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Chapter 1  
 

Return to Antarctic work: 1969-1973 
 
 

 
Ross seal singing 
 

rom 1961 to 1968 I had been working on tropical animal ecology, until 1967 as 
Director of the Nuffield Unit of Tropical Animal Ecology in Uganda, and from 
1967-68 as Director of the Tsavo Research Project in Kenya. That research had 

been mainly on hippopotamus and elephant biology, in all quite a change from the 
Antarctic and the Southern Ocean! In 1968, because I had been forced to resign from 
the Tsavo Research Project, I had technically broken my contract and so we had to 
relocate the family without any assistance. We had some personal furniture that we 
had to sell at a loss and had to get the rest of our belongings and ourselves back to 
England. Also I now had no salary coming in and we still had a mortgage to pay and 
school fees for Richard at Oakham; Christopher had not been accepted there and was 
at Comberton Comprehensive School. I had no job to go to, because a senior position 
in Canada, which I had been offered was withdrawn when the Canadian 
Government froze new posts as an economy measure when Trudeau became 
Premier.  We were reduced to living on our savings, but I was fortunate to be 
awarded a Smuts Memorial Fund Fellowship by Cambridge University and a 
Leverhulme Research Fellowship. These two fellowships saw us through, and 
enabled me to write up the most important of my African research. During this year 
we used up the bulk of our savings and I went “on the dole”.  

 
Appointment as Head, Life Sciences, British Antarctic Survey 

This was the situation in July l969 when Ray Adie, an old Antarctic friend (I had 
been best-man at his wedding to Aileen), telephoned to ask if I was interested in a 
new post at British Antarctic Survey (BAS). (As FIDS was now called, following the 

F 
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entry into force of the international Antarctic Treaty.)  I expressed interest, was short-
listed, interviewed and appointed. [The interview Board included Ray Beverton, 
Secretary of NERC, Bunny Fuchs, Professor Tony Fogg, biologist, and Professor John 
Sutton, geologist, [as well as the obligatory Civil Service representative [?]. ] 

Professors Alan Parkes and Bill Thorpe, both FRS, who were mainly familiar 
with my African work provided good references. Alan stated that in his opinion I 
was an outstanding ecologist, one of the best, possibly the best, in the United 
Kingdom, and among the leaders in the world. I had done splendid work in 
establishing the Nuffield Unit in the Queen Elizabeth Park, Uganda, and in evolving 
a programme of research suited to the particular conditions under which the Unit 
had to operate.  My directorship of the Tsavo Research Project was foredoomed by 
political and personal factors over which I had no control,  and ‘under which my 
interest in scientific conservation as opposed to blind preservation had little scope’. I 
had to my credit numerous publications, several of which were of monograph size.  
The award to me, in 1966, of the Scientific Medal of the Zoological Society was 
largely for my Antarctic work - the African research had not then been written up. In 
addition to my scientific ability, he said, ‘I was notable for my resolution, organising 
power and personal energy.  I inspired great loyalty in, and gave it to, my staff.  
Because of my dedication to scientific work I tended to be impatient and sometimes 
intolerant of what I regarded as obstruction or lack of support, but this undoubtedly 
contributed to my capacitv for getting things done!’ In view of my scientific interests 
and past experience, both of field work in the Antarctic and Africa, and of laboratory 
work and administration in the United Kingdom and elsewhere, and of my personal 
qualities - he believed that I was almost ideally fitted for the post of SPSO in charge 
of the Life Sciences Programme of the British Antarctic Survey.  

Bill wrote that he had a very high opinion indeed of my work and ability.  I had 
carried out first class ecological studies of large mammals in East Africa, in particular 
the hippopotamus while at NUTAE Animal Ecology in Uganda; and subsequently 
with elephants in Kenya. I was ‘certainly one of the best animal ecologists at present 
working in the field’ and all I did ‘shows a penetrating mind and ability to get to the 
very core of a problem.  I was ‘also extremely capable in organizing and maintaining 
very large scale experiments’.  He had not had any personal acquaintance with my 
previous work in the Antarctic but supposed that my early experience there would 
be a great asset for the present post and to take on this new work might be, in a 
sense, returning to an old love. 

In this way I returned to my earlier Antarctic and marine mammal interests, and 
took up a new job at the Nature Conservancy’s Monkswood Research Station. 
Monkswood was about 45 minutes drive from my home in Coton near Cambridge, 
via Madingley, St Ives and Abbots Ripton. The drive was pleasant in summer, but 
not so enjoyable in winter, driving through the fenland frosts and dense mists – it 
was dangerous even. The BAS Zoology Section was now housed in a prefabricated 
building on the edge of Monks Wood, a Nature Reserve. The Botany and Zoology 
Sections now comprised the Life Sciences Division created on 1 October l969 and 
headed by me. Although the principle administrative posts in BAS had been 
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confirmed as permanent and pensionable in l964, my post and Ray Adie’s post as 
Head of the Geology Section at Birmingham were the first permanent scientific posts 
created in FIDS/BAS. However, the corresponding Atmospheric and Earth Sciences 
Divisions were not created until 1973, but in 1969 there were Sections on Geology 
and Solid Earth Geophysics (housed at Birmingham University), Glaciology 
(Cambridge) and Solid Earth geophysics (Edinburgh) and Ionospherics (Slough)]   

 
The development of FIDS from 1954 to 1969. [VEF Memoir for RS] 

During the time I had been away from the Survey, first studying whale biology 
in the Antarctic and at the National Institute of Oceanography and then in Africa, the 
scientific work of the Survey, had developed slowly from the early emphasis on a 
political presence involving an administration, supported by  meteorology, 
geographical exploration, and surveying, to the beginnings of a wider, more research 
based programme.  

When I was writing up my elephant seal work in the early 1950s at Cambridge 
for my PhD, London Office or Rear base, Crown Agents, was responsible for 
supplies, equipment and recruitment for FIDS. Returning to Britain in l950 Bunny 
Fuchs had been appointed Principal Scientific Officer and set up another office in 
London, responsible for scientific matters, the FIDS Scientific Bureau, with direct 
responsibility to the Colonial Secretary (ref 77). The purpose was to plan new 
programmes more efficiently and to enable young scientists to write up their 
research. It served as a focal point for the few scientists like myself writing up their 
field work and indeed for all Fids. Bunny was very helpful and supportive in 
‘smoothing the way’. He was responsible for the custody of specimens and records 
and for their analysis and publication in a new series, the FIDS Scientific Reports. In 
1952 the British National Committee for Antarctic Research was set up by the Royal 
Society. In 1953 the life of the Bureau was extended for a further three years and from 
1 April it became an integral part of FIDS. 

Initially Fuchs worked in conjunction with the independent logistics operation, 
and with the Scientific Committee working to political and scientific objectives. It 
was not to his liking for his heart was in exploration and the split command made 
life difficult. During lie-up periods in the tent, due to bouts of bad weather on the 
long journeys down [King] George VI Sound in 1948 and 1949, [with Ray Adie], he 
had begun to develop plans for an expedition with the primary objective of crossing 
the Antarctic from the Weddell Sea to the  Ross Sea.  This feat had been attempted, 
unsuccessfully, by Wilhelm Filchner in 1911 and Ernest Shackleton in l914.  The plans 
took shape and in l955 he took long leave from the Bureau to plan and undertake a 
private expedition, the Commonwealth Trans Antarctic Expedition (TAE). Support 
had to be sought and funds raised: some £725,000, about £12 million at today’s 
prices. He received support from Wordie, but was opposed by the British Polar/ 
Geographical establishment, represented by B B Roberts and G C L Bertram, who 
sought funds for FIDASE and L Kirwan and the Royal Geographical Society (RGS) 
who felt the crossing should be led by Sir Edmund Hillary. But Sir Winston Churchill 
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supported his plans and eventually the Treasury, and the governments of New 
Zealand, Australia and South Africa were won over and came on board.   

The story of this extremely successful expedition is well known and has been 
described in the expedition book (28).  His team included men from Britain, New 
Zealand, Australia and South Africa, and Sir Edmund Hillary agreed to lead the New 
Zealand support party in from the Ross Sea. The expedition used dog teams, tractors, 
snow-cats and aircraft. There were three components: an advance party landed on 
the Filchner Ice Shelf at the head of the Weddell Sea; a Ross Sea support team led by 
Sir Edmund Hillary, laying depots from McMurdo Sound in the Ross Sea, to the Pole, 
and the crossing team itself led by Fuchs, which overcame enormous difficulties and 
hardships.  

The scientific programme [on the crossing] was substantial, The most significant 
results were from geophysics, geology, glaciology and meteorology. The work was 
punishing and slow, for the main party did painstakingly tedious seismic reflection 
shots every 30 miles (to determine ice depths) and gravity readings every 15 miles. A 
wealth of other scientific data was collected on topographic survey, geology, tides, 
meteorology, marine biology and human physiology [ref(43)(76)]. Topographical 
surveys were made by the New Zealanders in Victoria Land, where a party from 
‘Scott Base’, led by J H Miller made extensive summer surveys to north and south, 
covering over 2000 km by dog-sledging. The scientific achievements were later 
published in a substantial set of expedition reports, funded from the money raised 
for the expedition.  

On Bunny’s leave of absence to plan and execute the TAE Rear base and 
Scientific Bureau were amalgamated to form a London Office, FIDS. And Sir 
Raymond Priestley, geologist with Scott and Shackleton, became temporary Director 
of FIDS from 1955 to 1958. The second half of the l950s and into the l960s was a peak 
period in British Antarctic affairs: in the field the International Geophysical Year 
(IGY) 1957-58, brought an unprecedented number of scientists to the Antarctic; the 
Royal Society established a scientific station, Halley Bay, in 1956; and during 1955-
57[6] the FID Aerial Survey Expedition (FIDASE) under contract to the Department 
of Colonial Surveys – at a cost of £250,000 (about £4 million at current prices) - was 
operational from  Deception Island. A new FIDS ship, the RRS John Biscoe was 
launched in 1956; and in 1958 the TAE under Bunny Fuchs’ leadership accomplished 
the first crossing of the continent (ref book). Two other developments occurred at this 
time that had enormous implications for Antarctic Science. These were the formation 
of the international Scientific Committee on Antarctic Research (SCAR) in l958 
(under the aegis of the International Council of Scientific Unions (ICSU)), and the 
signing and entry into force of the Antarctic Treaty in l961.  

 
[By 1957 there were still only 54 scientists in FIDS, (mainly geologists, 

surveyors, and meteorologists), distributed among eleven stations.] 
 
After his resounding success Bunny Fuchs, now Sir Vivian, returned to the 

Bureau at the end of 1958 and continued the rationalization of FIDS, begun by 
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Raymond Priestley, (renowned as a high-powered academic administrator), who had 
suggested a complete reorganization of the administration. Up to then the oversight 
of FIDS/BAS had been through a series of government committees and in 1956 the 
earlier Scientific Committee was reconstituted with greater representation of 
government scientific institutions. By modern standards the earlier work had been 
unplanned and uncoordinated. The new Committee was mainly concerned with the 
proposals for scientific work, under a recently accepted 5-year plan. Priestley had 
begun the improvement of scientific efficiency and productivity by setting up 
disciplinary research units in British universities and research institutes. The first 
major innovation in the science structure was to set up a geological section in 1956, 
under Ray Adie, to plan and work up and publish the field work at Birmingham 
University, where Professor F W Shotton FRS became a strong supporter of 
FIDS/BAS. Halley Bay established by the Royal Society for the IGY in 1956 was 
transferred to FIDS in 1958. In 1962, with the entry into force of the Antarctic Treaty, 
FIDS was renamed the British Antarctic Survey (BAS).  

In the Office, Bunny Fuchs built up an effective team of administrators, 
including Bill Sloman, Derek Gipps and Eric Salmon and “Anne” Todd; Eleanor 
Honywill was appointed as Bunny’s personal assistant, a job she excelled in even 
after his retirement. Over the ensuing years other Scientific Units were created to 
plan, supervise and write up field work: Professor Griffiths led a Geophysics team – 
the Scotia arc project - at Birmingham University; Observatory Geophysics was based 
at Edinburgh University under Joe Farman (and Ozone measurements began at 
Argentine Islands in 1955); Biology was at Queen Mary College, London University 
under Martin Holdgate; Topographical Survey at DCS; Medicine and Physiology at 
MRC, under Otto Edholm.  Ionospheric observations were made at several bases 
from 1948, but an Ionospherics Unit was not formally established until 1972 at RSRS, 
Slough. A VLF/whistler programme, begun at Port Lockroy in 1956 was supervised 
by the  Space Physics Unit at Sheffield University.  

 
The Natural Environment Research Council (NERC).  

The most significant changes occurred after the Natural Environment Research 
Council (NERC) came into existence in 1965. Until then BAS had no permanent and 
pensionable posts in science and administration, and staff had no prospects and no 
continuity. To solve the problem Sir Vivian set about turning the Survey into a Public 
Office, but while the battle was in progress the Treasury proposed closing down the 
Survey. Fuchs sought support from various ministries and from the Royal Society, 
where David Martin (later Sir David) the Executive Secretary, gave strong support; 
also from his extensive network of influential contacts.  There were “cliff hanging” 
meetings.  The proposal was considered by the Cabinet Office and the Survey’s fate 
referred to the Council for Scientific Policy (CSP), which advised that “on scientific 
fruitfulness alone, BAS should continue at its existing level of activity”. The CSP also 
supported the need for a new ice-strengthened ship. The Cabinet agreed and BAS 
was formally transferred to NERC, on 1 April 1967, with an annual budget – in later 
discussions (from 1983-87) to be regarded as a ‘dowry’ - of  £1 million (at present 
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prices c. £12 million). This was “perhaps an appropriate date after so many alarms 
and excursions.”[Fuchs]. The need for a new ship was agreed. At last development of 
a proper structure, nucleus of experience, and planned continuity in the scientific 
programmes was possible.  

I need mention here only some highlights of the organisation of the research. 
The Biological Unit was re-named the Zoological Section and under moved to Monks 
Wood, a Nature Conservancy Research Station, near Huntingdon. In 1969 a Botanical 
Section was formally established at the University of Birmingham.  

Survey & mapping continued and geological field mapping, geomorphology, 
volcanology, stratigraphy, paleontology, petrology and geochemistry were 
undertaken as well as geophysical surveys. In glaciology BAS cooperated with SPRI 
in the development of airborne radio-echo sounding. In 1966 the Survey had been 
first in Antarctica with continuous ice-depth profiling and it had pioneered the 
technique of glacier sounding from light aircraft. Ice shelf studies raised concern over 
rising sea level and research expanded at Halley Bay, Fossil Bluff in King George VI 
Sound, and nearby Spartan Glacier – on heat-, mass- and water-balance studies for 
the International Hydrological Decade. 

 In 1971, after my return from a field trip, a BAS Glaciological Section was 
established at SPRI under Charles Swithinbank. A snow chemistry programme based 
on Halley Bay involved a sampling journey to 500 km inland from coast, to study the 
influence of marine impurities. Analyses began at Bristol University. By 1970-71 the 
total complement wintering in the Antarctic was 92, including 45 scientists, 
surveyors and meteorologists.  

 
Field operations expanded. The Air Unit had been enlarged: by a De Havilland 

Turbo Beaver purchased in 1969 to support the Twin Otter. Heavy snow 
accumulation had crushed the original buildings at Halley Bay and it was replaced in 
1967. 

 
Key Events in the development of Biological research in BAS, 1953-69. 

I had departed from BAS when I completed my PhD in 1953 and joined the 
National Institute of Oceanography (NIO). Biologists had been working on FIDS 
material in various UK universities and Dr I M Lamb worked on lichen specimens at 
the National Museum of Canada, in Ottawa. In the Antarctic biological studies were 
geographically spread, including at Signy Island, Hope Bay and South Georgia, and 
wider survey-type work. For a year, during my time there in 1950-51 as Base Leader, 
Base M at King Edward Point, South Georgia, was administered by FIDS, but from 
1952 South Georgia came under Falkland Islands Dependencies administration 
again. Biological studies were carried out and funded by that administration, but 
supervised by FIDS. In 1956 the Edward Grey Institute of Ornithology at Oxford 
University agreed to FIDS ornithological work being concentrated there. In 1957 a 
hut – a garden shed - was erected by the F I Government on Bird Island, off South 
Georgia; it was used by FIDS and United States Antarctic Research Program 
(USARP) summer parties until 1964. The work was primarily on seabird biology, 
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especially albatrosses and large numbers were banded for later study of age-specific 
[processes]. From 1959 the British Trust for Ornithology (BTO) supplied rings and 
kept FIDS bird ringing records.  

In 1957-58 Professor J B “Jim” Cragg of Durham University visited BAS bases 
and advised that Signy Island should become the principal biological research 
station. In 1958 the need to coordinate biological research was raised in the FID 
Scientific Committee and next year it was agreed that when accommodation became 
available Queen Mary College, London University, where Professor J E ‘Eric’ Smith 
(who had been my supervisor in Zoology at Cambridge), held the chair of Zoology, 
should house a FIDS  Biological Unit. In 1959 Eric Smith on behalf of the British 
National Committee on the Antarctic (BNCAR) assessed the scientific support in the 
country for a permanent biological station in the Antarctic. In 1960 an ad hoc 
committee met in London under Eric Smith’s chairmanship; its recommendation that 
Signy Island become the permanent site for the principal biological station, was 
approved by the Scientific Committee. I was a member of the ad hoc committee and 
strongly pushed the view that Signy was the ideal location. Dr M W ‘Martin’ 
Holdgate, Deputy Director of Research Scott Polar Research Institute was heavily 
involved at this time in the programme planning and helping to establish 
laboratories. .  

In 1961 two biological laboratories were equipped at Signy Island, and in 1963 a 
Biological Unit was officially established at Queen Mary College on 1 July. It was 
housed at 291 Bancroft Road, Mile End Road, London E.1, in a converted terraced 
house – a not very suitable site – until October, when it moved to 11 Lansdowne 
Road. Martin Holdgate was appointed Senior Biologist, responsible to the Director, 
BAS, but paid by the University as a Senior Research fellow. He had organised a 
survey of the South Shetland Islands and had written up the results of other surveys 
and field research. Dr S W G ‘Stanley’ Greene, Birmingham University, was advising 
on botanical work from 1958 and in 1963 he was appointed Research Supervisor, 
under Martin Holdgate, but continued to be based at Birmingham University.  

In 1963/64 a new laboratory was built at Signy, a two-storey prefabricated 
sectional building made of plastic panels, which naturally became known as ‘the 
Plastic Palace’. Martin Holdgate left in December 1965 [’66 in Who’s Who] to become 
Deputy Director (Research) of the Nature Conservancy, 1966-70.  Later he was 
Director of the Central Unit on Environmental Pollution, Director of the NERC 
Institute of Terrestrial Ecology, and so on to other demanding posts. Martin was 
succeeded by Dr Ted Smith, who had earlier been head of the NERC Seals Research 
Unit and his main research interests lay in the UK – but he had published little and 
now he had moved into the world of music. Later he moved to Australia as Head of 
Mammals at the Taronga Zoological Gardens, Sydney. 

Dr P J ‘Peter’ Tilbrook, who worked on Antarctic Collembola, small terrestrial 
mites, was the interim head of the unit until E A ‘Ted’ Smith, formerly of the Nature 
Conservancy, was appointed Senior Biologist from 1 November. 1966. Soon after 
NERC undertook a review of the Biological Unit and concluded in 1967 that the 
premises at Queen Mary College were unsuitable, as had been evident for some time.  
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On 7 May 1968 the Biology Unit, renamed the Zoology Section moved to the Nature 
Conservancy’s Monks Wood Experimental Station, near Huntingdon. Kenneth 
Mellanby was the Director of the Station and the Unit was housed in temporary 
accommodation until the completion of a new building in August. It was understood 
that a permanent site elsewhere would be investigated, but it was to be nearly eight 
years before the Section was permanently housed at Cambridge. The research now 
included projects in terrestrial, freshwater and inshore marine research, largely single 
species biology and taxonomy. Also studies on birds and seals.  

The biological field work was concentrated at Signy Island, and in 1969 was 
extended to South Georgia, when base M (1950-51), located at King Edward Point, 
South Georgia, was reopened and BAS staff took over the administration of South 
Georgia. The Base Commander assumed the duties formerly discharged by the 
Government Magistrate and in [partial] recognition of this BAS received an annual 
allocation of funds from the FID, initially £25,000, rising to £30,000 [check]. It covered 
but a small part of the running costs of the base. Base M also occupied several 
buildings on King Edward Point, including the Discovery Hut (built in 1925), 
Shackleton House, a huge ‘white elephant’ built in 1964 by FID to support the 
whaling industry, but never occupied, and ‘Coleman’s’ House named after a 
Magistrate, built recently. In July 1969 a Botanical Section headed by Stanley Greene 
was established under a two-year contract with Birmingham University and on 1 
October that year the BAS Life Sciences Division was created with myself as its head. 
The establishment of the Botanical Section just before the Division came into 
existence led to many difficulties, largely due to Stanley Greene’s ambitions, which 
were to flower for a time (no pun intended since Stanley was a Bryophyte (moss) 
specialist and these are not flowering plants). The contract with Birmingham 
University was extended in stages until 1975 before these inherited problems were 
fully resolved. I shall return to this later. 

 
The birth of the Life Sciences Division, 1969 

As early as 1958 the FID Scientific Committee recognised the need to co-
ordinate biological research and it was implicit in the 1960 decision to make Signy 
Island the permanent site for biological field work. Even so, until now the 
organisation of the biological research programme had been largely a matter of 
picking single projects that could be successfully undertaken by one man – women 
were not to be employed in the field until 1986-87. A person was appointed, given a 
short period to prepare for a project, in selecting a project, discussion, reading, 
producing equipment lists and the purchase of necessary equipment that could be 
bought within the financial constraints. On return from their period in the Antarctic, 
the scientists usually registered for a higher degree, PhD or MSc.  The situation was 
essentially the same as I had experienced twenty years before, except that there was 
more money for projects, some long-term recording and monitoring had begun, 
biological assistants gave support and undertook routine field work.  

Despite the early recognition of the need to coordinate biological research, little 
coordination was apparent to me when I took over, and I resolved to correct this as 
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soon as possible. But first I had to renew my acquaintance with the Antarctic, its 
environment, the conditions of work in a ‘hostile environment’ (quite a change from 
life on the Equator!) and the key questions that needed to be addressed and could be 
addressed with the resources, human and material that were likely to  be available. It 
was too late to usefully plan an Antarctic visit for the 1969-70 austral summer, but I 
began to think about a trip in 1970-71.  

That first year was spent getting to know the people and the structure of the 
Survey, and the way things could be done. I visited HQ in Gayfère Street, London [?] 
and HQ staff visited Monks Wood for discussions.  

At that time BAS seemed to operate on the principle of ‘need to know’ and 
information was restricted and compartmentalized. This was emphasized/ 
exaggerated by the geographical separation of the various parts of the Survey. The 
head of a section, even of a division – like myself – knew little of what was taking 
place inside another division or section. Information passed on tended to be what the 
Director or executive officers needed to know in Head Office. The Director rarely 
conducted meetings with his senior officers present. He didn’t make opportunities to 
visit the dispersed sections and I don’t suppose he visited Monks Wood more than 
two or three times a year. He held infrequent ‘staff meetings’ of HQ staff and senior 
scientists. He tended to give instructions or discuss problems face to face in private 
meetings, rarely with all, or the majority, of his senior officers present. But he was 
usually available to anyone who wanted to see him, although Eleanor Honnywill 
was adept at guarding his door, and kept people out – as I found initially when I 
became Director. He didn’t pass on information about NERC actions/discussions 
except when essential for administrative reasons. The result was that power resided 
strongly among the HQ staff, who saw him on a daily basis.  Also they had a strong 
influence on the science that could be done, by virtue of the ‘patronage’ they could 
exert – over ship-time, other logistics, equipment, finance and manpower.  Quite 
early on I realized that a problem existed, when I was faced with resistance to my 
ideas of rationalizing planning, manpower and spending in the Life Sciences 
Division. Especially in respect of Stanley Green’s struggle to keep his grossly out of 
proportion botanical empire, of which more later.  The full extent of the problem 
didn’t become clear to me until I was Director-designate, spent more time in HQ and 
had access to what was going on, and later to the files! 

I quickly learned who the influential people were in the Survey; when it came to 
achieving my aims. Apart from the Director and his PA, Eleanor Honnywill, they 
included the ones who controlled resources – manpower, logistics and money. At 
that time Bill Sloman was [Head of the Office] Eric Salmon was Personnel Officer a 
necessary ally in making cases for obtaining agreement on new posts. Together they 
were responsible for recruiting and did an annual ‘milk round’ of the UK 
universities, on which they made many useful contacts with academics. Derek Gipps 
was in charge of Logistics, which meant that he had strong influence on anything to 
do with the ships – sea-time, annual refits, - aircraft, and bases; he often made 
decisions about scientific equipment as well. John Bawden was Finance Officer and 
properly asked critical questions on all matters involving expenditure, preparing the 
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annual estimates and ‘Forward Look”. These officers comprised a very strong team, 
with ‘political’ skills, and were dedicated to the Survey. They were located in the 
London HQ and consequently had easier access to the Director than did most others, 
which partly explained their strong influence.  

I was more often discussing the political background and science plans with 
Brian Roberts, Head of the Foreign Office Polar Regions Section, and his assistant 
Ena Thomas. Brian was a tremendous enthusiast and a fount of information on all 
matters polar – notably the Antarctic Treaty, which had entered into force in 1961, 
international relations and diplomacy, international law, Antarctic science and 
biological research, ornithology and conservation in particular, and polar literature. I 
saw more of Brian than of the Director and HQ staff, and BAS scientists (other than at 
Monks Wood) because Brian, a chubby, energetic bachelor in his late-50s, worked a 
five-day week in London and two-days a week in Cambridge, based at the Scott 
Polar Research Institute. I used to see him at the institute many Saturday mornings 
for an hour or two, when we explored a very wide range of topics. He had an 
encyclopedic knowledge of all things Antarctic and was broadly influential. He 
provided good advice and support, had his feet firmly ‘on the ground’ and was a 
sounding board for ideas. Through these meetings I also came to realize early-on the 
interplay between science and politics in Antarctic affairs. [It was Brian, of course, 
who had recruited me to FIDS in 1947].  

Monks Wood proved surprisingly useful as a base, because, although concerned 
with terrestrial biology, conservation and management, the Nature Conservancy’s 
remit, there was quite a broad spread of disciplines and facilities represented among 
its staff and work. Kenneth Mellanby, the Director was a senior ecologist, with broad 
experience of academia, biological research and conservation politics. He had been 
President of the Institute of Biology, and he was always very helpful to the BAS 
section. The biometrics and statistics advice available was very professional, chemists 
were working on pesticide effects on wildlife and their laboratories were well-
equipped, there was a range of expertise on plant ecology and vegetation surveys, 
forestry, invertebrate ecology and physiology, bird biology, small mammals. Well 
known ecologists included Norman Moore, Eric Duffey, and others. What was not 
represented was marine biology and ecology and freshwater biology, areas which 
were the responsibility of other NERC Institutes. The BAS biologists, by their 
adventurous nature, field experience, and attitude to life, were a breath of fresh air in 
this relatively conservative Civil Service outpost. Tolerance was a little stretched by 
some of our activities – for example Eric Twelves, a BAS fish biologist, kept two 
ferrets and could be seen coming back from the Nature Conservancy Reserve during 
lunchtime, with rabbits for the pot.  

Quite early on my thoughts turned to the need for a structure for the Division - 
in the form of sections – which was implemented following my return from my 
1970/71 Antarctic visit.  
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Chapter 2 
 

Antarctic Journey:  l970 - l971 

                       
 
 set off in mid-November with Inigo Everson, Barry Heywood, Ron Smith and 
Barry Peters on my first Antarctic trip for nearly twenty years. Our flight from 
Heathrow to Paris was delayed and we only just caught the connecting flight 

to South America. We arrived at Montevideo in the morning to be met by Roberto 
Ward the local BAS agent and checked in at the Columbia Palace Hotel. In 
contrast to my recollections of the l950s the city was very drab and dirty, but still 
with many colourful and graceful early Fords, Mercedes, even Rolls.  

Next morning we moved onto the John Biscoe  in the port. We had time to look 
around the market which was very colourful, but dirty. Later we walked to Cerro 
- Fortalezza General Artigas, which stands on top of a pleasant green hill 
overlooking the bay. The vegetation was colourful and interesting, including 
cactuses and a yellow Spanish broom. We had dinner on board and I had a long 
chat with the Chief Engineer. It felt strange to on board an expedition ship again 
after so long.  

At 10.30 am on 20 November, the ship sailed and I had a long chat with John 
Cole the Captain, before lunch. There was a beautiful display of bioluminescence 
that night - a green neon glow and sudden springs of green fire as the bows 
cleaved the waves. All the breaking waves as far as the horizon were sparkling 
green and reflected in the sky. It was a remarkable spectacle and then the ship 
began to pitch and roll in a familiar way.  

The following morning the birds had joined us, especially giant petrels, cape 
pigeons, Schlegel's petrels, wandering and black-browed albatrosses, prions and 
clownish Magellan penguins. Several sealions were spotted and dolphins were 
abundant. Fog banks cleared away and the sea was calm and moderating after 
yesterday's blow. It became glassy smooth with a long slow swell, rippled in 
places like hammer - marks on beaten copper. I stood on the flying bridge in the 
sun for an hour or two and watched a minke whale quite close to the ship. That 

I 
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evening there was much talk until 1 o’clock, after we had watched an amusing 
film. A Dutch film crew was on board to make a natural history film and I sent a 
message to the Director suggesting that Haanstra, its leader, should make a film 
of the biological programmes. After a curry lunch I discussed forward look plans 
(financial) with Inigo and Barry.  

On 25 November we drew alongside the jetty at Port Stanley at 4 am. Ted 
Clapp, head of the local BAS Office and Ray Clements later came aboard. I did 
some shopping, collected my Antarctic clothing from the BAS store, and sent off a 
long telegram about the Forward Look. Ted Clapp showed me over the local BAS 
operation and introduced me to Jones (Acting Governor and Colonial Secretary - 
Colsec - the title now an anachronism.) We discussed the biology programmes 
and South Georgia sealing.  

After lunch I went for a stroll along the front with Barry, we met Henry 
Luxton and he and Jack Sollas (captain) showed us over the government-owned 
M/V Forrest.  She was an ideal ship for BAS biological work:  84 ft long, range 
8000 miles, one supercharged diesel engine, berths for 10, two mess rooms, galley. 
The captain's cabin was just behind the bridge and the crew had 2-berth cabins 
with a shower. She had an enormous hold - about 30 x 25 ft, capacity 120 tons, 
small forward hold, ideal as a net store. The 2-ton derrick with a hydraulic motor 
was operated by one man. The high bulwarks threw off water and the gunwales 
designed so that it ran easily off the deck.  The bridge had control of the engine, 
radar, echo-sounder, radio. There was plenty of room for more equipment. We 
were told she cost £60,000 in l967.  

