ANTARCTIC JOURNEY
PART 1ROUND THE RUGGED R&COTT BASE

Acknowledgements:  THISIS THE STORYF AN EXPLORATORY ADVENTURE, UNDERTAKBAA
SMALL TEAM OF GEOLOGISTS AND MOUNTAINEERBHBI VICTORY MOUNTAINFFANTARCTICA
IDURINGHE SOUTHERN SUMMER OF 1986HIRED BY THE NZ ANTARCTIC RESEARCH PROGRAMME
WE LIVED IN TENTS, AND SLEDGED FOR FIFTY DAYS ARCUNBPPROXIMATELY 13,000 SQ KM
MOUNTAINOUS AREA BYHE HEAD OF THE MARINER GLACIER TO FINDIMPORTANT GEOLOGICAL
CONTACT.T WAS ONE OF THE BEST EXPERIENCES OF MY ENTIRE WEARAVELED ABOUT 650 KM
WITH TWO TOBOGGANS AND SLEDGEISMBED NEW PEAKS, SAW INCREDIBLE VISTAS AND NAMED
SIGNICANT FEATURES THAT ARE NOW ON THE OFRI®IAP. AND WE SUCCEEDED IN FINDING THE
CONTACTABOVE ALL, WEAPPRECIATED OUR LUCKT BEING GIVEN SUCH AN OPPORTUNECY.
Thanks to all my companions, especially  Hank, Dave and Bruce for exceptional company

and great memories, and to Maurice Chapman and his mum (THANKS ANNA!) for the

inspiration to go back to my  handwritten logs, and HAUL out this ACCOUNT . ALL ERRORS,
MISTAKES AND HYPERBOLES ARE ENTIRELY MINE, BUT | HAVE TRIED FAITHFUOOLKEEP TO WHAT
I WROTE AT THE TIMEEVEN THE BAWDY, IRREVERENT CONVERSATIONS, AND WICKED STORM SONGS.

When | was wiking at the New Zealan@\nakiwa)Outward Bound School as arstructor in early 1966,
an advertisemenappearedn the local paper offering employment for the NZ Antarctic Research
Programme (NZARP) summer season at Scott Egisee childhood, I'd hadured a deep desire to

climb and explore down there. Myelovedmother' had presented me for my birthday Scott's Diary of
his ilifated 1911 expedition to the South Pole. It remains one of my treasured possessions today. My
brother's godmother was a clogeronal friend of Peter Scotarnithologist/artist son of theflamed
explorer.

Sq replete from a successful climbing season in New Zegland my military assignment with the

RNZAF Mountain Rescue Tedmead the announcement carefully, and sent in an application, never

for a moment believing | would even get a repltywas during a vacation period at the OB school in

May of 1966, and | had taken a pdirne job at the library, so | attached that dicess and phone to my
application. To my amazement, an acknowledgement arrived in two sentences. At least | had my toes in
the door.

! Lisa Lawrence, violinisitraordinairewho gave up a brilliant professional career, essentially to raise me, her
firstborn and then TimJeremy, Jane, through WWII and beyond at great personal sacrifice

%including N Ridge of Mt Hopeless and other peaks (with David Witham), see NZ Alpine Club Bulletin #49 June
1967 and NZ Alpine Journal 1967.
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More astonishing was the followup phone call and letter, and an appointment with the selection tea
for June 30th, a few days after my 28th birthday.

| arrived a few minutes early, and found myself sitting at the end of the usual line of uncomfortable
chairs outside an imposingoffice door. Time ticked away. | had only two hours release from my job

and nothing seemed to be moving. So after twenty minutes beyond the stated interview time, | got up
and knocked on the door and put my head around the edge.

Several men were around a big table, mviewing somebody, instantigpologetic about the delg and
asked me to wait few minutes longerThen my turn came and | walked in, shook hands and sat down,
pretty sure that my impatience had ensured a frosty reception. They asked me some questions about
my climbing and expedition experience, and then peg the question “what job are you looking for ?'
Well, I hadn't any idea of what went on down at Scott Base, but assumed that life centered around
pretty basic stuff, so | grinned and muttered something about sledge maintenancénahalling and
dishwashng, and ended up in a sheepish admission that | would do almost anything to get down there,
that I'd had Scott's diary by my bedsiseyrshipped Edward Wilsgand had dreamed about traveling

over that ice some day. The next minute, | almost fell out obeat. "How would you like to lead one of
our field expeditions ?' one of them asked.

The appointment lettearrived on the 21st July, eastlye most worderful job offer e ever received
But this was a government position, so bureaugratill had tobe satiateqd and State Services
Commission approvalietermined,so the small print said.d&asy washus put on holdthough the
letter requiredmeto participate in a training course at Waiouru Augusttt38th, so that seemed
sunny.



| scampered happilgff to Mt Ruapehu for tk oneweek week coursas an instructor, anchet some of
the others workingwith them on practicingll necessary technigues, crevasse rescues, basic climbing
and rappellingcold weather survival, radio comnagd first aid. | was introduced to medical suturing
(on a sheep) and fundamental dentismercifullyusing model teethsinceascertified Red Cross First
Aid Instructor, Iwould be taking on responsibilities expedition medic

Fnal authorization camen the 21st September. “This letter confirthat you have been appointed to
CAStR [ SIFRSNE { O2 (1110.ahndayandlariarttic alldwhnceNaENZ2 200 ferys m
annum'.Hardto believe | was actually being paid to doavhhad always @&amed of My
commencementdate was October 20th, witldeparture for Antarctica on October 24thThe rest of

the letter asked me for medical clearances, special expedition clothing pickup, and travel details. One
sentence stood out at the bottom, almsbcovered by the flamboyant signature: "Expenses will be paid
as quickly as possible'.

Seveal days were spent sorting opersonalbills due, mail handling while | was to be off the post office
“grid’, and insurance, and contacting other expedition mersbd scribbled some notekiring this

time, which now seem rather weak for an almost 30 yelal, but which illustrate how I felt about the

role | was about to take oh.mused on the understanding that what we were about to undertake as so
special imour own lives has beemd still is routine for somesven many Inuit or other northern

families. A mountain climber or explorer chooses these privations for personal reasons. Some fortunate
people who are not climbers frequent the remateorners of theglobe, in camps or huts, or other

outposts by choice, making scientific observationrguet eking out a living from Arctic or siéictic

regions. What we are about to survive, and likely thoroughly enjoy for a brief period, is endured by some
for lifetimes, sometimes as a chosen alternative, sometimes with no hope of relief. | washiuaw we

would approach this, or faras a group if we had no promise of repatriation at the end of our

expedition, no loved ones to come home to, and no backup from vastrastivorthy organizations like
NZARP. We were besieged by fress, and requests for speaking engagemenlsw Zealand citizens

were enormously supportive of NZ role in the Antarctic, and sent us all kinds of letters, gifts and other
warm examples oftteir enthusiasm. We met with several groups, from schools to corporations who
expressed their interest, and we partied endlessly.
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However, air plans weresuddenly and unforgettablypset by a memorable event that scarred our
otherwise joyful un-up to departure for the iceAt one of ar sendoff parties in Wellington, Dexter

Webb, the journalist who had been assigned to Scott Base for the season , was fatally stabbed while
grappling with an intruder who had attacked his girlfriehtlad left efore this occurred in the early

hours of Sunday morning September 25#hgain,press and of course police, descended, with a

“battery of detectives, constables, photographers and fingerprint experts converging' on the apartment,
in what they called aragic affray’, which it was.

I mused in my journalvhich lactuallystarted with his death, as follows:

Dexter Webb knifed last weeken&ennedy, Verwoerd, and now someone personal. Is it right to try and
convince myself that lifean be lived entirely without reference to physical violence? Are James Bond,
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karate lessons, boxing, rugby, wrestling, westeansl, TV “killer movies' a vaccine, an antidote, or
intoxicant? What an utterly vile, and useless move. To turn around are] #elberately, anyone who is
restraining you. Why? Only two possible reasons, three: fear, instinct, sheer anger and belligerence. The
first one must surely be taught to be controlled.. as | know it CAN be taught to be, as | know it can be
controlled too How frustrating and pointless. How simply is a terrible thing like that averted, and how
tenuous a thread even a strong young life hangs by. If the assailant killed by instinct then he is not to
blame, nor is he if he killed from fear. It is the faulp@dple who pile all that crap on TV, and through

their mouths (and pockets) adulate the quality of bettering one's neighbour with animosity. And if he
killed with animosity, it is a terrible crime. But if he can do it at all, then he perforce cannosiamdie

the awful nature of what he is doing. Even to deliberately kill must presuppadgeorance of the

depth of feeling which would breed as sure as repugnance of physical injury as cannibalism or public
defecation. Children do not need only to lekatin or French, and whether or not Napoleon was in love
with his paramour, but to control their bodily impulses and reactions, and to condition their attitudes to
warm, compassionate and understanding approaches to their fellow pilgrims on this eanhinev
argument or quarrel. At best, personal animosity is sidestepped. At worstinosfitinkler values in the
consciousness should promptly extinguish the heat long before personal injury. The answer is, not that
Dexter should have taken karate lesspar spent hours before a mirror warding off imaginary knife
attacks, but that everyone abhors this kind of approach, which triggers the spontaneous reaction, utterly
uncontrolled, fearful, sudden, that produces a result such as this. We musnteactobe without fear,

if possible, and if not, to be in coaltrand master of, theifear, so it doesn't lead them to do anything

they might regret. Also we must teach all men to despise violence, and to have the courage to accept
momentary defeat , or winasne other way.

Who could have thought that cheerful figure, friendly, smiling, so without rancour, wobbling and blinking
after his go at the yard of ale, with Dave Lowe and Colin Cark , would be killed soon, so filthily and with
so little dignity.

His asailant was convicted of manslaughter, sentenced toeresix years in prisonl have a copy of a
moving letter from Dexter Webb's parents thanking Colin Clark (our overall leader at Scott Base) for his
kind concern following the horrific event.

So,l tried toread inspiring literature, including our training manuals which assured me “thiaghi

effect of exposure to windchjland a National Geographic issue in Feb 65 which said add a degree for
SOSNE (1y20 2F S6AYR® L dAnRrgsSive arlyla@ Edpdeiallg wild Wds Dr> 6 dzi
Baddeley on "Adaptation to Cold" who said “experience has shown that training in cold conditions gives

a man vital confidence, and a man with faith in himself, and trust in god will always survive bexst of all

and he advocated US pilot techniques “they have cocoa to drink and inspiring prose and verse to read'.

It was a huge learning experience. | was familiar with military approaches to winter warfare (in the Royal
Marines Commando) and mountain rescue with N Airforceand Outward Boundprimary care and
medical response from civilian, Red Cnoegthods. Now | was being instructed anew from the NZ

*https://natlib.govt.nz/items?i%5Bcentury%5D=08&i%5Bdecade%5D=1960&i%5Bsubject¥%5D=Trials&il%5Bcont
ent_partner%5D=Auckland+Libraries&il%5Bprimary_collection%5D=findNZarticles



government. Little things, like offset driving a sledge imdangerous crevassed countsp that he
driver mechanism (dogs, machine) is on one track, and the sledge(s) are set on parallel track(s) behind,
so if the lead element goes into a hole, the other has soffeet protection while stopping.

My general impression after all the training was that ews® was genuinely interested and engaged in
the effort. There was a sort of tangible support you could feel, from a checkup on your watch for the
time, or your camera, or where to get a haircut in Wellington, and a general , continuing interest from
expedtion leadership in those early days as to where you were and what you were doing in the
preparation process. My main fear was that my cheapie Fujica camera would not be up to tvbgob
faced with the scenic sculpture and fierdatarctic atmosphereMy seconéryworry was that | should
forget something important when getting on a plane to the south. There seemed to an attitudbesi

be roight, which was similar to what | had encountered in Outward Bound. New arrivals are not told
very much, bugiven, at best, paper instructions, with assimilation being assumed as a natural process.
But a lot is left to chance by both parties.

During the remaining days before we left, we parttecexhaustion in the evenings actimbed

together during the day. | recorded on September 16th meeting Graeme Dingle in Titahi Bay, and
stringing out a dangling route where we regularly tested our protection, for example | noted in my log
‘put in a peg and went to lunch'. We climbeditgey a feeling for the rock again, ending with an ascent
of the Pinnacle, and on coming down, saw a neat line up the Skull and Crossbones face, so of course
started on it. Rather steep and uninviting, but we did it sporadically. Then we went bacllaydd a
violin, a cheap Japanese version | had bought for the joymmy of my best decisions. The excitement
and pleasure | felt getting back in touch with music was awesome. Little witidonly a few

exceptions,in Wellington during those prexpedtion moments exceeded the joy of playitite violin

again. | had left ifor many years after my mother's death, joining briefly with a borrowed instrument in
Calcutta for a soulless engagement with the Symphony Orchestra under Bernard Jacob, hawol to re
a necessary standard for quick money. | have never got the same satisfaction from orchestral playing,
always preferring single combat to group sport.

Part of the parting from normal life was handling former girlfriends in the heady environment of
congant new female attention. Goodbyes were balanced with sporty hellos. Supper with J, and round
to BR's apartmenand then MS pad. Slept on the floor. Tuesday September 18, slept in, finally, though
should have been up. Antarctica will be a rest. Werth®NZARP store room to get kitted out. | was
surprised to find out that NZ differentiated with all their gear. A field leader gets a yellow bafaclava
supposed to be so that he can be picked out in emergencies, though | couldn't immediately imagine any
circumstance where that would be necessary (except perhaps tot$tim). | followed up with Colin
Clark'(Scott Base leadegdmonition to go to the Met Office, and get equipment and some instructions
as to how to use it for our weather measurementshe field. The off to another supper and dalliance
with enthusiastic paramourd.he next day was spent dodging President Johnson in the Wellington
streets, as he looked quite unreal behind the blue glass of his sumptuous car, surrounded-by gum
chewing secuty men. looking a bit a like a student rugby team, unused to walking slowly in

*loved that balaclava, kept my ears and neck warm without restrictions, and loss of vision, of a hood



uncomfortable suits, with unyielding hardware strapped underneath. Gtheswled in cars, with doors
half open. Some had scarred faces, and looked pretty hard. Perhaps tHadsalones were specially
picked to move through the crowd?

Thursday saw me onto a single berth cabin aboard the Maosy, and Friday we arrived at Wigram

Base in ChristchurclEveryone seemed really helpful. Sgt Boyd was our mentor, and we weredihet

the Sergeant's Mess. My baggage arrived from St ElImo's Court, with Jack Milne. | shot over to Harewood
Airforce Base, with a quiet salute to the Hurricane poised on a concrete spike at the gates. | spent the
morning looking over air photos of the Maivtlo Ice Shelf with Bill ky and CPO Ban. They say that

1966 is the third year that the ice breakout line is receding. Temperatures are particularly high as
recorded at McMurdo this year. Notable is the absence of icebergs however, though Baurn says the

a big one up by Cape Adair, which, owing to drift, will move westwards, and thus be a hazard to
shipping. He says that ice recession coincides with permanent human residence on theswloauld

be also due to increased icebreaker work, or thegille presence of hotwater springs from Erebus.

| felt it was all rather unreal. My questioasidressed experimentabrties around Scott Base, and the

state of the sea ice in the sound foovicessledge travel. People in US Naval support talking about
Antarctica as though it was a Number 5 bus ride away. “I'll be down tomorrow. I'll see what | can find out
for you'. The kind, generous Americans with their capacity to reduce everything , even the most magical,
to essential prosaic, practicaluliness And behindthat is their ultimate strength!

| sept well on Friday night. Ening's hogsbacksoved foretelling, and Saturday 22nd dawned brightly
with a warm norwester blowing. | rang a friend and set up a last day's climb on Castle Rock, to leave at
5.45 a.m. and be back by 11.15 for lunch getiready for the trip down south. As usual, | haguble

deciding how and what to pack, ending up as always throwing everything into whatever receptacle still
had room, arriving sweaty and ht¢mpered at the baggage depot. That afternoon, | drove with Bill

Lucy and Bob Dodd upoaag Summit Road and thort Hills via Castle Rock to Lyttleton, where we sat,
yattered and thought together in the hot sun, about the civilization we were shaut to leavel

sometimes think | understand a fraction of what soldiers felt during the War, though weretty

certain to come back. That night was hot and stuffy, and the news of the Welsh school disaster filled the
airwaves.

Our last day stateside was a Sunday, and yet another chance to climb. We snatched breakfast at 0515,
and walked out with gear to drivavith Hugh Wilson, Paul Gazely and a Malaysian friend named
Andrew,in a blue Morris to Castle Rock in the grey overcast morning. We warmed up and scrambled
enjoyably over flowers, all the names of which were known to my Kiwi mates. | found climber¢dn NZ

be terrific companyenormously strong with great stamina, but little fines&gelicate moves were

thrutched with noisy glee. We climbed Hopkinson's Crack, then shot back to the baggage depot at
Wigram to weigh in our gear for the flight. Mine was welldvethe mark, just 40 Ibs in all, since | was

used to bacicarrying for long periods, and making the necessary sacrifices in sorting the loads. However
| felt familiar fears about what | might have left out

®The Aberfan colliergpoil collapse of October 21st 1966, that cost a village its children.



We spent a leisurely afternoon, impatient antviatense inside, for the long awaited fulfillment of

dreams. We wandered around the airfield, looking at Globemasters, C 130s and Connies, admiring their
monstrous structures and internal space. We were told that the Pole station at least was entitely bu

by means of Globemasters transport.

My next log entry says: MONDAY 24th October D' Day. ARRIVAL AT SCOTT BASE. "well we made it!"

I'm lying on my bunk, warm well fexhd at ease in a temp of +10°C with no wind, in Block C, #10 in Scott
Base alongsil Peter Whiteford. It has been one of th most interesting and unusual days of my life. It
started with a bang. Fine, clear sunny morning. We got to the Christchurch airport by 8.00 am

determined to get those window seats. Walking through the loung® hould come over, all kitted

out in USARP gear bivhnHayton, going down on the same flight to instruct the Yanks in snow and ice
techniques. So we seemed all set for a good trip. The PA speaker drummed an hour's delay, and we took
our time. It came as qte a surprise when shortly before 9.0 a.m., our correct ETD, we were told to load

* civilians, officers and enlisted men, in that order' onto the vast smnmnié. For once, Lawrence was

out front, almost falling over yanks in his effort to get that dom seat. Bill Lucy said later he was about

to slope off for a final civilized crap when someone kindly informed him we were off.

We had magnificent views of the Southern Alps all the way down from Tapi to Mt. Asprigagciance

was the only word to escribe the average Yaskrvicemarplaying cards, reading, chatting or sleeping,
oblivious to the unfoldingpectaculascenery belowl chatted and read until about 1500, when | looked
down into the cloud and saw my first pack igemixture of crazy paving, marbling and broken ice on a
huge pond. Ta most notable feature wathe enormousdistanceand spread of the patternsAt least

two hours before we sighted the first mainland point of Cape Adair. | walked up to the navigator, a
with his help, identified Sabine, Herschel, MontEagle, the stunning Coulman Island, and Mt Murchison
which looked like a twin peak from that angle, marking the edge of the territory we deggned to
explore. Still, everything seemed so unreal inwWamth and conviviality of the Connie. At last, Bill
shoutedthat Terra Nova, Erebus and Hut Point were coming up, and then with a smooth enough glide
onto the sea ice, we were down.

With a normal sense of relief at safe touchdown and wobbly slowing damnved to the welcoming
group of vehicles and ceremonial dog sled greeting, we thanked the crew, appreciating that apparently
routine, almost casual approach of the Yank pilots which masks such fantastic competence.

®Lockheed C 121, the giant US Navy four engine transport
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The doors opened onto the steps, and we sucked in our first icy breath. | remembered getting out of the
plane in Darwin several years earlier, and feeling the blast of hot air. This was definitely different, but
equivalently startling. There vgaa great reception awaiting us. Everyone so friendly, dogs crying
greetings and wagging massive tails held high like radio antennae, eventually dragging Bill off on his
ceremonial sledge in front of us all. In fact the dogs beat us to the huts. We clintbatie Land Rover,

ears and fingers already beginning to sting as we bumped over the track to Scott Base. After an
excellent meal, and much bonhomie, we settled in to our small spaces. They had all seemed so
genuinely glad to see us, undoubtedly expegtmuch of us, fresh faces, new stories.

After a while | walked out to look at the Weddell seals with lan Stirling, our eftpentCanterbury
University who had a 3 year project on seal dynamics and behaviour. That evening | returned to my
bunk to contenplate the days ahead, all the planning and attention to detail necessary before the
others of our team would arrive. It was 2330, and still light enough to read and write.

The 25th started out 0730 breakfast in the mess, and an ambient (outside ter2p°@). Time to look

at field gear. | drew sleeping bags, outer and inner, with a cover bag (which I still have) plastic bed mat
and rubber lilo, and bed roll bag for strapping the whole lot onto the sledge. | started clearing some
proprietary space to stacour stores in the hangar, really feeling the cold for the first time as | handled
the freezing stuff. After a quick trip back to bunkside to put on more clothes, | picked three good
looking sledges, though all needed work, and | spent the remaindéeaddy doing lashing repairs. Guy
Mannering kindly @ok this pic while | was trying hard not to stick my own fingers with the rather large
needle.



Just before tea, Colin Clark, our base leader, walked in and asked if I'd like to go over to McMurdo (the
US Base the other side of the hill behind us). John Hayton and Alan Bibby were over and had to go back,
so we thundered over the hill in a tractor. | realized why | had been asked. We had to pick up a ton of
beer, but | would certainly extract a commission my work.

Driving the ‘road' to McMurdo wdske any ordinary road in winterAll had to be reminded to drive on

the right, an interesting comment on who owns the highway! My first (and lasting) impression of
McMurdo was one of interest and surpridelack as well as white faces, in perpetual motion around
everpresent gum, driving trucks like NASCAR racers, with just chains on the back wheels. The biggest
danger there is getting run over. All buildings are centrally heated, utterly unlike our Baéde is/kept

cool enough to require warm clothing at all times. The beer store, a hangar literally stacked to the roof
with cases of beer and soft drinks, had a shieeved sergeant in charge. The whole place seemed at
odds with its surroundings. Eventamated bread and butter machines in the cafeteria. | recorded

some suspicion as to my need to get to know them all bettad their good natured efficiencyf | was

to respect their amazing intrusion onto this pristine environment.
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As we journeyed bécin the LR packed with beer, one carton of which had already been spiked, the
moon was clearly out over Erebus despite the night sunlight, with lovely cloud effects. | vowed that
when it was my turn to be “housemou&d' would endeavour to take some amight shots.

| was slightly late for breakfast the next day, woken by my bunkmate Peter to a cold clear morning in the
minus twenties, with a bit of a wind. My skills at reading the anemometer needed improving, and |

walked a bit to see the gap betweefaBk and White Island, and the start of the Beardmore Glacier so
famous in the classic expeditions of Scott and Shackleton that | had read about so avidly since childhood.
Images floated up of Scott, my hero Wilson, and Bowers lying in their tent during their final hours off
Minna Buff, only just a few miles awalit's certainly a harsh place alright. The breath freezes instantly

on your face every time you go outside.

We were not supposed to go far outside the buildings alone because of the danger of “slots' (cracks in
the ice) so | wandered back until | could detect the base again sight; and found it hard to pick out
in the fairly short distance, despite the greeoloring to stand out against the snogsnsfeld.

One (of many) examples of the need to adapt both living and work to these conditions is the small
sledge door at the bottornof the hut wall Like a pet entrarein many houses, it allows for movement of
something in and oua sledgeithout the temperature lossiccompanying any opening oba door.

Its construction is in the form of an insulated frame, rather like a refrigerator, except the aim is to keep
cold air out and warm air in.

" the Kiwi term for all night and day watch duty at Scott Base
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Another example is the design of the base as a thin line across the prevailing winds. Fire is an ever
present danger, due to the dryness and erteeshortage of water, seaution is exefised around any
fire source

I went back to sledge repair, and finished the #5, renewing two rawhide thongs, and all main lashings,
front and back. It looked good, but the others st@hrained to be done. Chippy (Jotire carpenter) cut
twelve 3/8 ply rumer guards for the sledges "when the Yanks get a hold of them in the plane'. He
RARY QiU &aSSY G2 61yl G2 Odzi Fy2GKSNJ aSid F2N 4KS
common purpose, since both parties would be put in onto the polar plate#ueasame time and on

the same flight Chippy relented when | promised to bring him back a piece of rock from the mountains
there. | got along well with higthough he was a moody one.

It was funny how the polite tension set up around newcomers tolthge was slowly erodable with

effort on both sides. People were bursting to be nice to each other. The “covered ways' which connect
each hut were narropwand not insulated requiring bulky clothing and care to navigate not to bump into
others. The resultat odd smiles and incidental remarks while passing were reminiscent of any work
environment, but seemed exaggerated by the cold. A bevy of winks, wiggles and fatuous brief
utterances were inevitable, which | was sure everyone found amusing as welbdgsamibarrassing,
though few would likely admit it. Silence, or lack of acknowledgement of another in passing would be
seen as rude. I'm the worst at this, not being either a particularly good winker or mixer, and thoroughly
tactless so | wanted to lean ovébackwards to be a good chap hid tight crowd. | wasn't suré that

was wrong, but this was not Outward Bound, there was no escape, and it was clear everyone was
making an effort, and | noted in my log that if one's just oneself, and bugger thespthen the

effort's not being made | expect this curious atmosphere to settle, but it's a new one to timeugh not

at all surprising.n fact nice to know others are experiencing the same settling in difficulties as myself,
though | often think | am rteeasygoing enough, too analytical and critical, and therefore an awkward
member of any clos&nit group until people know me better for what | am'.

lan Stirling was busy tracking the ubiquitous Weddell seals again, so | offered to help him in tagging
some of them. Little did | realize what | was in f@eals chew holes in the ice through which they enter
and exit their sea lair§.hey breathe about ten times a minute on land, sound like a dying TB case, and
stink. You can discover them breathing up thgh these holes, and somehow they wriggle up through
them onto the ice to bask in the sun.

12
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¢tKSe |ttt KIF@S 2LISy lag'? jop/vihi&hthatlaftédRoon waRktd iidand t&gyad &

many new seals as possib&eals were tagged in the tail, a clearly painful protestem, in a

multistage enterprise , the first step of which wasplace a large saclgrbag over its head, which |

would then hodl so it woudn't see lan creeping up behind it. Bag and tag. Sounded simpleotBrily

was the bagging resented by the wretched st#,tags weresmall involving several punches for a

hole in the tail through which the tag could be attacheédlkindof struggleeventuated. KS &SI f RARY Q
want any part oft, and they are bignimals over eight feet long.fie one he chose was a bull, scarred,

and very belligerentlt took quite a while to get his head into the badile | took pictures
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Thenl sat on it, fairly near its tail, holdirthe “reins' of the bag, and the seal sat quigitil | got more
contemptuous of his sacked head, and out of respect for his kidneys, moved forward so that lan could
try the first punch. We commenced a kind ofejd sort of walloping progress across the ice, while lan

got thwacked with the gory tail which never kept still. The more he punched, the more it flapped and we
took off again. Finally the seal expressed himself powerfully out his rear end. lan loekadlddiator,

and stank awfully. We laughed about it as we walked back for a sribieewas myicasssketch on

that page of my log.

."' IX. l\.{ P‘kcn 4

lan is good, natural, an easy and pleasant companion, and very knowledgeable, though he has a hard
job. His wife gaveirth just a few days before he came down, and he must have had a lot on his mind.

| got the American cargo sledge with a new spring attachment loaded up for a trial run to Shackleton's

hut at Cape Royds for tomorrow. We will go up to stock up the huheyPenguin Colony if the weather

holds. | took my first go on a toboggan also, drove it around, theegtainlyR 2 y QG NI @S | 6 2 dzii
Lucy brought hisogboggarback today, a brand new one, first run, and unfortunately seized up a
transmissionbeayf A X y2 2Af | LIJI NByiGfed . dzi L UNE g XA SHip 'Y otSSii
over the sea icea Royds.

