zard all night. Found to our dis­gust ut­terly im­possible to carry on. An­oth­er few hours of agony in these rot­ten bags. Later.—Bliz­zard much heav­ier. Amused my­self mend­ing fin­neskoe and Bur­berrys, mitts and socks. Had the Primus while this op­er­a­tion was in force. Hop­ing for a fine day to­mor­row.

				“March 4, Sat­urday.—Up 5:20. Still bliz­zard­ing, but have de­cided to get un­der way as we will have to try and travel through everything, as Hay­ward is get­ting worse, and one doesn’t know who is the next. No mis­take it is scurvy, and the only pos­sible cure is fresh food. I sin­cerely hope the ship is in; if not we shall get over the hills by Castle Rock, which is rather dif­fi­cult and will delay an­oth­er couple of days. Smith is still cheer­ful; he has hardly moved for weeks and he has to have everything done for him. Got un­der way 9:35. It took some two hours to dig out dogs and sledges, as they were com­pletely bur­ied. It is the same every morn­ing now. Set sail, go­ing along pretty fair. Hay­ward gets on sledge now and again. Lunched as usu­al; sledges got bur­ied again at lunch­time. It takes some time to camp now, and in this drift it is aw­ful. In the af­ter­noon wind eased a bit and drift went down. Found it very hard pulling with the third man on sledge, as Hay­ward has been on all the af­ter­noon. Wind veered two points to south, so we had a fair wind. An hour be­fore we camped Ere­bus and Ter­ror show­ing up, a wel­come sight. Only hope wind will con­tin­ue. Drift is worst thing to con­tend with as it gets in­to our clothes, which are wet through now. Camped 8 o’clock. Cooked in the dark, and turned in in our wet sleep­ing-bags about 10 o’clock. Dis­tance about eight or nine miles.

				“March 5, Sunday.—Turned out 6:15. Over­slept a little; very tired after yes­ter­day. Sun shin­ing brightly and no wind. It seemed strange last night, no flap­ping of tent in one’s ears. About 8:30 came on to drift again. Un­der way 9:20, both sails set. Sledge go­ing hard, es­pe­cially in soft places. If Hay­ward had not broken down we should not feel the weight so much. Lunch 12:45. Un­der way at 3. Wind and drift very heavy. A good job it is blow­ing some, or else we should have to re­lay. All land ob­scured. Dis­tance about ten or el­ev­en miles, a very good per­form­ance. Camped 7:10 in the dark. Pa­tients not in the best of trim. I hope to get in, bar ac­ci­dents, in four days.

				“March 6, Monday.—Un­der way 9:20. Picked up thirty-two mile de­pot 11 o’clock. Go­ing with a fair wind in the forenoon, which eased some­what after lunch and so caused very heavy work in pulling. It seems to me we shall have to de­pot someone if the wind eases at all. Dis­tance dur­ing day about eight miles.

				“March 7, Tues­day.—Un­der way 9 o’clock. Al­though we turn out at 5 it seems a long time to get un­der way. There is double as much work to do now with our in­val­ids. This is the calmest day we have had for weeks. The sun is shin­ing and all land in sight. It is very hard go­ing. Had a little breeze about 11 o’clock, set sail, but work still very, very heavy. Hay­ward and Skip­per go­ing on ahead with sticks, very slow pace, but it will buck them up and do them good. If one could only get some fresh food! About 11 o’clock de­cided to camp and over­haul sledges and de­pot all gear ex­cept what is ac­tu­ally re­quired. Un­der way again at 2, but sur­face be­ing so sticky did not make any dif­fer­ence. After a con­sulta­tion the Skip­per de­cided to stay be­hind in a tent with three weeks’ pro­vi­sions whilst we pushed on with Smith and Hay­ward. It seems hard, only about thirty miles away, and yet can­not get any as­sist­ance. Our gear is ab­so­lutely rot­ten, no sleep last night, shiv­er­ing all night in wet bags. I won­der what will be the out­come of it all after our struggle. Trust in Provid­ence. Dis­tance about three and a half miles.

				“March 8, Wed­nes­day.—Un­der way 9:20. Wished the Skip­per good­bye; took Smith and Hay­ward on. Had a fair wind, go­ing pretty good. Hope to ar­rive in Hut Point in four days. Lunched at No. 2 de­pot. Dis­tance about four and a half miles. Un­der way as usu­al after lunch; head wind, go­ing very heavy. Car­ried on un­til 6:30. Dis­tance about eight or nine miles.

				“March 9, Thursday.—Had a very bad night, cold in­tense. Tem­per­at­ure down to −29° all night. At 4 a.m. Spen­cer-Smith called out that he was feel­ing queer. Wild spoke to him. Then at 5:45 Richards sud­denly said, ‘I think he has gone.’ Poor Smith, for forty days in pain he had been dragged on the sledge, but nev­er grumbled or com­plained. He had a strenu­ous time in his wet bag, and the jolt­ing of the sledge on a very weak heart was not too good for him. Some­times when we lif­ted him on the sledge he would nearly faint, but dur­ing the whole time he nev­er com­plained. Wild looked after him from the start. We bur­ied him in his bag at 9 o’clock at the fol­low­ing po­s­i­tion: Ereb. 184°—Obs. Hill 149°. We made a cross of bam­boos, and built a mound and cairn, with par­tic­u­lars. After that got un­der way with Hay­ward on sledge. Found go­ing very hard, as we had a north­erly wind in our faces, with a tem­per­at­ure be­low 20°. What with frost­bites, etc., we are all suf­fer­ing. Even the dogs seem like giv­ing in; they do not seem to take any in­terest in their work. We have been out much too long, and noth­ing ahead to cheer us up but a cold, cheer­less hut. We did about two and a half miles in the forenoon; Hay­ward tod­dling ahead every time we had a spell. Dur­ing lunch the wind veered to the south with drift, just right to set sail. We car­ried on with Hay­ward on sledge and camped in the dark about 8 o’clock. Turned in at 10, weary, worn, and sad. Hop­ing to reach de­pot to­mor­row.

				“March 10, Fri­day.—Turned out as usu­al. Beam wind, go­ing pretty fair, very cold. Came in­to very soft snow about 3; ar­rived at Safety Camp 5 o’clock. Got to edge of Ice Bar­ri­er; found pas­sage over in a bay full of seals. Dogs got very ex­cited; had a job to keep them away. By the glass it looked clear right to Cape Ar­mit­age, which is four and a half miles away. Ar­rived there 8 o’clock, very dark and bad light. Found open wa­ter. Turned to climb slopes against a strong north­east­erly breeze with drift. Found a place about a mile away, but we were so done up that it took un­til 11:30 to get gear up. This slope was about 150 yds. up, and every three paces we had to stop and get breath. Even­tu­ally camped and turned in about 2 o’clock. I think this is the worst day I ever spent. What with the dis­ap­point­ment of not get­ting round the Point, and the long day and the thought of get­ting Hay­ward over the slopes, it is not very en­ter­tain­ing for sleep.

				“March 11, Sat­urday.—Up at 7 o’clock; took bin­ocu­lars and went over the slope to look around the Cape. To my sur­prise found the open wa­ter and pack at the Cape only ex­ten­ded for about a mile. Came down and gave the boys the good news. I think it would take an­oth­er two hard days to get over the hills, and we are too weak to do much of that, as I am afraid of an­oth­er col­lapsing. Richards and Wild climbed up to look at the back of the bay and found the ice se­cure. Got un­der way 10:30, went round the Cape and found ice; very slushy, but con­tin­ued on. No turn­ing now; got in­to hard ice shortly after, even­tu­ally ar­riv­ing at Hut Point about 3 o’clock. It seems strange after our ad­ven­tures to ar­rive back at the old hut. This place has been stand­ing since we built it in 1901, and has been the start­ing-point of a few ex­ped­i­tions since. When we were com­ing down the bay I could fancy the Dis­cov­ery there when Scott ar­rived from his Farthest South in 1902, the ship dec­or­ated rain­bow fash­ion, and Lieu­ten­ant Ar­mit­age giv­ing out the news that Cap­tain Scott had got to 82° 17′ S. We went wild that day. But now our home­com­ing is quite dif­fer­ent. Hut half-full of snow through a win­dow be­ing left open and drift get­ting in; but we soon got it ship­shape and Hay­ward in. I had the fire go­ing and plenty of ve­get­ables on, as there was a fair sup­ply of dried ve­get­ables. Then after we had had a feed, Richards and Wild went down the bay and killed a couple of seals. I gave a good menu of seal meat at night, and we turned in about 11 o’clock, full—too full, in fact. As there is no news here of the ship, and we can­not see her, we sur­mise she has gone down with all hands. I can­not see there is any chance of her be­ing afloat or she would be here. I don’t know how the Skip­per will take it.

				“March 12, Sunday.—Heard groans pro­ceed­ing from the sleep­ing-bags all night; all hands suf­fer­ing from over­eat­ing. Hay­ward not very well. Turned out 8 o’clock. Good break­fast—por­ridge, seal, ve­get­ables, and cof­fee; more like a ban­quet to us. After break­fast Richards and Wild killed a couple of seals whilst I made the hut a bit com­fy. Hay­ward can hardly move. All of us in a very bad state, but we must keep up ex­er­cise. My ankles and knees badly swollen, gums prom­in­ent. Wild, very black around joints, and gums very black. Richards about the best off. After dig­ging hut out I pre­pared food which I think will keep the scurvy down. The dogs have lost their las­sit­ude and are quite frisky, ex­cept Oscar, who is suf­fer­ing from over­feed­ing. After a strenu­ous day’s work turned in 10 o’clock.

				“March 13, Monday.—Turned out 7 o’clock. Car­ried on much the same as yes­ter­day, bring­ing in seal blub­ber and meat. Pre­par­ing for de­par­ture to­mor­row; hope every­one will be all right. Made new dog har­ness and pre­pared sledges. In af­ter­noon cooked suf­fi­cient seal meat for our jour­ney out and back, and same for dogs. Turned in 10 o’clock, feel­ing much bet­ter.

				“March 14, Tues­day.—A beau­ti­ful day. Un­der way after lunch. One would think, look­ing at our party, that we were the most ragged lot one could meet in a day’s march; all our clothes past mend­ing, our faces as black as nig­gers’—a sort of crowd one would run away from. Go­ing pretty good. As soon as we roun­ded Cape Ar­mit­age a dead head wind with a tem­per­at­ure of −18° F, so we are not in for a pleas­ant time. Ar­rived at Safety Camp 6 o’clock, turned in 8:30, after get­ting everything ready.

				“March 15, Wed­nes­day.—Un­der way as usu­al. Nice calm day. Had a very cold night, tem­per­at­ure go­ing down to −30° F. Go­ing along at a rat­tling good rate; in spite of our swollen limbs we did about fif­teen miles. Very cold when we camped; tem­per­at­ure −20° F. Turned in 9 o’clock.

				“March 16, Thursday.—Up be­fore the sun, 4:45 a.m. Had a very cold night, not much sleep. Un­der way early. Go­ing good. Passed Smith’s grave 10:45 a.m. and had lunch at de­pot. Saw Skip­per’s camp just after, and look­ing through glass found him out­side tent, much to the joy of all hands, as we ex­pec­ted him to be down. Picked him up 4:15 p.m. Broke the news of Smith’s death and no ship. I gave him the date of the 17th to look out for our re­turn­ing, so he had a sur­prise. We struck his camp and went north for about a mile and camped. We gave the Skip­per a ban­quet of seal, ve­get­ables, and black cur­rant jam, the feed of his life. He seems in a bad way. I hope to get him in in three days, and I think fresh food will im­prove him. We turned in 8 o’clock. Dis­tance done dur­ing day six­teen miles.

				“March 17, Fri­day.—Up at 5 o’clock. Un­der way 8 a.m. Skip­per feel­ing much bet­ter after feed­ing him up. Lunched a few yards past Smith’s grave. Had a good af­ter­noon, go­ing fair. Dis­tance about six­teen miles. Very cold night, tem­per­at­ure −30° F. What with wet bags and clothes, rot­ten.

				“March 18, Sat­urday.—Turned out 5 o’clock. Had rather a cold night. Tem­per­at­ure −29° F. Sur­face very good. The Skip­per walked for a little way, which did him good. Lunched as usu­al. Pace good. After lunch go­ing good. Ar­rived at Safety Camp 4:10 p.m. To our de­light found the sea-ice in the same con­di­tion and ar­rived at Hut Point at 7 o’clock. Found Hay­ward still about same. Set to, made a good din­ner, and all hands seem in the best of spir­its. Now we have ar­rived and got the party in, it re­mains to them­selves to get bet­ter. Plenty of ex­er­cise and fresh food ought to do mir­acles. We have been out 160 days, and done a dis­tance of 1,561 miles, a good re­cord. I think the irony of fate was poor Smith go­ing un­der a day be­fore we got in. I think we shall all soon be well. Turned in 10:30 p.m. Be­fore turn­ing in Skip­per shook us by the hand with great emo­tion, thank­ing us for sav­ing his life.”

			

			Richards, sum­mar­iz­ing the work of the parties, says that the jour­neys made between Septem­ber 1 and March 18, a peri­od of 160 days, totalled 1,561 miles. The main jour­ney, from Hut Point to Mount Hope and re­turn, was 830 miles.

			
				“The equip­ment,” he adds, “was old at the com­mence­ment of the sea­son, and this told severely at the later stages of the jour­ney. Three Primus lamps gave out on the jour­neys, and the old tent brought back by one of the last parties showed rents sev­er­al feet in length. This hampered the trav­el­ling in the long bliz­zards. Fin­neskoe were also in pieces at the end, and time had fre­quently to be lost through re­pairs to cloth­ing be­com­ing im­per­at­ive. This ac­count would not be com­plete without some men­tion of the un­selfish ser­vice rendered by Wild to his two ill tent-mates. From the time he re­mained be­hind at the long bliz­zard till the death of Spen­cer-Smith he had two help­less men to at­tend to, and des­pite his own con­di­tion he was ever ready, night or day, to min­is­ter to their wants. This, in a tem­per­at­ure of −30° F at times, was no light task.

				“Without the aid of four faith­ful friends, Oscar, Con, Gun­ner, and Towser, the party could nev­er have ar­rived back. These dogs from Novem­ber 5 ac­com­pan­ied the sledging parties, and, al­though the pace was of­ten very slow, they ad­ap­ted them­selves well to it. Their en­dur­ance was fine. For three whole days at one time they had not a scrap of food, and this after a peri­od on short ra­tions. Though they were feeble to­wards the end of the trip, their con­di­tion usu­ally was good, and those who re­turned with them will ever re­mem­ber the re­mark­able ser­vice they rendered.

				“The first in­dic­a­tion of any­thing wrong with the gen­er­al health of the party oc­curred at about lat. 82° 30′ S., when Spen­cer-Smith com­plained of stiff­ness in the legs and dis­col­our­a­tion. He at­trib­uted this to holes in his wind­proof cloth­ing. At lat. 83° S., when he gave way, it was thought that the rest would do him good. About the end of Janu­ary Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh showed very ser­i­ous signs of lame­ness. At this time his party had been ab­sent from Hut Point, and con­sequently from fresh food, about three months.

				“On the jour­ney back Spen­cer-Smith gradu­ally be­came weak­er, and for some time be­fore the end was in a very weak con­di­tion in­deed. Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh, by great ef­forts, man­aged to keep his feet un­til the long bliz­zard was en­countered. Here it was that Hay­ward was first found to be af­fected with the scurvy, his knees be­ing stiff. In his case the dis­ease took him off his feet very sud­denly, ap­par­ently caus­ing the muscles of his legs to con­tract till they could be straightened hardly more than a right angle. He had slight touches in the joints of the arms. In the cases of Joyce, Wild, and Richards, joints be­came stiff and black in the rear, but gen­er­al weak­ness was the worst symp­tom ex­per­i­enced. Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh’s legs looked the worst in the party.”

			

			The five men who were now at Hut Point found quickly that some of the winter months must be spent there. They had no news of the ship, and were jus­ti­fied in as­sum­ing that she had not re­turned to the Sound, since if she had some mes­sage would have been await­ing them at Hut Point, if not farther south. The sea-ice had broken and gone north with­in a mile of the point, and the party must wait un­til the new ice be­came firm as far as Cape Evans. Plenty of seal meat was avail­able, as well as dried ve­get­ables, and the fresh food im­proved the con­di­tion of the pa­tients very rap­idly. Richards mas­saged the swollen joints and found that this treat­ment helped a good deal. Be­fore the end of March Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward, the worst suf­fer­ers, were able to take ex­er­cise. By the second week of April Mack­in­tosh was free of pain, though the backs of his legs were still dis­col­oured.

			A tally of the stores at the hut showed that on a reas­on­able al­low­ance the sup­ply would last till the middle of June. Richards and Wild killed many seals, so that there was no scarcity of meat and blub­ber. A few pen­guins were also se­cured. The sole means of cook­ing food and heat­ing the hut was an im­pro­vised stove of brick, covered with two sheets of iron. This had been used by the former Ex­ped­i­tion. The stove emit­ted dense smoke and of­ten made the hut very un­com­fort­able, while at the same time it covered the men and all their gear with cling­ing and pen­et­rat­ing soot. Clean­li­ness was out of the ques­tion, and this in­creased the de­sire of the men to get across to Cape Evans. Dur­ing April the sea froze in calm weath­er, but winds took the ice out again. On April 23 Joyce walked four miles to the north, partly on young ice two inches thick, and he thought then that the party might be able to reach Cape Evans with­in a few days. But a pro­longed bliz­zard took the ice out right up to the Point, so that the open wa­ter ex­ten­ded at the end of April right up to the foot of Vinie’s Hill. Then came a spell of calm weath­er, and dur­ing the first week of May the sea-ice formed rap­idly. The men made sev­er­al short trips over it to the north. The sun had dis­ap­peared be­low the ho­ri­zon in the middle of April, and would not ap­pear again for over four months.

			The dis­aster that fol­lowed is de­scribed by both Richards and Joyce.

			
				“And now a most re­gret­table in­cid­ent oc­curred,” wrote Richards. “On the morn­ing of May 8, be­fore break­fast, Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh asked Joyce what he thought of his go­ing to Cape Evans with Hay­ward. Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh con­sidered the ice quite safe, and the fine morn­ing no doubt temp­ted him to ex­change the quar­ters at the hut for the great­er com­fort and bet­ter food at Cape Evans.” (Mack­in­tosh nat­ur­ally would be anxious to know if the men at Cape Evans were well and had any news of the ship.) “He was strongly urged at the time not to take the risk, as it was poin­ted out that the ice, al­though firm, was very young, and that a bliz­zard was al­most sure to take part of it out to sea.”

			

			How­ever, at about 1 p.m., with the weath­er ap­par­ently chan­ging for the worse, Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward left, after prom­ising to turn back if the weath­er grew worse. The last sight the watch­ing party on the hill gained of them was when they were about a mile away, close to the shore, but ap­par­ently mak­ing straight for Cape Evans. At 3 p.m. a mod­er­ate bliz­zard was ra­ging, which later in­creased in fury, and the party in the hut had many mis­giv­ings for the safety of the ab­sent men.

			On May 10, the first day pos­sible, the three men left be­hind walked over new ice to the north to try and dis­cov­er some trace as to the fate of the oth­ers. The foot­marks were seen clearly enough raised up on the ice, and the track was fol­lowed for about two miles in a dir­ec­tion lead­ing to Cape Evans. Here they ended ab­ruptly, and in the dim light a wide stretch of wa­ter, very lightly covered with ice, was seen as far as the eye could reach. It was at once evid­ent that part of the ice over which they had trav­elled had gone out to sea.

			The whole party had in­ten­ded, if the weath­er had held good, to have at­temp­ted the pas­sage across with the full moon about May 16. On the date on which Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward left it was im­possible that a sledge should travel the dis­tance over the sea-ice ow­ing to the sticky nature of the sur­face. Hence their de­cision to go alone and leave the oth­ers to fol­low with the sledge and equip­ment when the sur­face should im­prove. That they had ac­tu­ally been lost was learned only on Ju­ly 15, on which date the party from Hut Point ar­rived at Cape Evans.

			The entry in Joyce’s di­ary shows that he had very strong fore­bod­ings of dis­aster when Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward left. He warned them not to go, as the ice was still thin and the weath­er was un­cer­tain. Mack­in­tosh seems to have be­lieved that he and Hay­ward, trav­el­ling light, could get across to Cape Evans quickly be­fore the weath­er broke, and if the bliz­zard had come two or three hours later they prob­ably would have been safe. The two men car­ried no sleep­ing-bags and only a small meal of chocol­ate and seal meat.

			The weath­er dur­ing June was per­sist­ently bad. No move had been pos­sible on May 16, the sea-ice be­ing out, and Joyce de­cided to wait un­til the next full moon. When this came the weath­er was bois­ter­ous, and so it was not un­til the full moon of Ju­ly that the jour­ney to Cape Evans was made. Dur­ing June and Ju­ly seals got very scarce, and the sup­ply of blub­ber ran short.

			Meals con­sisted of little but seal meat and por­ridge. The small stock of salt was ex­hausted, but the men pro­cured two and a half pounds by boil­ing down snow taken from the bot­tom lay­er next to the sea-ice. The dogs re­covered con­di­tion rap­idly and did some hunt­ing on their own ac­count among the seals.

			The party star­ted for Cape Evans on Ju­ly 15. They had ex­pec­ted to take ad­vant­age of the full moon, but by a strange chance they had chosen the peri­od of an ec­lipse, and the moon was shad­owed most of the time they were cross­ing the sea-ice. The ice was firm, and the three men reached Cape Evans without dif­fi­culty. They found Stevens, Cope, Gaze, and Jack at the Cape Evans Hut, and learned that noth­ing had been seen of Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward. The con­clu­sion that these men had per­ished was ac­cep­ted re­luct­antly. The party at the base con­sisted now of Stevens, Cope, Joyce, Richards, Gaze, Wild, and Jack.

			The men settled down now to wait for re­lief. When op­por­tun­ity offered Joyce led search-parties to look for the bod­ies or any trace of the miss­ing men, and he sub­sequently handed me the fol­low­ing re­port:

			
				“I beg to re­port that the fol­low­ing steps were taken to try and dis­cov­er the bod­ies of Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh and Mr. Hay­ward. After our party’s re­turn to the hut at Cape Evans, Ju­ly 15, 1916, it was learned that Cap­tain Mack­in­tosh and Mr. Hay­ward had not ar­rived; and, be­ing aware of the con­di­tions un­der which they were last seen, all the mem­bers of the win­ter­ing party were ab­so­lutely con­vinced that these two men were totally lost and dead—that they could not have lived for more than a few hours at the out­side in the bliz­zard that they had en­countered, they be­ing en­tirely un­provided with equip­ment of any sort.

				“There was the barest chance that after the re­turn of the sun some trace of their bod­ies might be found, so dur­ing the spring—that is, Au­gust and Septem­ber 1916—and in the sum­mer—Decem­ber and Janu­ary 1916–17—the fol­low­ing searches were car­ried out:

				“(1) Wild and I thor­oughly searched In­ac­cess­ible Is­land at the end of Au­gust 1916.