Next day we went to drinks at Sullivan House with the Col Sec and later out 
to an Italian yacht - felucca-rigged - with John Cole in the yacht's gemini 
(inflatable dinghy). She was built of teak and the owner Signor Cat had fitted it 
out with just about everything - including a stereo record player, refrigeration, 
and various sophisticated navigational aids. There was an oil-fired stove and 
central heating system; the hull was sheathed in stainless steel! We talked about 
his projected Antarctic voyage; he planned to sail to the Peninsula and then to 
South America, Easter Island, Madagascar and on. He was taking some mail to 
Ushuaia, and Ernesto Roe (Uruguyan Consul) sent aboard a packet of mail - and a 
golden sovereign in payment for stamps. I took the opportunity to give him a 
letter for Maureen.   

John Cole and I had lunch at the Barton's which was pleasant and civilized. In 
the evening Signor Cat dined with us on the Biscoe, and afterwards the three of us 
went for drinks to Ernesto Roe. He was a local character, aged 75 but still very 
spry; he remembered having met me twenty years before and was asking about 
the Discovery crowd. He spent six years in the UK but recently returned to 
Stanley. I went on to visit to Ian and Anna Strange; Ian is the local naturalist and a 
talented artist.  Barry and Inigo were already there and we talked until after 
midnight.  

Next morning we went off to Kidney Island on the Alert, a government 
launch, passing through very rough sea conditions. We anchored in the bay, 
where two male sealions swam and dived around the boat in the clear waters, 
observed by penguins on the shore.  We were rowed ashore, the sealions 
swimming under us, and then walked across to a bay on the other side of the 
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island. The tussock was very rough going - about 8 ft high with narrow paths 
between the clumps and occasional sealions to worry us; twice I disturbed bulls, 
which fortunately fled. In the bay to the north there were 80-100 sealions - no 
pups but a number of adult bulls, subadults and yearlings. They were timid and 
most took to the water. We watched them for some time, then moved around the 
coast seeing kelp geese, king shags, rockhopper and Magellan penguins, the 
rockhopper colonies with many unoccupied nests. There was also an attractive 
wren, thrushes, oystercatchers, steamer ducks, tussock birds and a turkey 
buzzard.  We spent an interesting three hours.  On our way back to Stanley we 
saw a subadult male sealion eating a cephalopod: a head appeared and the pink 
tentacles of an octopus or squid showed clearly - flung to and fro and then 
swallowed. It all took but a few seconds.   

Next day Stanley looked very colourful in the sunshine, with the gay coloured 
roofs and the bright yellow gorse bushes.  HMS Endurance came in that morning, 
looking very trim with her red hull and white superstructure; the helicopter on 
her deck looked huge. We left at 11.15 am in perfect weather, meeting only a 
slight swell in the open sea, which increased however.  

The day, Sunday, we left in thick fog with the sun shining through 
occasionally. Monday also began with fog, then drizzle changing when we 
crossed the Antarctic Convergence to clear, the ship rolling easily to a slight swell. 
Shag Rocks appeared abeam on the radar about 16 miles off and we saw the first 
snow petrel, prions, cape pigeons, black-bellied storm petrel, greyheaded, 
wandering and black-browed albatrosses. I gave a slide show in the ‘Fiddery’; - 
the common room for the Fids is called.  

On 1 December I was called at 6 o’clock when Bird Island, off South Georgia, 
was abeam, but low cloud made for poor visibility. Nearby was a Russian stern 
trawler and mother ship heading towards Shag Rocks.  As we steamed along the 
coast the clouds lifted and we had superb views of the many graceful peaks and 
glaciers on the island of South Georgia. The usual birds accompanied us, with in 
addition sooty albatrosses. Penguins were porpoising near us. There was a good 
display of lenticular clouds.  

On arrival at King Edward Point, the government station, we were met by 
Ricky Chinn, the base leader, and shown around. The main changes since I was 
last here in l952 were the additional buildings - Shackleton House, Coleman's (the 
new Magistrate's house) and two more bungalows, as well as some extra storage 
capacity.  Shackleton House was palatial, [with three stories] built on laminated 
pillars to flex in the wind - at the gable ends by as much as 15 inches. It was 
extremely well fitted-out with a large kitchen, dining room, lounge with bar, and 
billiard table. There was oil-fired central heating. The bedrooms were like hotel 
rooms with washbasins, carpets, easy chairs, desks and some have been very 
attractively decorated.  There seemed to be ample storage space.  It cost about 
£250,000 to build.  

Coleman's House was on concrete pillars in pebble-dashed pre-fab 
construction.  It was roomy and extremely well fitted out: kitchen with 
refrigerator, washing machine, drier, set of copper-bottomed pans etc. Also close 
carpeted throughout with ‘award-winning’ material, velvet curtains, tiled 
bathrooms, conservatory, study, morning room, dining room, very large lounge 

16



with comfortable chairs and a superb view up the fjord. It had cost about £33,000. 
It was hardly usable by BAS in its present state, except perhaps for married senior 
scientists overwintering.  

The old Discovery House was still going strong, also the Post Office, Met 
Office, Radio Shack, Engine Room and Workshop - much as I remembered it. The 
Workshop held two large cold stores and two smaller ones were in Shackleton 
House. A tractor path had been constructed around the shore to the Whaling 
Station; Grytviken whaling station, which closed in 1965, now looked rather 
derelict, with grass growing on the plan and rust eating away at any metal 
structures. Thorson, the caretaker had been doing a good job of patching it up but 
it must have been a losing battle. The Church however, still looked very trim, 
freshly painted and neat. There were three old sealers at the jetty: Albatros, Petrel  
and Diaz, all of which I had sailed on in the past. Of the three the Albatros seemed 
to be in the best condition.  

Next morning, 2 December, I left at 9 o’clock in the gemini (rubber dinghy) for 
Maiviken, West Cumberland Bay, with Barry and Andy Binder (Second Mate). 
We had a very rapid, if cold, trip around Sappho Point and landed at the 
northeastern Maiviken beach. I was very impressed by the gemini's speed, safety, 
maneuverability and handling. Andy went back to the ship, Barry walked to the 
lakes and I went around the shore. The elephant seal breeding season was over, 
although there were two pups still sucking and one fully adult bull. The others 
were mainly weaners and yearlings, with some subadult bulls and adult cows. It 
was good to make their acquaintance again after the 19-year interval. There were 
plenty of birds about, including sooty albatrosses, gulls and a few gentoo 
penguins. The tussock was wet with the rain and I was quickly soaked to above 
the knees, my feet too. Occasionally the clouds lightened, but the sun didn't 
emerge. Barry had found the lakes interesting and we discussed them as we had a 
sandwich lunch beside one of them. The next lake up the valley was a large one at 
about 800 ft. The higher lake was still partly ice-covered. On the way back over 
the col and down the rocky valley to Grytviken the solifluction phenomena had 
produced stone lines and polygons and in places the soil was just liquid mud.  

Next morning was fine and sunny and we took the gemini to near the 
Nordenskjold Glacier at the head of East Cumberland Bay. It didn't appear to 
have altered much since my last visit, and the lateral moraines looked just the 
same. There were several small lakes or pools behind the beach, fed by streams 
from above, which soaked through the moss-peat banks to trickle into the pools. 
As a result of the filtration some of the pools were very clear, with a gravel bottom 
despite the numbers of elephant seals lying about. Others near the beach were 
like soup, due to fertilization and eutrophication. Barry made his collections. We 
noticed more teal ducks than there used to be - I counted 14 on one pool and 
others harboured 4, 7 and 2.  The elephants were mainly weaners, a few biggish 
bulls and some cows and small bulls moulting. Two king penguins stood on the 
beach. As we walked back towards Dartmouth Point we climbed up to some 
sooty albatross nests; they are beautiful birds and my favourite albatross. We saw 
Andy coming to collect us in the inflatable and went back to the ship for lunch.  

That afternoon Andy and Stewart Lawrence landed us on Discovery Point, 
where I had done much of my early elephant seal work.  They had some difficulty 
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getting off again through the surf. We walked up Zenker Ridge, mapped and 
named by me in l951, Barry collecting specimens from pools on the way. I 
surveyed the Point and the various seal wallows behind the shore; noting no 
obvious changes from l951-52, but again there were more teal - I counted 11, 4, 2, 
and 1 on the pools. Perhaps this reflects the departure of the whalers?  

A big bull elephant seal flipped shingle onto his back. He had been in a fierce 
fight because his proboscis was torn and red and he had a gash on his neck about 
15 inches long and at least 2 inches deep and wide. The usual classes of seal for 
the time of year were lying on the beach. Walking up the moraine I was dive-
bombed by the swallow-tailed Antarctic terns, bringing back memories of earlier 
attacks when they drew blood. They and a flock of Dominican gulls followed me 
and I had to put on a hat to protect me from the terns' blows. Again I was 
reminded of Hitchcock's film "The Birds".  

By now Barry was ahead of me on the plain – Hestesletten (Horse Plain) - 
dwarfed by its immensity. It seemed a very long way to the Hamburg Lakes, 
although only about 2 miles, but the going was rough, with tussocks of moss and 
grass, separated by shallow stone-lined depressions. In places these depressions 
were more extensive, like stone rivers. Zenker Ridge is a lateral moraine of the 
Hamburg Glacier, which had now retreated to the head of the valley. Behind it 
was Sugartop, some 9000 ft and a very beautiful mountain, but for the most part 
wreathed in cloud that day. The Hamburg Lake is contained by a raised rim of 
pebbles thrown up by waves caused by the strong adiabatic winds that flow 
down from the glacier. There was a lone gentoo penguin there and seal tracks - 
far from the sea. Barry collected more samples and we went on to the fast running 
outflow. The second lake was large and surrounded by a wide boggy plain.  

We returned to the mouth of Penguin River near the Horse’s Head, where 
there were hundreds of elephant seals. We wet our feet crossing the river and 
walked back along the beach and through the derelict whaling station, which I 
had seen in its active days. The lads put on a very good dinner at Shackleton 
House. Later a party developed, as more people came from the Biscoe, but I was 
feeling tired and left at 1.30 am; others didn't get back until 3.15 am - sunrise.  

Next morning Andy (Third Officer) played a joke on Stewart Lawrence 
(Second Officer). Stewart on the bridge was listening on the "walkie-talkie" radio 
and tuned in some Chilean talk. John Cole, the Captain, got Andy to take a 
second radio set and pretend to be a Russian ship. He carried it off very well with 
a Russian accent and had a long conversation with Stewart, just above - saying he 
was coming alongside at 1300 hours to water ship - was the water all right - what 
was the rate of flow? They had five women aboard and would like to bring them 
ashore for a party - did we sing the national anthem at the end of our parties - 
was there plenty of vodka and whisky etc. Stewart was completely taken in by all 
this; he was full of it and rushed down to tell us all about his conversation with a 
Russian ship, then hurried ashore to warn Ricky Chinn. We left at 1 o’clock and 
he was looking for the Russian, which was overdue by then, keenly scanning the 
radar etc. Once out of the bay the weather closed in and there was nothing to see. 
So much for the leg-pulling. At 5 o’clock several Russian ships came up on the 
radar screen. There were nine large stern trawler/factory ships and we passed 
close to five of them: Khrustal, Koltsov, Voldemar Azin, Electrenai, Novokuybyshevsk. 
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They were large ships (3-4,000 tons), all except one trawling - probably midwater 
trawls from the angle of the wires. One was stopped, the hawser vertical (hauling 
in); another was just bringing the net aboard and it seemed to be very full. There 
was a large number of birds in their wakes, many of them wandering albatrosses 
and so full that they couldn't fly and ran along the water flapping their wings 
trying to take off. These nine ships were concentrated in a very small area and 
represented a considerable capital investment. We thought there was another 
giving a blip on the screen, but this turned out to be our first iceberg and soon we 
saw another.  

By 7 pm we were passing Cooper Island at the southern end of South Georgia 
and there were countless thousands of prions around us, sitting on the water 
feeding and then flying in very large flocks. We were then about 3 miles offshore 
and they were everywhere one looked. (There are estimated to be X million 
prions nesting at South Georgia.) Other birds accompanied us - wanderers, black-
browed and grey-headed albatrosses, some giant petrels, cape pigeons, snow 
petrels, a few diving petrels, white-chinned and Wilson's petrels. They remained 
with us until it was too dark to see. Drygalski Fjord came in sight, then Green 
Island and Bröde Island, and I thought I could see the entrance to Larsen Harbour 
- all very evocative of my past visits with the sealers. A large berg drifted to port, 
beautiful against the grey sea and sky with delicate grey, blue and green 
colourings. I talked business with Jon Cole and we then listened and joined in on 
the "Goon show" to Signy, Adelaide, Argentine Islands and HMS Endurance.  
(This is a daily evening chat-round on a chosen radio frequency – a source of 
information for the dispersed BAS communities). 

On 5 December the horizon was clear with grey sky and an easy swell. During 
the day the wind and sea increased and we were soon pitching and rolling 
heavily and there were some icebergs. This reduced our speed and meant that we 
would be late getting in to Signy. In addition to the usual birds there were now a 
number of blue petrels about. Next day, still very rough, we saw silver-grey and 
Antarctic petrels for the first time. There was a very large tabular iceberg on the 
horizon giving a very good example of ice-blink. By the afternoon we were 
surrounded by many icebergs, including one 20 miles long and wedge-shaped; it 
was a similar distance north of Laurie Island, one of the South Orkney Islands. 
We picked it up on the radar and had to make a detour around its western end. I 
phoned Maureen at home, just after 6 pm, having very good reception via 
Portishead Radio. All was well and our house was full, including the two 
grandmothers.  What a change from the l950s! 

An hour or so later Laurie Island came in sight and we steamed down 
Washington Strait with superb views and unusual light effects, past a number of 
bergs. Saddle Island and Laurie Island were spectacular, with dark purple clouds 
behind them. We passed close to Powell Island after interesting glimpses of parts 
of the north coast of the largest island - Coronation. There were many grounded 
bergs and cloud covered the southern approaches, pouring over the mountains to 
the north. South of Fredriksen Island we came into thick fog again and many 
bergs, including an unusual triple-turreted one. We continued in very poor 
visibility towards Signy Island, which slowly emerged from the fog as we 
approached. It was of course light almost throughout the 24 hours at that time of 
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year, but the fog brought duskiness and the Base had switched on the light at 
Berntsen Point. We anchored at about 11 o’clock and a boat came out from base to 
collect their mail. Our anchorage was outside Bare Rock and Outer Islet and we 
sat in the wardroom talking shop until about 2 o’clock in the morning.  It was 
exciting to be so close to my old home. 

The first scow went ashore at 9 o’clock. On a beautiful sunny day, with perfect 
visibility it was good to see all the well-remembered places on Coronation and 
Signy Islands. It seemed as though I was last there only yesterday, instead of 
nearly 20 years before. There were twelve men on base. I went ashore, helped to 
unload stores and took a quick look around the base which seemed exceptionally 
well designed and equipped. I took my gear ashore at 4 o’clock, changed and 
went out to the ship again for dinner, when I showed some African slides in the 
wardroom. I went ashore at 11 o’clock and the ship was to sail at 6 o’clock in the 
morning. I had enjoyed the ship life again, but was glad to be ashore, sharing a 
cubicle in the two storey ‘plastic palace’ with Ian Rabarts, a marine biologist.  The 
ground floor held the laboratories and living quarters were above.  

Next day was calm but Föhn wind conditions were brewing on Coronation - 
over the Laws and Sunshine Glaciers. I helped with shifting and opening crates  
for most of the day, but was keen to renew acquaintance with the island, so after 
tea I went across to Three Lakes Valley with Barry and Jerry Light (Limnologist). 
We took the wooden dinghy "Biscoe Kid" to Mirounga Cove where a mooring 
buoy was positioned and then walked over to the Second Lake, where Jerry had 
his Rollalong field cabin. It was a very good set up and he could keep his field 
equipment there and sleep there when necessary. He had a rubber dinghy there 
for use on the lakes, a sledge and tent as well.  

We walked over to the Wallows where I had done so much work in the l940s, 
but there were very few seals at that time of year and a great profusion of the 
green alga, Prasiola.  On the way to Stygian Cove we passed the Dominican gull 
colony, where the chicks were hatching. We continued to the North Lake, still ice-
covered, and up to the next lake, before returning to the dinghy again.  

My strong impression was of a considerable ice recession compared with 20 
years ago - both in the vicinity of the higher lakes and behind Jane Peak, but also 
the Orwell Glacier had retreated. The rock outcrops near the head of Moraine 
Valley looked very much larger and there was a large area of bare ground that 
was not there before. We reached base a little late for dinner, passing my first 
Weddell seal on the way. Much talk ensued until midnight.  

My time at Signy was spent mainly in the field, interspersed with work and 
discussions on the base. One day I accompanied Owen Darling (Biological 
Assistant) and Bob Cook (the cook) in the other dinghy, Desmarestia, on a routine 
water-sampling trip in Normanna Strait, about 11/2 miles north of the base. This 
involved taking two sets of 2 water bottles at 2m and 30 m depth, photometer 
readings down to 30 m with 2 different filters, a ‘Mackereth’ oxygen probe, and 
temperature readings. It was a fine day with Föhn clouds over Coronation and 
brash ice moving into the bay. They did this routine station once a month and 
similar ones closer-in off Billie Rocks and in the Cove below the base. Back at base 
the water samples were filtered and chlorophyll measured by spectrophotometer, 
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to determine abundance, salinity, phosphate and silicate were also determined in 
the laboratory.  

After "smokoe" coffee break, I walked up the back slope to Observation Bluff 
and got my first view of Paal Harbour and Gourlay Peninsula, again looking so 
familiar after all those years, and then around to Shallow Bay. There were many 
marker posts for former experimental vegetation plots and surely most of them 
were no longer required and could be removed? I also came across traces of 
solifluxion experiments, which had involved white lines painted across the slope; 
originally they were straight, but now showed wiggles – as planned - where they 
crossed streamlines of the soil flow. At Shallow Bay the impression I had formed 
of much less permanent ice and snow was confirmed by good views up to Snow 
Hill. Also the snout of the Orwell Glacier was so much further back that it seemed 
possible to walk along its ice front along a narrow beach - an impossibility in the 
past.   

My return path took me via Drying Point, where although five graves could 
still be made out, only two crosses now stood; the others had been knocked over 
by the elephant seals, which were there in fair numbers. After lunch I went out in 
Desmarestia in a very choppy sea with steep-sided waves, with the divers - Ray 
Townley-Malyon (Diving Officer), Peter Hardy and Mike Richardson (marine 
biologists), who used the "green zotter" - a bizarrely named vacuum tube device - 
to collect the bivalve lamellibranch Yoldia, while diving. The zotter was a long 
metal tube connected to a compressed air cylinder and the air flow cleared the 
substrate from around the molluscs - creating a huge cloud of bubbles reaching 
the surface. After tea we resumed talk about the research programmes.  

And so it went on. Next morning I went with Humphrey Smith (a 
protozoologist) to the Gourlay Peninsula, climbing up the Stone Chute in one go. 
It was quite a ‘flog’ - I'd forgotten how steep it was, but it was the best route to 
Moraine Valley and then the "Khyber Pass" as it was now known, following the 
contour. The last bit was over wet snow and heavy going because one sank in 6 
inches or more at every step. Coronation Island was shrouded in the Föhn cloud 
although Devil's Peak and the lower-lying parts were clear. There were many 
stranded bergs to the south and east and I was glad to see the Macleod Glacier 
again. Its cliffs line most of the southern coast of the island and seem to have 
retreated considerably, for there was a beach exposed for most of its front that 
was not there before. The central moraine, leading to Shagnasty Islet - a truly 
descriptive name - also seemed to be larger. Giant petrels were sitting on the 
glacier surface, taking the air.   

We walked over to the Signy Island Reference Site (SIRS), where the terrestrial 
biology experiments are concentrated. It was on a north-facing slope, very 
irregular and broken, but the only suitable stand of mosses was in this area. 
Humphrey took some temperature readings and collected moss cores. Then [we 
walked on to the Gourlay Hut, about 6 ft 6 in square, with two bunks, tied down 
against the gales with wire, making a very useful shelter. Humphrey had some 
standard penguin counts to do and so I walked around the peninsula, starting 
from the west.  

The chinstrap penguins were still sitting on their eggs, but almost all the 
Adélies now had chicks. It was so good to see them again, smell the musty smell 
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and be exposed to their raucous shouting. My impression was that there were 
fewer, but I could have been mistaken. Certainly there are large areas that were 
formerly penguin rookeries judging by the guano deposits, now deserted. But 
that was true in the 1940s. There were some elephant seals hauled out and one 
Weddell, but disappointingly no fur seals. Some sheathbills, many skuas and 
terns were around.  

A fresh breeze came from the east, so we had lunch in the hut - stew and peas 
and coffee. Then Humphrey returned to base while I covered the rest of Gourlay. 
I watched penguins leaving the water, shooting precipitately out onto the rocks. 
Then I noticed a large evil-looking head looking at me from the water a few feet 
away, a large leopard seal. It was curious and hung around for a while, before 
swimming off, showing its back in that characteristic porpoise-like roll that was 
so familiar from the past. I noticed another out in the bay. Penguins were dashing 
about in all directions and jumping out onto the rock wherever they could.  

We moved 300 sacks of coal next morning and afterwards I went with Eric 
Twelves (Base Commander and Marine Biologist) to take up his fish traps. It was 
blowing hard outside the cove and a number of bergy bits had come in – coloured 
in beautiful translucent blues, greens and opaque black streaks of moraine 
material. A squally snowstorm hit us as we raised the traps. That afternoon I 
looked through the Base reports. It would be worthwhile for someone to write an 
account of the first 25 years of the base. That evening there was a party for Eric 
and Peter Hardy's Birthdays and in the course of the evening Peter (a marine 
biologist and deputy BC) showed some slides. The dinner included a course of 
Laternula  and shrimps. We finally got to bed at 3 o’clock.  

13 December, was a Sunday and we rose at 10 o’clock. I went across to 
Waterpipe Beach in the dinghy with Ray and Mike. Pete drove us and in spite of 
the swell, by using an anchor and rope to pay us in, we landed without event. The 
day was bleak, with a cold east wind, as we walked over the curious limestone 
knolls and then up a steep slope to the snowfield which connected Jane Peak and 
Snow Hill. It was crisp and firm, Jane Peak upstanding to our left like a mediaeval 
castle. We then dropped down to Foca Hut on the west coast, where we had a 
lunch of steak and vegetables. This was a useful hut, with three bunks, oil stove 
and kitchen facilities - and a fine view across Norway Bight to the Sandefjord 
Peaks - the Twins. These stood out flat white against a dark sky.  

In the cove there were 29 Weddell seals, 4 of them with numbered tags; 
several hundred pups were now tagged annually and recovery data provided 
information of age-specific changes. We walked on up the coast to Spindrift 
Rocks, passing numbers of nesting giant petrels and the attendant skuas. On to 
North Point, near which lay a grounded floe with 4 crabeater seals. My 
impression of the North Point penguin rookeries was again major reduction in 
size, though gentoo, chinstrap and shag numbers seemed to be as before. There 
were four pairs of macaroni penguins nesting there, which we saw, colourful and 
elegant and named after the ‘dandies’ of the past. About a third of the shags had 
already hatched their young and we also saw two sheathbills' nests with eggs. All 
this was backed by the imposing Laws Glacier - monochromatic that day. We 
returned over Spindrift Col to Mirounga Cove where we were met and taken 
back to base in the dinghy.  
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There followed another dull and windy day - typical Signy weather. I went 
out with Eric to set trammel nets for Chaenichthyids, including ‘ice fish’. We took 
Desmarestia out to the 75 fathom line, where one net was set and then on to 100 
fathoms for the other. A small echo sounder was used to find the right depth. Old 
whaling harpoon heads weighted the net, which had floats on the headline so that 
it was set about 5 ft above the bottom. We were working near a berg on which 
numbers of penguins were roosting and it was very cold. There was a moderate 
swell and Coronation was in cloud.  

After lunch I set out on a seal count of Borge Bay covering the ground as I 
used to do in the old days. The route lay up the Stone Chute to Shallow Bay, then 
across its mouth - possible because it was low tide - and round the coastline to 
Stygian Cove, diverting to take in the Wallows. It was dull, snowing heavily at 
times and cold. I counted a total of 1419, including 10 pups (weaners). Lying in 
their own ordure, the smell was as repulsive as ever! They were tightly bunched 
against the cold and about 99% were males, as expected for the time of year.  This 
did not indicate any change in the male haul out since my early work. On 14 
December l948 I had counted 1214 plus 13 pups in the area, and on the same date 
in l949 the count totaled 763 and 2 pups. Four male and three female Weddells 
were hauled out and I took the numbers of three that were tagged. It was 
interesting that, in contrast to the elephants, they chose to lie out on the snow.  

The skuas were aggressive and I dodged their attacks. I visited the gullery 
near Stygian and did a rapid check; there were 9 empty nests, 1 nest with 2 eggs, 1 
with 1 egg hatching and 2 chicks, and 1 nest with 1 egg. There were many chicks 
on the colony, cryptically coloured, and so difficult to pick out against the lichen-
covered rocks. Then I walked back up Three Lakes Valley and over to Mirounga 
Cove, where Peter was late in coming to pick me up. After dinner I went out with 
Eric and Bob to take in the trammel nets. The catch was 8 Chaenichthyids, 3 
Notothenia, rossii and neglecta. One of the Chaenocephalus aceratus  had live krill in 
its mouth, These icefish really are most unusual, with dead white gills and very 
little other colouring; this is because they have no red blood cells and the blood 
plasma transports oxygen in solution.  

We received a provisional programme for the ships over the radio. All being 
well, that is Bransfield leaving UK as planned on 29 December, Biscoe would do 
work in King Haakon Bay, South Georgia and arrive at Signy about 6-10 January 
for a planned fur seal count. I would move on, spend 18-28 January in Stanley, 
then to Signy, South Georgia, Argentine Islands, attempt Marguerite Bay, 
Adelaide, Stanley reaching Punta Arenas on 27 March. However this was very 
provisional and turned out differently in the end!  A few days later I went off 
with Eric and Mike to take up the fish traps and do three dredge hauls, making an 
interesting collection of animals - fish, amphipods, isopods, tunicates, 
holothurians, starfish, pycnogonids and lots of weed.  Later I watched the divers 
from the shore as they employed the green zotter.  

After supper Jerry, Adrian Gilmour (diesel mechanic), Barry and I went 
skiing. We walked over to the Orwell Glacier and up the steep hard-snow slope to 
the top of the icecap. We crossed a bergschrund and a large crevasse, both filled 
in. Putting on skis we continued to the top of Snow Hill and were rewarded with 
very fine views to east and west. There was no sunshine, but the lighting effects 
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were impressive with misty greys, squalls of snow driving over the sea amongst 
the bergs and a small patch of sunset colours. To the west the Sandefjord Peaks 
contrasted with the leaden grey of the sky and to their west were the Inaccessible 
Islands, stark and jagged in a break in the clouds. An army of icebergs lay to the 
west and south, in extended array. We skied across to Tioga Hill from which we 
had good views over Cummings Cove to Moe Island in the southwest. It all 
looked snow free. We returned to Snow Hill and had a fast run down by Jane 
Peak Col and Marble Valley, Adrian losing a ski on the way, and got back to base 
at 11 pm.  

Next day was a Saturday - scrubout day - which we all tackled and then 
cleaning up around the base. It snowed quite heavily in fierce squalls. The 
Saturday night party was lively and we got to bed at 2 o’clock in the morning. By 
contrast Sunday was fine and sunny, but we all got up late. We left at 3 o’clock to 
go skiing, first up Snow Hill in bright sunshine, before thick grey cloud came 
down. Jerry and I decided to go over to Cummings Cove in the southwest, 
leaving Barry and Adrian to return via Garnet Hill. The snow surface was very 
good, but my legs were aching, partly because my boots didn't fit the skis too well 
and I hadn't much control. The last bit was rough and steep and we left the skis at 
the edge of the ice sheet and approached Cummings over very rocky ground. One 
objective was to find a site for a hut; the best place seemed to be the southwest 
end of the beach and we had a look at it. Then we examined the lakes which had a 
very high density of crustaceans - Pseudoboeckella were particularly abundant on 
the algal felt near the shore. The stream flowing from the northernmost lake 
supported a very dense growth of filamentous algae. There were several tagged 
Weddells and an elephant. Returning, we climbed a rocky buttress to a point well 
up on the icecap before putting on skis, then travelled across the Macleod Glacier, 
avoiding the conspicuous bergschrund. There were some very fine light effects 
amongst the bergs to the west.  

Next day, as the divers were about to go out after lunch Owen saw a leopard 
seal and since Eric wanted one for bait for his fish traps he went out in the boat 
and shot it in the water - it sank. With Owen, Pete and Mike I went out to retrieve 
it from the bottom, Pete and Mike in diving gear. We located it but first the rope 
slipped off and then we had to return to shore because Pete had run out of air. 
The result was that both divers got rather cold. They found the leopard again and 
raised it to the surface using their ‘Fenzy's’ (inflatable life jackets), I put a hook in 
and we towed it ashore. It was a 9 ft 6 in female, with the usual  formidable array 
of teeth, and very beautiful. We spent a few hours measuring and examining it; I 
made some collections and helped Eric to flense it. After another very dull day 
with snowstorms, I went to North Point by boat with Humphrey and Owen, on a 
very dull, cold day of strong winds. I was interested to see the cliffs of Robin Peak 
at close quarters. Once there I helped Humph with his recording while Owen 
collected moss cores. It was too late to count the penguins as planned. The 
colouring of the Adelie and chinstrap rookeries is quite different, the former red, 
the latter whitish - and the different colonies should show up very well in colour 
photos from the air for censuses.  

When not out in the field I was taking opportunity to talk to the biologists and 
others about their work, which seemed to be going well. We listened to BBC 
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Radio "Calling Antarctica" and heard of the latest tribulations of the fated 
motorboat "Jane" . Bunny Fuchs said she would not after all be coming south and 
a replacement would be found. This was a relief to me and I thought again of the 
"Forrest" in Stanley. On Christmas Eve I spent the morning making another 
elephant seal count, in beautiful Three Lakes Valley, with the sun glinting on the 
remaining ice on the lakes.  The total this time was 1629, including 2 weaners. 
almost all males (at the same time in l948 and l949 the numbers had been 1486 
and 1040 respectively). I spoke over the radio with Bob Dale (US National Science 
Foundaton, NSF) at Palmer Station about a proposed visit by the "Hero" when two 
of their biologists would spend a couple of weeks at Signy. This was welcome, 
and linked to a geological survey. A Christmas Eve party began at 9 o’clock and 
went on until 3 o’clock next morning, with various feats (drinking ‘yards of ale’, 
table climbing etc.) and party games - and much photography, or "gripping".  

On Christmas Day we were all up for brunch at noon and listened to the 
Queen's Speech. In the afternoon we held a clay-pigeon shoot with 12-bore and 
empty beer cans thrown by Barry. I came in third, but did better in the double 
shot competition - both barrels! I didn't do so well, in the .45 revolver target 
shooting. Then we showered and changed into suits and ties for Christmas 
Dinner: shrimp cocktail, turkey and trimmings, Christmas pudding, cheese, white 
and red wine, plus crackers and paper hats. Bob wore his chef's outfit: checked 
trousers, white jacket and chef's hat. Afterwards much talk about this and that 
leading to another late night.  