This afternoon | was introduced to skiing in the Antarctic. germw powered by a sunken olddéh gun
carrieron its side in a hold.bloody well pulls your arms off! 0d go up the hill a lot faster than you

come down.The Ben gun carrier is tilted so one of its wheels is clear of the snow, and that is the driver
for the rope which passes around and up to another wheel several hundredgage hill. After much

effort, the engine is started, and the it is put in low gear. As confidence grows , some joker puts it into
high gear, and things begin, well, to go south. There is a bag of gloves and a strong smell of burning. The
real danger ishe splice in the rope, which comes whipping around the wheel to the unsuspecting rider
who, back turned of course, is just beginning to seize the rope and begin the upward acceleration when
the splice hits, with awesome results. A few runs and one becsaxvy enough to watch where the

splice was. The next danger to be negotiated was stopping your descent before vanishing over the sea
cliff which effectively ended the slopdll in all it was enormously enjoyable, and | managed after

several tries to galify for membership in the Scott Base Ski Club, which meant some number of runs
without falling either while going up or down. You got warm to sweating while skiing, but instantly very
cold while standing. My high altitude boots were most satisfactangl | was the only one whose feet
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weren't cold. But my moustache froze solid, my eyebrows, and even eyelids sometimes too. Eyes were
sore, it was very chilly out there, but irritating to get back into the warmth of the SnowTrack passenger
cabin where youbeard etc thaws down your neck. The beard needs to get longer so it can hang outside
my windproofs.

THURSDAY THE 27TH OCTOBER.

A fresh clear morning. | finished varnishing one of our sledges, and two more rawhide lashings. | also
spliced one of the two noe guides onto the front. That left two still to do. We waited for the mail plane

to come in, and when it came there was no mail, only a strange contraption looking like a dthggter

call a GNAT, another weird Scott Base vehicle. Around eleven, took Gfipe Roydaith Roger with

the toboggan and abd250 Ibs of foodon the sledge, fuel, a tent and our bedrolls. | drove initially,
finding the sea ice quite smooth, perhaps too easy. One could be quickly lulled into false security, and
that icy wate is only a few feet underneath. | crossed a few cracks which sank the sledge a bit , and |
aSSYSR (2 0SS F2NBOSNI af ALILAY3T AyGz2z GARS ONIXrOlad a
all looks so smooth and safe, like a fresh flat snowfiglde seaholes remind you of the lurking black

sea beneath you. Quite a plop as they dive back into their prearranged exits. They are soon back. If you
stand away from the hole, the first thing you hear is the familiar snort and intake ytheglimpsethe
whiskers and bulbous eyes. Amusing when you walk back towards them when they are halfway

2dzi XGKSe& ' NB y2i dziléved thbge sedlE vaultl fade faumd @ difculNGXE dne,
and madea habit of going over to eveoye | saw to cournthe tag for lan, but | only saw oneg,and

began to realize if we carried on looking at every seal we'd never get to Cape Royds.

Driving across sea ice reminded me of desert travel. Persia or Afghanistan, just undefined but navigable
tracks across un@n terrain.. you can drive on or off the route andiedbridges are to be suspect. A
SnowCat was up to Royds yesterday, so we had its tracks, though we found that often what the Cat
could bounce happily over, we had to go carefully around. Pressuresriigd old cracks had to be
negotiated with care.
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We got to Cape Evans at about 1330. Turned sharp right towlaedsver dominantErebus and the ice
cliffs, wandeed throughsastrugi still on sea ice and finally came to the Tide Crack about a chain from
The HutScott's Hut. There it stog@nd there | stood

| have seen so many pictures and photos of it, and as we dropped down diebsimk into the little

snowcave round the door, | felt moderately excited. Slid back the bar, and walked into the covered way.

To the left was a passage leading to the old stables filled almost to the roof with winter snow. The inside

door was strong, angdwung cleanlyThe dimness cleared and one had the impression(everybody says

this) that one has just walked into a hut only recently left. Everything is just as it was, in some disrepair,

and all sorts of weird dated items.. the old stove with pots, patees and mugs above it, the game

table, pothole snooker, a draughtsboard, books and magazines, socks and towels hanging on the beams,

a sledge on the rafters, the main table running the length of the ‘men's quarters' with the bunks going

back to the wdk made of food cases. Finally you come to Ponting's dark room in the centre, still full of
gear,bits of harness, snowshoes for the ponies, and Scott's table with the chair pushed back as though
KSUR 2dzal 320 dzZLIXIF YR KA a ebskiyf §leeding Bag itk theonitiogeR > 6 A 0 K
looking exactly like an unmade bed (incongruous for a-tfrthe-century naval officer).. a “hottie'

hanging on the wall behind, and across the other side was Wilson's bunk and his dispensary with all the
botlesay R 0AdG&a |yR LASOSaz (Sad (dz Sandrehauhi@dgetiaMsSy a S i O
as | edithis more than fifty years later).

The atmosphere is most acute in there. An inventory of the hut no doubt exists, but must be fascinating
right down b the bales of pony food still outside. | signed the visitor's page on the same page as Peter
Scott, then trudged up to the cross behind and took some phatassome samples of Kenyite rock

which | was told only existed around Erebus and Mt Kenya. ng&dauth, the vista towards Black and
White Island and Mt Discovery to the apprmate line towards the Pole, you feel you'seen it all

before, the light bluevery fine, almost pencilled lines of ice and mountain, everything leaning on the
horizontal arl a paleness predominating which is in no way weak, but spare, ascetic. | know why | had
this feeling of familiarity; Wilson's drawings which captured the exact character. The colours are
indescribable. The whole place is so exceptional and original. TSeosvhere in the world like it. The
nearest is perhaps the 360° desert experience. In my log, | underlined the foll@wiagctica started

today for me.
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Not all was good about that however. | also note that | was beginning to get “sledgie'saarse’ (
indelicateirritation caused by difficulty of keepirgyclean butt crack due to shortage of sanitary
conditions including abundant water).

Roger was very good company, a ribald, thoroughly irreverenf @A&s no longer got his “eye's full of
icebergs', tough and practical. He must have found my naivité and excitement pretty nauseating, though
he was too gracious to show it. He actually was surprisingly keen on Scott's hut though he has been
there many imes before. My log states my gratitude to him and my respect for his experience. "Am
conscious of the fact that this is a real braakour for me. | suppose | am very lucky to get into the field

so soo, though will not really feel “away"' until I'm oaf sight of Erebus'.

We left Cape Evans for Royds at 14.45, and wezegaled by a helicopter which may haween taking

photos The last bit of the journey off the sea ice was steep and tricky over the “crack' on a shaky bridge.
We had to belay the todggan up with block and tackland the loaded sledge afterwards. Lawrence

falling on his arse with the rope around his waist fighting a losing battle with 700lbs of toboggan. Quite
dramatic, and technical, with the rope through a runner on a pickeli¢ostedge. Heave and strain all
overagain

Then, penguins everywhere. Must have been a weekend at the Royds Pengbiséngtly a siesta air.
Stink and squawk. Their character is most impressive when theyngéedce away from the rookery.
Onto their bellies and paddle. Looked comigalthe evening sun.

I made the NAE mistake this evening, filled the tea pan with \wlodin sea snow, boiled it up and had
to throw it away. Still greerBut | later was told ¥ Geoff Manningthat Guy Mannering and Bob Rae
lived for a week up there on it, since all the snow is salty around Royds, a function of the wind direction.

| noted ®me of Roger's more pithy judgents:

8 0ld Antarctic Explorer

®the rest of our field team were natown yet, and would likely not have the chance to get out into a kind of
“breakin trip' before our own actual field expedition started. It was great testimony to Colin Clark's wisdom that
he let me out on this trial run, since | clearly needed it.
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Lousy: 5/8ths of FA
Good =50 Fs

Amundsereffed 'em up by coming from here like a streak of weap&sand getting to the Pole &ff
first.

But he was also the first to use my least favorite word which begins with mother, so he lost some points
there.

Before sleeping, | stepped to the door lowgiout into the cold evening. It was fine outside, though |
O2dzZ RyQli aSS 9NBodzad® 'a a2 2F0Sy GKSNBE 6SNBE f20St
squawks and the clicking of the mantle clock. We have to have an alarm for the radio schedsptimk
touch with base. | have learned much tod&dwever, both of us missesbmethingtruly crucialwhich |
only uncoverednany years latetUnder the floorboards of the hut was a case or more of MoKinlay
whisky and brandy placed there by Shackfstbeam perhaps in 1907, and not discove(emhrettably

of course by Us or anyone until conservationists found them in 2010. Meegreat picture™ (not

mine)of the hut accompanyingn article describing this (with the ever present Mt Erebus behind),
another ofthe stash, and finally one ofie discovering some of the stuff purporting to be the same on
sale in Heathrow Airport in London. Knowing Roger, and his abiding respect for Shackleton, | doubt
even if we'd found it that it would have been moftgan atrifle sampled, but it surglwouldn't have
stayed there long, and wouldOThave ended up being peddled in Heathrow.

10 http://www.cbc.ca/news/world/shackletors-whiskyreturned-to-antarctichut-1.1304252
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| slept quite late outside the sleeping bag, in down clothes only, perhaps a sign of growing
acclimatization, but | had tried it as an experiment and was quite warm, since the temp in the hut was
unusually high, perhaps from retained sunlight. Found Rogeking breakfast, so | cooked porridge and
ate it alone. Washed up, put more snow on the stove, and carrying a tape recorder under my down
jacket went over to record the penguins. Got quite a good one of Roger squeak walking over hard brittle
snow. One sond | must get is of ice movement.

Back to the hut, packed, fuelled up the toboggan, and belayed them both back down the lip. From there,
we shot via a few seals to Turtle Island. We swang left to go round onto the land off the sea ice, rather
close to sme seals as we had been doing all day irate Carlton Ray came out reminding me of a
James Bond type scientasking us politely but firmly to keep away from the animals, but come in and
have some tea first. Into their hut. There was a helicopter fullaval guests having a lookaround, so we
declined, and anyway we were a bit late, so we made to go off, though | was interested to know what
they were doing there. My curiosity took over, and they told me that they were scubwydivider the

ice for regarch. hey had an underwater observation chamber for watching their divers at work. They
led me to what looked like a conning tower with steps down about 30'to a small stool. With a lot of
squeezing in my thick jacket, | made it down to the stool. Sudwghme were little windows and after

my eyes got accustomed to the dark, | began to see a fantastic sight. First was to look up at the
underside of the sea ice like a dirty, uneven grgeey ceiling. Messy it looked, not clean and flat like

the topside.Patches of light showed through sdadles, and it was surprising how far one could see,
possibly 100'. The sea floor shelved steeply up under the observation chamber to Turtle Island. It was
about 20' or so under where | was sitting, rising up to theastefa few yards back. Quite plainly one

could see the starfish that I'd noted on the rock outside Scott's Hut at Cape Evans, luminous and quite
large.Other small creatures flicked and jerked across my field of vision, and there was something else
small svimming but | couldn't identify it. Far away | could discern the shadowy dik@rkhape of a seal
which | thought turned over onto its back and breathed in air pockets in the uneven, pocked ice ceiling.
It was another extraordinary happening in thismesorld for me, and | could have stayed down there

for hours.

On the way back, we were studious in seal avoidance, and swang left for where the shore comes very
close to thesea ice, not very steep, and gotthe intervening schrund, a short search fosafe snow

bridge, found it, charged it with toboggan and sledge, kept on while Roger ran and jumped on again, and
we were headed for Castle Rock and home. The wind got up, and the drift began to blow, the first time |
had seen it since | arrived.

An unevetful run, except that Roger afterwards said | scared him by going too fastisbl@made the

point that if you are going downhill with a loathe centrifugal clutch fails to operate under a certain

speed, and it goes into neutral, and offyou go. | I&et dzy R 42 YSUOKAy 3 St asSs (KU
enough speed downhill with heavy loaded sledges, they would start to overtake the toboggan, a
threatening prospect. All the vicissitudes of polar travel.

We arrived backo derisive cheers from Chipjsyroam, had beers thrust into our fistks I y& 2y S ¢ 2 dzf R

think we'd come back from the Poletan't help feeling that these delightful scruffy Kiwis, with whom |
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have so much in common, sometimes rather embarrass the clean shaven , gumchewisgnakiaug
Yankswho probably regard us as the iffyighbours over the hill! Theyways look so damn scrubbed!

There's a strong wind tonight, drift blowing past the window like steam at 2150 hrs. Next day | worked
again in the sledge room all morning, having to remeaners entirely on one of our sledges. The day
doesn't seem long enough. Dave Lowe (our very efficient 2 I/C) still doesn't think | have got my arse in
gear, and he's right. There seems so much to do, so many distractions as well, like anywhere else in th
world. Must hit the rest of those runners soon, a major job, and a bloody nuisance.

There was a party at McMurdo in the evening, in the wardroom, to the smell of peanuts and cigars. Al

Schutz a Gooniebird (DC3) pilot got pretty blasted and tried toinoawme in the nicest possible way

that Hercs were better thabC 3s all round. | met Bill Bridge again, he's OK'd my request to watch his

survival sessions with the yanks and so did Dave Lowe, so 9.0 am Maedayon,weather permitting.

By now the siz of my gins was quite ridiculous, | must have consumed half a bottle. Alan Bibby was not
around so John Hayton and | walked up to the Cosmic Ray Lab to look for him. | had no jacket, no gloves
FYR y2 K22RX 320G Tl ANI & &&ihdffeéz&jusbberausd\yBu-gb duisieR & 2 dz
without all your clobber on. The gin likely helped my misperceptions. It was really cold, certainly

consistently and more than | had experienced before coming down south. Yauatanyour gloves or

hood off br long, and any wind cuts right through you apart from the unpleasant drift effect.

We got further invites over to the PO's Mess, where other Kiwis were imbibing. The Nodwell wouldn't
start, battery flat, so things started to get interesting. Ray andshpd Colin into the PO's mess since it
was about 2 am, out of sight out of mind, and we began to prowl around looking for a battery to

borrow, or some other means of starting a Nodwell. The Yanks leave their vehicles running all night, and
it was a chancé check out some heavy machinery.was simple to jump into a bulldozer, drive it up

to the Nodwell, hook on, a brief tutorial for Lawrence on the Nodwell controls, and we were off. No
police in sight to arrest me for being DUI in the Nodwell drivexag, shot to mention Ray in his

bulldozer, but we weaved our merry way in my first jump start on the Antarctic continent. Sortabeow
Nodwell started, we put the dozer back quickly and parked the Nodwell with the engine running. Then |
suddenly remembered that poor old Bill Lucy was still hemseising for me back at Base. So | ran back
above the tide crack arriving with a terribleddache at 3.15 am. The rest of the night was spent in

hourly rounds, checking the whole base for fire, checking generator oil etc. and swabbing out the Mess.
Quite an end to an eventful evening. | woke Chippy for his duty with the greatest relief ar, Esd
returned to bed., where | remained through much of the next day (SundayBiodransit gloria mundi.

Determined to make amends for a wasted day, | got breakfast over quickly on Monday, and kitted up to
go with USARP and their survival instasstto practice crevasse drills. This was a good chance to get
used to the high altitude boots and crampons, and was able to grunch up steep ice on front points in
them quite well. We practiced pulley systems for single man haulage, and had some fuimgnaapes

into holes.

The remainder of the day was spent on the dreaded sledge runners. "Reckon | could build one of these
bastards now' | said in my log. It was a heavy afternoon. Everyone seemed to be working solo in spite of
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themselves. Deep in somestaor other, all that could be emitted was an occasional grunt. | began to
muse on what “wintering over' must mean. Not a lot to be desired. There is something fairly aimless
about this Basgewith its monotonous repetition of routine tasks, trivia, so nesary to survival. It's a bit
like a ship, to be in and look at, really, masts (radio) everywhere, each compartment sealed from the
other because of fire rather than water risk, bulkheads, companionways, and double doors with
clamped locks. Our leader BoClark , official Justice of the Peace for this outpost, seems to have an
awful lot of good in him, poetry in his soul, a hard dufarted man.

There is a lovely pink light on the snow, with temperatures quite high today, though Dave Lowe says we
are n for a storm. Mt Discovery looked very rough tonight, and the wind is getting up. Bill Lucy and lan
Sterling out in the field together.

Well, the month of November comes in with bad weather all day. Gusts up to 60k in the night and the

wind turned aroundl80° from N to S. The temperatuggite warm at minus 18 degreeA scruffy

blizzardy day, during which | took a few good photos of the dogs in harsh conditions. They sleep out all

balled up in the drift. They have to be “spanned out' away fromeach @théd G KSe Ut FAIKI I 3
have the advantage of cuddling in shared hdditey have to be fed a lot, which is quite a sigHere are

two pictures, the first is of the dogs being spanned out on a cold night, and the second is of feeding time

on a bdter day.

My handswere sore from unaccustomed ropework, especially the splicing of towing lines. Heaven
knows how I'm going to get the expedition gear ready on time. It seems I'm expected to do both, bloody
silly,unfair. One man arranges for two expeditions? Anyway, Rbgsholm, leader of the other

(Southern) Aviator GlacieField Party and his groupwill want some say in choosing and arranging

their own. | have the advantage of getting first pick, but thimy first real whinge. So ends a tiring,
inauspicious day, and | dreamt of an attractive witch, back home in Australia.

WED 2ND NOVEMBEIRealize fully now how | have never been trained to use a traditional 8 hr day in
the conventional, planned roirte sense. Outward Bound has let me work mostly how and wized|
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my mates of the momenplease, in the wild much of the time, setting mealtimes by time and present
location, deciding where to sleep at nigdmid when to wake up in the morning, and whdhe next day

will take us across new country. Perhaps that is not very disciplined in the normal sense of things, and
Im not doing a very good job here. I'm too slow, should be ready by now, but | simply cannot summon
any enthusiasm for doing Ross's gaamvell, though suppose | should, since we are all a team etc. etc.

Had a great evening tobogganing on the fanSmbtt Baseki run.Here's my sketch from my log

The American Para Rescue team were there on survival training in an immaculate igloo, an architectural
masterpiece, easily 15' across, built under Kiwi direction of course!

Bad crevasse on the way over, illustrating the care needed when walking muchdif8gott Base. Pete
dropped down into one for photos, then almost fell into another by mistake.
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THURSDAY 3RD NOVEMB&Rspent again mostly on repairing gear, this tooe skis, checking skins

and rerewing pole bindings. Theseomntain skis are broad and hold you in by the toes like Langlauf,
but the heels can be strapped too if you want to go awkwardly downhill. Dave Lowe ordained that the
new skis, fresh down from NZ, should be used by the field parties this year. Thisky @dint just now
because some of us are keen recreational skiers, and had our eyes on the new skis for the slopes behind
the base where actually they would serve far more purpose, since skis in the field are only for rough
cross country work, and ardten broken when sledges overturn. Dave himself only used them once last
year, and broke two, so there is some argument for keeping the good skis for the Antarctic Ski Club!
Though as Roger, who is one of the keenest rec skiers here, broke a ski lasimiightais mending it on

the firm's time this morning we have a job to do, and the businesgpplying the skis sent them down

for the field, not for sport'God suck me dry" he breathed on the subject.. old Roger isn't exactly
dripping with high regard fodeities.

A Yank visiting from the spacious igloo in a temp of more than 50°, with a great surplus of clothes, food
and booze, on a twaolay jaunt from massive McMurdo, with the supreme confidence of a fleet of

instant helicopters, and the amazing Amerigagard for the single life, summed up the Yank attitude:
"Jesus Christ, how the hell did Scott manage to kill himself down here?".

Tonight we got some new arrivals on the same Connie that had brought us in, so we harnessed up the
dogs and drove them oub the tarmac ice. When it comes to the dogs, there is little question in my

mind that efficiency can not be sacrificed to romance, and that toboggans are far more realistic. But the
exuberance of ach animal, great, strong, belligerent, séaced pugs fll of exhilarating energy, baying

at the approach of all and sundry, begging to be put to work, makes a dog trip fun for novices like me,
and the real tourist attraction of the Bas@&ut a littletold fact about driving dog teams is that they all

feed onraw seal meat, and just like most mammals, need to fart after they wake up. This takes a while,
and even after they are harnessed up and running, for humans, the south end of a northbound sledge is
olfactorily disgusting. Not only that, but some team mearsb find it necessary to crap while running,
somewhat disrupting the general rhythm of things.
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The dogs this morning were lazy, a bit unfit, and of course had only just been fed, so it was a peristaltic

ride. They live spanned out on thdield pegs, on wire harnesses (the leather thongs they run in would

be bitten through in moments if they were left unattended). They run in pairs, which have to be chosen
carefully and only by the knowledgeable. Virgo the bitch was in heat, so everwasothe sign for

attempted gang rape, and associated fights. Bill is very experienced, knows his stuff and enjoys the dogs
enormously. When they are all harnessed up, the two “anchor' pickets are knocked out, and off they go.

They normally need no urgingut the first few yards are always a bit crazy as they strain for traction,

and it pays to hang on. " Now dogs, are you ready?" rather like the Outward Bound surf boats that our

crews used to row. Then a shout to the leader "Hweet boy JOHNNY!" givedbe sl shove to free the

runners, and off to the races. Apparently RRRRRRR dogs RRRRRRRRRRR means left, and OWK OWK OWK
means right, and jumping onto the brake and screaming in agonized cadence AAAAAAAAAAAAAaaaah to
stop, asequence | never could remembeavhich probably contributed to my signal incompetence as a

dog driver. In order to get more spedd|l and | skiied alongside (me turning turtle a few times on the

fat skis). Bill crudely encouraged Visggdh t K KA & dzadzk £ f 2 6 S NvaBdge@drtwat2 |j dz OA (
Fd GKSYX YF1S 6SY 3I2Hb bl S& W2KKye X LUttt o6S dzJ i
you bastard". Actually, the sight of all those straining arses was amusing.. they work so hard, but

somehow | felt a bit like the lord ohé manor shouting at serfs, reinforcing my preference for machines

when it came to work. Above all, the smell of them remains in my memory. They are dirty, friendly,

boisterous animals, so strong, and all over you as soon as you go near them, thoughecollgrif you

shout at them, reminiscent of Lakeland sheepdogs visibly evidencing their sometimes brutal training.

I had an interesting discussion with Colin et al this afternoon about women at Base. He is a real
champion of them proper emancipistperhaps another reason to like him as much as | do. Fuiwey, |
never looked on women as anything either inferior or superior to me, yet | seem to be aligned by others
to favoring male superiority simply because | know, and express with others, fronmenqeerthe

problems women would bring with them down here. (Editorial comment some years later: | have
learned a lot since those times, and especially the awareness that many of those “problems' rest
actually on male, rather than female shoulders!).
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FRIAY 4TH NOVEMBHWt a good day. One of those confusing messes where one's confidence just
R2Say Qi aKFLIS dzZJp b20KAYy3 KIFLILISya (2 Llzi &2dz 2 3SN.
“stuck' into ski repair this morning, then hauled in for an iceypalll morning on that, then took a

toboggan and got it stuck in the snow. | just couldn't start it no how. Took Robin the mechanic all the

way out to it, and he started it first throw.

After lunch, | went out and cleaned the meat hut ( a snow cave géds from base) on the same
toboggan, and got it on its side in the snow. It took the combined efforts of four of us to get it out.

When | got back to base, | was informed we'd missed afternoon tea so someone cracked a beer, which
made me sleepy untietatime! | started strapping my rucsac and sewing my pants when along came
Chris and asked me if | was having tea (at 1800 hrs!). | raced back along the covered way towards the
mess and went arse over teakettle right at the feet of a startled Arnold Heine.

After the finally hareearned tea, | took the dogs out, crashed and lost two pickets, and my valuable
piece of paper with all their names on. There must have been bits strewed all over the ice as went,

because a crash is a prolonged event.

Brian George came along behind and kindly picked stuff up. We got to the igloo and found it trashed,
and all supplies looted ahead of us!

We got back only to learn that I'd dropped the carry loop for the harnesses somewhere in theedpgli
and there were no pickets to stake out the sledge while we unharnessed the dogs, and it was 2050, and
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we were ‘requested' by Base leadership to view documentary films at 2100 ( a ‘request’ means we were
specifically required to attend!)

Apart from thd, it was a beautiful day.

The two films we saw tonight were very good value. A team of German TV people have arrived, and
their gear fills the sledge room. They are about to put colour TV on in Germany, and a film on Antarctica
is part of their planned mgramme. The film documents US forces bases in Greenland, part of a

northern chain of radar bases ringing the continent. The presentation focused on two, at Thule, and
Camp Century, one above and one underground. The film was excellent, but knocked theaAme

who run to 8 cinemas, a supermarket, even female nurses! The sight of rockets being hydraulically
ramped up from under the ice made a good point. Their innovative power systems were sourced
through generators from one ship berthed alongside the $cgplying power for the whole camp. Also
water in Camp Century which is melted ice in a hole 200' deep energized by pressure steam.

The second film described Carelton Ray's research on the underwater life of seals. Evidently they only
come up to breatheiad rest. He said they can stay under for 40 minutes, and dive to a depth of 1500'.

In the summer they detect airholes by light, but in water where there is no light it is their peculiar

system of squeaks and honks effected without loss of valuable atrc#im locate the vents. They even

sleep under the ice (I had seen that in my tubular descent under Turtle Island). We went to sleep at 0020
hours.

5TH NOVEMBER SATURDAY

Today | serviced the toboggans, putting a re&w mirror on each, an essential addit for saving that

vital warm air lostrom your neck and hooahen turning aroundWe discussed various safety

techniques with Dave Lowe, who advocates riding the toboggan in situ, and not arranging steering and
throttling mechanism from the sledge bekinThe big danger in field travel with toboggans is that they
will drive straight into lightly covered crevasses since unlike dogs, they have no intrinsic sensing
mechanism to warn them.

We brazed extra strengthening onto the gear lever since it is ltatdbake loose from its frame, and in
extreme cold, even to fracture. We examined the throttle assembly which was a real Horlicks, its only
possible advantage being that it is cumbersome and heavy, obviously to avoid freezing up. The
machine's front skiand nose are designed to plane on soft snow, but sastrugi shakes it all up terribly,
and I'd hate to get my legs caught up around that throttle if the whole thing turned over. | think we
never ride astride, but always sidaddle, or sitting or standinglhe question is whether to be roped to
your mate on the sledge behind, or to decide to jump at the last minute, or go down theHhaolg onto
the steering handlesand chance your luck with the toboggan. At this point (we made all sorts of
practical adjgtments to these methods once we actually got into the jigdcthdemstyle seemed best,

all roped together like climbers do when going through crevasse country, but this calls for very quick
action by all. | reckoned with the strength and experience ofteam, we would find a way.
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| heard from the leader of the USARP Beardmore Project totlightauses of his mishap, which
illustrated the high risks associated with airlifting expeditions like ours into the field. He and David Elliot
(exFIDS) are in theame party. They reckon that a) snow conditions were different on put in from
recces, and b) a different Herc from the reecas usedso a different crew. The Admiral I/C McMurdo
was aboard the C 130, so all decisions were fairly and squarely in his bahtlse skiequipped Herc
apparently encountered terrific sastrugi and evidently smashed its undercas@geich that they
jettisoned 15,000 Ibs of gear and shot off again with all the party. The Admiral ordered that noone
should land within miles ofiat place again. But that is of course what they must do, land as close as is
safely possible, with extra supplies to enable them to sledge to their involuntary dump and carry on
their project. That makes me glad that Colin accompanies us on odn piwouldn't like to have to

direct a US Navy pilot to a pint point on the plateau for the first time, though suppose one must do the
best possible. It seems as though this Beardmore accidéinaffect us directly,n making exploratory

light touchandtakeoff necessary on recce flights prior to actual loadedipuandings (which was

indeed what happened).

0220 hours andlate) house mouse tomorrow.

SUNDAY 6TH NOVEMBAIRwe needed was the Sunday papers, and it would have been just like home.
How the customs cling on! Must be most obvious to an outsider.

Some men off to a trip to Cape Evans, and others about to go to Hallett, some in bed some just
mooching. All rolled in to a straggly breakfast. Dave Lowe was decent enough to wake me fairly late
(1030 am).

Ice party in the afternoon. We found a deep crevasse under where we were working. Left Base on the
“dozer wearing light singlet and jersey, and was very chilled initially, so ran to get warm, but the wind |
generated got me even colder. So | stegstill and heaved ice for ten minutes and was very warm and
comfortable while others sweated in windproof clothing. It was fine and sunny, but there is a fine line
down here between where you can work yourself warm, and where no amount of work will caijee

for body heat loss over total area. | know from winter conditions in England where | had insufficient
clothingand where Icontinued to grow colder despitsteady walking, untiforced to donmore

clothing.
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Lae house mouse much better than last time, in fact | had three hours sleep, and will in future opt for
the late version, since the peace and opportunity to play my violin are not to be missed. Broke rules and
walked down among the pressure ridges for 5 srat about 0300 to clear my head of sleep,

appreciating yet again the pink glow on the night ice, and the steady knock of the diesels still busy at
Williamsfield. | took this photo of the Base flag pointing towards One Ton Depot near where Scott died.