				“(2) Vari­ous parties in Septem­ber searched along the shore to the vi­cin­ity of Turk’s Head.

				“(3) In com­pany with Messrs. Wild and Gaze I star­ted from Hut Point, Decem­ber 31, 1916, at 8 a.m., and a course was steered in­shore as close as pos­sible to the cliffs in or­der to search for any pos­sible means of as­cent. At a dis­tance of half a mile from Hut Point we passed a snow slope which I had already as­cen­ded in June 1916; three and a half miles farther on was an­oth­er snow slope, which ended in Blue Ice Gla­ci­er slope, which we found im­possible to climb, snow slope be­ing formed by heavy winter snow­fall. These were the only two places ac­cess­ible. Dis­tance on this day, 10 miles 1710 yds covered. On Janu­ary 1 search was con­tin­ued round the south side of Gla­ci­er Tongue from the base to­wards the sea­ward end. There was much heavy pres­sure; it was im­possible to reach the sum­mit ow­ing to the wide crack. Dis­tance covered 4 miles 100 yds. On Janu­ary 2 thick weath­er caused party to lay up. On 3rd, gla­ci­er was fur­ther ex­amined, and sev­er­al slopes formed by snow led to top of gla­ci­er, but cre­vasses between slope and the tongue pre­ven­ted cross­ing. The party then pro­ceeded round the Tongue to Tent Is­land, which was also searched, a com­plete tour of the is­land be­ing made. It was de­cided to make for Cape Evans, as thick weath­er was ap­proach­ing. We ar­rived at 8 p.m. Dis­tance 8 miles 490 yds.

				
					“I re­main, etc.,

					“Ern­est E. Joyce.

					“To Sir Ern­est Shack­leton, C.V.O., Com­mand­er, I.T.A.E.”

				
			

			In Septem­ber Richards was forced to lay up at the hut ow­ing to a strained heart, due pre­sum­ably to stress of work on the sledging jour­neys. Early in Oc­to­ber a party con­sist­ing of Joyce, Gaze, and Wild spent sev­er­al days at Cape Royds, where they skinned spe­ci­mens. They sledged stores back to Cape Evans in case it should be found ne­ces­sary to re­main there over an­oth­er winter. In Septem­ber, Joyce, Gaze, and Wild went out to Spen­cer-Smith’s grave with a wooden cross, which they erec­ted firmly. Re­lief ar­rived on Janu­ary 10, 1917, but it is ne­ces­sary now to turn back to the events of May 1915, when the Au­rora was driv­en from her moor­ings off Cape Evans.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				The Au­rora’s Drift

			
			After Mack­in­tosh left the Au­rora on Janu­ary 25, 1915, Sten­house kept the ship with dif­fi­culty off Tent Is­land. The ice-an­chors would not hold, ow­ing to the con­tinu­al break­ing away of the pack, and he found it ne­ces­sary much of the time to steam slow ahead against the floes. The third sledging party, un­der Cope, left the ship on the af­ter­noon of the 31st, with the mo­tor-tract­or tow­ing two sledges, and dis­ap­peared to­wards Hut Point. Cope’s party re­turned to the ship on Feb­ru­ary 2 and left again on Feb­ru­ary 5, after a delay caused by the loose con­di­tion of the ice. Two days later, after more trouble with drift­ing floes, Sten­house pro­ceeded to Cape Evans, where he took a line of sound­ings for the winter quar­ters. Dur­ing the next month the Au­rora oc­cu­pied vari­ous po­s­i­tions in the neigh­bour­hood of Cape Evans. No se­cure moor­ings were avail­able. The ship had to keep clear of threat­en­ing floes, dodge “growl­ers” and drift­ing bergs, and find shel­ter from the bliz­zards. A sud­den shift of wind on Feb­ru­ary 24, when the ship was shel­ter­ing in the lee of Gla­ci­er Tongue, caused her to be jammed hard against the low ice off the gla­ci­er, but no dam­age was done. Early in March Sten­house sent moor­ings ashore at Cape Evans, and on March 11 he pro­ceeded to Hut Point, where he dropped an­chor in Dis­cov­ery Bay. Here he landed stores, amount­ing to about two months’ full ra­tions for twelve men, and em­barked Spen­cer-Smith, Stevens, Hook, Richards, Nin­nis, and Gaze, with two dogs. He re­turned to Cape Evans that even­ing.

			
				“We had a bad time when we were ‘scull­ing’ about the Sound, first en­deav­our­ing to make Hut Point to land pro­vi­sions, and then look­ing for winter quar­ters in the neigh­bour­hood of Gla­ci­er Tongue,” wrote Sten­house af­ter­wards. “The ice kept break­ing away in small floes, and we were ap­par­ently no near­er to any­where than when the sledges left; we were frus­trated in every move. The ship broke away from the fast ice in bliz­zards, and then we went dodging about the Sound from the Ross Is­land side to the west­ern pack, avoid­ing and clear­ing floes and growl­ers in heavy drift when we could see noth­ing, our com­passes un­re­li­able and the ship short-handed. In that home­less time I kept watch and watch with the second of­ficer, and was hard pressed to know what to do. Was ever ship in such pre­dic­a­ment? To the north­ward of Cape Royds was ta­boo, as also was the coast south of Gla­ci­er Tongue. In a small stretch of ice­bound coast we had to find winter quar­ters. The ice lingered on, and all this time we could find nowhere to drop an­chor, but had to keep steam handy for emer­gen­cies. Once I tried the North Bay of Cape Evans, as it ap­par­ently was the only ice-free spot. I called all hands, and mak­ing up a boat’s crew with one of the fire­men sent the whaler away with the second of­ficer in charge to sound. No soon­er had the boat left ship than the wind freshened from the north­ward, and large bergs and growl­ers, set­ting in­to the bay, made the place un­ten­able. The an­chor­age I even­tu­ally se­lec­ted seemed the best avail­able—and here we are drift­ing, with all plans up­set, when we ought to be ly­ing in winter quar­ters.”

			

			A heavy gale came up on March 12, and the Au­rora, then moored off Cape Evans, dragged her an­chor and drif­ted out of the bay. She went north­ward past Cape Barne and Cape Royds in a driv­ing mist, with a heavy storm-sea run­ning. This gale was a par­tic­u­larly heavy one. The ship and gear were covered with ice, ow­ing to the freez­ing of spray, and Sten­house had anxious hours amid the heavy, ice-en­cumbered wa­ters be­fore the gale mod­er­ated. The young ice, which was con­tinu­ally form­ing in the very low tem­per­at­ure, helped to re­duce the sea as soon as the gale mod­er­ated, and the Au­rora got back to Cape Evans on the even­ing of the 13th. Ice was form­ing in the bay, and on the morn­ing of the 14th Sten­house took the ship in­to po­s­i­tion for winter moor­ings. He got three steel hawsers out and made fast to the shore an­chors. These hawsers were hove tight, and the Au­rora res­ted then, with her stern to the shore, in sev­en fathoms. Two more wires were taken ashore the next day. Young ice was form­ing around the ship, and un­der the in­flu­ence of wind and tide this ice began early to put severe strains upon the moor­ings. Sten­house had the fires drawn and the boil­er blown down on the 20th, and the en­gin­eer re­por­ted at that time that the bunkers con­tained still 118 tons of coal.

			The ice broke away between Cape Evans and Cape Barne on the 23rd, and pres­sure around the ship shattered the bay ice and placed heavy strains on the stern moor­ings. The young ice, about four inches thick, went out even­tu­ally and left a lead along the shore. The ship had set in to­wards the shore, ow­ing to the pres­sure, and the stern was now in four-and-a-half fathoms. Sten­house tightened the moor­ings and ran out an ex­tra wire to the shore an­chor. The nature of the ice move­ments is il­lus­trated by a few ex­tracts from the log:

			
				“March 27, 5 p.m.—Ice broke away from shore and star­ted to go out. 8 p.m.—Light south­erly airs; fine; ice set­ting out to north­w­est; heavy pres­sure of ice on star­board side and great strain on moor­ings. 10 p.m.—Ice clear of ship.

				“March 28.—New ice form­ing over bay. 3 a.m.—Ice which went out last watch set in to­wards bay. 5 a.m.—Ice com­ing in and over­rid­ing newly formed bay-ice; heavy pres­sure on port side of ship; wires frozen in­to ice. 8 a.m.—Calm and fine; new ice set­ting out of bay. 5 p.m.—New ice formed since morn­ing cleared from bay ex­cept area on port side of ship and stretch­ing abeam and ahead for about 200 yds., which is held by bights of wire; new ice form­ing.

				“March 29, 1:30 p.m.—New ice go­ing out. 2 p.m.—Hands on floe on port quarter clear­ing wires; stern in three fathoms; hauled wires tight, bring­ing stern more to east­ward and in four fathoms; hove in about one fathom of star­board cable, which had dragged dur­ing re­cent pres­sure.

				“April 10, 1:30 p.m.—Ice break­ing from shore un­der in­flu­ence of south­east wind. Two star­board quarter wires par­ted; all bights of stern wires frozen in ice; chain tak­ing weight. 2 p.m.—Ice opened, leav­ing ice in bay in line from Cape to land­ward of gla­ci­er. 8 p.m.—Fresh wind; ship hold­ing ice in bay; ice in Sound wind-driv­en to north­w­est.

				“April 17, 1 a.m.—Pres­sure in­creased and wind shif­ted to north­w­est. Ice con­tin­ued to over­ride and press in­to shore un­til 5 o’clock; dur­ing this time pres­sure in­to bay was very heavy; move­ment of ice in straits caus­ing noise like heavy surf. Ship took ground gently at rud­der­post dur­ing pres­sure; bot­tom un­der stern shal­lows very quickly. 10 p.m.—Ice-mov­ing out of bay to west­ward; heavy strain on after moor­ings and cables, which are cut­ting the floe.”

			

			Sten­house con­tin­ued to nurse his moor­ings against the on­slaughts of the ice dur­ing the rest of April and the early days of May. The break­away from the shore came sud­denly and un­ex­pec­tedly on the even­ing of May 6:

			
				“May 6, 1915.—Fine morn­ing with light breezes from east-south­east. … 3:30 p.m.—Ice nearly fin­ished. Sent hands ashore for sledge-load. 4 p.m.—Wind freshen­ing with bliz­zardy ap­pear­ance of sky. 8 p.m.— … Heavy strain on after-moor­ings. 9:45 p.m.—The ice par­ted from the shore; all moor­ings par­ted. Most fas­cin­at­ing to listen to waves and chain break­ing. In the thick haze I saw the ice astern break­ing up and the shore re­ced­ing. I called all hands and clapped re­liev­ing tackles (4 in. Ma­nila luff tackles) on to the cables on the fore­part of the wind­lass. The bos’n had rushed along with his hur­ricane lamp, and shouted, ‘She’s away wi’ it!’ He is a good fel­low and very con­scien­tious. I ordered steam on main en­gines, and the en­gine-room staff, with Hooke and Nin­nis, turned to. Grady, fire­man, was laid up with a broken rib. As the ship, in the sol­id floe, set to the north­w­est, the cables rattled and tore at the hawsepipes; luck­ily the an­chors, ly­ing as they were on a strip-slop­ing bot­tom, came away eas­ily, without dam­age to wind­lass or hawsepipes. Slowly as we dis­ap­peared in­to Sound, the light in the hut died away. At 11:30 p.m. the ice around us star­ted to break up, the floes play­ing tat­too on the ship’s sides. We were out in the Sound and catch­ing the full force of the wind. The moon broke through the clouds after mid­night and showed us the pack, stretch­ing con­tinu­ously to north­ward, and about one mile to the south. As the pack from the south­ward came up and closed in on the ship, the swell lessened and the banging of floes along­side eased a little.

				“May 7, 8 a.m.—Wind east-south­east. Mod­er­ate gale with thick drift. The ice around ship is pack­ing up and form­ing ridges about two feet high. The ship is ly­ing with head to the east­ward, Cape Bird show­ing to north­east. When steam is raised I have hopes of get­ting back to the fast ice near the Gla­ci­er Tongue. Since we have been in winter quar­ters the ice has formed and, held by the is­lands and land at Cape Evans, has re­mained north of the Tongue. If we can re­turn we should be able now to moor to the fast ice. The en­gin­eers are hav­ing great dif­fi­culty with the sea con­nec­tions, which are frozen. The main bow-down cock, from which the boil­er is ‘run up,’ has been tapped and a screw plug put in­to it to al­low of a hot iron rod be­ing in­ser­ted to thaw out the ice between the cock and the ship’s side—about two feet of hard ice. 4:30 p.m.—The hot iron has been suc­cess­ful. Donolly (second en­gin­eer) had the pleas­ure of stop­ping the first spurt of wa­ter through the pipe; he got it in the eye. Fires were lit in fur­naces, and wa­ter com­menced to blow in the boil­er—the first blow in our de­fence against the ter­rif­ic forces of Nature in the Ant­arc­tic. 8 p.m.—The gale has freshened, ac­com­pan­ied by thick drift.”

			

			The Au­rora drif­ted help­lessly through­out May 7. On the morn­ing of May 8 the weath­er cleared a little and the West­ern Moun­tains be­came in­dis­tinctly vis­ible. Cape Bird could also be seen. The ship was mov­ing north­wards with the ice. The day­light was no more than a short twi­light of about two hours’ dur­a­tion. The boil­er was be­ing filled with ice, which had to be lif­ted aboard, broken up, passed through a small porthole to a man in­side, and then car­ried to the man­hole on top of the boil­er. Sten­house had the wire­less aer­i­al rigged dur­ing the af­ter­noon, and at 5 p.m. was in­formed that the wa­ter­ing of the boil­er was com­plete. The wind freshened to a mod­er­ate south­erly gale, with thick drift, in the night, and this gale con­tin­ued dur­ing the fol­low­ing day, the 9th. The en­gin­eer re­por­ted at noon that he had 40-lb. pres­sure in the boil­er and was com­men­cing the thaw­ing of the aux­il­i­ary sea-con­nec­tion pump by means of a steam-pipe.

			“Cape Bird is the only land vis­ible, bear­ing north­east true about eight miles dis­tant,” wrote Sten­house on the af­ter­noon of the 9th. “So this is the end of our at­tempt to winter in McMurdo Sound. Hard luck after four months’ buf­feting, for the last sev­en weeks of which we nursed our moor­ings. Our present situ­ation calls for in­creas­ing vi­gil­ance. It is five weeks to the middle of winter. There is no sun, the light is little and un­cer­tain, and we may ex­pect many bliz­zards. We have no im­me­di­ate wa­ter-sup­ply, as only a small quant­ity of fresh ice was aboard when we broke drift.

			“The Au­rora is fast in the pack and drift­ing God knows where. Well, there are pro­spects of a most in­ter­est­ing winter drift. We are all in good health, ex­cept Grady, whose rib is mend­ing rap­idly; we have good spir­its and we will get through. But what of the poor beg­gars at Cape Evans, and the South­ern Party? It is a dis­mal pro­spect for them. There are suf­fi­cient pro­vi­sions at Cape Evans, Hut Point, and, I sup­pose, Cape Royds, but we have the re­main­ing Bur­berrys, cloth­ing, etc., for next year’s sledging still on board. I see little pro­spect of get­ting back to Cape Evans or any­where in the Sound. We are short of coal and held firmly in the ice. I hope she drifts quickly to the north­east. Then we can en­deav­our to push through the pack and make for New Zea­l­and, coal and re­turn to the Bar­ri­er east­ward of Cape Crozi­er. This could be done, I think, in the early spring, Septem­ber. We must get back to aid the de­pot-lay­ing next sea­son.”

			A vi­ol­ent bliz­zard raged on May 10 and 11. “I nev­er re­mem­ber such wind-force,” said Sten­house. “It was dif­fi­cult to get along the deck.” The weath­er mod­er­ated on the 12th, and a sur­vey of the ship’s po­s­i­tion was pos­sible.

			
				“We are ly­ing in a field of ice with our an­chors and sev­enty-five fathoms of cable on each hanging at the bows. The after-moor­ings were frozen in­to the ice astern of us at Cape Evans. Pre­vi­ous to the date of our leav­ing our winter berth four small wires had par­ted. When we broke away the chain two of the heavy (4 in.) wires par­ted close to shore; the oth­er wire went at the butts. The chain and two wires are still fast in the ice and will have to be dug out. This morn­ing we cleared the ice around the cables, but had to aban­don the heav­ing-in, as the steam froze in the re­turn pipes from the wind­lass ex­haust, and the joints had to be broken and the pipe thawed out. Hooke was ‘listen­ing in’ from 8:30 p.m. to 12:30 a.m. for the Macquar­ie Is­land wire­less sta­tion (1,340 miles away) or the Bluff (New Zea­l­and) sta­tion (1,860 miles away), but had no luck.”

			

			The an­chors were hove in by dint of much ef­fort on the 13th and 14th, ice form­ing on the cable as it was hois­ted through a hole cut in the floe. Both an­chors had broken, so the Au­rora had now one small kedge-an­chor left aboard. The ship’s po­s­i­tion on May 14 was ap­prox­im­ately forty-five miles north, thirty-four west of Cape Evans.

			
				“In one week we have drif­ted forty-five miles (geo­graph­ic­al). Most of this dis­tance was covered dur­ing the first two days of the drift. We ap­pear to be nearly sta­tion­ary. What move­ment there is in the ice seems to be to the north­w­est to­wards the ice­bound coast. Hands who were after pen­guins yes­ter­day re­por­ted much noise in the ice about one mile from the ship. I hope the floe around the ship is large enough to take its own pres­sure. We can­not ex­pect much pres­sure from the south, as McMurdo Sound should soon be frozen over and the ice hold­ing. North­east winds would drive the pack in from the Ross Sea. I hope for the best. Plans for fu­ture de­vel­op­ment are ready, but prob­ably will be check­mated again. … I took the an­chors aboard. They are of no fur­ther use as sep­ar­ate an­chors, but they or­na­ment the fore­castle head, so we put them in their places. … The sup­ply of fresh wa­ter is a prob­lem. The en­gin­eer turned steam from the boil­er in­to the main wa­ter-tank (star­board) through a pipe lead­ing from the main winch-pipe to the tank top. The steam con­denses be­fore reach­ing the tank. I hope freez­ing does not burst the tank. A large tab­u­lar ice­berg, calved from the Bar­ri­er, is sil­hou­et­ted against the twi­light glow in the sky about ten miles away. The sight of mil­lions of tons of fresh ice is most tan­tal­iz­ing. It would be a week’s jour­ney to the berg and back over pack and pres­sure, and prob­ably we could bring enough ice to last two days.”

			

			The re­cord of the early months of the Au­rora’s long drift in the Ross Sea is not event­ful. The gal­ley con­dens­er was rigged, but the sup­ply of fresh wa­ter re­mained a prob­lem. The men col­lec­ted fresh-fallen snow when pos­sible and hoped to get with­in reach of fresh ice. Hooke and Nin­nis worked hard at the wire­less plant with the ob­ject of get­ting in­to touch with Macquar­ie Is­land, and pos­sibly send­ing news of the ship’s move­ments to Cape Evans. They got the wire­less mo­tor run­ning and made many ad­just­ments of the in­stru­ments and aer­i­als, but their ef­forts were not suc­cess­ful. Em­per­or pen­guins ap­proached the ship oc­ca­sion­ally, and the birds were cap­tured whenev­er pos­sible for the fresh meat they af­forded. The Au­rora was quite help­less in the grip of the ice, and after the en­gine-room bilges had been thawed and pumped out the boil­ers were blown down. The pres­sure had been raised to sixty pounds, but there was no chance of mov­ing the ship, and the sup­ply of coal was lim­ited. The story of the Au­rora’s drift dur­ing long months can be told briefly by means of ex­tracts from Sten­house’s log:

			
				“May 21.—Early this morn­ing there ap­peared to be move­ments in the ice. The grat­ing and grind­ing noise makes one feel the un­im­port­ance of man in cir­cum­stances like ours. Twi­light to­wards noon showed sev­er­al nar­row, open leads about two cables from ship and in all dir­ec­tions. Un­able to get bear­ing, but ima­gine that there is little or no al­ter­a­tion in ship’s po­s­i­tion, as ship’s head is same, and West­ern Moun­tains ap­pear the same. … Hope all is well at Cape Evans and that the oth­er parties have re­turned safely. Wish we could re­lieve their anxi­ety.

				“May 22.—Ob­tained good bear­ings of Beaufort Is­land, Cape Ross, and Dun­lop Is­land, which put the ship in a po­s­i­tion eight­een miles south 75° east (true) from Cape Ross. Since the 14th, when re­li­able bear­ings were last ob­tained, we have drif­ted north­w­est by north sev­en miles.

				“May 24.—Bliz­zard from south-south­east con­tin­ued un­til 9 p.m., when it mod­er­ated, and at 11:45 p.m. wind shif­ted to north­w­est, light, with snow. Quite a lot of hav­oc has been caused dur­ing this blow, and the ship has made much north­ing. In the morn­ing the crack south of the ship opened to about three feet. At 2 p.m. felt heavy shock and the ship heeled to port about 70°. Found ice had cracked from port gang­way to north­w­est, and par­ted from ship from gang­way along to stern. Crack ex­ten­ded from stern to south­east. 7:35 p.m.—Ice cracked from port fore chains, in line par­al­lel to pre­vi­ous crack. The ice broke again between the cracks and drif­ted to north­w­est for about ten yards. The ice to south­ward then com­menced to break up, caus­ing heavy strain on ship, and set­ting ap­par­ently north in large broken fields. Ship badly jammed in. 9:15 p.m.—Ice closed in again around ship. Two heavy wind­squalls with a short in­ter­val between fol­lowed by ces­sa­tion of wind. We are in a labyrinth of large rect­an­gu­lar floes (some with their points press­ing heav­ily against ship) and high pres­sure-ridges.

				“May 25.—In middle watch felt pres­sure oc­ca­sion­ally. Twi­light showed a scene of chaos all around; one floe about three feet in thick­ness had upen­ded, driv­en un­der ship on port quarter. As far as can be seen there are heavy blocks of ice screwed up on end, and the scene is like a grave­yard. I think swell must have come up un­der ice from sea­ward (north­east), McMurdo Sound, and broken the ice, which af­ter­wards star­ted to move un­der the in­flu­ence of the bliz­zard. Hardly think swell came from the Sound, as the cracks were wend­ing from north­w­est to south­east, and also as the Sound should be get­ting ice­bound by now. If swell came from north­east then there is open wa­ter not far away. I should like to know. I be­lieve the Ross Sea is rarely en­tirely ice-covered. Have bright moon­light now, which ac­cen­tu­ates everything—the beauty and loneli­ness of our sur­round­ings, and use­less­ness of ourselves, while in this pris­on: so near to Cape Evans and yet we might as well be any­where as here. Have made our sledging-ra­tion scales, and crew are busy mak­ing har­ness and get­ting sledging equip­ment ready for emer­gen­cies. Tem­per­at­ure −30° F.