On Boxing Day we were up for breakfast at 10.30 am and then over to Snow 
Hill via Moraine Valley and Garnet Peak. Jerry, Adrian and Pete came with me 
that way and the others went by boat to Mirounga and then up by Jane Peak col. 
We had brunch at the top and did some skiing - a calm day, but no views. At 5.30 
pm we had a race down, Jerry and Adrian having marked the course down to 
Jane Peak Col and the Marble Valley. I came in third after Adrian and Jerry, 
though Adrian was disqualified for knocking down a post and not replacing it. 
Due to the sastrugi it was a very bumpy ride. Everyone was tired that evening but 
we had a good slide show at 10.30 pm and talked until about 2 o’clock.  

Next day I was up at 9 o’clock and set off with Peter and Adrian in the 
Desmarestia for Coronation Island, first to Olivine Point and Reid Island. After an 
uneventful run, about four miles, we landed on a shingle beach just under the 
cliffs. Here there were 50 Weddell seals on the remaining snow banks, including 
17 tagged animals. We recorded the tag numbers and walked over to the other 
side through flocks of birds and saw a skua nest with eggs. We then went along 
the ice front of Sunshine Glacier and so to Shingle Cove, where I had first set foot 
on Coronation Island so many years before. A small field hut stood there now 
where we had set up our depot in a tent and we ate a meal there. The ice cliffs 
across the bay were beautiful pastel blues of various shades of greens, whites and 
greys, and with glistening brash ice investing them. Great caverns led into vast 
crevasses and there were continual groanings, creakings and rumbles as the ice 
moved. There was a number of patches of nesting Adelies near the hut, but a 
large area of unoccupied former rookery. Weddells and elephant seals slumbered 
in abandon. We went on round the coast to Half Moon Bay and recorded some 
more tagged seals and then back to base in deteriorating weather, by 5.30 pm.  
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A very fine day followed with Coronation Island standing clear. I took my 
first steps towards SCUBA diving when I tried on a wet suit and did half an 
hour's snorkeling after smokoe. But the hood of the suit was uncomfortably tight 
(I had to use others cast-offs). Ray and Ian accompanied me and the water was 
fairly clear. I felt very tired afterwards from the unaccustomed exercise, not least 
the struggle to climb in and out of the tight-fitting neoprene suit.  The water 
temperature was -1°C.  I did my weekly clothes wash after lunch in the twin tub. 
Next morning there was an exceptionally low tide and I helped to rebuild the 
stone jetty. Adrian mixed concrete in the mixer and Barry and I carried it to the 
end of the jetty where Jerry applied it. We used the railway and lowered cans of 
cement on ropes. At 3 o’clock I tried another snorkel dive, using Jerry's wet suit 
tunic and hood which was much more comfortable. The wet suits are remarkable 
and I didn't feel at all cold although I was in for half an hour and did several 
dives near Berntsen Point. There were numbers of ctenophores and small 
amphipods to be seen. Next day I made my first aqualung dive - at Berntsen 
Point. Ray and Adrian dived with me and Tony Feenan (Radio Operator) was in 
the boat. We went down to about 18 ft and I had no trouble. It was beautifully 
clear and really enjoyable to swim effortlessly over the rocks, observing the life 
forms - anemones, ascidians, feather worms, starfish, small fish and lovely 
seaweeds. It was clear and sunny with good visibility underwater. A leopard seal 
came to within 30 ft of us and I felt rather vulnerable; I can understand the 
penguins' caution - there were a few on the rocks waiting to go in as we came out. 
Later I had a brief chat with Bob Dale over the radio; he said that NSF had not 
agreed to the proposed biological programme for the "Hero". 

On New Year's Eve I spoke to Ted Clapp, in Stanley, on the radio. He gave me 
the proposed schedules for Biscoe and Bransfield. . If I wanted to do the Peninsula I 
must stay with Biscoe and would get to Montevideo on 2 April; otherwise I could 
join Bransfield at Signy on 23 February and get to Punta Arenas, Chile, on 2 March, 
a month earlier. There were two periods when Biscoe could be available for work 
in the South Orkneys: 10-23 January and 6-l9 February.   

In the afternoon I did another aqualung dive near Knife Point. It was not so 
clear or sunny because it was snowing, but the fauna on the rock face was 
interesting. I felt fairly happy with it and Eric and Mike came in and we did some 
collecting. Later at the New Year's Eve party there was a raffle for presents. I won 
a bottle of Vodka, a miniature woman (!) and a "thing" made from a football and 
diving flippers, mask and gloves, marking my recent efforts. Some of the presents 
were very good: Jerry had made a model of Coronation Island and there were 
framed photographs.  

New Year's Day: I did an elephant seal count after lunch crossing Shallow Bay 
at low tide. There were 1423, about 80% males, and the proportion of females is 
increasing, especially in the Wallows and inland sites are being occupied. 
Compared with earlier years - 5 January l948, 1852; 8 January l949, 1720; 31 
December l949, 1370. I also found a dead 2-year old male elephant seal in 
Mirounga Cove; there was no obvious cause of death, but blood from the nose 
suggested it was probably squashed by a larger animal? 

Next day after morning smokoe we had a discussion on the best use of the 
Biscoe's time, in which all took part. I proposed that the first period be used for a 
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fur seal count, Weddell seal tag check, and terrestrial work. The second period 
would be for marine work. At the end of the first period the ship would go to 
Bird Island; at the end of the second period to Elephant and Livingston Island for 
diving.  I sent a signal to Stanley outlining the proposals. That day Jerry Light 
assumed office as Base Commander.  

Next day several of us left in Desmarestia for Mirounga Cove, two of us then to 
North Point and the others to ring gull chicks at the Stygian colony. While 
Humphrey sampled a moss experimental site, I climbed Robin Peak. It was very 
barren on top, with much bare scree and bare earth, but there were fine views 
over the rest of Signy and of Coronation.  Then back over Spindrift Col to meet 
Humph by Third Lake in the valley and on to join the boat at Mirounga.  Next 
day we were confined to base by snow showers and easterly winds. Two 
magnificent tabular bergs sailed through Normanna Strait from east to west in 
great style.  

A heavy fall of snow overnight produced a white world. It continued to fall in 
50 knot winds all day.  It was not very pleasant outside and indoor work was 
again the rule. I took the opportunity to talk over the radio with Inigo Everson; all 
seemed to be going well. I learned that Biscoe was not to arrive here until about 1 
February and this was confirmed by a signal from her. I had a chat with John 
Cole, but he wasn't able to give me a reason for the change.  Next morning it was 
again snow covered and beautiful, if frigid. I walked up the Stone Chute and over 
to Knife Point to take some photos and then up to Observation Bluff and back. 
There was a message from the Director indicating that I should plan to return 
with him via Punta Arenas on 2 March.  Next morning I learnt the reason for the 
change of plan in discussion with Ted Clapp. The ship "AES", chartered by 
Falkland Islands Company, had 30,000 cu ft of cargo for BAS and only a small 
part could be stored under cover; therefore Biscoe must unload Halley Bay cargo, 
and accept "AES" cargo directly. "AES" would arrive on 13 January and Biscoe 
must wait until Bransfield  arrived in order to embark the new men. However, the 
Biscoe would be at my disposal until she had to go down the Peninsula to the 
relief of Stonington, so we should be able to fit in all the planned science. This 
was good news.  

After lunch I went over to Lake 2 with Jerry, where he had a 14C experiment 
running (4 x 6 hrs and 1 x 24 hrs). We carried out the work from the small rubber 
dinghy under a black polythene sheet and then in the darkened Rollalong cabin. I 
was interested to see his methods at first hand. We had a long talk about his 
work. The best future projects seemed to be: 1) benthic algal felt studies; 2) 
zooplankton production related to primary production - also measure fat, protein 
and carbohydrates. We discussed the plans in detail.  

On 8 January we kitted-up and I went diving again with Pete and Ray, Mike 
acting as boatman. I went in backwards for the first time! They were doing a 
zotter sample and I was particularly interested in seeing the method at first hand. 
As it was a very clear and sunny day the underwater visibility was good and I 
was able to see the whole operation. I was underwater for half an hour and felt 
quite at home, until I looked at my cylinder's air-supply gauge, saw it was on red, 
and surfaced just before the others. In the afternoon I went out with Bob to lift the 
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fish traps and later as boatman to Ray and Barry, who did a snorkel dive, but was 
in some difficulty with his breathing. On return, when I was alone and fixing the 
boat to the mooring, the current carried her under the jetty and I was brushed off. 
Although I managed to hang onto the jetty I got wet to above the waist before I 
clambered out - stupid of me but I was none the worse for it.  

A fine day followed and I had a dive with Ian, Ray and Adrian at Bare Rock - 
to 30 ft for about half an hour. It was fairly clear and I felt much more at home 
with an extra weight on my belt (26 lbs). We dived close to the rock and went 
down to the lower entrance to a cave. The light was varied and there was a 
beautiful, colourful fauna of anemones, gorgonions, brachipods, feather worms, 
sea cucumbers, starfish, sea squirts etc.  I had little trouble with my ears or mask  
and swam through the cave a couple of times. It was beautiful and exciting. Then 
I noticed that my gauge was on the red and had to surface; discovered it was only 
half-full to start with. So back to the jetty where we practiced removing the 
mouthpiece and removing it underwater; then sharing air with Ray - 2 breaths, 
then hand to him, he takes two breaths and hands it back. It was not too difficult, 
considering it was the first time I’d tried it. It was important to be proficient at the 
method in case one got stuck underwater. This was only my fourth aqualung 
dive. Barry did some snorkeling. That night I felt very stiff and sore - partly I 
thought due to the tight wetsuit (not tailor-made!), and partly the strain of 
hauling out into the boat with 60 lbs weight or so strapped onto me.  

I had a close look at the moss, grass and Colobanthus on the bluffs. There was 
very much more grass than there used to be 20 years ago, but very little 
Colobanthus. It seemed to me that there were some young established plants of 
another grass (Poa annua?) escapes from Edwards' experiments. This, if so, 
contravened the Antarctic Treaty.  

Next day was a Sunday, 10 January. Some of us went to Lake 4 which still had 
ice on it in places. Jerry, Adrian, Pete and Mike dived and were amazed at the 
unexpected luxuriant bottom flora including a zone of moss, starting at a depth of 
15 ft and continuing to the bottom. It was filmy and about a foot long. There were 
also sponge-like growths that haven't been identified yet. The water was +5°C 
and the divers stayed in for some two hours. On the way back I noticed a seepage 
through the moraine, which lowers the level in winter, after the inflow ceases. 
There were half a dozen good streams flowing out over a spread of some 30 
yards. Barry joined us; he had lost a net in Lake 2 and Jerry dived for it on the 
way back. It was full of fairy shrimps, Branchinecta, which had evidently used it 
for shelter.  

Next day we went over to Gourlay via Rusty Bluff. I took a number of photos 
of a splendid Föhn effect over Coronation, dropping down from Rusty Bluff by 
way of a snow gulley to join the usual route over Khyber. The snow was deep 
and heavy-going.  In the bay north of Gourlay hut was a male fur seal; he was on 
rocky ground about 150 yards from the sea, a handsome beast, the lighter tips to 
the guard hairs giving him a flecked or mottled appearance. His whiskers were 
long and white. He bounded off into the sea, where I later saw him gambolling in 
the surf. It was hot and sunny and the young Adélies were, many of them, lying 
prone, flat out with flippers and legs spread, gasping in the heat of their "fur 
coats". Some were by now almost completely moulted, but the chinstrap chicks 
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were still quite small. The return up the Khyber Pass was a slog in deep wet 
snow, but even so I took just over an hour to get back to base, only to find that a 
planned dive had been cancelled because the compressor was not yet connected 
up. After dinner we went round to North Point in the Desmarestia with Ian and 
Ray. The bergs in Orwell Sound were lit up by the low sun, golden against the 
pale purple of the Coronation Island corries. As we rounded Berryhead the ice 
cliffs of Sunshine and Laws Glaciers were pale yellow-green - rather like the 
green of a mould - and Wave Peak a superb purple mauve and yellow in the 
setting sun. The sunset was very colourful with a line of low cloud, a band of 
yellow/orange/red and then a band of higher cloud. I took some photos, 
including a series of a pair of skuas silhouetted against the sunset.  

I did an elephant seal count next day, a brilliant day with a cold east wind. On 
Elephant Flats, west of Shallow Bay were two male fur seals.  The male elephant 
numbers had fallen off but there had not been a great increase in the cows, which 
comprised about 60%. The number counted was 1648, which compared with 2629 
on 12 January l948 and 1720 on 8 January l949.  After tea I had a dive with Ian and 
Ray, who were ‘zotting’ at about 25 ft. The water was very murky and I didn't like 
it very much, feeling very disoriented. Afterwards there was a long discussion 
about the potential hazard of leopard seals, reflecting what we had all been 
thinking! 

On 14 January six of us took the Desmarestia around the coast, first to 
Shagnasty Island. The sea was mirror-calm, with ever changing reflection 
patterns and we had penguins porpoising along beside as we went and other 
birds flying overhead. At Pantomime Point a male fur seal was hauled out on a 
rock ledge. Landing at Shagnasty we divided into three ringing parties, later to 
two as we found 2 catchers and 1 ringer was the best system. The shags were in 
two main colonies at north and south ends of the island and we tackled the 
southern one first.  The chicks were getting quite large and had left their nests, 
forming small crêches but seemed to sort out again later. We would return to 
check in about a week's time. We ringed about 250 and then had lunch down by 
the boat - a brew-up of soup, bread, dates, chocolate and coffee. There were also 
many chinstrap penguins on the island - in a colony that appeared to be denser 
than usual. At the north end we ringed another 250 shag chicks, under more 
difficult conditions because it was rocky with steep cliffs. We also saw 4 adults 
with rings.  

While engaged in this we watched as a leopard seal caught a penguin. For 
about five minutes it was threshing its head back and forth, throwing the bloody 
penguin in an arc. We finished the ringing about 3 o’clock. It was still a glorious 
day, though Coronation was progressively blotted out by a dark grey fog bank 
rolling in from the sea and at times even Garnet Hill north of us was obscured. 
We went on around the coast past Confusion Point, Pandemonium Point and 
through Fyr Channel to Mariholm and Moe Island.  There was a lovely quality 
about the light, the sun sparkling on the water and bergs shaded blue with 
diamond highlights, in a diverse mixture of shapes. At Moe Island we went 
round Corral Point into the bay and made a landing on the north shore.  

We intended to climb Snipe Peak. As I was climbing a narrow gulley, Pete 
dislodged a large boulder, which came crashing down, and I had to hang on with 
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one hand and raise my legs to let it go by. Unfortunately the handhold was very 
sharp schist and cut me badly across the base of two fingers, but we fixed it up 
and I continued. I was wearing rubber thigh waders and had some difficulty 
crossing a steep snow slope, which resulted in an involuntary glissade onto rocks 
at the bottom. However, after this bad start we had no problems, going up the 
slope to the summit ridge and Snipe Peak itself. There were very extensive and 
deep moss banks on this side which were steaming in the sunshine. Snow patches 
melting gave rise to copious streams of water. From the top superb views opened 
up with green mosses and black craggy pinnacles in the foreground. The deep-
blue sea was dotted with white icebergs and a superb backdrop of Echo 
Mountain, Wave peak and the Laws Glacier completed the panorama, with lovely 
cloud formations against the bright blue sky. It had taken us about half an hour to 
get to the top and we came out on a tremendous exposure - 736 feet straight down 
to Fyr Channel and fine views of the Gourlay Peninsula to the east and the Gneiss 
Hills. It took us only 5 minutes to get down.  

As we were leaving Moe Island I spotted a leopard seal on the ledge of a 
grounded berg; it must have leapt at least six feet out of the water to get there. We 
continued around Signy Island, up the west coast, with good views of the various 
bays, cloud spilling over the main ridge of Signy from the east, but ourselves still 
in sunshine. Around North Point and on the far side we saw a third leopard seal 
with a penguin, which it was flailing around. The conditions became more 
overcast, Coronation Island evidently still in sunshine, although blanked off 
above 500 ft by the cloud above us. So the days went by.  

A few days later we had a full discussion of the limnology programme and in 
the evening a schedule with the Elephant Island Party (Joint Services Expedition 
JSE). They reported elephant seals tagged as pups, one at Signy in November 
l967, and two from Undine Harbour South Georgia, tagged in November l967; 
very interesting as the latter two had been together when tagged. ]Another day 
we designed, made and tested various current measuring devices, the best a 
surface float - a card in plastic envelope - with a drogue beneath. We went over to 
try them out on Lake Two, but found that the inflatable dinghy had been 
destroyed by elephant seals; it was torn in many places, despite the fact that it 
had been moored offshore. We couldn't quite understand how the seals had 
managed to do this. The salvage operation took some time and then the wind 
dropped and the floats when launched didn't move. It was calmer than I had ever 
seen it, with Robin mirrored in water in which birds flew upside down! It grew 
dark and the half moon came up over the horizon as we took the dinghy back to 
base.  

Another day cracks were discovered in the base hut and the gap between the 
centre modules was widening, probably due to the foundations settling as the 
permafrost melted in that exceptional summer. That day too we went to Stygian 
Cove, in Desmarestia, Jerry and I wearing wet suits..  We dived first in Lake One, 
which we both found very cold - possibly because of the ice that bordered it. 
However the water temperature was 5°C, so perhaps it was just due to an ill-
fitting suit and getting cold during the trip in the boat. We snorkeled around and 
I found it fascinating to watch the freshwater crustaceans underwater. The fairy 
shrimp, Branchinecta gaini, was very large and ghost-like in this lake as was its 
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predator Parabrotea. There were many copepods, Pseudoboeckella present as red 
nauplii. 

Most excitingly, because they hadn't been reported before, there were two 
freshwater mosses and an algal felt using them as a substrate. I also found some 
circular growths - lichen/fungus-like - almost 10 cm across with concentric rings. 
They reminded me of the lichens I found in the forests of Uganda. At one place on 
the bottom was the carcass of a seal. We swam across Lake Two; the water was 
cloudy, with very low visibility, but one could make out crustacea and Jerry 
found one clump of moss with a dense growth of Vorticella..  

Tony made coffee for us at the Rollalong cabin and then we went on to Lake 
Five, swimming up it to the southern end. It was quite warm by comparison with 
the others (10°C) and apparently had a light sandy bottom - actually very fine 
sediment -the surface still in suspension. Over it was a dense Spirogyra - like 
growth of green weed. The light was greenish and the general effect was like 
being in a tropical fish tank - in extraordinary contrast to the harsh world outside. 
Again the crustaceans swam with us.  The boat picked us up at the landing and 
took us home. We had been diving for about three hours.  

There were the Saturday scrub-outs and parties, and we did our weekly 
clothes-washing, made repairs to the hut and some painting took walks and boat 
trips to Gourlay and elsewhere. At Gourlay many Adélie chicks had almost lost 
their down by 23 January. They are blue, rather than black like the adults and 
with white throats, again in contrast to the adults’, which are black. They tend to 
stretch their flippers a lot and in this attitude chase the adults for food, waddling 
along, head down, flippers up. It is most comical, the adult stopping from time to 
time to peck at the importunate young, but without deterring them, and then 
giving up a cropful of food - partly digested. The noise was deafening and the 
stench very strong. There seemed to be a very high chick survival that year with 
few carcasses and remnants, probably related to the good weather and an early 
season. The chinstraps were coming along well too and the chicks were quite 
large.  

Sunday 24 January was a brilliant day and Jerry, Adrian and I took the 
Desmarestia to survey the lakes on the West coast. Conditions in Fyr Channel were 
very calm, with sparkling light on the sea and ice floes, with the superb pastel 
blues of Coronation as a backdrop. Many penguins swam near the boat in the 
clear water. Passing close to Moyes Point we hit a rock in the considerable swell, 
but did no damage. Near the northern end of the three islets in Fyr Channel three 
leopard seals lay on a floe, all dry, fairly brown and weathered-looking. Two 
large pieces of penguin skin lay on the floe looking as if they had been vomited 
up. We landed at Cummings Cove and Jerry anchored the boat and swam ashore 
in his wet suit, while I changed into a wet suit. Then we snorkeled in lake 15, a 
small lake about 12-15 ft deep, moderately clear with crustacea and some benthic 
alga. There were one or two elephant seals. Lake 14 we walked to and found to be 
15 ft deep and very attractive with clear blue water. One could imagine it was in 
the tropics - the play of rippling light on the bottom, reddish encrusting algae on 
the shelf and thick mats of it in the deeper water, together with green weed on the 
rocks. We found three types of moss – and one which I collected appeared to be a 
new one. Swimming and diving in this lake was very enjoyable.  

31



While Jerry did some more diving, Adrian and I took the gear, including 
aqualung cylinders and weight belts to Lake 12.  A moraine dammed it and an ice 
tongue flowed into the east end. It had the typical milky-green hue of a glacier 
lake, colder, deeper (50 ft) and murky. There was little of interest in it though 
Jerry dived to 50 ft on a mud bottom. It was different from any of the others. Back 
to the beach then, wearing plimsols over our wet suit boots - about a mile. There 
we had lunch and a cup of coffee. The black surface of the wet suits was hot to the 
touch, but being a good insulator it was not conducted and we were comfortable 
in the sun. 

The Biscoe Kid now arrived with Tony, Humph and Bob, who had come 
around the north end of the island.  They wandered off as we finished lunch, to 
explore the cave and then left to continue their journey. We went on to Port 
Jebsen to look for the wreck of the Tioga, but as it was by now high tide we didn't 
find it, to my disappointment. So we went on to Thulla Cove where we landed on 
a steep pebble and boulder beach and anchored the boat off.  

We walked up to Lake 10, where there were about 50 elephant seals. Jerry and 
Adrian searched for a metal tube (used to keep open a sampling hole in the ice 
during winter) but without success. The water was extremely murky and visibility 
very low - about 2 ft. I noticed that the Branchinecta had been intensively browsing 
on the benthic algae on the shoreline rocks, leaving meandering grooves covering 
the whole surface with little ridges between them. We climbed a steep slope to 
Lake 9 which was still ice-covered and very beautiful. After trying without 
success to cut a hole in the ice in the centre - it was more than 15 ins thick and we 
had no suitable tool - we entered the water by the peripheral moat. The water was 
crystal clear under the ice and very lovely. Here I did my first and only under-ice 
dive, with an aqualung. There was a very interesting sponge-like growth on the 
rocks, looking like a fig or an onion, red - brown and with a fibrous texture.  Some 
of these structures had a pointed tip, as if shrunken. There were a few 
crustaceans. The under-surface of the ice above, was silvery and very beautiful. It 
was another world and everything crystal-clear. Such a contrast to the other lakes 
and very much colder.  

Time was passing and we didn't have time to visit Lakes 8 and 11, because we 
had said we would be back for dinner; so back to the boat and on around the 
coast. It was still clear and lovely, with fine views of the Sandefjord Twins and 
Brisbane Heights. There were two crabeaters on a floe north of Spindrift Rocks. 
As we rounded Balin Point we saw a darkening of the sea ahead and as the sun 
went down over Spindrift Col a strong breeze hit us. The smooth surface was 
ruffled and we began to notice the cold - but by then we'd been in our wet suits 
for at least seven hours. Another party had been to Gourlay and reported a pale-
coloured fur seal there.  

Next day I left for Gourlay with Barry, Humph and Ray, Humph to do his 
penguin counts, and the rest of us to look for the strange fur seal. We landed in 
the cove below the hut and first walked over to the landing beach west of 
Pantomime Point. Then back to the bay east of Lenton Point, where the seal had 
been last night. Coming upon it we saw a beautiful straw/honey coloured animal 
- a golden seal in fact and a large male. The ears and eye rim looked paler than 
usual and the muzzle was a light grey. The eyes were large and deep brown. 
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Underneath it was stained a dark ‘Van Dyke brown’. It made several mock 
charges at us, growling and showing its teeth, and then moved towards the water 
making subdued whimpering sounds. It stopped about four yards from the sea 
and lay down again, looking quite undisturbed. I took a number of photos. 
Humphrey saw it there later in the day. As we returned to the boat we saw a 
single macaroni penguin. There was a particularly interesting sky that night, with 
high cirro-cumulus clouds looking like aircraft vapour trails. Probably this 
heralded the approach of another depression.  

Returning to base I left again after smokoe on another elephant seal count, 
making my usual tour of the coastline of Borge Bay. The skuas were particularly 
aggressive and persistent and in spite of an ice-axe held high I was painfully 
buffeted about the head. There were several male fur seals about and Humphrey 
later reported 6, including the golden one, on Gourlay. The elephant seal count 
was 1632, about 90% females, comparing with 3532, 86% female, on 26 January 
l948 and 2158 on 20-29 January l949. There seemed to have been a reduction in the 
numbers of females hauled out.  

On 26 January I heard the news of the Uganda coup by Idi Amin over the 
radio; it was very remote from my present circumstances. Two days later I went 
diving again with Ray and Barry between Cam Rock and Mirounga Cove - on 
Mike's sampling site. We anchored the boat and I went down to 35 ft with no 
trouble; I didn't even need to clear the mask.  The bottom was soft and with weed 
patches and a variety of crustacea.  We surfaced and moved to Billie Rocks, where 
we dived to about 38 ft on the south side - down a steep rock face covered in 
seaweeds. to a sandy-mud bottom that sloped away to deeper water. Barry was in 
some difficulty with his Fenzy and Ray left me to help him. I had no trouble and 
was really enjoying it - no trouble with my ears either and I felt very comfortable 
with it. Later I had another dive in the Cove with Ray, collecting cores for Pete. 
The next few days we kept to the base and planned the projected landings and 
marine sampling from Biscoe in detail. I had another dive on 31 January with 
Mike, Owen acting as boatman. We dived just off Mirounga, but it was 
exceptionally murky and after a couple of attempts we gave up. On this dive, 
which proved to be my last, I was wearing Ray's suit, which fitted me better than 
any to date. There were no trickles of icy water from leaking seams at neck and 
crutch! I realized then how comfortable one could be diving with proper 
equipment. However as it was a little large for me, it held some air and I found it 
more difficult to get to the bottom. I had done over seven hours diving on these 
first ventures in the sea and lakes, to a depth of 38 ft.  

Monday 1 February turned out to be a fine clear day, later becoming sunny 
and hot. The Biscoe appeared through Normanna Strait at about 10.30 am and 
anchored off about 11 o’clock. I went out in Desmarestia to talk over plans with 
John Cole, returning to base for lunch and taking my gear out to the ship. The 
mail was welcome, including several letters from Maureen. Unloading was 
finished the following morning and Eric, Ian, Pete, Mike and Bob came aboard for 
a trip and we moved out to a position in the deeper channel in Normanna Strait, 
cut the engines, and did some grab sampling as we drifted. The Baird grab was 
working well in about 130 fms and bringing up samples of the clayey ooze and 
the animals living in it. Ian and Pete were delighted with their finds. The grab 
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was used on a 350 m nylon rope, run over a block attached to the end of a small 
boom run outboard from the forward well-deck. It was triggered on reaching the 
bottom, closed and was hauled in on the drum of the main cargo winch. Our rate 
of drift was about 1/2 knot in a wind of about 10-15 knots. The samples were put 
in polythene basins and washed through two sieves of progressively smaller 
mesh, using a seawater hose. The residues, mainly worms and molluscs were 
bottled. This was quite a historic moment - the first offshore shipboard work 
conducted by BAS - and the precursor of the later pelagic achievements of our 
Offshore Biological Programme (OBP). OBP led to the International programme 
on Biological Investigations of Marine Antarctic Systems and Stocks, (BIOMASS). 
We called this precursor the South Orkneys Benthic Survey (SOBS).  

As we drifted, with occasional kicks from the propeller, we put the 12 ft beam 
trawl overboard for the first time in about 140 fms, having attached a nylon bridle 
to it. It was on the bottom for about 1/2 hr but when hauled in proved to be 
almost empty, because the net had become tangled. There were a few fish. The 
trawl was on a 230 fm rope, passed through a block on the starboard derrick 
boom. It was paid out and brought in on the main winch. Having finished we 
returned to anchor off Signy. Next day we sailed for Orwell Bight to do grab and 
trawl sampling. Our first effort was a trawl in about 85 fms on a bank about 71/2 
miles west of Skilling Island (named after Charlie Skilling, my companion in 
1949-50). We started at 9.30 am, having first shortened the bridle ropes, fixed a 
revolving shackle so that the rope could twist without affecting the trawl, and 
adding weight - a harpoon head - to the cod end. This time we just let the Biscoe 
drift and this was adequate for bottom trawling. The line streamed out well, was 
down for half an hour and brought up an interesting and varied catch: fish, 
worms and molluscs all well represented, but surpassed by the sponges which 
were a bulky, not to say bloody, nuisance. (I was reminded of the "duff" I 
encountered off Greenland in l952). We did a second trawl in the same area, with 
moderate success and then moved south to a position about 8 miles south south 
west of South Cape in about 150 fms; this was only moderately successful. We 
tried another grab, but it was really much too deep for it to work well. During 
these operations wandering and a black-browed albatross flew around the ship; 
how strange that we never saw them from shore.  Then we returned to Signy to 
anchor and sort the catches. There was a film in the wardroom - "Cat Ballou, with 
Joan Fonda, rather a contrast to our life! 

On 4 February we moved further afield, east towards Lewthwaite Strait for 
sampling. We tried grab sampling in about 120 fms, east of Steepholme in the 
deep hole that is marked at that spot on the chart. Unfortunately the nature of the 
bottom meant that small rocks wedged the grab open and allowed the finer 
contents to wash out. We then did a trawl in 80 fms, drifting in the same area. It 
was blowing hard, but fortunately we were partly sheltered by the Robertson 
Islands. We then moved up into Lewthwaite Strait and took three grab samples 
just east of the islet in Petter Bay - again not much luck. Continuing our search for 
a muddy substrate we took two samples off Rayner Point in about 120 fms in a 
deep trench shown on the Admiralty Chart. This was offshore from the Roald 
Glacier and there were stones on the bottom, which again caused the grab to jam 
partly open. We had other disappointing results.  
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Then, in good conditions about 5 miles north north west of Cape Bennet, we 
did a 2-hour trawl, taking grab samples at the same time as we drifted. These 
proved very successful in depths of 70-112 fms and we obtained ten. But then the 
trawl when being hauled in came undone at the cod-end and almost the entire 
catch was lost. The few small animals left looked so interesting that we did 
another trawl, drifting over the same line, but for only 40 min. This yielded a very 
large catch which we had aboard by 6.30 pm; it took 4 hours to sort. It contained a 
good sample of fishes of a number of species: pearly clusters of brachiopods, 
urchins, starfish, brittle stars, holothurians, two species of small octopus, lovely 
cup corals (red and creamy yellow), amphipods, worms, a fascinating jar-like 
spiky sponge (a volcano sponge), the many-armed sun starfishes, polyzoa, 
hydroids, anemones, polynoid worms, nemertines, several gatropod molluscs, 
lamellibranchs, other sponges and more. The fish were interesting and of different 
species to those taken in the trawls south of Coronation Island - in particular no 
Prionodraco (Bathydraconidae). After the sorting was complete we had a game of 
liar dice in the wardroom, a game for which I proved to have an unsuspected 
talent! (The losers paid for the drinks). Some silver-grey fulmars appeared that 
day. We drifted overnight.  