There seems to be a big ai8tott feeling here. Indeed ariritish! While nothing personal to me (and

I've experienced this often before in the Antipodes), I've noticed it come out in conversation, especially
with regard to British moves in Malaya as d#ed by Maurice Denham in the film the 7th Dawn. Scott
was, in everyone's eyes, burned up with personal ambition which overrode his considerations of safety

SGOX L R2y Qi K2fR (2 UGUKAA 2LAYA2Yy YeaSt FixthelJSNKI LJa

Kiwi view that Shackleton's decision to turn back 96 miles from the Pole is superior. Colin still thinks
Nansen ranks the greatest because of what he did outside his arctic exploration.

Quote from Professor Herfried Hoinkes the Institute of Meteorology and Geology at University of

Innsbrukwho had Antarctic experiendggeprint from ~ Ciba Symposigmh L FX | LJ NI & &SSa

these difficulties, sees through the polar winter without any trouble or serious dispute, the cause lies in
the spirt of self discipline and mutual readiness to help shared by all conc&nedhing is certain:

that "heroes' are not the type best fitted for modern polar expeditions. Rather one needs persons who,
even under the most trying external conditions, are yetdgo about their duties punctually and
uncomplainingly men (sic) with a gift for improvisation and for getting the best out of any situation. The
heroic type tends rather to leave the monotonous detail to others, dreaming the while of critical
situations in which he can show the stuff he is made of to the admiration of other members and the
world at large. Since happily, such situations occur rarely on modern expeditions, the practical value of
such romantic types is not high".

| followed this quote upvith the comment in my log: such a contrast between this harsh environment
and the warmth of companionshipolar regions, gladske clarity If you die, you remain unchanged. In
a desert, you rot unpleasantly. Here not much evidence of man .. the iglatean and hard. There is a
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purity in the snow which makes even a piss seem dirty. The phrase “pure as snow' applies in thousands
of square miles to this place.

a2zyRIFI® FNNAGSR Fa | &a2Nl 2F KIFfF RI &HstomanRMNB | YRI & @
the late housemouse, but spent the entire morning carefully fitting a new pair of skis to my high
altitude boots.

In the afternoon the German colour TV blokes wanted to film the dogs from the toboggan and vice

versa, and then both togetherpg of old and new. They started off sitting on the toboggan, and | was

a2 AYyGSyid 2y t221Ay3 6KSNB L ¢gla 3IF2Ay3a 20SN) GKS LI
had fallen off and were sitting in dazed confusion.

Went to bed early, after artber discussion with Dave Lowa leadership and requirements for
selection for such jobs. His is the view of a determined, experienced and capable man, but (to me) it
lacked compassion. He believes fallacies i.e. you sum up someone correctly in the fissth y dzi S S G OX

Tuesday 8th. 0815 Blowing hard from the South, drift snow powdering through the covered way right up
to the cold porch of C Hut. Still the temp in the hut is a balmy +7° as | write this, though | can hear the
wind piling up the snow on the sthern doors. | slept heavily last night but still dreamt of a woman as |
have every night. | wonder if this signifies a craving for affection, or a deep sense of appreciation in
memory of the warm and loving moments with C, sayloorJeven J2 women| have never

contemplated any reaties with, but into whose company each of us have gone happily in the security

of this knowledge knowing we can relax?

| dreamt tonight of Cwho was | think a combination &f and I, with C's virginity andlL® pradiced
O2yFARSYOSX 6KIFG Iy SEGNI2NRAYINE O2Y0AYylFiAZ2Yyd |y
a dingy and depressing flat in some western city, and | read her name inscribed on a postal frank, |
remember clearly, J Butler. | recognized he€ashy and volatile, and was appalled at her condition.

She was greatly in debt through rent and something else up to £200, and | offered to pay it though

hating myself and knowing | was pulling myself down by doing it. She was revolting to look ahrgpots

dirty clothes, and | didn't want to touch her, but she was very appealing as she came into my arms, and
seemed somehow to change. | think she becagié@\dyway the duality of my Gemini heritage shows

true to form again! The interesting indication alf this is: here | am experiencing absolutely no female
company for a reasonably prolonged period for the first time in my life. Though | have spent months,
years separated from the women | most wanted to be withe hlways had access to a direct objefct

my affection in some way. So here, my dreams are very involved and seem to be reaching way back. This
all points to why furtherl seem to be unable to believe at all in the marriage tie. How could | be faithful

to one in my dreams? Because | am noigl @aever will be, single minded.

Colin handed me a piece cut out from the Press by his fiancé, reporting the recent London Conference
under Chairmanship of the Rev Kenneth Greet on "Sex and Morality'. A council headed by the
Archbishop of Canterbury came to a refreshingly moderate coiociusthe position of the whole group
about morality in general is that no set rules can cover every conceivable aspect of so complex a life as
ours. Thank goodness for a bit of humility for a change. Like everyman I've thought about this problem
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a lot, since | was about sixteen, and haitgret reconciled the arguments with my convictions.The
report goes on to say that this last statement (quoted above) is not inconsistent with believing, as the
majority do, that some rules are of such importance thagyt may be treated for all practical purposes
as valid!

"We make it quite cleahat the view of the majority of Christians is that the rule of abstinence before
marriage and fidelity within is one such rule. But we do not hold that chastity can be adiyodefined
as obedience to this rule'.

Are these the first chinks in the church's staunch barricade? Of course the mouths are opening and
shutting- though more opening and arguments are pouring out, among the strongest being that
Church is now weakengrnthe Word, chipping away at its standards. The job of the opposition, perhaps,
is to maintain the strongest possible case. | think the church would lose something by giving way, and
yet it must.

I have no doubt that it is in no way a display of weaknede\e, sleep with, and utterly make love to an
attractive, warmhearted woman who means much to you, and to whom you mean much. | think it can
easilybecomea weakness, but this depends on the character of the people concerned. | cannot for
instance hel@dmiring the witch for witholding the chocolate cake, but she sums up her attitude in the
GSNY &aKS dzaSaxXeo 0SOldzaS akKS O2yaAiARSNB Al oYSGl LK2
actually find many good reasons for disagreement, and swd hespected it. But | still think she would
gain for a little of what she fancies. Girls liked D, who both made almost identical remarks "Why do |
always end up in bed like this@b reveal a weakness perhaps, whereas J1, with pictures of bishops all
over her wall, walked naturally over with "Come on silly!" dealing with my reluctance rather like an
affectionate friend leading a child. In all this there is far less awesome psychological damage, and far
more real enjoyment in a couple of good, ligiearted lovemakes in a comfortable bed with no fear of
being disturbed or embarrassed, than most of our moralists would have us think.

My strongest argument of all at the moment is that we are all surrounded by it legitimately at all turns,
so why watch itgiggle and sigh? The sensible thing to do if you like someone else's car, or over your
neighbour's wife, is to get one yourself.

Anyway, enough of sex. Think about religion. Or Outward Bound. Or both. | get a strong feeling that OB
is only playing with soething. From down here, it seems of a cheap Hollywood setup, stimulating
something that down here is for real. The spirit of this place, the way people really LIVE an effort to get
on and make everyone's life easier, is astounding. Of course therexaeptions. After the first

idealistic week, life settles into a workable routine. It would be intolerable if everyone walked around
bathed in a sickly grin, stepping obsequiously aside to the other's every whim, never speaking a sharp
word or showing éittle strain. But there is an absolute necessity for a greater degree of tolerance here
than is usual at least in civilian life. | find it probably easier than most since OB does bring minthe

and requires constant exposure to harsh outdoor Iihasga matter of course. Although here the
housemouse stands on cardboard olee honeybucket to ensureasswithout emptyinguntil the
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next duty*, there is noone not prepared to involve themselves genuinely and helpfully in others' minor
and tempoary problems. Help of all kinds is always forthcoming. People watch other's slides of identical
scenes four and five times over quietly and without fidgeting. Fatuous comments from heads dropped
over long letterdrom home are taken gocdaturedly and sensitely. There is a marked absence of
harshness of any sort in the environs of the base, since enough is already provided by the elements, or
trying to start a toboggan in subero winds with clumsy mitts on. Apart from totally reactive and
incidental (actudy richly undeserved!) cursing, Christ is never referred to or discussdghst in my
presence Maybe in the minds of some, maybe more than one would suspect, but here is a thoroughly
GOOD community in the angéaxon sense afod. | speculate that thenost effective case for OB might

be that it gives those who never get the opportunity or inclination to come down here, or to similar
experiences, to get a taste of the rdwnt enjoyments, fulfiment, and achievemnts possible in this or

a compaable ®tting.

WEDNESDAY 9TH

Again the most extraordinary dreams (Ed: Ive had these kinds of antégig detailednovies while

sleeping all my life 1 went up to T to look for the witch unbeknownst to her. Shouted up at windows,

and walked up the stairand knocked on the door (shades of S Street?) and walked in to four girls sitting
around, fairly close together. In the middle was a dozy looking-Haided man and the witch, hardly
NEO23ayAlTlIoftS: f221Ay3 aft SSLR dked politRduestipagNiiaderr® L RAR
polite exit after smiling my hellos, even to the bloke. | jumped down the stairs, leaps at a time, and

stood quietly in the doorway for a moment, cursing. Then | heard an animal sort of noise and someone

else running down thsteps, who shot around the corner and into my arms, and she was crying (ED: |

should have pursued a career producing romantic films in Hollywood). A most unfortunate affair,

emphasizing that a gentleman always warns of his coming.

Previous to that part othe dream, most odd, and an exact parallel to T, was the fact that | arrived
unannounced and walked upstairs into a lodging house automaticaiyiniscent of Oxford day$-

and took a room | had been in many times before. When the landlady came isgishia a friendly,
welcoming way, "Hello, you back again?'. Some friends of mine were also there, one girl and several
fellows, and we were going out for the evening to see a film, and it was all a mixture of Oxford, Sydney,
Wellington and T, wonderingtho to ask to go with me. Certainly one of the fellows would look after the
one girl, and there was less than an hour before the film started, so | excused myself and went out to
phone the witch, but couldn't find her number, so had to risk it and watkiher.

" This rather unsavoury reference alludes to the probably apocryphal hab@iméhousemice to rig up

something to stand on when defecating in an already full toilet so entheremptying process would fall, in a

manner of speaking, on the next housemouse's shoulders

20nce in Oxford when looking for a place to sleep after a party, | climbed through a friend's window onto an
occupied bed which | started to clamber over &ad a few times before, until unfamiliar male imprecations and a
woman's screams made me head for the window again headlong in a real hurry. Several days later when | saw my
friend he told me only then that he had moved.

31



No doubt the situation in my dream was inspired by the machinations in Welliitokeeping folks
subterfugally apart. But was disturbing to dream so vividly of the witch and with such deep impressions.

Despite these disturbance, | worked on ti Polaris all day, tensioning the main track, straightening all
ice-grubbers, soldering nipples onto the ignition lead, cutting to size and replacing the main drive chain,
adjusting the idler, replacing the main idler bolt, and almost amputating mywatsthat dangerous

ratchet winch arrangement on the rear end. FouRobin as good a companion to work with as he is
accompanyindoul ditties on his guitar. There are some nice folks in the world. It would be totally
impossible to be angry with him, asmehow he can never give offense. A gentleman? My hands were
completely covered in oil, as they used to be when Tim and | worked on our motorbikes.

We had a working party tonightl 1/2 hrs shoveling snow while Rae manipulated his big blade with
great pregsion and moved in one sweep a pile which it had taken us 30 minutes to accumulate. The
shovel is still not redundant thoughnd despite een Rae's expertisshe managed to slip a corner of his
blade into the store room, leaving a neat tear in the walihef hut.

Afterwards, | read a little about Lt Greely's exploits on the Franklin Bay expedition. Must be one of the
most remarkable stories ever of polar travel, eating their own sleeping bags, jerseys, thongs, boots and
underweal and even each oth&), shooting Henry for stealing, amidst constant argument and
selfishness. What an ordeal!

The ice breakout is approximately level today with what it was on December 9th last year, over a month
in advance.

It is difficult to imagine sea out of the mess windows it will be when we return from the field. The
Endeavour will draw up to McMurdo, sliding into berth where we tobogganed all the way to Royds.
Tonight the wind is South, backing to East atlbknots, the flag just not quite straight at 15k, the wind

drift steadily rolling in across the sea ice with moments of cim. Great to watch through binoculars the
fascinating reticulations of each powdery wave like a river flowing over the pressure ridges. Bad weather
is brewing over Minna Bluff. The pundits foast blizzard. It was very warm today, up-53 tonight at

0005.

THURSDAY 10TH. FIRST KNOCK BACK

Well it came this morning. Dave Gobey (our Northern Padyntaineer assistaft, Ross Chisholm and

lan Stewar{Leader and assistarftom the Southern Partgll arrived by Herdes. What a dependable
looking plane! Mutual greetings all around, then a short, sharp announcement from Colin that spares for
the damaged Hercs are scheduled for next AUGUST! The Beardmorstpladity not look like getting

on, andthe edict has come from the Admiral at McMurdo that no more flights will go into the field

other than logistical runs to support parties or stations already in place. When spares arrive, if they
arrive, no landings anywhere except prepared stripsdazel or known landing places, for example last
year's (which is crazy because snow conditions presumably change!) | find it difficult to believe the

¥ In the heady days (and nightsdfore getting onto the plane to come down south we had to manage several
liaisons involving shared lodging and different friends and partners, calling for careful and sensitive scheduling.
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Americans will actuallsegressin their attitude to field landings. After all, as Colin muttered in some
disgust, a propos of the refusal to use R4D's (DC3s or "Gooneybirds"), all the original NZTAE
(TransAntarctic Expedition) stuff was done from Austers

But this is a real setback. The daadlbefore Colin has to warn ogeologists not to come down is¢h

day after tomorrow, Saturday. Hard to believe we might never get to Mount Murchison! Plans must now
change to do away with our original dump, and work from Dave Lowe's last year put in point. Ross's
party which will go in with us, will help us get orthe@ Plateau with all our stores, and we will create a

new dump somewhere south of the Pleiades. We may have to do up to 200 miles of more sledging.

Ice party again this afternoon, using crevasse ladders to go down into the slot to get a crowbar someone
dropped, reminiscent of climbing a wet “chimney' in rubber boots on rock, since crampons and ice
fF RRSNE R2y Qi YAEZ lyR GKS ONIYLRyYy& 320 ayl 33SRX

Tonight the best skiing Ive had in the last year. Seem to have finally got migaighturn on these skis,
and began doing parallels on the crisp, hard snow. | even wemn dloe far side, after a marvalis
traverse, then took it direct.

Chris and Dave were cleaning out the grease trap when we got back. What a foul job, and wheita sta
was in! Chippy went and got his overalls on and gave a hand. Pretty good!

Then the base's funniest happening this evening. It all started when Bob Murdoch and Gordon Dawson
went to take the dogs for a run. All but the lead dog Lepus were on, rarigg. Gordon up front took

the lead picket out while Bob was still harnessing Lepus. An enthusiastic tug from one or two of the
traces, and out jumped the hind picket, and Gordon found himself heading towards the ice atop his
camera nearly staving in abbtinree ribs. Great presence of mind left him still holding on to the picket
doing about 13 knots on his belly, his strangled shouts serving only to drive the hardworking dogs to
even greater effortsBob was helpless laughing, and Gordon let go, whilg tietched the now empty
sledge now gaining speed, hurtling off towards the pressure ridges. Of course it "arsed up ' before long,
and the bruised Gordon hobbled after it. After harnessing Lepus up finally, neither had the stomach for
the fray. So the dogstarted fighting. No sooner had they been stopped, but they started again. Nearly
frantic, both men headed for the lines again. Then another fight broke out, and one dog, unidentified,
shot off, thoroughly unimressed, to hide under the Wangan. Expectijit to remain there, they

spanned out the remaining bleeding animals, and walked after the missing dog. It wasdeotthe
Wannagan.lt was nowhere unil they came upon it close to the sea ice. A dive at him missed, and game
of peeka-boo continued. Fially they gave up, and walking back toward the Base, were flabbergasted to
see the errant animal on the roof of Q hut being photographed by admiring heads out of windows. Even
GKSYy AG O2dzZ RyQd oS Ol dAKG®

FRIDAY 11THere are “facts and figures' | recordiedm Fred Rootes, American Loogistics and Jerry
Hoffman.

1, Beardmore Party. They were lucky not to lose the plane, which buckled a ski on hard sastrugi during
their aborted putin. They still expect to go out about two weeks late, or be sent back tetChurich.
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There are only about 4 Hercules (C 130s) still operating down here. Their main commitment is the Byrd
Station and the Pole. Each station uses about 180,000 gallons of fuel per year, and a Herc can only carry
3000 gallons in fuglank converted caiers, so it is almost a constant battle. Sometimes there are 8

flights to the Pole each day, just fuel and a small amount of cargo, wi#i® IBinutes turnroundThe

fuel commitment are so high that all Hercs average 5 1/2 hrs flying time per day an®adlecause of

the criticality of these old birdsyow all flights must be pranded without load touching the main skis

only, keep the nose ski (more vulnerable) off, just to test the surface and take off immediately, then if
everything deemed ok, ale and land on the ski marks.

2. Only 4 other skequipped Hercs working in the entire world, aaitlare on assignment with the US

Navy in the Arctic. Apart from the Army commitment with turbine helis in Antarctica, the US Navy takes

full authority for sipporting the US scientific programme. The USBiRRjet is approxmately $8m,
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since they are supplied for all practical purposes by ship. TregskppedHercs have a payload of only

11000 Ibs (the three skis weigh 13,700 Ibs) whereas the wheeled Hercs can carry 23,000Ibs. The

Starlifter has about six times the dierc payload.

The day was closed by a most interesting and stirring talk by Fred Roots #8450 Norwegian

planned Maudheim expedition, on which 3 men drowned in a Weasel, and one man lost an eye. These
are the dramatic facts. It was typical of human nature and behaviour that the audience was ayeite b

by the lecture's start, and important details surrounding the effort, e.g. that Norwegian, Swedish,
Canadian, English and Australian expedition members met for the first time on the boat going down.
They could not communicate at all to begin witlut at the end of three years they had a mixture of
English, Norwegian and German almost unintelligible to journalists conversant with those languages!
Such is the collusion between environment and circumstance. They sometimes went for three weeks
alonewith their dog teams in the field, meeting only at prearranged rendezvous with others, only then
using radios to communicate with base.

The Weasel (this part woke three people up) plunged over the ice foot in a fog with four occupants. All
got out, and three tied to climb up the ice cliff, and slowly drowned. Shows how fortune plays the
game. The one who struck out in a bold gamble to adldeast fifty yards away in heavy clothing (what
looked like an unsafe move because he spent 12 hours on that thinipghaoved once because the

first floe was too small, and threatened to tip him in) got away with it. He took his outer clothes off, and
wore his underdungers gradually dry by running around in a figure eight. He also rowed the exhausted
rescue party backotbase.

One of the geologistgot a piece of rock in his eye. Long infection necessitated surgical removal of the
damaged eye, but the expedition doctor had never performed such an operation, or seen one. The only
communication with a hospital back home fadvice was by telegram. They made their own

instruments, practiced on canned grapes, performed the operation so well that no further surgery was
needed on return to civilization.
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This was a remarkable occasion of the imprecision of first impressioreeN@rticularly wanted to

listen to Roots, perceived initially as another case of these irritatingly modest folks who are reticent to

the point of miserliness. He completely lost us all at the start. Some of the lesosgiblled lads were

asleep andl was disinterested. If there had been an accident, or a fire at the end of the firdidalf

everyone would have gone away with a very meagre opinion of Mr Fred Roots. Nothing could have been
further from the eventual truth. Everyone in the end wasl&vawake and thoroughly interested, and

glad of the chance to listen further and talk to him afterwaidtfurned out his brother worked for two

years at OBMS Eskdale under Adam Arnold Brown, and was with Tom Price in South Georgia! He knew
Kevin Waltorii KSNB X | OGdzZ- £t fte& OFYS G2 hdzyRtS G2 aLISIF] 6KS)
well help in Ottawa if and when | ever get to Canada!

One interesting remark from him that | recorded: in his opinion, those who have had enough after the
first winter are those with the strongest views.

SATURDAY 12TH.

Well we pitched our tents optimistically for the first time. Two Gino Watkityte yellav doublewall
pyramids, and one Meade mountain tent, still good old fashioned stuff. We worked on them, checking
the ties of inners and outers onto poles, and all the various bits and pieces. Just occasionallgbkget st
of anticipation, even fear, whelooking out into that considerable whitengsand realize that the two
walls of a tent are all the shelter you've got. Previous experience, however daring, just goes by the
board, as far as my own personal confidence goes anyway. One has to start frech bera, and treat
with great respect.

We had a concert in the evening, Carleton Ray over for drinks. He is a very striking man, and sang a few
songs to the guitar in a clear, good voice, though obviously dashed them off with some carelessness. |
played te fiddle with Chris, and it seemed to go down better than | thought it would, and was good
practice for my fingers and general harmonic sense, to pick up strange tunes immediately by ear, though
one tends to fall into general patterns and get lazy. Be@341.

SUNDAY 13TH

Slept through until 1 pm! Had bread, marmalade and hot chocolate for brunch. What a selection of
chocolate and Horlick®ream,instant coffee with or without millend of course tea!

In the afternoon, we went over to the ski tow and s&idf it. This necessitatedoding out the old Bzn

gun carrier from its deepotch in the snow, and manoeuviewith alternate push and pull into a new
position. The long splice in the rope took a while, and the new positioning and new tensiefinB y Qi 3 S
finished until it was time to go back for tea, so no skiing, a pity. | offered to drive back. Never having

driven a dozer before, | was given only one instruction: keep it well away from the edge and the tide

crack. Then | was left for a while suss things out in this cabful of levelrsoon found out that by

pulling certain combinations, | could throw the remaining four (Dave Br&eh,Sopp, Robin and Peter)

all around on the sledge | was towing behind, so had great fun for a while. W&l lgebned a can of

beer, and they certainly looked a sight hanging onto the big sledge, mitts clutching Budweiser cans, and
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trying to spare the other hand to make rude signs at me. The tricky part came when we came to the
Williamsfield tracks. The magomms cable is held droopily by poles along the way, and one had to look
for narrow passages near the poles to slalom through. It so happened that | was only steering with the
power release handles, the ones which stop transmission to the individual tiasksad of using the

brake(s) as well. Of course it worked fine on the straights, and on the sea ice when one had miles to turn
in anyhow, but screaming along in 5th geaia staggering 15mph, eight tons of dozer and a sledge with
four substantialbodid@ 2y AGX 6S 2dzad RARY QO dGdzaNyo® !'a GKS L2t
less and less, and it became nastily evident that it was no longer a matter of turning, but of stopping in
very short order. | stamped on the brakes, to no effect. Then embrered the clutch handle. Of course
she stopped. Who had ever doubted it? But four very shaken characters clambered over each other to
look at the blade, six inches away from the pole. Peter, always not far from a grin, made as if to pull the
20" high bysix inch steel poleut with a simulated jerk as if to say "'no good expecting you to get through
any other way!".

We saw the Byrd party off finally tonight. They have been standing by for four days.
Bed at 0015.
MONDAY 14TH THE STARLIFTER.

A warm, easy sbof day. Was day housemouse with Dave Gobey. Washed up breakfast and took all
garbage down to the tide crack in the Fergy. By that time, after we had filled the ice melters, it was time
for morning tea. It was a case of where has all the morning goreguse we had a date with Norm, the
radio officer, for comms practicélearned a great deal, and afterwards we took out a 557 from storage,
all packed up, undid it, set it up, and called Norm just to show we could. No hitches, but we obviously
must be caeful with these things. She goes alright, like the toboggan, when she goes.

Lunchtime, and the afternoon saw everyone off to watch the Starlifter. Brian George was out with the
dogs again, and the German colour TV crew, people dotted all along the icaydommiles it seemed,
crash tenders every hundred yards. All this through binoculars from the Mess, though we'll have a
chance to see her come in from closer up tomorrow. The first jet plane ever to land in Antarctica. And
she was a real prima donna. Steme in at God knows what height, just a silver gleam at the sharp end
of a vapour trail. Curving around in great sweeps on a sort of recce, while the bright orange dragonflies
buzzed around below, making lots of collective noWe. nearly got stiff neck for she horsed around

up there for almost an hour and then glided over the base low and menacing like a nightmare,
disappearing behind Observation Hill. As she finally came in to land, dwarfing the huts and assorted
vehicles, helicopters darted in ant@ut, one sitting just above the nose of the great aircraft as it taxied
along the runway, like pilot fish around a shark. Quite impressive.

Dave Gobey made a remark to me as we were washing up lunch, in the ingenuous way he does. Of
course the subject wasomen, as we discussed pros and condoms. | said | would like once to sleep
with a woman old enough to be my mother, just for interest's sake, and then it was that the joke came
out, pleasantly vile (ED: typical of Dave, who was to keep us in fitsgtfterufor most of the next few
weekswith his filthy chatte) that I'm sure Shakespeare or Chaucer would have liked. A bloke he knew
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slept with an old woman once. She was so wrinkled thay couldn't find it, and h&ad to wait until
she pissed, then fiup it like a trout.

Tonight anothemork party. Shovelng snow off the covered way again, Still the expertly handled dozer
shifts more in a minute than we do all night. Watching Ray Tatham whip it around these delicate,
vulnerable structures so effodbsly is a delight. He almost stands it on its tail.

The atmosphere down here really is MOST pleasant. People behave so much better towards each other.
There has not been, in three weeks, a cross word spoken to me, nor have | had thait adsénalin to

the neck when | do the same to someone else. At home it is either the person you know very well, or the
LISNE2Y @2dz R2y Qi 1y2¢ G Fffx GKIFIG @2dz I NB NUzZRS i
or your close friend who accuses you unjustiRe A y 3 &2 YSUKAYy3 @2dz RARY QU R2c
tension, less strain. Yet perhaps the reason is there are no idle hands for long. All have too much hard
work to do to get by easily, and one seems to become genuinely fond of everybody. There always are
exceptions, but the two people | really couldn't abide at first both are somehadte gppealing

personalities you overcomehe initial personal selection mechanisms which automatically reject

others for superficial and sulbjéve, usually spurious reass- one of them is now mending my tape

recorder and the other was friendly today as he did relief cook. This one is the hardened expedition

type, small, broad, hairy and slightly supercilious. He was on Campbell Island with Colin, a good enough
referene itself, but I still have to get over my suspicion of certain people. Who does this sort of thing
semipermanently, or for long periods? Colin seems sane enough, but | suspect an element of escapism
in the search for adventure. Yet life seems more eletakimere, truer and more real as far as contact

with important valuesgoes, than back home. There, one seems to live life on two levels: the existence
you actually live, and the one you wish for, or think you ought to live, and constantly chase. Here,
because there is only one of you, there is no-rate, no fear of competition, or of others, only the fear

of doing a really stupid thing that could jeopardize others, and of course fear of the common enemy, the
elemental, entropic threat of the Antarctic @. There is only one leader (Colin), one deputy leader

(Dave Lowe), and only one Field Assistant with our Northern (Mariner ) Party, and no one will change
that in a dishonourable way. At home. thousands of others wait, and all too often, life is ¢edtoyi

the fear of everything changing overnight. True selfance is to be able to give two fingers to the

unworthy, and even to the worthy with absolute confidence. Health and strength are the two
indispensable factors however.

The pungent night smelisf base while late housemouse are memorable. Swing open the cold porch
door of the Mess and sniff the scent of between toes, the balmy odours of gtesgsesingleted cook
and housemice. Walk into C hut and encounter the scent of 22 large Kiwis innkaibwing hours.
Walkpast the cold poth of F Hut amongst thérozen blood and blubber of the sekilling outfits, and
give thanks that you're not in the tropics.

TUESDAY 15TH
Yesterday's rosy tinge was shdivted. A bad dayoday. Through late housmouse talking very

pleasantly to John Murphfpur Base photographerpecame slack and inefficient. One thing led to
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another.. late in cleaning out the Mess, forgot to wake Chris for a bath, and ended up waking the whole
caboose 10 minutes late, earningelivdeserved comments from Dave Lowe, then went on into deeper
trouble over the cursed primus. | bloody well use the things day and out, and have for years in winter
conditions, but have never taken them apart much, | got needled and was wrong abous aédiiés!
maintenance. People are quick to take advantawmgre showing my basic fear again, and drive to assert

- just like I am myself, and these fatal traits go against the normndaeere and wreck an otherwise
peaceful existence. | suppose | couldn'pbdo survive 4 months down here without getting on peoples'
wicks sometimes, but | wish it hadn't been for stupidity and inefficiency. Takes me back to earlier days
where | have been brought up short by management, so rightly. | am too often unrelrabletails, and

this means an undignified fall from grace. It is painful to watch oneself lose the respect of others in a
breath. Objectively it might be because I've had two hours sleep in the last 36, but it all seems too
predictable. Slough of DespondABLS!