				“May 26.—If the ship is nipped in the ice, the ship’s com­pany (eight­een hands) will take to four sledges with one month’s ra­tions and make for nearest land. Six men and one sledge will en­deav­our to make Cape Evans via the west­ern land, But­ler Point, Hut Point, etc. The re­main­ing twelve will come along with all pos­sible speed, but no forced marches, killing and de­pot-ing pen­guins and seals for emer­gency re­treats. If the ship re­mains here and makes no fur­ther drift to the north, to­wards lat­ter end of Ju­ly light will be mak­ing. The sun re­turns Au­gust 23. The sea-ice should be fairly safe, and a party of three, with one month’s ra­tions, will pro­ceed to Cape Evans. If the ice sets north and takes the ship clear of land, we will pro­ceed to New Zea­l­and, bunker, get ex­tra of­ficer and four vo­lun­teers, pro­vi­sions, etc., push south with all speed to the Bar­ri­er, put party on to the Bar­ri­er, about two miles east of Cape Crozi­er, and land all ne­ces­sary stores and re­quire­ments. The ship will stand off un­til able to reach Cape Evans. If ne­ces­sary, party will de­pot all stores pos­sible at Corner Camp and go on to Cape Evans. If worst has happened my party will lay out the de­pot at the Beard­more for Shack­leton. If the ship is re­leased from the ice after Septem­ber we must en­deav­our to reach Cape Evans be­fore go­ing north to bunker. We have not enough coal to hang about the Sound for many days.

				“May 28.—By the po­s­i­tion ob­tained by me­ridi­an alti­tude of stars and bear­ing of Mount Mel­bourne, we have drif­ted thirty-six miles north­east from last bear­ings taken on 23rd inst. The most of this must have been dur­ing the bliz­zard of the 24th. Mount Mel­bourne is one hun­dred and el­ev­en miles due north of us, and there is some doubt in my mind as to wheth­er the peak which we can see is this moun­tain. There may be a mirage. … In the even­ing had the foot­ball out on the ice by the light of a beau­ti­ful moon. The ex­er­cise and break from routine are a splen­did ton­ic. Ice-noises sent all hands on board.

				“June 1.—Thick, hazy weath­er. In the af­ter­noon a black streak ap­peared in the ice about a cable’s length to the west­ward and stretch­ing north and south. 8 p.m.—The black line widened and showed long lane of open wa­ter. Ap­par­ently we are fast in a floe which has broken from the main field. With thick weath­er we are un­cer­tain of our po­s­i­tion and drift. It will be in­ter­est­ing to find out what this crack in the ice sig­ni­fies. I am con­vinced that there is open wa­ter, not far dis­tant, in the Ross Sea. … To­night Hooke is try­ing to call up Cape Evans. If the people at the hut have rigged the set which was left there, they will hear ‘All well’ from the Au­rora. I hope they have. [The mes­sages were not re­ceived.]

				“June 8.—Made our lat­it­ude 75° 59′ S. by alti­tude of Siri­us. This is a very mono­ton­ous life, but all hands ap­pear to be happy and con­ten­ted. Find that we are not too well off for meals and will have to cut ra­tions a little. Grady is tak­ing ex­er­cise now and should soon be well again. He seems very anxious to get to work again, and is a good man. No wire­less calls to­night, as there is a tem­por­ary break­down—con­dens­er jar broken. There is a very faint dis­play of au­rora in north­ern sky. It comes and goes al­most im­per­cept­ibly, a most fas­cin­at­ing sight. The tem­per­at­ure is −20° F; 52° of frost is much too cold to al­low one to stand for long.

				“June 11.—Walked over to a very high pres­sure-ridge about a quarter of a mile north-north­w­est of the ship. In the dim light walk­ing over the ice is far from be­ing mono­ton­ous, as it is al­most im­possible to see obstacles, such as small, snowed-up ridges, which makes us wary and cau­tious. A dip in the sea would be the grand fi­nale, but there is little risk of this as the wa­ter freezes as soon as a lane opens in the ice. The pres­sure-ridge is about fif­teen to twenty feet high for sev­er­al hun­dred feet, and the ice all about it is bent up in a most ex­traordin­ary man­ner. At 9 p.m. Hooke called Cape Evans, ‘All well—Au­rora,’ etc.; 10 p.m., weath­er re­ports for 8 p.m. sent to Wel­ling­ton, New Zea­l­and, and Mel­bourne, via Macquar­ie Is­land. [The dis­patch of mes­sages from the Au­rora was con­tin­ued, but it was learned af­ter­wards that none of them had been re­ceived by any sta­tion.]

				“June 13.—The tem­per­at­ure in the chart-room ranges from zero to a little above freez­ing-point. This is a very dis­turb­ing factor in rates of the chro­no­met­ers (five in num­ber, 3 G.M.T. and 2 Sid.T.), which are kept in cases in a pad­ded box, each case covered by a piece of blanket, and the box covered by a heavy coat. In any en­closed place where people pass their time, the niches and places where no heat pen­et­rates are covered with frozen breath. There will be a big thaw-out when the tem­per­at­ure rises.

				“June 14.—Mount Mel­bourne is bear­ing north 14° W (true). Our ap­prox­im­ate po­s­i­tion is forty miles east-north­east of Nor­densk­jold Ice Tongue. At 9 p.m. Hooke called Cape Evans and sent weath­er re­ports to Wel­ling­ton and Mel­bourne via Macquar­ie Is­land. Hooke and Nin­nis on sev­er­al even­ings at about 11 o’clock have heard what happened to be faint mes­sages, but un­read­able. He sent word to Macquar­ie Is­land of this in hopes that they would hear and in­crease the power.

				“June 20.—Dur­ing this last blow with its ac­com­pa­ny­ing drift-snow there has been much leak­age of cur­rent from the aer­i­al dur­ing the send­ing of re­ports. This is ap­par­ently due to in­duc­tion caused by the snow ac­cu­mu­lat­ing on the in­su­lat­ors aloft, and thus ren­der­ing them use­less, and prob­ably to in­creased in­duct­ive force of the cur­rent in a body of snow­drift. Hooke ap­pears to be some­what down­hearted over it, and, after dis­cuss­ing the mat­ter, gave me a writ­ten re­port on the non-suc­cess (up to the present time) of his en­deav­ours to es­tab­lish com­mu­nic­a­tion. He thinks that the prox­im­ity of the Mag­net­ic Pole and Au­rora Aus­tral­is might af­fect things. The ra­di­ation is good and suf­fi­cient for nor­mal con­di­tions. His sug­ges­tion to lead the down lead wires out to the ahead and astern would in­crease scope, but I can­not coun­ten­ance it ow­ing to un­settled state of ice and our too lofty poles.

				“June 21.—Blow­ing gale from south­w­est through­out day, but for short spell of west­erly breeze about 5 p.m. Light drift at fre­quent in­ter­vals, very hazy, and con­sequently no land in sight dur­ing short twi­light. Very hard up for mitts and cloth­ing. What little we have on board I have put to one side for the people at the hut. Have giv­en Thompson in­struc­tions to turn crew to mak­ing pair mitts and hel­met out of Jae­ger fleece for all hands for­ward. With strict eco­nomy we should make things spin out; can­not help wor­ry­ing over our people at the hut. Al­though wor­ry­ing does no good, one can­not do oth­er­wise in this present im­pot­ent state. 11 p.m.—Wind howl­ing and whist­ling through rig­ging. Out­side, in glare of moon, fly­ing drift and ex­panse of ice-field. Des­ol­a­tion!

				“June 22.—Today the sun has reached the lim­it of his north­ern de­clin­a­tion and now he will start to come south. Ob­served this day as hol­i­day, and in the even­ing had hands aft to drink to the health of the King and the Ex­ped­i­tion. All hands are happy, but miss the oth­ers at Cape Evans. I pray to God we may soon be clear of this pris­on and in a po­s­i­tion to help them. We can live now for sun­light and activ­ity.

				“Ju­ly 1.—The 1st of Ju­ly! Thank God. The days pass quickly. Through all my wak­ing hours one long thought of the people at Cape Evans, but one must ap­pear to be happy and take in­terest in the small hap­pen­ings of ship­board.

				“Ju­ly 3.—Rather hazy with very little light. Mod­er­ate west-north­w­est to south­w­est winds un­til noon, when wind veered to south and freshened. No ap­par­ent change in ship’s po­s­i­tion; the berg is on the same bear­ing (1 point on the port quarter) and ap­par­ently the same dis­tance off. Mount Mel­bourne was hid­den be­hind a bank of clouds. This is our only land­mark now, as Frank­lin Is­land is towered in per­petu­al gloom. Al­though we have had the berg in sight dur­ing all the time of our drift from the en­trance to McMurdo Sound, we have not yet seen it in a fa­vour­able light, and, were it not for its move­ment, we might mis­take it for a tab­u­lar is­land. It will be in­ter­est­ing to view our com­pan­ion in the re­turn­ing light—un­less we are too close to it!

				“Ju­ly 5.—Dull grey day (dur­ing twi­light) with light, vari­able, west­erly breezes. All around hangs a heavy cur­tain of haze, and, al­though very light snow is fall­ing, over­head is black and clear with stars shin­ing. As soon as the faint noon light fades away the heavy low haze in­tens­i­fies the dark­ness and makes one thank­ful that one has a good firm ‘berth’ in the ice. I don’t care to con­tem­plate the scene if the ice should break up at the present time.

				“Ju­ly 6.—Last night I thought I saw open wa­ter in the shape of a long black lane to the south­ward of the ship and ex­tend­ing in an east­erly and west­erly dir­ec­tion, but ow­ing to the haze and light snow I could not be sure; this morn­ing the lane was dis­tinctly vis­ible and ap­peared to be two or three hun­dred yards wide and two miles long. … At 6 p.m. loud pres­sure-noises would be heard from the dir­ec­tion of the open lane and con­tin­ued through­out the night. Shortly after 8 o’clock the grind­ing and hiss­ing spread to our star­board bow (west-south­w­est), and the vi­bra­tion caused by the pres­sure could be felt in­ter­mit­tently on board the ship. … The in­cess­ant grind­ing and grat­ing of the ice to the south­ward, with seeth­ing noises, as of wa­ter rush­ing un­der the ship’s bot­tom, and omin­ous sounds, kept me on the qui vive all night, and the pro­spect of a break­up of the ice would have wracked my nerves had I not had them numbed by pre­vi­ous ex­per­i­ences.

				“Ju­ly 9.—At noon the sky to the north­ward had cleared suf­fi­ciently to al­low of see­ing Mount Mel­bourne, which ap­pears now as a low peak to the north­w­est. Ship’s po­s­i­tion is twenty-eight miles north-north­east of Frank­lin Is­land. On the port bow and ahead of the ship there are some enorm­ous pres­sure-ridges; they seem to be the res­ults of the re­cent and present ice-move­ments. Pres­sure heard from the south­ward all day.

				“Ju­ly 13.—At 5 p.m. very heavy pres­sure was heard on the port beam and bow (south) and very close to the ship. This oc­curred again at ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals. Quite close to the ship the ice could be seen bend­ing up­wards, and oc­ca­sion­al jars were felt on board. I am in­clined to think that we have set in­to a cul-de-sac and that we will now ex­per­i­ence the full force of pres­sure from the south. We have pre­pared for the worst and can only hope for the best—a re­lease from the ice with a sea­worthy ves­sel un­der us.

				“Ju­ly 18.—This has been a day of events. About 8 a.m. the ho­ri­zon to the north be­came clear and, as the light grew, the more west­erly land showed up. This is the first clear day that we have had since the 9th of the month, and we have set a con­sid­er­able dis­tance to the north­east in the mean­time. By me­ridi­an alti­tudes of stars and bear­ings of the land, which proved to be Coul­man Is­lands, Mount Murch­is­on, and Mount Mel­bourne, our po­s­i­tion shows sev­enty-eight miles (geo­graph­ic­al) north­east by north of Frank­lin Is­land. Dur­ing the last three days we have drif­ted forty miles (geo­graph­ic­al), so there has been ample reas­on for all the grind­ing and growl­ing of pres­sure lately. The ship en­dured some severe squeezes this day.

				“Ju­ly 20.—Shortly be­fore break­fast the rauc­ous voice of the em­per­or pen­guin was heard, and af­ter­wards two were seen some dis­tance from the ship. … The nearest main­land (in vi­cin­ity of Cape Wash­ing­ton) is ninety miles dis­tant, as also is Coul­man Is­land. Frank­lin Is­land is eighty miles south­east by south, and the pack is in mo­tion. This is the em­per­or’s hatch­ing sea­son, and here we meet them out in the cheer­less desert of ice. … 10:45 p.m.—Heavy pres­sure around ship, lanes opened and ship worked astern about twenty feet. The wires in the ice took the strain (lash­ings at mizzen chains car­ried away) and car­ried away fair­lead bol­lard on port side of fore­castle head.

				“Ju­ly 21, 1 a.m.—Lanes opened to about 40 ft. wide. Ship in open pool about 100 ft. wide. Heavy pres­sure in vi­cin­ity of ship. Called all hands and cut wires at the fore­castle head. [These wires had re­mained frozen in the ice after the ship broke away from her moor­ings, and they had served a use­ful pur­pose at some times by check­ing ice-move­ments close to the ship.] 2 a.m.—Ship swung athwart lane as the ice opened, and the floes on the port side pressed her stern round. 11:30 a.m.—Pack of killer whales came up in the lane around the ship. Some broke soft ice (about one inch thick) and pushed their heads through, rising to five or six feet per­pen­dic­u­larly out of the wa­ter. They were ap­par­ently hav­ing a look round. It is strange to see killers in this im­mense field of ice; open wa­ter must be near, I think. 5:15 p.m.—New ice of lanes cracked and opened. Floes on port side pushed stern on to ice (of floe); floes then closed in and nipped the ship fore and aft. The rud­der was bent over to star­board and smashed. The sol­id oak and iron went like match­wood. 8 p.m.—Mod­er­ate south-south­w­est gale with drift. Much strain­ing of tim­bers with pres­sure. 10 p.m.—Ex­tra hard nip fore and aft; ship vis­ibly hogged. Heavy pres­sure.

				“Ju­ly 22.—Ship in bad po­s­i­tion in newly frozen lane, with bow and stern jammed against heavy floes; heavy strain with much creak­ing and groan­ing. 8 a.m.—Called all hands to sta­tions for sledges, and made fi­nal pre­par­a­tions for abandon­ing ship. Al­lot­ted spe­cial du­ties to sev­er­al hands to fa­cil­it­ate quick­ness in get­ting clear should ship be crushed. Am afraid the ship’s back will be broken if the pres­sure con­tin­ues, but can­not re­lieve her. 2 p.m.—Ship ly­ing easi­er. Poured Sul­phur­ic acid on the ice astern in hopes of rot­ting crack and re­liev­ing pres­sure on stern­post, but un­suc­cess­fully. Very heavy pres­sure on and around ship (tak­ing strain fore and aft and on star­board quarter). Ship, jump­ing and strain­ing and list­ing badly. 10 p.m.—Ship has crushed her way in­to new ice on star­board side and slewed aslant lane with stern­post clear of land-ice. 12 p.m.—Ship is in safer po­s­i­tion; lanes open­ing in every dir­ec­tion.

				“Ju­ly 23.—Caught glimpse of Coul­man Is­land through haze. Po­s­i­tion of ship south 14° east (true), eighty miles off Coul­man Is­land. Pres­sure con­tin­ued in­ter­mit­tently through­out the day and night, with oc­ca­sion­al very heavy squeezes to the ship which made tim­bers crack and groan. The ship’s stern is now in a more or less soft bed, formed of re­cently frozen ice of about one foot in thick­ness. I thank God that we have been spared through this fear­ful night­mare. I shall nev­er for­get the con­cer­tina mo­tions of the ship dur­ing yes­ter­day’s and Wed­nes­day’s fore and aft nips.

				“Ju­ly 24.—Com­pared with pre­vi­ous days this is a quiet one. The lanes have been open­ing and clos­ing, and oc­ca­sion­ally the ship gets a nasty squeeze against the sol­id floe on our star­board quarter. The more lanes that open the bet­ter, as they form ‘springs’ (when covered with thin ice, which makes to a thick­ness of three or four inches in a few hours) between the sol­id and heav­ier floes and fields. Surely we have been guided by the hands of Provid­ence to have come in heavy grind­ing pack for over two hun­dred miles (geo­graph­ic­al), skirt­ing the ice­bound west­ern shore, around and to the north of Frank­lin Is­land, and now in­to what ap­pears a clear path to the open sea! In view of our pre­cari­ous po­s­i­tion and the lives of men in jeop­ardy, I sent this even­ing an aero­gram to H.M. King George ask­ing for a re­lief ship. I hope the wire­less gets through. I have sent this mes­sage after much con­sid­er­a­tion, and know that in the event of our non-ar­rival in New Zea­l­and on the spe­cified date (Novem­ber 1) a re­lief ship will be sent to aid the South­ern Party.

				“Ju­ly 25.—Very heavy pres­sure about the ship. Dur­ing the early hours a large field on the port quarter came char­ging up, and on meet­ing our floe tossed up a ridge from ten to fif­teen feet high. The blocks of ice as they broke off crumbled and piled over each oth­er to the ac­com­pani­ment of a thun­der­ous roar. Through­out the day the pres­sure con­tin­ued, the floes al­tern­ately open­ing and clos­ing, and the ship creak­ing and groan­ing dur­ing the nips between floes.

				“Au­gust 4.—For nine days we have had south­erly winds, and the last four we have ex­per­i­enced howl­ing bliz­zards. I am sick of the sound of the in­fernal wind. Din! Din! Din! and dark­ness. We should have seen the sun today, but a bank of cu­mu­lus ef­fec­tu­ally hid him, al­though the day­light is a nev­er-end­ing joy.

				“Au­gust 6.—The wind mod­er­ated to­wards 6 a.m., and about break­fast time, with a clear at­mo­sphere, the land from near Cape Cot­ter to Cape Adare was vis­ible. What a day of de­lights! After four days of thick weath­er we find ourselves in sight of Cape Adare in a po­s­i­tion about forty-five miles east of Pos­ses­sion Isles; in this time we have been set one hun­dred miles. Good go­ing. Mount Sabine, the first land seen by us when com­ing south, lies away to the west­ward, form­ing the highest peak (10,000 ft.) of a majest­ic range of moun­tains covered in etern­al snow. Due west we can see the Pos­ses­sion Is­lands, ly­ing un­der the stu­pendous bluff of Cape Down­shire, which shows large patches of black rock. The land slopes down to the north­w­est of Cape Down­shire, and rises again in­to the high pen­in­sula about Cape Ad­ore. We felt ex­cited this morn­ing in an­ti­cip­a­tion of see­ing the sun, which rose about nine-thirty (loc­al time). It was a glor­i­ous, joy­ful sight. We drank to some­thing, and with very light hearts gave cheers for the sun.

				“Au­gust 9.—Donolly got to work on the rud­der again. It is a long job cut­ting through the iron sheath­ing-plates of the rud­der, and not too safe at present, as the ice is treach­er­ous. Hooke says that the con­di­tions are nor­mal now. I wish for his sake that he could get through. He is a good sports­man and keeps on try­ing, al­though, I am con­vinced, he has little hope with this in­ad­equate aer­i­al.

				“Au­gust 10.—The ship’s po­s­i­tion is lat. 70° 40′ S., forty miles north 29° east of Cape Adare. The dis­tance drif­ted from Au­gust 2 to 6 was one hun­dred miles, and from the 6th to the 10th eighty-eight miles.

				“Au­gust 12.—By ob­ser­va­tion and bear­ings of land we are forty-five miles north­east of Cape Adare, in lat. 70° 42′ S. This po­s­i­tion is a little to the east­ward of the po­s­i­tion on the 10th. The bear­ings as laid off on a small scale chart of gnomon­ic pro­jec­tion are very in­ac­cur­ate, and here we are han­di­capped, as our chro­no­met­ers have lost all reg­u­lar­ity. Donolly and Grade are hav­ing quite a job with the iron plat­ings on the rud­der, but should fin­ish the cut­ting to­mor­row. A jury-rud­der is nearly com­pleted. This af­ter­noon we mixed some con­crete for the lower part, and had to use boil­ing wa­ter, as the wa­ter froze in the mix­ing. The car­penter has made a good job of the rud­der, al­though he has had to con­struct it on the quar­ter­deck in low tem­per­at­ures and ex­posed to bit­ing blasts.

				“Au­gust 16.—We are ‘back­ing and filling’ about forty miles north­east of Cape Adare. This is where we ex­pec­ted to have made much mileage. How­ever, we can­not grumble and must be pa­tient. There was much mirage to the north­ward, and from the crow’s-nest a dis­tinct ap­pear­ance of open wa­ter could be seen stretch­ing from north-north­w­est to north­east.

				“Au­gust 17.—A glor­i­ous day! Land is dis­tinctly vis­ible, and to the north­ward the black fringe of wa­ter-sky over the ho­ri­zon hangs con­tinu­ously. Hooke heard Macquar­ie Is­land ‘speak­ing’ Hobart. The mes­sage heard was the fin­ish of the weath­er re­ports. We have hopes now of news in the near fu­ture.

				“Au­gust 23.—Saw the land in the vi­cin­ity of Cape North. To the south-south­w­est the white cliffs and peaks of the in­land ranges were very dis­tinct, and away in the dis­tance to the south­w­est could be seen a low stretch of un­du­lat­ing land. At times Mount Sabine was vis­ible through the gloom. The lat­it­ude, is 69° 44½′ S. We are fifty-eight miles north, forty miles east of Cape North.

				“Au­gust 24.—We lif­ted the rud­der out of the ice and placed it clear of the stern, athwart the fore-and-aft line of the ship. We had quite a job with it (weight, four and a half tons), us­ing treble- and double-sheaved-blocks pur­chase, but with the end­less-chain tackle from the en­gine-room, and plenty of ‘beef’ and lever­age, we dragged it clear. All the pintles are gone at the fore part of the rud­der; it is a clean break and bears wit­ness to the ter­rif­ic force ex­er­ted on the ship dur­ing the nip. I am glad to see the rud­der upon the ice and clear of the pro­peller. The blade it­self (which is sol­id oak and sheathed on two sides and after part halfway down, with three-quarter-inch iron plat­ing) is un­dam­aged, save for the broken pintles; the twis­ted por­tion is in the rud­der trunk.

				“Au­gust 25, 11 p.m.—Hooke has just been in with the good tid­ings that he has heard Macquar­ie and the Bluff (New Zea­l­and) send­ing their weath­er re­ports and ex­chan­ging sig­nals. Can this mean that they have heard our re­cent sig­nals and are try­ing to get us now? Our mo­tor has been out of or­der.

				“Au­gust 26.—The car­penter has fin­ished the jury-rud­der and is now at work on the lower end of the rud­der truck, where the rud­der burst in­to the stern tim­bers. We are lucky in hav­ing this op­por­tun­ity to re­pair these minor dam­ages, which might prove ser­i­ous in a sea­way.