On 5 February we moved to the west and shot the trawl in 60 fms about 21/2 
miles north of Conception Point. At the same time we took five grab stations 
before and another five after the trawl was in. The trawl gave a good haul of fish, 
large numbers of echinoderms (starfish and spatangoids), as well as other forms. 
The grabs brought up good samples of mud fauna. Altogether very profitable we 
felt. We decided not to do another run there, but in view of a freshening wind and 
sea, to go north about round to Signy and trawl in Normanna Strait. There was a 
30 kt wind and heavy sea and Coronation Island was shrouded in heavy cloud, 
but we could see that the coastline was mostly of ice cliffs, with steep shores and 
few possible landing places. At the western end the Larsen Islands were quite 
spectacular rocky pinnacles and as we rounded them we could see the 
Inaccessible Islands in the gloom to the west. There were large numbers of silver-
grey fulmars and porpoising penguins around the ship. It was quite lively 
rounding the western end of the group, but running with the sea was much easier 
and when we entered Normanna Strait it was quite flat in the lee of Signy. We 
saw the US research ship Hero, grey on a near horizon as we rounded North 
Point. She was just entering Borge Bay and anchored shortly afterwards. So we 
put out the trawl in 120 fms and at first all went well, as we took grab samples at 
the same time. Then suddenly the bottom rose to 40 fms and the trawl snagged. 
By skillful ship handling the Captain brought the ship around and we were able 
to get the line in, but found the net was ripped. We anchored in Borge Bay and I 
spoke to the base, giving them our news and that we'd call in to collect Mike's 
spectacles, some more jars etc. Later on the Goon show I spoke to Inigo at South 
Georgia, who had been anxious to talk about the Jane replacement, and an extra 
marine biologist post for South Georgia, John Mauchline's book etc. I also spoke 
to Jerry at Signy who had information about the Hero's programme.  They are 
undertaking a geological project on the history of the Scotia Arc and were 
interested in the discontinuity between the quartz mica-schist rocks on Signy and 
Coronation and the greywacke's on Laurie Island. They planned to camp on 
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Signy and work on the island before going on to Laurie Island. They offered the 
use of the Hero to us, but of course we were doing our own thing.  

Next morning Eric went ashore to mend the trawl and we left. I had a close 
look at the Hero as we left (little thinking that in l977 I was to spend a month on 
her off the Peninsula). She looked a useful though small vessel. We went 
westward through Normanna in rather unpleasant weather to the deep waters 
west of Signy. In about 100 fms we did some grabbing as we drifted westwards, 
getting a good series in. We continued this work around Signy and moved to the 
east into deeper water. We picked up Eric next morning and set off for the 
Inaccessible Islands, as the weather looked promising; at full speed we arrived 
there about noon. We spent some time looking for a suitable bottom for trawling 
and grabbing, but it was very jagged, with underwater peaks - every bit as 
impressive on the echo-sounder chart as the conical Inaccessible Islands above the 
surface. At 12.30 pm we began a line of grab stations out from the islands. We 
also did two trawls, losing the first catch as it was being hauled aboard. We 
continued in this way for the rest of the light and drifted overnight.  

A beautiful day followed - flat calm with blue and white icebergs all around 
us. We went to the bank south west of Signy and then north east to Normanna 
again, doing grabs and trawls which were all successful, yielding good catches. 
Biscoe towed the trawl at about 2 knots on one engine. During the day penguins 
were with us in surprising numbers, floating high in the water, dipping their 
heads in the water like ducks - presumably feeding on krill in the surface layer. 
There were also plenty of giant petrels, Wilson's petrels and cape pigeons. We 
anchored again for the night in Borge Bay and watched a film "The Comedians", 
about Haiti, Pap Doc and the Tonton Macoute which was good, but so distant 
from our lives.  

On Tuesday 9 February the launch went ashore at 8.50 am, taking Pete and 
Mike ashore and bringing back Jerry, Humph, Owen and Mac (McManmon). It 
was a superb morning and oily calm, with Coronation clear behind us. From 
Normanna Strait and then towards us out of the sun came the yacht Awahnee, 
Honolulu. She looked very beautiful, compared with our rugged workboats, even 
with sails furled and under engine power. She was built of chicken wire and 
concrete, but one wouldn't have guessed it. There were five on board, including 
two women and they had come from New Zealand, rather a turbulent passage in 
these seas. They went in to Factory Cove and anchored off the base. We weighed 
anchor and left through Normanna Strait for Mansfield Point. It was very clear 
and crisp with brash ice and pancakes, formed of consolidated brash. Everything 
was perfect, the beauty enhanced by deep blue shadows and blue sea. Owing to 
the brash we didn't put the gemini into the water, but went ashore in the launch, 
under Andy Binder's control, landing on the point after a bumpy journey through 
the brash. Humph and Mac went inland to collect mosses and soil, Owen and I 
along the shore to count the seals.  

We walked along the shore, counting 8 Weddells (2 tagged) and 4 elephants; 
re-embarked, landed further on to examine four Weddells (1 tagged).  Then along 
the shore by boat again to Cleft point, counting 7 Weddell en route. We then 
returned to Biscoe out in Normanna Strait, where she had been "grabbing" - a 
good series of six in 92 fms. After lunch aboard the launch took the others ashore 
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to Meier Point for their various tasks, including Ian and Eric to count seals.  Six of 
us left later in the Geminis (for safety the practice was always to have two in 
company, communicating by walkie-talkie radios between themselves and with 
the ship).  We sped to the largest Gosling Island, where we left Mac and Bob, the 
former to botanize, the latter to count seals. Then off to the smaller Gosling 
Islands to count seals. (There are a score of them – rounded and glacier smoothed 
inshore and frost shattered further out). The general physiography of this area 
was unlike anything on Signy, reflecting the different rock formations. The round, 
smooth rocks, with shallow pools and inlets between them were beautiful. They 
are obviously preferred by the seals as a haul out place, for there were 541 
elephant seals, 60 Weddells, 5 leopard and 109 fur seals on these small islands.  

We landed at a number of places from the gemini, Peter leaping ashore on the 
rocks with the painter and the rest of us following. With some of the Weddells we 
had difficulty in reading the tags, because they got into pools and escaped into 
the sea. On the larger islands Owen and I split up to count one side or the other. 
Most of them held quite large chinstrap penguin colonies. On one of the islands I 
saw my first fur seal pup - a small waif, about 24-30 inches long, with black fur 
and an old-looking greyish face. It was very active, hopping along and quite 
aggressive, with a querulous bark. The geminis came back with Bob and Mac and 
we went to see a small harem of 1 male, 8 cows and 15 pup fur seals on the largest 
Gosling Island. Another 38 males were hauled out nearby. The pups were still 
suckling and looked quite large in relation to their mothers, which in turn looked 
very small compared to the bull. We then went to pick up Jerry on Meier Point to 
transfer him to the large Gosling Island, which had two lakes at its centre.  He 
was in a wet suit and had had an interesting time on Cape Meier, where he had 
found moss in a lake. A quick run ashore at a point about 2 miles north east 
showed 155 elephant seals. There were breeding gentoo penguins, with downy 
young and about 150 shags, many with fledged young. First returning to pick up 
Jerry we all returned to the ship after a very worthwhile day. 

Another fine day followed and we set off in the geminis for the points east of 
Cheal Point. At two of them we found elephant seals - either on shingle beaches 
fronting a glacier, but inshore of rock islets, therefore sheltered, or on rocky 
ledges. There were chinstrap penguins on every rock outcrop. Andy drove us fast 
along the coast, ice cliffs first, then very broken angular boulders around Cheal 
Point and Return Point. Here again thousands of penguins had gained a foothold 
on land, in some places very precarious (overlooking steep overhangs or high 
cliffs). Humph and Mac landed on the south shore of Return Point and we 
continued, seeing very few seals and then returned to pick up the others and then 
out to the Biscoe offshore. The Sandefjord Peaks were very near and yet remote, 
their fantastic bosses of highland ice, formed from rime, very prominent.  

Biscoe now moved up into Sandefjord Bay and anchored. Owen Andy and I 
went off again along the coast from Moreton Point northwards. There were very 
few suitable beaches - most of this coastline is moraine or ice-cliff - but on one 
shingle beach behind a rocky islet we saw 46 fur seals and some elephants. There 
was a very good example of "fossil ice", overlain by moraine. At the northern end 
of this stretch was a beautiful promontory of smooth, glacier-worn rocks under a 
towering blue ice cliff. The rocks were rounded with pools in the hollows and 
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waves washing over the lower areas. Behind was a small beach. On the rocks lay 
5 leopards, which allowed a close approach; they were moulting, but still very 
handsome. The view across this little cove with the sun glinting on the waves was 
idyllic. The whole of this coast apart from the ice front is a gigantic chinstrap 
penguin rookery, numbering it seemed millions of birds and their nests stretched 
quite far up the slopes. Back to the ship around Spine Island, which slopes down 
from west to east with impressive cliffs on the higher side, noting some fur seals 
on Monroe Island.  

After lunch Andy Ian and I left in the Geminis to cover the rest of the coastline 
- the Larsen Islands and Monroe Island. First we followed the coast around the 
north side of Monroe Island - under towering cliffs with thousands of nesting 
silver-grey fulmars (Antarctic petrels). The swell on this side was very large and it 
was quite an experience to be on it in our small craft, as we sank into the deep 
troughs. There was virtually nowhere for seals to haul out on this coast, or the 
Larsen Islands, but travelling up the north side of the latter we found occasional 
sheltered clefts where Weddells had hauled out and in one place 5 fur seals. 
Occasionally we leapt ashore on these rock ledges, judging the swell carefully. We 
also saw a great many leopards - on floes or in the water - including several that 
were feeding on penguins. One leopard, which had been feeding on one carcass 
left as we arrived; the penguin was skinned and the meat had been partly eaten. 
The seals here though were almost entirely Weddells.  

At the west end of Monroe Island we saw a few groups of fur seals, all 
moulting males. Their shed hairs surrounded their resting places in quite deep 
drifts and there was a cloying musky smell about - a penetrating sweet smell. 
They made gentle, polite and hesitant, whimpering sounds when we were near. 
However, these males can be quite aggressive - but the extent to which they 
pressed home a charge was quite variable. Finally, on the promontory which 
forms the north east end of the island we found 126 fur seals, including 5 females 
with pups sucking - in one harem with a dominant male. This was the highlight 
of my day. They were on a raised rocky moraine-covered plateau or shelf, some 
of them at least 300 ft above sea level. The geminis meanwhile had been cruising 
below and came in to pick us up and take us back to the Biscoe.. I was feeling 
tired, but after a shower wrote up the seal count in the evening. The result so far 
was: 389 fur seals including 21 sucking pups, 1,207 elephants, 248 Weddells and 
31 leopards. In two days we had seen nearly as many as the Americans counted 
[ref.] in a longer period, covering a wider area, from helicopters. The overall 
impression that day had been of a sea bursting with life: penguins erupting from 
the water around us as we motored along, birds filling the air and masses of seals, 
including leopards feeding and the mysterious sweet-smelling fur seals. Truly 
one of the best days in my life. I made a phone call to Cambridge and spoke to 
Maureen and Richard. It was wonderful to hear their voices and know that all 
was well. What a contrast to the tumultuous and rough experiences of the day.  

Next day, a ripple of sunlight through the curtains woke me and I opened 
them to see, outside, a beautiful world, with calm sea and the ice covered 
Coronation peaks crisp and clear. The anchor was raised at 7.30 am and we 
headed eastwards to the Robertson Islands. There the geminis were lowered at 
8.45 am and a party of six of us, with Andy set off. First to Atriceps Island, where 
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we confirmed the presence and location of the shag colony that I had discovered 
in the winter journey, l949. Now there were perhaps 500 noisy breeding birds on 
the east side of the island - then we saw a few solitaries sitting on ice-covered 
ledges. We surveyed the eastern shores of the other islands, finding a group of 8 
fur seals on the one next to Matthews Island. These islands were very attractive: 
the conglomerate rock of which they are formed weathers into unusual blocky 
but rounded shapes. There were banks of moss peat, some quite deep (say 4 ft), 
and large chinstrap penguin colonies on most of them. There were many Weddell 
seals and we enlarged our list of tagged animals.  

We landed the "terrestrials" on the north east promontory of Matthews Island 
and then Andy took Owen and me across the strait to Whale Skerries. There are 
six main islands and we landed on them all. The current in the strait was very 
strong and there were rough tide-rips and cross currents. The water among them 
was beautifully clear, with rounded stones and graceful seaweeds on the bottom. 
They are composed of the greywacke rock which is characteristic of the eastern 
part of the South Orkney Islands, in contrast to the Robertson Islands. We made 
six landings and found large numbers of fur seals and 3 skeletons. Altogether we 
counted 376 fur seals on the skerries, and noted that in some cases their faeces 
contained penguin feathers. On February 6, l965, only 16 were sighted here - on 
the largest island. But this may reflect the inadequacy of the earlier counting 
method. ]To the east were the ice cliffs and peaks of Powell Island and to the west 
the peaks of Coronation Island, including the Turret - a weird and massive square 
block of rock. It was an exhilarating morning, enjoyed to the full, but at last we 
had to leave.  

Meanwhile the Biscoe had been trawling in the Lewthwaite Strait and had 
made a good catch, including many pycnogonids and Glyptonotus, as well as 5 
species of fish, three of them in good numbers and one new to Eric. Biscoe was 
still in the strait and we returned for lunch, then ashore again by geminis around 
Christofferson Island to land on the east side, later Jerry was landed on the west 
side and walked across. Next we were ferried to the isthmus connecting Powell 
and Michelsen Islands. We then split into three parties - Owen to count southern 
Powell Island, myself to Michaelson north and west coasts and Jerry to 
Michaelson east coast.  

It was exciting. I found five fur seal harems just south of the isthmus, each 
with a bull, some interested bachelors, females and pups. Some of the pups were 
still black, others a beautiful grey. The total count was 1024 (compared with 559 
counted in this area on 6 February l965). Of these Owen counted 618 on southern 
Powell Island, including 2 golden seals; the rest were on Michelsen. There was a 
number of shingle beaches of varying extent, as well as pebble-covered areas 
behind the beaches and inland; these seemed to be preferred by the fur seals. 
Scenically this was a strikingly beautiful area with conglomerate rock knolls and 
shingle beaches in between. Snow and ice covered mountains rose to the north 
and west and the long jagged brown crest of Fredriksen Island to the east. We 
were picked up at 5.15 pm. Meanwhile Ian did some successful grabbing in the 
deep hole south of the Lewthwaite Strait. We moved anchor to east of Fredriksen 
Island. Altogether it had been a very exciting and successful day. Tired, wet and 
stiff I had a shower, dinner, then a film show "The Assassination Company Ltd.". 
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I then wrote up the day's results. So far we had counted 1750 fur seals in three 
days. The Americans with their helicopter only counted about 400 at a similar 
time of year. Definitely the highest count yet in the South Orkneys and it wasn't 
finished yet.  

12 February was a foul day with very low visibility and driving snow. There 
was a 5 knot current running through the strait and a small grounded berg near 
us was creating quite a lot of turbulence. Andy, Owen and I set off to count seals 
round Fredriksen Island. It was rough and cold, with a layer of snow on the 
ground and creating surface slush in the sea in places. Fredriksen is long and 
narrow, with a high central rock ridge and many chinstrap penguins spreading 
up its flanks. There were no haul out places for seals except four beaches, narrow 
and very steeply shelving, but one wider one held 14 fur seals. Owing to the 
waves and shoaling conditions we couldn't make a close examination of it. Soback 
to the ship, up anchor and on to Graptolite Island, where we expected to be able 
to make a seal count after lunch. However, fog rolled down on us and we had to 
give up this plan. So we did a trawl in 95 fms southeast of Cape Whitson, which 
produced a good haul. As that part of the coast was clear we did a seal count 
westwards from the cape. The coast was very rocky and steep, with very few 
suitable haulout places and high-cliffed glacier fronts between the rocky 
headlands.  Most of the glaciers had shingle beaches exposed at their foot and I 
noticed that the rock buttresses enclosing the glaciers had a band of yellower rock 
next to the glacier surfaces - perhaps 30 ft high - presumably indicating glacier 
recession, since the weathered and lichen-colonized rock surfaces are grey. We 
saw very few fur seals and not even many penguins; there was a number of small 
colonies, small only in comparison with those of Fredriksen or Sandefjord Bay. 
We returned to the ship, first travelling around Ailsa Craig. (These names reflect 
the activities of the Scottish National Antarctic Expedition, l904-07 led by W S 
Bruce.)  

As the fog was clearing we decided to complete counting that part of the coast 
and so continued, first landing at Point Davis. Then we drove across Scotia Bay, 
having a close look at the Argentine station - Orcadas - and the Omond House, 
which still stood. This was the winter quarters for the Scottish expedition. We also 
passed the Hero, anchored there.  On a number of sand/pebble beaches on the 
Burn Murdoch Peninsula, we saw the first reasonable seal numbers of the day, 
including furries. There was a series of ice cliffs, moraines and rocky headlands, 
the latter usually covered with chinstrap penguin colonies.  Near Point Martin 
were many small rocky islets and the water was shallow. Altogether we counted 
256 seals that afternoon, including 50 fur seals. Back tothe ship at 6 o’clock in very 
high winds. She was anchored in the middle of Scotia Bay and furious williwaws 
kept rushing upon us. Wet, cold, tired and rather stiff, it was good to climb 
aboard up the rope ladder.  

Next morning we headed eastwards again along the south coast of Laurie 
Island. It was a lovely clear morning with a stiff breeze. Several black-browed and 
sooty albatrosses accompanied us and there were bands of porpoising penguins, 
clearly to be seen from the bridge swimming underwater.  Shags and cape 
pigeons were also about. The coast was all clear, but unfortunately, when we 
came to Graptolite Island the swell and sea state were too bad to permit working 
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the geminis; so we went on around Cape Dundas to the rest of Laurie Island. For 
the most part it was bounded by cliffs, but there may be access points or beaches 
for seals. There were certainly vast numbers of penguins in several very large 
pink colonies.  

So we made a large turn eastwards to avoid shoal water off the east coast, and 
looking at the coast to Fraser Point through binoculars it appeared to be an 
unlikely area for fur seals, except at the Cape Dundas isthmus.  We launched the 
Geminis off Cape Valavielle to count seals in Marr Bay, where 15 fur seals were 
found. We also landed the trerrestrial biologists for an hour or so.  We also got a 
good haul of Weddells. It was sunny, but very windy and we were drenched in 
the spray. Then the Geminis were launched, to complete the count, landing at 
Cape Geddes, where there were 145 male fur seals, but no indication of breeding. 
The old FIDS hut was still standing in good condition and the fur seals were on a 
piece of flattish ground north east of it, and on two small sheltered beaches. Owen 
and I carried on the count along the shores of MacDougall Bay, counting another 
21 fur seal. Returning to Cape Geddes to pick up the others we landed on a small 
floe which held 10 Weddells, but was so slippery that we had to give up after 
examining only 2 of them for tags. We also saw 5 leopards on a small berg. It 
seemed clear that the penguin feathers one sees are not all vomited, but pass 
through in the faeces. While we had been counting in Brown's Bay the Biscoe had 
been making a trawl haul and we anchored in MacDougall Bay for the night.  

Next day was another good one as we left for Saddle Island, a precipitous pair 
of islands, separated by a very narrow channel. The two peaks are symmetrical 
and sharply conical, rising to 1400 ft. Before lunch we did a trawl, north of the 
islands and then moved around their western end, examining the coast carefully, 
to anchor south of them. We landed Jerry, Humph and Mac and then did a seal 
count of the south coast, finding only 12 fur seals - bringing the total so far to l995 
- and 26 Weddells, before anchoring for the night. The ship went south to Route 
Point where Andy, Owen and I examined the coast from the gemini, finding very 
few seals and very few suitable sites. Before lunch, after a short trawl south of 
Washington Strait, we moved towards Cape Dundas and landed a shore party to 
the northwest of it, Biscoe went off to do a trawl. Then at 4,30 pm Andy, Owen 
and I went in by gemini to do a seal count along the southwest coast, first around 
Graptolite Island, seeing only 1 fur seal, then along the mainland, where there 
was a number of beaches holding elephant seals and on one 18 fur seals. We 
picked up the shore party and continued the count, finding to our surprise 61 
Weddells on one small beach - a remarkable concentration, many of them tagged. 
There were a few more on off-lying rocks, making a hundred on a very short 
stretch of coast.  

We spent the night drifting south of Laurie Island and by 9 o’clock were off 
Rayner Point in poor visibility and driving snow. We went in by gemini but saw 
only one Weddell; the coast here was not suitable for seals. Then south around 
the Robertson Islands and in to Saunders' Point. The visibility was very poor, 
owing to Föhn cloud and drift snow, but it cleared and so we lowered the boats 
and the three of us set off to count from Saunders Point to Sunshine Glacier, south 
coast of Coronation Island. Inshore the Föhn wind was blowing very strongly off 
the glaciers and it was bitterly cold. We got quite wet with spray as usual. There 
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were very few suitable haul-out areas until the beach north of Olivine Point, 
where 24 Weddells were hauled out. We landed Jerry, Humph and Mac there for 
their collecting. Meanwhile Biscoe caught us up and we rejoined her off Olivine; 
then across to Signy to anchor in Borge Bay.  I stayed aboard for dinner and went 
ashore at 8 o’clock. We threw a party on base for the ship and they all left at about 
11.30 pm, the launch disappearing into the blackness, with a motley ribald 
singing crew.  It had been an enjoyable experience making our surveys. 

I spent time next day analyzing some of the results  from the seal work and 
had more talks with Barry, Eric and others. In the afternoon I went across to 
Mooring Point for an elephant seal count; as Shallow Bay was covered, I went 
over the Orwell Glacier, finding the snow slope was now ice, so that I had to cut 
some steps. There were 1005 elephants hauled out in the count area, about 50% 
females and the rest small and large males, some of them very big bulls. In the 
evening a long discussion of the Limnology programme with Barry and Jerry 
lasted until 12.30 am.  

Two days later the Bransfield  arrived about 5 o’clock and I went aboard half 
an hour later for dinner, returning ashore at 10.30 pm. There was some mail and I 
had a pleasant evening catching up on other events. Next day Bunny Fuchs and 
Derek Gipps came ashore and were shown round the base. Then we discussed 
various problems and went onboard for lunch; I moved my gear to the ship and 
went ashore again in the afternoon for more discussions. I also arranged a gemini 
count of seals from Shingle Cove to Lynch Island. Now a signal came in from the 
Biscoe: "19.2.71. Seal count Cape Shireff, fur 201 adults, 27 pups, elephants 335, 
Weddells 22, none tagged. Dive off Elephant Island indicates no mud substrate. 
Solid rock with heavy weed. Dive off Shireff more successful."  Next day was a 
Sunday, a wild blustery, wet day with quite a sea running. I had a look around 
the new ship and a chat with Chris Elliot about the geminis and outboards. Then I 
went ashore in the launch and spent a pleasant hour on base over coffee - my last 
time there before returning aboard for lunch. It was quite a rough trip and I had 
to leap for the rope ladder, getting squeezed between launch and the ship's side 
in the process. It was painful. The Bransfield was much larger than Biscoe and the 
climb higher.  
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Chapter 3 
 

Reorganising BAS Biology: 1969-73 

                                
 

Field operations expanded. The Air Unit was enlarged, first by a De Havilland 
Turbo Beaver purchased in 1969 and during 1972 replaced by a second series Twin 
Otter. In February 1973, the two aircraft flew across to Halley from Adelaide for the 
first time extending the range of field operations. A party of surveyors was flown 
from Halley to work in the Shackleton Range, but ground travel by field parties was 
still by dog team; at the time of Fuchs’ retirement in 1973 there were 160 dogs! This 
was costly and inefficient, and restricted the earth sciences field programmes, but the 
necessary shift to mechanical transport and summer-only field work did not occur 
until the mid 1970s.  

 
 Sir Vivian was President of the International Glaciological Society (1963-66) and 

of the British Association for the Advancement of Science (B Ass) in 1972. He worked 
closely with the Treasurer, Sir Eric Mensforth, in retrieving a shaky financial 
situation. His Presidential Address: “Exploration – purpose and personality” was 
given at the annual meeting in September.  
 
Relations with the NERC, 1967-73  

BAS joined NERC in 1967 and right at the beginning NERC set up a review 
committee to advice on BAS, without consulting Fuchs and without letting him see a 
copy of its report. He objected strongly and demanded to see the report, then picked 
its errors and misunderstandings apart in detail. A supportive NERC Antarctic 
Committee, chaired by Rear-Admiral R L G Irving (formerly Hydrographer to the 
Navy), replaced the Royal Society’s British National Committee on Antarctic 
Research as the scientific advisory body to BAS. NERC appear to have left him alone 
for a while. 

Then, in 1970, NERC appointed separate advisory committees for each institute. 
As part of the same reorganisation a system of Preparatory Groups advising NERC 
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on specific research areas was set up and BAS came under Preparatory Group D 
(Antarctic Research), which was disbanded in 1972 – BAS Science was too diverse for 
it to handle.  Instead BAS reported to five disciplinary PGs: Earth Sciences, 
Terrestrial Life Sciences, Oceans Physical, Oceans Biological, Inland Waters; their 
names and remits changed from time to time (Smith & Rae, 1987).  

However, 26 years later, Bunny reminisced: “At the beginning NERC was just 
forming and didn’t know anything about the Antarctic – so they really left it to me to 
direct matters. They never interfered with me.” Charles Swithinbank asked him: 
“Was it a wrench to retire in 1973 or were you just glad to escape the inane 
questioning of NERC Committees?” Fuchs replied: “No, because the NERC 
Committees did what I told them!”(91) [or Scott Polar Research Institute 1998 ref.] 

In its early formative years NERC had plenty of other problems on its hands, 
having taken over responsibility for a number of other institutes. I have always felt 
that they didn’t wish to tangle with Fuchs in view of his eminence, but also because 
BAS was exceptional in the diversity of its activities, scientific, logistical and political, 
combining within one organisation a unique spread of expertise – and unique 
problems. So for him the six years 1967-73 were relatively free from NERC 
interference; that has not been the experience of his successors – but that is another 
story.  
 
BAS developments during 1969 to 1973  

There were significant developments during the time I was with Life Sciences. I 
made my first Antarctic trip since 1950-51 in 1970-71, noticing the many 
improvements in life and work over the intervening twenty years. A new ship, RRS 
Bransfield, was launched at Leith on 4 Sept 1970 by Lady Fuchs, as the promised 
replacement for both RRS Shackleton and ships previously chartered annually for the 
Antarctic summer. She made her first Antarctic voyage in the 1970-71 season when I 
spent some time on her.  

During 1972 the Beaver aircraft was replaced by a second series Twin Otter and 
in February 1973, the two aircraft flew across to Halley from Adelaide for the first 
time. Field work from Halley included a joint US-British project on ground control 
for existing American air photography. A party of British surveyors was flown from 
Halley to work in the Shackleton Range. But ground travel by field parties was still 
by dog team – at the time of Fuchs’ retirement there were 160 dogs! This was costly 
and inefficient, and restricted the earth sciences field programmes, but the necessary 
shift to mechanical transport and summer-only field work did not occur until the 
mid 1970s.  

There were 6 main stations plus Fossil Bluff when Sir Vivian retired in 1973. 
Heavy snow accumulation had crushed the original buildings at Halley Bay and it 
was replaced in 1967, but for the third time was again buried and crushed under [9 m 
of] snow and ice. The best solution was to build monolithically – constructing normal 
buildings inside cylinders of ARMCO steel culverting, 6 m in diameter. A building 
team was recruited and, augmented by Royal Marines, the total manpower available 
at Halley Bay was about 50.  Supervised by BAS, progress was rapid, and it was 
ready for occupation in the 1973-74 summer. 

During Fuchs 14 years as Director the Survey underwent a transformation. With 
skill and vision he had guided BAS from its political origins and emphasis on 
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geographical exploration to become a front-rank Antarctic research organisation. By 
the time of his retirement the Survey was one of the larger bodies in the NERC; its 
organisation, its efficiency and its cost-effectiveness in an expensive field of 
endeavour, were the envy of most other countries engaged in such work. In 1958 
there were 26 field staff in FIDS and the budget was c. £250,000, (equivalent to about 
£3.4 million at current prices, including the ships’ running costs. When he returned 
from TAE in 1958 there were 54 scientific and technical field staff and 12 bases. By 
1970-71 the total complement wintering in the Antarctic was 92, included 45 
scientists, surveyors, meteorologists. By 1973 the permanent UK staff totalled 53, a 
number that was augmented each summer by the influx of contract staff being 
trained prior to Antarctic service, others writing up their results and additional 
secretarial staff. On his retirement from BAS in 1973 the total staff was some 350 and 
the annual budget about £1.5 million (equivalent to about £10.6 million today).  

At times the survival of the Survey had been in doubt, but he successfully led 
the organisation through the transition from the aftermath of the ‘heroic age’ of polar 
research, through the change from static observatory science and essentially 
geographical exploration, towards the modern era of global science, when the 
Antarctic is increasingly seen as a key component in understanding global 
environmental problems. All this had come about through the energy and 
determination of Sir Vivian, helped by the eminence he had achieved as a result of 
the TAE. After the peak of achievement in l958 he made no more lengthy field 
expeditions, but made regular Antarctic field visits, of a couple of months, every 2-3 
years. 

But the organisation of the science still left much to be desired. The Survey was 
a collection of isolated units, whose main connections were with the University 
Departments or Governments Laboratories they were associated with, rather than 
their colleagues within BAS. The common ground was limited to an annual briefing 
conference for new recruits, to time spent together on the ships travelling to and 
from the Antarctic field operations. Even in the southern summer communications 
between BAS HQ (in London) and the scientific units (scattered around Britain) and 
the Antarctic stations and ships were very limited. In winter communications with 
the Antarctic deteriorated as the Ionosphere fluctuated and affected radio 
communications.    

In the UK it had long been desirable to bring together the head office and 
numerous BAS research groups, which were scattered around the country, and the 
transfer of BAS to Cambridge was approved. In 1972 NERC agreed a site and 
sufficient funding; Planning Permission was granted in 1973, and work on the BAS 
HQ complex was begun. 

 
So I moved back to Antarctic research, first as Head of the Life Sciences Division 

of the British Antarctic Survey (l969-73) and then as Director (l973-87). 
Administration, logistics, management and politics of this large government institute 
(including involvement in the Falklands War), took up much of my time, but I 
resumed my research on Antarctic seals, mainly on the world's most abundant seal, 
the crabeater seal.  Again I developed a reliable method of age determination and 
studied its population ecology, growth, age and reproduction.  I made comparative 
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studies of the seven Antarctic seal species, published in a lengthy chapter (100 pages) 
in the two-volume book I edited (Antarctic Ecology, l984).  A new finding from this 
work was that there were major fluctuations in year-class strengths, which appeared 
to be related to environmental fluctuations. (I speculated that the El Nino-Southern 
Oscillation (ENSO) might be involved, but did not formally publish the idea) I also 
became interested in the ecological interactions within the "great waters" of the vast 
Southern Ocean and published several influential review articles in this area. 
 
 
Miscellaneous 

Attended International Conference on the Biology of Whales, Skyland, 
Shenandoah National Park, Virginia USA. With about ten colleagues from Europe 
made my first flight in a Jumbo jet, which were new to the airways - a Boeing 747 
that we had almost to ourselves. This was my reintroduction to international 
research on whales; I shared a room with Sidney Holt and we had some useful 
discussions.  