WEDNESDAY 16TH

The first developed pictures came back in the post drop, of Christchurch, the trip down and a few of the
ice. The camera seems to be working OK,

Colin had Roggeader of the other fieldpartydnd myself in today, informing us thatambination of
icebreaker and heli might be needed to put both our groups in to our area around the Marider
AviatorGlacies. This would mean that the whole operation could take up to three days. Ross will get
more dumps, which will suit his long ongay down to the coast, where he wiiflen go back on the
icebreaker as planned, but there remathe question for us of "how out? Same way?' Going by the
Beardmore party experience, we wont get put in anywhere the Navy isn't sure they can get usdout, an
we are headed up north for an extended trip through the Victory Mountains.

So | washed up and collected fuel tins, but a listless sort of a day, a bit overhung (psychologically) from
yesterday. Got involved in an argument over OB tonight, having heatdhb new boss in Anakiwa

(which | had been at before coming down) was to be Don Mackay, who is with Ed Hillary in Nepal. |
seemeda poor arguer. Perhaps | am really too impractical and superficial for this place. Certainly my
memoaries of NZ will be mixaglith an appreciation of the tough, practical Kiwi, intolerant and ruthless

on occasion, competent and uncompromising, a formidable mixture, and one | respect deeply. Makes
me feel very feeble indeed. Am quite depressed tonight, after fruitless evenitapoggans, when we
seemed to get nothing done, and Ross everything. They have overtaken us almost, and make me feel
pretty incompetent! There is a lot of awkward welding to do on ours tomorrow. The steering is broken
on both, we must brace the winch houagi, and braze the gear lever on the second one. What ho Up the
mariner!

THURSDAY 17TH

Monstrous dam hard work on the toboggans. | am butterfingered on mechanical work, because ONLY |
lack the a) incentive, b) confidence. If | give myself the serious ineentresponsibility(which is not

helped subconsciously by knowledge that we are air supported by the US Navy) and grab the nettle
firmly and gain confidence, | become quite reasonable. | can understand how things work. A mechanics
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skill seems to consisbbjectively, of two things: 1) conscientiousness and attention to detail, making

sure movements, actions, measurements are exact, no washers missing, lubrication, tensions correct
SGOX YR HUO LN} OGAOSIT (y26Ay3a (KeaByorayk arfltheJSNRA Sy OS
penalties for wrong actions in terms of future wear and tear.

The rest went skiing tonight. | think Ill leave my tight bindings on my skis.

Bed at 0230 after Dave Lowe kindly helped. He is a rare spirit, stalwart, argumentativeatedyyc and
extremely capable, though | wonder if he would eafsiigd a niche elsewhere than here.

FRIDAY 18TARRIVAL OF 18 NEW PERSONNEL INCLUDING HANK AND BRUCE

| started off the day with absolute determination to get the toboggans OK to go out onto the ice and
meetour remaining two team membersjank and Bruce. This would constitute the first moment of
team “bonding' prior to leaving for the field (if we eved!dbut the very fact that they were arriving was
inherently good newys The four of us made up the second of the two exploratory expeditions this
season, the Northern Partig a previously unexplored region of the Mariner Glacier and surrounding
mountairs.

Well with broken nails, hands engrained with oil, and one toboggan still in bits, | was tired and very
grateful indeed for the cheerful cooperative presence and hard work of Bob and Robin. How lucky we
are that they are young and bloody helpful. Thasical humourous Scot and the funny, impulsive Maori
who frowns when he laughs and does both all the time.

"Hank', Graham Hancox was to be my tentmate and our senior geologist, and the only one of us with
previous Antarctic experience in the Dry Valldgsaddition to being a professional geologist, he was a
strong climber, and accomplished violinist His companion geologist, Bruce Riddolls would joke later that
he had never climbed a mountain in his Jifghile standing on the summdf a ninety four hudreder

first ascent in the Transantarctic Range.
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HANK BRUCE

The other mountaineer alongside me rounding out the group's experiencehgandefatigableDavid
Gobey,seasoned climber and irreverent llEdeer whose humourouul ditties and rugged stamina
were among our best resources.

DAVE JOHN
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Finally we got ready, and drove out to the airstrip with all 4 toboggans and a sledge each. So glad to see
Hank's warm smile, and Bruce, quigtlite, selfcontained, and Dave his usual boisterdusnbling self,

so reliable and dependable in his own way. Much beer followed. Scott Base is better for the new blood
temporarily at least, though will no doubt settle back into its turgid flow soon ghouwill be glad to

get into the field.

Hank (upon hearing of our potential transportation holdup) spontaneously came up with an alternative
plan to climb Erebus and some additional meteorological requirements which were immediately shot
down.

SATURDAMTH RECCE CONFERENCE

This was the day originally planned @ur recce by air of our potential put in point, but it was put back
to tomorrow. This morning we had a joint briefing conference with both field parties to decide the
route for our recces.

In particular, Ross has (noticed in the air photos) an awkward step he wants to look at where his ridge is
very narrow We of course want to look at the step off the Meander Glacier to Murchison, one of our
(informal) expedition goals. As is so often theg;asseems the worst part of the terrain for us newat

least as far as we can tell from the aeri@lken from thousands of feet upbut actual travel will

probably prove quite different.

Perhaps the only time in my life | will have the pleasure i@ating a US Navy Hercules to fly me exactly
where | want to be flown. Wish | had the chance more often.

After a flight line was decided, a piece of string was pulled up out of the gash bucket, and we measured
our dotted route, an estimated 600 miles, fusver three hours flying time with the touch down.

So we left that afternoon for the PX, and then the Recce "O' Group with the Flight Commander. The heat

in McMurdo buildings is horrible. | prickled and felt most uncomfortable, hardly even able to think

f SFNITed ¢KS IAad 2F oKFEG GKS /2YYIFIYRSNI alFrAR gl a
out there, but you guys have gotta go, so we'll find a way (Blesalyays problerrsolving, practical

Yanks) The icebreakers are due down on the 25thiee of them, that's in 5 days time. If they dont

strike any trouble, it seems one of them might be detailed off to take us in, so part of the recce flight will

be to go up the coast to Hallett to survey ice conditions from the air as relevant to incshipgwith

turbo helos. Our pilot is the one to whom the Beardmore accident happened. When | showed him our

planned PI up near Mt McCarthy he shookbhg He seemed a bit frightenednd freely admitted it.

The word they all used, from the Commanderdown, was “gusshy'. They so nearly left that Herc

GKSNBE tFad GAYS 2y GKS . SIENRY2NBE Al RARY QO YI G4SN
Herc were to smash it on a landing, it would have to stay there indefinitely until they got another

from the factory since they must operate their fuel runs first, and must have a skahandy to cope

with that.
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The upshot of it was: Recce on Monday at 0800 sharp, and we'll see. Everyone seems very keen to help.

Played Bach all evening with Hafde even played the Beethoven, lucky bastard, how I'd love to get
that under my fingersThen we shot along to the Mess where everyone was getting terribly pissed, and
played a few songs and dances. Ross was most pissed of all, and so was Robin lbreteavieg a

newly made pink sheepskin hat. What a sight!

When Ross went down the covered way for a piss, we had to steer him through the F Hut door after he
had greeted us very politely twice.

SUNDAY 20TH

Slept til 1100, and woke up feeling fresh. Gaires ready for afternoon practice dry run off towards

Castle Rock. The four of us harnessed up the sledges with around 400 Ibs each and thundered out along
the back road to Wlliamsfield. | gave our toboggan to Hank since hétttholen one much. We came

to a fairly steep even slope going up onto the peninsular skyline. Attacked it, both teams working
independently to see whose was the best method to get to the top first. Our method was not as
successful as the others'. We gained as much height as we @o@ad ascending traverse until the

toboggan came to the end of the obvious lifihen we jammed the sledge, unhooked, and manhandled

the toboggan around, leaving it in gear until it faced round onto the next traverse line. Hitched up to

the other end othe sledge and away. The others seemed to do better with less effort. We worked well,
but far too hard! Well what gou expect when you get two violinists in Antarctica together?

Bruce's technigue was slightly different and definitely more effective. Hadvgo on the same traverse
line, but the moment the toboggan began to dig in he turned fractionally downhill, gaining momentum
and renewed traction, then turn quickly uphill and right around, thus making the new traverse line
without stopping.

We hit onecrevassebut were over it before the back of the toboggan drooped a bit and broke through,
but speed was luckily enough to get us out. | stopped, with the toboggan and sledge separated by the
slot. A sledge is less of a hazard to get over due t its dpEaeightand it came across neatly enough.

Meanwhile across nearer the ski slope, Ross and his crew were having at a longer though more gentle
slope with some difficulty. If anything, their sledges are heavier loaded than ours (good practice since
their journey is more in a straight line as opposed to our two loops with centered put in and pigkup

one point as lan turned the toboggan around at the traverse end, he gave the sledge a slight nudge.
There was someone holding on to it, but on the steepdtenow nothing could stop it, and it gathered
speed as they watched, until like some graceful plane, it took off high into the air over sastrugi,
miraculously staying upright, doing an estimated5@nph, a 400Ib sledge, shot across the tide crack
and outonto the sea ice for a quarter mile!

We got up to the top of the peninsular quite well a little behind the other two and caught them up at
Castle Rock. We puttered around looking at the rock (as geologists do) and | started up a steep snow
gulley round tle back on the NW side. No ice axe or crampons! Pigeonholed up to within a few feet of
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the top and then struck very hard windblown ice underfoot. With such a dodgy steep rumetrgdted
gracefully only to find the indomitable Hank a few feet below ie.got down alright, and when still 50'
above the scoria, | started a stupid glissade and got going too fast. | used hands and feet and got a good
bit slower, but could see the rocks coming up far too quickly. | aimed my feet for the first one and dug

in heels but the force of the ensuing powder spray blinded me, and the rock shot past my left foot and |
came to rest fair and square on my left femur. It hurt so badly | thought | had broken it, But | got up and
walked over to Hank trying hard not to limpytnot making a very good job of it. It seemed alright

however, so | strapped on my skis and skied all the way down to the sea ice of Windless Bight. A good
slope. The toboggans and sledges made it well with rope brakes on the runners. | found | cotld shoo
ahead and then wait for the behind one very man@@ably on skis, and probably very safe so long as |
RARY QiU 32 YIFIR® O09RY L dzaASR (KAa GSOKyAldzsS | f2aG °f
teams).Then | tied the brake rope onto the back shackle of the sledge and got towed on my skis all the
way back to Base, and my legs, though very sore, seemed better.

Went into tea, and saw the Peter Scott film afterwards, a fine movie, if a bit sentimentalffmught it

had a rather sorry point. The day of the ahéro is indeed here (which he seemed to bemoan) but it
does have its good points. Even the Kiwi in a spot in Antarctica in the second half of the 20th century is
every bit as much in spot as sv&cott himself. Perhaps we'll make a better job of it, but I'll know more
about that when we come back.

When asked to go skiing again tonight | agreed, since the leg was beginning to stiffen up and anyway |
R2y Qi ol yild (2 YAaa elkobskiddiiddoNpedatticanditions fvheh ihdfredly Y & &
available and | have such good new ski. | had several excellent runs, getting a few parallels and jump
turns. Im definitely getting better! Thethe rope tow broke. Time to go hombut just a litle walk up

to pull the tow rope out of the snow onto the drums. Carry skis for a bit of a last run! Found the skis too
cumbersome and spiked them into snow. Finished the job, and sitting on the two ski, shot down to the
waiting SnowTrac. Too late | savetpreat pits the dozer had dug up with it wheels when we changed

GKS (G2¢ aeadSyeo L O2dzZ RyQi aid2L) yR &aftl YYSR Fdzf f
RIGHT ON MY LEFT THIGH.

| had forgotten there was such a thing as pain (I cringe asd thii). Heroics be fucked, | just grovelled

and shouted. The others came up but | just had to sit there while it all died down. From the nauseating

stabs all over the leg when | moved, | felt now QUITE sure | had broken it. But like Piglet, | thought |

would be better off in a more comfortable position, and the long and short of‘inisibw in bed, VERY

sore with an enormous blue thigh and cursing my lethal and irresponsible idiocy. And yet, as always , I'd
probably still do it again, because these ingad often have good or harmless results, and I'd surely lose
somethingit. RARY QG 200l aAzzylfte Nraal || (G2aax S@Sy 2y a
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MONDAY 21SADMIRAL ROSS AND AMBASSADOR DANIELS

Thanks be to the gods that the Recce flight was canceligaly. | had very little sleep last night, and am
horribly sore and aching this morning, which | have spent hiding. In the afternoon | stripped down a
Y2KE SN SyaayS 2FF (GKS In G26233Fy FyR 3L &3S Al |
hope now that it wort spew oil everywhere

Tonight Admiral Ross and the Ambassador came in among us and we had a fine party. As a gesture,
Hank and | thought we'd give them a little @amt. So we playethe slow movement of the Bach Double
D minor, hopefdl an eventhey will remember | got into the Ambassador's ear with regard to the
possible trip to the Andés but with no real success.

We played for songs all night.. really enjoyable.

Had wine for dinner just like old times. Lotadples, cheerful faces, all sorts of topics of conversation,
from heated arguments over the height ofsfle Rock to U2 flights over Russia. As a parting shot, |
yodelled to the Admiral, and he seemed thankful when | stopped.

They both stayed a couple obtars more than they had intended. The Ambassador played the banjo,

not very well, but with enthusiasm and infectious enjoyment, ten out of ten for sheer letting hair down

.. for a diplomat, especially an American diplomat, amazing and bloody encouragingsH

Ambassador to Bolivia and Ecuador, and a signatory to the Antarctic Treaty, though this was his first visit
to the continent.

Tomorrow is our recce flight at 1610. Must fix the engine. And get some sleep 0150 hrs.

Morse lessons tonight with Dave Low@reat joke. He was a bit pissed and blew me Morse on a mouth
2NHIY o1 FNY2yAOlI 0 KS OZhgimBsgaQes gudhkerand wvdakeKtheK A & Se Sa
contentlewder and lewder until we both all but fell asleep.

Tuesday 22VEATHER STANDBY CONDHEION

We are on some kind of “‘permanent’ weather standby for our recce flight. It is snowing and Condition 2.

141959 signatory to the Antarctic Treaty for US and Special AdvisState Department 1959 (never been to
Antarctica until now) and Member of Advisory Committee on US NSF's Antarctic Programme
®a tentatively planned expedition with the Kiwis, which eventually came to fruition with Ken McNatty
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The icebreakers are due here anytime.. have been making 15 knots through the pack ice, so our Pl may
be the day after the recce!

Lousy weather all da Actually snowing. Since there is only 8" precipitation here annitglguite an
occasion. The crystals are lovely, perfectly formed

Today has been another toboggan day. | really feel we have left nothing to chance on them. Feeler
guages are the oplthing we are without, and | simply cant see the whole geological progeamm
crippled byabsence of feeler guage&ar more threatening are my impulses, which we cannot leave
behind.

Ross started his toboggan in gear, and it climbed the “spares' huBliztlard tonight with 20 knot
winds.

WEDNESDAY 23RBDIO TRYOUT AND MURPH'S SEAL SERENADE

Yet another lazy morning. We can't really do anything constructive until we know when and exactly how
and where we are going iithis afternoon we packed up the dwtents, both toboggans and sledgand

took our 557 and Commandadios into the field. | had done some Morse with Norm in the morning,

and now feel confident enough to send/receive at around 6 to 7 wpm.

Naturally we almost lost the toboggan down a shbout 4' wide and 20" deep. When the snowbridge
collapsed behind the toboggan, it took a while to extract the entourage. If it's like this around base,
what's it going to be like out there?

The radios worked fine, and it's nice to know this. Véid perfect comms across the short distance
between us and Base on both sets. We are going to be glad of these in the field (if they work).

Somehow we found ourselves responding to Murphy's insistence that we go out and serenade seals. We
alldressedupinwRLINR2Fad ¢KS aSIHfa RARYQO GKAYy]l YdzOK 2F A
certain to say that any of them had been entertained by not one but two violins. Stereophonic rapture
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Some of thesepictures made newspapers far and wide.

it Lawrence, fiﬁ% ondcdngjvqﬁﬁp serenade rolling s?a’li |
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'H its head raised atten-
ly and a flipper poised,
dell seal in Antare-
ns to the Bach con-

Ourrecce flight seems finally to be set for 0400 tomorrow carrying the age of the Antarcticeantio
its logical onclusion. We stayed up on gin until 0100. The seductive topic? Art, of course. Semper
effulgans.

47



| am fairly certain that, for me, art isiabstract quality which occurs in many phenomena. Given
anything of a certain form, with certaimits naturally imposed, if aaction goes beyond its limits in an
abstract way, or even inspires the watcher to a point beyond that which might be noewalyted

from anything in that line, then it has a basic requirement beyond this rather intangible quality. It is then
a matterfor personal taste to decide. When a whole lot of people who are idle and well paid get
together and find it is profitable to ake their findings agree on any one of these works (actions) they
are able to isolate, then a fashionable opinion has been born. Furthermore if it then finds its way
through any one of a million vents into the popular media, then it is ensured of statatéodlowing.

(Ed:sic locutus vinum)

THURSDAY 24TH RECCE FLIGHT

Woke at 0400 by Derek, on a miserable bloody start to a day. We hung about sipping tea with toast.
Arrived after a dull ride to Williamsfield at 0600, then we found they'd shifted the siae to 0800.

The 80-90° temp of the US airfield huts was too much. That early in the morning, surrounded by
lounging, disinterested Khaklad US jacks in crumpled Tshirts, | must admit | felt prettyfmerican.
The machines in their Mess! A chaimoving toaster which asks you to do nothing except feed it.
Actually | thought it ate it too since the first two pieces | fed it vanished without trace, until | realized
that I'd misjudged the time it took, and an enterprising Yank had jumped in and thken¥achines

for squirting milk, orange juice, ice cream, and nobody using them very much.

Ross and |, being greenhorn, did a wédeed tour of inspetion, sampling each one. I'd hai® get to

the stage where | took things like this for granted. They reminded me of discarded expensive toys in the
nurseries of an oveindulged child. No wonder the Yanks have admiration for the versatilenfiavican

tell you what the ionosphere is dajrand lash sledges at the same time. If their bloody bootlace broke,
these Yanks throw the boot away.

We climbed onto the Old Grey Mare, atabk off at 0800.

Low cloud, but skirting down the coast of Rtsand at around 2000', we finally could glimpse the open
sea.Some excitement when we all sighted the icebreakers. They were supposed to be locked solidly in
the ice. They looked alright. We circled them once and continued on. What a desolate coast to Ros
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Island! Ice on rek cliffs straight into the sea, and everything a different shade of grey. We flew past
Royds, and noted the thickness of the ice edge pouring out over thermal rocks at the shoreline.

| just had a talk with the Commander up in the caliimidently helicopters from the icebreakers would

be useless , too small a payload. The icebreakers are not stuck, but are moving. to about 16 miles from
Hut Point today. They reckon to cut in a channel at a rate of about a mile per day, meaning thaitin a

2 weeks they will be at Mc Murdo. They reckon to have thet fanker into McMurdo soon after that,

about | month ahead of natural breakout. This is the way humans carve into the Antarctic, and no
wonder ice breakout is furthered each year

As we lew up from the coast | made rough sketch maps of our approach to the treasured Mt
Murchison(more later) and notes : Keep away from the head of the Mariner. Mt Supernal looks ok with
an easy snow cwm. Travel pretty easy on the approach routes, but thedid¢lael Meander and route

to Murchison needs much care. The first part (through under Mt McCarthy) looks good. Fantastic slots
and icefalls, this terrain is so enormous! We are now going down to a touch landing. The sastrugi seems
to cross our path of treel, so we may have to zig and zag with toboggans. Huge granite cliffs on Cape
Sibbald, the dykes vertical and horizontal.
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FIRST LOOK MT MURCHISON VICTORY MOUNTAINS

(Ed: thisaerial taxtride andvisual information was invaluable since all we had was aerial photos of the
region We were all VERY grateful to these amazing Yanks, Commander Frontz most gspecially

They are now busglumping smoke flares to mark the landing. A crew member dons a safety harness,
opens the fuselage door and throws them out. Desecration of the Polar Plateau (but not as much as we
will do later). There was an atmosphere of tension as the plane dippedveerdexd searching for the

landing space. A lot of these planes have smashed, and none has ever landed on the Polar Plateau here
before. Touching NOW! CRASH, ROCKRXER AND OFF,.UP

PissOFF!l thought we had crashedn few strained looks giving waydmiles and release as everything
staggered up into the air again. Dave L has the Lat/Long of the spot, and the pilot probably now is
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circling to look for the tracks. According to him over the intercomm, all tlzdtecing and banging was
testimony to a god landing surface. The area looked so friendly in the sunlight, but | keep on feeling the
conflicting urge to get into the field quickly, with an equal reluctance to commit all our planning etc to
actual execution. There still seems so much to do, ginen they are talking that we might go in as

soon as tomorrow.

I am jerked back from all this musing into the present as we swerve and turn again. Every change of
K2NRAT 2y 2NJ Fy3tS 2N 2dzRRSNI YIF 1S4 T2N Bhédddeloff SR £ 22
fart is rampant.

Well we are down! Probably get out and have a look. 8500’ on the Plateau at last! First ever to set foot
here, admittedly out 6a C130, though Dave L was 20 miles away last year.

t SNFSOG fFyRAY3IS LISNGhBighiup. AbdeNde bf SeStidi akarogrid ROGO' anK 2 dz

the Polar PlateauWandered around, looked across to Supernal and Murchison. Air of general relief.

Here at last! Plane Commander (Frontz) walked over and asked if we could be ready to go in this

afternoon! | knew itwould come. | said we woulddoourbBst { y2¢6Ay 3 GKFIG AF 6S RAR:
g2dzZ RY QUL D®a ARKYNIPOl Yy ¢KIFyl1adaAgiay3a GAYSET a2 aOadzN]
up at Base, and weltleedcompetent help in loading.

We chmbered back in, strapped down, tiplane began to rev up and the JATKIcked inas we
hurtled, rattled and clattered across the rough surface.

JATO BOTTLES

All rather tenseagain, but he gt us all up. Reckon we will be back shortly, there's that sort of urgency in
the engines.

1® Jetassisted takeff bottles strapped to the fuselage to assist in lifting off at this altitude
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Six hours of hectic planning and loading, with Dave Lowe absolutely invaluable, andN@\aback

on the Plateau tonight! After a perfect landing, a quick check of stores yields nothing light yet, bar one
44 gallon fuel drum. The ink is nearly frozen on my pen, but warming up as the fnéaissup our tent

We landed at 0120. Established radmrons with Base at 0200. Reasonable on ZLYAV with Dave Brown,
but we'll have to do betterGot all the stuff off the plane.

It's bloody cold even though there's not a breath of wind1°C or23.8F at 164°E 72°S some eight
miles north of the Pleiades, and approximately 1200 miles from the South Pole, but much closer to the S

Magnetic Pole.

The Herc seemed to take an awful long time to take off, vanishing downhill in a huge cloud of blown
snow, but then came back and circledwith a ceremonial farewell and good luekng dip | hal

nothing but enormous gratitude and respect for these amazing Deep Freeze crews who serve us all so
selflessly, and at such great risk.

We sorted out the gear into dumps, and tied everything down rnlilve retired to our tents for the first
real sleep in 48 hours.
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PART 2. THE RAGGED RASCALS RAN: THE VICTORY MUERTANNEX 1
for map)

FRIDAY 25TH

We are all out of phase. Itis 1200, midday, béalsun and no wind Temyd0 C in our first andnly
collective camp including both teams.

Everyone is commenting on what a good sleep we had, naturally enough, but it was bloody cold outside
last night, and owing to the comfort of our bedrolls, none ofelsd thing for 9 hours. We had had a
rough time prior to thatof course.

Up and to breakfast. Then we had to pack all our gear, six and a half thousand pounds on our three
sledges (while the other team did the same thing). We found it easier than wexpatted,
nevertheless certain points to remember:

- make sure some fuel is gat-able
- put 44 gallon fuel drums on top of the sledge tank®ssways to save cross members, and
- tents are last on and first off.

It's too cold for my pen to writ@roperly. May have to switch to pencil if it gets any colder. This is
indeed the coldest place on earth. Lowest temp to data recorded in Vostok wig@f F or 159
degrees (F) of frost.

We said little to the other team, so concerned each of them anderge with getting ready for moving
on. But we did build a good snow cairn, and took a picture.Spacygroup is orthe left,
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but we looked a lot scruffier therso here is a field shot of each of us, taken at various times during our
journey.

THE REDOUBTABLANK QUINTESSENTIAL MOUNTAIN MDYV E

BRUCE THE IMMACULATE SIAPEERIE ON IN
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Wemade 8 miles today from thButIn- Point P1P 164° 50' E Z° 45' S to the Pleiades. No human
far as recorded, has ever set foot on this ground.

We have a simple mileometand cyclewheel mounted behinaur rear sledge, and it went from 0698
to 0706. we fueled up both toboggans at 0704 from the 4 gallon tin. Seemed to go well, though we
capsized our rear sledge tonight, so decided to camp.by it

The day has been good. Teri®°C but tonight at 21023°C

Had a hell of a job getting the two heavgddies going, until we tied the whole train together. In future,
this should be how we travel in convoy. Starting is just a series of enormous jerks, and pushing.

We watched Ross and Ganish into the Btreat Hills until he was a speck. They seem to begywell.

Ourinitial means of travel were, in retrospect, dangerously experimental. None of us had any
experience of heavy sledging in totally unknown crevasse country, and we were very awarenafahe
dangers of hidden crevasses drilled into us duoar study, training and briefings, So we started out
quite nervously, knowing (and missing) the significant advantages of dogs in this kind of terrain, since
they would usually sense the difference in footing which would warn them early. The slotshkyere
sometimescompletely covered and almoshdetectable except for the slight change in gradient, a

colour difference in good light, or an imperceptible depression if looked at from grewet which of
course lowslung dogs sensglot better than upight humans.Here are three pictures, the first showing
how a slot is completely covered except for the opening beside the camera, although visible along its
length by the light gradient change.

Thesecond shows the size to which these holes can grow, this one can accommodate several large
buses with room to spareperhaps 20" across and 50' dedjmne picture looks longways into the huge

slot from the snow bridge that we are crossing. At the far ehe tunnel shows how deep the slot is
compared to the thimess of the bridgeMany people and machines, even planes have come to grief in
these treacherous traps.
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The last one was detected late in our journey, and almost devoured our last sledge on which Bruce was
sitting, and was poked open with one of our probing poles.

Becausalll of us were eager to see how these things looked as we came up on thé,pitedon to the
front sledge, exactly the wrong way to go about this, casting a telltale shadow on the relentless white
canvas.
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The lookout had the pole, but the more we thought about this, the crazier it seemed. All the weight on
the most vulnerable link in our chain.

So, our nexapproachwas almost equally freaky, sethe lookout ahead with the probe to check the
route out, supposedly safeguarding the sledge train at his expense! We tried roping him like we would
if we were climbing, but the toboggans too easily ran over the rope.

So we settled for an uneasy compromise. If we traveled together, which we did less and less as the two
geologists split to get the most out of their time, we tied everything into one entire train. After a few
encounters, we realised thétwas not only he front that was at most risk, but that any bridge we were

on could collapse under any of the pieces of our train. | did more and more skiing alongside, sometimes
ahead of and occasionally far away from the train, while the others either drove the tobsggaat on

the sledge.
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Tomorrow we leave a large dump, and move off towards Mt McCarthy.
Cloud tonight in S and SE. No wind. Altitude 8,650

Fuel calculations indicate we have a total of 206 gallons wiaegke to be distributed between sledges
and caches, so we dump about half here.

SATURDAY 26TH JOURNEY TO CREVASSE CAMP

Woke to whiteout. Drifts of continuing cloud rollimdf like a blanket by 1000, so we moved at 1200.
Made reasonable going but after ehike under the Pleiades struck heavy sastrugi and had to cross very
slowly. Lunchtime templ6° Wind 5knots SE, mileage 0713, with cloud cover again imminent.

