





















































To Magistrate South Georgia From Secfids
Dogs required Anglo-Norwegians and current
value 1,000 pounds. Regret therefore cannot
consider destruction. Experience has proved that
dogs are not repeat not dangerous if properly
handled. Personnel must be instructed to
exercise them at every opportunity. Children
must naturally be kept away.

To Secretary of State From Governor

Have you information about proposed South
Georgia Expedition? [ have none but if dogs
required it is no use moving them from there. I
had otherwise intended as they have been great
trouble and nuisance.

To Secfids From Magistrate South Georgia
The huskies have killed eight hens and one cock
property of Roberts who claims replacement.
Should be glad if arrangements can be made
replace these at expense FIDS by next voyage
Biscoe from Port Stanley.

To Governor From Secfids

Re (A) above. I feel that it is FIDS liability but
I doubt if the birds can be replaced. If Your
Excellency agrees to replace or compensate I
will take the matter up with Agricultural Officer.
To Secfids From Governor

Agree to replace or compensate.

To Agricultural Officer From Secfids
Would be grateful your help to purchase and
ship on the third voyage of the John Biscoe,
eight hens and one cock. Please see (A) and (B)
above.

To The Secretary FIDS From Agricultural
Officer

Miss Bender, Moody Valley, has 15 hens to  dis-
pose of. But Lady Clifford has the first option
on them for culinary purposes. If Lady Clifford
takes no more than 7, Miss Bender would add a
cock to the remaining 8 and so your need would
be met.

To Magistrate South Georgia From Secfids
Am trying to purchase poultry for shipping third
voyage.

Editor’s note: Charles Swithinbank tells me
that, due to delays, the expedition did not call at
South Georgia and so did not collect the dogs. As
a result, they were short of dogs. Presumably the
dogs eventually made their way back to FIDS bases.
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The South Georgia Association

Some of us who know South Georgia or are
interested in the [sland have met and decided to
form an association devoted to it. The objectives
which we propose for this body, which we shall
register as an educational charity, are:

- To encourage interest in, and concern for South
Georgia in the United Kingdom and other
countries.

- To encourage the study of South Georgia and
promote the conservation of its natural and
cultural heritage.

- To promote contacts and encourage fellowship
among those who have lived and worked in or
around South Georgia, have visited or are
interested in the Island.

Who do we hope will join?

Anyone who shares our affection and concern
for South Georgia and wishes to follow devel-
opments there.

The Membership Fee will be £15 annually or
£50 for a five year subscription.

What shall we do?

We envisage one or two meetings a year in
Britain, plus a visit to an organisation, ship or
site of South Georgia interest. We will produce
a newsletter twice yearly, which will report on
events in South Georgia and developments
which will affect the Island, and have features
on its history, wildlife and other topics.

What next?

Our INAUGURAL MEETING will be held in
London at the Linnean Society, Piccadilly, on 14
December at 6.30. We intend then to adopt a
constitution for the Association and agree a
programme for the year 2002. There will be a
pay bar until 9.30.

The Acting Committee is chaired by David
Tatham, a former Commissioner for South
Georgia, and members include ex-Fids Bob
Burton, Angus Erskine, Bob Headland and
Dave Rootes.

Contact: Bob Burton (see inside front cover).



Obituaries

Tan Ross and Dick Boulding, Stonington 1966

[llness has claimed the lives of two very differ-
ent characters who wintered at Stonington in
1966. lan Ross died on December 1 1998 and
Dick Boulding on May 20 2001. Keith Holmes
has compiled the following appreciations of the
two, with contributions from David Horley,
David Matthews, Ken Doyle and John Noble.

Ian Ross

lan had somehow slipped through the Fids net-
work since [ last saw him in New South Wales
in the mid 1970s. He was then managing the
regional office of Robertson Research — provid-
ing services to junior mineral exploration com-
panies during the frenetic boom in Australian
mineral exploration. He and I, and David
Matthews the third geologist of the 1964 BAS
cohort, had joined Robertson after leaving BAS,
and it was a happy co-incidence that we again
worked together for a time. He was by then
married to Barbara, the girl who had waited for
him while he went south, and they had two
small children, David and Susan. Some years
later we heard that he had been seen, alone,
propping up a bar in the Philippines — which
was not unexpected given the exuberant confi-
dence he had in his ability to discover huge gold
and copper deposits. After that there was silence
until rumours circulated that he may have
returned to his birthplace in Cullen. I checked a
lead from Peter Clarkson and Clem Clements a
few months ago, and indeed confirmed that he
had died there, long-divorced, apparently
cheerful and smoking to the end.

Ian Ross was the sort of person who attracted
telling nicknames. He was named John but
called Ian. In our happy days of initiation to
FIDS at Birmingham University we mingled
with the crusty veteran geologists and geophysi-
cists who were writing up their discoveries, and
Ian soon became known as the Mad Scotsman.
On most weekends he would set off in his
beloved Mini with a carton of cigarettes and
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drive either to Aberdeen to see his family, or to
Canterbury to see Barbara. On the other week-
ends I think he did the round trip! This did noth-
ing to soften the effect of the slight offset that
one of his eyes had. Curiously, the complete
lack of sight in that eye had not been detected in
the rigorous Harley Street medical examination
that we had all undergone. The physician had
looked at the clear glass in one half of his
spectacles and concluded perfect vision, whereas
lan cheerfully admitted to us all that no amount
of clever optics could improve his sight in that
eye.

At Stonington lan became Ti’Ross on account
of his habit of beavering quietly away for hours
on some piece of geophysical equipment only to
cry out in his strong Banff-shire accent “You ti’
Ross” when he realised that he’d connected neg-
ative to positive, or got the wiring diagram
upside down.

[an had spent his first winter at Halley Bay -
where he had a most terrible experience. In
October 1965 he and his companions Dai Wild,
John Wilson and Jeremy Bailey were travelling
between the Tottanfjella and Vestfjella to set up
a depot for lan’s geological programme whilst
allowing Jeremy to take readings with the
pioneering ice-depth radar equipment. The
others were in a Muskeg tractor which was
towing two Maudheim sledges with the
Hairybreeks clipped on side traces to the steel
cable between them. lan was riding the second
Maudheim when suddenly they stopped. The
tractor had driven fatally into a crevasse. lan
was alone. The radio didn’t work, he had
practically no experience of driving dogs, and
his nearest companions were about 50 miles
away. What happened next may never be fully
known. We rarely discussed it at Stonington, but
lan survived and was transferred to us for 1966.

At Stonington lan threw himself enthusiastically
into base reconstruction and then into field-
work. Almost unbelievably, he shared further
tragedy when, in May, two more of his



colleagues died in the field. John Noel and Tom
Allan perished in one of the notorious katabatic
storms at the foot of the plateau. He participated
in the salvage party that retrieved their bodies
for burial at base.

Field work continued, albeit with more restricted
resources which required us all to help in the
burden of depot-laying for the main parties. Ian
cheerfully and selflessly played his part in this
work. Sledging with him was fun, but to share a
tent with this chronic heavy smoker was certain-
ly to draw the short straw, and we were all
amazed and horrified at the end of the season to
compare the pristine white inner tent that we had
used with lan’s orange nicotine-stained item.

Once, in a tent with him and, I think, Dave
Horley, I recall us running a bit low on rations
whilst holed up in bad weather on our way to the
Ptolemy Depot in Mobiloil Inlet. Dave and 1
watched in fascination as lan, quietly reading,
ploughed through his last tin of cigarettes, one
systematically after the other, until the last one
went. He then stretched out absent-mindedly for
the tiny packet of biscuits that was our day’s
ration. A day or so later we eventually reached
the depot, lan having driven the Ladies forward
relentlessly to reach it before the end of the day.
Only the tip of the 10-foot marker pole was
showing, but because of his weak eyesight lan
had regularly used binoculars in the field at
Halley Bay and was pretty good at spotting such
things. Dave and I relaxedly agreed that we
could wait until the morning before digging it
out, but lan cheerfully volunteered to do so
immediately and single-handedly. His cigarettes
were right at the bottom.

Recognising that he was unlikely to achieve
much geologically, lan focussed instead on con-
ducting pioneering geophysical traverses with
the equipment he had brought from Halley Bay.
It wasn’t always reliable and it was often a mis-
erable job to have to stop so frequently to take
finger-chilling readings mile after mile, but lan
was determined and cheerful as ever, and he
added significantly to our understanding of the
structure of the area. Back in Birmingham he
was an early user of the huge mainframe com-
puter that filled the basement of a large building
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and consumed thousands upon thousands of

punched cards. In those days one booked pro-
cessing time days in advance and it took hours
to run a set of data. Our life was again punctuat-
ed by the cry “You ti’Ross” when lan realised
that some of his cards were out of order or
wrongly punched.

Stonington in August, 1966. Dick with his pipe and
lan in his slippers.

Dick Boulding

Dick was very different. What you saw was
what you got. Short, sharp, crisp ‘Dick’ rather
than ‘Richard’.