I returned to the Antarctic in the l970-7l season. 17 November - 3 March : 
Montevideo, John Biscoe,  Stanley, Kidney Island, South Georgia, Signy, (aqualung 
diving), John Biscoe (SOBS, seal counts, South Orkney Islands), Bransfield,  Montevideo.  
Journey around bases in RRS John Biscoe, Bransfield.  Spent 6 weeks ashore at Signy 
Island.   

Learnt to SCUBA dive and initiated the South Orkneys Benthic Survey (SOBS) 
carried out by the RRS John Biscoe.   

 
 

The saga of R/V Jane and the subsequent  move into offshore Biology:  
Until now FIDS and BAS research had all been conducted from the shore and 

there was resistance to moving offshore, both within BAS and in the Research 
Council. However in the next few years we demonstrated that BAS biologists could 
tackle significant shipboard science, even from a cargo ship! We wished to tackle the 
problem which was increasingly being seen as the focus of future marine work - the 
biology of the Antarctic krill, Euphausia superba, and my predecessor Ted Smith and 
his staff had put forward a case. Consequently, when I rejoined BAS, a decision had 
already been taken to purchase a small vessel for work on krill and fish around South 
Georgia. Admiral Irving and Sir Vivian had homed in on a small fishing boat design 
and an order had been placed. However, it soon became clear that this tiny stern 
trawler, a day boat, would not provide a suitable platform for South Georgia; it did 
not have the range, it did not have the accommodation or lab facilities. So a 
Committee was set up by NERC to redesign it.  

Despite the objections of myself, the BAS biologists (who were expected to work 
from it) and the BAS captains, with long experience of operations in those waters, a 
very unsuitable design was modified by NERC and its construction was completed. 
This was a disaster; the boat that was built looked more like a house boat than a sea-
going vessel, and it was under-engined. It became clear that there were serious 
potential dangers; for example if it were blown out to sea by the ferocious catabatic 
winds of South Georgia, it would not have the endurance to get back; the unheated 
and uninsulated hull would severely limit its use in the South Georgia climate. There 
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were serious reservations about its stability, even in relatively calm waters. Top 
heavy, “vanishing angle”, offshore winds, no endurance, no heating, no facilities for 
science etc. The expression “A camel is a horse designed by a committee” comes to 
mind.  

Against all my protests the vessel was forced upon us; she was named R/V Jane, 
after James Weddell's small cutter and launched at Middlesborough docks  by being 
lifted by crane from the back of a lorry.  She was christened by Anne Todd  as she lay 
alongside the quayside. Next the Board of Trade (confirming my own reservations) 
refused to allow it to go to South Georgia under its own power and so it was to go as 
cargo to South America and then in convoy with another vessel to South Georgia,  in 
case the fears proved to be well-grounded. Fortunately, on its way from 
Middlesborough to Southampton its engine seized up and it had to be rescued.  

Thus, eventually, it was made clear that the Jane was totally unsuitable for 
Antarctic work. Good sense at last prevailed and it was given to the NERC Institute 
of Marine Environmental Research at Plymouth. It did a few day trips in the Bristol 
Channel, but these operations merely confirmed the concerns we had had and so it 
was sold off. 

 
 In zoology in 1971 there was a change of emphasis to research on the very rich 

and potentially important marine ecosystem. Ship-based benthic surveys began 
around the South Orkneys and South Georgia – deploying grabs and beam trawls 
from the John Biscoe, still a cargo ship. A long-term programme on krill was initiated 
at South Georgia, the John Biscoe was converted for marine research and within a few 
years BAS became a leading player in the international BIOMASS Programme.  

 
In l972 I participated in the international Conference on Antarctic Seals held in 
London, 3-11 February, and was appointed chairman of the ad hoc scientific 
committee. Afterwards the UK Delegation was invited to lunch at the Russian 
Embassy, Kensington Palace Gardens - or at least four of us. We had been allied with 
the Russian delegation in opposing the wishes of a particularly arrogant, boorish  
and bullying American "roving ambassador", Donald L. McKernan; as a result the 
Americans found themselves in a minority of 1, out of the 12 countries represented.  

It was memorable from the moment I walked up to ring the bell at the side of 
the massive oak door, was let into a large paneled hall and eyed appraisingly by 
several heavy "bouncers" - large men wearing ill-fitting suits and heavy shoes.  
Passing their scrutiny I was led upstairs past a number of 'heroic' soviet paintings of 
workers and one of Lenin. It was all a bit James Bond in flavour. Four of our Russian 
counterparts were waiting to greet us and the meal was in an attractively furnished 
room.  First we had aperitifs and then moved to a groaning table, covered with fine 
linen, attractive china and silver, and flowers.  

There was a long menu. Starting with three kinds of caviar in unlimited 
quantities - red, white and black, we went on to fish, a large meat course, desert and 
cheese. The several wines, white and red - from the Crimea - were excellent, and we 
were offered superb Georgian brandy and cigars.  A delightful touch was the several 
attractive waitresses, dressed in colourful Georgian national costumes. Toasts were 
exchanged repeatedly: "Za vashe zdarovye" (to your health), "Za Angliyu" (to 
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England), "Za CCCR" (to the USSR) and "Za vashu Karolevu" (to your Queen). The 
meal went on for hours, the conversation was interesting and there was no need of 
translators. Eventually we staggered off in our various directions.  

This conference was a considerable coup for our two delegations, for it was the 
first rapprochement since Sir Alec Douglas Hume had expelled 105 Soviet 
intelligence personnel from Britain (Operation Foot), and the lunch marked that 
achievement as much as the alliance against the Americans (who were just being 
silly). It was a good example of the value of the Antarctic political connections to 
break a log-jam caused by more serious events.  This was to happen later in 
connection with other Antarctic Treaty parties, notably Argentina.  
 
Retirement of Sir Vivian Fuchs in 1973 

During Bunny’s 14 years as Director the Survey underwent a transformation. 
The greatest difficulties were experienced in the first half of this period, when the 
future of the Survey was in doubt until CSP came down in favour. The second part 
was in the nature of a ‘honeymoon’ with NERC, when each partner was learning 
about the other. With skill and vision he had guided BAS from its political origins 
and emphasis on geographical exploration to become a front-rank Antarctic research 
organisation. By the time of his retirement the Survey’s organisation, its efficiency 
and its cost-effectiveness in an expensive field of endeavour, were the envy of most 
other countries engaged in such work. But it was still far from as efficient and 
productive of science as it was to become. On his retirement from BAS in 1973 the 
total staff was some 350 and the annual budget about £1.5 million (about £11 million 
today. At times the survival of the Survey had been in doubt, but he successfully led 
the organisation through the transition from the aftermath of the ‘heroic age’ of polar 
research, through the change from static observatory science and essentially 
geographical exploration, towards the modern era of global science, when the 
Antarctic is increasingly seen as a key component in understanding global 
environmental problems. All this had come about through the energy and 
determination of Sir Vivian, helped by the eminence he had achieved as a result of 
the TAE. After the peak of achievement in l958 he made no more lengthy field 
expeditions himself, but undertook regular Antarctic field visits, of a couple of 
months, every 2-3 years. 
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Chapter 4  
 

Director of BAS, New Challenges: 1973  
to 1987 
 

            
 
 
Retirement of Sir Vivian, September 1973 

Bunny Fuchs retired in 1973, at 65 years of age having largely directed the 
Survey since we returned from the Antarctic together in l950, apart from a break for 
his Trans-Antarctic Expedition. During his 14 years as Director the Survey 
underwent a transformation. With skill and vision he had guided BAS from its 
political origins and emphasis on geographical exploration to become a front-rank 
Antarctic research organization. By the time of his retirement the Survey was one of 
the larger bodies in the NERC; its organization, its efficiency and its cost-
effectiveness in an expensive field of endeavour, were the envy of most other 
countries engaged in such work. In 1958 there were 26 field staff in FIDS and the 
budget was c. £250,000, (equivalent to about £3.4 million at current prices (check), 
including the ships’ running costs. When he returned from TAE in 1958 there were 54 
scientific and technical field staff and 12 bases. By 1970-71 the total complement 
wintering in the Antarctic was 92, included 45 scientists, surveyors, meteorologists. 
By 1973 the permanent UK staff totaled 53, a number that was augmented each 
summer by the influx of contract staff being trained prior to Antarctic service, others 
writing up their results and additional secretarial staff. On his retirement from BAS 
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in 1973 the total staff was some 350 and the annual budget about £1.5 million 
(equivalent to about £10.6 million today).  

At times the Survey’s survival had been in doubt, but he successfully led the 
organization through the transition from the aftermath of the ‘heroic age’ of polar 
research, through the change from static observatory science and essentially 
geographical exploration, towards the modern era of global science, when the 
Antarctic is increasingly seen as a key component in understanding global 
environmental problems. All this had come about through the energy and 
determination of Sir Vivian, helped by the eminence he had achieved as a result of 
the TAE. After the peak of achievement in l958 he made no more lengthy field 
expeditions, but made regular Antarctic field visits, of a couple of months, every 2-3 
years. 

But the organisation of the science still left much to be desired. The Survey was 
a collection of isolated units, whose main connections were with the University 
Departments or Governments Laboratories they were associated with, rather than 
their colleagues within BAS. The common ground was limited to an annual briefing 
conference for new recruits, to time spent together on the ships travelling to and 
from the Antarctic field operations. Even in the southern summer communications 
between BAS HQ (in London) and the scientific units (scattered around Britain) and 
the Antarctic stations and ships were very limited. In winter communications with 
the Antarctic deteriorated as the Ionosphere fluctuated and affected radio 
communications.    

When BAS was incorporated within NERC in 1967 a Review of BAS was 
undertaken.   

In the UK it had long been desirable to bring together the head office and 
numerous BAS research groups, which were scattered around the country, and the 
transfer of BAS to Cambridge was approved. In 1972 NERC agreed a site and 
sufficient funding; Planning Permission was granted in 1973, and work on the BAS 
HQ complex was begun. 
 
Appointment as Director of BAS, September 1973.  

I was not really interested in the Directorship, because I wanted to keep up my 
research - though as Head of Division I was having difficulty finding time for it. But I 
was invited to apply and was successful. How did this happen? 

Having see a short list and realizing that I might find myself working under 
someone whom I might not respect, reluctantly, and undecided what I would do if 
actually offered the job, I put in a late application. I was interviewed by a Committee 
that was chaired by Ray Beverton, and included Admiral "Egg" Irving (Chairman of 
the NERC Antarctic Committee), Brian Roberts and Professor Tony Fogg FRS, 
Professor John Sutton FRS  as well as a representative from the Civil Service 
Commission. I was pretty relaxed about it and enjoyed the interview. When Ray 
Beverton telephoned in July to offer me the job I accepted, but decided to delay 
assuming the position for about six weeks until after the annual BAS Conference in 
early September for the new people going south. I put in some time in the London 
HQ to begin to familiarize myself with unknown elements of the job, like the politics. 
When I succeeded Bunny, we set up a fund by subscription to institute an annual 
award for people who had made outstanding contributions to the Survey - the Fuchs 
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Medal. He was the first recipient and I made the presentation, following a short 
speech.  

 
Events leading to the Transfer of BAS to Cambridge  

By 1973 the permanent UK staff totalled 53, a number that was augmented to 
about 140 each summer by the influx of contract staff being trained prior to Antarctic 
service, others writing up their results and additional secretarial staff. ] 

 
At Monks Wood my first major task was to speed up the provision of a proper 

research institute for BAS scientists and for the direction and administration of the 
field work in the Antarctic. In the UK it had long been desirable to bring together the 
head office and numerous BAS research groups which were scattered around the 
country and the transfer of BAS to Cambridge had been approved in 1971. The 
stimulus for the increased momentum came from the need of the biologists to 
acquire permanent laboratories. The temporary accommodation at Monks Wood was 
becoming quite inadequate as the Zoological Section expanded and there was a need 
to bring together all the biological programmes within the new Life Sciences 
Division. I had discussions with Professor James Beament, then Head of the 
Department of Applied Biology at Cambridge, which had a research site for Applied 
Biology on the Huntingdon Road near Girton. Jimmie was a member of NERC 
Council and later, as Sir James, he was to become Chairman of NERC, (1977-80). I 
had known him for some years, most recently during my time in Africa (1961-68) as a 
member of the NUTAE Committee and Chairman of the Department of Zoology. In 
negotiations with Jimmie, I explored the possibility of obtaining a sufficient parcel of 
land for development of BAS Biological Laboratories off the Huntingdon Road, near 
on the University Farm, near his field station.  This project was moving along well in 
discussions within BAS and NERC. Then at a BAS Staff Meeting chaired by Sir 
Vivian, I proposed that if Biology was to move to Cambridge, why not bring the 
whole of BAS, Science, Administration and Logistics together. This was agreed 
within BAS and in 1971 NERC took a decision to support the amalgamation of the 
disparate parts of BAS in the UK by providing a purpose-built complex to house all 
the UK activities of the Survey. This would of course require a larger site than I had 
been informally offered on the University farm.  

First we had to explore all possibilities, as a number of other universities 
expressed an interest in having BAS on their campus, and had offered possible sites. 
Apart from anything else this was politically expedient; locations considered apart 
from Cambridge were (in alphabetical order!) Aberdeen, Birmingham, Bristol, 
Lancaster, Norwich and Aberystwyth. I spent some time considering the respective 
advantages and even visited some of these universities to see what they had to offer. 
In my mind, although much taken with the idea of Lancaster, because of its 
proximity to my beloved Lake District, it came down to a choice between Cambridge 
and Aberdeen. Several BAS scientists had taken higher degrees at Aberdeen and 
Professor V C Wynne-Edwards, Regius Professor of Zoology and Chairman of NERC 
(1968-71) was very supportive. There was a strong lobby at Birmingham, which 
already had two BAS Sections, Geology & Geophysics and Botany, as well as 
cooperative work with Professor Griffiths in Antarctic marine geophysics.   
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Surprisingly there was opposition within Cambridge from the last quarter I 
would have expected, the Scott Polar Research Institute (SPRI), where the Director, 
Dr Gordon Robin, a glaciologist, was a former Fid. I had first met him at Signy Island 
in 1948, and we were friends, but he was unhappy about having a large, well-funded 
government organisation competing as he saw it in his backyard! By 1973 the 
permanent UK staff of BAS totalled 53, a number that was augmented to about 140 
each summer by the influx of contract staff being trained prior to Antarctic service, 
others writing up their results and additional secretarial staff. Sadly although BAS 
provided much support to SPRI – scientific, logistical and financial - over the years 
relations between the two organisations have never been warm, even when a later 
Director of SPRI, Dr David Drewry, succeeded me as Director of BAS.  

Fortunately, however, by 1972 NERC had agreed to fund the move to 
Cambridge, and agreed a 4.5 acre site on the university’s West Cambridge land on 
the Madingley Road, which had been suggested in informal discussions with Dr Ian 
Nicol, the Secretary General of the Faculties in the University. Perhaps it helped that 
Dr Nicol’s son Colin was a Fid so he knew the ethos and other strengths of the 
Survey! Also I have to declare a personal interest: the land offered was less than a 
mile from my home in the village of Coton. This was to prove very convenient, 
especially when, on Bunny Fuchs retirement I succeeded him. Meanwhile involving 
staff at all levels in BAS, we had been looking closely at the needs to be met by the 
buildings, in terms of space and facilities. To guide the architect, when appointed, e 
drew up a tight brief for a two-storey building, with offices, laboratories, and other 
facilities, located in relation to the users’ needs. An architect was appointed, work on 
design of the BAS HQ complex began and a design and build contract signed with a 
contractor, all without consulting BAS. I believe that the architect’s remit had 
included a requirement to keep the costs down, and a shoe-box should be cheaper 
than what we actually needed.  

It was at this stage that we ‘users’ in BAS saw the outline plans. The architect 
could never have seen the expressed views within BAS on the nature of the facilities 
we wanted, because he produced a totally unsuitable design submitted both for the 
University’s approval and for outline planning permission. It was a proverbial 
shoebox-like structure, a shoebox in shape,  with three floors, and a central core that 
would need forced ventilation and be unlit by natural light. It did not address our 
expressed needs and had no redeeming features. In 1973 Cambridge City granted 
outline Planning Permission.  

On becoming Director the first thing I had to do was to put this into reverse and 
have a new design accepted by the University and by the City’s Planning Committee. 
This was complicated by the fact that outline planning had been approved, based on 
the three-storey design. Going to see Ian Nicol I explained my dilemma. We needed a 
completely new design, which responded to our expressed views. I discovered that 
the University had approved a two-storey building and NERC had submitted three 
storey plans to the City Planners could and would it take long to reverse the 
University’s requirement for a two-storey design. Ian asked what I wanted to hear 
and I said I wanted a quick decision requiring a two-storey re-design. He said that it 
would take several months for the University to consider the new proposed three-
storey design, which might not be agreed to.  However, if they could see a two-storey 
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design he was sure that a quick decision could be made in its favour. It was now 
November and the relevant Committee was meeting in three weeks time.  We 
approached the design-and-build team for the contract and used their architect to 
produce our plan within three weeks! Much midnight oil was burnt and the deadline 
was met, the committee approved and we went on from there. Eventually the NERC 
appointed architect was given responsibility for the interior decoration, for which 
minor task he received about £45,000! Eventually, after all these ”alarms and 
excursions” we got what we wanted and the building has served the Survey well. 
 

In August 1974), I received a letter from Sir Hermann Bondi, Chairman of 
NERC: "Although much pressed for time before going on leave, I must write to you 
to convey the warmth of feeling and appreciation for your work which was so 
widely expressed  at Council and which I wholly share.  Your leadership of BAS, 
your always cooperative attitude, your successful stimulation of first rate science in 
BAS, are very much admired and have won you many friends." This was a very 
welcome endorsement.  

 
Several aspects of my new job were new to me. I had no experience of 

international politics and diplomacy, and I had never had to negotiate with a 
Research Council. I had never had to control the expenditure of a large budget, nor 
handle more than [40] staff.  In practical terms, apart from my three years in the 
Antarctic as a young man with FIDS in 1947-52 where I had become familiar with the 
conditions of work in that environment, and my few years in Life Sciences, when I 
visited Signy Island and South Georgia, I had no first hand experience of running 
Antarctic operations.  

So the first action I took was to make a comprehensive trip from 1 January to 25 
March, 1974.  I visited Santiago, Punta Arenas, Bransfield,  Stanley, Signy Island, 
South Georgia, Bird Island, Signy Island, Halley Bay, Vahsel Bay/Shackleton Base, 
(flying to Shackleton Range and Theron Mountains to 81°S), Halley Bay, (flew across 
Weddell Sea), Fossil Bluff, Adelaide Base, Stonington Base, Horseshoe Island, 
Adelaide, Stonington, (sealing), Adelaide, Argentine Islands, Palmer Station, Signy, 
South Georgia, Stanley, and Buenos Aires. I circumnavigated the South Orkney 
Islands in a week to make a seal count, using a Zodiac inflatable, driven by Andy 
Binder, Second Mate. In Buenos Aires I stayed in the Embassy and met Argentine 
colleagues and diplomats for the first time. These varied activities quickly gave me a 
strong feel for the many aspects on my new job. I describe this trip at some length in 
the next chapter and it was the beginning of a new love of all things Antarctic as well 
as the start of many new initiatives in improving the performance of BAS.  

In Britain during that first year I spent a lot of time visiting the various scientific 
units around Britain to get to know the staff at all levels and the nature of their work 
in the different disciplines, at the bench and – through my field trip – in the field.  I 
was also very fortunate in the early years of my directorship to be able to call on 
Brian Roberts, FCO, for comment and advice, both on the science in general, but also 
on the political angles. We met in Cambridge on Saturday mornings when Brian 
came up to Cambridge for the weekends and our discussions were very wide 
ranging. They covered – politics, science, historical precedents, a feeling for and 
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accommodation between for my multiple roles first as director of a large scientific 
institute, logistics manager (bases, ships, aircraft), and secondly as head of the  
organisation providing the British presence in the Antarctic. Formally I was 
employed by and responsible to the NERC (Department of Education and Science). 
Informally it was clear to me that I had a responsibility to work with the FCO to 
promote British interests in a region comprising a tenth of the earth’s surface and a 
third of the world’s oceans. Brian was important in helping me to set the boundaries 
through our discussions.  

The Royal Navy was another organisation representing Britain through HMS 
Endurance, but with a very different and more limited modus operandi, responsibilities 
and resources to meet them. Co-operation between BAS and the Royal Navy was 
important and we were always on good terms with the Hydrographer and his 
successors, and with the Captains of HMS Endurance. I always sought and hoped for 
fuller support.  
 

 
Appointed Secretary of the Trans-Antarctic Association, from l974-1980. This is 

a charitable trust set up by Sir Vivian Fuchs after the success of the Trans-Antarctic 
Expedition, l957-58, making grants for Antarctic related activities.  
 
 7 February 1988: BAS Dining Club gave Bunny Fuchs an 80th Birthday Party in 
Churchill College. Friends and colleagues attended and it was a happy evening. 
 

2-4 December: Conference Chairman, the Ditchley Foundations Conference on 
Antarctica. Very successful; strong participation, including Lord Shackleton, Tam 
Dalyell MP. International participation. 
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Chapter 5 
 

 

First Antarctic Journey as Director; 
Signy, South Georgia, Bird Island and 
Halley Bay: l973 - l974 
 

 
Leopard seal on floe 

 
My first trip as Director BAS began on New Year's Day, 1974 [?] , when I flew to 
Zurich with Paul Whiteman, Munro Seivright, Andrew Clarke and Tony Edwards. 
On arrival we were disconcerted to see armed troops in the transit lounge and 
precautions against hi-jacking. Next day we went on to Geneva, Dakar, Rio, Sao 
Paulo and Santiago in a Swissair DC9. Crossing over the Andes we passed quite 
close to Aconcagua and were met at Santiago by a representative of our Agents 
(PSNC) and put in taxis to our hotel, the Sheraton. That evening we went over to 
Mr Dick's home for a drink and then back to dinner in the hotel in the "Starlight 
Room" with a view either side over the lights of Santiago. We enjoyed a good 
cabaret as well as a small band. Ned Kelly, from the BBC film crew came over and 
introduced himself; after dinner I went over to their table to meet Anthony Smith 
and Gore (First Secretary from the Montevideo Embassy). We sat talking until 1 am 
(4 o’clock by my biological clock). We took off at 9.45 am to Puerto Mont and then 
Punta Arenas, where we were met by the agent Patricio and Tom Woodfield 
(Captain of Bransfield) and Ella his wife, who I was giving a trip south. So the 
Bransfield. It was nice to be on board and we sailed at 7 o’clock that evening along 
the Magellan Strait.  

At mid morning on 5 January we arrived at Stanley. That night we gave a party 
for the Governor and Mrs Lewis, the Master of Endurance (Captain Hall?) and his 
officers, and the Master (Selby Smith) and Engineer of the Shackleton, both anchored 
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in Stanley Harbour that evening.  Next day I collected my clothing and shopped in 
the FIC West Store. I spent some time in the BAS Office and looked around Ray 
Clements' empire. In the evening I went to a reception at Government House given 
by the Governor where I met the UK Ambassador to Argentina (Sir Donald 
Hopson) and his wife.  A small dinner party ensued. Three days later we sailed for 
the South Orkneys, in good weather.  

As we approached on 10 January in thick fog, the Inaccessible Islands loomed 
and we entered a very large concentration of icebergs, through which we threaded 
our way. The sun came through, the fog dispersed and we had a lovely view of 
sparkling sea and multi-shaded blue green and white bergs in all shapes and sizes. 
We also met the first snow petrels and many penguins feeding. As we were ahead 
of schedule I decided to visit the fur seal breeding groups on Monroe Islands and 
the Gosling Islands.  

We went ashore - Edmund Mickleburgh came along - in the gemini in pleasant 
conditions, landed near the north east corner of Monroe Island and walked up to 
the flat land above the beach, past a couple of male fur seals and a large chinstrap 
penguin colony. The fur seals were in the same area as three years ago in a small 
harem of two females, five pups with the harem bull and a subordinate bull. There 
were three other males about. The black pups all looked in good shape. There was 
still much snow lying and the fur seals were all on bare ground. We saw some 
other fur seals - total five males, two females and six pups. Then we went ashore at 
Gosling Islands, where there were nine male fur seals, ten females and twelve pups, 
also 16 elephants. On the island to the east of there were one male fur seal and 192 
elephants. This was a very attractive spot with plenty of wildlife on a rocky coast.   

The ship meanwhile went over to Signy to land Mickleburgh (BBC 
photographer and former Fid) at Foca Cove, where he was to live in the field hut 
until our return. The geminis met Bransfield as she returned and we went on slowly 
through more grounded bergs past the Laws Glacier and through Normanna Strait 
to an anchorage outside Bare Rock. We anchored about 6 o’clock and the unloading 
began at once. Some 150 tons of cement and a large number of heavy concrete 
beams were to go ashore. I decided not to land that evening and we had a quiet talk 
in the wardroom as the evening drew in. It was light until 11 o’clock and the light 
on Berntsen Point was shining.  

I went ashore at 9 o’clock on a fine morning to inspect the base and Dave 
Fletcher the BC showed Paul (Logistics Section, HQ) and me around. I also met the 
Biologists whom I already knew from Monkswood days. Most were transformed 
from the young men I knew into mature, if scruffy, individuals with beards, who 
were obviously enjoying themselves. This was not the best time to see the base 
which was very overcrowded. Normally we considered 25 a crowd, and there were 
31, shortly to be increased to 33, reflecting the expanded research programme. 
Some modifications to the base had been made since my last visit. The Biostore had 
been moved to the old hut, where the foodstore used to be and a new building 
behind housed the foodstore. The diving room had been enlarged and was well 
organized. Howard Bissel (Diving Officer) had done a very good job and they had 
accomplished over 200 dives this year. The library had been enlarged to take a 
reprint collection, files and index, and the former Biostore was now a terrestrial 
biology laboratory. The new generator shed construction was well advanced, 
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located on the level area behind the base huts. The boatshed and slipway was well 
under construction, the shuttering in place and awaiting the pouring of cement.  

With Paul I spent an hour or two with Dave Fletcher going over the base 
activities, personnel, problems, needs etc. They had obviously had a good winter 
with no serious problems and the appointment of a ‘professional’ BC (a new 
departure) had evidently paid off. We returned to the ship for lunch and then 
ashore again for talks with ‘Big Al’ Smith about the building programme. He 
outlined his ideas for rebuilding the old generator shed as a wet laboratory/diving 
store. I agreed the proposals, subject to the availability of funds. The rest of the 
afternoon I spent with Inigo Everson, bringing him up to date on events. We also 
talked about the [situation at][plans for] South Georgia. It was Tom Woodfield's 
birthday, a party night with drinks all round in the wardroom, Mateus Rosé with 
dinner and a game of scrabble afterwards with much talk. Before going to bed I 
went up to the bridge. The foredeck was lit up and snow was falling gently; 
through it a flock of ghostly sheathbills flew several times round and round the 
ship and then disappeared into the darkness.  

A dull day with wind and snow followed and I took a gemini ashore to collect 
the terrestrial biologists (Broady, Goddard, Maslen and Collinge).  We went to 
Rethval beach and walked up to the SIRS sites to discuss their work, attacked by 
skuas. SIRS 1 looks fine, though at both sites they had trouble with skuas pulling 
up the string markers. SIRS 2 was very wet and poses more problems. (SIRS is short 
for Signy Island Reference Sites, a new research and monitoring development). The 
hut was in very good repair and serving a very useful purpose. There was a small 
greenhouse paraffin heater - only lit when temperatures dropped and the recorder 
might freeze up.  

After returning to the ship for lunch I had talks ashore with the marine 
biologists, in the lounge upstairs. They each spoke about their projects in turn 
(Whitaker, Hastings, Kellet, and Hoogesteger) and we discussed problems. They 
seemed to be happy enough and produced some useful ideas unconnected with 
their specific projects, to ensure the continuity and recording of observations. I was 
particularly impressed with Terry Whitaker's approach, mature and well 
considered. He asked about computer facilities and I suggested they might be 
provided either through Edinburgh (NERC) or a commercial contractor. I also gave 
them some up to date information about the Survey and the economic situation.  

Then I had a session with Jan Hoogesteger on the seal tagging and bird banding. 
For the past two years there have only been about six elephant seals pups born on 
Signy, but this year there was a flux of young in February - probably from South 
Georgia.  

I took the last scow out to the ship at 6 o’clock with the cement gang. They had 
been unloading cement and concrete beams all day and were tired and covered in 
dust, but in high spirits. The Fid morale was very high. Saturday night on the ship 
was a special occasion - as on base. I had drinks with Tom and Ella, Hugh 
O’Gorman (Radio Operator) and Eric Heathorn (Chief Steward) and we had steak 
for dinner with Chateauneuf de Pape. Then talk over liqueurs and brandy which 
went on until midnight. Big Al came in too, but didn't have much to say, probably 
because he was tired after the day’s exertions - he was a tremendous chap. It was 
very cosy in the wardroom although snowing and blowing on deck.  
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I went ashore on a fine clear morning with beautiful views, to be landed at 
Waterpipe Beach, where I made a count of elephants covering the usual areas. It 
was very pleasant making my way around and much to be seen. I hadn't 
remembered to bring a stick so was buffeted by the skuas when I crossed their 
territories, receiving some hard blows from their wings. The ternery in Shallow Bay 
had eggs, but also a fully fledged chick which had moved off the nest. The gull 
chicks were quite large and running around, some taking to the water; the skua 
chicks were still quite small. I counted 1339 elephants in Borge Bay, the females 
concentrated as expected more inland whereas the males are largely on or near the 
beaches. There was one Weddell and one fur seal near Drying Point. Although it 
was very mild when walking, I noticed the cold when I was waiting for the boat to 
pick me up. There didn't appear to have been much ice-recession in the last two 
years and Orwell Glacier looked the same; the ice cave at the head of Shallow Bay 
was still there.  

In the afternoon I went ashore again, having done without lunch, to talk to the 
freshwater team (Weller, Amos and Dartnall). They were all in good spirits. Amos 
seems to have done very well and was clearly very competent. Some criticisms 
emerged: mainly lack of information on the ship; not knowing what the 
programme was, even where they are, or what they were going to see. On one 
occasion they had worked to 3 am, to bed at 4 am, without being told that work 
would start again at 8.30 that morning. They seemed to have a point and later on 
the goon Show Brian Jones (Halley BC) came up with a similar implied criticism. 
The answer was a daily briefing for the King Fid who could issue an Information 
Bulletin. I had time for a discussion of his programme on lichens with Tim Hooker. 
He was initially given a very difficult, if not impossible task, had very little 
supervision and was now being asked to do various additional tasks. His main 
project on lichen growth had met snags of measuring the very slow growth, but he 
had collected a large number of lichens and thought there might be over 200 species 
as against the 82 earlier recorded by Lindsay. Now he had been asked to do a 
"lichen ecology" for Signy Island and to do some C14 experiments; it seemed to be 
asking too much of him. Friese-Greene came up to thank me for the sympathetic 
way in which the Survey helped by allowing him to delay his departure from the 
UK when his father's health deteriorated due to cancer. He was happy and looking 
forward to his time on Signy. I went back to Bransfield in the last scow after a chat 
with Big Al who was pleased with progress. After dinner we watched a film "The 
last Train to Rob" and then listened to the Goon Show. I had a walk around the 
deck in light snow before bed.  