				“Au­gust 31, 6:30 a.m.—Very loud pres­sure-noises to the south­east. I went aloft after break­fast and had the pleas­ure of see­ing many open lanes in all dir­ec­tions. The lanes of yes­ter­day are frozen over, show­ing what little chance there is of a gen­er­al and con­tin­ued break­up of the ice un­til the tem­per­at­ure rises. Land was vis­ible, but far too dis­tant for even ap­prox­im­ate bear­ings. The berg still hangs to the north­w­est of the ship. We seem to have pivoted out­wards from the land. We can­not get out of this too quickly, and al­though every­one has plenty of work, and is cheer­ful, the use­less­ness of the ship in her present po­s­i­tion palls.

				“Septem­ber 5.—The mizzen wire­less mast came down in a ra­ging bliz­zard today. In the forenoon I man­aged to crawl to wind­ward on the top of the bridge-house, and un­der the lee of the chart-house watched the mast bend­ing over with the wind and sway­ing like the branch of a tree, but after the aer­i­al had stood through­out the winter I hardly thought the mast would carry away. Luck­ily, as it is dan­ger­ous to life to be on deck in this weath­er (food is brought from the gal­ley in re­lays through blind­ing drift and over big heaps of snow), no one was about when the mast car­ried away.

				“Septem­ber 8.—This is dull, miser­able weath­er. Blow, snow, and calm for an hour or two. Some­times it blows in this neigh­bour­hood without snow and some­times with—this seems to be the only dif­fer­ence. I have two pa­tients now, Lark­man and Mu­gridge. Lark­man was frost­bit­ten on the great and second toes of the left foot some time ago, and has so far taken little no­tice of them. Now they are caus­ing him some alarm as gan­grene has set in. Mu­gridge is suf­fer­ing from an in­ter­mit­tent rash, with red, in­flamed skin and large, short-lived blisters. I don’t know what the deuce it is, but the nearest de­scrip­tion to it in a ‘Ma­ter­ia Medica,’ etc., is pem­phigus, so pem­phigus it is, and he has been ‘ton­ic-ed’ and mas­saged.

				“Septem­ber 9.—This is the first day for a long time that we have re­gistered a min­im­um tem­per­at­ure above zero for the twenty-four hours. It is pleas­ant to think that from noon to noon through­out the night the tem­per­at­ure nev­er fell be­low +4° (28° frost), and with the in­crease of day­light it makes one feel that sum­mer really is ap­proach­ing.

				“Septem­ber 13.—All around the north­ern ho­ri­zon there is the ap­pear­ance of an open wa­ter-sky, but around the ship the pro­spect is dreary. The sun rose at 6:20 a.m. and set at 5:25 p.m. Ship’s time el­ev­en hours five minutes of sun­light and sev­en­teen hours light. Three hours twi­light morn­ing and even­ing. The car­penter is dis­mant­ling the taffrail (to fa­cil­it­ate the land­ing and, if ne­ces­sary, the board­ing of the jury-rud­der) and will con­struct a tem­por­ary, re­mov­able rail.

				“Septem­ber 16.—There has been much mirage all around the ho­ri­zon, and to the east­ward through south to south­w­est heavy frost-smoke has been rising. Over the north­ern ho­ri­zon a low bank of white fog hangs as though over the sea. I do not like these con­tin­ued low tem­per­at­ures. I am be­gin­ning to have doubts as to our re­lease un­til the sun starts to rot the ice.

				“Septem­ber 17.—This is the an­niversary of our de­par­ture from Lon­don. There are only four of the ori­gin­al el­ev­en on board—Lark­man, Nin­nis, Mauger, and I. Much has happened since Fri­day, Septem­ber 18, 1914, and I can re­call the scene as we passed down the Thames with sub­mar­ines and cruis­ers, in com­mis­sion and bent on busi­ness, cross­ing our course. I can also re­mem­ber the re­gret at leav­ing it all and the con­sequent ‘fe­dup­ness.’

				“Septem­ber 21.—The sun is mak­ing rap­id pro­gress south, and we have had today over sev­en­teen hours’ light and twelve hours’ sun­light. Oh for a re­lease! The mono­tony and worry of our help­less po­s­i­tion is deadly. I sup­pose Shack­leton and his party will have star­ted de­pot-lay­ing now and will be full of hopes for the fu­ture. I won­der wheth­er the En­dur­ance wintered in the ice or went north. I can­not help think­ing that if she wintered in the Wed­dell Sea she will be worse off than the Au­rora. What a lot we have to look for in the next six months—news of Shack­leton and the En­dur­ance, the party at Cape Evans, and the war.

				“Septem­ber 22.—Lat. 69° 12′ S.; long. 165° 00′ E. Sturge Is­land (Bal­leny Group) is bear­ing north (true) ninety miles dis­tant. Light north­w­est airs with clear, fine weath­er. Sighted Sturge Is­land in the morn­ing, bear­ing due north of us and ap­pear­ing like a faint low shad­ow on the ho­ri­zon. It is good to get a good land­mark for fix­ing po­s­i­tions again, and it is good to see that we are mak­ing north­erly pro­gress, how­ever small. Since break­ing away from Cape Evans we have drif­ted roughly sev­en hun­dred and five miles around is­lands and past for­mid­able obstacles, a won­der­ful drift! It is good to think that it has not been in vain, and that the know­ledge of the set and drill of the pack will be a valu­able ad­di­tion to the sum of hu­man know­ledge. The dis­tance from Cape Evans to our present po­s­i­tion is sev­en hun­dred and five miles (geo­graph­ic­al).

				“Septem­ber 27.—The tem­per­at­ure in my room last night was round about zero, rather chilly, but warm enough un­der the blankets. Hooke has dis­mantled his wire­less gear. He feels rather sick about not get­ting com­mu­nic­a­tion, al­though he does not show it.

				“Septem­ber 30.—Nin­nis has been busy now for the week on the con­struc­tion of a new tract­or. He is build­ing the body and will as­semble the mo­tor in the fore ’tween decks, where it can be lashed se­curely when we are re­leased from the ice. I can see leads of open wa­ter from the masthead, but we are still held firmly. How long?

				“Oc­to­ber 7.—As time wears on the pos­sib­il­ity of get­ting back to the Bar­ri­er to land a party de­serves con­sid­er­a­tion; if we do not get clear un­til late in the sea­son we will have to turn south first, al­though we have no an­chors and little moor­ings, no rud­der and a short sup­ply of coal. To leave a party on the Bar­ri­er would make us very short-handed; still, it can be done, and any­thing is prefer­able to the delay in as­sist­ing the people at Cape Evans. At 5 a.m. a beau­ti­ful par­he­li­on formed around the sun. The sight so im­pressed the bos’n that he roused me out to see it.”

			

			Dur­ing the month of Oc­to­ber the Au­rora drif­ted un­event­fully. Sten­house men­tions that there was of­ten an ap­pear­ance of open wa­ter on the north­ern and east­ern ho­ri­zon. But anxious eyes were strained in vain for in­dic­a­tions that the day of the ship’s re­lease was near at hand. Hooke had the wire­less plant run­ning again and was try­ing daily to get in­to touch with Macquar­ie Is­land, now about eight hun­dred and fifty miles dis­tant. The re­quest for a re­lief ship was to be re­newed if com­mu­nic­a­tion could be es­tab­lished, for by this time, if all had gone well with the En­dur­ance, the over­land party from the Wed­dell Sea would have been start­ing. There was con­sid­er­able move­ment of the ice to­wards the end of the month, lanes open­ing and clos­ing, but the floe, some acres in area, in­to which the Au­rora was frozen, re­mained firm un­til the early days of Novem­ber. The cracks ap­peared close to the ship, due ap­par­ently to heavy drift caus­ing the floe to sink. The tem­per­at­ures were high­er now, un­der the in­flu­ence of the sun, and the ice was softer. Thaw­ing was caus­ing dis­com­fort in the quar­ters aboard. The po­s­i­tion on Novem­ber 12 was reckoned to be lat. 66° 49′ S., long. 155° 17′ 45″ E. Sten­house made a sound­ing on Novem­ber 17, in lat. 66° 40′ S., long. 154° 45′ E., and found bot­tom at 194 fathoms. The bot­tom sample was mud and a few small stones. The sound­ing-line showed a fairly strong un­der­cur­rent to the north­w­est. “We panned out some of the mud,” says Sten­house, “and in the re­main­ing grit found sev­er­al specks of gold.” Two days later the trend of the cur­rent was south­east­erly. There was a pro­nounced thaw on the 22nd. The cab­ins were in a drip­ping state, and re­cently fallen snow was run­ning off the ship in little streams. All hands were de­lighted, for the present dis­com­fort offered prom­ise of an early break­up of the pack.

			
				“Novem­ber 23.—At 3 a.m. Young Is­land, Bal­leny Group, was seen bear­ing north 54° east (true). The is­land, which showed up clearly on the ho­ri­zon, un­der a heavy stratus-covered sky, ap­peared to be very far dis­tant. By lat­it­ude at noon we are in 66° 26′ S. As this is the charted lat­it­ude of Peak Fore­man, Young Is­land, the bear­ing does not agree. Land was seen at 8 a.m. bear­ing south 60° west (true). This, which would ap­pear to be Cape Hud­son, loomed up through the mists in the form of a high, bold head­land, with low un­du­lat­ing land stretch­ing away to the south-south­east and to the west­ward of it. The ap­pear­ance of this head­land has been fore­told for the last two days, by masses of black fog, but it seems strange that land so high should not have been seen be­fore, as there is little change in the at­mo­spher­ic con­di­tions.

				“Novem­ber 24.—Over­cast and hazy dur­ing forenoon. Cloudy, clear, and fine in af­ter­noon and even­ing. Not a vestige of land can be seen, so Cape Hud­son is really ‘Cape Fly­away.’ This is most weird. All hands saw the head­land to the south­w­est, and some of us sketched it. Now (af­ter­noon), al­though the sky is beau­ti­fully clear to the south­w­est, noth­ing can be seen. We can­not have drif­ted far from yes­ter­day’s po­s­i­tion. No won­der Wilkes re­por­ted land. 9 p.m.—A low fringe of land ap­pears on the ho­ri­zon bear­ing south­w­est, but in no way re­sembles our Cape of yes­ter­day. This af­ter­noon we took a cast of the lead through the crack 200 yds. west of the ship, but found no bot­tom at 700 fathoms.”

			

			An in­ter­est­ing in­cid­ent on Novem­ber 26 was the dis­cov­ery of an em­per­or pen­guin rook­ery. Nin­nis and Kaven­agh took a long walk to the north­w­est, and found the deser­ted rook­ery. The de­pres­sions in the ice, made by the birds, were about eight­een inches long and con­tained a grey­ish residue. The rook­ery was in a hol­low sur­roun­ded by pres­sure ridges six feet high. Ap­par­ently about twenty birds had been there. No pieces of egg­shell were seen, but the pet­rels and skuas had been there in force and prob­ably would have taken all scraps of this kind. The floes were be­com­ing soft and “rot­ten,” and walk­ing was in­creas­ingly dif­fi­cult. Deep pools of slush and wa­ter covered with thin snow made traps for the men. Sten­house thought that a stiff bliz­zard would break up the pack. His anxi­ety was in­creas­ing with the ad­vance of the sea­son, and his log is a re­cord of deep yearn­ing to be free and act­ive again. But the grip of the pack was in­ex­or­able. The hands had plenty of work on the Au­rora, which was be­ing made ship­shape after the buf­feting of the winter storms. Seals and pen­guins were seen fre­quently, and the sup­ply of fresh meat was main­tained. The jury-rud­der was ready to be shipped when the ship was re­leased, but in the mean­time it was not be­ing ex­posed to the at­tacks of the ice.

			
				“No ap­pre­ciable change in our sur­round­ings,” was the note for Decem­ber 17. “Every day past now re­duces our chance of get­ting out in time to go north for rud­der, an­chors, and coal. If we break out be­fore Janu­ary 15 we might get north to New Zea­l­and and down to Cape Evans again in time to pick up the parties. After that date we can only at­tempt to go south in our crippled state, and short of fuel. With only nine days’ coal on board we would have little chance of work­ing through any Ross Sea pack, or of get­ting south at all if we en­countered many bliz­zards. Still there is a sport­ing chance and luck may be with us. … Shack­leton may be past the Pole now. I wish our wire­less calls had got through.”

			

			Christ­mas Day, with its spe­cial din­ner and mild fest­iv­it­ies, came and passed, and still the ice re­mained firm. The men were find­ing some in­terest in watch­ing the moult­ing of em­per­or pen­guins, who were sta­tioned at vari­ous points in the neigh­bour­hood of the ship. They had taken sta­tion to lee­ward of hum­mocks, and ap­peared to move only when the wind changed or the snow around them had be­come foul. They covered but a few yards on these jour­neys, and even then stumbled in their weak­ness. One em­per­or was brought on board alive, and the crew were greatly amused to see the bird bal­an­cing him­self on heels and tail, with up­turned toes, the po­s­i­tion ad­op­ted when the egg is rest­ing on the feet dur­ing the in­cub­a­tion peri­od. The threat of a stiff “blow” aroused hopes of re­lease sev­er­al times, but the bliz­zard—prob­ably the first Ant­arc­tic bliz­zard that was ever longed for—did not ar­rive. New Year’s Day found Sten­house and oth­er men just re­cov­er­ing from an at­tack of snow-blind­ness, con­trac­ted by mak­ing an ex­cur­sion across the floes without snow-goggles.

			At the end of the first week in Janu­ary the ship was in lat. 65° 45′ S. The pack was well broken a mile from the ship, and the ice was rolling fast. Un­der the bows and stern the pools were grow­ing and stretch­ing away in long lanes to the west. A seal came up to blow un­der the stern on the 6th, prov­ing that there was an open­ing in the sunken ice there. Sten­house was eco­nom­iz­ing in food. No break­fast was served on the ship, and seal or pen­guin meat was used for at least one of the two meals later in the day. All hands were short of cloth­ing, but Sten­house was keep­ing in­tact the sledging gear in­ten­ded for the use of the shore party. Strong, vari­able winds on the 9th raised hopes again, and on the morn­ing of the 10th the ice ap­peared to be well broken from half a mile to a mile dis­tant from the ship in all dir­ec­tions.

			
				“It seems ex­traordin­ary that the ship should be held in an al­most un­broken floe of about a mile square, the more so as this patch was com­pletely screwed and broken dur­ing the smash in Ju­ly, and con­tains many faults. In al­most any dir­ec­tion at a dis­tance of half a mile from the ship there are pres­sure ridges of eight-inch ice piled twenty feet high. It was provid­ent that al­though so near these ridges were es­caped.”

			

			The middle of Janu­ary was passed and the Au­rora lay still in the ice. The peri­od of con­tinu­ous day was draw­ing to­wards its close, and there was an ap­pre­ciable twi­light at mid­night. A dark wa­ter-sky could be seen on the north­ern ho­ri­zon. The lat­it­ude on Janu­ary 24 was 65° 39½′ S. To­wards the end of the month Sten­house ordered a thor­ough over­haul of the stores and gen­er­al pre­par­a­tions for a move. The sup­ply of flour and but­ter was ample. Oth­er stores were run­ning low, and the crew lost no op­por­tun­ity of cap­tur­ing seals and pen­guins. Ad­e­lies were trav­el­ling to the east-south­east in con­sid­er­able num­bers, but they could not be taken un­less they ap­proached the ship closely, ow­ing to the soft con­di­tion of the ice. The wire­less plant, which had been idle dur­ing the months of day­light, had been rigged again, and Hooke re­sumed his calls to Macquar­ie Is­land on Feb­ru­ary 2. He listened in vain for any in­dic­a­tion that he had been heard. The pack was show­ing much move­ment, but the large floe con­tain­ing the ship re­mained firm.

			The break­up of the floe came on Feb­ru­ary 12. Strong north­east to south­east winds put the ice in mo­tion and brought a per­cept­ible swell. The ship was mak­ing some wa­ter, a fore­taste of a trouble to come, and all hands spent the day at the pumps, re­du­cing the wa­ter from three feet eight and a half inches in the well to twelve inches, in spite of frozen pipes and oth­er dif­fi­culties. Work had just fin­ished for the night when the ice broke astern and quickly split in all dir­ec­tions un­der the in­flu­ence of the swell. The men man­aged to save some seal meat which had been cached in a drift near the gang­way. They lost the flag­staff, which had been rigged as a wire­less mast out on the floe, but drew in the aer­i­al. The ship was float­ing now amid frag­ments of floe, and bump­ing con­sid­er­ably in the swell. A fresh south­erly wind blew dur­ing the night, and the ship star­ted to forge ahead gradu­ally without sail. At 8:30 a.m. on the 13th Sten­house set the fore­sail and fore­top­mast stay­sail, and the Au­rora moved north­ward slowly, be­ing brought up oc­ca­sion­ally by large floes. Nav­ig­a­tion un­der such con­di­tions, without steam and without a rud­der, was ex­ceed­ingly dif­fi­cult, but Sten­house wished if pos­sible to save his small re­main­ing stock of coal un­til he cleared the pack, so that a quick run might be made to McMurdo Sound. The jury-rud­der could not be rigged in the pack. The ship was mak­ing about three and a half feet of wa­ter in the twenty-four hours, a quant­ity eas­ily kept in check by the pumps.

			Dur­ing the 14th the Au­rora worked very slowly north­ward through heavy pack. Oc­ca­sion­ally the yards were backed or an ice-an­chor put in­to a floe to help her out of dif­fi­cult places, but much of the time she steered her­self. The jury-rud­der boom was topped in­to po­s­i­tion in the af­ter­noon, but the rud­der was not to be shipped un­til open pack or open wa­ter was reached. The ship was held up all day on the 15th in lat. 64° 38′ S. Heavy floes barred pro­gress in every dir­ec­tion. At­tempts were made to work the ship by trim­ming sails and warp­ing with ice-an­chors, but she could not be man­oeuvred smartly enough to take ad­vant­age of leads that opened and closed. This state of af­fairs con­tin­ued through­out the 16th. That night a heavy swell was rolling un­der the ice and the ship had a rough time. One poin­ted floe ten or twelve feet thick was stead­ily bat­ter­ing, with a three-feet send, against the star­board side, and fend­ers only par­tially deadened the shock.

			
				“It is no use but­ting against this pack with steam-power,” wrote Sten­house. “We would use all our mea­gre sup­ply of coal in reach­ing the lim­it of the ice in sight, and then we would be in a hole, with neither bal­last nor fuel. … But if this stag­na­tion lasts an­oth­er week we will have to raise steam and con­sume our coal in an en­deav­our to get in­to nav­ig­able wa­ters. I am afraid our chances of get­ting south are very small now.”

			

			The pack re­mained close, and on the 21st a heavy swell made the situ­ation dan­ger­ous. The ship bumped heav­ily that night and fend­ers were of little avail. With each “send” of the swell the ship would bang her bows on the floe ahead, then bounce back and smash in­to an­oth­er floe across her stern­post. This floe, about six feet thick and 100 ft. across, was even­tu­ally split and smashed by the im­pacts. The pack was jammed close on the 23rd, when the noon lat­it­ude was 64° 36½′ S. The next change was for the worse. The pack loosened on the night of the 25th, and a heavy north­w­est swell caused the ship to bump heav­ily. This state of af­fairs re­curred at in­ter­vals in suc­ceed­ing days.

			
				“The bat­ter­ing and ram­ming of the floes in­creased in the early hours [of Feb­ru­ary 29] un­til it seemed as if some sharp floe or jagged un­der­foot must go through the ship’s hull. At 6 a.m. we con­ver­ted a large coir-spring in­to a fend­er, and slipped it un­der the port quarter, where a pres­sured floe with twenty to thirty feet un­der­foot was threat­en­ing try knock the pro­peller and stern­post off al­to­geth­er. At 9 a.m., after pump­ing ship, the en­gin­eer re­por­ted a leak in the way of the pro­peller-shaft aft near the stern­post on the port side. The car­penter cut part of the lin­ing and filled the space between the tim­bers with Stock­holm tar, ce­ment, and oak­um. He could not get at the ac­tu­al leak, but his make­shift made a little dif­fer­ence. I am anxious about the pro­peller. This pack is a dan­ger­ous place for a ship now; it seems mi­ra­cu­lous that the old Barky still floats.”

			

			The ice opened out a little on March 1. It was im­per­at­ive to get the ship out of her dan­ger­ous situ­ation quickly; as winter was ap­proach­ing, and Sten­house there­fore ordered steam to be raised. Next morn­ing he had the spanker gaff rigged over the stern for use as a tem­por­ary rud­der while in the heavy pack. Steam had been raised to work­ing pres­sure at 5:15 p.m. on the 2nd, and the Au­rora began to work ahead to the west­ward. Pro­gress was very slow ow­ing to heavy floes and deep un­der­foots, which ne­ces­sit­ated fre­quent stop­pages of the en­gines. Open wa­ter was in sight to the north and north­w­est the next morn­ing, after a rest­less night spent among the rock­ing floes. But pro­gress was very slow. The Au­rora went to lee­ward un­der the in­flu­ence of a west-south­w­est breeze, and steer­ing by means of the yards and a warp-an­chor was a tick­lish busi­ness. The ship came to a full stop among heavy floes be­fore noon on the 3rd, and three hours later, after vain at­tempts to warp ahead by means of ice-an­chors, Sten­house had the fires par­tially drawn (to save coal) and banked.

			No ad­vance was made on March 4 and 5. A mod­er­ate gale from the east-north­east closed the ice and set it in mo­tion, and the Au­rora, with banked fires, rolled and bumped, heav­ily. Sev­en­teen bergs were in sight, and one of them was work­ing south­wards in­to the pack and threat­en­ing to ap­proach the ship. Dur­ing the night the en­gines were turned re­peatedly by the ac­tion of ice on the pro­peller blades.

			
				“All the­or­ies about the swell be­ing nonex­ist­ent in the pack are false,” wrote the anxious mas­ter. “Here we are with a sug­ges­tion only of open wa­ter-sky, and the ship rolling her scup­pers un­der and sit­ting down bod­ily on the floes.”

			

			The ice opened when the wind mod­er­ated, and on the af­ter­noon of the 6th the Au­rora moved north­ward again.

			
				“Without a rud­der (no jury-rud­der can yet be used amongst these swirl­ing, rolling floes) the ship re­quires a lot of at­ten­tion. Her head must be poin­ted between floes by means of ice-an­chors and warps, or by moor­ing to a floe and steam­ing round it. We kept a fairly good course between two bergs to our north­ward and made about five miles north­ing till, dark­ness com­ing on, the men could no longer ven­ture on the floes with safety to fix the an­chors.”