He arrived at Stonington early in 1966 to con-
tinue the detailed survey work which Neil
Marsden had started the previous year in the
area stretching from Mobiloil Inlet to the
Eternity Range. In 1967 he extended it towards
the Eland Mountains. Between them they



contributed hugely to the methodical task of
fleshing out the pioneer traverses of Bingham &
Rymill, Mason, and Gibbs & Forster. Compared
to these earlier exploratory traverses, their work
was slow and painstaking. It involved mapping
large amounts of detail by traditional plane
tabling and compass and sledgewheel traverses,
with regular control by tellurometry and trian-
gulation, anchored to astrofixes and midday
sun-shots. In this Dick was meticulous.

By instinct he was a careful and systematic
planner. He soon appreciated and mastered the
fieldcraft which passed from one generation of
sledgers to another, chastened as we all were by
the loss of our two colleagues soon after Dick’s
arrival. With two fewer men and unpredictable
air support we all had to work particularly close-
ly together that year, and Dick’s confident logis-
tics skills contributed much to our success.
Rather serious in appearance, sometimes almost
foreboding, with a rather gruff voice, it wasn’t
long in any situation before Dick’s square-cut
face broke into a huge broad grin and released a
deep belly laugh at the absurdity of something
he or someone else had proposed. Despite this,
the complexities and subtleties of dog sledging
with the Spartans often sent him apoplectic with
frustration.

Dick worked hard and played hard. After BAS
he joined ICI and he spent most of his working
life developing databases for pharmaceutical
field trials. He was competitive, almost a corpo-
ration man for many years. He was also dedicat-
ed to his close-knit family, having characteristi-
cally decided within nine days of meeting her
that Christine Swift was the woman he wanted
to marry. They had three children, Ruth, Emma
and Guy, whom we saw intermittently at the
Marguerite Bay reunions which Neil Marsden
and Dave Horley co-ordinated for many years.
For some time Dick himself took on the then
unsung task of keeping the group together and
organising the venues.

Dick was very clubbable. He organised multi-
family holidays, enjoyed rugby and sailing, and
he played the trombone in a local trad jazz band.
When he became involved in the early planning
of the Marguerite Bay 2000 Reunion, we
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thought he was going to retire early to spend
more time doing these things. Instead, however,
he threw himself into a new career in the IT con-
sultancy business and embarked on generous
projects to support his children and their part-
ners, so much so that he had to withdraw from
the Stonington trip. But a few years later he
emerged again, brim full of enthusiasm, ready to
scale down his work load, retire, and get into
leisure. He sailed several times with Dave
Horley, who recalls Dick always needing to give
lengthy explanations of whatever he was doing
or had concluded. Whenever a situation had sev-
eral variables he would invariably devise a
‘model’ to help the analysis. He was good sail-
ing company since any discussion absorbed
much time as they wallowed along at 5 knots. In
the last two years he became a JP and sat on the
bench most Fridays. He gave his time and energy
generously to the youth sections of the local
rugby club and brass band.

He was also ready to serve our Club. | sat by
him at the AGM last year and was amazed to
find that he too - with his cards typically held
close to his chest - had put his name forward to
become a Committee member. After each of the
first two meetings we had a beer together in the
evening and talked of how much there was to
do, to look forward to, and to enjoy. He would
probably have become our Club Secretary but
instead he was diagnosed early this year as hav-
ing cancer of the liver. We understood that the
experts thought he might have only three
months to live. It was a bit less than that.

[ can think of no better epitaph that the words
Dick Laws used. He was a good man and we
will miss him very much.

Keith Holmes

Ian Ross

When | met lan, at Halley Bay in April 1965,
my first impression was that I would never
understand his accent fully. His enthusiasm was
such, though, that some of his characteristic say-
ings soon became catchphrases. My favourite
was “It’s too much scu ¢ er”, for something that



was not worth the effort, and it seemed to apply
to quite a lot of our operations.

Ian was one of a large group, the Lounge
Gonkers, who regularly fell asleep around the
lounge fire in the evenings. Nothing distinctive
about that - but his method of sleeping with one
eye open was certainly unique and rather dis-
turbing to some. As Keith has mentioned, that
eye was blind and so lacked the closing reflex.

Winter passed, and we were then on the long
haul eastward across the Inland Ice to the
Heimefrontfjella for the summer field season.
The route had markers every mile or so, but
after a winter many were missing or had only a
foot or so of pole showing above the snow.
Navigation could be tricky, but surprisingly lan
was one of the best at spotting missed stakes.
There was usually a biting headwind and so
when we had covered the specified distance
without seeing a flag the rest of us would first
stand with hands firmly in mitts, looking vainly
around with the naked eye. lan, aware of the
limits of his eyes, would not hesitate to get out
his 10x50 binoculars and scan the horizon - and
probably spot the next flag, allowing us to move
on with confidence.

We set out with three Muskeg tractors and three
dog teams, lan being one of the “Keg” drivers.
This was unusual - normally the geologist
would already be driving his dog team, to get
acquainted with it for the coming season. This
seemed a better arrangement, though, as he was
familiar with Kegs and a third driver was obvi-
ously needed. He had driven dogs around the
base on several occasions, and the idea was that
he could pick up the finer points from Doc John
Wilson, who was with a dog team on the way
out. This rebounded on him when the tractor and
his three companions were lost down a crevasse
a few miles east of Mannefallknausane and he was left
alone with the dog team. They were still not fully
accustomed to the altitude and were additional-
ly unhappy at having done a particularly long
run that day. Now in addition to the shock of
losing his companions he found that his life
depended on a mutinous dog team who refused
to recognise him as one of their known drivers.
1t took him three and a half days of struggling to
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get them back the 50-odd miles to the depot at
‘Pyramid Rocks’ in the Tottanfjella. The sense
of loneliness and isolation must have been mul-
tiplied each time he went through routines
which would normally be shared labour, such as
erecting the tent or feeding the dogs at the end
of the day and then having to prepare a drink
and a meal.

When I next saw him, some days after he had
rejoined the others at Pyramid Rocks, he seemed
to be in good spirits although within a few
weeks this was again being tested. Now sledg-
ing with me and the same dog team, the
Hairybreeks, we camped on the top of the
Milorgfjella massif to be right by a newly-dis-
covered plant fossil locality. The wind got up,
the tent ripped, and we struck it to avoid further
damage. With sheer drops downwind it seemed
unsafe to move, so we began digging a shelter in
what snow remained around us. Soon we hit
blue ice, but dug on with ice axes. Then we
struck bedrock and gave up in despair. It is just
as well that the wind eased off within a day, so
that we could safely pitch the tent again.

Before we escaped to lower levels we snatched
a few fossil samples, and that was the only geol-
ogy which Tan managed in the whole of 1965.
However, he had another string to his bow. He
had a proton precession magnetometer, driven
by those new-fangled transistors. The sensor
was towed well behind us, on a little sledge
which he had constructed from some broken
skis and aluminium Dexion. By the time we got
back to Base he had a good data set over several
hundred miles.

From there he was back to Port Stanley on the
next boat, for the enquiry into the crevasse acci-
dent, and then down to Stonington for the
period described by Keith.

My most characteristic memories of Ian,
though, are not of danger or adventures. I
remember him as a resourceful sledging com-

- panion and a knowledgeable and helpful fellow

geologist. He was a good comrade to work with.

Lewis Jukes



David Brian Jenkins
Halley Bay 1972-1974

Brian was born on 10th November 1948 and
brought up at Pontardawe in the Swansea valley.
He led a very active life. He played for the local
rugby team. In one game he injured his neck
when a scrum collapsed on him. He travelled by
bus to hospital for a check up. The doctors were
horrified to discover that he had actually broken
his neck and he was encased for months in a
plaster cast extending from the top of his head to
his waist. Brian was a good hurdler and became
Glamorgan champion and competed in the
Welsh games.

When he went to university in London to study
physics, he took up diving and caving, spending
as many weekends as he could down a cave or
deep underwater. Brian’s fascination with the
Antarctic started while he was at university. He
was just too late to apply to BAS so he went to
Aberystwyth University for a year to do an MSc
in ionospheric physics first.

At the beginning of January 1972, he flew down
to Punta Arenas to join the Bransfield and sail
down to Halley Bay. Brian enjoyed every
minute of his time in the Antarctic. He worked
as a beastie man. He made the most of every
moment out of doors that he could. He was
lucky to be in Halley Bay while there were still
dog teams. He loved the dogs and used to ski-
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jor, pulled along by them whenever he could. In
his second year the dog teams were taken away,
though the base still had two dogs, Muff and
Bray. Each year Brian went on a camping trip
exploring the hinge zone. He made a cine film
and also developed many thousands of slides,
especially of aurora, which fascinated him.

Brian returned to UK in the summer of 1974,
After 6 months with BAS he returned to
Aberystwyth and worked as a research officer
developing lamps to measure atomic oxygen in
the upper atmosphere. From this work he
obtained a PhD in 1981. Next he worked on a
LIDAR radar system. He married Moira and had
two children, Christopher and Sarah.

In 1986 Brian moved to Malvern to the Royal
Signals and Radar Establishment where he
became an expert on radar systems developed to
avoid mid air collisions. Brian was a perfection-
ist and was determined to do the best he could in
everything he undertook. He would always help
anyone in need and made lifelong friends of
complete strangers he befriended. He loved his
garden, supplying the neighbours with vegetables
and collecting material for compost from them.