Two geminis were going round to Foca to pick up Edwin Mickleburgh next 
morning, so I decided to visit North Point. It was calm and they dropped me off 
there. I wandered over the point in the cold, wind and snow. My impression was 
that there were fewer penguins, particularly chinstraps; I counted about 250 gentoo 
chicks, well advanced. There was a pair of macaronis on a nest close to the 
sheathbill nests near the North Point gully. I counted 38 shag nests and 54 chicks. In 
the cove north of North Point I watched an elephant seal for about 15 minutes 
chasing penguins in the water. At first I thought it was a clumsy leopard seal 
because it arched its back in the same way. There was a great commotion as it was 
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in shallow water with very little room to maneuver, and two or three penguins 
milling around with it in tight circles. It didn't catch any. Later I watched a leopard 
seal that had caught a penguin. For 20 mins it thrashed it about, taking chunks of 
meat off the carcass and producing a very conspicuous smooth, oily slick in the 
choppy sea.  

After I had been about 85 minutes ashore the gemini came back. Quite a sea had 
risen and we had an exhilarating run back to Bransfield, getting rather wet on the 
way. While climbing aboard up the rope ladder - a bit hazardous in the adverse sea 
conditions - the strap on Mickleburgh's ciné camera, a Beaulieu,  broke and it fell 
into the sea. We marked the spot so that divers could look for it later - Bransfield 
was anchored in about 10 fms.  Inigo Everson moved on board.  

After lunch we left at about 1.30 pm for Powell Island. The weather closed in as 
we threaded our way through many grounded bergs - the lads had counted about 
800. The weather cleared and we had good views of Laurie Island with its 
spectacular rocky ridges. Saddle Island came in sight and one of its peaks, lit up by 
a shaft of sunlight looked like the Matterhorn - the scale lost because of the mist.  
Anchoring on the east side of Powell Island, the geminini were lowered and we 
went ashore about 4 o’clock. There was quite a sea running and a high wind, so we 
took a lot of water and were cold and wet. It must have looked quite spectacular 
from the ship. However, everyone was in good spirits and cracking jokes (Stewart 
Lawrence, Jack [Tolson], Betts, Inigo and me). We landed on the long pebble beach, 
sheltered and steeply shelving and began the seal count. There was quite a number 
of male fur seals, but only one pup (compared with ten on my l971 visit). On 
Michelsen Island we found a dead fur seal - killed in  a fight, with another 
aggressive male nearby. We counted the northern end of Michelsen and the whole 
of Southern Powell.  It didn't seem necessary to cover more of Michelsen, because I 
knew from last time that the beaches were not suitable and we found all the fur seal 
concentrated on the southern tip.  

The count totals were: 235 elephants; 133 male ‘furries’, 16 females and 47 pups; 
13 Weddells. There had been an increase since the last count of fur seal pups (39), 
representing a percentage increase rate of 5-7% annually. The total pup count was 
up from 61 in l971 to 65 this year, but hardly significant. There were more birds 
than on my last visit, which was a month later. There was plenty of vacant ground 
which could be colonized by penguins, and some of the chinstrap colonies were at 
very low density with nests dotted 2 m or more apart. The colonies were situated 
with the Adélies on top of the steep hills, chinstrap on the slopes and gentoo on the 
flatter ground. We saw one macaroni. Back to the ship with a following wind and 
aboard by 6.15 pm.  

During the night there was an electric failure and about 2 o’clock the ship came 
to a halt. A fuse had been knocked by a swinging bulkhead door which interrupted 
the 12 volt circuit, necessary for the main engines. The fault was found and 
repaired in 5 mins, but one couldn't help thinking that in some circumstances it 
could have been serious. We headed north for South Georgia and two days later I 
looked out of my port to see Cape Disappointment and Green Island abeam. It was 
a fine day, but low cloud cut off the tops of the mountains. I went ashore at 8 
o’clock to Cooper Island with Inigo, Ed Mickleburgh, McLeod, the Doctor, and 
Lawson. There was a low smooth swell as we went in and penguins and fur seals 
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were swimming around the gemini. At the beach Phil Stone and Godfrey Holden 
(geologists) were waiting for us. We delivered their mail, some loaves of bread and 
Piriton - for the hay fever from which they were suffering! They had two pyramid 
tents and a BAS designed mountain tent, with which they were dissatisfied for 
various reasons that seemed valid. (I couldn't help thinking of my experiences 
during the winter of l948!). Otherwise they seemed very happy and their 
programme was going fairly well.  We went along the beach to look at the seals. On 
this stretch of coast there were 25 pups, seven close to their tent. We also saw one 
white fur seal male, elephant seals, king penguins and gentoos.  

After discussing their work we returned to the ship at 10 o’clock and on round 
the coast past Gold Harbour to Royal Bay. Blue-eyed shags were flying with us 
keeping station by the mast and bridge; I could almost have touched one with an 
outstretched arm. We had an early lunch and went in the gemini to Will Point 
where there was a large king penguin colony. The swell was quite heavy and we 
had to go ashore through breakers and surf - getting wet in the process. We were 
near the Weddell Glacier and I climbed the hill behind in order to photograph and 
count. There were kings on eggs, and with year old chicks as well as a few with 
young brown chicks.  I estimated the colony size at about 5-6,000. After about 40 
min ashore we set off, again soaked by the breakers. We drove north to Moltke 
Harbour, where Bransfield was anchored by now and in to the long sandy beach. 
Nigel Leader-Williams, Bob Pratt and Simon Kightley (the reindeer team) were 
there, their camp set well back from the beach. I had a look at their exclosures and 
an exclusion cage for studying the grazing effects. They had been recorded and 
would be re-recorded in two year's time.  This team seemed a very happy one and 
all was going well, with the exception of the hydroxyproline estimation (for 
instantaneous growth rate) because it was difficult to collect reindeer urine. A small 
sample of the animals was being shot for research purposes, but they void the 
bladder when hit.   

I saw three reindeer a few hundred yards away and was reminded of my last 
unhappy experience of a South Georgia reindeer hunt in l951.  There were also two 
very photogenic gentoo penguin colonies and I saw a number of South Georgia 
teal. Inigo sighted a South Georgia pipit there. We walked back to the beach where 
I photographed elephant seals flipping sand onto their backs - as they do. Then out 
to the ship again with four reindeer carcasses that the shore team had provided for 
the base and ship. Inigo, Tony North, Munro and Paul came to drinks in my cabin 
before dinner. It was a lovely warm evening, with lovely views and we saw two fin 
whales, as well as numerous white-chinned petrels. After a good dinner with 
Beaujolais provided by Inigo and Tony, we came into Grytviken and tied up 
alongside the jetty, close to Albatros.  The BAS launches Lille Karl and Yoldia came 
over from the Point and we stood and talked on the bridge for an hour or so.  

Bransfield moved over to King Edward Point at 8 o’clock next morning, Mick 
Pawley (BC) came aboard for a talk and then Paul and I inspected the base. For the 
most part it was in good order, but some of the government buildings were in poor 
repair and needed attention. They should really be dismantled. Even Coleman's 
house was showing signs of deterioration, with rotting window frames and it 
would be expensive to repair. The greenhouse specially erected recently, at a cost of 
£5000, was a splendid palace, but there was really no use for it! It was sent down, 
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according to opinion on the base, for Tim Gunn's programme - but he had no use 
for it. It was too hot in summer, but all right in winter. As it was consuming 
electricity and oil we arranged for these to be turned off. (It could perhaps be 
dismantled and returned to the UK for use at BAS HQ, Cambridge). 

The generators presented a major current problem. The new Scania deisels, after 
running for a year, had begun to ‘hunt’ and would not run for more than a day at a 
stretch. It seemed likely that the governor lay at the root of the problem and Paul 
intended to change the spring on it; the engineers on base were rather despondent. 
Another problem concerned the old whaling explosives magazine. Endurance had 
been asked to investigate and disposed of about 3,000 lbs of black powder by 
burning - one of their men was injured in the process. They had left about 300-400 
lbs of gelignite and TNT which was in a dangerously unstable condition. What was 
required was to build a sandbag wall on the KEP side and for the lot to be blown 
up in situ.  We would ask Endurance to tackle it next season - preferably taking an 
explosives expert down. Pollution/gash is yet another problem. Since the base 
stopped dumping at sea a year ago there had been much less seen on the shores of 
the cove. For a time they used the hulk of the old sailing ship Louise as a dumping 
ground and now used the sunken floating dock. Oil pollution had decreased 
dramatically since ‘Dad’ Etchells recently pumped out the leaking tanks at 
Grytviken Whaling Station. However, it seemed likely that other tanks will leak 
over the next few years.  

 
In the afternoon Inigo and I spoke with Tappin and Maxwell separately. There 

had clearly been an unhappy situation during the winter - see later. On 18 Jan Inigo 
and I spoke with Stephens and Berry individually. Again it was disappointing and 
something had gone badly wrong. Afterwards talked with Tim Gunn, who had a 
much more positive approach and had achieved a great deal. He had a number of 
positive suggestions to make - concerning the supervision of research.  

 
So on 18 January with Paul and Mick I went across to Grytviken in the boat to 

inspect the station and stores. It was in a rapidly deteriorating condition and very 
great adverse changes could be expected in the next few years. At present the stores 
were in reasonable shape. There was very little left in the whalers’ ‘slopchest’ but 
rubber boots, thigh boots, and working gloves would be useful and we should 
make an offer. The engineering stores were remarkably comprehensive and there 
was much of value there - the scrap value alone of the non-ferrous metals must be 
high. It was a sad experience for me to re-visit the Manager's Villa, the Church, 
Kino (Cinema) etc. with their memories for me of happy days in l951. Although 
they were among the better-preserved buildings they wouldn't last long.  

We had a look too at the hydro-electric plant. It still looked in fairly workable 
condition and when we turned on the hydro-electric generator that Thorson 
(caretaker) used, it operated perfectly and the station lights came on. It was a 
superbly engineered machine and very silent. Below there were six good diesel 
generators which looked in good condition. Paul thought they would be a good 
buy for BAS. We could make an offer for four of them, say £100 apiece, move them 
across to KEP and use two of them for spares.  

We ended the tour in warm sunshine looking over the catchers Albatros and 
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Diaz. I was particularly interested in Albatros, which now seemed terribly small to 
have travelled in around the islands as I did in the l950s, with the sealers. She had 
been stripped of anything moveable and was slowly sinking. I took some photos 
for old times sake. Back aboard at 6 o’clock for dinner and then ashore again at 8 
o’clock for a splendid Buffet Party with all the base members.  

I ended up having a discussion with Jeff Smith (‘Abdul’) who was a bad case of 
disillusionment. I tried to get to the bottom of it, without success and suspected it 
might just be ‘winteritis’.  Later I talked with Mick Pawley and got back to the ship 
at 3.30 am in broad daylight. 

Inigo woke me at 6.15 am as we had agreed to go to look for sooty albatross to 
photograph. It was a beautiful clear sunny morning with a fresh breeze as we 
walked along the beach - seeing a single male fur seal on the way - and then 
climbed steep tussock slopes to where the nests should have been. Alas there were 
no sitting birds and apparently no occupied nests there. We saw two flying around 
but they didn't stay or alight, so we climbed down again and got back for breakfast 
at 8.30 am. I spoke with Tony Edwards about the glaciology programme, then with 
David Walton (botanist), who had some points to make, then with Andy Ferguson, 
last year's BC, who reported on a number of events and problems during his year 
in office. After lunch I saw Ian Hogg and Jeff Hayward (geologists) who wanted to 
talk about continuing the Hodges Glacier Project. Their proposal was for a summer 
glaciologist to continue the work for say 10 years - just the view I had expressed to 
Tony earlier. Hayward proposed a continuing survey of glacier snouts and surface 
profiles around the island to establish the trend of change. 

Then I visited John Hall (diver) who wanted to report on diving equipment 
(barely adequate) but seemed quite happy. The question of a decompression 
chamber was raised. I certainly thought South Georgia should have one - as Signy 
has - if serious diving were to be contemplated. Apparently [Adrian] Berry had 
made a rapid ascent from a depth of 60 ft, which might have had serious 
consequences. Next I saw Terry Callaghan, Botany Lecturer from Manchester U., 
who felt that opportunities for research in his subject were indeed excellent, but not 
being exploited. He suggested a different system: students and supervisors with 
much more influence on planning and supervisors coming south for summer work 
on research grants from BAS.  Finally I interviewed Peter Small (Ionospherics), 
helped by Munro Sievright. I had previously spoken to Roy Piggott (Head of 
Atmospheric Sciences) in Cambridge, and the two BCs (Ferguson and Pawley) - 
about this. He had not been doing his job and there was a large backlog of work. 
The reason was laziness and I decided to send him out and consequently to reduce 
next winter's ionospheric programme. He was upset, but there was absolutely no 
guarantee that he would ‘pull up his socks’.  

It had been a hectic day and the fine start had turned to rain, but I had to go up 
to the base to face a grousing session with them all - which they had asked for - at 4 
o’clock. I took Paul along with me. I knew one question about which they were 
concerned was the economic situation and the future of BAS, so I opened with a 
talk about the Cambridge building and the financial situation for BAS - 
emphasizing the optimistic view. Then I answered their questions for a while - 
fairly mild in view of what I had been expecting. Finally I spread out the plans for 
the new Cambridge building on the billiard table and we stood around and 
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chatted. When I came to leave one of them made a short speech. He remarked that 
it was the first time the Director or a senior member of the Survey had given them 
the opportunity to talk about these sort of things in this kind of way - and how 
much they appreciated it. Then they all gave me a burst of applause! Later Munro 
told me that Garry Maxwell said that that my visit did a lot of good and they were 
much happier.  

Mick Pawley walked back to the ship with me and we talked about some 
outstanding points over a drink before dinner. One concerned Duncan Carse [and 
his recent disaster] and I said that if possible the ship would put a party ashore in 
King Haakon Bay, to retrieve his gear (and ours).  This could be inserted in the 
ship’s itinerary before taking people out of Bird Island and picking up the 
geological party, but not spending more than three days on the attempt. It had been 
a grueling day and I was glad to sit down to dinner at 6.45 pm. We left in heavy 
rain about 7.30 pm, having had some difficulty picking up the anchor. It would be 
Bird Island tomorrow and I was looking forward to it.  

 
It is worth summarizing the problems I found at South Georgia.  
My general impression was of a marked division of labour. The scientists took 

their problems to the technicians, but with little explanation of what they were 
trying to do and having made little attempt to solve them on their own. Of course 
there were exceptions. Some personality clashes had arisen.. We should define the 
duties of assistants more carefully in future. Life at South Georgia was ‘plush’ 
compared with other bases - with plenty of personal space and comfort. There was 
a tendency to form separate sub-units instead of working as a team under the BC. 
The marine biologists had even suggested that a team leader be appointed in 
advance; this I rejected giving my reasons. The solution? There's no doubt that the 
community would be better under one roof and it seemed advisable to pull down 
some of the peripheral places where people worked . This was also desirable for 
financial reasons. We should erect a purpose-built structure to house all the 
peripherals in one place, and pull down the rest.  But the size and location of 
Shackleton House was a great disadvantage.  

There were other specific problems.  First, the Generators. The ‘Scandias’ would 
run for only short periods. The ‘Mirlees’ was OK but needed overhauls, each of 
which took a month. A standby generator (27 KW) would allow heating, lighting, 
cold rooms, but no scientific equipment. It might be desirable to buy four 
generators from Grytviken and cannibalize two of them for spares.  

Second, Boats: Yoldia (a metal launch provided for the marine programme) was 
not seaworthy, but I had not had an opportunity to test her for myself. Concern was 
expressed, particularly about Jonathan Walesby's programme - to depths of 300 m, 
which was thought not to be possible with Yoldia. However, it was originally meant 
for Signy, not South Georgia, which was why the specifications included: shallow 
draft, for slipping at Signy; engine forward to give working space; stern gantry to 
lift heavy grabs (400 lbs). It should be adequate for the job if used in suitable 
conditions and not outside a line from Sappho Point to Dartmouth Point. It would 
be all right in Borge Bay, Signy.  Lille Karl an old launch should go out for the 
winter for overhaul in the UK and fitting with a new engine. Berry had a list of 
suggested improvements, ranging from a new engine and variable pitch propeller 
to life lines. Until it returned the base would have to use Yoldia.  

Third, wetlab and aquarium: not yet viable, but a new closed-circuit system to 
be installed during the winter, should work. Meanwhile it should be adequate to 
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use Grant's cooling Units and collect changes of water from the jetty. This was 
working well but only one unit was available last winter; they now had three. Bob 
Ralph had been quite happy with the system for his work.   

Fourth, diving: The murkiness of the water makes diving unpleasant. It is 
necessary to operate by feel and sampling is difficult.  Shortage of equipment, had 
now been partly rectified, but more would be needed next season. A recompression 
chamber was essential.  Poorly maintained equipment is due to the inexperience of 
the divers. Compressor troubles developed, because the engine was overworked in 
a small overheated room. Leopard seals were a concern. These problems should be 
overcome by the appointment of a professional diver and John Hall’s was a good 
appointment.  

Fifth, pollution: There was a general feeling of unhappiness about tin cans, old 
scrap metal and oil. The latter had greatly reduced since Etchell's project last 
summer, but the long term problem was still with us. Bob Ralph and Inigo Everson 
did not see special cause for concern unless there was a marked deterioration and I 
was inclined to agree.  

Sixth, supervision: This was generally felt to be inadequate. Also more 
preparation and more flexibility in planning projects was desirable. Callaghan 
expressed the view that the present recruiting lectures, by emphasizing the 
romance, ‘survey’ aspects, ‘Fid-power’ etc. and neglecting science gave the wrong 
impression. Potential scientist recruits were frightened off and we got scientists 
who were more interested in going to the Antarctic than doing good science. I am 
inclined to agree and was impressed by Callaghan and Gunn, who clearly had 
divergent views from SWG (as indeed I did!).  

There were complaints of a general, lack of response to signals and to annual 
and monthly reports. Callaghan and Gunn suggested that each worker should have 
a senior University supervisor who would come south at the beginning of the 
project - provided with a flight and a grant from BAS. The question of bringing 
families was raised, but this was not desirable or possible in the foreseeable future, 
even at South Georgia and certainly not at other bases. Callaghan suggested that 
visiting senior scientists, even contract scientists should be treated differently from 
Fids and not expected to work cargo, do ‘gash’ etc. It was wrong that scientists 
should spend some three months on the ship before being able to start work.  

Seventh, scientific equipment: Some felt that this was inadequate and that 
people were given false information at interview and during preparation in the UK. 
Callaghan had apparently expected a desk computer to be provided at South 
Georgia. But South Georgia is still developing and needs time to catch up with 
other bases.  

Eighth, Scientific Programme: Again some biologists were critical of the lack of 
a long-term programme.  Some felt an initial survey was needed and emphasis on 
teamwork rather than individual projects.  I pointed out that Platt, Stephens and 
Berry were employed to work as a team; that an initial survey would be too 
superficial, whereas each project would add to the background information even 
outside its special objective.  It was suggested that we might be trying to do too 
much too quickly.  Callaghan was also critical of the biological survey approach. He 
felt that there were ample opportunities for new work and that BAS scientists 
should be leading not following. (This may be true of Botany, but surely not of 
other disciplines?). I told Callaghan that I would be interested in his suggestions for 
projects.  

I concluded that the most serious current problems related to the generators 
and marine biology. Paul Whitehead had done his best to resolve the former. I am 
inclined to think that the agitators/troublemakers in the latter are Stephens and/or 
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Platt. The former conveys a very unfavourable impression, but Platt was no longer 
there for discussion. I asked Everson and Pawley to delve deeper, with a view to 
letting me have an opinion in about a week. I would then decide whether to remove 
Stephens or prevent Platt's return, but hoped neither would be necessary.  
 
On 20 January we woke to thick fog through which the Bransfield was slowly 

moving into Stewart Strait. The sea around us abounded with life: fur seals 
porpoising, penguins bounding away, superb albatrosses gliding around, 
shoemakers, giant petrels, prions and others.  Although we were still unable to see 
the island I went ashore in the gemini, on a compass course. We heard the breakers 
and then saw them faintly white at the base of the cliffs, through the grey fog. 
There was a fair swell and we had to avoid patches of kelp and rocks. As we 
entered the mouth of Jordan Cove we heard the clamour of the seals through the 
mist and then as we reached the calmer waters of the cove we saw the seals in their 
thousands lining the shore and in the tussock above - and we were hit by the 
musky smell. The base came in sight and the three occupants, Mike Payne, Pete 
Prince and Derek Turner came to meet us as the inflatable grounded on a gently 
sloping beach of grey gravel.  

When I was there in l951, although I passed close to Bird Island I was never able 
to land from the sealing vessels. There were then probably a few thousand fur 
seals, a great increase on the numbers during the l930s. In l936, only twelve pups 
were seen on Bird Island; Nigel Bonner in l956 estimated 8,000 to 12,000 animals at 
South Georgia, excluding pups. Now Payne's work indicated that there were at 
least 60,000 pups born at South Georgia, about half of them on Bird Island, 
indicating a total population of about 120,000 now. These large numbers had made 
a great impact on the vegetation, and the tussock in Jordan Cove was flattened and 
eroded by their passage. There were also large muddy areas, carpeted by the grass 
Deschampsia antarctica.   

We went up to inspect the huts, which were in reasonable condition, although 
they would need re-roofing before the party left. We agreed to put in a builder to 
do this. When the party arrived they had found the living hut had been broken into 
by seals and was in an indescribably damaged and filthy state. Now it is very well-
ordered and reflects well on the team.  We talked about their programme over a 
cup of coffee, looking out at the seals. All seemed to have gone well. The late arrival 
was a disadvantage, because it was more difficult to get started - Payne's work was 
very productive - on fur seals and diving petrels. Prince was doing some fine work 
on the blue petrel and hoped to make a comparative study on the dove prion’s 
feeding habits. They have found a new diagnostic character, distinguishing the two 
species of diving petrel; a black line down the back of the leg is characteristic of 
georgicus.  Turner appeared to have been much less successful and had not 
achieved as much as hoped. Also, he wouldn't paintmark the sitting albatrosses 
because he wanted to photograph them; this meant that he had to read the rings to 
see which bird was sitting. This took time and presumably caused more 
disturbance.  

The base was a base-hut in the old style. On entering there was a work area, 
then the kitchen and eating area, then bunks (furthest from the door). Outside there 
was a small generator hut containing three generators and a small deep-freeze, a 
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food store hut and a small general store. Unfortunately the only flat ground was 
swampy, so one walked in streams or mud, or on wooden duck-boards. But the 
base was neat and tidy despite these difficulties. With Mike Payne I walked around 
the shoreline to the south, discussing his work. He had again done very well and 
his results would make a good story.  

This was the biggest fur seal concentration I had seen and it was a wonderful 
experience - even though the main breeding season was past. By now the pups had 
largely been deserted by their mothers and there were few bulls. The mothers go 
off to sea to feed, then come ashore, call - which attracts some pups, they sniff at 
them and select their own. Then they lead it up into the tussock - often a climb of 
200 ft or so and possibly hundreds of yards. The pups were marked by clipping the 
hair on their heads with shears as they were born. Mortality was high - about 15% 
overall and up to 30% on some beaches. I saw a number of white seals here - cows, 
pups and bulls. Their proportion is only 3 per thousand births.  

We looked at several beaches including one with the raised walk and tripod that 
Mike used for the counts at the height of the season. Most of the pups now seemed 
to be playing in the shore pools - older animals in the water just offshore, showing 
their flippers as they rolled over and corkscrewed and leapt. Then we climbed up 
through the tussock to some wandering albatross nests; these were beautifully 
marked birds close-to, the white grading into the black through finely barred black, 
grey and white feathers. The females were generally browner with a brownish 
patch on the head. Many individuals had unexplained pink patches on the side of 
the head, which they acquire at sea. They looked similar in colour to the stains on 
snow petrels from their stomach oil - and may be of similar origin, who knows? We 
climbed up to a sooty albatross nest above steep cliffs rising from a small cove that 
held a number of fur seals. Then over the ridge to the main wandering albatross 
study area. We saw a contest between a wanderer and a ‘furrie’ which came too 
close to the nest. The bird clapped its very large bill, looking very menacing, the 
seal snapping and snarling, but taking care to keep out of range.  

In Wanderer Valley there were scores of wanderers sitting on their raised nests 
and we watched two pairs performing the display dance, with wings outstretched, 
heads bowing. It was so graceful - a ballet indeed. I also saw one of the birds that 
carried a radio telemetry harness and package, an experiment which we were 
carrying out for the Australians. It didn't look very suitable and I thought it must 
be a considerable handicap, although the package was a hemisphere only about 3 
inches in diameter. Down to the wanderer nests and back to the huts. The supplies 
had by then been landed, together with a new deep freeze.  

Peter Prince then took me up to see the black-browed albatross colony on the 
ridge above Jordans Cove. Although the wanderers were still on their eggs, the 
black-browed albatross chicks had hatched and were sitting up in the raised mud 
nests. They were uniform grey, with black bills and eyes. The adults are extremely 
beautiful at close range, with their elegant eye-shading and colourful bills. Pete 
spoke at length and with enthusiasm about his research project. (He had no formal 
qualifications and had been employed as a field assistant for Mike. Over the years 
he was to progress to a senior scientific post (PSO)!)  

Down then through the tussock to the huts for a final talk, before packing the 
outgoing frozen specimens and returning to the Bransfield  in the gemini. The ship's 
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launch had been ferrying Fids ashore and it was getting rather rough, with high 
wind and a swell developing. We got rather wet despite very effective waterproofs. 
Fortunately there was a slight lee made by the ship, so getting up the ladder was 
not too hair-raising. Launch and gemini each made one further trip and then, 
hoisting them aboard we sailed at 3.30 pm for Wilson Harbour and another field 
party.  

It was quite a short run to Wilson Harbour, but full of incident. The quantity of 
wildlife was staggering; the sea boiled with fur seals and penguins and the air was 
filled with petrels and albatrosses. We passed the Jungfruene (three rocky islands) 
and Icefjord, with its large glaciers and the ship came to rest in Wilson Harbour 
beneath a hanging glacier - broken up blue ice with a torrent of melt-water pouring 
from beneath it over rock cliffs. It was still overcast and I went ashore in the 
inflatable to deliver mail and supplies to the field party on the north shore. It was a 
shingle beach, and easy landing and we were met by Roger Clayton and Rory 
Mortimore, a geological field party - two very pleasant fellows. We walked through 
the tussocks and streams to their camp - two pyramid tents, pitched on short grass 
in a hollow. We had a glass of scotch and talked about their work. There were a 
number of raised beaches here and they were digging a ditch to study one of the 
moraines in section. The tussock grass roots were exposed and I suggested they 
sketch the root-system, because I didn't suppose it had been done before, in view of 
the labour involved and the result would be useful. They had found whalebones in 
the moraine, which probably pre-dated whaling there. I asked them to collect some 
for C14 dating.  

This was a very pleasant spot, with green slopes behind and it would have been 
even better if the sun had shone. There were extensive turf slips, leading to erosion 
and I wondered about the role of shoemaker petrels - which nest here - in the 
process. We went back to the ship one another wet ride and left for Signy Island at 
6 o’clock.  

Next day was spent at sea, a perfect sunny day with sharp clear horizons. After 
a talk with Tom I asked him to cut out one engine to reduce fuel consumption as an 
economy measure. In the event this experiment showed Bransfield’s speed was only 
slightly reduced - to 11.8 knots from 14? - and it was in fact much quieter and more 
comfortable on board. I thought we should do more of this when the schedule was 
not tight; in this case for example we expected to have to wait at Signy for the 
builders to complete the slipway, with a delay of perhaps 24 hrs.  

On 22 January I woke at 6 o’clock to bright sunshine, but as we approached the 
South Orkneys we entered cloud. Laurie Island was in sight at 7 o’clock, the peaks 
cut off by a line of low cloud; at 9 o’clock we were in Washington Strait and at 10.45 
am we saw an Argentine transport vessel in Petter Bay. She was carrying a 
helicopter. We continued across Orwell Sound and past the south coast of Signy to 
near Cummings Cove. At 1.15 pm I went ashore there in the Gemini with Stuart 
and Jack to inspect the Cummings Field Hut.  This was a very well-found hut with 
rock walls and a metal roof. It was very well finished inside with two bunks and a 
cooking bench. The single window was double-glazed. It was located in the 
southern corner of the cove on a raised moraine - the site we had chosen in l971 
when I was there with Jerry Light.  
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Back to the ship at 2.15 pm through the grounded bergs. The Bransfield was 
quite dwarfed by some of them, which were at least twice the height of her masts. 
Then on around the west coast of Signy and through Normanna Strait to anchor in 
the usual place in Borge Bay. In fact it was within feet of the previous position as 
marked by the buoys put down to indicate where a load of concrete beams was lost 
from a flubber, and where Mickleburgh’s camera disappeared.  

Next day I was up at 7 o’clock. The wind and sea had dropped and conditions 
seemed good for ferrying the heavy muskeg tractor from shore to the ship on the 
flubber (an inflatable rubber raft).  At 7.30 am therefore, the ship moved to anchor 
inside Bare Rock and Small Rock; it was still calm and windless. The flubber, with 
the 'keg on it and towed by the launch, came out, nosed alongside and the 51/2 ton 
vehicle was hoisted aboard. Only the men were still to come off the base and we 
sailed for Halley Bay on the eastern shore of the Weddell Sea, at 9.30 am. The ice 
reports from the US satellite pictures were favourable - a small tongue of pack ice 
to cross in the Weddell Sea and then an open water shore lead along the coast to 
our base. It developed into a beautiful sunny day, though cold. We passed through 
scattered icebergs with the South Orkneys slowly disappearing astern until only the 
mountain tops remained, heightened by a mirage. Then they too went and we sped 
on across the eerily flat ocean at the bottom of the world. At midnight we reached 
the first pack ice - in belts a few yards wide, but not extensive.  

We came up with more pack ice in the morning, not very dense (c.2/10ths), 
overall and the floes were old, each surrounded by an underwater shelf of bright 
emerald green, due to the clear water. There were very few seals; we saw two then 
a single crabeater and at 2.15 pm a Ross seal quite close, with the very characteristic 
markings, dark above, light below and with stripes on the flanks, a small head and 
characteristically ‘chinless’. Even when it was lying with its tail end to the ship, I 
identified it as a Ross seal, confirmed when it moved.  Another Ross seal was seen 
close-to at about 5 o’clock at 66°30' S, 39°40' W) and a leopard seal. Also two 
emperor penguins were sighted during the course of the day. There were a few 
snow petrels and Antarctic petrels throughout and one killer whale.  

The ice thickened towards evening, but was still only c. 5/10ths and with large 
open patches - varied ice and water sky. The floes were 4-6 ft thick and with ragged 
green ledges underwater as a fringe, and the water so clear that one could see to 
their bases quite easily. The surfaces were flat and virginal white. Some of them 
were of much younger ice - only a few inches thick - and there was no old ice. At 
11.15 pm, still in daylight, we were steaming fast and there were occasional bumps 
and grinds as we hit a floe. Next day we passed through very open pack with only 
a slight breeze. Then we were out of the ice with but a few bergs around us. There 
was a marked absence of wildlife though - a crabeater at about 9 o’clock, four 
Adélies, the odd snow and Antarctic petrels. We continued throughout the day in 
these conditions. In the evening I gave a talk to the crew and answered questions 
and discussion. This lasted three hours and I got to bed at 12.30 am; still no sign of 
pack ice. A message came through to say that Peter, Tilbrook, Barry Heywood and 
Martin White had got their promotions, but that Inigo unfortunately was 
unsuccessful.  