			

			The next three days were full of anxi­ety. The Au­rora was held by the ice, and sub­jec­ted to severe buf­feting, while two bergs ap­proached from the north. On the morn­ing of the 10th the nearest berg was with­in three cables of the ship. But the pack had opened and by 9:30 a.m. the ship was out of the danger zone and headed north-north­east. The pack con­tin­ued to open dur­ing the af­ter­noon, and the Au­rora passed through wide stretches of small loose floes and brash. Pro­gress was good un­til dark­ness made a stop ne­ces­sary. The next morn­ing the pack was dens­er. Sten­house shipped a pre­venter jury-rud­der (the weighted spanker gaff), but could not get steer­age way. Broad leads were sighted to the north­w­est in the af­ter­noon, and the ship got with­in a quarter of a mile of the nearest lead be­fore be­ing held up by heavy pack. She again bumped severely dur­ing the night, and the watch stood by with fend­ers to ease the more dan­ger­ous blows.

			Early next morn­ing Sten­house lowered a jury-rud­der, with steer­ing pen­nants to drag through the wa­ter, and moved north to north­w­est through heavy pack. He made six­teen miles that day on an er­rat­ic course, and then spent an anxious night with the ship set­ting back in­to the pack and be­ing poun­ded heav­ily. At­tempts to work for­ward to an open lead on the morn­ing of the 13th were un­suc­cess­ful. Early in the af­ter­noon a little pro­gress was made, with all hands stand­ing by to fend off high ice, and at 4:50 p.m. the Au­rora cleared the main pack. An hour was spent ship­ping the jury-rud­der un­der the counter, and then the ship moved slowly north­ward. There was pack still ahead, and the bergs and growl­ers were a con­stant men­ace in the hours of dark­ness. Some anxious work re­mained to be done, since bergs and scattered ice ex­ten­ded in all dir­ec­tions, but at 2 p.m. on March 14 the Au­rora cleared the last belt of pack in lat. 62° 27.5′ S., long. 157° 32′ E. “We ‘spliced the main brace,’ ” says Sten­house, “and blew three blasts of farewell to the pack with the whistle.”

			The Au­rora was not at the end of her troubles, but the voy­age up to New Zea­l­and need not be de­scribed in de­tail. Any at­tempt to reach McMurdo Sound was now out of the ques­tion. Sten­house had a battered, rud­der­less ship, with only a few tons of coal left in the bunkers, and he struggled north­ward in heavy weath­er against per­sist­ent ad­verse winds and head seas. The jury-rud­der needed con­stant nurs­ing, and the short­age of coal made it im­possible to get the best ser­vice from the en­gines. There were times when the ship could make no pro­gress and fell about help­lessly in a con­fused swell or lay hove to amid moun­tain­ous seas. She was short-handed, and one or two of the men were cre­at­ing ad­di­tion­al dif­fi­culties. But Sten­house dis­played through­out fine seaman­ship and dogged per­sever­ance. He ac­com­plished suc­cess­fully one of the most dif­fi­cult voy­ages on re­cord, in an ocean area no­tori­ously stormy and treach­er­ous. On March 23 he es­tab­lished wire­less com­mu­nic­a­tion with Bluff Sta­tion, New Zea­l­and, and the next day was in touch with Wel­ling­ton and Hobart. The nav­al of­ficer in New Zea­l­and wa­ters offered as­sist­ance, and even­tu­ally it was ar­ranged that the Ot­ago Har­bour Board’s tug Plucky should meet the Au­rora out­side Port Chalmers. There were still bad days to be en­dured. The jury-rud­der par­tially car­ried away and had to be un­shipped in a heavy sea. Sten­house car­ried on, and in the early morn­ing of April 2 the Au­rora picked up the tug and was taken in tow. She reached Port Chalmers the fol­low­ing morn­ing, and was wel­comed with the warm hos­pit­al­ity that New Zea­l­and has al­ways shown to­wards Ant­arc­tic ex­plorers.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				The Last Re­lief

			
			When I reached New Zea­l­and at the be­gin­ning of Decem­ber 1916, I found that the ar­range­ments for the re­lief were com­plete. The New Zea­l­and Gov­ern­ment had taken the task in hand earli­er in the year, be­fore I had got in­to touch with the out­side world. The Brit­ish and Aus­trali­an Gov­ern­ments were giv­ing fin­an­cial as­sist­ance. The Au­rora had been re­paired and re­fit­ted at Port Chalmers dur­ing the year at con­sid­er­able cost, and had been pro­vi­sioned and coaled for the voy­age to McMurdo Sound. My old friend Cap­tain John K. Dav­is, who was a mem­ber of my first Ant­arc­tic Ex­ped­i­tion in 1907–1909, and who sub­sequently com­manded Dr. Mawson’s ship in the Aus­trali­an Ant­arc­tic Ex­ped­i­tion, had been placed in com­mand of the Au­rora by the Gov­ern­ments, and he had en­gaged of­ficers, en­gin­eers, and crew. Cap­tain Dav­is came to Wel­ling­ton to see me on my ar­rival there, and I heard his ac­count of the po­s­i­tion. I had in­ter­views also with the Min­is­ter for Mar­ine, the late Dr. Robert McNab, a kindly and sym­path­et­ic Scots­man who took a deep per­son­al in­terest in the Ex­ped­i­tion. Sten­house also was in Wel­ling­ton, and I may say again here that his ac­count of his voy­age and drift in the Au­rora filled me with ad­mir­a­tion for his pluck, seaman­ship, and re­source­ful­ness.

			After dis­cuss­ing the situ­ation fully with Dr. McNab, I agreed that the ar­range­ments already made for the re­lief ex­ped­i­tion should stand. Time was im­port­ant and there were dif­fi­culties about mak­ing any change of plans or con­trol at the last mo­ment. After Cap­tain Dav­is had been at work for some months the Gov­ern­ment agreed to hand the Au­rora over to me free of li­ab­il­ity on her re­turn to New Zea­l­and. It was de­cided, there­fore, that Cap­tain Dav­is should take the ship down to McMurdo Sound, and that I should go with him to take charge of any shore op­er­a­tions that might be ne­ces­sary. I “signed on” at a salary of 1s. a month, and we sailed from Port Chalmers on Decem­ber 20, 1916. A week later we sighted ice again. The Au­rora made a fairly quick pas­sage through the pack and entered the open wa­ter of the Ross Sea on Janu­ary 7, 1917.

			Cap­tain Dav­is brought the Au­rora along­side the ice edge off Cape Royds on the morn­ing of Janu­ary 10, and I went ashore with a party to look for some re­cord in the hut erec­ted there by my Ex­ped­i­tion in 1907. I found a let­ter stat­ing that the Ross Sea party was housed at Cape Evans, and was on my way back to the ship when six men, with dogs and sledge, were sighted com­ing from the dir­ec­tion of Cape Evans. At 1 p.m. this party ar­rived on board, and we learned that of the ten mem­bers of the Ex­ped­i­tion left be­hind when the Au­rora broke away on May 6, 1915, sev­en had sur­vived, namely, A. Stevens, E. Joyce, H. E. Wild, J. L. Cope, R. W. Richards, A. K. Jack, I. O. Gaze. These sev­en men were all well, though they showed traces of the or­deal through which they had passed. They told us of the deaths of Mack­in­tosh, Spen­cer-Smith, and Hay­ward, and of their own anxious wait for re­lief.

			All that re­mained to be done was to make a fi­nal search for the bod­ies of Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward. There was no pos­sib­il­ity of either man be­ing alive. They had been without equip­ment when the bliz­zard broke the ice they were cross­ing. It would have been im­possible for them to have sur­vived more than a few days, and eight months had now elapsed without news of them. Joyce had already searched south of Gla­ci­er Tongue. I con­sidered that fur­ther search should be made in two dir­ec­tions, the area north of Gla­ci­er Tongue, and the old de­pot off But­ler Point, and I made a re­port to Cap­tain Dav­is to this ef­fect.

			On Janu­ary 12 the ship reached a point five and a half miles east of But­ler Point. I took a party across rub­bly and wa­ter­logged ice to with­in thirty yards of the pied­mont ice, but ow­ing to high cliffs and loose slushy ice could not make a land­ing. The land-ice had broken away at the point cut by the cross-bear­ings of the de­pot, but was vis­ible in the form of two large bergs groun­ded to the north of Cape Ber­nac­chi. There was no sign of the de­pot or of any per­son hav­ing vis­ited the vi­cin­ity. We re­turned to the ship and pro­ceeded across the Sound to Cape Ber­nac­chi.

			The next day I took a party ashore with the ob­ject of search­ing the area north of Gla­ci­er Tongue, in­clud­ing Razor­back Is­land, for traces of the two miss­ing men. We reached the Cape Evans Hut at 1:30 p.m., and Joyce and I left at 3 p.m. for the Razor­backs. We con­duc­ted a search round both is­lands, re­turn­ing to the hut at 7 p.m. The search had been fruit­less. On the 14th I star­ted with Joyce to search the north side of Gla­ci­er Tongue, but the sur­face drift, with wind from south­east, de­cided me not to con­tin­ue, as the ice was mov­ing rap­idly at the end of Cape Evans, and the pool between the hut and In­ac­cess­ible Is­land was grow­ing lar­ger. The wind in­creased in the af­ter­noon. The next day a south­east bliz­zard was blow­ing, with drift half up the is­lands. I con­sidered it un­safe to sledge that day, es­pe­cially as the ice was break­ing away from the south side of Cape Evans in­to the pool. We spent the day put­ting the hut in or­der.

			We got up at 3 a.m. on the 16th. The weath­er was fine and calm. I star­ted at 4:20 with Joyce to the south at the greatest pos­sible speed. We reached Gla­ci­er Tongue about one and a half miles from the sea­ward end. Wherever there were not pre­cip­it­ous cliffs there was an even snow-slope to the top. From the top we searched with glasses; there was noth­ing to be seen but blue ice, cre­vassed, show­ing no pro­tuber­ances. We came down and, half run­ning, half walk­ing, worked about three miles to­wards the root of the gla­ci­er; but I could see there was not the slight­est chance of find­ing any re­mains ow­ing to the enorm­ous snow­drifts wherever the cliffs were ac­cess­ible. The base of the steep cliffs had drifts ten to fif­teen feet high. We ar­rived back at the hut at 9:40, and left al­most im­me­di­ately for the ship. I con­sidered that all places likely to hold the bod­ies of Mack­in­tosh and Hay­ward had now been searched. There was no doubt to my mind that they met their deaths on the break­ing of the thin ice when the bliz­zard arose on May 8, 1916. Dur­ing my ab­sence from the hut Wild and Jack had erec­ted a cross to the memory of the three men who had lost their lives in the ser­vice of the Ex­ped­i­tion.

			Cap­tain Dav­is took the ship north­ward on Janu­ary 17. The ice con­di­tions were un­fa­vour­able and pack barred the way. We stood over to the west­ern coast to­wards Dun­lop Is­land and fol­lowed it to Gran­ite Har­bour. No mark or de­pot of any kind was seen. The Au­rora reached the main pack, about sixty miles from Cape Adare, on Janu­ary 22. The ice was closed ahead, and Dav­is went south in open wa­ter to wait for bet­ter con­di­tions. A north­w­est gale on Janu­ary 28 en­abled the ship to pass between the pack and the land off Cape Adare, and we crossed the Ant­arc­tic Circle on the last day of the month. On Feb­ru­ary 4 Dav­is sent a form­al re­port to the New Zea­l­and Gov­ern­ment by wire­less, and on Feb­ru­ary 9 the Au­rora was berthed at Wel­ling­ton. We were wel­comed like re­turned broth­ers by the New Zea­l­and people.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				The Fi­nal Phase

			
			The fore­go­ing chapters of this book rep­res­ent the gen­er­al nar­rat­ive of our Ex­ped­i­tion. That we failed in ac­com­plish­ing the ob­ject we set out for was due, I ven­ture to as­sert, not to any neg­lect or lack of or­gan­iz­a­tion, but to the over­whelm­ing nat­ur­al obstacles, es­pe­cially the un­pre­ced­en­tedly severe sum­mer con­di­tions on the Wed­dell Sea side. But though the Ex­ped­i­tion was a fail­ure in one re­spect, I think it was suc­cess­ful in many oth­ers. A large amount of im­port­ant sci­entif­ic work was car­ried out. The met­eor­o­lo­gic­al ob­ser­va­tions in par­tic­u­lar have an eco­nom­ic bear­ing. The hy­dro­graph­ic­al work in the Wed­dell Sea has done much to clear up the mys­tery of this, the least known of all the seas. I have ap­pen­ded a short sci­entif­ic memor­andum to this volume, but the more de­tailed sci­entif­ic res­ults must wait un­til a more suit­able time ar­rives, when more stable con­di­tions pre­vail. Then res­ults will be worked out.

			To the cred­it side of the Ex­ped­i­tion one can safely say that the com­rade­ship and re­source of the mem­bers of the Ex­ped­i­tion was worthy of the highest tra­di­tions of Po­lar ser­vice; and it was a priv­ilege to me to have had un­der my com­mand men who, through dark days and the stress and strain of con­tinu­ous danger, kept up their spir­its and car­ried out their work re­gard­less of them­selves and heed­less of the lime­light. The same en­ergy and en­dur­ance that they showed in the Ant­arc­tic they brought to the great­er war in the Old World. And hav­ing fol­lowed our for­tunes in the South you may be in­ter­ested to know that prac­tic­ally every mem­ber of the Ex­ped­i­tion was em­ployed in one or oth­er branches of the act­ive fight­ing forces dur­ing the war. Sev­er­al are still abroad, and for this very reas­on it has been im­possible for me to ob­tain cer­tain de­tails for this book.

			Of the fifty-three men who re­turned out of the fifty-six who left for the South, three have since been killed and five wounded. Four dec­or­a­tions have been won, and sev­er­al mem­bers of the Ex­ped­i­tion have been men­tioned in dis­patches. Mc­Carthy, the best and most ef­fi­cient of the sail­ors, al­ways cheer­ful un­der the most try­ing cir­cum­stances, and who for these very reas­ons I chose to ac­com­pany me on the boat jour­ney to South Geor­gia, was killed at his gun in the Chan­nel. Cheetham, the vet­er­an of the Ant­arc­tic, who had been more of­ten south of the Ant­arc­tic circle than any man, was drowned when the ves­sel he was serving in was tor­pedoed, a few weeks be­fore the Armistice. Ern­est Wild, Frank Wild’s broth­er, was killed while mine­sweep­ing in the Medi­ter­ranean. Mauger, the car­penter on the Au­rora, was badly wounded while serving with the New Zea­l­and In­fantry, so that he is un­able to fol­low his trade again. He is now em­ployed by the New Zea­l­and Gov­ern­ment. The two sur­geons, Mack­lin and McIl­roy, served in France and Italy, McIl­roy be­ing badly wounded at Ypres. Frank Wild, in view of his unique ex­per­i­ence of ice and ice con­di­tions, was at once sent to the North Rus­si­an front, where his zeal and abil­ity won him the highest praise.

			Mack­lin served first with the Yorks and later trans­ferred as med­ic­al of­ficer to the Tanks, where he did much good work. Go­ing to the Itali­an front with his bat­talion, he won the Mil­it­ary Cross for bravery in tend­ing wounded un­der fire.

			James joined the Roy­al En­gin­eers, Sound Ran­ging Sec­tion, and after much front-line work was giv­en charge of a Sound Ran­ging School to teach oth­er of­ficers this latest and most sci­entif­ic ad­di­tion to the art of war.

			Word­ie went to France with the Roy­al Field Ar­til­lery and was badly wounded at Ar­mentières.

			Hus­sey was in France for eight­een months with the Roy­al Gar­ris­on Ar­til­lery, serving in every big battle from Dixmude to Saint-Quentin.

			Wors­ley, known to his in­tim­ates as Depth-Charge Bill, ow­ing to his suc­cess with that par­tic­u­lar meth­od of des­troy­ing Ger­man sub­mar­ines, has the Dis­tin­guished Ser­vice Or­der and three sub­mar­ines to his cred­it.

			Sten­house, who com­manded the Au­rora after Mack­in­tosh landed, was with Wors­ley as his second in com­mand when one of the Ger­man sub­mar­ines was rammed and sunk, and re­ceived the D.S.C. for his share in the fight. He was af­ter­wards giv­en com­mand of a Mys­tery Ship, and fought sev­er­al ac­tions with en­emy sub­mar­ines.

			Clark served on a mine­sweep­er. Green­street was em­ployed with the barges on the Tigris. Ricken­son was com­mis­sioned as En­gin­eer-Lieu­ten­ant, R. N. Kerr re­turned to the Mer­chant Ser­vice as an en­gin­eer.

			Most of the crew of the En­dur­ance served on mine­sweep­ers.

			Of the Ross Sea Party, Mack­in­tosh, Hay­ward, and Spen­cer-Smith died for their coun­try as surely as any who gave up their lives on the fields of France and Flanders. Hooke, the wire­less op­er­at­or, now nav­ig­ates an air­ship.

			Nearly all of the crew of the Au­rora joined the New Zea­l­and Field Forces and saw act­ive ser­vice in one or oth­er of the many theatres of war. Sev­er­al have been wounded, but it has been im­possible to ob­tain de­tails.

			On my re­turn, after the res­cue of the sur­viv­ors of the Ross Sea Party, I offered my ser­vices to the Gov­ern­ment, and was sent on a mis­sion to South Amer­ica. When this was con­cluded I was com­mis­sioned as Ma­jor and went to North Rus­sia in charge of Arc­tic Equip­ment and Trans­port, hav­ing with me Wors­ley, Sten­house, Hus­sey, Mack­lin, and Brockle­hurst, who was to have come South with us, but who, as a reg­u­lar of­ficer, re­joined his unit on the out­break of war. He has been wounded three times and was in the re­treat from Mons. Wors­ley was sent across to the Archangel front, where he did ex­cel­lent work, and the oth­ers served with me on the Mur­mansk front. The mo­bile columns there had ex­actly the same cloth­ing, equip­ment, and sledging food as we had on the Ex­ped­i­tion. No ex­pense was spared to ob­tain the best of everything for them, and as a res­ult not a single case of avoid­able frost­bite was re­por­ted.

			Tak­ing the Ex­ped­i­tion as a unit, out of fifty-six men three died in the Ant­arc­tic, three were killed in ac­tion, and five have been wounded, so that our cas­u­al­ties have been fairly high.

			Though some have gone there are enough left to rally round and form a nuc­le­us for the next Ex­ped­i­tion, when troub­lous times are over and sci­entif­ic ex­plor­a­tion can once more be le­git­im­ately un­der­taken.
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					Scientific Work

					By J. M. Word­ie, M.A. (Can­tab.), Lieut. R.F.A.

				
				The re­search un­der­taken by the Ex­ped­i­tion was ori­gin­ally planned for a shore party work­ing from a fixed base on land, but it was only in South Geor­gia that this con­di­tion of af­fairs was fully real­ized. On this is­land, where a full month was spent, the geo­lo­gist made very ex­tens­ive col­lec­tions, and began the map­ping of the coun­try; the mag­net­i­cian had some of his in­stru­ments in work­ing or­der for a short while; and the met­eor­o­lo­gist was able to co­oper­ate with the Ar­gen­tine ob­serv­er sta­tioned at Grytviken. It had been real­ized how im­port­ant the met­eor­o­lo­gic­al ob­ser­va­tions were go­ing to be to the Ar­gen­tine Gov­ern­ment, and they ac­cord­ingly did all in their power to help, both be­fore and at the end of the Ex­ped­i­tion. The bio­lo­gist de­voted most of his time, mean­while, to the whal­ing in­dustry, there be­ing no less than sev­en sta­tions on the is­land; he also made col­lec­tions of the ner­it­ic fauna, and, ac­com­pan­ied by the pho­to­graph­er, stud­ied the bird life and the habits of the sea-ele­phants along the east coast.

				By the time the ac­tu­al south­ern voy­age com­menced, each in­di­vidu­al had his own par­tic­u­lar line of work which he was pre­pared to fol­low out. The bio­lo­gist at first con­fined him­self to col­lect­ing the plank­ton, and a start was made in se­cur­ing wa­ter samples for tem­per­at­ure and sa­lin­ity. In this, from the be­gin­ning, he had the help of the geo­lo­gist, who also gave in­struc­tions for the tak­ing of a line of sound­ings un­der the charge of the ship’s of­ficers. This peri­od of the south­ward voy­age was a very busy time so far as the sci­ent­ists were con­cerned, for, be­sides their own par­tic­u­lar work, they took the full share of look­ing after the dogs and work­ing the ship watch by watch. At the same time, moreover, the bio­lo­gist had to try and avoid be­ing too lav­ish with his pre­serving ma­ter­i­al at the ex­pense of the shore sta­tion col­lec­tions which were yet to make.

				When it was fi­nally known that the ship had no longer any chance of get­ting free of the ice in the 1914–1915 sea­son, a rad­ic­al change was made in the ar­range­ments. The sci­ent­ists were freed, as far as pos­sible, from ship’s du­ties, and were thus able to de­vote them­selves al­most en­tirely to their own par­tic­u­lar spheres. The met­eor­o­lo­gic­al in­vest­ig­a­tions took on a more def­in­ite shape; the in­stru­ments in­ten­ded for the land base were set up on board ship, in­clud­ing self-re­cord­ing baro­graphs, ther­mo­met­ers, and a Dines an­em­o­met­er, with which very sat­is­fact­ory res­ults were got. The phys­i­cist set up his quad­rant elec­tro­met­er after a good deal of trouble, but through­out the winter had to struggle con­stantly with rime form­ing on the parts of his ap­par­at­us ex­posed to the out­er air. Good runs were be­ing thus con­tinu­ally spoilt. The de­term­in­a­tion of the mag­net­ic con­stants also took up a good part of his time.

				Be­sides col­lect­ing plank­ton the bio­lo­gist was now able to put down one or oth­er of his dredges at more fre­quent in­ter­vals, al­ways tak­ing care, how­ever, not to ex­haust his store of pre­serving ma­ter­i­al, which was lim­ited. The tak­ing of wa­ter samples was es­tab­lished on a bet­ter sys­tem, so that the series should be about equally spaced out over the ship’s course. The geo­lo­gist sup­pressed all thought of rocks, though oc­ca­sion­ally they were met with in bot­tom samples; his work be­came al­most en­tirely ocean­o­graph­ic­al, and in­cluded a study of the sea-ice, of the physiography of the sea floor as shown by daily sound­ings, and of the bot­tom de­pos­its; be­sides this he helped the bio­lo­gist in the tem­per­at­ure and sa­lin­ity ob­ser­va­tions.

				The work un­der­taken and ac­com­plished by each mem­ber was as wide as pos­sible; but it was only in keep­ing with the spir­it of the times that more at­ten­tion should be paid to work from which prac­tic­al and eco­nom­ic res­ults were likely to ac­crue. The met­eor­o­lo­gist had al­ways in view the ef­fect of Ant­arc­tic cli­mate on the oth­er south­ern con­tin­ents, the geo­lo­gist looked on ice from a sea­man’s point of view, and the bio­lo­gist not un­will­ingly put whales in the fore­front of his pro­gramme. The ac­counts which fol­low on these very prac­tic­al points show how closely sci­entif­ic work in the Ant­arc­tica is in touch with, and helps on the eco­nom­ic de­vel­op­ment of, the in­hab­ited lands to the north.

			
			
				
					Sea-Ice Nomenclature

					By J. M. Word­ie, M.A. (Can­tab.), Lieut. R.F.A.