We had lunch on a small outcrop, exciting the geologists over five different types of roelpoatedly'’

igneous, but showingore variation than might have been expected, including recent volcanics, much

of which had been blown out over the plateau in quite sizeable lumps. Everyone was very coldnhands
sledging mitts as well as feet even mukluks Some blue ice on a fairly steep slope with a few small

crevasses led to excellent surfaces, and we were able to make up time to the head of the Mariner

Glacier (Flatstick Nevélhere we have strikcenormous crevasses and are camping tonight arabng

GKSYSZ aAyOS Al Aa YdzOK O2ft RSNJ 02NJ g & bhookslikemp 1y 2
weather is coming in.

Now 2145 and23°. We are at approximately 165° 40' 72° 33, at Crevasse Canth 720

We are trying a communal meal tonight, though am not very struck on the idea, and would rather keep
to individual tents, but it is undeniably more sociable!

Mileage 0721 (15 miles)

Our simple system for toboggan travel seems very sound, and has weetehday over all sorts of
country. We keep far enough away to be independently safe, yet near enough to communicate, be there
for help, andget runner messages quickly (Hank or | drop off the front sledge and say a word or two!).

YLttt o vye 382t23A0Ff NBFSNBYyOSa aK2dA R 6S GNBFGSR ¢gAGK 3l
professional discourse, and still do not when | read the articlegdtieg from our expedition!
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15 knot wind and28°. Had one of the most uncomfortable craps of my life tonight. Everyone in good
shape. My thigh is a bit rough, and have a bad headache, though am the only one. Fumes from the
toboggan probably, though we are on the front sledge! | think the wind was befshite inside my

nose this evening, and the wind is flapping the tent restlessly. Our dwgas covered in & after one
convivial supper iside the tent To go outside and look at it was to find it almost erect, like a-mini
chimney, arousing the poetiinstincts of oubawdyballadeer. The cleaning fluid in Hank's lense case is
frozen INSIDE the tent. It does seem very cold. But it is most warm inside our down sleeping bags.

SUNDAY 27TH FIRST RADIO SCHED

All OK! Have moved 23 miles since PIP, thoogtesough sastrugi behind the Pleiades, and some blue
ice. We are now camped at the head of the Mariner approximately 165° 40' E 72° 32' S.

We have left dump food, fuel at the S end of the Plegadn W side at approximately 165° 27E 72° 45 S.

Excellent weather, occasional catabatic winds for an hour or two this morning making thingsodghite
(min temp-31 max temp-10 at midday 27th).

We are heading on around the head of the Mariner, some tdgasses, but hope to be camped under
Mt McCarthy tonight, and on Victory Plateau by our next radio sched.

Technical question from Hank, so that we can find out true north, when is true midday, 12 or 12.30?

Time check? love from us all (radio message) Rdistening. Our scheds are in effect mutual listening
watches, for emergenagesponse if necessary.

Bad weather closing in on our communal breakfaésibility goingTentbound now in complete

whiteout, with lunchtime temp-18°, quite cold, visibilitaround 50 yards and snowinigunchtime temp
- 18°. Playing chess in tent at 1800. Outside tet¥3, though inside a balmy +3°, very comfoléqtbut
drinking a lot of brews (tea, hot chocolate) makes pissing a grind, but gives my leg a needed rest.

Theuseless fact for today: Algae scraped from the leaves of leaks form an important part of the Aztec
diet, says a Manchester University researcher.

8the critical canvas vent tube at the top of the tent that allowed air to exit, and maintained some circulation in an
otherwise very tightly organized and insulated space
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In the tent, communal dinner, a bit of nunatak niglié. Gobey suggests a saucepan samba. We are
interestedin our projected route through the crevasses amongst which we are now camped, and "good'
visibility' is defined by whether or not you can see the slot 50 yards away. Bruce suggests starting up a
toboggan, pointing it in the direction we want to go, arstdin!

So this is antarctic whiteout, nothing very dramatic, just mist and snowflakes and NOTHING. The
complete white is in fact very hard on the straining eyes. Temp at 222Q & Still not much wind, just
a breath to stir the tent wall now and thenh& interesting silence, now the others have gone back to
their tent next door, none of the usual sounds of gusts, or avalanche, or ice movement usually
associated with alpine or himalayan existence. This is truly a remarkable experience.

Have just beemutside to fixup the aerial for the Commangand to bring in both sets for tomorrow's

joint sched with Ross. We heard him very well today, laei still just over by our dump, and working

the Pleiades. Will find out tomorrow almost for certain thatieginned down like we are. Everything is
hung with feathenjice and fresh snow outside, cold as hell, and my beard froze the moment | got out of
the tent. Equipment slipped and slid around on the sleds as if sprayed with graphite.

White and grey fadednto nothingness. | went out to the end of the aerial wire and looked in the
direction of down the glacier, and could see exactly nix. This can last for days , so it's sleep now and
hope for improvement tomorrow.
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We are most comfortable, enjoying each other's company very much, and already even talking about
what we will be doing when we get back. Thanks to the forethought of previous AEs, we are very well
fed, warm, and thoroughlgompos mentisTo thirk that we might still be at Base! 0030 hours.

MONDAY 28TH

Woke thisa.m. at 0915, slept through Ross's schédkither of our alarms went off, and unaccountably

all four of us slept throughhen we finally surfaced it was to find a considerable wind bigvitiom

the SE and blizzard conditions starting. By midday it had worsened, and now we are really stuck. It's a
real effort to move even from tent to tent. All down clothing has to be worn, and one's hands get very
cold even putting it on. Drift seems t paeate everything. One can't really stop it, and the flapping of

the tent and the howl of the wind in the aerial wire. Lunchtime tef2p°, and gusts up to 27 knots at

the moment .

One result of this forced immobility was to arouse Gobey's scatologica.mMugch of what emerged

was too chauvinisitc and generally Xrated to reproduce here, but kept us in a state of paralytic laughter
as much from the rate of flow of this always original (to us at least) rhyming stuff, but the dismal depths
of chaucerian lyical style it plumbed. | wampressedoy Dave's medicinal sense of humour, which

meant a great deal to all of us, anecorded a lot of it, but it will stay in my barely readable handwriting
unless one day someone has the stomach to transcribe it.

One milder exampleworth sharing was a kind of minomic opera not surprisingly naméthe Chastity
Belt: The dramatic personae consisted of five characters, each of whom Dave performed with gusto:

The Hero: who wants it

The Maiden: " "

The Locksmithwho doesn't know how
The Baron: who lost it, and

The Pageboy: who knows how to get it.

The plot revolvesiround a sad tale of desir@nd thanks to the Internet, can be read, along with
musical notation ahttp://www.traditionalmusic.co.uk/bawdysongs/0A837.HTM

I was brought back to reality by another really cold crap. Any of us who goes out for one of two reasons

has to get snow and weather readings. Temp agai@2ft at 1700, and gusts to 30 knots. Since we are

on to chaucerian levels, | recorded treatrap in these conditions i atterly miserable event, to be

conducted swiftly (sometimes with regrettable results only discernible once back in a warmer place).

Today's has been the worst. Remembering two winter seasons outside in the UK Lakeddidtsome

fairly cold and evil sessionbut there's something vicious in the way the dry powder snow scores your
FNBES® | SAyS area R2yQiG ONYX LI Ay (GKS €SS Ay | ofAlld
you brave the elements and sitout, it blows past you. But in fact, there is no good way.
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The drift is piling round the tents outside, and noone likes to have to go out. | went to the toboggan to
get a funnel to pour kerosene into the little red plastic can, and found the cariket@absolutely

packed full of powder. Interesting to note that the piled drift stops short of the object, but gathers
behind. This is (I'm told) analagotasthe function of a wing The drift meets the resistance of an object
and sidesteps or flows ovér and is sucked in behind the object until eventually it covers it from
behind.

We were singing an assortment of dirty ditties andw2125 with the steam from the pressure cooker
presaging dinner with the promise of a fine stew, and four intrepid potataers (IPEs) cock two

fingers at the weather's meagre challenge. We are exceptionally warm and happy in the tent. Everyone
asSsSya FANRG OflFraa O2YLIyeéX NBYFENYJlFoftS FyR o0SGdGSNI
early days yet). Humour, a sensiegood fortune and antheroics are the story, though there is still a
strong sense of responsibility and awareness of our herjtagd the “shoulders' on which we staritlis
customary to be iconoclastic. Mountaineers these dagpecially the morentelligent one Jead the

ranks of those pointing fun and disbelief at what used to be perceived as hirdecidedly "off' to be
serious about Scott or the hardships of the Plateau, though | think we all privately and deeply respect
the Antarctic for is impersonal challenge even in fine weather. It has an awesome strictness, is
intolerant of even minor mistakes, and we are in rough country utterly unseen except from the air.
There is amongst us a sense of occasion which undoubtedly strikes througatoral flippancy.

Do you know how they circumcise whales, asks Dave? Well, they send down four skin divers.

The irrepressible mountain man has come up with a new one to keep us all occupied. Blowing into your

hands to make a tunéAll four of us like idigt getting purple trying to harmonize. Hanks furious since he

tries so hard and cannot do it! Dave's céans to this make us all guffamtil we almost threw upWe

aSSY (2 02dzy0OS FTNRBY (GKS Yl dzRRfAYy (2 (KSde2oaOSyS Ay
Women back home keep us thinking. Sex and womanhood are seldom far away from our conversations,

and are guaranteed to be full of serious and sentimental revelation.

The wind seems to have dropped at 2200, but the temp still the same. | scribbledeutering of the
notation for the Mandalay Boat song which when | sing it reminds me somehow of Betty Patejte,
and of the drunk | heard singing while making up my waybill in the Brighton, Susseixii&)
Southdown bus company where | workesliaconductor, though his Puccini from a doorway was
infinitely superior to my feeble efforts in a tent.

| scored my logbook by overprinting my handwriting since the pen would hardly write, but the wind
dropped to almost nothing, and it seemed warmer.

We are fortunate to have as ouBase Leader (Colin Clark) someone who impressed us even at Waioru as
totally competent,and found to be lackingnievennone of the small thingsa fair and sincere man. A
masterful, compassionate bloke.

!9 the wife of Surgeon Lt Tom Patey well known mountaineer/ balladeer whom | climbed and partied with often
when we were in service together at the Commando School RM at Bickleigh, Devon.
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TUESDAY 29TH MCTHAR'S CWM

1030 woke to clear skies and light wind. Got out and found snow dust packed into everything?” Fleas'
showed one eye out of a mask of snow. The mist was backing off the mountains and the glacier was
clearing.But everything looked a bit stunneds though it still hadn't recovered. Wind1D knots and
temp-21°. Seemed unusually cold. My fingers and toes were painful as we worked to brush and clear
the snow from, and unbury our items.

Itis as hard as they say it is, in fact quiteoedeal, packhg up the warm tents which now absolutely
have our confidenceMy toboggan started third go, and is now puttering away, warming up. Filled both
toboggan tanks approximately 3 gallons.

Arrived at McCarthy Cwm afterquite easy journey from the head the Mariner amongst the slots

the weather letting us move at 1500. Looks like the Pleiades are still in whitkoived McCarthy at
1800. Mileage 0732 (11 miles). TemA9° at 2100, but down te?4° at 0030. We have feet very cold all
day, and too coldo write much , so to sleep, and write it up in the morning.

It was a good journey, though we had to stop the train to allow Dave and | to probe for crevasses at a
walk (no good rpecting us to run!), and we drowetoboggan over one of the climbing ropesopping

it neatly into two towropes. This threw into relief the need for keeping up a daily mileage average, and
the obstacles to keeping up our goal of reexghMurchison We stopped and looked into the slot which
had been alongside us for so longn&morable sight. Its architecture was formidable, 70' deep and 30
wide and built like a cathedral.

We went “flatstick' on good surfaces until the last steep rise to McCarthy Cwm. Then we separated the
two teams, and got up individually with much pushiitpe campsite is lovelin breathtaking alpine
scenery.

*°Fleas' was the name of a tiny toy head of a koala bear given menascot by Patsy Benefield, secretary and

very special dear friend at Fisherman's Point OB School in Australia. He accompanied us all the way, and made it
also to the Arctic Circle, and the summit of Mt Denali with Tom Frost, who was kind enough tortegice |

forgot to pack him during my ascent.
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How lucky we are Dave says, to be in Antarctica, with such magnificent surrounds, and being paid for it.
The S face of McCarthy rises straigptbehindus for about 2000, dges ad buttresses, a rock peak
abovethe perennial ice. We have founéd@p Ridge quartziteon a nearby nunatak, and have done our

first geologizing. Evidently it is a good find according to Haakve are justifying our existenge

We are very grateful for our toboggan “taxis', which allow for considerabletie#na mobility without
the need to harness dogs into their various different configurations between resting and running. They
are gaining our confidence.

|

£ -’_4‘!

WEDNESDAY 30TH.

Up at 0730 for a practice. We all spoke to each other, then went straight back to sleep. We are all tired,

and all feel the cold and altitude (?)nla bit sceptical about this altitude busines&. Al  f I @ YI Yy L R
really know the facts, but | suspect it is the cold not the altitudée need so much more energy to

generate heat that movement is a serioeigpenditure of scarce effort. We pant likdiots after a short

burst, though at the same Inght many times in other countries | have not noticed this. Even at 14, 000

in the Hindu Kush, art®,000 in the Himalayas, | did not fetblis, though | was not there for as long. |
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think we will get better, but we all sleep very heavjlgnd need itWe are eating excellently (within the
dietary limits) and none of us have digestive or associated problems, though little adlaneptup in

this environment. Hank has a sore nose and cracked tipsmuch relief from thatl have my thigh

which is sflil very stiff. Dave has muscular complaints of knee and elbow, the price aid for so many nights
in the open perhaps? He's just got out of his tent for a piss, having as he says lain in the pit and thought
about it for half an hour. He harasses the ambgmnith his voice as he adjusts his many layers of

trouser:

“Father's pants will soon fit Willy. ilMhe wear them? W he hell!"
He takes the templ6° on a lovely sunny morning, though has clouded over some since 0800.
‘Imustgo backtothepit A1 Ay U X P D

Most of the problems of fieldiving in the Antarctic are all obviously connected to the extreme cold.
Yesterday, the sponge rubberat over the lilo mattress were fused frozen by the condensation, and in
pulling it away | left a lot of it on thenattress. Our boots ice up also, since the temp is often below
freezing inside the tent. You open a sealed box that has been on the sledge for some time, and it is full
of fine powder snow.

I've decided to name the glacier running down the SE side dPthkble Massif the Seafarer Glacier.
Now we must find a similar one to be the Wanderer. | feel also the Arthurian legend should have its say.
And since we are on a NZ expedition | feel we should have some Maori hames too.

1700. We have just come backiinaa climb up onto the shdder, and start of the S ridge of McCarthy
Good view of approach to Prebble Massif. Lookedfs&#t and a good surface. Also looks not too
steep, but you can't always tell, although one of the ways we have “sold' our moutitaining

addiction to safetyconscious bureaucrats back in Wellington has beeratheantages ovisual

information you can get from being on high ground. | think we might call McCarthy's neighbour to the
East Mt Colin, after Colin Clark. Also must remeniieAnakiwa somewhere.

This naming dance is complicated. We are not allowed to name naughtily, or after friends, especially
girlfriends. There is manual, with instructions.

There is a name for example of a hill, near GisboreetiNsland called, deepreath TAU MATA
WHAT TANGI HANGA KAWAWA OTOMATEA POKAI WHENUA KITANA TAHU, and that's the shortened
version, since it is all one word.

After sharing this jewel, Dave allowed as how he wouldn't put notches on his gun, like a pilot recording
conquests. He &kons thg'll take a sectionn a few years time and count the rings.

We found lichensow on the W retaining ridge of McCarthy Cwm, orange and green. This was part of
much good geologizing today, examining theety of theRobertson Bay Gup RBG, anda possible
fault found (although my record of this is very unprofessional, and both geologists wrote this up in detail
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later™). Also possible evidence of volcanic activity, basalt amongst greywacke, and sandstone and
mudstone. (according to Ross, the Smm Party discovered "warm and gently steaming fumaroles on
Mt Melbourne' a few miles nortH).

We had a look at the SW ridge of McCarthy to the west of us, about 3 miles from our camp. | skiid a lot
down some fairly steep slopes, getting reasonably confident, feeling able to tackle most slopes safely
now - not necessarily very beautifully, but efficiéy.

Cooking dinner tonight, hot soup, passing the mug around it was too hot for most of us except Hank. So

next time around came another oratorical outburst from Dave as he handed it to Hank "Too hot for me
YIFGSXKEFE@GSyuid 320 | aeybusaie fndbelld dirédiby 4 shlantandeér 2oldzHatncod. S NJ

2 2yRSNAY3I K2g 6S gAff o0SKI@S 4KSy ¢S 3IShH o6l 01 K2Y
STFAY3A 2FY Ydz¥yx

Dave has finally named the toboggans, Filthy Lil the first one, and Desperate Ddre(t&Brtonewho

is sick, has a lo’knock' and is burning oil.:dtused half a tank of oil since the PIP. Of course Dave is
quite sure of the causé.e. not catching up with Lidnd suggests we park them close together for a
while, turn our back andg them a little “peace’.

Temp20 tonight at 2400, and no wind.
DECEMBER 1ST THURSDAY OUR FIRST CLIMB
Temp-18 with no wind.

Our first radio sched since splitting parties. We informed Base of StMdaglay having been spent

without moving, and gave our psent approximate position 166° 10'E 72° 35 S. we only could get
through with Morse although weould hear Norm on the Commandad occasionally on the 557. Ross

and Bill Lucy came up afterwards, could just hear thertonly on the Commaral We received a

telegram for Hank from ZLQ perfectly, must frustrating, since we have not had ideal comms with base at
any time yet. V¢ picked up Bill on the Commanteefly, and of course no problem with Morse, though

the bastard was too fast for me!

[Note: Mts McCarth, McDonald and Burton all named after seamen on the Terra Nova durig the 1911
expedition, and Burton was a friend of Gerry Holdsworth. Mt. Lawrémegother part of Antarctica,
also named after diesel mechanic at Mawson station ! Good for him!]

On opaiing the back of the 557 we found the interior modulator connection out. We had known we
GSNE dzyft A1Ste (2 GNIXyavYAd 2y GKS ppt aAyoS ¢. YSi

*'B. W. Riddolls & G. T. Hancox (1968) The geology of the upper Mariner Glacier

region, North Victoria Land, Antarctica, New Zealand Journal of Geology and Geophysics, 11:4,

881-899, DOI: 10.1080/00288306.48.10420758

To link to this article: http://dx.doi.org/10.1080/00288306.1968.10420758

%2 Chisholm R, and Nathan S. Geological Exploration in the Campizbr Divide. Antarctic Journal, June 1967 pp
482-5)
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shine, so we checked all connections and found this one missimmyir®onversation slipgom
technical to the highlyintellectual, withmuchbawdy, horny and utterly impropdyanter which seems
so inappropriate now, but so welcome theBave could keep this up for hours without repeating
himself. Here's a printableample.

‘what can a cow do that a woman cant?
stand up taits tits in water without wettingits mickey dyedoo'

‘what is purple, sits in a tree and goes putt putt?
Two stroke passion fruit.'

"What comes out of a hole at 80 mph?
a mole on a motorbike'

"What has four legs and flies?
adustman's nag or two pairs of trousers'

t RARY QG aSSyYy (2 06S 2dz2NJ RFre (2RFHeod [20Stfe 6SI G§KSNE
McCarthy, looking for the general first aid kit, and we couldn't find it. Thexsgwarm on our backs

and McCarthy sitting there unclimbed, and one of our most impor&gptipmentitems nonrexistent.

Two or three total searches failed to turn it up. No alternative but to go backitalump byCrevasse

Camp. Absolutely sick we all veeiswearing quietly and seriously, avoiding blaming anybug,

frowning a lot as we glared atich other. Morale was going up and down like a yoyo these days. It was

Y& NBalLlRyairAoAftAde a SELSRAGAZY YSRAadjusy R 51 @S
climb that beautiful 9000' virgin peak anyway. He was overheard to mutter to Hankdhe gr

Australian curséMay your ear'oles turn into arse'oles and may you shit all over your shoulders'.

Well that was final judgment pronounced by theaster pronouncerSo he and | as the supporters of

the scientists, exceedingly glum, saddled up Filthy Lil, and shot back over the prairie, Lawrence riding

high, scouring yesterday's slope with binoculars, like a tank commander. We had given the tgeaiogis
K2dzNX» LF ¢S RARYy QU 3ISiG o016 01 ¢6A0GKAY GKFEG GAYSET (KS
on the lower slope.

Suddenly, and completely amazingly, we were off our tracks when we spotted this square black thing
among the sastrugi. Itas IT! and when we got to it, we were still in sight of our tents. So we yodelled,
and shot back, organized ourget and took the toboggans and daur sacs and climbing geand
droveone sledge as high as we could up the western bay of the cwm. Wip sa advance camp there
with our Meade mountain tent with food and medical stuff. We strappedccramponsand started up

the head of the basinrHank shot ahead (he was by far our strongest member) me trailing at first taking
two breaths for every stegmust be rarer airbut we are camped only at less than 8000', and it seemed
much harder work than it shouldit length | took over the lead, and tackling the steep snow direct, we
shot up through ice falls, over the schrund and onto Neeth ridge itsef. We had some rather
argumentative, sharp shouts with Dave and Bruce who were by now far behind. We couldn't understand
why a) they were moving so slowly, b) not using our steps which we werddbotating carefully, and
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C) cutting stepsn what was faly soft snow. At least we kicked all the way except for the last few feet of
very steep, hard snowit was a sign to me of an incohesive mountaineering party that was fashioning
two separate sets of steps on the same route. So a suitably wandggestio to Dave to use our steps
drew a firm counter assertion that he knew what he was doing (which he certainly did, and was leading

' 02YLX SGS y20A0S0d ¢KS FyatS gKAOK RARYQG asSsy

longer line which easethe appearance.

We got to the top of the perfect ridge and a gap which gave a good view of the huge basin behind
McCarthy where we expected to go tomorrow (?). Noone (as far as anyone knows) has ever seen those
showfields from the ground beforend thee is a huge peak on the ridge behind. Heavy snow cornices
on the peaks to the NW, and we wanted to take pictures, but were getting cold, so | took one of Hank.

We shouted down to the others tensure they were still moving OK, singly and safely, and pressed on.
Some scree, rock and again hardegt snow with occasional patchesice took us up through some

tricky moves to where we could, for the first time, see straight down the S face. Mossipoobably

over 2000' since our highest point reached was 9900', and our camp at the foot of the face is 7200' and
OSNIFAYyfte S R2y Qi KIFI@S (42 NxasS YdzOK G2 3IS4G G2
loose sedimentary rock in crampomsgoving together most of the time except for the more exposed

spots until we could see the summit and the S ridge ahead,dfui®n the otherside of a steep and
exposed deep gap

It was on looking dowinto this notch, and thaext stretchup the otherside, that | had the first doubts.
Descending ito it was easy, but up the other side a considerable climb, exposed to begirowith

smooth cutaway rock holds, and fresh powder snow all over. And we were really only half way, over the
low summit at jusbelow 10,000'. However we pushed down carefully to the apex of the nick. Hank
belayed, and | began to tackle a very awkward step to get under a large genddritie meant

venturing out over the face, exposed, cold, and technical, very difficult mowearnmpons and heavy

gear, and the holds were all sloping. It was gripping, but | made the moves after several attempts, and
got to safer ground to a belay.

| sat and thought for a while, looking out over the plateau, heavy ground cumulus layers wenegblott
out Overlord and beginning to roll across the glacier. We were moving so slowly as a group. If | brought
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Hank over those moves, we'd all have to reverse them with our heavy Mountain ¥wigsh had
caused us infinite problems so far. Also, a shortuesion to the end of the rope showed, beyond easy
turning of the next big step, snow covered vertical buttresses, which though perhaps not
insurmountable, would put all that more between us and our return.

The speed with which the catabatic winds conmavd from the Pole, combined with the geologists'
unfamiliarity with movement over steep rock made us decide to turn back. On the low summit, we met
the others, who had agreed to stop there anyway. The thought of all four of us on the other side of
those noves on our first real mountain ridge was unthinkable anyway, especially considering where we
were, climbing a new route at almost 20 beloMank was very cold indeed with almost no complaint
when belaying. We photographed continually, and here is a dtaken by the others of Hank and |
coming back up from the notch. This demonstrated how important really bright coloured gear is
anywhere in dangerous country, but especially in these remote regions where aerial spotting may be
crucial to any rescue. Weg barely be picked out from the surrounding rocks.

| was not disappointed at all at our retreat, an@ woved down well, along the ridge with some geology
thrown in, new basalt, an apparent confirmation that McCarthy was mostly sedimentamgaind

igneous, though igneous faults occur. We also got a good view of the terrain we would shortly be
entering. Morale was very high as we headed back to the tents. Our pairs seem well matched. No doubt
Hank and | are now the stronger mountain team, thibwgith Dave's wise and sound tuition, that may
change. He is refreshingly safe, though still uses the shoulder belay!

% the infamous old framed New Zealand backpack
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Back down to the toboggans at 1945, and | donned skis and schussed dtherbse camp,
magnificent, though Dave turned the sledge over onto Bruce! We are now drinking mug after mug of
FEdARZ YR KFENRf& LIAAaaAy3d +aG FffX aKz2ga 2dzNJ RSKeR

Gobey's hilarious grace before dinner: Confuciusdyehonorable woman aviator flying upside down
have honorable craclp. He is merciless expressing the national political tilt. He misses rice in our
meals. "Shanghai ballast' he calls it. An then there is pepper. He has not forgiven me for forgetting
pepper in the supplies.

We are not too tired to crawl out of the tent and look at the spectacular icebow. The wind is getting up.
10-15 knots from the SW and temf8°. Cloud cover now all over McCarthy, so our decision to turn
back was fully justified. Bwind is really whipping up.

FRIDAY 2ND DECEMBER

Woke at 070Qo a fine clear day, but thin wind-80 knots. A Ross radio sched. They are at 73° 0'S 164°
50" E near Overlord. A message €olin, emergency watch: 2 questions about the RNZ frequencies. We
had perfect comms with Norm, changed the aerials around, one link was wrong. They needed our
position, and got it. Perfect comms with Ross too, very fortunate.

Fine weather, temp16°, wnd now catabatic from SW and 1% knots. They (Ross) had good weather
Ay GKS tfSAFRS&asz o6dzi 2y a2yRF& Al ¢l aupda@l £ S F2NOS

It's a great advantage, moralgise (and factvise), to be able to communicate wittohonly Base, but

the other field party en route. We ateoth hundreds of miles away from any physical settlement. No

doubt we could work quite well without it, but the ability is most welcome of teams to discuss

movement and organization in daily changaunditions, the scientific work of the geologists between

them (SimorNathanl Y R | 'yl KIFIR Hn YAydziSa (23SGKSNJ G2RIF&0X
Ross's chief topic of conversation on their oneuleday was methods of education!

69



Base wants u® use betweeream comms at 0730 hrs.e. before our sched rather than after.

We all hoped for a whiteout this morning and could have done with much more dles@ has been
morose, in fact fell asleep in the corner of the tent. "I'm not me bloody thés morning' he admitted,
peering finally over his knees like an owl. "Let's all go back to bed and pretend there's a whiteout'.

Breakfast conversation: what is the life span of a man; should we name features after ourselves as we
go, or wait for someartographer to do it for us? Dave is reticent about naming it after ourselves (he's
nervous about what we should choose as his nantte®)gh we don't want to leave it entirely to others
that might nameus aftera peak we haven't even climbetf!

Concerning the lifsspan of a man, it's from womb to tomb, or as Dave astutely suggested, if you believe
in the afterlife, from erection to resurrection. He was irrepressibly elogyérdnatomically inaccurate,
on the lifespan of an egg, from arsehotelireakfast time.

It looks as though we will spend less time on the Malta Plateau than we had th@ghibgists had
expected it to be the critical area, but it is not.

As regard®sur climbingactivity, there has been little said officially. They know thajority of the team

is experienced, and they have putingescapablynto the middle of a bunch of unclimbed, unnamed
mountains. | think that the hopeare, unofficially, that we do climb, and put the NZ flag on a few
summits, though no clear directives come either way. Funny how | was reading Patrick White's "Voss'
way back in Australia, and here | am leading a government expedition, on taxpayer's money. | think if we
climb well and succeed without accident, there will be nothing but acclaim. Bt lifave an accident

then the finger will be well and truly pointed. Quiégesponsibility, but we have decided to take great
care, no (unacceptable) risks, just safe, enjoyable mountain movement, though of course the heights
and routes we may do will beonsiderable. We will ensure that riskedept to a minimum. After all,

lives are at risljust being out here, so we might as well achieve as much as possible. We are a strong,
well equipped smart party with a very sound amount of mountain prep, aedllyesterday's team

baptism, andwell-considered retreat waa thoroughly efficient piece of work.