Brian loved to lead an active life. He was walk-
ing his dog on the top of the Malvern Hills in
1990 when he suffered his first heart attack. He
took one and a half hours to get himself home,
so his heart had suffered a lot of damage by the
time he was taken to hospital. He worked really
hard to build up his strength again. Brian did
have further heart problems and had a triple
bypass operation in 1997, but he tried not to let
his health restrict him in anything he wanted to
do. He died of another heart attack in October
1999 after jumping into a flooded quarry while
investigating the possibilities of making a film
there. He was doing something that he wanted to
do and enjoying life.

Brian would have told you that the best years of
his life were those that he spent in the Antarctic.

He would have loved to have returned there.

Moira Jenkins



David Alfred Barrett 1933-2001
Port Lockroy 1952, Argentine Islands 1953

In the spring of this year (2001), David and
Gemma were enjoying a cycling holiday in
Eastern Europe when they were hit by a speed-
ing car. David was killed instantly. Gemma is
making a slow recovery from her injuries.

We first met David at Port Lockroy, where he
had spent the winter of 1952. He joined us on
the old RRS John Biscoe for the short run down
to Base F, Argentine Islands, where we were to
winter. David had been appointed as our Base
Leader while still a little short of his 20th birth-
day, a record which still stands. We were all
very young then and David was the youngest.

He quickly won our respect as a leader, as he
always led by example. His energy and enthusiasm
for every situation overflowed into our lives. His
love for every aspect of the Antarctic was
infectious and we spent a great year together.

Although Base F was only a five-man met. station,
David lost no opportunity to explore our
immediate surroundings. We practised our climbing
and skiing skills around the local islands and later
climbed on the mainland in an attempt to inves-
tigate some green mineral bands we had spotted
with binoculars, but we could not reach them.
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We manhauled to the north in search of seals
when our dog food supplies were critically low,
camping at the north end of Petermann Island
when we were forced back by dangerously thin
ice. We found no seals that time, but we did
find Charcot’s cairn marking where the
Pourquois-pas? had wintered in 1909.

On his return home, David still had his National
Service to do. Most of this was spent as part of
an army survey team in the deserts of Iraq and
Iran. He met Gemma in 1959 when rock climb-
ing in Wales and they married in 1962. A few
years and two daughters (Alison and Rachel)
later, the family moved to the Turks and Caicos
Islands where David had a one-year survey con-
tract, which turned into five years.

In 1973, David and Gemma, now with a third
daughter, Emma, returned to live at Houghton
on the Hill, Leicestershire, where David
devoted his energy to the education of his fami-
ly and to the enjoyment of theatre and music,
especially opera. On his last, typically energetic,
holiday David and Gemma had managed to see
three operas in Vienna.

David eventually became a proud grandfather in
November 2000, and was enjoying with grandson
Harrison all the things that proud grandfathers do.

David’s untimely loss comes as a blow to all
who knew him. Our heartfelt sympathy goes to
Gemma and all her family.

Derek Clarke & Fred Johnson

David G. Evans 1935-2001
Danco Island

David Evans, ex Danco Island and Cape Reclus
surveyor, died on the 10th March 2001 after a
short illness of an incurable nature. The funeral
service was held on 15th March at Semington
crematorium, near his adopted home of
Bradford-on-Avon. It was attended by his
daughters Lenka and Debbie and son Radek,
former Antarctic colleagues Eddie Dagless and



Vince O’Neill. Also paying their last respects
were many friends and associates from Friends
of the Earth and the Quaker movement, in which
organisations David took a very active part.

David Evans graduated from Leeds University
with a B.A. degree in which he majored in
Geography/Geomorphology. He was a very keen
potholer before and during his University years.
Being a ‘Sheffield lad born and bred’, he had an
excellent area in which to pursue his hobby.

Later, David applied for a position as surveyor
with FIDS. After completing a course on sur-
veying, he sailed on RRS Shackleton in late
1956. Originally earmarked for Base O, Danco
Island, he was despatched, after just two days, to
Base O’s satellite hut, which was built on Cape
Reclus, a rocky promontory jutting into
Charlotte Bay and some 30 plus miles distant
(as the skua flies) from Danco Island. The Cape
Reclus hut was very small and one could just
about swing a cat (or a penguin).

I believe it was several months before David
returned to Danco Island, where he remained for
the winters of 1957 and 1958 and continued
with the survey work pioneered and brought to
an advanced stage by F.E. (Fred) Wooden. I am not
qualified to comment on the quality or otherwise of
David’s work, but I do know he was a most enthu-
siastic explorer in every sense of the word. His
knowledge of knots and rope-work was profession-
al-like, and this later proved to be invaluable. A
meticulous compiler of field notes and diaries,
David’s chronicles of events during his many field
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trips were remarkable in that they were extremely
accurate, and also made for good reading.

David was never a ‘couch potato’; always eager
to be out of the base hut and into his world of
snow, ice, theodolites, base stations, astro-fixes
(frozen fingers!), trig points etc. Like most of
us, he was not a cordon bleu chef- more sacre
bleu! However, whilst camping he was capable
of dishing up a very edible stew of pemmican,
dried onions and dehydrated potatoes, followed
by a treat of two biscuits and four squares of
chocolate! He had a knack of serving up this repast
very quickly, if he happened to be the ‘inside man’.

He was an avid reader of books on polar travel
and adventure, and his taste ranged from James
Clark Ross’s 1841/42 expedition through
Cherry-Garrard’s ‘The worst journey in the
world’” to John Gaiever’s Norwegian-British-
Swedish expedition. But adventure apart, David
was an advocate for keeping the Continent clean
and he was conversant with ecosystems, in par-
ticular the great food web which exists in
Antarctica. His literary choice of James Barnes’
‘Let’s save Antarctica!” and Brewster’s ‘Antarctica:
wilderness at risk” would tend to support this.

David also ‘dabbled’ in fiction, where his taste
was largely in humorous and satirical works.
Before setting off on long field trips, he invari-
ably packed a novel of his choice, and after the
evening meal, when the three of us had a good
‘fug’ up of cigarette, pipe tobacco and candle
smoke, mixed with steam and kerosene fumes,
the reading aloud of a couple of chapters from
the paperback novel would begin. We would
take turns at reading aloud, until we felt sleepy.
David was a very good narrator and I can still
remember how well he dramatised ‘Juan in
America’. He was by far the best at reading us to sleep.

I am sure David Evans lived his life to the full
as student, potholer, teacher, explorer, father and
activist. He will be missed by his young family
Lenka, Debbie and Radek, together with his for-
mer colleagues and many friends from all walks
of life who are also saddened by his passing.

Vince O Neill



Features

The Swedish Antarctic Expedition, 1901-3
A Link with the Past

The following is an extract from a 25-page
account of meeting survivors of this expedition
written to commemorate and honour them by
Gwion ‘Taff” Davies of Operation Tabarin, Port
Lockroy and Hope Bay, 1943-46. The full
account is deposited in the BAS archives.

This year, 2001, is the centenary of the launch of
the Swedish/Norwegian Antarctic Expedition
led by Dr. Otto Nordenskjold, 1901-1903. Its
purpose was to carry out scientific research and
exploration around the tip of South America and
Graham Land in Antarctica. The team of Swedish
scientists was, who had been on expeditions to
Tierra del Fuego in 1895 and to East Greenland
in 1890. The expedition vessel, renamed
Antarctic, was originally the barque-rigged
sealer Cap Nor, with auxiliary steam engines.
The crew of the Antarctic consisted mainly of
experienced Norwegian seamen, with C.A.
Larsen as Captain. Larsen had already won fame
in 1893, when, as Captain of the Jason, he sailed
as far south as 68°10” in the Weddell Sea and dis-
covered the vast iceshelf named after him.

A brief history of the main events of the
expedition is as follows:

November 1901: Adntarcric sailed from Sweden.
February 1902: Nordenskjéld, Bodman and four
others landed on Snow Hill Island.

December 1902: Antarctic stopped by ice from
relieving Snow Hill Island.

January 1903: Gunnar Andersson and two others
landed at Hope Bay to fetch Nordenskjold’s
party; open water halted their journey, so they
returned to Hope Bay, where they wintered.
February 1903: Antarctic crushed by ice;
scientists and crew escaped to Paulet Island by
boat and wintered there.

November 1903. Hope Bay trio and a boat party
from Paulet Island reached Snow Hill Island.
Expedition rescued by Argentine naval vessel
Uruguay.
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When, in 1945, the Operation Tabarin base at
Hope Bay was built, we found remains of
Nordenskjold’s expedition nearby. This was the
massive stone shelter which Andersson, Duse
and Grunden had built around their tent, when
they had to over-winter in 1903. Inside we found
the remains of a metal blubber stove, packed
with some organic material. There was a crow-
bar, an old boot and bits of metal, like knives.
On top of a hillock nearby there were two slats
of wood jammed between boulders - for what,
we could not tell. These relics were like memo-
rials to those three men and to the hardships they
had suffered 40 years before. All were carefully
collected and photographed by our lichen
botanist, Dr. I. Mackenzie Lamb (whom one of
our party, David James, described as ‘the Dr.
Wilson of our expedition”).