				
				Dur­ing the voy­age of the En­dur­ance it was soon no­ticed that the terms be­ing used to de­scribe dif­fer­ent forms of ice were not al­ways in agree­ment with those giv­en in Markham’s and Mill’s gloss­ary in The Ant­arc­tic Manu­al, 1901. It was the cus­tom, of course, to fol­low im­pli­citly the ter­min­o­logy used by those of the party whose ex­per­i­ence of ice dated back to Cap­tain Scott’s first voy­age, so that the terms used may be said to be com­mon to all Ant­arc­tic voy­ages of the present cen­tury. The prin­cip­al changes, there­fore, in no­men­clature must date from the last quarter of the nine­teenth cen­tury, when there was no one to pass on the tra­di­tion­al us­age from the last nav­al Arc­tic Ex­ped­i­tion in 1875 to the Dis­cov­ery Ex­ped­i­tion of 1901. On the lat­ter ship Markham’s and Mill’s gloss­ary was, of course, used, but ap­par­ently not slav­ishly; foun­ded, as far as sea-ice went, on Scoresby’s, made in 1820, it might well have been ad­op­ted in its en­tirety, for no writer could have car­ried more weight than Scoresby the young­er, com­bin­ing as he did more than ten years’ whal­ing ex­per­i­ence with high sci­entif­ic at­tain­ments. Above all oth­ers he could be ac­cep­ted both by prac­tic­al sea­men and also by stu­dents of ice forms.

				That the old terms of Scoresby did not all sur­vive the peri­od of in­dif­fer­ence to Po­lar work, in spite of Markham and Mill, is an in­dic­a­tion either that their use­ful­ness has ceased or that the ori­gin­al us­age has changed once and for all. A re­state­ment of terms is there­fore now ne­ces­sary. Where pos­sible the ac­tu­al phrases of Scoresby and of his suc­cessors, Markham and Mill, are still used. The prin­ciple ad­op­ted, how­ever, is to give pref­er­ence to the words ac­tu­ally used by the Po­lar sea­men them­selves.

				The fol­low­ing au­thor­it­ies have been fol­lowed as closely as pos­sible:

				W. Scoresby, Jun., An Ac­count of the Arc­tic Re­gions, 1820, vol. i, pp. 225–233, 238–241.

				C. R. Markham and H. R. Mill in The Ant­arc­tic Manu­al, 1901, pp, xiv–xvi.

				J. Pay­er, New Lands With­in the Arc­tic Circle, 1876, vol. i, pp. 3–14.

				W. S. Bruce, Po­lar Ex­plor­a­tion in Home Uni­ver­sity Lib­rary, c. 1911, pp. 54–71.

				Ref­er­ence should also be made to the an­nu­al pub­lic­a­tion of the Dan­ish Met­eor­o­lo­gic­al In­sti­tute show­ing the Arc­tic ice con­di­tions of the pre­vi­ous sum­mer. This is pub­lished in both Dan­ish and Eng­lish, so that the terms used there are bound to have a very wide ac­cept­ance; it is hoped, there­fore, that they may be the means of pre­vent­ing the Ant­arc­tic ter­min­o­logy fol­low­ing a dif­fer­ent line of evol­u­tion; for but sel­dom is a sea­man found nowadays who knows both Po­lar re­gions. On the Dan­ish charts six dif­fer­ent kinds of sea-ice are marked—namely, un­broken po­lar ice; land-floe; great ice-fields; tight pack-ice; open ice; bay-ice and brash. With the ex­cep­tion of bay-ice, which is more gen­er­ally known as young ice, all these terms pass cur­rent in the Ant­arc­tic.

				
						
						Slush or Sludge
					

						
						The ini­tial stages in the freez­ing of sea­wa­ter, when its con­sist­ency be­comes gluey or soupy. The term is also used (but not com­monly) for brash-ice still fur­ther broken down.

					

						
						Pan­cake-ice
					

						
						Small cir­cu­lar floes with raised rims; due to the break­up in a gently ruffled sea of the newly formed ice in­to pieces which strike against each oth­er, and so form turned-up edges.

					

						
						Young Ice
					

						
						Ap­plied to all un­hum­mocked ice up to about a foot in thick­ness. Ow­ing to the fibrous or platy struc­ture, the floes crack eas­ily, and where the ice is not over thick a ship un­der steam cuts a pas­sage without much dif­fi­culty. Young ice may ori­gin­ate from the co­ales­cence of “pan­cakes,” where the wa­ter is slightly ruffled or else be a sheet of “black ice,” covered maybe with “ice-flowers,” formed by the freez­ing of a smooth sheet of sea­wa­ter.

						In the Arc­tic it has been the cus­tom to call this form of ice “bay-ice”; in the Ant­arc­tic, how­ever, the lat­ter term is wrongly used for land-floes (fast-ice, etc.), and has been so mis­ap­plied con­sist­ently for fif­teen years. The term bay-ice should pos­sibly, there­fore, be dropped al­to­geth­er, es­pe­cially since, even in the Arc­tic, its mean­ing is not al­to­geth­er a ri­gid one, as it may de­note firstly the gluey “slush,” which forms when sea­wa­ter freezes, and secondly the firm level sheet ul­ti­mately pro­duced.

					

						
						Land floes
					

						
						Heavy but not ne­ces­sar­ily hum­mocked ice, with gen­er­ally a deep snow cov­er­ing, which has re­mained held up in the po­s­i­tion of growth by the en­clos­ing nature of some fea­ture of the coast, or by groun­ded bergs through­out the sum­mer sea­son when most of the ice breaks out. Its thick­ness is, there­fore, above the av­er­age. Has been called at vari­ous times “fast-ice,” “coast-ice,” “land-ice,” “bay-ice” by Shack­leton and Dav­id and the Char­cot Ex­ped­i­tion; and pos­sibly what Dry­gal­ski calls Schel­feis is not very dif­fer­ent.

					

						
						Floe
					

						
						An area of ice, level or hum­mocked, whose lim­its are with­in sight. In­cludes all sizes between brash on the one hand and fields on the oth­er. “Light-floes” are between one and two feet in thick­ness (any­thing thin­ner be­ing “young-ice”). Those ex­ceed­ing two feet in thick­ness are termed “heavy floes,” be­ing gen­er­ally hum­mocked, and in the Ant­arc­tic, at any rate, covered by fairly deep snow.

					

						
						Field
					

						
						A sheet of ice of such ex­tent that its lim­its can­not be seen from the masthead.

					

						
						Hum­mock­ing
					

						
						In­cludes all the pro­cesses of pres­sure form­a­tion whereby level young ice be­comes broken up and built up in­to—

					

						
						Hum­mocky Floes
					

						
						The most suit­able term for what has also been called “old pack” and “screwed pack” by Dav­id and Schol­leneis by Ger­man writers. In con­trast to young ice, the struc­ture is no longer fibrous, but be­comes spot­ted or bub­bly, a cer­tain per­cent­age of salt drains away, and the ice be­comes al­most trans­lu­cent.

					

						
						The Pack
					

						
						A term very of­ten used in a wide sense to in­clude any area of sea-ice, no mat­ter what form it takes or how dis­posed. The French term is ban­quise de de­rive.

					

						
						Pack-ice
					

						
						A more re­stric­ted use than the above, to in­clude hum­mocky floes or close areas of young ice and light floes. Pack-ice is “close” or “tight” if the floes con­sti­tut­ing it are in con­tact; “open” if, for the most part, they do not touch. In both cases it hinders, but does not ne­ces­sar­ily check, nav­ig­a­tion; the con­trary holds for—

					

						
						Drift-ice
					

						
						Loose open ice, where the area of wa­ter ex­ceeds that of ice. Gen­er­ally drift-ice is with­in reach of the swell, and is a stage in the break­ing down of pack-ice, the size of the floes be­ing much smal­ler than in the lat­ter. (Scoresby’s use of the term drift-ice for pieces of ice in­ter­me­di­ate in size between floes and brash has, how­ever, quite died out). The Ant­arc­tic or Arc­tic pack usu­ally has a girdle or fringe of drift-ice.

					

						
						Brash
					

						
						Small frag­ments and roundish nod­ules; the wreck of oth­er kinds of ice.

					

						
						Bergy Bits
					

						
						Pieces, about the size of a cot­tage, of gla­ci­er-ice or of hum­mocky pack washed clear of snow.

					

						
						Growl­ers
					

						
						Still smal­ler pieces of sea-ice than the above, green­ish in col­our, and barely show­ing above wa­ter-level.

					

						
						Crack
					

						
						Any sort of frac­ture or rift in the sea-ice cov­er­ing.

					

						
						Lead or Lane
					

						
						Where a crack opens out to such a width as to be nav­ig­able. In the Ant­arc­tic it is cus­tom­ary to speak of these as leads, even when frozen over to con­sti­tute areas of young ice.

					

						
						Pools
					

						
						Any en­closed wa­ter areas in the pack, where length and breadth are about equal.

					

				

			
			
				
					Meteorology

					By L. D. A. Hus­sey, B. Sc., (Lond.), Capt. R.G.A.

				
				The met­eor­o­lo­gic­al res­ults of the Ex­ped­i­tion, when prop­erly worked out and cor­rel­ated with those from oth­er sta­tions in the south­ern hemi­sphere, will be ex­tremely valu­able, both for their bear­ing on the sci­ence of met­eor­o­logy in gen­er­al, and for their prac­tic­al and eco­nom­ic ap­plic­a­tions.

				South Amer­ica is, per­haps, more in­tim­ately con­cerned than any oth­er coun­try, but Aus­tralia, New Zea­l­and, and South Africa are all af­fected by the weath­er con­di­tions of the Ant­arc­tic. Re­searches are now be­ing car­ried on which tend to show that the met­eor­o­logy of the two hemi­spheres is more in­ter­de­pend­ent than was hitherto be­lieved, so that a met­eor­o­lo­gic­al dis­turb­ance in one part of the world makes its pres­ence felt, more or less re­motely per­haps, all over the world.

				It is evid­ent, there­fore, that a com­plete know­ledge of the weath­er con­di­tions in any part of the world, which it is un­der­stood car­ries with it the abil­ity to make cor­rect fore­casts, can nev­er be ob­tained un­less the weath­er con­di­tions in every oth­er part are known. This makes the need for purely sci­entif­ic Po­lar Ex­ped­i­tions so im­per­at­ive, since our present know­ledge of Arc­tic and Ant­arc­tic met­eor­o­logy is very mea­gre, and to a cer­tain ex­tent un­sys­tem­at­ic. What is wanted is a chain of ob­serving sta­tions well equipped with in­stru­ments and trained ob­serv­ers stretch­ing across the Ant­arc­tic Con­tin­ent. A series of ex­plor­ing ships could sup­ple­ment these ob­ser­va­tions with oth­ers made by them while cruis­ing in the Ant­arc­tic Seas. It would pay to do this, even for the be­ne­fit ac­cru­ing to farm­ers, sail­ors, and oth­ers who are so de­pend­ent on the weath­er.

				As an in­stance of the value of a know­ledge of Ant­arc­tic weath­er con­di­tions, it may be men­tioned that, as the res­ult of ob­ser­va­tions and re­searches car­ried out at the South Orkneys—a group of sub-Ant­arc­tic is­lands at the en­trance to the Wed­dell Sea—it has been found that a cold winter in that sea is a sure pre­curs­or of a drought over the maize and cer­eal bear­ing area of Ar­gen­tina three and a half years later. To the farm­ers, the value of this know­ledge so far in ad­vance is enorm­ous, and since Eng­land has some three hun­dred mil­lion pounds ster­ling in­ves­ted in Ar­gen­tine in­terests, Ant­arc­tic Ex­ped­i­tions have proved, and will prove, their worth even from a purely com­mer­cial point of view.

				I have giv­en just this one in­stance to sat­is­fy those who ques­tion the util­ity of Po­lar Ex­ped­i­tions, but many more could be cited.

				As soon as it was ap­par­ent that no land­ing could be made, and that we should have to spend a winter in the ship drift­ing round with the pack, in­stru­ments were set up and ob­ser­va­tions taken just as if we had been ashore.

				A met­eor­o­lo­gic­al screen or box was erec­ted on a plat­form over the stern, right away from the liv­ing quar­ters, and in it were placed the max­im­um and min­im­um ther­mo­met­ers, the re­cord­ing baro­graph, and ther­mo­graph—an in­stru­ment which writes every vari­ation of the tem­per­at­ure and pres­sure on a sheet of pa­per on a re­volving drum—and the stand­ard ther­mo­met­er, a very care­fully man­u­fac­tured ther­mo­met­er, with all its er­rors de­term­ined and tab­u­lated. The oth­er ther­mo­met­ers were all checked from this one. On top of the screen a Robin­son’s an­em­o­met­er was screwed. This con­sisted of an up­right rod, to the top of which were pivoted four arms free to re­volve in a plane at right angles to it. At the end of these arms hemi­spher­ic­al cups were screwed. These were caught by the wind and the arms re­volved at a speed vary­ing with the force of the wind. The speed of the wind could be read off on a dial be­low the arms.

				In ad­di­tion there was an in­stru­ment called a Dines an­em­o­met­er which sup­plied in­ter­est­ing tra­cings of the force, dur­a­tion, and dir­ec­tion of the wind. There was an ad­ded ad­vant­age in the fact that the drum on which these res­ults were re­cor­ded was com­fort­ably housed down be­low, so that one could sit in a com­par­at­ively warm room and fol­low all the vary­ing phases of the bliz­zard which was ra­ging without. The ba­ro­met­er used was of the Kew Stand­ard pat­tern. When the ship was crushed, all the monthly re­cords were saved, but the de­tailed tra­cings, which had been packed up in the hold, were lost. Though in­ter­est­ing they were not really es­sen­tial. Con­tinu­ous ob­ser­va­tions were made dur­ing the long drift on the floe and while on Ele­phant Is­land the tem­per­at­ure was taken at mid­day each day as long as the ther­mo­met­ers las­ted. The mor­tal­ity amongst these in­stru­ments, es­pe­cially those which were tied to string and swung round, was very high.

				A few ex­tracts from the ob­ser­va­tions taken dur­ing 1915—the series for that year be­ing prac­tic­ally com­plete—may be of in­terest. Janu­ary was dull and over­cast, only 7 per­cent of the ob­ser­va­tions re­cord­ing a clear blue sky, 71 per­cent be­ing com­pletely over­cast.

				The per­cent­age of clear sky in­creased stead­ily up till June and Ju­ly, these months show­ing re­spect­ively 42 per­cent and 45.7 per­cent. In Au­gust 40 per­cent of the ob­ser­va­tions were clear sky, while Septem­ber showed a sud­den drop to 27 per­cent. Oc­to­ber weath­er was much the same, and Novem­ber was prac­tic­ally over­cast the whole time, clear sky show­ing at only 8 per­cent of the ob­ser­va­tions. In Decem­ber the sky was com­pletely over­cast for nearly 90 per­cent of the time.

				Tem­per­at­ures on the whole were fairly high, though a sud­den un­ex­pec­ted drop in Feb­ru­ary, after a series of heavy north­east­erly gales, caused the ship to be frozen in, and ef­fec­tu­ally put an end to any hopes of land­ing that year. The low­est tem­per­at­ure ex­per­i­enced was in Ju­ly, when −35° F, i.e. 67° be­low freez­ing, was reached. For­tu­nately, as the sea was one mass of con­sol­id­ated pack, the air was dry, and many days of fine bright sun­shine oc­curred. Later on, as the pack drif­ted north­wards and broke up, wide lanes of wa­ter were formed, caus­ing fogs and mist and dull over­cast weath­er gen­er­ally. In short, it may be said that in the Wed­dell Sea the best weath­er comes in winter. Un­for­tu­nately dur­ing that sea­son the sun also dis­ap­pears, so that one can­not en­joy it as much as one would like.

				As a rule, too, south­erly winds brought fine clear weath­er, with marked fall in the tem­per­at­ure, and those from the north were ac­com­pan­ied by mist, fog, and over­cast skies, with com­par­at­ively high tem­per­at­ures. In the Ant­arc­tic a tem­per­at­ure of 30°, i.e. 2° be­low freez­ing, is con­sidered un­bear­ably hot.

				The greatest dif­fi­culty that was ex­per­i­enced was due to the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of rime on the in­stru­ments. In low tem­per­at­ures everything be­came covered with ice-crys­tals, de­pos­ited from the air, which even­tu­ally grew in­to huge blocks. Some­times these blocks be­came dis­lodged and fell, mak­ing it dan­ger­ous to walk along the decks. The rime col­lec­ted on the ther­mo­met­ers, the glass bowl of the sun­shine re­cord­er, and the bear­ings of the an­em­o­met­er, ne­ces­sit­at­ing the fre­quent use of a brush to re­move it, and some­times ef­fect­ively pre­vent­ing the in­stru­ments from re­cord­ing at all.

				One of our worst bliz­zards oc­curred on Au­gust 1, 1915, which was, for the ship, the be­gin­ning of the end. It las­ted for four days, with cloudy and over­cast weath­er for the three fol­low­ing days, and from that time on­wards we en­joyed very little sun.

				The weath­er that we ex­per­i­enced on Ele­phant Is­land can only be de­scribed as ap­palling. Situ­ated as we were at the mouth of a gully, down which a huge gla­ci­er was slowly mov­ing, with the open sea in front and to the left, and tower­ing, snow-covered moun­tains on our right, the air was hardly ever free from snow­drift, and the winds in­creased to ter­rif­ic vi­ol­ence through be­ing forced over the gla­ci­er and through the nar­row gully. Huge blocks of ice were hurled about like pebbles, and cases of cloth­ing and cook­ing utensils were whisked out of our hands and car­ried away to sea. For the first fort­night after our land­ing there, the gale blew, at times, at over one hun­dred miles an hour. For­tu­nately it nev­er again quite reached that in­tens­ity, but on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions vi­ol­ent squalls made us very fear­ful for the safety of our hut. The is­land was al­most con­tinu­ously covered with a pall of fog and snow, clear weath­er ob­tain­ing oc­ca­sion­ally when pack-ice sur­roun­ded us. For­tu­nately a series of south­west­erly gales had blown all the ice away to the north­east two days be­fore the res­cue ship ar­rived, leav­ing a com­par­at­ively clear sea for her to ap­proach the is­land.

				Be­ing one sol­it­ary mov­ing sta­tion in the vast ex­panse of the Wed­dell Sea, with no know­ledge of what was hap­pen­ing any­where around us, fore­cast­ing was very dif­fi­cult and at times im­possible.

				Great as­sist­ance in this dir­ec­tion was af­forded by cop­ies of Mr. R. C. Moss­mann’s re­searches and pa­pers on Ant­arc­tic met­eor­o­logy, which he kindly sup­plied to us.

				I have tried to make this very brief ac­count of the met­eor­o­lo­gic­al side of the Ex­ped­i­tion rather more “pop­u­lar” than sci­entif­ic, since the pub­lic­a­tion and sci­entif­ic dis­cus­sion of the ob­ser­va­tions will be car­ried out else­where; but if, while show­ing the dif­fi­culties un­der which we had to work, it em­phas­izes the value of Ant­arc­tic Ex­ped­i­tions from a purely util­it­ari­an point of view, and the need for fur­ther con­tinu­ous re­search in­to the con­di­tions ob­tain­ing in the im­me­di­ate neigh­bour­hood of the Pole, it will have achieved its ob­ject.

			
			
				
					Physics

					R. W. James, M.A. (Can­tab.), B. Sc. (Lond.), Capt. R.E.

				
				Ow­ing to the con­tin­ued drift of the ship with the ice, the pro­gramme of phys­ic­al ob­ser­va­tions ori­gin­ally made out had to be con­sid­er­ably mod­i­fied. It had been in­ten­ded to set up re­cord­ing mag­net­ic in­stru­ments at the base, and to take a con­tinu­ous series of re­cords through­out the whole peri­od of res­id­ence there, ab­so­lute meas­ure­ments of the earth’s ho­ri­zont­al mag­net­ic force, of the dip and de­clin­a­tion be­ing taken at fre­quent in­ter­vals for pur­poses of cal­ib­ra­tion. With the ice con­tinu­ally drift­ing, and the pos­sib­il­ity of the floe crack­ing at any time, it proved im­prac­tic­able to set up the re­cord­ing in­stru­ments, and the mag­net­ic ob­ser­va­tions were con­fined to a series of ab­so­lute meas­ure­ments taken whenev­er op­por­tun­ity oc­curred. These meas­ure­ments, ow­ing to the drift of the ship, ex­tend over a con­sid­er­able dis­tance, and give a chain of val­ues along a line stretch­ing, roughly from 77° S. lat. to 69° S. lat. This is not the place to give the ac­tu­al res­ults; it is quite enough to state that, as might have been ex­pec­ted from the po­s­i­tion of the mag­net­ic pole, the val­ues ob­tained cor­res­pond to a com­par­at­ively low mag­net­ic lat­it­ude, the value of the dip ran­ging from 63° to 68°.

				So far as pos­sible, con­tinu­ous re­cords of the elec­tric po­ten­tial gradi­ent in the at­mo­sphere were taken, a form of quad­rant elec­tro­met­er with a boom and ink re­cord­er, made by the Cam­bridge Sci­entif­ic In­stru­ment Com­pany, be­ing em­ployed. Here again, the some­what pe­cu­li­ar con­di­tions made work dif­fi­cult, as the in­stru­ment was very sus­cept­ible to small changes of level, such as oc­curred from time to time ow­ing to the pres­sure of the ice on the ship. An ioni­um col­lect­or, for which the ra­dio­act­ive ma­ter­i­al was kindly sup­plied by Mr. F. H. Glew, was used. The chief dif­fi­culty to con­tend with was the con­stant form­a­tion of thick de­pos­its of rime, which either grew over the in­su­la­tion and spoiled it, or covered up the col­lect­or so that it could no longer act. Nev­er­the­less, a con­sid­er­able num­ber of good re­cords were ob­tained, which have not yet been prop­erly worked out. Con­di­tions dur­ing the Ex­ped­i­tion were very fa­vour­able for ob­ser­va­tions on the phys­ic­al prop­er­ties and nat­ur­al his­tory of sea-ice, and a con­sid­er­able num­ber of res­ults were ob­tained, which are, how­ever, dis­cussed else­where, men­tion of them be­ing made here since they really come un­der the head­ing of phys­ics.

				In ad­di­tion to these main lines of work, many ob­ser­va­tions of a mis­cel­laneous char­ac­ter were made, in­clud­ing those on the oc­cur­rence and nature of par­helia or “mock suns,” which were very com­mon, and gen­er­ally finely de­veloped, and ob­ser­va­tions of the au­ror­al dis­plays, which were few and rather poor ow­ing to the com­par­at­ively low mag­net­ic lat­it­ude. Since most of the ob­ser­va­tions made are of little value without a know­ledge of the place where they were made, and since a very com­plete set of sound­ings were also taken, the daily de­term­in­a­tion of the ship’s po­s­i­tion was a mat­ter of some im­port­ance. The drift of the ship throws con­sid­er­able light on at least one geo­graph­ic­al prob­lem, that of the ex­ist­ence of Mor­rell Land. The re­mainder of this ap­pendix will there­fore be de­voted to a dis­cus­sion of the meth­ods used to de­term­ine the po­s­i­tions of the ship from day to day.