Temp midday12°. Seemed to take us a long time to pack. We were all rooted after our “blooding'
exposure to our first serious Antarctic ascent. So we rdaféat 1500. We really were slow. None of us
likes this packing up and moving house, especially from prime residential real estate like the McCarthy
Cwm. Before leaving | spent some time lashing two broken sledge hoops with very cold fingers.

 actually what happened. The NZ government independently named something after each of us, with, at least
from me, no personal input at all. Names we suggested for other features however stuck, and I'm delighted to see
the region peppered with names we thariginally discussed, particularly the Webb Neve, and the Seafarer Glacier.
Also, we eventually DID climb Mt Gobey.
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We shot off finally in great style with Dairethe lead hunched over the wheel urging Filthy Lil forward,
and Bruce making himself generally useful as always. We circled through easy territory between
Chocolate Nnatak and the eastern abutment of McCarthy, round under its imposing E face
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It was hereunder the Eface of what we called Mt Coliafter our leade?’, on a slight traverse, we
turned the rear sledge oveHank went for a “burton’ sitting on that part of his soul that Gobey
considers the most prominent. Guffaws all around, and it took us only a few minutes to unpack the
overturned sledge, right it, and repack it. That is a mean assignment, though it ssiorgls, and was a
performance we repeated probably dozens of times throughoutjtiueney. Morale was low, so
thermoses weréhauledout, hot soup, , biscuits, butter and jaimgested and we got on the move
again.

We were looking for the passage throughthe snowfield behind McCarthy that | remembered seeing

from the Herc on our air recce, and we could see it on our aerial photos, but couldn't find the entrance

on the groundThis perpetual endless snowfield rising around us in such vast extent makascdi

deceptive and grades undistinguishable. So Dave and | commandeered Filthy Lil for a 5 minute dash

away from the caravauop to a vantage point from where we looked, straight down, onto the passkge

was steep and crevassed on the NW side, but Idasethough there was a good lead to the nevé

above. Certainly we could get up and around under McCarthy, but how, and how long it would take us

S RARYQUO (y26d 2SS NBUIINYySR (2 (GKS 20KSNAR | yR KIF N
bogged down inhe soft snow, and decided to relay, moving in series, one sledge at a time.

Comments were tense. Everyone was less friendly to everyone than before, and all sorts of ideas were
rampant. Finally we all pulled together. | drove the lead toboggan and wergosledge up with both
toboggans pulling, 600' to a height of about 7400'. A large crevasse loomed ahead of us. There looked to
be a bridge on the left, so we turned around to go and fetch the other sledge. | nabbed a pair of skis

with polar bindings angkiid on down.

I wont do this again. Sloppy and very dangerous in soft snow. | tried to turn once, but decided against it
and went straight. Exhilarating but bloody dangerous with all this gear. Wiilitskproper boots and
firmer bindings in futurethesefloppy connections are beyond me.

Arrived to find that the others had harnessed the last, heaviest sledge. Set off withbkHsaking new
snow instead of using tracks. My irritable self got the better of me, and we finally got up by sheer
bloodymindedness. Sweating (yes!) irritated and cursing, but the toboggans pulled marveknasty.
the crevasse we made good time over the bridge, up onto the m@eéhe shadow of Mt Colin whe
we experienced the same wind and drift we had on the col aboveduance camp yesterday.

Suddenly we hit the sun again, spirits rose and we found a tiny outcrop at which to stop. Up until now
we had either been too busy or to pissed off to really look and see where we W&yek our breath
away.

PHW@mMOOOOP D I ®nscanning around the cirque of faraway spjriegfields, cornices, pyramids

and snowblown mountain faces, we were allywenoved. [ prayed for this' said an unusually liturgical

D206SéX 6032 0SS adz2NNRdzyRSR o0& @A Ndftiyieahd alctinfoyfablé 2 T (0 dz
bedroll".

» according to current maps it is now Mt Burton
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The beauty of this place has affected us all.

Back in our usual spirits. This afternoon's trials have already become a joke, and we are able to have a
thoroughly good meal and talk about our plans

-17° at 2400. We intend to move on dowosward the Malta Plateaufor a way, though Hank thinks Mt
Supernal on the other side of the Glacier is the critical area to find the contact. This afternoon's effort,
while proving the toughness of the toboggahsas sobered us as to the sheer hard work needed to get
laden sledges up long slopes. This may prompt us to leave a dump here.

The mountains around this place give the whole ane@thereal fairyplace setting. It seems like we are
knights, winning throulg thick and thin to reach a sort of camelot, so we proposed calling this the
Avalon Snowfield, and the steep entry Merlin &ajVe are looking at all the ten thousanders around
and wondering if we dare name them ourselVége feel dubious about our preseatere in this
awesome ground, so massive, and our intrusion sigirificant We went off to take some pics of our
camp.

* regrettably these names do not seem to have survived, other than in climbing lord @&ZA
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The further we moved back, the less we seemed to be other than trespassers in this gorgeous, pristine
wilderness.

Im having tovarm the pen now over the primus at 0210. Will sleep til | wake in the morning.
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Bruce in exceptionally good form today. Is proving most sound and useful around. After a resonous fart
at teatime in usual polar appreciation of a relaxing few moments, hearked menacingly "the next
train down is the goods'.

NOVEMBER 3RD SATURDAY AVALON CAMP 7800

Had such a hard day yesterday we slept really fine. Irdr@a inwlved, twisted and unsettled dream
about some girl | have never even met or seen before, budrwhfell in love with absolutely. Very
warm night. A billy of snow in Dave's tent was mostly water in the morning. Midday t{E&ipand sun
feels hot, no wind at all.

First indication this morning and yesterday in Bruce's remarks that his baptism by fileCarthy's S
ridge was a bit too much. Certainly we climbers are strange people, and our determinations and
aspiratiors are dificult to understand from one outside them. We are definitely not here only to climb,
and the responsibility of our surveyigll felt by us all. Nevertheless in the spirit of Hillary's extra
efforts on TAE, we can do a bit more to place the NZ flag on a few summits!

Food left over from 2 packs on 8th day:
24 BS stews 8 beef minces

3 packs bacon 10 1/2 meat bars

10 soups 5 biscuit packs

4 bars choc 6 Ibs suger

3 pkts veg 2 tins buttter

ltinjam 1 pkttea

1 bag onion eggagwder

Felt a bit spewy this morning. Ham and pea with bacon. Gobey of course offered pithy advice "wont do
any harm if you spew anyway, you'll®d& ( KS LJ Sl adzNB 2F SFdAy3 Lttt 2@S
value!'?’

We are having a quiet day today. We have been amazingly lucky so far with the weather, only two days
out of nine out of service, almost too much! Dave says (he'd make a uniformeertaker laugh) that
KSUua y2i dzaSR G2 Fff (KAa 3F22R 6SIFGKSNE aidzFfa KA

We are naming where we campéte Round Tablesince Dylan Thomas' "Under Milk Wood' says "by
mountains where King Arthutreamed'. We are biding a rockcairn with a Nescafe tin, our names and
the date.[Ed: such romantics!]

“little did he know how he was to reap the consequences of that sage advice later
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The other names are the Seafarer and the Wanderer after two epic @aglon fragments, and which

apply to the exile of soldier/sailors from their native lands. Also the line in Dylan Thomas, applying either
to a point far inland where the gulls are blowg storms, or a point far out to sea where “the gulls come

to be lonely'. Also will name a mountain after Andy, calling him the master in charge of expeditions at
Timbertop, and something after Sir Kenneth Wheare?

Our cairn on top of the Round Table has aames and addresses, and is actually a reverent memorial
to our signal, humble respect for the fabulous territory that relentéxdiefly, to accepbur presence.

We mended skis, decanted petrol, and bust a thermometer while clumsily recedifigoright. We
have a radio sched for tomorrowVe took the opportunity to rest a bit while navigating, and sharpen up
our appearance for the ubiquitous camera.
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SUNDAY 4TH DECEMBER

Twenty days to Christmas EWge haveused 22 gallons of petrol so far, and we have 60 gallons left.
We've traveled a total of 66 toboggan miles per toboggan so far, and that's an average of 6mpg fully
laden. We have three drums of kéfpand are not through one yet. When we are througfV ,lwe

must be prepared to cut down a bit, and turn back. One of the factors in our low kero consumption is
that we have only had one ligp (2 days) in ten, and have spend little time in our tents other than to
sleep. And it is another perfect day todaye brought 12 gallons of kera.e. at 1g per tent per 5 days
which allows 30 days at that rate of consumption. So in 15 days, we should have used half, and
theoretically should turn back. That gives us a further five days on the Malta Plateau.

More orange lichens found on the Round Table. Teh2§ at 1200 andl6° at 2400.

We had a Ross sched at 0730 from 166° 22'S 727 iB5& position described as behind Mt
McCarthy. Our questions of them: how much fuel used? their toboggan mileage¢her, named any
features yet, and how is their watch (timekeeping) going in the cold?

Huge problems. All morning spent on the bloody radio, trying to follow earlier received instructions from
Norm. It is like the colonel who contacted his BHQ to askdtw (not that we need help!) and gets the
reply 'some reinforcements, we are going to advance', and by the time it gets through it is understood
as ‘send three and four pence, we are going to a dance.'

Our morale was noticeably lower this morning. We nheste given both radios a hefty clout when the
sledge rolled, since neither worked. We couldn't get through at all, and spent two hours collectively
swearing, soldering, testing, fusing and scratching festexammections. At length, at 1100 Hank
fortuitously picked up the Commandaouthpiece, furrowed his formidable brow, grunted some
pleasantries and other assorted monosyllables into it, and like the mists clearing off€tgggprise

packet came in from Dave Brown loud and clear. A distinctly indidtlorm was dragged out of bed,

came and directed operations and managed to get our sets working by proxy. so we had lunch, packed
up, and all of us took Lil and one sledge up to the gap between McCarthy and Colin. We cramponned up
to the crest, looked wer and saw fine weather, so started up tBeuthridge. | had looked at the

summit of McCarthy from our camp, and knew the difficulties lay ahead on the last section of the climb.
We moved easilyp over exposed steep snow, steep scree and every nowladdlear ice. The snow

was very granulated and dry. Sounds like treading on thousands of harvest mice (Gobey).

? Kkerosene used in lamps and stoves
2 Clogwyn D'ur Arddu, a famous and favorite rock climbing haven in N Wales, UK
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Eventually we came onto two large cornices overhanging the S face which we had seen from below. We
stopped and waited in the sun for Dave and Bruce who were going in fine style, anpicaoks of this
memaorable next part of the ridge. On up ahead, dlighteeper ground allowed us some glimpses down

over the S face, though oné¢hwhole we kept to the otheside of the ridge. Bruce got a muscular
seizure of the lower Ig and ankle which inhibited his side cramponning and made the steeper slopes a

bit tricky. Finally we came around a corner, and up ahead of us was the rock step | had noticed and been
waiting for.
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There washowever a way through despite some exposed rock moves which we protected well, then on
up steeper snow to the summéréte. This proved the most serious part, with fierce drops to the
buttresses on both sides, a rather loose crest of snow, and blockseorery thin ridge necessitated

belays all the way to the summit for both parti€ut of great respect for Bruce's performance on his

first ascent, we stod asideand saluted his placing his foot first on the top of this impressive peak.
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Here is Hank on the summit, lookiNgrth with the amazing array of unclimbed peaks around us.

It was especially good to look down on tReidge which had baulked us on our first attempt, and a
good job we turned back sengjtsince we had done only half of the ridge.

Hank found a different and unexpected type of rock near the sumiiit.could also get a good view of

our route by which we had cona#own to the Malta Plateau, and would have to retrace, so there was

no questionof unjustified ascents! We toasted Mt Supernal in thermos chicken soup, and built another
small cairn and placed our names inside a plastic bag underneath it. We looked at the aneroid, which
clearly said 10.408" Dave celebrated with a cigarillo.

%t is now officially recorded as only 9400'. We seemed prone to-estmating ascended height, a bit like
fishermen and their reported catch.
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A fine peak and one which we all wanted very much to put under our belts, and one which had a sting
in its tail. On the way down, Bruce made the mistake of trying to take the lens cap off his camera with
his teeth. Hs lips froze instantly to the focus ring. Whenditeicallypulled it away, most of his bottom

lip came away with it. Startling afterwards to look at the camera with white skin all aribund

Sledging back, the sledge almost overturned agaiiving Hank's ice axe against his thigh, ripping his
trou and scratching his leg, luckily not badly. Then Gobey's wagon train ran out of petrol about a
hundred yards from camp. Must get a red can full of petrol as a safety measure.

Looking back up at thpeak we had just climbed, we felt good. Here is a pic taken by M Laird on a later
19812 expedition which shows the center notch perfectly. The main peak is on the right, as is the ridge
by which we made the summie effectively covered the left halbavell, turning back from the

obvious nick in the middle.
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MONDAY 5TH DECEMBER.

Lie up day. We were all tired, and a strong wind blew all night 20 knots from the west, catabatic and
cold, drifting around the tents at 0800. Woke up for sched with Ros:)dituery keen. Failed to raise

him at 0815, and the wind was still too disencouraging to move, so went to sleep again. No movement
from other tent, and all gear reasonably tight.

Woke again at 1300! Temfh0°. Warm sun, wind dropped. Communal breakfddtiscuits, honey and
real coffee! Opened a nefood box today, discoveringxuries like curry powder, gravy makings,
Bournvita and cocoa, and best of @lrridgd It's something we have all been looking forward to. Lack
of breakfast bulk is a big thingnd now at least we will be supplied with some.

We pottered today, arguing pleasantly about men's clubs and women farting, hiking with women, and
the things a man likes to do by himself without female companionship. We came to the conclusion that
thereisno "'woman's way' of going into the hills. Waust do it the same way men do. Lack of pectoral
muscle development, build etmay make it hard for some women to do the work men do, yet why
shouldn't they go into the mountains? Their presence on a lengthy trip may make for better male
manners, greater cleanliness and a pleasanter atmospfeege P at Fisherman's Point,Jbor Ain

Nepal). But there are exceptions, and we shared examples of pretty radegnadations in mixed
company.

2SS gl GOKSR . NWzOS YSYR KAia ONIYLRyazr t221SR FT2NJ a2
find them in the FA kit which contaiirs aspace not much bigger than a shoeberpugh to do a minor
operation We did find excellent tinned fruit cake, Cross & Blackwell, American, delicious.

The weather is fine but we have deliberately taken a rest day. | think one a week is not exodrithnt,

gives us a chance to do little personal things, catch up on logs, fix broken gear, and we've had no chance
since no bad weather for a week. Tomorrow we'll move out of our Avalon snowfield, and get as far
forward on the Plateau as we can. We have nodhfee worries about food. There's plenty of hard

rations, enough to survive on in the “finished' food boxes. But the high part of the Plateau ahead looks a
wild and woolly place, and food and fuel could well dwindle quickly in lengthy travel or bad welather

looks like we are entering a horribly unsheltered dome of ice, althoughtwermuch worse than our

PIP on the Polar Plateau itselfen if closer to the sea.

Dave has dehydrated oesophagus trouble, only minor, but similar to what | used to getialiduHe

also has a raw nose and lips. Bruce has sore lips where the camera bit him. Hank's leg where the ice axe
broke his skin is bruised and sore, but not serious. We are doing alright. My thigh hurts only when we
wake up in the morning, and | hardbit it on the climb yesterday.

Dave's Great Thought for today: has the bottom dropped out of your world? Take two of Dr Carter's

[ AOIjd2NAOS LIAfTfas FyRXXd 51 @3S gKSyYy Iyl FalSR KAY
with a laugh and said hejgassed many things, but never a package of suljae conversation

deteriorated into long diatribes and thoughts which take up pages in my log, but do not bear repeating.

To further document the descent, | noted that | lost two chess games in a roantotbinight.
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TUESDAY 6TH DECEMBER. JOURNEY TO THE MALTA PLATEAU.

Woke 0600 to the alarm, put on a brew, acalught up on the weather log. Porridge for breakfast! The
others cooked up hot water for the thermoses.

We finished breakfast by 0830, and were ready to pack. Wonders! Fabtastictents, always handled
with care, were our most fundamental safety factor, as not only shelter, but protection against the
elements and indispensable rest. They were alwaylasand first off the sledgesvith fast release
ties for emergencies.

Anyway, enough for celebration, and we were away by 1130. Wonderful warm wedtfelunchtime
temp saw us in shirt sleeveBruce took up his usual position on the cabaasa we stopped every nw
and then to check our route.

| skiid down off the Round Table, and we broke afthe cable on the hard part. After filling up on fuel,
we hamessed both toboggans togethehopped 800, then spent the rest of the day climbing to 9,550
on the Victory Plateau. We arrived up on the high point overlooking the white dome of the Plateau. A
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very hard day, andhen we had to dig in our tents on apk about as steep and incline as the
toboggans would take.

Qrevasses yawned below us, witliasige nevé beyond, ara nunatak outcrop on the right. On our
rudimentary map it is about four miles across. Weadibn see if this is right.

Our plan is to spend tomorrow geologizing, the next day on the Plateau, and the next day on Mt Hancox.
We were all a bit tired. A hard day, and a bit tense. | became argumentative, and was a bit pissed off
with the little things that had gone wron@nd also largely pissed off to find that to take our camp any
further onto the Malta Plateau would mean a gamble with fuel. Luckily, it is not necessary to do it now,
since apparently there is no geological incentive for foraimgdird over this great ice field. But it is

irritating to find that a) our fuel requirement was impaired by leaving a 44 at Scott Base because of
weight, and b) our mileage at present is still stuck around 6mpg. So Dave as usual came to the
atmospheric resue. "After 5 years of intensive study, | got 2% in algebra'. The headmaster wouldn't
allow him to drop the subject, but took him into the office. "Gobey' he said "it would be waste of Kent
County Council's money and your time if you were to sit for mattés in June'

This our halfway camp on this leg. Looking back, we have had excellent weather and favorable
conditions, virtually no wind although sastrugi and blue ice behind the Pleiadem@edandheavy
sastrugi on the upper Victory passage. Stile have only had to relay twic@nce in Merlin Gap, and
once through Victory Pass. Crevasses have only been slowing down, not stoppirgwisté/élowed a)
near the head bthe Mariner and Plades b) Merlin Gap, and c) Victory Raasd of course theortal
(see below)
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Filthy Lil outdid herself last night. | was driving Desperate Dan in the rear, she was in front pulling the
heavy sledge very slowly but effectively. She was bit slow so we unhitched her on the move, and took
off. Later Dave said "Wead a few quiet words, threatened to kick her up the exhaust pipe' and she
seemed transformed, pulling the heavy sledge now exceptionally well over heavy sastrugi, when it
bogged Dan down once!

7TH DECEMBER WEDNESDAY THE PORTAL.

Woke late. Breakfast 1000azed and talked until 1300, then got up in a leisurely way and prepared to

go about our several tasks. Bruce and Dave started Lil to go over to a 10,200' exposed rock peak about
700" above the Portal which they call Vista Hill, while we took Dan up @Q@@o another peak we

called Edisto Hill after one of the old icebreakérdNe had a good view of the whole Plateau, found

some nice crystals and plenty of quartz, and then | had a good ski back down. It was notably colder up
there in a 1612 knot wind.Hank had a slip which could have proved nastydidia good iceaxe arrest.

| skiid across the Portal and climbed until | met the other pair. They seemed pleased with their climb and
had found some ice crystals embedded in BBGocks. Dave looked tick and said he felt so. | started

down a very steep smooth hard slope, side slipping, my heels came round too far and | lost it backwards,
and took off, gathering speed, but had my skis in the air, and had already snesifie runout was

good, so when lauld | got my legs over my head and jumped up. Horrified looks from Dave, since Id
gone about 100' very fast, but perfectly OK. Bruce, inspired, tried a glissade, got out of control and
nearly bounced into some rocks. Three out of four of us fell todayni¥s be more careful.

2S 320G ol 01 FILANIe& O2ftRXZ YR O0221SR dzLJ dSt o 51 @S
ALSOATAO advyLlizyaod ! vyt A1lS KAYI RARyQUsofar@ltheld G2 St
time. | made out a lidor sledge equipment we need to take tomorrow onto our last sortie across the

Plateau, and include here just for the record:

1 toboggan; 1 sledge +tank and distance wheel which has the mileometer on it; Comarghchorse

key; toboggan spares kit and stgerepair kit; 2 x 4g gas cans and full tank; 1 polar tent; 2 shovels; 4 ice
axes; 2 ropes, prussiks, crampons; 1 food box; FA kit; 4 bedrolls; | kitchen box (with stove and cooking
and eating utensils; personal gear; crevasse probes; tent floor; 1 folldem (yellow).

Hank and | got headaches playing chess this evening but seem alright now. Ive strained my back, in the
middle of right scapula. Odd place, pinpoint of pain, difficult to lie comfortably.

THURSDAY 8 DECEMBER RADIO SCHED.

We rose at 0615 ta fine, clear morning though a lot of high lenticular cloud suggests high wind up
F6020S® 5ARYy QG atSSLI ¢Sttt tFad yAakKGE GKS NAROS LizR
field. Almost tipped the hot brew water onto Hank during breakfasg, first mistake like this lve made

! none of these names survived unfortunately. | was particularly sad about the Arthurian rejections, and the
Wanderer Glacier, now known as the Trainer Glacier. But the "Seafarer' survived!
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so far. One tries so hard, and yet its somehow bound to haipBrave feels OK now. Our radio sched
was better than the lastGood conectivity on both setsexchanged information: our position titis our

sixth camp wad66° 54' E 72° 42 S at 9550' as we measure it with our altimideerk got his degree
results, second class honours, &he offer of a Junior Lectureship at Victoria University. Sitting at over
9000' on a polar tent in virgin country, few can haveearignced this. But he soon got smacked down,
when Bruce went out for snow, filled the billy and asked if it was enough. Hank, still on cloud nine, said
"Oh yeah, just pass in a biore now and again!. "Now and wiagrowled Bruce, "I'm not effing

stayng out herenow and again!".

Colin Clark came in on the sched today with two issues. The first was the length of the radio comms
between Hank and Ross at Crevasse Camp. | defended them by observing that this was the only area
where they were both working, and that it was necessaryl anyway would not happen again. Second,

we left our spare clothing in the hangar! What a blue! But we can do nothing about it, had already

missed it and hoped it was at the dump. Still, we hiazgs of needles, stitching and material, and wont
reallyneedh i @ 2 S R2y Qi aGAy]l Fa YdOK Ay GKS O2fR IyR

™

We now have a clear weather report for 24 hours, so are launching out towzeddalta Plateau for a
long trip.

At 2110 | record that we were back from another “hard day', 18svhd up to almost 11.000'. Eating a

hot curry, talking about keas, wekas and goats. The old story, many a kea has ended up in a
mountaineer's dinner pot. The secret is to cook it along with a stone about the same size as the bird for
fourteen hours. Thn throw away the kea and eat the stone.

But here is what happened today. We were away by 1100. My back was very sore, but | warmed up by
skiiing down the slope to the Plateau. We crossed thisteatled up the dome. Crevassesre

everywhere, but mostlylosed up. We got to the first outcrop, basalt, oliveen and general volcanics. Up
to the next one over some slippery blue &ed had our hot thermos of sougi about 1400 hrs

overlooking the most magnificent view of the Admiralty Mountadhseishin the dstanceacross the

Tucker. Herschel seems to attract its own shit, and we may get some of that weather, though the
American forecast has been reliable, and we were quite warm UNTIL WE GOT BACK!

Our lunchtime outcrop was at 9800'. Lil was feeling the alBtumissing quite badly, and the clutch, or

belt drive seems to be weakening. After lunch we kept climbing, all pushing and only just making it.
CAylLtfte 4SS STl GUKS &af SR3IS 2dzald aK2NI 2F GKS KA3IK
everything including our emergency gear right with us all the way in such good weather. We took Lil up

as far as the ice cones, three of them soft on the sunny side, odd structures, like a pressure ridge but a

sort of puffball texture, almost hollow, and perched 120" above the surface. Dave's was 30" up.

This point, the highesiecordedso far for our tobogganavas 10,800'. We peered across at the Mariner,
and again to the Tucker in the north, and | took my skis, and stomped about a mile up to the summit of
the Plateau, about 11'000', an extraordinary domed shape. | finally could see MT Phillips an estimated 1

*this remark in my log was strangely prescient, but not internalized enough, as future events would show.
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12 miles ahead. A bleak, featureless and uninspiring space, so | skiid back down to the sledge and we
started home. | skiid back down to the flat, ab&umiles, and waiteavhile the others took the filter

bowl off Lil to clean it, after which she improved. | felt a bit rooted, so lay on the sledge and slept. Quite
warm, but woke up after 30 minutes and the wind was getting up. This is a COLD place! As we
progressed up the steepest slope we've yet encountered, we all took great gulps of air. | think this
chilled us all. It was20° at the top, a fair wind and we were all again quite frozen. Working back to the
campsite, we put up the other tent, and it wabvious we were pretty tired and cold. When | finally got
inside our tenf my hands were too cold to pump the primus. It has taken a hot curry and sdwetral

brews to warm me up. We all agreed that temp and wind combined into a sudden and quite startling
apparent drop invarmth. Certainly our camp at McCarthy was paradise compared to this. Here perched
in our eyrie, we are very exposed, and it is always cold though we are OK now inside our tents.

Spirits are high. We are about to have our first instamiiging.Nice to see that our barometemeroid
read exactly as they did when we left. We must have dropped to 9000’ on the flat, and up to 10,800 on
the plateau, @wn again to 9000, then up to 9500 to the camp. We figured a twenty mile round trip.

Hank'sdescription of the Victory Plateau: a couple of coalesced shield volcanoes with the odd spatter
cone on the surface, small flows, sameatnghout the RBG

We spilt our instant pud, chocolate all over our crud bags. Bruce dropped it. No worries. We'll let it
freeze, then chip it off in the morninglemp-20° at 2230

9TH DECEMBER FRIDAY

Here's the text of Hank's telegram to Prof Clarke: THANKS FOR ESUY. KEBNERBOUT JUNIOR
LECTURESHIP. MY POSITION UNCHANGED, EARLIEST DATE OF APPQINNAERIEASE ADVISE
CHANCES OF PhD NEXT YEAR. KIND REGARDS HANCOX.

And what strife we had getting this bastard through. Two hours of furious frustration. The Commanda
was all ends up. We could hear Norm perfectly, and all his directions to Ross to relay regarding the
Commanda. It was infuriating@nd since Ross wasnting to move, it was even wse! Still finally we

rigged up the 557, were able to apologize to everyame get the telegram straight through. | got

biblical , told Ross he was now free to go "and do what thou hast to do'. Norm quipped in 'someone
once told me to go out and multiply'. It is terrific when we DO get good comms, to feel this light but
genuire thread of friendship and trust which links us all in this very extended endeavour. Norm's
bottomless and goodhatured patience, and tireless technical help with what must have been one of the
most clueless and irritating field parties radigse that Scti Base has ever known is bloody salutary!

We are going to have a go at Mt Hancox today. Our climbing is defensible on the counts, at least to us!
1) the direct geological value of examining exposed rock, effects of weathering etc. at these altitudes

2) the value of being able to look over terrain. The advantages over the aerial photos are that we are
closer, and the time is the present, not past, so we can see actual conditions now, and

87



3) we are a competent, experienced and waruipped party chargd with mountain exploration. Bruce
has proved himself with all doubt to be a reliable, sensible and always capable man in any situation.

Apart from the psychological, geographical, scientific and geological data from these ascents, the
competent climbig of a NZ party in one of the most mountainous regions in Antarctica will surely be
welcomé®. The responsibility, of course, of knowing the dividing line between these justifications and
human folly is always quickly, and not necessarily ably arbitrateaftenthe event by uninvolved

parties. If we succeed, we have done well. If not, we fail badly, though the situations governing the
actual attempts ag in many ways the samee surely will be blamed. This | feel acutely, and therefore
can only continued take every precaution possible. We have all discussed this, and are prepared to
take extra effortdo ensure the safety of our party at all times. Weather we can see. We wouldn't dream
of climbing unlessvisibility was perfecf. We take survival sparesd a tent with us always plus a
toboggan so our retreat is quick and efficient. Our abilities | think are sufficient, and we have a copybook
attitude towards technical protection while climbing, mountain movement that would delight any
climbing purist! Abve all, we were constantly aware of the distance from any outside help, and the
consequent magnification of the effects of any accident.