The ship entered the ice again at 1.30 am and it continued dense but thin until 
about 9.30 am., when it opened again to show large leads and pools. Even though 
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the sun was hidden it was a very beautiful sight. At 6 o’clock another Ross seal was 
sighted at 72°30'S, 29°10'W, the third this voyage (it is one of the rarer seal species). 
There was an emperor on a floe and crabeaters were more numerous - eight within 
200 m of the ship over half an hour. I went up to the conning position at the 
masthead for a while, from which one got a very commanding view all around.  
During the day many crabeaters were sighted – a relative term because only 40-50 
were seen; also another three Ross seals. They are very distinctive even at a 
distance, with a definite edge between the dark back and the light belly, small 
stripes on the flanks, the shape of the head and the lack of a neck. Their attitude 
when disturbed is head-up as against the crabeater's level head. We also saw one 
leopard seal at 2.30 pm in 73°50'S, 27°W. Another leopard and a Ross at 3.45 pm, 
two more Ross seals at 4.55 and 5.20 pm  (making nine Ross seals that voyage so far 
- more than I had ever seen before). There was a number of flocks of terns, a few 
snow and Antarctic petrels, one giant petrel and a whale which was evidently 
asleep at the surface, was startled and dived - a minke. 

For most of the day we were in bright sunshine, an unforgettable experience in 
the glistening virgin white, blues, mauves and greens of the pack, the sun glinting 
in the small pools and off the ice surface. There were some bergs around too. We 
were still in sunshine when we sat down for dinner and a film afterwards - about 
Al Capone - very much out of context! Then clouds appeared, but it was still very 
crisp and pleasant in the extensive shore lead fringing the continent. It became 
colder and we saw brilliant refraction and mirage effects, so that icebergs and 
distant pack ice appeared to be high above the horizon. Finally we made out the 
cliffs of the ice shelf when we were still twelve miles off (we had seen them earlier 
on the radar) and also the inland ice, perhaps 30 miles distant. To the north was the 
low shelf area and the tortured ice of the ‘Gin Bottle’, with the ‘Chips’ (inlets) 
showing as lighter-coloured areas.  We then saw the headlands appearing, first 
‘High Headland’ and at about 10.30 pm the chimney - a 40 ft back tower of 40 
gallon oil drums that the base have erected as a beacon - 12 miles away, came into 
sight. We could also see the aerial masts and other structures of the base, as well as 
flags and barrels marking routes over the ice surface - as we got nearer. At 11.30 
pm we could see into ‘Second Chip’, one of a series of creeks that cut into the shelf 
ice. This was where we expected to tie up and unload the cargo, so we noted the 
fast ice in the creek, then turned away to sea, as it was a bit early to start going 
alongside and tying-up. To bed at 00.15 am after an exceptionally interesting day.  

On that Sunday morning we were up at 6.30 am and shortly afterwards the ship 
nosed into ‘Second Chip’ and alongside the fast ice, which was about 7-8 ft thick 
and represented one winter's accumulation. The chip was only a little wider than 
the ship was long and so Tom Woodfield put the bow against one side and 
somehow edged Bransfield  alongside at 7.30 am. Lines were put ashore and Fids 
landed by cargo nets on the fast ice. They hauled the thick hawsers inland and 
attached them to ‘deadmen’ - 8 ft logs of wood - dug into pits in the fast ice. Parties 
also went up onto the shelf ice and attached other lines at bow and stern. A 
gangway was put down and unloading began, first the two muskegs tractors 
needed for the cargo handling.   

The BC, Roger Daynes, came aboard and we talked about Halley Base and the 
problems last winter etc, and I arranged to inspect the base that afternoon. Then at 
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about 11.30 am I went ashore - or rather onto the floating ice, for this huge ice shelf 
floats in 120 fms of water. It was cold (c.-6.5°C), but the clouds rolled back and the 
sun came out , to transform the day. I walked on beautiful powder snow, down the 
chip on the fast ice and up the ice ramp to the shelf, then around towards the 
beacon on the headland and above the bows of the ship. It was tiring walking for 
the snow was soft and deep, but beautiful and exhilarating, particularly after the 
days at sea. The ice cliffs on either side were spectacular, with many glittering 
facets in pale blue-green and white. Icicles hung in places and there was a large 
cornice of packed windblown snow. Back then for lunch.  

At 2 o’clock in bright sunshine, with the calm sea sparkling and the blue 
shadowed cliffs looking very beautiful, I went ashore again, up to the base in  a 
muskeg, where Roger showed Paul and me around the new huts. They were 
erected within corrugated steel 'Armco' tunnels, which would eventually come to 
be buried within the shelf ice. Fans forced air through the space surrounding the 
huts so that its temperature will not rise and be the cause of faster sinking. The old 
base had not been completely evacuated, although some of the rooms were now 45 
ft beneath the surface of the ice. The new base, begun last season was almost 
complete - and well designed and comfortable it looked. A series of wood lined 
shafts gave access to the surface by means of ladders.  

We also looked around the outlying geophysical, radio and meteorological huts, 
aerials and equipment - many of the facilities tunneled under the ice. The "beastie", 
ionospheric sounder hut is about 20 ft down. Other sciences had cabooses on large 
sledges, which could be moved around to prevent snowdrifts accumulating around 
them and burying them. Then back to the ship in a 'keg at 5 o’clock, the sun still 
shining and with a wonderful feeling of well-being - glistening snow and blue 
skies.  I looked up Hugh O'Gorman (Radio Operator) as I had booked a telephone 
call home. Conditions were not good, but he thought they might improve. By 9 
o’clock they hadn't and as it was then 11 pm in Coton I cancelled it; I would try 
again next day. We had a good dinner. Two Minke whales swam alongside the 
ship. Work continued in bright sunshine. The men were working 2 x 12 hr shifts 
and the sun doesn't set of course, but remained above the horizon continuously at 
that time of year.  

Another brilliant day followed. During the night the temperature fell to minus 
13.5°C and was about minus 8°C during the day. I read the Base reports during the 
morning and planned to go up to the base after lunch, but there was no 
immediately available transport. While I waited I took some photographs of a 
young Weddell seal on the fast ice and in the water. Then up to the base at 3 pm to 
inspect the old base with Roger. It was impressive the way the floors and walls and 
roofs had buckled under the pressure from the ice - now about 30 ft above the base. 
Back to the ship at 6 pm. After dinner a fog rolled in from the sea and quickly 
blotted out the sun, reducing visibility to almost zero. I read and wrote letters.  

Another fine day followed and I went ashore at 9 o’clock and up to the base, 
riding on a tractor-drawn sledge at 8 mph with Paul.  There we spent a few hours 
with Brian Jones and Roger Daynes (new and outgoing BCs), looking at food and 
supplies dumps and inspecting various aspects of the base.  I stayed there for lunch 
and walked back to the ship about 3 o’clock. It was quite cold, as there was a slight 
breeze blowing. Cargo unloading continued and the fast ice was beginning to break 
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out in chunks at the edge, due to the movement of the ship and the vehicles, and 
the weight of the cargo offloaded onto the ice. Cargo unloading was completed 
during the next morning, some 300 tons having gone ‘ashore’. The weather 
changed for the worse about noon. I went ashore for a walk with Tom and Ella, up 
to the headland of ice to the east of us, where a blue-and-white UN flag was flying.  
There was a cold wind and drift snow, but it was exhilarating. Two skuas and eight 
Antarctic petrels roosted on the ice, also some giant petrels including one white-
phase bird were flying around us.  

In the evening after dinner we watched pods of Minke whales passing 
southwards off the end of the chip. There was a continual procession for the 2 
hours I was watching - although it could perhaps have been the same group 
travelling in circles! Occasionally we saw some going north. At times the sea boiled 
with them, their blows, curved backs and small fins very distinctive. The weather 
continued overcast with snow flurries and wind - and a slight rise in temperature. I 
spent 3 hrs with the crew, talking to them and answering their questions.  

Next day after breakfast I walked round to the UN flag with Tom and Ella. 
There were superb views all around us: in the next creek - First Chip - large flat 
floes had seals hauled out on them and some bergs sailed by to the north. Just east 
of our headland a large tilted berg seemed to have come to rest against the shelf, 
but later in the day it moved on. The ship looked snug in its natural harbour. I had 
to encode and decode some confidential messages in the afternoon and then after 
dinner I went up to the base to talk to the group about developments in BAS, the 
Cambridge buildings etc. I spoke for an hour or two and then answered questions.  
It seemed to go down quite well. We went back to the ship about midnight on a 
skidoo, Paul driving, initially towing Tony Wincot behind us on skis until he gave 
up and joined us standing on the vehicle – a tight squeeze.  Visibility was down to 
about 100 yards.  

Next morning a school of minke whales came into the chip. It was calm and we 
could see them clearly beneath the surface. Unfortunately I didn't have my camera , 
because it would have been an excellent opportunity.  A crabeater seal was hauled 
out and an emperor penguin strolled by on the fast ice.  I saw a Wilson's petrel 
and Antarctic Petrels were feeding in the bay, upending like ducks and 
submerging. Two skuas flew about and some snow petrels. On the whole there was 
little life though. I went up to base that afternoon and wandered around to get a 
feel for the various activities that were going on. Then at 5 o’clock I walked back to 
the ship, taking about 45 mins. Young ice was forming in the chip.  

After a cold night (minus14°C) it was overcast again with sea smoke forming 
and ice on the water’s surface. There were more cracks in the sea ice, one of them 
looking rather ominous. I read base reports in the morning and Roger Daynes 
visited me for a talk in the afternoon.  I made notes of our discussions. Pack ice 
moved in that night and we found ourselves hemmed in by large, but thin floes - 
fat ice that had broken out further up the coast. It was overcast, but beautiful and 
still at times, when the reflections were perfect. I spent most of the day doing 
paperwork, but went for a walk to the UN flag in driving snow.  While up there I 
could hear whales blowing, but couldn't see them.  There were also creaks, thuds 
and groans from the movement of the floes. The usual birds were around - 
Antarctic petrels, snow petrels, three skuas, a small flock of terns, Wilson's petrel 
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and some emperors out on the pack.  The seals were in numbers - about 25 in sight 
from the ship - in playful groups of two or three, chasing and mock fighting in and 
out of the water and from floe to floe.  As I climbed up to bed, I looked down on a 
crabeater swimming alongside the ship above the jade-green ice foot; it looked very 
graceful and perfectly streamlined.  I tried to telephone Maureen, but had a long 
wait and then had to give up because reception was so bad; I heard her voice 
though she sounded worried.  

On 4 February it was overcast again, the cracks in the fast ice wider and a big 
one had opened across the ramp. The floes were still in the chip, but the pack 
outside was much thinner. We experienced a very dense snowstorm. Two Adelie 
penguins made their way across the fast ice and a Weddell and a crabeater hauled 
out of the tide crack near the ramp, suggesting it is getting wider. After lunch I 
went up to the base and Munro [Sievright] showed me around the geophysics and 
ionospherics instruments and experiments.  Brian Jones (BC) came along too. I now 
felt that I had a better understanding of these programmes. I was still trying to 
telephone home; Hugh had begun about nine days ago but conditions have been 
very poor. There was much soft snow falling and the temperature fell again. More 
whales were around the ship.  

Next morning it was initially still and overcast, although a few blue patches 
showed through. There were good reflections in the still water, and snowstorms, 
some heavy. I had a radio schedule with Adelaide where it was blowing but fine. In 
view of the Halley weather they decided not to fly there that day. There were up to 
ten seals on the fast ice at midday, all but one crabeaters. I spent two hours with 
them and they were remarkably tame. All except one were yearlings(?) and I took 
some photos. They were playing and mock-fighting with each other - pairs, often a 
pale-coloured one with a darker animal. I wondered if there was a sex difference in 
colouration. Their coats were beautiful and sleek. It was interesting to see how the 
foreflipper 'fingers' were used to flex and scratch and also how they rear up, like 
elephant seals, to look ahead horizontally. The temperature was minus 7.6°C.  

I spent some hours thinking about the optimum structure for BAS, and then just 
before dinner Hugh came down to say that Portishead contact looked promising 
and suddenly I found myself talking to Maureen. She sounded so close, the darling, 
though neither of us had much to say!  But all was well with them, which is what I 
needed to know. It was very still in the evening light and the water between the 
floes was a burnished copper colour - due to reflections from the ice cliffs.  

The morning of 16 February was perfect and sunny, with air temperature down 
to minus 16°C  ashore and the snow glistening with diamonds. I spent most of the 
morning talking with Tom about operating Biscoe from Stanley and about the 
problems of one-ship operations. We had a schedule with Adelaide at 9.30 am and 
in view of the weather report Dave Rowley decided to fly to us. He took off at 11.17 
am and expected to be with us at 7.15 pm. They had a good flight and arrived at 
6.20 pm. There had been good weather over the Peninsula, then cloud until they 
arrived at Halley.  I went up to the base with Paul on the skidoo and was at the 
skiway when the plane came in low over the base from the direction of the ship, to 
make a good landing.  They had the ship beacon to home in on from 2 hrs out of 
Halley.  Dave Rowley (Pilot) and Dave Brown (Mechanic) climbed out of the 
cockpit in their shirt sleeves to a bitterly cold climate. They said it was minus 24°C 
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and I had found the skidoo trip very cold; one ear in particular had I thought got 
frost nipped and it was very tender when it thawed out. But then, the skidoo was 
doing 30 mph into a 15-20 mph wind!  So we returned to the ship in a 'keg after 
tying down the aircraft to two sledge loads of fuel drums. They still had 41/2 hours 
of fuel in the plane's tanks.  

We had a long discussion on the ship and I decided to do an orientational flight 
in the vicinity of the base and ice shelf, and then weather permitting down to the 
Shackleton Range, south of 80°S.  This would give me a feel for the country and 
involved about 21/2 hours flying from Halley.  Dave Rowley was happy to stay for 
the three extra days needed to take the ship further south down to Shackleton Base 
and possibly Gould Bay. Also we had a day in hand, because Paul and the building 
team needed it to finish their work. Big Al and Dad Etchells would also stay 
behind. The three Rolls Royce generators and the big IH tractor came off base and 
were loaded without incident, although the main derrick on one purchase was 
initially unable to lift the IH (71/2 tons). Fortunately the ice stood up to the load! 

Next day was a clear calm morning, but the fast ice had begun to crack up. We 
still intended to make the flight, but first it was necessary to get the ship into a 
better position.  We had planned to leave the ship at 9 o’clock for 10 am take-off, 
but in the event it took much longer to nudge the floe out and tie up the ship again.  
So we did not leave the ship until 11 o’clock and then met serious problems re-
fuelling the aircraft, which were due to the inadequacies of equipment on base - 
including perished hose-pipe and pump impeller, and a self-priming pump that 
needed priming.  It was also bitterly cold and at one stage I was drenched in avtur 
(fuel), which stings and as it doesn't evaporate quickly like petrol - leaves a 
lingering smell.  However, we eventually took off with 61/2 hours of fuel at about 3 
o’clock.  Brian Jones and Tom Woodfield flew as passengers, to get some 
experience of the country.  

First, we flew over the ship and then up the coast past the ‘Gin Bottle’ (a feature 
where the shelf ice is anchored to the substrate causing crumpling) to the low shelf. 
We had a very good impression of the floating shelf and large areas of fast ice still 
attached to it, with many seals hauled out. The ice cliffs were brilliant white and the 
submerged ice looked from the air like emerald green sandy beaches, with small 
waves beating upon them. It was beautiful and the water was crystal clear. One 
also got a very good impression of the surface of the shelf itself and general absence 
of crevasses. In some areas tabular bergs were being born and the whole process of 
calving could be clearly seen in its various phases, cracks forming in the shelf, 
widening and then the berg drifting away. Further to the east was cloud and so we 
turned in across the shelf to the junction with the inland ice, where the land surface 
rose. The shelf became more crevassed near land or grounded ice, and at the actual 
junction was a chaotic mass of huge blocks of ice and gaping fissures, some 
apparently bottomless. The differing incidence of light gave shading and tone to the 
ice masses and the scene was by no means dull.  The so-called ‘hinge-zone’, where 
the shelf abutted the land, was relatively narrow and then the inland ice rose quite 
steeply to the featureless polar ice cap.  

We flew along this line to near the Dawson-Lambton Glacier, an even more 
tangled mass of pressure and movement. Then up over the inland ice, flying due 
south towards Shackleton Mountains and the Pole. In fact we could have flown to 
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the Pole if we had wanted and the others urged me to do so. The weather was 
perfect and one got a tremendous impression of vast space. Although we were at 
8,000 ft the horizon around us once we were out of sight of the sea, was an 
unbroken flat snowfield. Below one could see sastrugi (large ripples) on the snow 
surface and the surface colouring was very patchy, with tones from white to 
mauve, depending on the surface drift pattern. Occasional patches of thin stratus 
cloud broke the uniform paleness with their shadows, but in general it was very 
clear.  

I saw the Theron Mountains at a distance of 80 miles to the south south west 
and as we came closer they gradually took shape as a line of nunataks holding up 
the flow of the inland ice to form a long dome or ridge to their east. There were 
very few crevasses until we came to the Slessor Glacier, which is more sinuous than 
depicted on the maps.  Long lines of crevasses of different density, looked at a 
distance like moraine streaks.  The Shackleton Mountains came up dead on course  
rising out of the ice sheet as a series of nunataks with quite a lot of bare ground - 
the highest is 6,000 ft above sea level, but only 2,000 ft above the general level of the 
ice cap. They are characterized by scree slopes, soil polygons, and interesting rock 
strata, moraines and flat frozen lakes and obtusely pointed peaks. We turned and 
flew due west, still in perfect conditions. In the distance to the south we could see 
the Whichaway Nunataks - about 60 miles away.  In this weather it all looked so 
pleasant and so easy just to go for a walk to the Pole; one had to remind oneself that 
on the surface it was very different. We crossed the Shackleton Range observing a 
lot of interesting patterned ground.  At the western end of the range a turn due 
north brought us on a heading to Mount Faraway a shadowy pyramid marking the 
western end of the Theron Range.  We had been south to nearly 81°S, only 540 
miles from the South Pole, but I didn't think there was any good reason for going 
there, other than curiosity and to be able to say that one had been there!  

We crossed the Slessor Glacier and then flew along the western end of the 
Therons.  Here it was easy to see how they damned up the ice, which flowed 
through the valleys in chaotic icefalls. Some of the physiographic features were 
extremely interesting - such as mountain ridges truncated by a glacier that had cut 
through them at right angles, leaving steep cliffs. There were also very well marked 
sedimentary layers and patterns on mountain walls. After leaving the Therons 
behind an uneventful flight across the ice cap on a bearing due north brought us to 
the Dawson-Lambton Glacier again.  From many miles away we could see the blue 
sea, looking like the Mediterranean, and the Brunt Ice Shelf on which Halley Base 
stood.  The sea was dotted with icebergs, but no pack ice was visible although a line 
of clouds to the west probably marked its position.  

As we approached the Dawson-Lambton, Dave reduced height until we were 
flying at only 50 ft or so above the fantastic shapes of the ice chasms and blocks of 
the ‘Hinge Zone’. It was out of this world - an agonized lunar landscape and in the 
light of the low sun the pastel shades of the ice masses were extraordinary in their 
variety.  Horizontal surfaces were pink-mauve, shadows deep purple and the 
vertical cliffs facing the sun bright creamy yellow.  Flying so low one can appreciate 
the vastness of the scale; these are no ordinary glaciers.  The Dawson-Lambton 
itself is an ice tongue rather than a glacier and rests on a ridge of shallow water, 
curving round to the south, which prevents it breaking away to sea.  There was a 
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bay, filled with a fleet of icebergs at anchor, behind it. This bay was covered with 
fast ice now, but last year Bransfield was able to get right in.  Still flying low we 
looked for the ‘Bob-Pi’ Crossing (of the junction between sheld and inland ice, 
named after Bob [--?] and Pi Jarman, who made the first crossing. We found some 
of the marker stakes, but weren't able to follow the route through.  In fact there 
appeared to be a better route now slightly to the north.  A gap in the defenses 
looked from the air much like the fairway on a lunar golf course, though with some 
terrifyingly deep bunkers to the sides!  

This seemed a fairly good route through but might be difficult to find on the 
surface. It would be worthwhile to prove a new route and I spoke to Brian Jones 
about this later. Having done with this we followed the drum line back to the base, 
arriving at about 8.20 pm.  I paused to talk with Paul and we decided to give the 
builders another day, then back to the ship in time for dinner at 10 o’clock.  There 
were some telegrams to decode and answer so I didn't get to bed until 1.15 am. It 
remained fine throughout.  

Next day, 8 February, was fine again, but a swell was developing and the ice in 
the Chip was breaking up.  It was colder again, with a strong wind blowing the 
drift off the cliffs.  During the morning the last of the outgoing cargo came aboard 
and the builders and Paul got back by noon. After lunch I went 'ashore' to look at 
some crabeaters and to take some photographs.  It was very pleasant in the shelter 
of the Chip, the fast ice creaking and groaning in the swell and the drift blowing off 
the cliff in a spectacular way, building up the overhanging cornices.  

We had planned to sail at 4 o’clock but in the event didn't get away until 5.15 
pm, because some difficulty was experienced in retrieving the lines. Then we were 
quickly out of the Chip heading south for Vahsel Bay at the head of the Weddell 
Sea.  The ice headlands were beautifully lit and we passed Emperor Bay, where 
there was a flock of c. 200 snow petrels roosting on the fast ice.  Halley Bay, Cabo 
Rol, Precious Bay and so on came up as we headed south along the coast.  It was 
still very clear and sunny, but very cold.  We came to BPO4, a flag on the Bob-Pi 
route , where the ice cliffs were low and there were low ice hummocks on the shelf, 
looking like sand dunes.  We passed along the front of the Dawson-Lambton 
Glacier, much cut up by crevasses, and so to the tongue and the fast ice edge.  We 
had seen several whales, but now there were scores blowing along the edge of the 
fast ice - their blows very conspicuous, like wisps of white cotton wool - against the 
low sun. Behind it all was the continent, the inland ice covered with drift snow 
which was a golden haze in the low sunlight.  Silhouetted against it were deep 
purple icebergs.  It was interesting to see this from sea level after having seen it so 
recently from the air.  The whales continued to come and two pairs of emperor 
penguins were at the ice edge, as well as a number of Weddell and crabeater seals.  

We now moved on along the coast with the continent glowing golden in the 
haze of drift snow, throwing it into relief as the ridges were lit up by the slanting 
rays.  There were two spectacular concentrations of grounded bergs - the second 
one in the area that led to Shackleton's Endurance getting trapped in the ice in 
[1914]. These bergs, with their heavy  crevassing and blocky nature were unusual 
and atypical of this coast, unlike the usual tabular bergs.  So we passed on down 
that coast appreciating the magnificent scenery and colouring.  There were very 
strong offshore winds in places, without any obvious cause.  Areas side-by-side 
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were quite different in this respect.  There were bergs offshore and some brash, but 
otherwise a bright blue sea.  I retired at 00.30 am expecting to reach Vahsel Bay and 
Shackleton Base next day.  

I woke at intervals through the 'night' and looked out of my port to see the coast 
of Antarctica going by.  On the whole this was a rather dull stretch with rounded 
contours and few icefalls.  But the grounded bergs were there in great variety.  The 
sun should have set at 1.15 am, but I was asleep then and the rest of the 'night' it 
was broad daylight.  I was called at 7.30 am and went up on to the bridge.  Our 
passage had been delayed by pack ice, but we expected to reach Vahsel Bay (78°S) 
by 11.0 o’clock.  A great feature of that day was the frost smoke, which made the 
sea appear to be boiling - dense clouds of 'steam' arising from the surface and even 
more in the turbulent wake of the ship.  It seemed that choppy seas and rougher 
water enhance it, as evidenced by the effect of the ship's passage.  It gave rise to 
some very beautiful lighting effects, with the coast and bergs appearing ghostlike 
through the haze.  The air temperature went down to minus 18.5°C, which was of 
course the main reason for the prolific 'smoke' production.  Once it enveloped us as 
we approached Vahsel Bay we saw the coast either faintly through a haze or not at 
all - but it showed up on the radar screen.  

Just before Vahsel Bay was a bay covered by fast ice with some ice falls in the 
hinterland.  Weddell, crabeater and leopard seals were hauled out and three killer 
whales swam close to the ship.  There were also a few emperor penguins; snow 
petrels and Antarctic petrels were the only other birds.  On we went through the 
frost smoke along the fast ice, then low shelf ice, merging into shelf ice.  We came 
close to the shelf near Shackleton and could see its radar reflection very clearly 
about 3/4 mile in from the sea.  It was minus 20°C and a wind of about 25 knots was 
blowing.  Tom put the ship bow-on to the ice at a point where the cliffs were just 
higher than the bow.  It was running at half-speed on automatic pilot, which kept it 
bow-on to the cliff.  Roger Daynes took out a rope up the slope above the cliff and 
the first party of Fids set out for Shackleton Base, armed with shovels to dig out the 
entrance shaft.  I followed with the second group, over hard sastrugi in a bitterly 
cold wind, beards and moustaches freezing white from people's breath.  Over the 
shelf to Shackleton, which was clearly marked by an array of radio masts.  Down 
the entrance shaft we scrambled to the loft, dusted by the fine accumulation of ice 
crystals; then on down a ladder to the ground floor.  It impressed me as very 
spacious and strongly constructed, much larger than I had expected. One plywood-
covered wall was covered with signatures of the original members of the team and 
those of later visitors.  Unfortunately the place had been ransacked by visitors and 
little portable equipment remained.  We spent some time looking around and then 
climbed up the entrance shaft again and walked back to the ship, seeing a good 
‘paraselene’ (sun bow?) through the drift.  It was much more pleasant walking 
down wind.  

We were back by 3 o’clock and at 4.30 pm Bransfield backed away from the cliff 
and headed back to Halley Bay.  About 20 miles north of the Filchner Ice shelf the 
frost smoke had gone and we headed up into the Weddell Sea through a fine sunny 
evening, passing through occasional belts of pack ice and groups of grounded 
bergs.  After dinner there were beautiful skies with salmon-pink clouds.  A clear 
sunny morning followed with calm sea and temperature up to minus 6.1°C. By 8 
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o’clock on Sunday 10 February we were approaching the Brunt Ice Shelf and turned 
into Second Chip at 9 o’clock.  The fast ice had all gone out, leaving only the ramp 
and the chip looking much longer and narrower. At 9.30 am we had a radio 
schedule with Adelaide, but they reported low cloud and rain, so it looked as 
though no flying would be done that day.  We could expect another weather report 
at noon though.  Meanwhile Bransfield was lying alongside the ramp and the sun 
continued to shine. At noon we spoke again with Adelaide and Fossil Bluff and 
some of the sledging parties.  The weather at Adelaide was still very bad, but it was 
clear at Fossil Bluff, with very good visibility to the north, and some of the southern 
field parties also reported good weather.  So Dave decided to fly to Fossil Bluff and 
we packed hastily and made farewells before going up to the landing strip in a 'keg.  
We took off at 2.15 pm after a very long run, when it seemed that we would never 
get into the air.  The weather was perfect, the sea glittering in the sun and no sea ice 
in sight as we flew westwards into the sun.  
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Chapter 6  
 

Continuing Antarctic Journey; Weddell 
Sea, Antarctic Peninsula and South 
Georgia: 1974 
 

                                        
 
We were heading across the Weddell Sea towards the Antarctic Peninsula.  The 

weather was perfect, the sea glittering in the sun and no sea ice in sight as we flew 
westwards into the sun.  With the first pack ice came cloud - marking the edge of the 
shore lead, about 60 miles across.  But after another hour we left the cloud behind 
and were in the clear again.  The pack was beautiful - floes of all sizes up to six miles 
across, but easily navigable to a ship.  It remained clear all the way across the 
Weddell Sea and the pack, although 8/10 - 9/10 ths seemed to be negotiable.  We were 
flying at 9 -10,000 ft, with unlimited visibility.  Then we saw orographic cloud ahead 
and a white boundary line, and then a golden horizontal streak which I thought was 
the Larsen Shelf Ice on the eastern side of the Peninsula, but which turned out to be a 
narrow shore lead at the shelf front, reflecting the sun.  We had seen very few 
icebergs, but nearing the shelf there were clusters of large tabular bergs, each clearly 
derived from the break-up of a large piece of shelf ice.  From the leads behind them 
they were moving south west, presumably caught in eddies in the current, which 
should have been carrying them northwards.  It was a beautiful unique scene, with 
the extensive shelf and the mountains behind.  The pack within, say, 50 miles of the 
Larsen Ice Shelf was much heavier than elsewhere, with big pressure ridges and a 
very rough crumpled-looking surface.  Also it’s density was about 10/10 ths.  There 
was some confusion about our position as we had intended to make a landfall at 
Butler Island and were actually about 80 miles north of there, at Dolleman Island, a 
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low rounded dome rising out of the shelf.  Dave later calculated that we'd met a 35 
knot headwind from west south west, which slowed us down and pushed us north.  

The first shelf we came to turned out to be not the main Larsen Ice Shelf but a 
large iceberg about 75 miles long, which broke off from the shelf about five years ago 
and had been tracked by Charles Swithinbank on the satellite photos! Behind it 
floated thick fast ice and then the shelf proper.  The scene was perfectly lovely with 
mountains to north and south, the glaciers falling smoothly to the flat shelf, but with 
crevassed icefalls in places.  The gradual slopes produced subtle changes of light and 
shadow, with glare ice in places reflecting the surface pattern.  The mountains 
themselves cast deep purple shadows, as we were still flying into the sun.  But as we 
passed over them and looked back they shone brilliantly.  Dave quickly decided 
where we were and picked out South Eland Mountains, near us to the north, and 
further away the Eternity Range - Faith, Hope and Charity - looking mysterious and 
beautiful.  There was cloud to the south, but the peak of Mount Andrew Jackson 
(13,750 ft, now thought to be only c.11,000 ft) was just visible.  We flew along the 
edge of the cloud over the Palmer Land Plateau - a vast expanse of ice, with isolated 
nunataks poking through it.  George VI Sound came into view and the mountains 
lining it on each side - on the far side Alexander Island, rather faint in the distant 
haze. Low cloud patches added to the beauty of the scene, creating a dappled pattern 
of shadows chasing across the ice.  Our course took us down the Ryder Glacier, 
which is heavily crevassed, with the Battersby Mountains to the south of us.  

So we flew on down to the Sound, which is about 15 miles wide at that point, flat 
ice shelf with an undulating surface, the hollows filled with pools of melt-water that 
had frozen and were a lovely caerulean blue - oriented here in lines running north-
south.  The mountains to the east of the sound are granitic and craggy, those to the 
west are of sedimentary rock - slates and mudstones in very conspicuous layered 
bands, and beautiful in their way.  They bear many fossil shells, Belemnites, ferns 
and other plants.  The vistas to north and south along the Sound from the centre are 
magnificent.  