The stone shelter at Hope Bay, 1o the left of the
two wooden slats. Photographed 1944-46.

We could see the stone shelter through one of the
windows of our own hut. When blizzards shook
the hut we would watch the drift snow swirling
and smoking over the stone shelter, and think of
those three men huddled inside it. They must
have been very cold and hungry, through those
eight winter months, living only on frozen seal
and penguin flesh.

In August 1945, a 4-man dog sledging party set
out from Hope Bay to extend the Nordenskjold
surveys of the Crown Prince Gustav Channel



around Ross Island. The sledging party was:
Andrew Taylor, lan Mackenzie Lamb, Vic Russell
and David James. After rounding Ross Island they
came to Snow Hill Island, where they found
Nordenskjold’s hut still standing (see cover).
Inside it they found a cooking pot, a saw,
hammer, photographic frames, dividers,
Swedish papers - and candles. They burned the
latter as fuel in their tents, when running out of
paraffin for cooking. They also found a food
depot on nearby Seymour Island, left there by
the Argentine vessel Uruguay after it had
rescued Nordenskjold’s men. This had corned
beef, meat paste, beans and sugar, all of which
the sledging party ate on their journey back to
Hope Bay, when their own rations ran out. They
could tell that the hut had been abandoned in a
hurry when the Argentine rescue party arrived
unexpectedly in 1903. This visit is well described
in David James’ book That Frozen Land.

Relics from Nordenskjéld’s hut at Snow Hill
Island, recovered by Operation Tabarin.

In 1946, 1 wrote to Captain Ole P. Duus in
Norway of the Paulet Island party and he gave
me the names of the Swedish survivors:
Professor J.Gunnar Andersson (Hope Bay),
Professor Gosta Bodman (Snow Hill), Professor
K.A. Andersson and Professor Carl Skottberg
(Paulet Island). In March 1947 [ decided to go to
Sweden to meet them. On arrival at Géteborg 1
was visited at my hotel by Professor Andersson.
I took to him at once, and wrote in my diary
afterwards: ‘He is a very fine old man.” I showed
him photographs of the Stone Hut in Hope Bay
and its relics, and he was delighted. He talked
about some of their experiences at that time:
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how they camped in fine weather on an ice-floe
in the Erebus & Terror Gulf, within sight of
Snow Hill - and nearly drifted out to sea. He
recalled how Jonasson, of the Snow Hill party,
had a similar narrow escape, when he had to
drive his dogs over an opening lead in the ice.
He said that both the Antarctic and the Argentine
Uruguay touched bottom on the neck of land
between the Naze and the Nazelet and he
remembered finding fossils there. Prof.
Andersson thought that Antarctic weather was
the world’s worst, because of the high winds.
He disagreed with the Norwegian glorification
of Amundsen, for he put Scott next to Ross, and
then Shackleton. He considered Shackleton’s
work as the triumph, as Scott, according to
Gordon Hayes, went over the same country -
instead of exploring some other part of
Antarctica. Shackleton was his hero, he said.

When | showed him my photographs of our
Tabarin crowd in Hope Bay, he had a good
laugh, especially at the one of Tom Berry sitting
on Chippy Ashton’s best saw (which did not
amuse Chippy). He said that Andrew Taylor
looked a jolly man, while “Fram” Farrington,
with his splendid beard, looked like a Russian
monk. When I showed him a picture of ‘Doc’
Back fishing, he said that his hair looked like a
fur cap; he recalled how their own footwear gave
them cold feet when fishing on the sea ice.

Whilst in  Stockholm 1 visited Professor
Skottsberg. He said that on Paulet Island they
had to get their drinking water from a freshwater
crater lake, 400 feet high. The lake ice was
sometimes 7 ft. thick. In summer, there were
thousands of penguins there, and the water was
often very soupy after them, with all their
droppings. It was a long, hard climb to the lake,
but it saved having to burn blubber to melt ice.

The blubber stove was well-screened from their
sleeping quarters, because of its smoke.
Amongst the gear salvaged from the Antarctic
was a heavy blacksmith’s bellows. Capt. Larsen
had been unwilling to haul this heavy and bulky
thing across the sea-ice to Paulet Island - but as
the blacksmith was so insistent, he let him bring
it. That blacksmith had the foresight to know
how useful it could be, for when they got settled
ashore he used it to fire a cooking range big



enough for feeding all hands together. But for
that, each man would have had to cook for him-
self — ‘weekly boat fashion’, as 1 put it then.
When they caught a seal, they sewed the skins
together and laid them onto canvas stretched
over spars, to cover the roof. They had just  fin-
ished covering the seaward side when the
Uruguay rescued them. For sleeping bags, each
man had a canvas one with a blanket in it, and
one change of underwear. When stocking up for
the winter they caught about 10,000 fish; they
had these for their breakfasts, with only one full
meal a day.

Another member of the Paulet Island party,
whom [ met in Stockholm, was Dr. K.A.
Andersson. He said that the shelter which they
built there was made with two stone walls,
packed with penguin droppings in between. The
smoky galley was at its far end. They slept ten-
a-side. There were 20 men all told — five Swedes
(including Dr. Andersson and Dr. Skottsberg),
eleven Norwegians, and two Englishmen (one a
Falkland Islander). Their ages ranged from their
early twenties to mid forties, of whom five sea-
men were married. The only time that they ever
had full stomachs was when they caught a seal,
then they had blood-pudding - but that was very
seldom. (Dr. Andersson told me that, at Hope
Bay, he and Duse once drank warm seal’s
blood). The seals came up at night, and that was
when they caught them. It was very cold inside
the hut, with temperatures down to —20° even
so, the rime used to melt at times, and run down
the walls inside.

After seeing Prof. Skottsberg, I had a visit from
the fourth Swedish survivor, Prof. Goésta
Bodman, of the Snow Hill party with Dr.
Nordenskjold. He said that the first thing that
they put up there was a 9 ft. x 9 ft. weather
screen, and they sheltered in that until their hut
was built. The six-man party included two
seamen and four scientists, of which he was the
meteorologist. They had to tie down the hut roof
with ropes tied to wooden staves buried in the
gravelly ground and which soon froze hard. He
thought that they made a pretty good job of it,
considering how untrained they were, with so
few men and tools to do it. He spoke of ‘black
blizzards® (what he meant I cannot recall) and
said that the strong winds made the place feel far
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The wintering guarters on Snow Hill Island,
photographed 1945.

colder than it would have done in calm weather.

I can hardly end this better than by quoting a
passage from David James’ That Frozen Land.:

‘It is almost impossible for anyone who has win-
tered in the Antarctic adequately to express his
admiration for the toughness, resource and guts
of these Swedes. They had wrested a living out
of the most cruel continent in the world, and the
happy conclusion of their efforts was thorough-
lydeserved. 1t is quite natural that every country
should have an especial esteem for their own
heroes of this sort, but it is a thousand pities that
we are quite so selective in this respect. There is
nothing in Nordenskjold’s expedition which is
not fit to rival Scott and Shackleton at their
noblest. Great work was accomplished too. The
east coast of Graham Land was explored and
proved to be continuous as far as the Antarctic
Circle, while the complicated systems of islands
and channels from Joinville to the Barrier was
unravelled. Ross” Mt. Haddington, too, was
proved to be on an island, and Nordenskjold
named it after Ross. It was separated from the
continent by a magnificent channel named after
Prince Gustav.

On the cover of his book Antarctic, J. Gunnar
Andersson summed up his feelings about that

noble old vessel:

Stolt har hon levat, Stolt skall hon d&.
Proudly she lived, proudly she died.

His words also describe the spirit of those men
of Nordenskjold’s expedition who sailed on her.

Gwion Davies



The very model of a modern meteorologist

This article is dedicated to everyone who has
stumbled around in a blizzard looking for the
Stevenson screen or has been carried away by a
Sonde balloon - some things don’t change!

From October 1998 to March 2001 I worked as
a meteorologist at Halley. I have a degree in
physics but the job advertised for anyone with
qualifications in meteorology, physics or elec-
tronic engineering. Most of us are physicists and
engineers who learn how to do weather observa-
tions in Cornwall before we leave. T have been
asked to tell you a bit about what the work is like
for us now and what has changed.

Oddly enough, shortly after been asked to write
this article I was given the long and laborious
task of reading every Met Report from Halley
since the IGY and typing all the main points into
the computer. So for the past few days [ have
been giggling at the photographs, the rants, the
poetry and the numerous spelling mistakes that
make up the Halley Met Reports.

First off........... the things that haven’t changed.
We are still utterly convinced that the met.
equipment we have is old, poorly calibrated,
lacking the necessary spares and (as quoted in
the 1976 report) ‘should be shipped back to the
UK and sold to some gullible scrap dealer as
soon as possible’. No! [ am only kidding - it’snot
that bad - we have long since stopped using
thermographs, hygrographs and recorders.
Nowadays virtually all the readings are taken
automatically by the instruments and recorded
straight into a PC. We still have thermometers
and barometers but they are only checked twice
a day as a sort of backup.