				The lat­it­ude and lon­git­ude were de­term­ined as­tro­nom­ic­ally every day when the sun or stars were vis­ible, the po­s­i­tion thus de­term­ined serving as the fixed points between which the po­s­i­tion on days when the sky was over­cast could be in­ter­pol­ated by the pro­cess known as “dead reck­on­ing,” that is to say, by es­tim­at­ing the speed and course of the ship, tak­ing in­to ac­count the vari­ous causes af­fect­ing it. The sky was of­ten over­cast for sev­er­al days at a stretch, and it was worth while to take a cer­tain amount of care in the mat­ter. Cap­tain Wors­ley con­struc­ted an ap­par­at­us which gave a good idea of the dir­ec­tion of drift at any time. This con­sisted of an iron rod, which passed through an iron tube, frozen ver­tic­ally in­to the ice, in­to the wa­ter be­low. At the lower end of the rod, in the wa­ter, was a vane. The rod be­ing free to turn, the vane took up the dir­ec­tion of the cur­rent, the dir­ec­tion be­ing shown by an in­dic­at­or at­tached to the top of the rod. The dir­ec­tion shown de­pended, of course, on the drift of the ice re­l­at­ive to the wa­ter, and did not take in­to ac­count any ac­tu­al cur­rent which may have been car­ry­ing the ice with it, but the true cur­rent seems nev­er to have been large, and the dir­ec­tion of the vane prob­ably gave fairly ac­cur­ately the dir­ec­tion of the drift of the ice. No ex­act idea of the rate of drift could be ob­tained from the ap­par­at­us, al­though one could get an es­tim­ate of it by dis­pla­cing the vane from its po­s­i­tion of rest and no­ti­cing how quickly it re­turned to it, the speed of re­turn be­ing great­er the more rap­id the drift. An­oth­er means of es­tim­at­ing the speed and dir­ec­tion of the drift was from the trend of the wire when a sound­ing was be­ing taken. The rate and dir­ec­tion of drift ap­peared to de­pend al­most en­tirely on the wind-ve­lo­city and dir­ec­tion at the time. If any true cur­rent-ef­fect ex­is­ted, it is not ob­vi­ous from a rough com­par­is­on of the drift with the pre­vail­ing wind, but a closer in­vest­ig­a­tion of the fig­ures may show some out­stand­ing ef­fect due to cur­rent.1

				The drift was al­ways to the left of the ac­tu­al wind-dir­ec­tion. This ef­fect is due to the ro­ta­tion of the earth, a cor­res­pond­ing de­vi­ation to the right of the wind dir­ec­tion be­ing noted by Nansen dur­ing the drift of the Fram. A change in the dir­ec­tion of the wind was of­ten pre­ceded by some hours by a change in the read­ing of the drift vane. This is no doubt due to the ice to wind­ward be­ing set in mo­tion, the res­ult­ing dis­turb­ance trav­el­ling through the ice more rap­idly than the ap­proach­ing wind.

				For the as­tro­nom­ic­al ob­ser­va­tions either the sex­tant or a theodol­ite was used. The theodol­ite em­ployed was a light 3″ Ver­ni­er in­stru­ment by Carey Port­er, in­ten­ded for sledging work. This in­stru­ment was fairly sat­is­fact­ory, al­though pos­sibly ri­gid­ity had been sac­ri­ficed to light­ness to rather too great an ex­tent. An­oth­er point which ap­pears worth men­tion­ing is the fol­low­ing: The foot-screws were of brass, the tri­brach, in­to which they fit­ted, was made of alu­mini­um for the sake of light­ness. The two metals have a dif­fer­ent coef­fi­cient of ex­pan­sion, and while the feet fit­ted the tri­brach at or­din­ary tem­per­at­ures, they were quite loose at tem­per­at­ures in the re­gion of 20° F be­low zero. In any in­stru­ment de­signed for use at low tem­per­at­ures, care should be taken that parts which have to fit to­geth­er are made of the same ma­ter­i­al.

				For de­term­in­ing the po­s­i­tion in drift­ing pack-ice, the theodol­ite proved to be a more gen­er­ally use­ful in­stru­ment than the sex­tant. The ice-floes are quite steady in really thick pack-ice, and the theodol­ite can be set up and lev­elled as well as on dry land. The ob­ser­va­tions, both for lat­it­ude and lon­git­ude, con­sist in meas­ur­ing alti­tude of the sun or of a star. The chief un­cer­tainty in this meas­ure­ment is that in­tro­duced by the re­frac­tion of light by the air. At very low tem­per­at­ures, the cor­rec­tion to be ap­plied on this ac­count is un­cer­tain, and, if pos­sible, ob­ser­va­tions should al­ways be made in pairs with a north star and a south star for a lat­it­ude, and an east star and a west star for a lon­git­ude. The re­frac­tion er­ror will then usu­ally mean out. This er­ror af­fects ob­ser­va­tions both with the theodol­ite and the sex­tant, but in the case of the sex­tant an­oth­er cause of er­ror oc­curs. In us­ing the sex­tant, the angle between the heav­enly body and the vis­ible ho­ri­zon is meas­ured dir­ectly. Even in dense pack-ice, if the ob­ser­va­tions are taken from the deck of the ship or from a hum­mock or a low berg, the ap­par­ent ho­ri­zon is usu­ally sharp enough for the pur­pose. In very cold weath­er, how­ever, and par­tic­u­larly if there are open leads and pools between the ob­serv­er and the ho­ri­zon, there is fre­quently a great deal of mirage, and the vis­ible ho­ri­zon may be miraged up sev­er­al minutes. This will re­duce the alti­tude ob­served, and cor­rec­tions on this ac­count are prac­tic­ally im­possible to ap­ply. This er­ror may be coun­ter­bal­anced to some ex­tent by pair­ing ob­ser­va­tions as de­scribed above, but it by no means fol­lows that the mirage ef­fect will be the same in the two dir­ec­tions. Then again, dur­ing the sum­mer months, no stars will be vis­ible, and ob­ser­va­tions for lat­it­ude will have to de­pend on a single noon sight of the sun. If the sun is vis­ible at mid­night its alti­tude will be too low for ac­cur­ate ob­ser­va­tions, and in any case at­mo­spher­ic con­di­tions will be quite dif­fer­ent from those pre­vail­ing at noon. In the Ant­arc­tic, there­fore, con­di­tions are pe­cu­li­arly dif­fi­cult for get­ting really ac­cur­ate ob­ser­va­tions, and it is ne­ces­sary to re­duce the prob­ab­il­ity of er­ror in a single ob­ser­va­tion as much as pos­sible. When pos­sible, ob­ser­va­tions of the alti­tude of a star or of the sun should be taken with the theodol­ite, since the alti­tude is re­ferred to the spir­it-level of the in­stru­ment, and is in­de­pend­ent of any ap­par­ent ho­ri­zon. Dur­ing the drift of the En­dur­ance both means of ob­ser­va­tion were gen­er­ally em­ployed. A com­par­is­on of the res­ults showed an agree­ment between sex­tant and theodol­ite, with­in the er­rors of the in­stru­ment if the tem­per­at­ure was above about 20° F. At lower tem­per­at­ures there were fre­quently dis­crep­an­cies which could gen­er­ally be at­trib­uted to the mirage ef­fects de­scribed above.

				As the En­dur­ance was car­ried by the ice-drift well to the west of the Wed­dell Sea, to­wards the po­s­i­tion of the sup­posed Mor­rell Land, the ac­cur­ate de­term­in­a­tion of lon­git­ude be­came a mat­ter of mo­ment in view of the con­tro­versy as to the ex­ist­ence of this land. Dur­ing a long voy­age lat­it­ude can al­ways be de­term­ined with about the same ac­cur­acy, the ac­cur­acy merely de­pend­ing on the close­ness with which alti­tudes can be meas­ured. In the case of lon­git­ude mat­ters are rather dif­fer­ent. The usu­al meth­od em­ployed con­sists in the de­term­in­a­tion of the loc­al time by as­tro­nom­ic­al ob­ser­va­tions, and the com­par­is­on of this time with Green­wich time, as shown by the ship’s chro­no­met­er, an ac­cur­ate know­ledge of the er­rors and rate of the chro­no­met­er be­ing re­quired. Dur­ing the voy­age of the En­dur­ance about fif­teen months elapsed dur­ing which no check on the chro­no­met­ers could be ob­tained by the ob­ser­va­tion of known land, and had no oth­er check been ap­plied there would have been the prob­ab­il­ity of large er­rors in the lon­git­udes. For the pur­pose of check­ing the chro­no­met­ers a num­ber of ob­ser­va­tions of oc­culta­tions were ob­served dur­ing the winter of 1915. An oc­culta­tion is really the ec­lipse of a star by the moon. A num­ber of such ec­lipses oc­cur monthly, and are tab­u­lated in the Naut­ic­al Al­man­ac. From the data giv­en there it is pos­sible to com­pute the Green­wich time at which the phe­nomen­on ought to oc­cur for an ob­serv­er situ­ated at any place on the earth, provided his po­s­i­tion is known with­in a few miles, which will al­ways be the case. The time of dis­ap­pear­ance of the star by the chro­no­met­er to be cor­rec­ted is noted. The ac­tu­al Green­wich time of the oc­cur­rence is cal­cu­lated, and the er­ror of the chro­no­met­er is thus de­term­ined. With or­din­ary care the chro­no­met­er er­ror can be de­term­ined in this way to with­in a few seconds, which is ac­cur­ate enough for pur­poses of nav­ig­a­tion. The prin­cip­al dif­fi­culties of this meth­od lie in the fact that com­par­at­ively few oc­culta­tions oc­cur, and those which do oc­cur are usu­ally of stars of the fifth mag­nitude or lower. In the Ant­arc­tic, con­di­tions for ob­serving oc­culta­tion are rather fa­vour­able dur­ing the winter, since fifth-mag­nitude stars can be seen with a small tele­scope at any time dur­ing the twenty-four hours if the sky is clear, and the moon is also of­ten above the ho­ri­zon for a large frac­tion of the time. In the sum­mer, how­ever, the meth­od is quite im­possible, since, for some months, stars are not to be seen.

				No chro­no­met­er check could be ap­plied un­til June 1915. On June 24 a series of four oc­culta­tions were ob­served; and the res­ults of the ob­ser­va­tions showed an er­ror in lon­git­ude of a whole de­gree. In Ju­ly, Au­gust, and Septem­ber fur­ther oc­culta­tions were ob­served, and a fairly re­li­able rate was worked out for the chro­no­met­ers and watches. After the crush­ing of the ship on Oc­to­ber 27, 1915, no fur­ther oc­culta­tions were ob­served, but the cal­cu­lated rates for the watches were em­ployed, and the lon­git­ude de­duced, us­ing these rates on March 23, 1916, was only about 10′ of arc in er­ror, judging by the ob­ser­va­tions of Join­ville Land made on that day. It is thus fairly cer­tain that no large er­ror can have been made in the de­term­in­a­tion of the po­s­i­tion of the En­dur­ance at any time dur­ing the drift, and her course can be taken as known with great­er cer­tainty than is usu­ally the case in a voy­age of such length.

			
			
				
					South Atlantic Whales and Whaling

					By Robert S. Clark, M.A., B. Sc., Lieut. R.N.V.R.

				
				Mod­ern whal­ing meth­ods were in­tro­duced in­to sub-Ant­arc­tic seas in 1904, and op­er­a­tions com­menced in the fol­low­ing year at South Geor­gia. So suc­cess­ful was the ini­tial ven­ture that sev­er­al com­pan­ies were floated, and the fish­ing area was ex­ten­ded to the South Sh­et­lands, the South Orkneys, and as far as 67° S. along the west­ern coast of Gra­ham Land. This area lies with­in the De­pend­en­cies of the Falk­land Is­lands, and is un­der the con­trol of the Brit­ish Gov­ern­ment, and its geo­graph­ic­al po­s­i­tion of­fers ex­cep­tion­al op­por­tun­it­ies for the suc­cess­ful pro­sec­u­tion of the in­dustry by provid­ing a suf­fi­cient num­ber of safe an­chor­ages and widely sep­ar­ated is­lands, where shore sta­tions have been es­tab­lished. The De­pend­en­cies of the Falk­land Is­lands lie roughly with­in lat­it­ude 50° and 65° S. and lon­git­ude 25° and 70° W., and in­clude the Falk­land Is­lands, South Geor­gia, South Sand­wich, South Orkney, and South Sh­et­land Is­lands, and part of Gra­ham Land.

				The in­dustry is pros­per­ous, and the products al­ways find a ready mar­ket. In this sub-Ant­arc­tic area alone, the res­ult­ing products more than doubled the world’s sup­ply. The total value of the Falk­land Is­land De­pend­en­cies in 1913 amoun­ted to £1,252,432, in 1914 to £1,300,978, in 1915 to £1,333,401, and in 1916 to £1,774,570. This has res­ul­ted chiefly from the mar­ket­ing of whale oil and the byproduct, guano, and rep­res­ents for each total a sea­son’s cap­ture of sev­er­al thou­sand whales. In 1916, the num­ber of whales cap­tured in this area was 11,860, which in­cluded 6,000 for South Geor­gia alone. Whale oil, which is now the product of most eco­nom­ic value in the whal­ing in­dustry, is pro­duced in four grades (some com­pan­ies adding a fifth). These are Nos. 0, I, II, III, IV, which in 1913 sold at £24, £22, £20, and £18 re­spect­ively per ton, net weight, bar­rels in­cluded (there are six bar­rels to a ton). The 1919 prices have in­creased to

				
					£72 10s. per ton (bar­rels in­cluded) less 2½ per­cent.

					£68 per ton (bar­rels in­cluded) less 2½ per­cent.

					£65 per ton (bar­rels in­cluded) less 2½ per­cent.

					£63 per ton (bar­rels in­cluded) less 2½ per­cent.

				

				Whale oil can be read­ily trans­formed in­to gly­cer­ine: it is used in the man­u­fac­ture of soap, and quite re­cently, both in this coun­try and in Nor­way, it has been re­fined by means of a simple harden­ing pro­cess in­to a highly pal­at­able and nu­tri­tious mar­gar­ine. War­time con­di­tions em­phas­ized the im­port­ance of the whale oil, and for­tu­nately the sup­ply was fairly con­stant for the pro­duc­tion of the enorm­ous quant­it­ies of gly­cer­ine re­quired by the coun­try in the man­u­fac­ture of ex­plos­ives. In re­la­tion to the food sup­ply, it was no less im­port­ant in sav­ing the coun­try from a “fat” fam­ine, when the coun­try was con­fron­ted with the short­age of ve­get­able and oth­er an­im­al oils. The pro­duc­tion of guano, bone­meal, and flesh-meal may pay off the run­ning ex­penses of a whal­ing-sta­tion, but their value lies, per­haps, more in their in­di­vidu­al prop­er­ties. Flesh-meal makes up in­to cattle-cake, which forms an ex­cel­lent fat­ten­ing food for cattle, while bone­meal and guano are very ef­fect­ive fer­til­izers. Guano is the meat—gen­er­ally the residue of dis­til­la­tion—which goes through a pro­cess of dry­ing and dis­in­teg­ra­tion, and is mixed with the crushed bone in the pro­por­tion of two parts flesh to one part bone. This is done chiefly at the shore sta­tions, and, to a less ex­tent on float­ing factor­ies, though so far on the lat­ter it has not proved very prof­it­able. Whale flesh, though slightly greasy per­haps and of strong fla­vour, is quite pal­at­able, and at South Geor­gia, it made a wel­come ad­di­tion to our bill of fare—the flesh of the hump back be­ing used. A large sup­ply of whale flesh was “shipped” as food for the dogs on the jour­ney South, and this was eaten raven­ously. It is in­ter­est­ing to note also the suc­cess­ful rear­ing of pigs at South Geor­gia—chiefly, if not en­tirely, on the whale products. The whale­bone or baleen plates, which at one time formed the most valu­able art­icle of the Arc­tic fish­ery, may here be re­garded as of sec­ond­ary im­port­ance. The baleen plates of the south­ern right whale reach only a length of about 7 ft., and have been val­ued at £750 per ton, but the num­ber of these whales cap­tured is very small in­deed. In the case of the oth­er whale­bone whales, the baleen plates are much smal­ler and of in­feri­or qual­ity—the baleen of the sei whale prob­ably ex­cep­ted, and this only makes about £85 per ton, Sperm whales have been taken at South Geor­gia and the South Sh­et­lands, but nev­er in any quant­ity, be­ing more nu­mer­ous in warm­er areas. The products and their value are too well known to be re­peated.

				The En­dur­ance reached South Geor­gia on Novem­ber 5, 1914, and anchored in King Ed­ward Cove, Cum­ber­land Bay, off Grytviken, the shore sta­tion of the Ar­gen­tina Pesca Com­pany. Dur­ing the month’s stay at the is­land a con­sid­er­able amount of time was de­voted to a study of the whales and the whal­ing in­dustry, in the in­ter­vals of the gen­er­al routine of ex­ped­i­tion work, and sim­ul­tan­eously with oth­er stud­ies on the gen­er­al life of this in­ter­est­ing sub-Ant­arc­tic is­land. Vis­its were made to six of the sev­en ex­ist­ing sta­tions, ob­ser­va­tions were made on the whales landed, and use­ful in­sight was gathered as to the gen­er­al work­ing of the in­dustry.

				From South Geor­gia the track of the En­dur­ance lay in a dir­ect line to the South Sand­wich Group, between Saun­ders and Candlemas Is­lands. Then south­east­erly and south­erly courses were steered to the Coats’ Land bar­ri­er, along which we steamed for a few hun­dred miles un­til forced west­ward, when we were un­for­tu­nately held up in about lat. 76° 34′ S. and long. 37° 30′ W. on Janu­ary 19, 1915, by enorm­ous masses of heavy pack-ice. The ship drif­ted to lat. 76° 59′ S., long. 37° 47′ W. on March 19, 1915, and then west and north un­til crushed in lat. 69° 5′ S. and long. 51° 30′ W. on Oc­to­ber 26, 1915. We con­tin­ued drift­ing gradu­ally north, afloat on ice-floes, past Gra­ham Land and Join­ville Is­land, and fi­nally took to the boats on April 9, 1916, and reached Ele­phant Is­land on April 15. The Falk­land Is­land De­pend­en­cies were thus prac­tic­ally cir­cum­nav­ig­ated, and it may be in­ter­est­ing to com­pare the re­cords of whales seen in the re­gion out­side and to the south of this area with the re­cords and the per­cent­age of each spe­cies cap­tured in the in­tens­ive fish­ing area.

				The most pro­duct­ive part of the South At­lantic lies south of lat­it­ude 50° S., where act­ive op­er­a­tions ex­tend to and even bey­ond the Ant­arc­tic circle. It ap­pears to be the gen­er­al rule in Ant­arc­tic wa­ters that whales are more nu­mer­ous the closer the as­so­ci­ation with ice con­di­tions, and there seems to be reas­on­able grounds for sup­pos­ing that this may ex­plain the com­par­at­ively few whales sighted by Ex­ped­i­tions which have ex­plored the more north­erly and more open seas, while the whalers them­selves have even as­ser­ted that their poor sea­sons have nearly al­ways co­in­cided with the ab­sence of ice, or with poor ice con­di­tions. At all events, those Ex­ped­i­tions which have pen­et­rated far south and well in­to the pack-ice have, without ex­cep­tion, re­por­ted the pres­ence of whales in large num­bers, even in the farthest south lat­it­udes, so that our know­ledge of the oc­cur­rence of whales in the Ant­arc­tic has been largely de­rived from these Ex­ped­i­tions, whose main ob­ject was either the dis­cov­ery of new land or the Pole it­self. The largest num­ber of Ant­arc­tic Ex­ped­i­tions has con­cen­trated on the two areas of the South At­lantic and the Ross Sea, and the re­cords of the oc­cur­rences of whales have, in con­sequence, been con­cen­trated in these two loc­al­it­ies. In the in­ter­ven­ing areas, how­ever, Ex­ped­i­tions, not­ably the Bel­gica on the west­ern side and the Gauss on the east­ern side of the Ant­arc­tic con­tin­ent, have re­por­ted whales in mod­er­ately large num­bers, so that the stock is by no means con­fined to the two areas above men­tioned.

				The ef­fect­ive fish­ing area may be as­sumed to lie with­in a ra­di­us of a hun­dred miles from each shore sta­tion and float­ing-fact­ory an­chor­age, and a rough es­tim­ate of all the Falk­land sta­tions works out at 160,000 square miles. The total for the whole Falk­land area is about 2,000,000 square miles, which is roughly less than a sixth of the total Ant­arc­tic sea area. The ques­tion then arises as to how far the “catch per­cent­age” dur­ing the short fish­ing sea­son af­fects the total stock, but so far one can only con­jec­ture as to the ac­tu­al res­ults from a com­par­is­on of the num­bers seen, chiefly by sci­entif­ic and oth­er Ex­ped­i­tions, in areas out­side the in­tens­ive fish­ing area with the num­bers and per­cent­age of each spe­cies cap­tured in the in­tens­ive fish­ing area. Suf­fi­cient evid­ence, how­ever, seems to point quite def­in­itely to one spe­cies—the hump­back—be­ing in danger of ex­term­in­a­tion, but the blue and fin whales—the oth­er two spe­cies of ror­quals which form the bulk of the cap­tures—ap­pear to be as fre­quent now as they have ever been.

				The whales cap­tured at the vari­ous whal­ing-sta­tions of the Falk­land area are con­fined largely to three spe­cies—blue whale (Ba­laen­op­tera mus­cu­lus), fin whale (Ba­laen­op­tera physal­is), and hump­back (Megaptera nodosa); sperm whales (Physeter cat­o­don) and right whales (Ba­laena gla­cial­is) be­ing only oc­ca­sion­al and rare cap­tures, while the sei whale (Ba­laen­op­tera boreal­is) ap­peared in the cap­tures at South Geor­gia in 1913, and now forms a large per­cent­age of the cap­tures at the Falk­land Is­lands. Dur­ing the earli­er years of whal­ing at South Geor­gia, and up to the fish­ing sea­son 1910–11, hump­backs formed prac­tic­ally the total catch. In 1912–13 the fol­low­ing were the per­cent­ages for the three ror­quals in the cap­tures at South Geor­gia and South Sh­et­lands:

				Hump­back 38 per­cent, fin whale 36 per­cent, blue whale 20 per­cent. Of late years the per­cent­ages have altered con­sid­er­ably, blue whales and fin whales pre­dom­in­at­ing, hump­backs de­creas­ing rap­idly. In 1915, the South Geor­gia Whal­ing Com­pany (Messrs. Salvesen, Leith) cap­tured 1085 whales, con­sist­ing of 15 per­cent hump­back, 25 per­cent fin whales, 58 per­cent blue whales, and 2 right whales. In the same year the cap­tures of three com­pan­ies at the South Sh­et­lands gave 1512 whales, and the per­cent­ages worked out at 12 per­cent hump­backs, 42 per­cent fin whales, and 45 per­cent blue whales. In 1919, the South­ern Whal­ing and Seal­ing Com­pany cap­tured (at Strom­ness, South Geor­gia) 529 whales, of which 2 per­cent were hump­backs, 51 per­cent fin whales, and 45 per­cent blue whales. These cap­tures do not rep­res­ent the total catch, but are suf­fi­ciently re­li­able to show how the spe­cies are af­fected. The re­duc­tion in num­bers of the hump­back is very no­tice­able, and even al­low­ing for the pos­sible in­crease in size of gear for the cap­ture of the lar­ger and more luc­rat­ive blue and fin whales, there is suf­fi­cient evid­ence to war­rant the fears that the hump­back stock is threatened with ex­tinc­tion.