We are really all geologizing, within the obvious limits especially of the mountaineers as contrasted with
the geologsts. But we were also observing ourselves and our environment analytically. Physiologically,
we become absolutely stonkered often but all recover quickly. It amazed us how quickly we recovered
after being flat out from some efforiVe had a long day yesuay. Today | woke to the alarm at 0715

and felt perfect. Dave even feels "a box of birds' i.e. chirpy.

Lunchtime temp17°, and well, we've turned back again. To prove all our guff on safetyetreated

when | think we might have safely gone on. We tleét toboggan quickly, myffeand Hank again in the

lead (gerhaps in the future we must contain ourselves more, pantlthe slower rope in frontand we

were well ahead by the time we got to the col. A local wind was coming on from the west, with drift, and
it crossed my mind that owsteps might become invisible ia whiteout retreat. The others were well

behind, and we were just gaining the ridge when Hank put his foot through into a small slot. Turning
round to warn Dave, we got a stern injunction to tvdihey caught up while we got colder, and pointed

out the valley mists which were rising trom the glaciers. High level cirrus meant winds up above and
some wind and drift were visible over top of the ridge, and a definite darkening of vision. Squwesl @

bit, Dave and Bruce for going back, and Hank for going on at least until we could see over the other side.
But finally the gusts and drift made us see sense, and we drove back in-aisgeaut. | skiid a bit and

fell over because | couldn't seeettbumps.The toboggan slipped out of gear at a dangerous moment

down a steep slope, and Dave baled out. Hank has been denied climbing the mountain named after him.

Now we are bored, dissatisfied and in whiteout. The temp is quite warm, 17° and no vgina jall
over us. We tightened up the tents and changed the carby on Filthy Lil, not a very pleasant experience
but she seems to be grateful and pull better as a result.

¥ Antarctica's highest mountain, Mt Vinson, was actually being clinvaeile we were in the field, and | met and
traveled back to NZ from Scott Base with their expedition leader, Nick Clinch.
LG RARYQUG GF1S dza f2y3 (G2 GAz2tFGS GKAA LINAYOALX S Ay (Gf
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Here'ssnippets fromour irreverent discussion of supper after two weeks in the fielih the typical
complaints always present about our personal fuel that we need so badly, yet are so dissonant about.

‘| wouldn't mind a dehy stew'. "Just a little one perhaps, makes yat' 6ays his tentmate.
“with eggs?' "I'd rather preserve the sanctity of omelettes for breakfast'

“It's a very mundane sort of bloody approadtis a wonder there's not more variety in main meals in
K248 02ES&aX YI OF NRy A iOKnbt3oa Sadl redlly. 2 dzNE NA OS> L adz)

"How about frying the bastard? Let's face it, there's FA variety abchydtews'
6bAOS FNBaAaK 0NBFRU XRNBFYALEX

Finally, the solution.

"Hey, hop outside, get a packet o' biscuits and open up another pot of jam'.

Today,wefoy R 6l al f i KA3IK 2y ali notlsyfpdeng Bswe hakefddrid th8 E LIS O
RBG filled with scattered volcanics which are recent. Hank can't wait to get to the Supernal area on the
other side of the glacier to see how it all ties up.

| scribblal this poem tonightsimply entitled
WHITEOU WVictoryPlateay

Inside ochre screens

marking the warm perimeter

of our tent,

life is a working primus
and goosedown sheaths.
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Our clubfoot clock,
deficient now by many teeth,
limps dutifully along theninutes.

All sounds are thoughtful
and exclusively human.
Outside, you cannot hear
the finefilter-fall

of new snow,

you cannot hear ice form
around our gear,

nor the cloudwall build.

Peaks recede

like a book quietly closing;
there is no edge

to thisfrozen world,
mountains and sky merge
in ultimate cadence.
Minds are lulled

with whiteness;

sleep drifts in

with the silence.

0045 hours very coldslight wind and snowing. Havgs} got out of my pit tqpee. Almost total whiteout.

All gear OK, temg20°. Very glad of tents well pitched and our good organization. Would hate to be
caught out in this lot. Fingers now too cold to write. Clock has stopped. Have left my down clothing in
my rucsac outside so have hard pillow tonight. Looks as though wenotayove tomorrow.

DECEMBER 10 SATURDAY.

Physiological Note: Our noses seem to be often full of mucus. The Antartic drip. The tip of the nose is
always sore and light blood always discharged into tissues. This applies to Hank and myself.

Woke at 11.30 toight wind (we've never been without this wind up herg)dpc  / FAY SST jdzA GS &
Y208 R26y (G2 F Y2NB O2YF2NIlofS KSAIKG G2RI&ed Ly
these days. Perhaps it's too cold, or something to do with the snoiv&&NE o0 dzi & 2dz R2y Qa4 Gt
if it's cold, seems much better hot.

The names we gave to the toboggans show our basic disrespect for machinery. We would have been far
less raffish with dogs. But recently, they have become affectionately Dan anddslilsey have proved
themselves, and almost seem to have acquired separate, dependable characters.

We (Hank and I) had a game of chess over breakfast this morning. Life can be so pleasant and civilized.
It's purely what one makes of it. e.g. \eee savingnarmite jars for juour glassegor Christmas. Quite
gentlemanly.
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Such a variety of moods and atmospheres between these four canvas walls. We have felt good, felt bad,
argued, been irritated, angry, friendly, helpful, all within the same yellow enclo$henretically it

would seem possible that the entire panoply of life could take place in this close environment. Every
behaviour, or attention to trivia, or habit of the other man in your tent affects you, and of course vice
versa. No good being anyonethyourself, but little efforts to be unselfish are easier here than back
home. Everything is more genuine, or elemental. | couldn't possibly sweep a neighbours' footpath
without telling them! Even if | did it! But here somehow, it's easier to do tha léktra for any one of

the other three without telling them. Hank's buttering a biscuit for his brother at home woedithitely

be a suspicious act, but here is taken with genuine thanks and a reciprocal feelingegfezulency.
Somehow much more genwety gentlemanly behavior than any of your smart parties at home where
the atmosphere is often one of smug self satisfaction or justification.

2255. Another hard day. Eleven miles, and we have dropped almost 3@@@mp is still the sam0°

and sametin wind, very chilly NW. Travelling between 1700 and 2100 the last hour was very cold. We
made good time downhill all the way. On the steeper slopes we put rope brakes on both sledges. but
otherwise just on the rear sledg®ly right shoulder is worse artdank a good and sympathetic

masseur. There's a great knot of muscle there.

| skiid all day, over at least one crevasse, but being apart from the sledges allowed for many photos of
us as we went in and out of whiteout.thought we were going to getlglacked up, yet perhaps have to
stop and repitch en route due to uncertain and shifting light making travel quite risky. A rolling valley
mist was coming up from the Trafalgar and Mariner Glaciers, sometimes almost covering the Plateau. It
looked betterfurther down towards the Avalon snowfield, so we headed down. We were surprised to
still see our tracks of four days ago were not blotted out considering the winds.

Dave was not his usual cheerful self today, seemingly demoralized by the lack of sthgotfail.

We were coming down in mist and sometimes conditions of semiwhiteout, and sometatuesant
sun. Colour and shade effects were quite lovely.
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The thickest and coldest part ;20 at 6600' was just in the main passdlyeugh to the Mariner, we

called The Misére Passage, and it was just there that a graunching sound made itself heard in Lil. A new,
neat hole had appeared in the drive belt guard, torn by the key/pin which held the drive pulley onto the
shaft. The partyhich we had argued about at Scott Base, not included in the parts list, does have a use!
The key was half out, badly twisted, and doing a nice job of enlarging the already sizeable hole in Lil's
fibreglass guard. So we had an immediately enforced campry similar conditionsotwhat we had

just left. A thin biting wind;20°, though a band of quite superb lighting effects above the Mariner.

Pitching the tent, | felt my back quite badly, as weltalsl hands and feet. Glad to get into the pit. |
think we all were. Not much talk tonight. Eleven miles without fuel refill, dropped 3000'.

SUNDAY 11TH DECEMBER. CAMP NECESSARY AT MISERE PASSAGE
Radio Sched. 166° 30'E 72° 40'S

-18° C weather: snowing, Wthout No wind. Midday temp againl6° but wind now 180 knots from
the SE.

The wind is really getting up. We played liar all morning, nice to relax. The wind whirling, making
Antarctictype noises. Conversation rambled from the bawdy to the less pamat worth recording
here, though my log unfortunately does.

1600.Well, this is the real Antarctic. We are all four in one tent (not an easy business, since negotiating
the double tent sleeve entrance in full gear, bringing in snow from the outsidkthen divesting some

of all of it inside, needs tricky wigation). Bruce and | have just gone out to get snow, checking
everything is anchored and nothing is blowing away, and have a pee. | checked the B #r28s

from the SW. We've actually had tvdays of warning, hogbacks and what looked like a NW arch that we
might have seen in NZ. Then at about midday, she struck. It is not very bad yet, but getting worse.
Visibility down to a few yards, drift piling over everything.

We checked to make sure odonger was free of iceDrift is whistling up against the tent though it is
not particularly cold 19° , but of course the wind chill makes it feel much colder. Drift piles up your face
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and ears, with fine grains in your eyes like sand. It's OK if yod st your back to the wind, but you
carit look into it.

Back in the tent, Hanils, with acute concentration, trying to light one of Bruce's pipes, and a box of
matches is almost gone. Our matches seem oftenta light down here, they burn like a slowsfe
often without flaring.

One is very conscious tfe frailty of these thin ochre walls. Yet our previous knowledge of severe
storms under canvas helps a lot. We would be absolutely stuffed if the material ripped; winith

blew the tent over. Confusn not to be thought about, except when carefully pitching these things. All
our existence depends on the strength of the guys, poles and fabric, and there is little else you can do
other than choose shelter from wind or external threats where possikéedivalanche (which is

relatively rare here due to the low precipitation) . The drift snow is an added safety factor, piling up
around the valances and holding everything down. Hank's eyes are streaming, the tent is becoming
unbearable, but he won't givepu

Makes you realize how brave Lawrence “Titus' Oated®wass not friendly outside, and the knowledge

can press on you that there is absolutely nowhere to go, no place to run to, noone to help etc etc, like a
small boat in a very large ocean . Sailgo through this often. Here it seems even more dramatic, since
the space is so tiny, movement so limited, and the elements so fierce. One (merciful) difference
between this and a boat, is there is no motion other than the maniacal flapping of the tdist Wée

entirely rely on the design of these big old tents, it@oven structuré®, in which many have survived

much worse than we wilNevertheless, there is still some blind trust involved. The concept is excellent,
the valances to form the foundatiamnder the weight of accumulated blown snow, the pyramid shape

so the wind blows on one side digging in the others. (Hank has now given up to our relief).

If any of us became seriously ill now, or we had a bad accident (scafdetayould really havéo fend

for ourselves. We can see now the danger of traveling in iffy weather. Getting caught out in this without
tents up would not be good at all. Like those two poor English bastards from FIDE (BAS) have to
watch our ventilation since there iw drift around the door.

Broke our last bloody thermometer this evening, got trodden on in the blizzard, so from now on we'll
have to guess temperature! Might ask to have one air dropped?

“Christ we've eaten a bit of tucker today' (quote ondjeday). Anyone who says we need less to eat in
bad weather is very wrong. | think it is a time for general mental and physical recuperation after long
days of extreme physical hardship and mental concentratidme body needs bags of food and lots of

*|ve always been glad his first name was Lawrence. Théptanal soldier, slowed by gangrene, gave his life for
his mates on Scott's last expedition by deliberately walking out in a storm to his death in the (unfortunately
unsuccessful) hope that his absence from the party would let them move faster and withsupplies to safety.

% we were told these were designed by the legendary Gino Watkins, four pole, double pyramid, foldable, always
lashed on the tent with poles extended so as to allow speedy pitching in emergence.

%" again, a presage of what was to happ

% Tom Allan and John Noel of the British Antarctic Survey, found dead in May 1966 about 20 miles beyond the
Stonington Island base after having been hit by an unexpected storm, and unable to get their tents up.
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sleep. @e does tend to eat more than one needs, but the mind relaxes, books cards, discussion, logs
and of course chess. It is amazing how comfortable one can be in the middle of a polar blizzard. The
wind is making music in the donger and radio wires. Yet weiang in our bags playing chess. These
little tents seem to cock a snook at this our first real storm.

We've just had our first piss inside the tent. Ive only done this once before in my life, on Sty Head during

the “frostbite' course at OBMS Eskadalg, this is much more efficient, and solves all problems. Just lift

the groundsheet near the tent door, and you have your back to your tergpiaiales a neat little

round yellow hole in the snow and freezes almost immediately, and save damp clothingh&tved

drift on return to the tent and also the deluge of wind and powder that sweeps in whenever we open

the tent sleeves. The snow in the hiidfht under the groundsheet glows with an unearthly

LIK2 3 LIK2NBAOSy (i &a2NI 2F ofwvebBehdingng?l & (2 0SS Ay 05X 6

The entrance sleeve is bulging with snow. Looks as though Bruce's joke about diggihtpasorrow
may well be true. Wind shows no sign of droppiran 30-35 knots. We are in a very exposed position
and not by choice. Ware right in the middle of Misére Gap, involuntarily placed here by Lil's broken
key.

As | get my head down, the entire structure trembles and shakes. My rucsac pillow definitely vibrates.
It's a restless, noisy, violent atmosphere now, one in which snefy conscious of one's isolation. Yet
there is a wholehearted confidence in my mind, not at all contrived or nervous, based on knowledge
that, for example Scott's tent (pretty much exactly the same as this one) stood for more than six months
with zeroattention. Or many other expeditions have withstood all sorts of storms in these things in
winds over 100 mph. But Im still a bit apprehensive of having forgotten something, to find many things
lost when we finally can get to dig out our stuff, althougbdk pains to stack everything together last

night out of habif and | went out again this afternoon to check. Only a few things were poking out that
were out of place. | should say we will have to dig around the whole area.

This is an interesting experie@. | never worried in winter conditions in the British mountains, except

for the OB lads out on their own. | felt personally on top of those hills, but one could not fell “on top' of
Antarctica in the same way, however experienced one might be. Now ab@at to sleep (?) with the

wind tearing at the canvas, | feel very aware of things like the work this blizzard will mean later when it
a021LJAaY 6KSUGKSNI AG gAff 3ASEH YdzOK g2NASY gKSGKSNI (K
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riding out a storm. There's nothing you can do, all's done that can be done, and you rely on your
previous work, and someone else's design!

0345 woke to find a lot of snow ihé tent, wind still howling fit to bust, and Hank being violently sick

AyiG2 GKS LINBaada2NE O221SNX¥ !'Y O0ONBgAYyI KAY | RNRAY]=
lack of air (CD poisoning), although possible, but unlikely because | festthe®K. Anyway, lve

checked the donger, it is fine and the stove is burning freely.
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At least all this has one advantage over storms at horhere is not the extra factor of dark. No
fumbling for torches or candles, just this pale yellow ligindl the ircessant flapping and banging.

Hank has just woken up to be sick again, so Im brewing another lemon drink.
MONDAY DECEMBER 12TH STILL STORM

| woke intermittently all through the nightHank seems OK. The wind is vergrgg. Some brave guy
ought togo out and measure it. The snow was piled up between the two tent layers to the height of
F2dz2NJ FSSi o 2 S RARY Qénd ResnalzlphciRdzbirafr daside el ShileweS S @S
slept. There was snow actually a foot deep around our sleeping.bBapk us half an hour to clear the
stuff away.

Now we have a brew going, and Hank is his usual self. We have contacted the others by shouts and
whoops, and so far as we know, all is well. Hank had a look out to see if their tent was still there earlier
this morning. The wind really cracking and howling. We seem to be fighting a losing battle with drift in
the doorway. It piles up with great force driving the food box back into the tent.

The biggest problem all day has been to crap or not to crap. Dav8mrte were out this morning.

Hank has finally decided to take the plunge after 8 games of chéssghich I lost 6, and he has been
encouraging me to clear my arse which might help my brain. But Ive given myself a day's storage before
now, and never fosuch a good reason.

Hank's just come back in, commenting that it is indeed very dangerous outside. It is actually the worst
conditions either of us have ever been through. After just 5 minutes he came back in a whirl of drift
saying that the wind was nowugting to 40 knots (that means, judging by the noise level, that it would
have been up to 50 knots last night) and that his hands were very cold. Warming them in clothing and
close to the primus soon got some life back, but my hands got pretty cold jogtup the door sleeve.
There's no delay at all, once that icy wind and stiggioowder gets at you, you immiadely begin to
deteriorate.

For the record, the story with a crap is this. You wait until you are quite sure you want and need to go,
then up andout of your pit, take off warm underdungers, put on just windproofs, down slippers , and
upper half enclosed in usual windproofs, balaclava and mitts. The with hand on trou, dive out, round to
behind the tent, do what thou must, up trou and dive backwith hair, neck, crotch etc full of drift,
shivering and cursing.

We are now bding out the pot into which Hank spewed last night. It is our only food pot inside the
tent. Amazing what one can put up with! There is no escaping the noxious steam, bui®arttere's
no alternative so it's not nearly as bad as it sounds.

The wind seems to be getting up again. Hope it doesn't go on too long.

2025 It begins to get on your nerves. Hank reckons some discarded meth fuel dropped into his stew. A
whiff of it as he was lighting the stove tonight brought it all back. Im very sympathetic to the idea of
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one's stomach's intelligence and connection to the nose in telling you what made you vomit if you come
on it again soon afterwards. Anyway, he seems quite ok aow neither of the others were sick at all.

We'll all be mightily glad when this has stopped. Although it is warm and comfortable in the tent, the
inaction and constant hardship of getting snow from the draughty entrance sleeve flap, organizing
oneself h the cramped space, brushing snow off bed rolls, or the bottom of the brewpot so it doesn't
melt and drop all over the primus is definitely tedious. However, iffais rain instead of snow, one

would be far less likely to be somfortable inside thednt. The temps here combined with the wind

make it pretty hard to survive outside even if moving, and | cant say many conditions in the English hills
or NZ mountains would be so rough that you couldn't hope to survive if keeping moving and in the right
gea. Here you can't see where you are going. With the wind chill, whiteout, and blowing drift, it would
balls you up in no time flat.

There is now a two foot scoop in the wall of blown snow just outside the front of the tent. The food box
is perched in theloorway, and the inside sleeve is untied so we can get at it, perched on its mantel of
snow. To get water, all we have to do is dig mugs into the white pile between the tent walls, and melt it
into a brew on the stove. It's nice to know we are experieneihgt we were trained to expect, the

worst of Antarctic weather. | can imagine the hopelessness of Scott, but can't help marveling at Oates'
courage.

TUESDAY 13 DECEMBER

Woke 1130 to very light wind. My nose was pouring blood for no apparent reasorhépetce and
relative quiet, although there is still al® knot wind, is marvelous. The occasional gust as the wind
gives the tent a malicious kick indicates all is not over yet, but life sounds somewhat more supportable
outside. Snow is packed up arouodr heads two to three feet high between the walls. How it got there

| don't know.

Just went out for a crap and inspection. The wind has dropped-#@b2hots and still drifting. Much of
our gear has disappeared. Hasehowour gearlooks
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Strange how the drift is sculpted round clear of the windward side of the tent, but is piled high right up
the leeward wall, pressing on our heads as we sleep. This snow is packed hard, become sastrugi, difficult
to get a shovel into. Visibility idbaut 200‘when the drift lulls, but we cant see any of our surrounds.
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Bruce and Dave seem happy enough. They have a bet on that we will move tomorrow (Dave) or the next
day (Bruce). At present, as far as bets go, Hanks and | araaé sq the case dbeerl won for over

9000' camp on Victory Plateau. He won it back for a less than 40k wind on Sunday. At present Dave
owes me a case for what he considered the poesy in the phrase * up to nogood boyo in ltHeowss'.

If our chess was anything to go lbyyould already owe Hank a lot of beer.

A crap today was quite pleasamt sort of purging effect in the bracing wind and blowing snow, rather
like a cold dip, the only bad part being that you have to take your mitts off to clean yourself, and hands
get 9 cold so quickly, and it hurts. Toes keep warm in the down slippers, and arse and environs seem
well enough insulated, although the actual moment of dropping trou, there is a gentle thud as the
thermostatic scrotum whips the contents up against the abdahfRetractable undercarriage!

We calculate we are only just over 100 miles from the South Magnetic Pole, and so #vobelof our
compass needle is most erratic. Officially, the declination benges with every mile, and stands here

at approximatelyl5°E, so the N needle would begin to poke around a bit, and | had already lost faith in
the compass as soon as | got down to Scott base since on Ross Island the amount of iron in surrounding
rock throws the compass off anyway. Our means of knowing whengave was to shoot the sun at

true midday, since at 12pm in these latitudes, the sun is at due N, and in similar latitudes in the N, the
sun is at due SAnother weakness of compasses is their distortion by metal gear, e.g a camera around
your neck.

We se the moon occasionally, but stars never, since the midnight sun takes care of that.

During the stornthe strangest thing happened which had an immediate and profound effect on our
group cohesion. After Hank had filled a whole pressure cooker with vanSuaday night, | thought

that the easiest and kindest way to get rid of it was to throw it out into the blizzard to freeze. The wind
was howling and it was almost four in the morning, and it would not have helped to start boiling up the
semi frozen pot talean it there and then, as the steam from the savory brew would have filled every
corner of the tent, hardly contributing to Hank's recovery. So | tossed it out, fully prepared when the
weather improvedto take it outside and heat it up and clean itowkver, | did not tell Bruce or Dave.

Along they came the next morning, wishing us a cheery gooday, saw the pot and since there is almost
always frozen leftovers from last night's stew, took it without thinking as some sort of fortunate extra
rations. Thaevening, preparatory to tea, they emptied all their remaining freeze dried stew to add to
what was already in for a good meal. On it went to the primus. | wish | could have been a fly on the tent
wall as the slow realization crept across their faceshagghastly steam began to rise. It took a while for
the truth to dawn, then with several imprecations, the offensive mess was hauled out the door a second
time. They aren't speaking to us this evening. One wonders at exactly what stage they found out what
was going on. A pressure cooker usually generates quite a lot of steam before one takes off the lid and
looks inside to stir. We hoped they hadn't begun to taste it.

2340 the wind is almost completely down, and we should be &bfeove tomorrow. Enjoying
delidous hot lemon brew before sleep, having just opened a new tin of peach jam, and we'll open a new
food box in the morning.
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I'm running out of space in my log, and will have to write double lines in futukeep enough space for
all our time in tle field.

It's surprising how we have not seen either Bruce or Dave for two days, just the odd shouted word,
usually imprecatious, but little if any sight of them, remote in their little world. At the moment they are
playing cribbage.

WEDNESDAY 14TH

We seento have a routine for lieip days, wake 12 hours, sleep 12 hours. Woke this morning to a
thermos of hot lemon drink at 1145. Looked out the tent sleeve and could scarcely see the crevasse
poles which keep the radio aerial up. Slight wind, and again atesehiteout. Moustache and beard

wet with melting ice on waking, and rime all over the edge of my sleeping bag. Toilet paper gets used for
everything out here, much more than it was designed for, washup, nosewipe, towel. We wipe clean all
plates mugs anéating irons immediately before they freeze.

| spent some time this afternoon trying to dig out our sti¥erything, our packs, even closed boxes had
been invaded by the driffA real timewasting job was cleaning out the snow from the toboggan

toolbox. Every single item, every nut and bolt had to be hand extracted, sorted and brushed , though the
fact that | used my umitted hands for more than half an hoareans that the temp was quite warm.

There was no wind, and the cloud wasavy over us until around 1500, then slowly receding through
the evening like someone rolling a white rug back off the snow.
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Sledges were three feet deep in snow. Dan wouldn't sthg whole engine was forefdled. Wefound
his carbyfilter missing the filter part, so had to take the carb off to clean it. It's on the kitchen box
beside me now, another good use for toilet paper. My back hurt like hell again this afternoon after
digging, so may have to look forward to tHar the rest of the trip.

Dam good job we got down from 9500 even when the weather was iffy, or it would have been a
miserable four days up there. Bad enough here!

Saw the other s today. They've been playing euchre, cribbage, German whist and chexfterfibien
Dave was singing and readidgder Milk Wood to Bruce. Hamlad | have played our 8 games of chess
today. | won the first 4, then Hank woke up and slammed me.

We hope to move tomorrow after our radio sched, and do some geologizing as well c@aitdere
now at 2330.

| wrote thisin the tent today.
THE NEW ELIZABETHANS

We never see the stars
only the moon

as a pale disc
occasionally

Every step we take

is the first

we hame mountains
and glaciers as we go

On a diet of meat bars
off an exarmy spoon
we assess risk
occupationally
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And we're on the make!

the explorer's thirst

is quenched at the fountains
of blown snow

For the land we travel

is childhood's dream

a fairyland of crystals

the glass mountain

hanging valleys of ice

and theshimmering aurora castles

Yet always breathing

at our backs

along the thin line of our tracks
crawls the dragon of cold.

0020 Have just been out to have a pee. The view is fantastic, perhaps the best we have seen.
Very cold, estimatee22°, certainly ahost too cold for my pen even inside the tent. Looking
back towards the Trafalgar, from where a light breeze is enough to frostnip the ears in a few
seconds, the mist is wandering up into the air like brushwood smoke. Edges of the peaks are
well-defined,as if drawn firmly by Wilson's pencil. Faces of the near outcrops are all plastered
in new snow. The sastrugi seems almost musical. The sun is ecgpared, and low, which
throwsshadows up. Back up to the Victory Peaks, it all looks fresh and cleeoui®é there is

no vestige of our tracks across theaviner. Mt Supernal is marked by a neat contour of white
morning cloud, thin as a veil, and surrounding the mountain like a-hattk The start of the

Polar Plateau is still fleeced in rolling grounttirand the peaks separating thedviner from

the Seafarer gleam in the midnight sun. Stillness after the storm, all violence quelled. This
strange goddess of the Antarctic can step forth purged and shining again!

As one parts the sleeve and looks throubh tent door, millions of tiny ice particles slant and
dance across the light. Our camp, with its discarded wraps, boxes and tins looks like a rather
A2NRAR OGNAdzYLIK® 2 K@ RARYQG Fff 2dzNJ 3SFEN O02YS

THURSDAY 15THCEMBER RADIO SCHED

Apparently there has been complete radio (what can | say) blackout even wigmNZ
McMurdo couldn't raise the Pole Station, so conditions have been pretty bad-vade

Our position 166° 30'E 72°40 S
Our news

-we've been tieddown since the last sched
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-weather fine today, all well and raring to go
-estimate geologizing on Mariner edge today

- somewhere on NE side of tleountain rangé® separating the Seafarer from the Mariner
Glacier by our next sched

- by next sched will baear our PIP dump

-looking forward to being on or near Mt Supernal
-Any messages: possibility of an air drop?

Message: December 24th airdrop, mail and clothing.

Message also to Simon informing him of MSc with 2nd class honours (borderline 1st) and
congratulations from Colin.

We moved 8 miles finally today, to our 8th camp on a flat within a short distance of the Mariner
and at the head of the Seafarer, on the Dexter Wabké. Those few miles were action

packed We started by going over to BatteryllHat the NW side of the mouth of Misere
PassageWe had aimed to leave our dud Commanda batteries there, but we overturned a
sledge twice traversing in the soft snow (Dave's of course) and lifted it back onto its runners
again (Hanks' amazing strengtfihis shows how lightly we are ladeand how one person

instructs while the other does the work.

% now known as the Lawrence Peaks
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Hank confined himself to a sample of rock which had dropped and nekdidelow the peak

and we headed on rouhthe corner to what appeared to be a slight rise. We had started at

F LILWNREAYI GSt&@ mMonnZ y2 gAYR y2 Of 2dzRZ LISNF SO
plugs, then carburettors, and took 2 hrs with gloves off to diagnose an exhaust pipe blocked

with snow. Dan has no guts to its air filter, so snow got sucked into the carby too.! The knock

seems worse today and we had to put two pints of oil in. However she had run well until this

slope we had just come onto.