When 1 first arrived on base | was sent out at
midday to read the regular thermometers in the
Stevenson Screen - this was so we could com-
pare them to the Platinum Resistance
Thermometers, also in the Screen, which were
connected to the Automatic Weather Station.
Despite the numerous computers now in use
there is still a lot of ‘hands-on” work. This
includes measuring the snow accumulation
stakes - a chore you must all be familiar with! At
the moment there are 10 stakes about 300m east
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of the meteorological platform. Three times a
week we trudged out to these stakes. The main
problem for me was that during winter I could
never find them! I tried everything; 1 hung a
flag, attached metallic strips or wrapped reflec-
tive material around it but the frost just covered
it up and the flag disintegrated! One fateful day
I set off to measure the stakes and wandered
aimlessly around the clean sector for over a
hour! I ended up getting exceedingly lost until I
found the SHARE Array - which lies 500m
south of the base. When I got back to the met.
platform, Karen (senior meteorologist) looked at
me in disbelief and suggested tying a piece of
string to me next time. (1 hasten to add that when
[ say ‘lost’ I could see the lights of base all the
time - 1 just didn’t know which buildings they
belonged to).

I had been warned about the problem with the
Screen filling up with snow and so took a brush
out with me. Unfortunately, me being a physicist
and a pretty theoretical one at that, I had no idea
what a PRT actually looked like and I grabbed it
with my left hand while I swept out the snow.
Luckily my boss noticed the suspicious maxi-
mum temperature spikes around midday.
Otherwise I could have unwittingly speeded up
concern for global warming.

But here is one to make you all jealous! By the
time [ [eft Halley I could prepare and launch a
sonde balloon, all by myself, in less than half an
hour! This is largely thanks to the fact that we
now use helium that is stored in a heated
caboose on the surface and that the sondes now
use GPS to send back their position. No more
radars or exploding hydrogen generators.

Of course, computers now calculate CLIMAT
messages, ozone amounts, statistics - you name
it - automatically and this makes it all more
accurate and quick. Needless to say everything
still gets buried in the snow at an alarming rate
and we are constantly measuring instrument
heights, raising masts and digging things up.

When | wintered there were three of us in the
Met team at Halley and two at Rothera. At
Rothera they also have a summer weather fore-
caster who helps with planning the plane flights.
Most of us still do two years and, out of the last



12 ‘metmen’ at Halley, seven have been women.

Probably the most high-tech bit of equipment on
the platform is the satellite picture receiver. We
get five or so satellite pictures from the NOAA
satellites a day. They show very clearly the
impending depressions and we can watch the ice
shelves calving in great detail.

Science is now the main concern of BAS - more
so than geographical exploration and so we
spend a considerable amount of time working on
Meteorology projects. However, there is still an
awful lot to do on base that isn’t science related
and the Met teams help out with base work. We
ourselves get help with the science from the
other winterers - especially since everyone takes
it in turn to do nightwatch for a week which
includes the 0300 and 0600 weather observations.

The current wintering team is Dan, Liz and
Cathy at Halley and lan and Felicity at Rothera.
I am sure they would love to hear from anyone
with stories of what it was like when they did
meteorology on FIDS.

Thanks again for the Fuchs Medal.

Alex Gaffikin

Visiting the neighbours

Early in the morning of Sunday 11 March 1956,
the Christian Salvesen whalecatcher Southern
Main from Leith Harbour, South Georgia, hove-
to off Base ‘H’, Signy Island. The gunner,
Captain Arne Kristiansen, had been instructed to
recce the prospects for sealing in the South
Orkneys. There had been no advance notice of the visit
nor radio contact between ship and shore.

On base, Sandy Hall was doing the 9.00 am met.
observation, 1 was in the kitchen starting my
week as cook while Wink Mander, Alan Grant
and Stan Ward were just getting up. A shout
from the met office - ‘Good God, a ship!” - got
everyone moving faster than usual for a Sunday
morning. In those years, unexpected vessels did
not turn up at Signy.

After a quick breakfast everyone except Wink,
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who was feeding the puppies, went out in the
dinghy and were welcomed aboard. Captain
Kristiansen and his mate, Mr Lauritsen, were
then brought ashore for a tour of the base. They
were in awe of the dogs, but interested in the
remains of the whaling station. The name of the
hut, Tensberg House, pleased the gunner, whose
home was in Tonsberg, Norway. Base whisky
was brought out for toasts - ‘skaal’! Everyone
then returned to the ship bearing gifts: boxes of
cigarettes, tobacco and a bottle. During lunch,
the idea of visiting the Argentine base, 30 miles
away, cropped up and the captain was persuaded
to make the return trip. Time was short and, as
the catcher’s own boat was apparently immov-
able, the base dinghy was quickly hauled aboard
and the vessel set oft eastwards, leaving the base
empty. Steaming at up to 15 knots, it made good
time, rounding the Robertson Islands, keeping
well south of Powell and Fredriksen Islands
before crossing the Washington Strait to Laurie
Island; it approached Uruguay Cove 2fi hours
after leaving Signy.

Orcadas is the oldest base in the Antarctic, contin-
uously occupied since 1903 when the Scottish
National Antarctic Expedition handed over their
stone-built house to Argentina. In 1946, when
FIDS had made the mistake of putting a hut at
Cape Geddes, on the north coast of Laurie Island,
Fitzroy anchored one day in Scotia Bay while
Captain Sheppard and Commander Bingham went
ashore. They were received warmly in a well
equipped new base, far superior to anything built
by FIDS in those years. Diplomatic confrontation
was avoided and some of the Argentineans
were later entertained on board Fitzroy. The
next year, Cape Geddes was abandoned and a
new FIDS base established at Signy Island.

We sat around having difficulties with lan-
guages, but were saved by Wink, who had lived
near the Argentine base at Hope Bay. A young
officer appeared and was introduced to us as the
Commandante. Drinks were produced and in
spite of language constraints conversation
warmed-up. Wink obtained the frequencies, call-
signs and times of radio schedules. The Base
Leader had an anxious moment when the
Commandante handed him a note, but it turned out
to be a formal offer of assistance for the captain
and was accepted by Mr Lauritsen. Before we left,



a visitors’ book was brought out for signatures.

Walking back to the beach across the desolate
expanse of bare stones, none of the Signy Fids
would have exchanged either the buildings or
location for their own hut with its views of
Coronation Island. Launching into breaking
waves almost swamped the overloaded dinghy,

Captain A. Kristiansen (right) and his mate, My E.
Lauritsen (left), of the whalecatcher Southern Main
outside Tonsberg House, Signy Island.

everyone got wet and some ended up in the bot-
tom, but with the mate at the oars and Captain
Kristiansen bringing the catcher in closer, it was
soon sheltered alongside. We left the cove at
5.15 p.m. and straight away encountered fog and
snow, with visibility down to 200 vards.
Southern Main had radar but progress between
small islands was cautious. It began to look as
though we might not be back in time for the
evening met. transmissions; that would have
been embarrassing for the Base Leader! Leaving
the fog, the sea became rough and there was
brash. As Signy came into sight, about 10 miles
ahead, the catcher entered calm water and at
about 7.45 p.m. it nosed slowly into Borge Bay.

Hurrying to catch our radio schedule, the dinghy
was dropped over the side and everyone scram-
bled down with their ‘loot’, only to discover that
Stan was not with us! Urgent shouts down com-
panion ways eventually produced him and we
cast oft. Southern Main turned and steamed
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away in the gathering darkness. Inside Factory
Cove, it was choppy, with brash, so there fol-
lowed ten minutes of anxious rowing to the jetty.
Leaping ashore, welcomed by the dogs, Wink
disappeared to do the obs. while the boat was
hauled onto the old whaling plan - Sandy was
pleased to have acquired a length of heavy rope
from the catcher. Alan cranked up the generator
and Stan sent off the day’s weather on time. The
cook was relieved to find some coals still glow-
ing in the ‘Esse’; he stoked up and produced a
good supper. It was Sunday, so there were prob-
ably drinks to accompany talk of the historic
meeting, but nothing was reported to Secfids!

Lance Tickell

Fids of the future?

The phone rang one day last May. It was NASA,
from Texas, asking if I would help them to plan
voyages to the planet Mars. | said that | had
never been there. No matter, they replied, neither
have we.

Polar icecap - Martian style

An 88-page briefing document arrived from the
Johnson Space Center near Houston. After
completing this homework, [ attended a
fascinating workshop of a dozen people from
widely different backgrounds. We were two
astronauts, one geologist, three biologists, three
glaciologists (I was the only non-American),



four EVA (Extra Vehicular Activity) engineers,
and a few others who came and went according
to the subject under discussion.

They said that the reason they had invited an
aged has-been rather than a current Antarctican
(though they expressed it in more flattering
terms) was because | dated from an era when
polar expeditions were beyond the reach of help
or rescue, no matter how desperate the
emergency—to the days when, if there was no
alternative, a man took out his own appendix or a
colleague’s injured eye. The present generation,
they suggested, might be too spoiled to appreciate
the harsh implications of a 30-month mission
from which there could be no escape.