				In the im­me­di­ate north­ern areas—in the re­gion from lat­it­ude 50° S. north­ward to the equat­or, which is re­garded as next in im­port­ance quant­it­at­ively to the sub-Ant­arc­tic, though noth­ing like be­ing so pro­duct­ive, the cap­tures are use­ful for a com­par­at­ive study in dis­tri­bu­tion. At Saldanha Bay, Cape Colony, in 1912, 131 whales were cap­tured and the per­cent­ages were as fol­lows: 35 per­cent hump­back, 13 per­cent fin whale, 4 per­cent blue whale, 46 per­cent sei whale, while near­er the equat­or, at Port Al­ex­an­der, the total cap­ture was 322 whales, and the per­cent­ages gave 98 per­cent hump­back, and only 2 cap­tures each of fin and sei whales. In 1914, at South Africa (chiefly Saldanha Bay and Durb­an), out of a total of 839 whales 60 per­cent were hump­back, 25 per­cent fin whales, and 13 per­cent blue whales. In 1916, out of a total of 853 whales 10 per­cent were hump­back, 13 per­cent fin whales, 6 per­cent blue whales, 68 per­cent sperm whales, and 1 per­cent sei whales. In Chilean wa­ters, in 1916, a total of 327 whales gave 31 per­cent hump­backs, 24 per­cent fin whales, 26 per­cent blue whales, 12 per­cent sperm whales, and 5 right whales. There seems then to be a def­in­ite in­ter­re­la­tion between the two areas. The same spe­cies of whales are cap­tured, and the peri­ods of cap­ture al­tern­ate with per­fect reg­u­lar­ity, the fish­ing sea­son oc­cur­ring from the end of Novem­ber to April in the sub-Ant­arc­tic and from May to Novem­ber in the sub­trop­ics. A few of the com­pan­ies, how­ever, carry on op­er­a­tions to a lim­ited ex­tent at South Geor­gia and at the Falk­land is­lands dur­ing the south­ern winter, but the fish­ing is by no means a prof­it­able un­der­tak­ing, though prov­ing the pres­ence of whales in this area dur­ing the winter months.

				The mi­gra­tions of whales are in­flu­enced by two causes:

				(1) The dis­tri­bu­tion of their food-sup­ply;

				(2) The po­s­i­tion of their breed­ing-grounds.

				In the Ant­arc­tic, dur­ing the sum­mer months, there is present in the sea an abund­ance of plant and an­im­al life, and whales which feed on the small plank­ton or­gan­isms are cor­res­pond­ingly nu­mer­ous, but in winter this state of things is re­versed, and whales are poorly rep­res­en­ted or ab­sent, at least in the high­er lat­it­udes. Dur­ing the drift of the En­dur­ance samples of plank­ton were taken al­most daily dur­ing an Ant­arc­tic sum­mer and winter. From Decem­ber to March, a few minutes haul of a tow-net at the sur­face was suf­fi­cient to choke up the meshes with the plant and an­im­al life, but this abund­ance of sur­face life broke off ab­ruptly in April, and sub­sequent hauls con­tained very small or­gan­isms un­til the re­turn of day­light and the open­ing up of the pack-ice. The lower wa­ter strata, down to about 100 fathoms, were only a little more pro­duct­ive, and Eu­phausi­ae were taken in the hauls—though spar­ingly. Dur­ing the winter spent at Ele­phant Is­land, our total catch of gentoo pen­guins amoun­ted to 1,436 for the peri­od April 15 to Au­gust 30, 1916. All these birds were cut up, the liv­ers and hearts were ex­trac­ted for food, and the skins were used as fuel. At the same time the stom­achs were in­vari­ably ex­amined, and a re­cord kept of the con­tents. The largest pro­por­tion of these con­tained the small crus­ta­cean Eu­phausia, and this gen­er­ally to the ex­clu­sion of oth­er forms. Oc­ca­sion­ally, how­ever, small fish were re­cor­ded. The quant­ity of Eu­phausi­ae present in most of the stom­achs was enorm­ous for the size of the birds. These pen­guins were mi­grat­ing, and came ashore only when the bays were clear of ice, as there were sev­er­al peri­ods of four­teen con­sec­ut­ive days when the bays and the sur­round­ing sea were covered over with a thick com­pact mass of ice-floes, and then pen­guins were en­tirely ab­sent. Eu­phausi­ae, then, seem to be present in suf­fi­cient quant­ity in cer­tain, if not in all, sub-Ant­arc­tic wa­ters dur­ing the south­ern winter. We may as­sume then that the mi­gra­tion to the south, dur­ing the Ant­arc­tic sum­mer, is def­in­itely in search of food. Ob­ser­va­tions have proved the ex­ist­ence of a north­ern mi­gra­tion, and it seems highly im­prob­able that this should also be in search of food, but rather for breed­ing pur­poses, and it seems that the whales se­lect the more tem­per­ate re­gions for the bring­ing forth of their young. This view is strengthened by the stat­ist­ic­al foet­al re­cords, which show the pair­ing takes place in the north­ern areas, that the foetus is car­ried by the moth­er dur­ing the south­ern mi­gra­tion to the Ant­arc­tic, and that the calves are born in the more con­geni­al wa­ters north of the sub-Ant­arc­tic area. We have still to prove, how­ever, the pos­sib­il­ity of a cir­cum­polar mi­gra­tion, and we are quite in the dark as to the num­ber of whales that re­main in sub-Ant­arc­tic areas dur­ing the South­ern winter.

				The fol­low­ing is a rough clas­si­fic­a­tion of whales, with spe­cial ref­er­ence to those known to oc­cur in the South At­lantic:

				
					
						
								1. Whale­bone Whales (Mys­ta­co­ceti)
						

					
					
						
								
								Right whales

								(Ba­laen­id­ae)

							
								
								
								Ror­quals

								(Ba­laen­op­ter­id­ae)

							
						

						
								
								South­ern right whale

								(Ba­laena gla­cial­is)

							
								
								Fin­ner whales (Ba­laen­op­tera)

							
								
								Hump­back

								(Megaptera nodosa)

							
						

						
								
								
								Blue whale (B. mus­cu­lus)

							
								
						

						
								
								
								Fin whale (B. physal­is)

							
								
						

						
								
								
								Sei whale (B. boreal­is)

							
								
						

						
								
								
								Piked whale (B. acutorostrata)

							
								
						

						
								
								
								Bryde’s whale (B. bry­dei)

							
								
						

					
				

				
					
						
								2. Toothed Whales (Odon­to­ceti)
						

					
					
						
								
								Sperm whale

								(Physeter cat­o­don)

							
								
								Beaked whales (in­clud­ing bot­tlen­ose whales)

								(Hyper­oodon rostratus)

							
								
								Dol­phins

							
						

						
								
								
								
								(1) Killer

								(Or­cinus orca)

							
						

						
								
								
								
								(2) Black Fish

								(Globi­ceph­alus melas)

							
						

						
								
								
								
								(3) Por­poises

								(La­gen­o­rhynchus sp.)

							
						

					
				

				The sub­di­vi­sion of whale­bone whales is one of de­gree in the size of the whale­bone. These whales have enorm­ously mus­cu­lar tongues, which press the wa­ter through the whale­bone lamel­lae and thus, by a fil­ter­ing pro­cess, re­tain the small food or­gan­isms. The food of the whale­bone whales is largely the small crus­ta­cea which oc­cur in the plank­ton, though some whales (hump­back, fin whales, and sei whales) feed also on fish. The stom­achs ex­amined at South Geor­gia dur­ing Decem­ber 1914, be­longed to the three spe­cies, hump­backs, fin whales, and blue whales, and all con­tained small crus­ta­cea—Eu­phausi­ae, with a mix­ture of am­phi­pods. The toothed whales—sperms and bot­tlen­oses—are known to live on squids, and that there is an abund­ance of this type of food in the Wed­dell Sea was proved by an ex­am­in­a­tion of pen­guin and seal stom­achs. Em­per­or pen­guins (and hun­dreds of these were ex­amined) were in­vari­ably found to con­tain Ceph­alo­pod “beaks,” while large, partly di­ges­ted squids were of­ten ob­served in Wed­dell seals. A dorsal fin is present in the ror­quals but ab­sent in right whales. With oth­er char­ac­ters, not­ably the size of the an­im­al, it serves as a ready mark of iden­ti­fic­a­tion, but is oc­ca­sion­ally con­fus­ing ow­ing to the vari­ation in shape in some of the spe­cies.

				With the ex­cep­tion of sev­er­al schools of por­poises very few whales were seen dur­ing the out­ward voy­age. Not till we ap­proached the Falk­land area did they ap­pear in any num­bers. Four small schools of fin whales and a few hump­backs were sighted on Oc­to­ber 28 and 29, 1914, in lat. 38° 01′ S., long. 55° 03′ W. and in lat. 40° 35′ S., long. 53° 11′ W., while Globi­ceph­alus melas was seen only once, in lat. 45° 17′ S., long. 48° 58′ W., on Oc­to­ber 31, 1914. At South Geor­gia, the whales cap­tured at the vari­ous sta­tions in Decem­ber 1914, were blue whales, fin whales, and hump­backs (ar­ranged re­spect­ively ac­cord­ing to num­bers cap­tured). Dur­ing the fish­ing sea­son 1914–15 (from Decem­ber to March) in the area covered—South Geor­gia to the South Sand­wich Is­lands and along Coats’ Land to the head of the Wed­dell Sea—the re­cords of whales were by no means nu­mer­ous. Two re­cords only could with cer­tainty be as­signed to the hump­back, and these were in the neigh­bour­hood of the South Sand­wich Is­lands. Pack-ice was entered in lat. 59° 55′ S., long. 18° 28′ W., and blue whales were re­cor­ded daily un­til about 65° S. Between lat. 65° 43′ S., long. 17° 30′ W., on Decem­ber 27, 1914, and lat. 69° 59′ S., long. 17° 31′ W., on Janu­ary 3, 1915, no whales were seen. On Janu­ary 4, how­ever, in lat. 69° 59′ S., long. 17° 36′ W., two large sperm whales ap­peared close ahead of the ship in fairly open wa­ter, and were mak­ing west­ward. They re­mained suf­fi­ciently long on the sur­face to render their iden­ti­fic­a­tion easy. Farther south, blue whales were only seen oc­ca­sion­ally, and fin whales could only be iden­ti­fied in one or two cases. Killers, how­ever, were nu­mer­ous, and the less­er piked whale was quite fre­quent. There was no doubt about the iden­tity of this lat­ter spe­cies as it of­ten came close along­side the ship. From April to Septem­ber (in­clus­ive) the sea was frozen over (with the ex­cep­tion of loc­al “leads”), and whales were found to be ab­sent. In Oc­to­ber whales again made their ap­pear­ance, and from then on­wards they were a daily oc­cur­rence. Iden­ti­fic­a­tion of the spe­cies, how­ever, was a dif­fi­cult mat­ter, for the En­dur­ance was crushed and had sunk, and ob­ser­va­tions were only pos­sible from the ice-floe, or later on from the boats. The high ver­tic­al “spout” open­ing out in­to a dense spray was of­ten vis­ible, and de­noted the pres­ence of blue and fin whales. The less­er piked whale again ap­peared in the “leads” close to our “camp” floe, and was eas­ily iden­ti­fied. An ex­cep­tion­al op­por­tun­ity was presen­ted to us on Decem­ber 6, 1915, when a school of eight bot­tlen­ose whales (Hyper­oodon rostratus) ap­peared in small “pool” along­side “Ocean” Camp in lat. 67° 47′ S., long. 52° 18′ W. These ranged from about 20 ft. to a little over 30 ft. in length, and were of a uni­form dark dun col­our—the large spe­ci­mens hav­ing a dull yel­low ap­pear­ance. There were no white spots. At the edge of the pack-ice dur­ing the first half of April 1916, about lat. 62° S. and long. 54° W. (en­trance to Brans­field Strait), whales were ex­ceed­ingly nu­mer­ous, and these were chiefly fin whales, though a few seemed to be sei whales. It is in­ter­est­ing to note that the fish­ing sea­son 1915–1916 was ex­cep­tion­ally pro­duct­ive—no less than 11,860 whales hav­ing been cap­tured in the Falk­land area alone.

				The South At­lantic whal­ing in­dustry, then, has reached a crit­ic­al stage in de­vel­op­ment. It is now de­pend­ent on the cap­tures of the large fin and blue whales, hump­backs hav­ing been rap­idly re­duced in num­bers, so that the total stock ap­pears to have been af­fected. With re­gard to the oth­er spe­cies, the south­ern right whale has nev­er been abund­ant in the cap­tures, the sperm whale and the sei whale have shown a good deal of sea­son­al vari­ation, though nev­er nu­mer­ous, and the bot­tlen­ose and less­er piked whale have so far not been hunted, ex­cept in the case of the lat­ter for hu­man food. The vig­or­ous slaughter of whales both in the sub-Ant­arc­tic and in the sub­trop­ics, for the one area re­acts on the oth­er, calls for uni­ver­sal le­gis­la­tion to pro­tect the whales from early com­mer­cial ex­tinc­tion, and the in­dustry, which is of world­wide eco­nom­ic im­port­ance, from hav­ing to be aban­doned. The Brit­ish Gov­ern­ment, with the con­trol of the world’s best fish­er­ies, is thor­oughly alive to the situ­ation, and an In­ter­de­part­ment­al Com­mit­tee, un­der the dir­ec­tion of the Co­lo­ni­al Of­fice, is at present de­vis­ing a work­able scheme for suit­able le­gis­la­tion for the pro­tec­tion of the whales and for the wel­fare of the in­dustry.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					
						Appendix
						II
					

					The Ex­ped­i­tion Huts at McMurdo Sound

				
				By Sir E. H. Shack­leton

			
			The fol­low­ing notes are de­signed for the be­ne­fit of fu­ture ex­plorers who may make McMurdo Sound a base for in­land op­er­a­tions, and to clear any in­ac­curacies or am­bi­gu­ities con­cern­ing the his­tory, oc­cu­pa­tion, and state of these huts.

			
				The National Antarctic Expedition’s Hut at Hut Point—The Head of McMurdo Sound

				This hut was con­struc­ted by Cap­tain Scott in 1902, by the Ex­ped­i­tion sent out by the Roy­al Geo­graph­ic­al So­ci­ety, the Roy­al So­ci­ety, the Gov­ern­ment, and by private sub­scrip­tion. Cap­tain Robert F. Scott was ap­poin­ted to the com­mand of the Ex­ped­i­tion. I served as Third Lieu­ten­ant un­til Feb­ru­ary 1903, when I was in­val­ided home through a broken blood ves­sel in the lungs, the dir­ect res­ult of scurvy con­trac­ted on the South­ern jour­ney. The Dis­cov­ery hut was a large strong build­ing, but was so draughty and cold in com­par­is­on with the ship, which was moored one hun­dred yards away, that it was, dur­ing the first year, nev­er used for liv­ing quar­ters. Its sole use was as a store­house, and a large sup­ply of rough stores, such as flour, co­coa, cof­fee, bis­cuit, and tinned meat, was left there in the event of its be­ing used as a place of re­treat should any dis­aster over­take the ship. Dur­ing the second year oc­ca­sion­al parties camped in­side the hut, but no bunks or per­man­ent sleep­ing quar­ters were ever erec­ted. The dis­com­fort of the hut was a by­word on the Ex­ped­i­tion, but it formed an ex­cel­lent de­pot and start­ing-point for all parties pro­ceed­ing to the south.

				When the Dis­cov­ery fi­nally left McMurdo Sound, the hut was stripped of all gear, in­clud­ing the stove, but there was left be­hind a large de­pot of the stores men­tioned above. I was not aware of this un­til I re­turned to McMurdo Sound in Feb­ru­ary 1908, when I sent Adams, Joyce, and Wild across to the hut whilst the Nim­rod was ly­ing off the ice.

				On the re­turn of the party they re­por­ted that the door had been burst open, evid­ently by a south­erly bliz­zard, and was jammed by snow out­side and in, so they made an en­trance through one of the lee win­dows. They found the hut prac­tic­ally clear of snow, and the struc­ture quite in­tact. I used the hut in the spring, i.e. Septem­ber and Oc­to­ber 1908, as a store­house for the large amount of equip­ment, food, and oil that we were to take on the South­ern jour­ney. We built a sort of liv­ing-room out of the cases of pro­vi­sions, and swept out the debris. The South­ern Party elec­ted to sleep there be­fore the start, but the sup­port­ing party slept out­side in the tents, as they con­sidered it warm­er.

				We still con­tin­ued to use the lee win­dow as means of in­gress and egress to avoid con­tinu­al shov­el­ling away of the snow, which would be ne­ces­sary as every south­erly bliz­zard blocked up the main en­trance. The vari­ous de­pot parties made use of the hut for re­plen­ish­ing their stores, which had been sledged from my own hut to Hut Point. On the night of March 3, 1909, I ar­rived with the South­ern Party, with a sick man, hav­ing been ab­sent on the march 128 days. Our po­s­i­tion was bad, as the ship was north of us. We tried to burn the Mag­net­ic Hut in the hope of at­tract­ing at­ten­tion from the ship, but were not able to get it to light. We fi­nally man­aged to light a flare of carbide, and the ship came down to us in a bliz­zard, and all were safely aboard at 1 a.m. on March 4, 1909. Be­fore leav­ing the hut we jammed the win­dow up with baulks of tim­ber, to the best of our abil­ity, in the storm and dark­ness. The hut was used again by the Ross Sea Sec­tion of this last Ex­ped­i­tion. The snow was cleared out and ex­tra stores were placed in it. From re­ports I have re­ceived the Dis­cov­ery Hut was in as good con­di­tion in 1917 as it was in 1902.

				The stores placed there in 1902 are in­tact. There are a few cases of ex­tra pro­vi­sions and oil in the hut, but no sleep­ing gear, or ac­com­mod­a­tion, nor stoves, and it must not be looked upon as any­thing else than a shel­ter and a most use­ful pied-à-terre for the start of any South­ern jour­ney. No stores nor any equip­ment have been taken from it dur­ing either of my two Ex­ped­i­tions.

			
			
				Cape Royds Hut

				For sev­er­al reas­ons, when I went in­to McMurdo Sound in 1908 in com­mand of my own Ex­ped­i­tion, known as the Brit­ish Ant­arc­tic Ex­ped­i­tion, after hav­ing failed to land on King Ed­ward VII Land, I de­cided to build our hut at Cape Royds—a small promon­tory twenty-three miles north of Hut Point. Here the whole shore party lived in com­fort through the winter of 1908. When spring came stores were sledged to Hut Point, so that should the sea-ice break up early between these two places we might not be left in an awk­ward po­s­i­tion. After the re­turn of the South­ern Party we went dir­ect north to civil­iz­a­tion, so I nev­er vis­ited my hut again. I had left, how­ever, full in­struc­tions with Pro­fess­or Dav­id as to the care of the hut, and be­fore the whole Ex­ped­i­tion left, the hut was put in or­der. A let­ter was pinned in a con­spicu­ous place in­side, stat­ing that there were suf­fi­cient pro­vi­sions and equip­ment to last fif­teen men for one year, in­dic­at­ing also the de­tails of these pro­vi­sions and the po­s­i­tion of the coal store. The stove was in good con­di­tion, and the let­ter ended with an in­vit­a­tion for any suc­ceed­ing party to make what use they re­quired of stores and hut. The hut was then locked and the key nailed on the door in a con­spicu­ous place. From the re­port of Cap­tain Scott’s last Ex­ped­i­tion the hut was in good con­di­tion, and from a still later re­port from the Ross Sea side of this present Ex­ped­i­tion, the hut was still in­tact.

			
			
				Cape Evans Hut

				This large and com­mo­di­ous hut was con­struc­ted by Cap­tain Scott at Cape Evans on his last Ex­ped­i­tion. The party lived in it in com­fort, and it was left well sup­plied with stores in the way of food and oil, and a cer­tain amount of coal. Sev­er­al of the sci­entif­ic staff of this present Ex­ped­i­tion were ashore in it, when the Au­rora, which was to have been the per­man­ent winter quar­ters, broke adrift in May 1915, and went north with the ice. The hut be­came the per­man­ent liv­ing quar­ters for the ten ma­rooned men, and thanks to the stores they were able to sus­tain life in com­par­at­ive com­fort, sup­ple­ment­ing these stores from my hut at Cape Royds. In Janu­ary 1917, after I had res­cued the sur­viv­ors, I had the hut put in or­der and locked up.

				To sum up, there are three avail­able huts in McMurdo Sound.

				
						
						The Dis­cov­ery Hut with a cer­tain amount of rough stores, and only of use as a point of de­par­ture for the South.

					

						
						Cape Royds Hut with a large amount of gen­er­al stores, but no cloth­ing or equip­ment now.

					

						
						Cape Evans Hut with a large amount of stores, but no cloth­ing or equip­ment and only a few sledges.

					

				

			
			
				Depots South of Hut Point

				In spite of the fact that sev­er­al de­pots have been laid to the south of Hut Point on the Bar­ri­er, the last be­ing at the Gap (the en­trance to the Beard­more Gla­ci­er), no fu­ture Ex­ped­i­tion should de­pend on them as the heavy snow­fall ob­lit­er­ates them com­pletely. There is no re­cord of the de­pots of any Ex­ped­i­tion be­ing made use of by any sub­sequent Ex­ped­i­tion. No party in any of my Ex­ped­i­tions has used any de­pot laid down by a pre­vi­ous Ex­ped­i­tion.
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						Dia­gram show­ing the pres­sure from the ice on the ship.
					

				

					
					
						Rough sketch map of land­ing place and first camp at Cape Valentine, Ele­phant Is­land.
					

				

					
					
						Sketch map of Cave Cove show­ing where the boat was beached.
					

				

					
					
						Sketch map of the sur­round­ings of King Haakon Bay.
					

				

					
					
						Plan of the sleep­ing berths in the cave.
					

				

					
					
						Rough memory map of the route across South Geor­gia.
					

				

			

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Cf. Sci­entif­ic Res­ults of Nor­we­gi­an North Po­lar Ex­ped­i­tion, 1893–96, vol. iii, p. 357.
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