Dave overturned the sledge again. Thet s@w snow was a bloody nuisance. Downhill runners
bit in, and we almost turned over ours, until at one stage, in the middle of a zizag turn, | was
pushing so hard with a hand on the brazed throttle that it snapped clean off. We came to a
solid stop, andtitook ages to break the sledge out, and extremely frustrated, | was a bit eager
with the gear shift, ad broke that too. Exasperatedepond all measure, with Lil puffing away
gently at the slope 100x above us, | yielded to impulse and hurled the bloeelyds far as |

could across the white, impassive snow. At lengtigdrne fussing down, and pulled us and
sledge up

We are now camped below McCarthy again. It looks very impressive with fresh snow plastered
all over the S face. We mended Brlsceramporstraps, Hank sewed his trousers, and | fixed my
anorak pocket and rips in my down trou, also took that blasted thumb knot that somehow
appeared in the sledge rope brake, and made a couple more wire hooks for socks and gloves to
dry above the primus in tatent without dropping into the soup.

Fine and sunny, but wind getting up again from NW, so am going out to make sure gear is OK.
Very cold, probably in the20s again though very clear.

FRIDAY 16TH DECEMBER RADIO SCHED

Ross at 73° 20 S 163° 42h&s dane 198.6 total sledge miles and 250 toboggan miles to date.

Message from Colin:; Airdrop by C 117 or DC 3 on 24December

- one drop on the Aviator Glacier for Ross, another on the Mariner for us, then onto Hallett to drop mail:
- will contain mail anakssential items by disposable parachute: we need to mark the drop zone by a
large triangle and plenty of smoke to indicate wind.

- on the night before (25th) 8 pm radio sched for weather and position, and another 8 am for
confirmation of flight.

Fine verycold morning, with sounds of mournful song coming from the next tent. No wind, but
some high cirrus running from the west, and excellent visibility. The day absahaelgby

good comms. We heard lan Smith over the Commanda easily, though Ross cacheun. &kie

got over Bruce's telegram with no mistakes in Morse, with Norm fairly jumping up and down
with delight. Ross was perfectly clear on the 557 to Norm at 0800, seemed to me to be rather
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thick-skinned, asking for all sorts of things, but maybe hess dloing his job. Meanwhile Linden
Lea is coming through in two parts from next door's sound theatre.

It clouded over considerably during the day, and looked quite dodgy in late afternoon over the
Polar Plateapwith a familiar ice ring around the sun srevening.

We had a rather heated argument his evening, all rather pointless, but we all probably feel the
better for it. It was on the aims, goals and main prioritiesour expeditionl see beyond the
geological task, and see it as quite a bit more. | place highest priority on making a success of the
expedition as a whole, not merely the geological programme, but our safe movement, ascent of
new peaks, travel over new country, our inga@s a responsible group, and our logistic

efficiency. In short, | consider the highest aim of the expedition to be to ensure competency

and efficiency in all aspects of the effort. The geological programme is clearly crucial, but one of
a number of otheimportant objectives, though | feel it is only a label, and in some ways a

cover, a justification for NZ working in the Ross Dependency. Of course | was howled down by
the geologists, and Dave took their part, probably somewhat stunned by the directness of
arguments. | really feel we are all the better for it. Some steam has been let, and we have had
one of our best and most pleasing days for a while, very relaxed.

We drove 16 miles out to the edge of the Mariner, to an outcrop which proved to b&’@RQ
the way, with some good examples of ripple marks, evidence of early water current flow, and a
really good view of the Mariner below.

“° CampRidge Quartzite
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| skiid over, took the last bit straight like a nit, and had a hugeypleshenl caught a tip in the
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this morning. | was winded a bit by the fall, but clambered up and must have skiid another half

mile on a broken ski (a greenstick fraict).

The we drove further west up to a beautifiitle ice peak above a quartzite outcrop, with a
cornicedsummt, only room for one at a time. Hank and | went in and out of ice caves and slots

all around it, and then watched as the others went to the.to
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The views were spectacular all up and down the Matimgth plenty of good info on possible
routes down onto the glacier from this point if necessary as an escape route. We drove back to
camp happily, with cloudoming down to seravhiteout.

HHMP Y2 6AYRI @GSNE 6 Nyo .fSaaSR atSSLI) L)X SIas

good day today. Found some more lichens, and interesting crystal formations. The salts on the
rock intrigue me, having often mistakeéhem for lichens. They resemble organic spores. Dave
also found what looked like wood and some fossilized worm casts from a former seabed.

My memoryis probably flawed of Harl& attempts in my tented graduate course in geolooyt
my log records my wterstanding of itHank has a theory that the sedimentary rocks of this
area i.e RB rockgjeposited in deep wateignd the CRQ in shallow, cease at the Mariner.
Volcanics, he proposes, are recent, within the 1a80B0 years, by virtue of his view ofetin
coneshaped topography. He thinks there is a fault down which the Mariner flows, and on the
other side, near Mt Supernal, we will find the granitic rocks which we are lookingH®r.

proved right]

17TH DECEMBER SATURDAY WHITEOUT

A day of discussioand argument. Bruce did an excellent job of geigging on Dan, especially the gear
lever, two holes drilled through the broken shaft and the gear box handle, and two soft alloy bolts used
as rivets, and turned over at the ends. Worked fine.

The weatheimproved slowly, so we went back and forth as to whether we should pack up and go on
tonight and gainor steat a march. Hank and | as usueere for action and Bruce (surprisingly) and

Dave were not. Dave said it was my decision. | responded that prpagh was not to make unilateral
decisions, despite knowing that occasionally a driving or determined choice had to be made by one team
member. Things generally however are far better if four sensible, constructive heads nut out a common
solution. Theraare subtler ways of getting things done than deeming loudly that they “shall be'!.

So eventually, amid groans and chunters, albeit with good humour as always, we began to pull the tents
down in the midnight sun. Dave's inevitable editorial “shit, we arapkd in here by Herc, drive the
toboggans around a few hundred miles, and go back again'.

We broke all records. The cold and sense of purpose made it necessary to keep Mavingre away

in 1 1/4 hours, in the start of a night. There was no wind butilaldwering in the sky over by Mt

Tukotok. Hank started walking to get his feet warm as | finished the sledge lashings and did the final
check. He looked very small (as we all did so often) , walking out across the nevé towards the plateau,
down jacket ad fur halo akimbo, yellow mukluks and his endearing erratic gait! We caught him up
soon. It was obviously going to be a mean and cold night's travel.
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Some of the Victory Plateau and further down the Mariner had mist, but the Prebble Massif and Mt
Supernalwhich had dominated our vision all the last three weeks, stood out loud and clear. The sun
was low like a copper pan, lending a silhouette character to the mountain ranges, etching them sharply.
For sheer scenery and ambiendais hour beats all otherslt is coldest, everything seems pristine, and

the texture of the surfaces we are traveling become easier to see, and feel with the mind's fingers as it
were, because of the low lighit

Dave Lowe apparently did much of his movement by night aroundC#mapbell Glacier last season. It

must have been cold, though he was down in the glacier, lower than us which might have made for
higher temps. We got older and colder as ttaabaticwinds began to knife into our clothing, and the

first snakes of drift strtedto stream towards the toboggan's snouks we came upo the Chocolate
Nunatak, it was bitter. A quick stop for refuelling and hot soup and chocolate made for grins, and morale
was good. The gusts by now were fiendish, now at 25 knots, and dkifg\wehere, making for difficult

driving over awful sastrugi, finally impelling us to stop and pitch tents in high wind.

SUNDAY 18 DECEMEERP CATABATIC

Radio Sched: spoke interestingly to Ross and Simon; they have managed to smash a sledge runner.
Positon: 165° 35 E 72° 40 S on the N edge of the Pleiades.

Air Drop may now be on Fri 23rd December, will confirm on Thursday's sched.

Dave Brown: all well at base, and Colin's Vostok trip went well.

News of heli accident off AMP Building at Circular Guay

1400. Woke to 40k wind and drift tugging at the tents. Wegitehed on an ablation patch, so don't
ourselves get bothered much with drift, but see it all around us. Our tents have no snow on the
valances, since we can't dig into the snow. There is kiéuirther up, but we are right next to rock, so
seem well placed. | wish the wind would drop. Yet again, the great advaotagdeing in a small boat
is the lack of motion.

It's amazing how snug and comfortabhee are, sitting, or half lying actuallglaying chess in all this
noise. The others are probably still sleeping. There is a smell of petrol on my side of the tent. One of the
4s must be leaking a bit. Will have to investigate.

We came well over 20 miles last night in just under 6 hours, agrai®550. Dave dropped three ice
axes in the appalling sastrugi (the worst we have seen) and had to go back 1/2 mile for them. It's an
exposed and windy place, but a fine view.

It was a strange sort of twilight “day' today. Having arrived at our cammahd 6 am, we put up tents
and had our radio schedlept until 1400, then ate porridge and played chess until 1700, slept until

*Ivision and judgment of the snow surface is an existential factor to be considered in all polar travel
*2 Three people killled in Sydney, Australia on December 10th when a helicopter taking pictures crashed due to
failure of the rear rotor
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2100, and woke for tea! My lips are badly cracked, the wind | suppose. It was a source of amusement for
Hank and | watching e other trying to talk through almost immobile lips back there on the Plateau.

2130,time to go out and get food and kero for the primus. Wind steady at32 knots, gusting to 37 from
the SW. Visility fine, apparently no drift. Ross's remark in our eardiehed that the Pleiades is a windy
spot is right on. The Plateau looks fine. We will attempt some geotagtaimorrow.

The last day's travel has been much more what | had expected of Antarctic journeying. Hard, rough, cold
and pretty biting. | reckon thahose who say that toboggans and motorized sledging have taken much

of the sting out of polar travgust haven't tried it. They should ride a motor bike across northern Russia
and see if they find life easy. It certainly won't be as hard as tobogganitigese little skidoos down

here. Sledging in soft new snow and a 25 knot wind, starting the wretched things, pull after pull on the
starter rope, filling with fuel in a wind and having szdro gas all over your mitts, then trying to do
mechanical repag with your gloves on except on the occasional days when it is ok to touch metal with
bare hands (if your hands stick, you are left with something like a burn). Hank has had an ear frostbitten,
but it is only tender now to remind him, with no complicatiohspent half a day without snow goggles,

and got sleepy eyes.

0045 and the wind has increased to over 40k, though the visibility is still fine. We had a vigorous
discussion on societal views of elderly unmarried men. We traced it back to tribal roptsduictive
adAaayvyra SGox

MONDAY 19TH

Woke at 1215 to still violent winds. We've had 19 hours sleep in the last 28 hours! Despite the wind, we
broke camp and got away by 1630. The others explored around some local outcrops, while Hank and |
took Dan andhe emergency sledge further afield to geologize and recce for tomorrow's route. The
Pleiades is a remote and soulless place. We have had these strong winds since we arrived, and resulting
hard sastrugi makes all movement a bloody grind.

We have seen (agahere is my naive relay of a tentmate's efforts to educate me geologically) the
Pleiades consists of basalt with granite intrusions. We found basalt with trachite zenoliths, and also vice
versa, and a high variety of vocanics along with our first sadegranitics, making it fairly certain that
granite is present lower down, and that the bed of the Mariner may well be granite.

Dust from scoria made my eyes sore tonight went up to 9,000' today, when | climbed a small peak
and got a good view of MBupernal, though it will take a fair amount of tineget down there safely.
Dan's jerryrigged throttle stuck again, and we had a lot of trouble on blue ice. We seaschinghow

for our dump left when wéirst arrived at the PIP, and spemiuchtime scouring the distance through
binoculars for our cairnsometimes late into the halflight

107



Travel down through the blue ice, sastrugi and packed snow slopes gave us a lot of trouble. Sedges
would overtake the toboggaaven with rope brakes in place. Occasionally a runner would hit a crevasse
edge and lurch the load putting great stress on every element in our not very intricate haulage system.
Hank put his foot through one small slot and was lucky not to go in deeppé¢hisimade me want to see

the last of this place.
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anything to stick. We put a battery and broken thermos on top of an outcrop cairn with our nantels in i
want to be in the Retreat Hills for Christmas and we are already talking about returning to Scott Base
tonight!

TUESDAY 20TH

1115 woke to reasonably warm conditions, clear and fine visibility and the wind had droppkdast a
nothing! We decided natio go any further over the blue écbut to take the longer route over snow all

the way. Crevasses everywhere were big enough to eat up toboggans and sledges both, the only saving
grace being they were pretty obvious, and could be seen in time to avoid. t8glnHank nearly went

down one, unroped, which would have been an instant crisis.

We moved from campt 1445 in warm sun and almost no wind., skirting up the side of blue ice until we
found level, good surfaces without the appalling (dangerous)détiaction you get In fact, despite

trying all day to avoid it, on the only small patch we had before lunch we had numerous overturns, and a
semiamusing sight of a 4 drum of petrol skating away downhill upside down, while we prayed not out
of sight (dowra crevasse). The process would go as follows: we would check the rope brakes, head
down the slope , each sledge team separately, the back man leaning out to balance the sledge like a
dinghy in a wind.

108



Then we would hit a patch of blue ic&he toboggamriverwould speed up to try to keep aheadithe
overtaking sledge, whiclould begin to yaw and turn sidewagad everything would end up
cattywampus, tanuch swearing anglenty ofloud, free, unsolicitel advice

Some hard falls, sledges going sideways, but we soon knew the difference when we again got onto
sporadichard sastrugj another of our least favourite field challeng@&sere travel went down to
walking pace, and we found it yet again pitde to overturn a sledgephill due to the huge bumps and
variation in surface levels.
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Loads kept on loosening, and the sounds of the toboggan tracks and sledge runners juddering away,
and the hammering at fmt skis on Dan's nose, were most unnerving. While both Dan and Lil are Al,
tough as nails and twice as resilient, | am troubled by the battering they are taking.

We stopped for lunch at 1715 because a bedroll was coming off our sledge. Had a pleasahtnghrm
good company, good moraleanm. Moved off down the PlatealRough, overturned often, bloody
sastrugi and blue and white ice. Another unpopular feature of the Pleiades is the constant little spots of
grit in the snow. One has to dodge these wWaild just as much as sastrugVe geologizea bit along

the edges of rock outcrops. Nothing new, and Hank has decided to fill in details with photos and notes
for his article(sy. We'll move on to the Retreat Hills tomorrow, weather permitting

We did 12miles today, and at 2130 finally arrived at our dump well ahead of the other party. |

remember seeing the cairn suddenly about where we expected it after successful dead reckoning
navigation. It had been pleasant weather but MOST unpleasant travel. Wiotiadl Ross's earlier

Pleiades camp about 1 1/2 miles N of ours tucked away in the moraine. We found that we were ahead

of Lil because they had run out of petrol and broken a rope brake, so Dave was chuntering on arrival, but
soon mollified since wedd nowv enough spare at the dump, which, as we checked what we had, gave

us a whole new lease on life.

3 See Riddolls B.W and Hancox G.T. The Geology of the Upper Mariner Glacier Region, North Victoria Land,
Antarctica. NZ Journal of Geology and Geophysics Vol 11, No 4, November 1968
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All is well except the inevitable wind, now from the E is growing, up to 25k just to keep us alive and
moving. Thalrift started at 2100 hrs.

The weather is of course the ultimate arbiter of our progress hierehanges quickly, but the sky is our
information screen. We started in no wind today, hot sun, abté to lunch, even drive with bare

hands. But a curious "Whaped radiation started from central point over the Polar Plateau on the
western horizon. At about 1900 we began to notice the same, only not so forbidding in quite clear blue
sky to the east. At 2100, the drift started, quite suddenly, coming dowthefPleiades, or more

precisely, over the S end, from the east. We found when we arrived at the dump (which we had had so
much difficulty discerning because it had been almost completely covered by drift) that entire surface
was entirely different aftepnly two major stormsAS we checked aroundydre was no trace of the

original ablation patch on which we had first camped, and there were large sastrugi aldasoudump

with the majority on the W side, meaning the main wind had come from the &n@mbered the SE

wind through the big blow in MiIsére Passage because the drift came in our door!).

There were magnificent auroral effects around the sun this evening at 2100.
WEDNESDAY 21ST DECEMBER SLOT CAMP 9,250

Woke at 0600, not absolutely refreshdayt it was strangely still outside after quite a warm night, and

more cloud than yesterday especially to the NW, but lighter in colour. We will try and steal another
march today on the weather, which is such an unforgiving taskmaster. We are albkilygl forward

to getting into the Retreat Hills. Gobey was chuntering again at such an early start, offering scatological
queries” wharrarrer? did you sh*t in your effin sleeping bag? | was driving an effin toboggan less than 8
hours ago. Christwe dilQ & FA Y A & K 2 dzNdeekéeéRIST N wasevek grdaiidct to 3 2 X
Hanks cheery "Good Morning!

“Up yer nose, yer effin insomnia8ruce slept with his head in a cloud of kero fumes from late cooking,
and felt a bit sick, and Hank and | aresjpive fart factories, sort of shades of last night's steather
disgustingso we are not the most illustrious example of a tight crélank and | whistled and sang the
theme to the César Franck A major (last movement) to make us all feel bettértoAsing a fresh
perspective, a skua circled and landed, the first bird we had seen at all since we arritredPolar
Plateau.

We finally got moving at 1200. To our dismay, after much decanting of fuel, we found that our second

tin of lubricatingengine oil was nowhere to be found in the dump. | cant understand this. It's not
YEN]SR 2y Y& Ay@SyiGu2NE tAad a oSAy3a €tSFaG G GKS
up the stockpile.

We made our way in steadily worsening conditionsoas the edge of the Plateau, ovee surface much

better than yesterday, though still quite large sastrugi, turning over the last sledge at least once. We put
the heavy stuff (2 x 44 gallon drums) on Dan's sledge (ours) and gave Lil two lighter slédgss wi

usual the one with the bicycle wheel at the back. Slowly, the visibility lessened, it got noticeably colder
even while we were moving, until there was complete whiteout. We still could see the sun dimly
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through the mist however, and steered by keepihover our left shoulder, allowing it to creep round as
the day wore on. It shone like a beacon through the grey cover, and we seldom lost sight of it
completely.

At length, mutterings from the driver's seat of Lil made lunch a diplomatic necessityabked for a

further 20 minutes and we breasted the rise, and saw the Retreat Hills as if under the mist, and the
Mesas in the distance. Our excitement was shortlived however, as the whiteout returned like a curtain
being drawn over that huge stage, asaddenly, shouts came from the back as the rear sledge turned
over into a crevasse, with Bruce who had been riding on it, half buried, up to his waist, holding onto the
bicycle wheel.The first thing upon finding yourself in this plight is to stop ewdng totally, and ensure

the safety of all before doing anything else. Bruce clambered out and lay there breathing heavily,
rejoicing in his luck. Then one of us ropes up, and takes the crevasse pole, probing to find the extent,
direction and any tributdes or addition to the crack we are in. Only when the whole area is safely
probed and flagged, can we set about moving, and in this case setting up \84rep.we opened up the
slot where Bruce had almost vanished, we found it about 50 deep and 3' wide.

I took us a while to flag out a safe campsite, and pitch the tents immediately.
THURSDAY 22ND DECEMBER
RADIO SCHED

- position 165° 11' E 72° 55' S but we will move further South than this, our final positlast@ched,
where whiteout forced us to camp on ice, in an unsatisfactory site, on the slope.

-airdrop list, radio spares, and oil.

- our airdrop will be Saturday 24th at midday.

-Saturday morning 0800 radio sched

Colin came on this morning, laughingkijpg in response to our two further requests, the first he had
already packed, and the second "no trouble at all'! Marvelous!

Telegram to: Lawrence, Tel: Hook Norton 321, Oxfordshire, England. "Warm thoughts from a cold place

A toast to the family from ta Polar Plateau. John'

Bloody cold on waking this morning, and | realized | had to go outside, with four things to do: bring the
anemometer from the sledge, get ice for the stove, bring in the aerial wires to connect to the radio, and
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have a pee. | woreted as | climbed out of the sleeve entrance whether I'd remember them all. So |
measure the wind at 125 from the EastEven with the primus on in the tent, my hands are freezing. It
was bitter on the nose out there, and drift everywhere. It will beidlift to move today. Most

ridiculous, rare pleasure today to listen to a woman singing on the radio briefly, either Purcell or
Handel, lovely with one of those affable, bowtied, tweedy voices chatting about the programmes.

I noted last night several netoles on the outside of our tent. They look like acid burns, but there is no
evidence on the tent storage sheath.

| felt pretty crook this morning, in stomach and head, but we pushed on, in good visibility, but strong
wind, 25K sustained from the Eastnse drift and pretty cold as we were striking the tents. We were
away by 1200.

We turned the back sledge over in a crevasse before long and had great trouble righting it. We had to
cut a channel in the ice to stop the runner slipping sideways when wd ttfie loaded sledgeOnce out

of the ice, we geologized (Hank and Bruce) with Lil, while Dave and | relayed the two heavy sledges up
fairly steep ground for a mile in Dan. We then geologized in the NW rocks of the Retreat Hills, found
some volcanics, but ainly quartz biotite schist. We continued on through steep country towards the
really good looking peak we are going to call Mt Gobey. A sharp ridge runs down towards us, it may be
over 11,000'. We finally relayed again up to our present campsite wihrii¢ view.

On the way down to get the second sledge, we just pulled up in time to avoid a large crevasse. Our route
with the first sledge had skirted it fortunately, since the steep slope had forced us over to the side of it.
Returning quickly and diotly with the two unladen toboggans, on the last ride of the day, we were

lucky to see it. | stopped before it, drove to the, lgmd hanging firmly with both hands on the nose rail,
tested it, and went through! Only with a foot, but we detoured with dreare.

The final campsite is excellent with a beautiful view to the SW, with the Renwick Glacier filled with mist,
Mt Supernal poking its head over the rise, and Mt Hancox looking far too dominant! | recorded 5 miles
today (885).

FRIDAY 23RD DECEMBER RETREAT HILLS CAMP
Radio Sched 2000 Oyosition 165° 14' E 72° 58" S
Telegram to Pat: 'VERY MIS NO WITCH FOR CHRISTMAS. REMEDY NEXT YEAR.'

We arenow camped on the neck of the col between the maishped Retreat Hill, and thene

immediately to the north. There is a passage Balsst between the hills, with a snow nevé just below
our tents. The weather at 2000 is fair, wind from the S at 10k with visibility 1 mile to the SW and about
10 miles to the N.

Our air drop will come ifrom about 300" ?? We should remain in contact from 0800 until the drop
(Norm has a hot line to McMurdo and thus presumably to the plane), and will have a listening watch on
the Commanda. There will be a sched at 1000 on Christmas Day.
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Ross came up latbreathless and cold, still travelingnd had done ten miles already today somewhere
at the top end of the Styx Glacier, with six miles still to go. Again | thought his communications a bit
tactless, but he was probably pissed off at the half hour we ltddlen Colin came on with a virtual grin
and the information: "if you see a dark, handsome man in the rear window of the plane tomorrow,
that'll be me!'. Ross replied rather stiffly "Ho, very funny, very funny,' and a howl of laughter rose
spontaneouslyrbm us four in our tent. | think the rivalry between the two parties has reached a slightly
iffy note over the Retreat Hills, but | also feel we have some right to name the hill if we éimb it

Ross apparently moved 400x yesterday up a 35° slope, to 48B3 73° 43 S. | had to get a city or

town for posting the last sched's telegram to home, so chose Banbury and sent it over the Commanda.
Then we had an abortive and rather irritated sched with Ross. They had covered in a general sort of way
all the Retreat Hills, and “haven't thought of naming them, though suppose we'll get around to it by the
end of the trip'. Very frustrating, since we will be climbing the highest peak, and Dave would like to

name it for his own as a result. | couldn't get througtall after this, so the whole thing ended on a bad

note quite out of my control. Bloody frustrating, since this could be so simply sorted out. We'll do it
tonight.

We had a thoroughly good day today, lazed until midday, and slept a bit. My backbstkgling me,

same with gut and head, but OK. Dave and Bruce shot over to the NW to the nearest outcrop, and found
Simon's footprints all along. Hank and | after | had changed over my ski bindings onto a nice new red
pair, took Dan up to the-¥haped hillJjower ridge, covered in interesting folded Muscovite schist, and
simply climbed to the NE summit of (estimated) 10,800', with a good view of the high peak, which |
thought might be over 11,008 a worthy peak.l think the S ridge will be more practicatale a route,

since the rock is perhaps too technical from the other side. We watched whiteout gathering over the
edge of the Mesas, and decided to dash down along the W ridge to Sphinx Rock. Some steep snow and
ice in places necessitated rope andsteitA Yy 3@ . dzi 6S RARY QO R2y ONI YLRYa
ahead. We found a pleasant ridge with good views, and stood on the top of the Sphinx after a moderate
climb over quite good rock, turning the main overhang by an easy ledge to the right. The dnigivha
progressed beyond Mt Overlord, and was encroaching fast. There was slight snow in the air, so we hot
footed it down to the S, back to the col, and traversed very steep snow, roped up and cragapon

reach a steep shingle slide and thus across ¢ottlboggan, and got home just before the whiteout
enveloped us.

Excellent spirits tonight. got news of Bruce's HanrsdSecond degredad guavas, fruit cake and
Drambuie as celebration, with a good game of Liar afterwards. Now0030 and must set the alarm fo
tomorrow's 0800 sched .

*The highest mountain in the Retreat Hills was officially named Mt Galter we left the field.
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mount_Gobey

PikSasS SaitAYlIGSa GdzNYySR 2dzi (2 0S8 22eFdzA f& | YOAUGAZRdzAX
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mount_Gobey
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SATURDAY 24TH AIRDROP

Weather 5k wind from SE, good visibility, light ground mist near the glaciers, anchggimeoud.We

had a good sched with base this morning. Colin has stayed back, and Dave Lowe is on the plane. Colin
sounded a bit frenetic. There must be a hell of a lot of organization for Christmas at Scott Base, airdrops
everywhere. We heard John ass the radio from Cape Byrd, &wYoung on ZLQ about a heli leaving

for Cape Byrd, worrying about mattresses. Colin came up again a bit later and told us the plane was
delayed until 1000 takeoff, with a new sched to start listening watch at 1030. Finally we heard that our
faithful Goorybird had taken off at 0800.

We hung around by the Meade tent pitched out near our dzope Bruce and Dave had written a large

THANK® stones in the snow. Mist began to wind around us fromNtainer, and still no plane, so |
took a toboggan and went back to the temtheard Colin working the Endeavour on the radio, and gave
him our latest weather. Then suddenly we heard the plane, much lower than we had expected, coming
in right on our marke Typical efficiency of Dave Lowe! It was highly exciting. The DC3 made three runs,
one straight through the passage, and two across. On the second pass, from the North, the parachute
fluttered down, and an object (the cover) detached itself from the chiitee whole thing landed most
efficiently, and we all danced around like little bofisstill cannot understand why the parachute had to

be coloured white, and not something more photogenic in all that ice!)
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I have never had such a Christmas present. The thrill was inordinate and indescribable. One felt so damn
GRATEFUL! Especially when we found how carefully everythingaaleesdpright down to oranges

case of BEER, and loaf of freshdat, with several amusing notes from Colin and Dave, all very

encouraging, especially a tacit envelope addressed to John Lawrence, Mt Murcugbe unspoken is

there, and we must justifyit. There were cakes and packages fromuiel & K SNE @SkndwiA Ry Qi S«
from church groups and other people from back in NZ who wanted to support the “exploptesitisl

treatment, everything terrific, Now we are sitting back gorging ourselves, enjoying beer, cigars and mail!
Though it was interesting to note how vedl went off into our cocoons as we read letters from home,

the first contact for weeks with the outside world.

The next pages of my log adesorganizedfull of pencilscribbled thanks to remember to communicate :
Happy Xmas to all at Scott Base, John and Ewan at Cape Byrd, Bill and the Ice Shelf party, and VUWAES.

Personal thanks to Colfor his handwritten notes, especially since we are really a fly in his ointngent a

far as administration goes, to Norm for all the telegrams, to Dave et al for the careful way everything
was packed, the surprise goodies from groups and individuals bacK’irbizhanks to Brian for the

fresh bread and oranges, and special thanksdbifRand Bob our revered mechanics , and best wishes

for a good pissup after having done such a good job on our toboggans which have gone so far so well.
The parachute will be brought back, though Hank wants a strip as a scarf for his wardrobe (we promised
we keep him tied up most of the time).

We sorted through all the various nmesgyes, in an a joyful and bawatymosphere and finally collapsed
in ahappyhaze

**This was in reference to the unwritten hope thaé would plant the NZ flag on top of Murchison, something to
which we all aspired with great expectations, but were in the end denied even the attempt. Colin could not
formally ask us to do this, since it could be interpreted as too risky, but they ftagslan no doubt as to the hope.
47e.g. the women of the Christchurch Antarctic Society.
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