Charles pretends to manoeuvre a science module
to dock with the International Space Station.

Most of the participants were NASA employees
or NASA contractors. To make sure that the
newcomers understood their problems, the first
day was spent moving from one building to
another to meet specialists: for space-suit devel-
opment, ‘habitat” (housing) design, robotics,
‘bioregenerative’ life support, pressurized (and
unpressurized) rovers, EVA training, rock
drilling, rock-sample handling and much more.
By the end of the day, we were warned, we
might be suffering from ‘information overload’.
Then we were given a 250-page design study to
take home.

We visited the Apollo control room, now silent
as the Moon itself, though the drama of Apollo-
11 was still projected on the wall. After being
shown inside a grounded version of the giant
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International Space Station, we visited the con-
trol room where ‘mission specialists” were mon-
itoring the real thing. As we watched, a symbol
projected on a giant wall-map silently arced it
way across South America at 17,500 m.p.h. My
jaw felt like dropping at the miracle of it all.

I sat in the pilot’s seat of the space shuttle (or a
training version of it) holding a joystick much
like that of the first aircraft I ever flew. We were
hurried on because a couple of real astronauts
were due there for training.

I longed to dive into the swimming pool at the
‘Neutral Buoyancy Lab” (it was warm) where
astronauts train on the jobs they will do during
EVAs. Neutral buoyancy is not weightlessness
but it is the nearest we can get to it on Earth. The
pool is 202 ft long, 102 ft wide, and 40 ft deep.
They can sink a whole space-station module
beside a shuttle cargo-bay, complete with its
long arm to manoeuvre bits from one area to
another. While the astronauts struggle in their
real space-suits, ordinary SCUBA divers attend
them in case they get into trouble.

To appreciate the difficulties of doing anything in
an EVA suit, we were made to slide our hands into
a pair of gloves in a vacuum chamber and then
struggle to mate a nut and a bolt. The pressure
difference made arms, wrists and fingers so stiff
that I was clumsier than a Halley fid on his mid-
winter EVA—and would have lost as many tools.

In the Planetary Materials lab they look after
(and distribute samples from) 382 kg of Moon
rocks collected by the Apollo astronauts, more
than 4000 meteorites from Antarctica, and a
dozen meteorites that are believed to have come
from Mars. To avoid Earthly contamination, all
specimens are kept in nitrogen-filled glove
boxes under positive pressure. However, there
are second and third line precautions. In order to
visit this holy-of-holies we had to dress, top to
toe, in sterile white garments, then stand in two
successive airlock vacuum cleaners to remove
any remaining dust.

The relevance of all this to Martian excursions is
that NASA aims to take similar precautions to
avoid ‘forward’ contamination from Earthly
organisms and then—following a sojourn on the



red planet—to avoid carrying Martian organisms
back to Earth. The NASA scientists [ met were
all very much aware of our parallel (but more
tractable) problem of extracting samples from
Lake Vostok.

They knew that 1 had been involved in ice
drilling and radio echo sounding in Antarctica,
so here was another subject of discussion. On
Mars they plan to do both: drilling to search for
water, and ground-penetrating radar to
determine the depth of permafrost. Naturally, the
search for water is a primary focus of Mars
exploration. Its abundance and distribution (both
as ground ice and groundwater) have important
implications for understanding the geological,
hydrological, and climatic evolution of the plan-
et; the potential origin and continued survival of
life there; and the accessibility of a critical in
situ resource for sustaining human explorers.

After the guided tour, we spent two days
huddled round a boardroom table discussing
many things. Half a day at least was on personnel
selection for a manned mission. Should the crew
be single sex or mixed (visions of a first-born
true Martian danced through my mind), leader-
ship types, cultural differences, motivation,
discipline, conflict resolution, working hours,
training, food (carried from Earth or grown in
greenhouses), zero-g adaptation (in transit), and
what to do if someone dies. Then much about the
practicalities of tield work, a safe range of oper-
ation, and medical emergencies (a punctured suit
or a broken leg).

Skidoo of the future? The Mars Sojourner
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One of the two astronauts was Shannon Lucid, a
55-year-old who had been on several shuttle
missions and spent longer in space than any
other American. After a two-month crash course
in Russian, she had spent six months in orbit
with two Russians in the Mir space station. Her
comrades could not speak English. After that
experience, | suggested, she had plenty of views
on personnel selection. Yes, she replied, she was
now in charge of it.

As | write, Mars is closer to Earth (42 million
miles) than it has been in a dozen years, so this
time we have missed the boat. By the time
NASA is ready, it could take six months to fly
there and six months to return after a stay on the
ground of 18 months. Depending on the relative
positions of Earth and Mars, total mission times
could be anywhere from 18 to 32 months.

Could future ex-fids one day apply for jobs on
Mars? They might almost feel at home.
Temperatures outside the ‘habitat” could be
much the same as they are at Vostok station, with
a similar seasonal range. Windspeeds may be
similar to those at Halley, though the met man
will find that the atmospheric pressure hovers
around 6 millibars. Gravity will be such that he
will step lightly, feeling a third of his Earth-
weight. Each day will last 24.6 hours and each
year will last 687 Earth days. Two-way tele-
phone calls will be expensive: depending on the
time of year, distances imply that a simple ‘How
are you?’ could take 15 minutes to reach the
planet and 15 minutes to be answered.

None of this will happen soon. As to volunteer-
ing, current BAS Club members need not
apply—we are all too old. But your children,
provided that they have not yet reached the age
of 10, may be eligible. The watchword is
patience. Tell them that it is conditional on
finishing their homework every day from now on.

Charles Swithinbank



Peter Wylie King has been typing his diaries for
the BAS archives. Describing himself as 80
vears young, he has sent some selections,
together with some other articles, which I have
amalgamated into this narrative of:

South with ANARE and FIDS
— A 30-year span

I arrived in Adelaide in October 1946 from
England. I had served as Radio Officer in the
Merchant Navy and as Radio Operator in the
RAF during World War II. I had been working as
RO on a Norwegian cargo ship which was sold
in Shanghai.

I wrote to Sir Douglas Mawson early in 1947
applying for a position as Radio Operator with
the Antarctic Expedition then being formed.
This was later known as the Australian National
Antarctic Research Expeditions (ANARE). My
application was sent to Melbourne and I was one
of the lucky ones to be selected to serve on
Macquarie Island as Radio Operator for the first
year in 1948.

We spent the first three months living in tents
and building our own station, with prefab.
Buildings, and installing our own equipment.
The stations had been established for political
reasons and also to study the weather, biology
etc. We hiked around the island on a couple of
occasions to see the seals and penguins. Sadly we
lost our mechanic by drowning when crossing a
frozen lake (named Lake Scoble after him). He
was buried alongside the lake and I re-visited the
grave in 1979. The party consisted of 13 men
and a new mechanic was flown in from Hobart
by Catalina flying boat to restore the full
complement.

In 1951 I returned to the UK on holiday. I had
been asked to deliver parcel to another
Macquarie Radio Operator at Australia House.
He suggested I contact SecFids, Frank Elliot, if
I was interested in going South again. I had an
interview at Millbank and sailed in RRS John
Biscoe as a W.O/P mechanic for £335 per year.
When we got to Port Stanley, the Governor
changed my posting from Admiralty Bay to
Hope Bay, because of my experience at
Macquarie. So I had another very happy two
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years building huts and installing my radio gear.
I also got to appreciate the huskies. | was lucky
because my mates handled the radio so I could
g0 out sledging to Duse Bay and as far as Cape
Lahrman. Hope Bay was a 11-man base.

I then took over as Radio Officer on the old
wooden RRS John Biscoe for two seasons. We
visited South Georgia and all the British bases
down the Peninsula. We had trouble with dense
pack ice in the Lemaire Channel, taking two
weeks to get through it and nearly losing a
propeller in the process! We dry-docked at South
Georgia for repairs before returning to the UK
for the annual refit in from June to October.

In 1955 1 returned to Adelaide and had dinner
with Sir Douglas Mawson. I spent the evening
with him and his family, looking at my 8 mm
colour film and photographs of my time with
FIDS. He was very interested and a wonderful
man. I was lucky to see him then, as he died
when I was down at Mawson Station. He
suggested that I go down there and put in a good
word for me. So I was fortunate to go to
Mawson Station and Phil Law let me stay for
two years.

I was selected to go to Mawson late 1956 and
was fortunate to fly to New Zealand, then via
American icebreaker Northwind to visit
McMurdo, saw the American station, Scott Base
and also Captain Scott’s old hut. We met up with
RRS John Biscoe, now renamed Endeavour. She
was being used to supply Sir Edmund Hillary for
the Trans-Antarctic Expedition. We then sailed
round the coast to the American base at Cape
Adare and transferred to MV Kista Dan off
Wilkes base, now the Australian Casey station,
then on to stay at Mawson for two years. [ spent
two periods of two weeks at Taylor Rookery
(emperor penguins), flown in by Beaver aircraft.
I was also flown in to spend two weeks in the
Prince Charles Mountains, Beaver Lake being
the site of our camp.

In the second year I helped with the dogs full-
time. Three of us — a geologist, a surveyor and
myself as radio operator — were flown 300 miles
from Mawson to Amundsen Bay by Beaver with
sledges, dogs, food and equipment. Two depots
were dropped inland on the route of the



proposed traverse back to Mawson. The sledges
were flown on bomb racks under the wings and
the 13 huskies flew three at a time in the cabin
without incident until the last load when I was
bitten in the arm breaking up a dogfight just
before landing! We took two months to complete
the running traverse, noting the positions of the
various mountains. We had one named after
each of us. Mine was called Mt. King, 1425 m
high, in Enderby Land. (Peter’s diary for
5 December reads: ‘Had to put the pemmican
directly in the dogs’ mouth, to prevent it being
blown away’— Ed.)

I was married on my return from Mawson in
1960 but my wife died in 11974, I then
re-applied to ANARE to see if 1 could return
South. Much to my surprise | was selected to go
South to Casey Station as a Radio Officer in
1977. This | enjoyed very much - things had
improved a lot since my earlier trips 20 years
previously.

I was lucky to go out on a 3-month ice-core
drilling trip, this time in comfortable caravans,
complete with electric light, power and bottle
gas for cooking on a small gas cooker, so [ could
still make my bread. The caravans were towed
by big D5 tractors (not huskies although we had
one left as a pet, Suzie). The four-man station
was set up about 50 miles inland from Casey
station. It was an enjoyable experience with
temperatures to —30° F and winds up to 90 knots.

On my return from Casey station I flew to UK to
visit my family and called in to see the Scott
Polar Research Institute at Cambridge where 1
was able to see Captain Scott’s stained diary of
his ill-fated trip to the South Pole and Dr
Wilson’s original paintings; this was a great
thrill.

My last year South was back to Macquarie
[sland as Radio Officer in 1979. It was very
strange going back to the station 1 had helped
build 30 years previously. I was able to get out
on two or three long walks around the island. It
was good to see the increase in the fur seal
population and bird life, and to get colour
photographs of the beautiful sooty albatross.
Unfortunately, due to a minor health problem, I
doubt if I will be allowed to go South again, so
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the three clasps on my Polar Medal mean a great
deal to me and bring back happy memories.

It was a wonderful eight years spent South. Very
satisfying and a worthwhile challenge. 1 also
made some great friends in the harsh conditions
- more so than when life is easy.

[ moved from Adelaide to Launceston, Tasmania
in 1984 to be near my foster son and family. I
met my wife Charlotte and we married on §
August 1987. We moved to Devonport and are
happy living near the sea.

Peter Wylie King



Reviews

Mountains of Madness - A Scientist’s Odyssey
in Antarctica

By John Long.

Published by Joseph Henry Press, Washington,
D.C. 2001. Hardback £17.95.

ISBN 0-309-07077-5

Many Fids would probably dismiss this book as
being yet another offering of personal impres-
sions and recollections from a summer visitor to
the southern continent. But it is worth a second
glance in my opinion, bringing out the excite-
ment of Antarctic field research and providing a
rounded account of the author’s search for
fossils in the Transantarctic Mountains. John
Long, a palaeontologist at the Western
Australian Museum in Perth, spent two
‘unforgettable summers’ (1988-9 and 1991-2)
hunting fossil fishes in remote locations in the
Cook Mountains and elsewhere funded by
grants from the National Geographical Society
of America and the Australian Antarctic
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Division with logistic support of the New
Zealand Antarctic Research Programme. During
the second expedition, on which the book is
largely based, the field party of four people, led
by Margaret Bradshaw - a doyenne of Antarctic
geology - found fossil fish specimens dating
from the Devonian period some 400 million
years ago. They collected many new species of
fossil fishes (who could not be thrilled by find-
ing such specimens?). The scientific signifi-
cance of these finds are considerable, by con-
tributing to the solution of global plate tectonics
and establishing age correlations across a wide
range of Gondwanan countries, but also, and
perhaps more importantly, telling us much about
past climates which prevailed at that time in
what is now Antarctica.

One of the most fascinating aspects of the field-
work is described in the chapter in Long’s book
entitled ‘At the crucible of shark evolution’.
Towards the end of the second expedition, he
was camped near Mt. Crean a few kilometres
away from an outcrop at the southern end of the
Lashly Ranges (named after the two men on
Scott’s Terra Nova expedition), where Gavin
Young had collected a new genus of shark,
Antarctilamna prisca, some 20 years previously.
It was then the oldest known shark in the world
to have a cartilaginous braincase. Long was
‘fired up’ to go searching but frustrated by
strong winds and blizzard conditions, which
prevented fieldwork for some days! Finally
reaching the Aztec Siltstone fossiliferous layer,
they collected a highly diverse range of shark
fossils, from which he developed his idea that
sharks had arisen in Gondwana perhaps in the
tropical seas off its northern coasts and under-
went an enormous radiation and diversification
around 385 million years ago. Such an
explosion prompted Long to describe the locality
as ‘the birthplace of all sharks, the very crucible
of their evolution.” This chapter reads like a
detective novel, far removed from endless peer-
reviewed science and budgetting of the present
day, and should be obligatory reading for all



concerned with the resourcing and management
of Antarctic science. Scientists should never for-
get the excitement of scientific discovery and all
involved in science should try very hard to
retain the ‘fun’ in research, which provides the
motivation and stimulus to generate ideas. Both
these aspects are ably demonstrated by John
Long in this book.

The question that most Antarcticans probably
have to resolve before buying this book is “What
is it that sets this offering apart from the many
Antarctic books now being published?’ It is cer-
tainly not just another account of an expe-
dition with all the trials and tribulations of
Antarctic deep field work (the seemingly inter-
minable delays due to weather or logistical
problems, the stress of living in cramped condi-
tions with a few companions, the food, the basic
‘cost of living” in extreme polar environments,
and several others, which many Fids have
experienced time and again). The narrative is set
firmly in science and the necessary, but often
unglamorous, field work which is involved,
interspersed with quotations from the writings
of selected historical Antarctic explorers and
scientists. These add a sense of ‘connectivity’ to
the modern account, linking John Long’s expe-
riences and problems with those of earlier years.
What perhaps many Fid readers will take issue
with is the direct link that he tries to establish
with the purely fictional story, A the Mountains
of Macdness by H P Lovecraft (1931), in which a
geological expedition discovers a hidden,
ancient civilisation in Antarctica at a mythical
location close to where Long’s party was camping.
The modern field party of four geologists took
Lovecraft’s novel to heart, experimenting with
reading the text aloud during ‘lie ups’ in their
tents. The story engendered their own
extraordinary feelings, thoughts and emotions
and, at times, their own moments of madness,
but which Fid cannot fail to recall similar
reactions to extreme isolation? Moreover does
Long succeed in relating changes in his personal
emotions to the environment and his polar
experiences? As he writes at the beginning of
the preface “No one goes to Antarctica without
coming back a different person.” There is no
doubt that many Fids would admit to some
philosophical and perhaps spiritual feelings as a
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result of their Antarctic experiences, but few
would have the courage to write about them.

The book concludes with an account of the
almost inevitable let down (‘base blues’) from
the field work ‘high’ and the strangeness of
adjusting to normal life on return home. I think
the final chapter ‘Reflections from the ice’ could
have benefited from substantial pruning of the
speculation therein. The slightly simplistic
Appendix ‘What [ liked and disliked about
Antarctica’ is more suitable to a kid’s story than
a serious account of Antarctic exploration and
‘Some great recipe ideas from Antarctica’ could
have been deleted without loss. Irritatingly, we
are told that there is a large Emperor penguin
colony at Cape Byrd (whereas it is at Cape
Crozier) on Ross Island and that Adélie and
Emperor penguins are the only breeding species
in Antarctica!

As the book is written from the rather specialised
perspective of a palaeontologist, it would have
been helpful to have a little basic geology of the
field work areas to place the whole thing in
context. Also an appreciation of other scientific
features should have been more in evidence in
the narrative. From a presentational point of
view, the book lacks a simple map to show loca-
tions of the field work areas, even though the
endpapers suggest that the author’s maps are
reproduced! The only illustrations, nine colour
photographs, add little to the book’s appeal,
although [ suspect this small number was on the
grounds of keeping down publication costs. I
found that the first-person account in John Long’s
unexpectedly entertaining style went some way
towards making up these deficiencies. In
conclusion, I found it a thoroughly absorbing
account of Antarctic field work, very readable
and well worth a second glance.

Bill Block



Rivendell
Castle Hill Road
Alton
Stoke on Trent
Staffordshire, ST10 44J
01538 703017
e-mail: mikeskidmore@themail.co.uk
www.antarctic-paintings.com

XMAS CARDS and PRINTS

Once again [ am offering last minute Xmas ideas. Also, this year for the first time, and if
yvou have the means, you can view the prints and greetings cards on my new website:

www.antarctic-paintings.com

COLOUR PRINTS

Descriptions and photographs of these prints are available in back numbers of this newsletter as stated.
A3 and A4 are approximate image sizes of prints.

RRS Bransfield - At the Edge of a Wilderness, A4, Newsletter 36
RRS James Clark Ross - Lemaire Channel, Ad, Newsletter 38
Base H - Signy, A3, Newsletter 38
Emperors and Chicks, A3, Newsletter 38
RRES John Biscoe - Approaching Signy, A3, Newsletter 37
Huskies and Sun Dogs, A3, Newsletter 37
Twin Otter, 3, Newsletter 37
Base F Faraday - Argentine Islands, A3, Newsletter 36

GREETINGS CARDS - XMAS CARDS

Eight designs, message inside: - Season’s Greetings, A6 size, complete with envelopes.

1 Shackleton’s Cross, South Georgia description in Newsletter 40
2 Cape Bloody Wild, Elephant Island description in Newsletter 40
3 Wings ever Leith description in Newsletter 40
4 RRS James Clark Ress - Lemaire Channel, as per print, Newsletter 38
5 Base H - Signy, as per print, Newsletter 38
6 Emperors and Chicks, as per print, Newsletter 38
7 Huskies and Sun Degs, as per print, Newsletter 37
8 Base F - Faraday (Argentine Islands), as per print, Newsletter 36

One design ONLY with no message inside: RRS James Clark Ross - Lemaire Channel, as per print, Newsletter 38

Cards 45p each. Please specify your mix. Supplied in sets of ten which will include two repeats from the eight
designs.

Greetings Cards:- 10-£5.22, 20-£10.09, 30 - £15.08, 40-£19.90, 50 - £25.06 (incl. p & p, Ist class) or phone
Prints: Ad £12.50, A3 £18.50. Prints include packing and FIRST CLASS postage

Available from Mike Skidmore, Rivendell, Castle Hill Road, ALTON, Staffs, ST10 4AJ.
Tel: 01538 703017 e-mail: mikeskidmore@themail.co.uk, www.antarctic-paintings.com

Thank you, and a Merry Christmas
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Books Supplied by Miles Apart

The following selection of books are available from lan Mathieson, Miles Apart, 5 Harraton House, Exning, Newmarket, Suffolk CBS
THF. Tel 01638-577627, Fax 01638-5778754. Email imathieson2000(@yahoo.co.uk. All books are new and hardback except

where stated. Free catalogue on request containing many more new and secondhand books on the South Atlantic Islands including the
Falklands, S. Georgia and the Antarctic.

I Airey. Len

2 Alexander, C

3 Amundsen, R
4 Barker, N

5 Beeby, Dean
6 Bishop J. et al
7 Brown, Nan

8 Burton, R

9 Burton, R & Venables, S

10 Carr, T and P
11 Cook, F A

12 Elliot, Gerald

13 Fogg, G E
14 Fuchs, V
15 Green. Bill

16 Gurney. Alan

17 Hamilton, C
I8 Hart, lan B

9 Headland, R
20 Jones, AGE

21 Lucas, Mike

joe]

[ ]

3 Meadows et al

3]

4 Mott, P

[2e]

5 Parmalee, D F
26 Poncet, S & J
27 Priestley, R E
28 Shackleton, E
29 Smith, Michael

30 Swithinbank, C

31 Swithinbank, C

(93]
N9

Tabner, Len
3 Thomson, John

34 Wheeler, S

[9%)

35 Williams, A et al

36 Walton, K
37 Walton, K

38 Yelverton, D.E.

On Antarctica. Private 2001. Four years on remote Antarctic bases. Ilustrated

The Endurance: Shackleton’s Legendary Antarctic Expedition. Knopt 1998.

With Unpublished photographs by F Hurley. 212pp. illus

The South Pole. Hurst reprrnt 1996. Facsimile of 1912 ed. 2 vols in I. 449pp, 85 photos, map.

Beyond Endurance. L. Cooper 1997. HMS Endurance in the Falklands campaign. 272pp. illus

Inn a Crystal Land: Canadian Explorers in Antarctica. Univ of Toronto 1994. 262pp, illustrated.
Portrait of Antarctica. George Philip. 1988, 50 years of Antarctic photos. 168pp.

Antarctic Housewife. 1996 veprint of 1971. Housewife on S.Georgia in 1960s. [90pp. illus.

South Georgia. The Gov of SG and SSI. 1997 29pp colour illustrated booklet.

Shackleton at South Georgia. Private. 2001. 24pp colour illustrated booklet.

Antarctic Oasis: Under the Spell of South Georgia. Norton 1998, Large format superb illustrations. 256pp
Through The First Antarctic Night 1898-1899. Hurst 1980 facsimile of 1900 edition. 478pp. 200 + illus
A Whaling Enterprise: Salvensen in the Antarctic. Michael Russell Publishing 1998.

History of Antarctic whaling and South Georgia. 190pp. illustrated.

A History of Antarctic Science. C.U.P 1992, 483pp. illus.

Of Ice and Men: Story of the British Antarctic Survey. Nelson, 1995, 382pp, illus.

Water, Ice & Stone: Science and Memory on the Antarctic Lakes. Harmony 1993, 287pp

Below The Convergence: Voyages Toward Antarctica 1699-1839. Norton 1997. 315pp + [5 maps.

South Pole 2000: Five Women in Search of an Adventure. 2000. 259pp, illustrated.
Pesca: A History of the Pioneer Modern Whaling Company in the Antarctic. Ellis 2001. 548pp. illus.

South Georgia: A Bibliography. BAS 1982, Card covers. report format. 180pp.Card covers, report format. 180pp.

Antarctica Observed. 1982 First sightings of the continent. 118pp.

Antarctica. 1996. 158pp. superb colour illustrations, large format.

2 MacDowall. Joseph On Floating Ice: Two Years on an Antarctic Ice-shelf South of 75%outh. 1999. 314pp, illustrated

The Antarctic. Clio 1994. World Bibliographical Series no 171. 385pp.

Wings Over Ice: The Falkland Islands Dependencies Aerial Survey Expedition. 1986. 167pp. softback.
Antarctic Birds: Ecological and Behavioural Approaches. 203pp, illustrated.

Southern Ocean Cruising Handbook. 1991. 60pp, illustrated.

Antarctic Adventure: Scott’s Northern Party. 1974 Hurst reprint of 1914 ed. 382pp. [Hus

South: Journals of His Last Expedition. No date. 380pp
An Unsung Hero - Tom Crean, Antarctic Survivor. Hodderheadline 2001. 341pp, illustrated

An Alien in Antarctica. McDonald & Woodward 1997, 214pp, colour illustrations and maps.

Foothold on Antarctica: The First International Expedition (1949-52) Through the Eyes of its Youngest Member.

1999. 260pp. llustrated.

Voyage to the South. Agnews 1991. Paintings of S.Georgia & Falklands. 96pp. Softback.
Shackleton’s Captain: A Biography of Frank Worsley. Mosaic 1999. 208pp. illustrated softback.
Terra Incognita: Travels in Antarctica. Cape 1996. 306pp.

Penguins of the World: A Bibliography. BAS 1985. 255pp.

Of Dogs and Men. Images 1996. 50 years of dogs and BAS. 190pp. colour illustrations

Two Years in the Antarctic. Knell Press. 1982 reprint. Marguerite Bay base. 194pp, illus

Antarctica Unveiled: Scott’s First Expedition and the Quest for the Unknown Continent. UPC 2001

19.50
27.00
15.00

7.50
17.50

12.00
48.00

8.00
12.00
18.00
22.00
55.00

6.00
12.00

5.00
35.00
16.00

24.00
34.00

21.00
17.50
14.00
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6.00
19.00
10.00
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TERMS OF SALE: Prices include p&p and apply to anywhere in the world. Overseas packages will be sent surface mail (airmail sub-
ject to surcharge). Cheques payable to | K Mathieson. Visa and Mastercard acceptable. Subject to availability.
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THE MISSING BASE

In ‘Of Ice and Men’, the nominal roll of wintering personnel omits any
mention of Port Lockroy for 1953. To show that they really did exist
and put the record right, Arthur Martin has sent this Midwinter’s Menu

and Programme.

MID WINTERS DAY
1953

PORT LOCKROY

ANTARCTICA

MENU

Créme Poulet

g g

Cotelettes de Crabeater
Oeufs Gentos Frultes
Saucisse et Bacon

Pommes de terre fruites @ Smedley
- Choux de Bruxelles

gy g o

Pudding ée\ﬁéeg 2 L'Anglaise
Avec Créme & Westld

g

Phtisserie

—

Bristol Cresm Sherry
Indis Pale Ale

Cafe

Queen Anne Becoich Whisky
Zondon Gin

Yvers Jamalca Rum

-

Chocolate Walers
Sweets ~ Nougat
Port Btaenlev Rock

PROGRAMME

1330 = "Calling the Palklands"
) Radio Programme from Lomndon
1400 = Mid Winter Greetings
to Hope Bay SBledging Pariy
1715 = H.E. the Governor Falklsnds
Sir Miles CLifford, K. B.]
C.¥.G., E.D., Q.
Speaks to Bases
2100 = Inter Base "Roung Robin®
Games
Chess Draughts
Darts ¥onopoly
Sanasta

BASE STAFF
%‘ﬁ g&g&?,
Batler S, Raltienson.

Sk @undd e