And so we touched down at Fossil Bluff at 9 pm (8 o’clock local time) after a flight 
lasting 6 hrs 45 mins (that was 11/4 hrs longer than estimated, due to the head winds.  
The runway was on a sloping sea ice slope under the Bluffs and Andy Jameson (BC) 
and Clive Jackman, a metman from Adelaide Base helping out for a few weeks, were 
there to greet us.  We tied the plane down to two parked muskegs and went down to 
the base by skiddoo.  It was set on a scree spur of the moraine, right under the 
mountains, about 20 ft above the surface of the Sound.  The base hut was only 28 ft x 
12 ft, with kitchen, bunks, radio and met office all in one.  Very similar in size to my 
original base hut at Signy Island where I lived and worked during l948-50.  At the 
Bluff they also had a sledging store, workshop and generator shed tacked on, each 
very small.  Straggling up the slope behind are the 'bog' tent, a store hut and a 
garage, the last flown in and erected earlier that season.  Strewn around on the scree 
were the stores, food, sledging rations, skidoo spares, sledges and spare runners, 
tents, paint and so on. These had to be stored in the open because there was no space 
under cover. Further behind was a retreating glacier with ice 'penitentes' and the 
fossil-strewn slopes of the Pyramid, a small rock peak.  We were made welcome and 
had supper.  Then we all listened to the weather reports from Adelaide, our next 
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destination, and the sledge parties.  It was not very promising, particularly Adelaide 
which was still in cloud, but we might be able to do some local flying next day.  So to 
bed at midnight.   

We spoke to Adelaide and the sledges after breakfast. There was no possibility of 
flying to Adelaide, but it seemed that we might be able to visit Ablation Lake (Barry 
Heywood and Jerry Light, ‘Yankee’ party), Spartan Cwm and possibly sledge ‘India’ 
(radio call-sign), which was near.  We spent the morning inspecting the base with 
Andy.  It was rather untidy, but inevitable I supposed owing to the lack of space for 
stowage; the new garage should make a difference though.  There was an excess of 
some items: skis and sledging gear, spare skidoo tracks and bogies among others.  
After lunch on hearing Yankee's weather, we decided to fly up to Ablation Lake, 
which was only a 20 min run.  So we drove up to the plane, with superb views cross 
the Sound,  We were airborne at 1.40 pm , flew over Spartan Cwm, looked at Upper 
Lake, Moutonné Lake and then landed on the frozen surface of Ablation Lake, where 
we were met by Barry, Jerry and Geoff Renner (Geophysicist on holiday!).  They took 
us to their camp on a small shingle point.  Two tents, one a pyramid for living 
quarters, the other a frame tent for use as a laboratory - for chemistry, extraction of 
soil fauna, plotting graphs and maps etc.  The latter was protected by a stone wall 
and had stood up to winds of 40-50 knots.  It had made a great difference to their 
efficiency.  They had constructed an elegant sundial on the surface of a flat rock.  
Ablation Lake is unusual in having a layer of freshwater, floating over seawater. 
They had been mapping and sounding the lake, using a powered ice-drill, with a 7" 
drill to penetrate the lake ice, which was 3 metres thick. A tide gauge had been 
running for 6 weeks and they had measured salinities regularly both there and at 
Moutonné Lake.  

The saline water level was at 66 metres depth in Ablation Lake and fluctuated 
with the tide.  The tidal pattern was a double one and it seemed that two, out of 
phase, tides might be meeting at the centre of the Sound - arriving from Marguerite 
Bay and the Bellingshausen Sea.  There was some uncertainty about the height of the 
lake above sea level, even though it is tidal.  Later Dave flew over to touch the 
surface of the Sound and found it 60 ft higher than the lake surface - which sounds 
about right if the surface of the shelf ice in the Sound is about 60 ft above sea level, 
which it could well be.  

I walked around the coast to the south with Barry and Jerry, discussing their 
work.  They had experienced extremely good weather - 3 out of 4 days sunny - and 
had been able to complete a great deal of work.  The ice on Ablation Lake had not 
been a handicap, because it had facilitated the survey of the lake.  Because of its size 
the use of a rubber dinghy would have been hazardous in the conditions.  (It was 
about 4 miles by 3 an area equivalent to the whole surface of Signy Island.)  
Unfortunately they had not as yet been able to dive in the lake, because gaining 
access was a problem, but Jerry hoped to find a way in via the tide crack.   

Next to the Sound it is dammed by a huge wall of pressure-ice, to a height of 50 ft 
- a mass of chaotic ridges and cracks, discoloured by dust from the sedimentary rocks 
above.  At the edge of the Sound the pressure from the east had forced up walls of ice 
that had pushed up the earth of the moraine into fantastic mounds.  It looked like a 
giant building site, with freshly turned earth and pools.  The ice was only a foot or 

82



two beneath the water’s surface and there were hundreds of these freshwater pools.  
The slopes from the crags behind were also in constant movement, with soil 
polygons and streams.  Moisture was just below the surface and in places springs 
emerged.  It was here that isolated moss communities and a few lichens are to be 
seen, including Nostoc, the benthic alga in the shallow spring pools.  

For the most part the slopes seemed devoid of life, but closer inspection showed 
small patches of moss in the hollows between stones, or even under stones, where 
the moister microclimate was favourable or dew could form and trickle down.  It was 
clearly a desert, warmed by much solar radiation in summer.  Some of the more 
stable pools in the 'moraine' had aquatic mosses growing luxuriantly at quite shallow 
depths, also or alternatively mats of benthic algae.  And I noticed abundant tiny red 
copepods - Pseudoboeckella.  One puzzle is how the copepod exists in the main 
Ablation Lake under 3 metres of ice, apparently without phytoplankton.  However, 
about 20% of incident light penetrates, so there might be some phystoplankton there.  
The copepods in the main lake are smaller than those in the pools though.  Clearly a 
factor of primary importance was the instability of the ground, affecting both 
terrestrial and freshwater life.  

Another point of interest was the successful breeding of a pair of skuas which had 
raised two chicks that season; I saw one of them myself, now large and mobile but 
not yet flying.  They looked like the subspecies skua, rather than mackormicki.  
Ablation Lake is about 80 miles from the sea at the northern end of the Sound, but 
there were some local colonies of snow petrels and the skuas feed on them.  Wilson's 
petrels were occasionally seen and at the camp we were shown the remains of an 
Antarctic petrel and a silver-grey petrel killed by skuas. Penguins had occasionally 
been seen in the Sound, up to 100 miles from the nearest open water and looking 
quite healthy.  

We left them at about 6 o’clock after a very interesting visit and called in at 
Spartan Cwm to see the set-up there.  Graham Tourney and Roger Barker 
(respectively Glaciologist and Adelaide Cook helping out) were living and working 
in a small caboose.  This seemed very small for the job, with living quarters for two 
about 7 x 8 ft and the instrument section opening out of this about 8 x 3 ft; there was 
very little room to move.  A second caboose was to be provided which could be used 
for living quarters, the other dedicated to equipment and stores.  Graham showed me 
round outside.  The instrument array was quite impressive - 5 anemometers at 
different heights, temperature sensors at various heights, solar radiation albedo 
recorders, all recording on multi-channel chart recorders in the caboose.  The two 
wind generators seldom received enough wind to operate.  But a few days ago they 
had had a blow with gusts to 50-60 knots, that blew off a blade and the wind vane 
from one of the generators.  However, they rely on Honda petrol generators.  

There was a grid of stakes over the glacier, from which the accumulation or 
ablation was measured once a month.  The objective of the work was to determine 
the mass and energy balance of this small glacier once a month. Incidentally it was 
very noticeable in this area how the snow on the north side of ridges melts in the sun, 
so that they tend to be bare, in contrast to the southern slopes.  We had a cup of tea 
and took off again down the glacier and were back at Fossil Bluff in 10 minutes.  The 
fog lifted during the next morning so that we could see possibly 50 miles down the 
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Sound.  The melt pools were still frozen (air temperature minus 6°C) but their level 
had fallen by a foot due to drainage by new streams, one of which was flowing down 
to the Sound as I walked up to the aircraft.  As a result of the 1 o’clock radio reports it 
was evident that the weather at Adelaide had cleared and also at sledge ‘India’.  So 
we decided to fly to Adelaide via ‘India’ which was near Mount Cortauld.  We took 
off at about 1.50 pm and first called in at Sparten Cwm to deliver a tent and some 
beer.  The Cwm was in thick fog, but the men lit a smoke flare to guide us in and we 
saw its pink cloud at an adequate distance.  

Then we went out again almost at once and flew across the Sound, over Millet 
Glacier and some fine rock peaks to a large snowfield near Mount Cortauld (6,900 ft).  
First we sighted a small cairn on a nunatak and then I saw the sledge tracks and we 
flew northwest along them until we came to the camp in the middle of a snowfield, 
at 3,500 ft.  The pink tent, with two sledges had three spans of dogs radiating from it.  
We were greeted by Pete Butler (Geophysicist) and Chris ‘Twiggy’ Walker 
(Stonington Base Radio Operator), wearing their ‘long John’ underwear - the tough 
image!  We climbed into the tent, which was uncomfortably warm and talked for an 
hour or so over a lunch of tea and sledging biscuits, with Marmite, dried onions and 
cheese.  We discussed the pros and cons of dog sledging and mechanical transport. 
The main point in favour of dogs is safety.  With a dog team, when a crevasse is 
encountered the leading dogs may fall in, the sledge stops and they can be hauled 
out.  With a skidoo the fear is that it plus the driver would fall in with much more 
serious consequences.  

We took off again at about 4.20 pm to fly north to Adelaide.  It was cloudy to the 
north and we climbed to 8,000 ft.  There were clear views of Mount Edgell (5,499 ft) 
and beyond the mountains of Alexander Island, across the Sound - Mounts 
Stephenson (9,800 ft) and Paris (9,500 ft). Although there was cloud over the Wordie 
Ice Shelf we could see the top of the Peninsula, then Adelaide Island itself and 
Pourquoi Pas Island, also quite high.  Mount Gaudry, the highest on Adelaide Island 
is 7,600 ft.  It was a magnificent panorama, the sea in Marguerite Bay ice free except 
for scattered bergs and all around beautiful mountain scenery.  I had my first sight of 
Neny Fjord, in which lies Stonington, the peaks behind rising steeply to 7,000 ft.  We 
passed over the Faure Islands and Adelaide grew larger in our view, with the 
mountain spine to the east and the tail of the Fuchs Ice Piedmont stretching out to the 
west.  Tiny Avian Island, snow free and then the skiway and base appeared.  There 
was a large concentration of grounded bergs and on each side of the base tall ice cliffs 
rose.  Adelaide base was situated on a minute rocky promontory, the only possible 
site for miles around.  

The snow around it and the airstrip was greatly discoloured by red and green 
snow algae.  As we flew in from the north on the approach, we passed over huge 
gaping crevasses  with blue caverns opening out into the depths of the ice. These 
were almost encroaching on the skiway and there were cracks across the runway.  
We landed about 5.30 pm in slush.  It had been raining and streams of water were 
pouring off the icecap - temperature +2°C.  

We were driven down to the base in a 'keg, by Bert Conchie, the other pilot.  I 
moved into a bunkroom, shared with Bert and then met some of the base personnel.  
Jim Roberts was BC and after dinner he showed me around.  The base lay between 
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the rock outcrops of a narrow ice-free promontory.  A small concrete quayside with 
deep water alongside led up to the various buildings.  First the generator shed, 
perched high on the rocks, then in Boat Bay two huts. These were ‘Stephenson’ the 
first base hut, now a carpenters' shop and puppy pens.  Next to it ‘Rymill’, a store for 
the aircraft spare parts, radio, sledging, and emergency clothing.  Between the rock 
outcrops were large angular stones which formed a rough, but level space on which 
stores and equipment were stacked under tarpaulins.  Also, on a level cement 
platform, were two pillow tanks for fuel.  Proceeding up the ‘High Street’, which had 
a stream running on its north side, we came to the garage and vehicles, opposite the 
seal pile (carcasses for meat for the dogs).  Most were very old smelly carcasses but 
six new ones were lying in the stream.  And so to the main hut, which was tucked 
away among the rocks - very sheltered, but liable to drift up during the winter.  It 
seemed very spacious - a rabbit warren when one got inside.  There was more than 
enough room for the eight men wintering and beds for 28.  During summer, when 
personnel change takes place up to 37 have slept there.  The main problem was space 
for taking meals.  

I had a number of telegrams to answer. The economic crisis afflicting the Survey, 
largely due to the oil crisis, seemed to be gathering momentum and it was very 
worrying for the future.  I sent a message out to the bases and ships explaining the 
need for extreme economies.  Then at about 10 o’clock I retired to the bar where a 
group were chatting over drinks.  It reproduced the atmosphere of a small country 
pub extremely well, with half-timbered walls and beams on the ceiling - all contrived 
from packing case deal, suitably 'adzed' and stained ark oak.  There were two 'oaken' 
doors with wrought iron fittings.  It made a very effective setting.  We talked until 1 
o’clock in the morning and then to bed.  Bert was a fresh air fiend, the window was 
wide open and it was very cold.  Next day was overcast and at the 8.45 am radio 
sched. it was clear that there could be no flying that morning.  So I spent the morning 
reading reports and talking to people about their work.  Dave and Jock were 
removing the long range tanks from Alpha Quebec - VPFAQ - the aircraft.  At the 1 
o’clock sched. Bert decided to fly in to ‘India’ taking Neill McAllister as third man.  
The procedure was to take out half the unit (one man and one dog team) leaving a 
third man with the remaining sledges, so that there were always two men in the field 
party.  The aircraft then returns for the rest and the operation is completed.  In this 
case they were to be flown in to Stonington and as there was a chance of visiting 
‘Delta’ as third man, if Alpha Quebec was ready, I opted for that.  

In the event the weather didn't improve greatly, Bert was only able to move half 
of ‘India’ and Dave and Jock didn't finish preparing the other aircraft in reasonable 
time.  I spent the afternoon discussing skidoos and travel with Roger Tinley, and 
dogs and sledge rations with Roger Wilkins. After dinner I had a talk with Keith 
Amery about meteorology.  He agreed that there was really no need for met men to 
give weather reports to the aircraft.  The pilots were only interested in ‘actuals’ at 
take-off and destination - and reports from any sledges in the field, Stonington and 
Fossil Bluff.  At present the staffing was three met men at Adelaide and one in 
summer at Fossil Bluff. We could probably dispense with them all, but would still 
need to keep numbers up to handle the general base work. However, the met men 
could be replaced by handymen, mechanics, GAs or scientists as necessary.  
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We held a long discussion before and after dinner about the relief operation, 
which was very tricky and potentially dangerous at this base, particularly the 
problem of getting the aircraft fuel ashore and up to the airstrip. We concluded that:  

We needed a lift (swivelling jib) on the jetty to lift drums out of the scow (cargo 
barge). 

Ideally a second IH tractor - but there would be a serious problem landing it 
under the prevailing conditions.  

Replace the crane mounted on the muskeg, which was used for lifting fuel drums 
onto cargo sledges or trailer, because it was unsafe.  

Attempt to get in 2 yrs supply of aviation fuel, so that subsequently one full  
year's supply would be available at the beginning of each flying season.  At present 
flying was held up initially by the need to land fuel and move it up to the airstrip. 
This could best be achieved by two spaced fuel discharge operations by Bransfield 
and Biscoe; by treating it as a special project in one year; by allowing adequate ship 
time in the itineraries for the operation.  

 
A major problem was the bottleneck at the tiny jetty. So, either park drums 

around base (storage area is limited so, in the first year with double quantity of fuel, 
two separate discharges would be essential, or attempt to get the drums straight up 
onto the ice by: 

 a) installing winches at the top of the first slope, with a snatch block at the 
bottom; 

 b) second stage using 'kegs or IH to the airstrip; 
 c) if the ground was half snow-covered and half stones (likely if the 

operation were early in the season), devise a bogy to carry the sledges over the initial 
stretch of bare ground, or use a trailer, with balloon tyres; 

 d) adequate tractor spares were essential. At present the 'kegs burned out 
their clutches etc because they were overloaded, but the IH could cope easily. 
(However Jim Roberts thought that the present system was adequate.) 
 
We talked about Summer Field Operations using skidoos. Ideas that emerged 

from discussion were: 
 
Standardise on one model, preferably Valmont/Alpine twin track; its chassis was 

robust and durable.  
There was an excess of tractor spares (tracks, bogies, tension springs etc.) 
The supply of engine spares was inadequate to maintain reliability. Supplying new 

machines without good spares supply was not satisfactory.   
Consider rebuilding by putting in low-revving, 4-stroke engines, British-made so 

spares not a problem.  
Operate 4-man, 2-skidoo, field parties, pulling two sledges each with 1,600 lb loads. 

Roped together for safety - either skidoo-sledge-skidoo-sledge, or skidoo-skidoo-sledge-
sledge.  

Provide close air support. Keep, say, 2 new skidoo engines and a mechanic at 
Adelaide (by replacing a metman). If a field party couldn't handle a problem, fly in the 
mechanic plus a new engine; fly out old engine for overhaul on base, where the main 
stock of spares would be held. In that way achieve operational reliability.  

Also give at least some field men a short course on maintenance and repair of skidoos 
(at Cambridge). (This applies also to the Honda generators).  
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Consider improving the traction by studding the tracks or in other ways.  
Remove ‘Skandics’ (light single-track sporting skidoos) from Fossil Bluff to Adelaide 

and use the Adelaide twin-tracks for field parties. The former were adequate as 
runabouts at a base. If Halley have any twin-tracks move them to Marguerite Bay.  

 
I thought it essential to standardise on one model at a base. Otherwise the  spares 

situation would be chaotic and uneconomical.  
Safety was the main area of doubt:  

  
a) With dogs, if the leaders fell in but were held by the weight of the sledges, they 

were easily extracted. However, on occasion dog team crosses a bridge and a loaded 
Nansen sledge falls in behind them.  Also dogs are slow and must be fed all the time; 
skidoos are faster, can make detours if country is dangerous, can be switched off 
when not in use.  

 b) Although skidoo track-loading psi (pounds per square inch) is less than 
a man on ski, it is the total weight in the middle of a crevasse bridge that is important. 
But this applied even more to loaded Nansen sledges - and on the Trans-Antarctic 
Expedition heavy vehicles were forced to cross bad crevasses when detouring was 
not possible, and did survive.  

 c) When faced with bad, not easily circumvented crevasses, a party in 
summer operations could call on an airlift over that area. 

 d) In any case, if for any reason they found themselves in a badly 
crevassed area, they should take the usual precautions - a roped man ahead probing. 

 e) Was it possible to design a remote driving system, by cords or wires to 
the handlebars and throttle?  Then, if the skidoo breaks through the driver is safe. 

 f) Dog operations require a wintering party.  
 
In general I felt that the risks were acceptable, given summer-only operations and 

close air-support.  
 
In mid-February we were confined to base by bad weather and no flying was 

possible. I spent much time writing, reading reports and talking about problems. In 
particular I had a long discussion one afternoon with Jim Roberts (BC). The wind 
reached gale force and the anemometer recorded gusts to 95 knots. It snowed and 
even rained. There was a heavy swell and all the small coves and inlets around the 
base were full of brash and bergy buts, with waves breaking over them. Barry spoke 
to me from Ablation Lake. They had caught a fish in their fish trap in the saline layer, 
a Notothenoid, 15 cm long, with large protuberant, mobile eyes. This was exciting; 
was it a new species? They would try for more specimens using line and hooks.  

On Saturday there was the usual scrubout in the morning and that evening a 
special dinner - cloths on the table, wines and liqueurs, ties and jackets. It was a very 
pleasant evening, followed by a slide show and some of Chris Andrew's (Medical 
Officer) film of the voyage out - and of his wedding!  Good entertainment.  

Sunday was fine and we decided to fly as a result of the reports at 8.45 am.  I flew 
with Bert in ‘Alpha Poppa’ (VPFAP). It was about an hour's flight helped by 
northerly winds as we crossed Marguerite Bay, with good views of the Peninsula, 
including Neny Fjord and Stonington.  There were some remarkable rainbow effects, 
opposite the sun, with a shadow of the aircraft thrown on the cloud in the centre of 
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the rainbow - a ‘Brocken spectre’ in fact. I counted 9 -12 concentric rainbow rings. 
There was very little pack ice and then only small stuff - in the southern part of 
Marguerite Bay from Nikkelsen Bay to Roberts Ice Piedmont. The fast ice off the 
Wordie Ice Shelf was still unbroken, although cracking at the edge. This ice shelf 
appeared to be receding, with large internal cracks visible and lenticular areas of 
open water in curved lines behind the ice shelf front.  At the edge one could see 
tabular bergs being formed.  I was also pleased to see the Fleming Glacier, about 40 
miles long.  We flew on past Mount Guernsey and to the field camp at Rendezvous 
Rocks about 40 miles east of Mount Edgell.  

 Dave landed FAQ ahead of us and reported a good surface and we followed suit.  
Adrian Almond (Geophysicist) and Simon Hobbs (GA) had broken camp and 
already had all their gear on the sledges and the dog teams staked out.  While Bert 
and Simon loaded their plane FAP, I went with Dave and Adrian in FAQ to ‘tie in’ 
the gravimeter (to the overall survey) at Spider Nunataks, about 20 miles west. This 
was a good demonstration of the use of the Twin-otter, because it would have taken 
a sledging party two days at least; it took us about 40 minutes in all.  We landed near 
the nunatak and walked up to it around the bergschrund.  I watched while Adrian 
made his gravity reading, and then we moved a depot - a box of man food and 3 Jerri 
cans of fuel - to the plane.  Then we flew back to the camp.  Bert and Simon had 
finished their task and flew off, while I stayed to see the rest of the operation.  The 
sledge was emptied and put in a central position in the aircraft.  It was loaded again 
in the plane; then the dogs were lifted in and attached to very short traces so they 
couldn't fight. Adrian got in and Dave turned up the heating to make the dogs 
sleepy.  They are very handsome animals and very friendly and likeable.  We had an 
uneventful flight back, but the weather deteriorated rather than improved.  The dogs 
were spanned out on arrival and then we had a late lunch.  Bert had taken off to fly 
to ‘India’ as we arrived.  

In the evening I spoke to the base members about the economic crisis, the 
Cambridge building and my plans for changes in the structure of the Survey. There 
was a discussion.  The Biscoe came up on the air and I spoke to Malcolm Phelps about 
his plans.  He expected to arrive at Adelaide about 8 o’clock on 19 February.  The 
condition of Morris (a Cook) was deteriorating.  Next day was cloudy, overcast with 
wind and rain.  The swell seemed to have increased too, although the berg 
disposition is little changed.   Finished a letter to Maureen, wrote to Ian Parker, Frank 
Poppleton and Duncan Carse.  Barry reported the capture of another of the strange 
fish.  

The Biscoe arrived about 8.15 am on 19 February as expected and the scow came 
in with one load, including the hut for Spartan Cwm.  The whole base turned out and 
made short work of the unloading.  Then I went out in the launch about 10.15 am.  
The weather was not very good and there was quite a swell, so Malcolm decided not 
to stay to give the Fids a film.  The Lindblad Explorer also appeared but didn't stay, so 
the lads ashore would be disappointed.  Jim and Dave came out for lunch aboard, 
and had some trouble with the Gemini engines as they went ashore, so had to return 
to the ship.  Then the four Fids from the base who were to help with the sealing (for 
dog food) came out and we left at 3 pm, ETA Stonington about 8 o’clock.  I spoke 
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over the radio to Steve Wormald (BC) about plans.  There was some mail for me, 
including some letters from Maureen, bless her; all well at home.  

We had a smooth passage to Neny Fjord, the cloud however clamped down tight, 
so we didn't see much of the views.  The water looked quite murky and there was a 
thick phytoplankton bloom.  An interesting feature was the formation of small dense 
white cotton wool clouds over individual icebergs, which were 'steaming'.  The air 
temperature was +3°C, which was warm, and the miniature clouds resulted from the 
warm air condensing over the cold ice.   Soon the features so familiar to me from 
photographs came in sight.  We could see Millerand Island for most of the passage 
from Adelaide, then Neny Island, Red Rock Ridge and, as we turned into Neny Fjord 
proper, the mass of Roman IV mountain.  Stonington itself was a surprise.  The 
island proved to be much smaller than I thought, bare of snow and a bit sombre, with 
bare scree slopes and from a distance no indication of any vegetation.  Fires were 
burning, and producing clouds of smoke where they were burning rubbish in a 
clean-up.  At first acquaintance this romantic place didn't live up to its reputation.  

We were off the island by 7.30 pm but by the time Malcolm had found a place to 
drop anchor - difficult because of the numerous small bergs which occupied the best 
places - another hour had passed.  The base had invited the ship to a buffet supper 
ashore, but as the last boat would be returning at 10.30 pm I didn't think it worth 
going ashore that night.  Instead Steve Wormald (BC) came out and we talked in the 
wardroom until 10.30 pm and then for a further hour with Malcolm and Chris Elliot 
(Chief Officer) about the BAS ship operations.  

There was a fall of about 3 ins of snow overnight, which made everything look 
fresh and pure. Ice floes around the ship broke up the reflections in the clear water.  
The clouds began to clear, and the sun lit up the mountains.  However, it remained 
very patchy.  Unloading began with an old SWB Land Rover, fitted with a winch that 
would be useful to move stores and seal carcasses.  I went ashore after lunch and 
inspected the base with Steve Wormald.  They had made a great effort to clear up the 
previous mess and it was well-ordered and tidy.  I wished I could say the same of the 
old American base, dating from Finn Ronne's expedition (1947-48).  It was a 
shambles, with messy piles of rubbish, rusting tins, two old weasel tracked vehicles, 
etc.  It was a disgusting eyesore in such a lovely spot.  We would try to clean it up 
year by year.  I was pleased that the BAS base with the recently built extension was 
in very good shape, clean and tidy.  The living room/dining room/bar area was very 
attractive and the bunk rooms spacious and light.  The piles of stores were properly 
arranged and the generating shed and workshop clean and tidy.  The dogs were 
spanned-out on the glacier above the base, but there were some pups in pens on the 
island and some older pups on a span in Back Bay.  Another span of dogs was on a 
snow patch on the island.  

While the discharge of stores continued I walked around the island.  At the same 
time the gemini was out hunting seals on the floes, so there were occasional shots 
and 25 seals were taken for dog food.  The island is an old moraine, from which the 
glacier had retreated, strewn with rocks of many types, many of which were 
shattered by frost into thin plates, sticking up from the ground.  This base was 
situated in the most beautiful country.  The North East Glacier behind was calving, 
so from time to time there were thunderous roars as masses of ice weighing 
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hundreds of tons detached and fell into the sea, creating small tidal waves.  
Sometimes these rushed 30 ft or more up the beach and stranded large chunks of ice.  

All around were mountains, glaciers and sea, with icebergs, floes and brash 
reflected.  The mountains were varied in colour - Red Rock Ridge for example quite 
brilliant in the sun.  I had come ashore with a bag for the night and had dinner on 
base, watched them unloading and helped with the seals.  I talked with the three 
Geologists, Singleton, Anckhorn and Edwards.  A sad story emerged.  They had not 
had a very good initial training before coming south, in particular they had not been 
told what areas they would work in and had not learnt this until they opened sealed 
envelopes when they got south!  So they hadn't specifically read up on the 
background and previous work in their designated work areas.  They were badly 
provided with equipment, for example microscopes.  This was doubly unfortunate 
because they had spent the majority of their time on base, not in the field.  In the field 
they had had to spend time travelling at the expense of Geological work – it was a 
snag about dog travel.  It might take all day working very hard to cover ten miles, 
time was spent lying up in bad weather.  On base they had to spend much time 
looking after the dogs.  In all they estimated that they managed about 90 days 
productive geology a year! Chris Edwards was particularly bitter (and throughout 
his career remained a critic of BAS).  

At 10.30 pm I spoke to the whole base about policy, the economic crisis, and 
changes in BAS, including my ideas about a possible shift from dog transport to 
skidoos, the new Cambridge building and the possible closing of Stonington.  They 
took it very well and there were many questions and wide ranging discussion.  The 
‘doggie men’ advanced all the familiar arguments in favour of dogs and opposed to 
mechanical transport, but I had key support from several base members - mainly 
engineers and technicians who held the other view.  I didn't get to bed until 3 o’clock 
in the morning.   

Next morning, 21 February, was overcast and blowing hard.  I spent the morning 
talking with John Yates (Surveyor) and Steve Wormald.  Then out to the ship at noon 
for lunch.  As the wind was now rising, Malcolm decided to sail early and we left 
after lunch, going around Neny Island, heading for Horseshoe Island.  The main 
objective was to collect seals for dog food.  It was blowing about 35 knots  by then.  
The San Martin (an Argentine icebreaker) was in the vicinity; her helicopter flew over 
Stonington during the morning and we passed her as we left.  I spoke to her Captain 
over the radio and thanked him for his assistance over our sick man, Morris, who 
was now in hospital in Buenos Aires.  (Sadly a message came next morning to say 
that Morris had died in hospital).  We took 28 seals and anchored for the night at 
Horseshoe Island, but it was still very rough.  In fact we dragged anchor and so 
steamed and drifted through the night.  I got up several times to look out and saw 
the searchlight playing on wild seas; the motion was violent. 

Next day we went back to Horshoe Island and went ashore to the, by then, 
unoccupied Base Y at about 9 o’clock in the ship's launch.  It was still blowing hard, 
but there was a good landing place alongside a rocky platform.  I inspected the base, 
which was in very good shape.  There were bunks for six and provisions and fuel for 
at least a year; it had been occupied for only three years (l967-70?).  Neil and Eric 
checked the manfood and dogfood depot.  There were two pram dinghies in good 

90



repair and some other equipment - also a Lister generator in very good shape, plus a 
spare engine.  It was very calm in the Back Bay.  After an hour or so ashore we 
returned to the ship, but remained at Horseshoe as it was still blowing.  Next day we 
intended to go into the fjords to the Jones Ice Shelf, to start sealing seriously.  Again 
we spent the night steaming and drifting because the wind increased and the anchor 
dragged.  

It was another dull morning, 23 February, and we moved up between Pourquoi 
Pas Island and Ridge Island.  This must be scenically very beautiful in fine weather, 
but we had only snatched glimpses of the nearby hills.  Sealing began slowly and in 
the course of the day we took 44 animals.  Our course lay up Bourgeois Fjord to 
Blaiklock Island, Gnome Island, and around the corner to the Jones Ice Shelf - low-
lying ice cliffs about 12 ft high, but too high for the seals to haul out on.  On all sides 
there were valley and hanging glaciers, fantastically crevassed and broken, with ice 
cliffs 120-150 ft high.  The ships boats working floes for seals were truly dwarfed.  As 
there was very little sea ice we resorted to taking seals from the beaches.  There was a 
very distinct species preference: almost all the crabeaters taken came from the floes 
and on the beaches virtually all seals were Weddells.  At times the weather 
deteriorated and in the afternoon, as the boats were working Gnome Island a very 
strong wind blew off the glaciers and Malcolm recalled the boats - leaving 17 seals, 
which had been killed, to be collected later.  The scientific sampling went very well: 
species, sex, length, jaw, ovaries, embryo (if present)and testes, were collected and 
Bob Bostelmann (Veterinary Officer) got some material too, for his purposes.  
Unfortunately the seals shot on shore had to be gutted there, because of the difficulty 
in extracting them over the rocks; these were all Weddells.  Many crabeaters in 
groups of 2 -6 were swimming around looking for floes on which to haul out.  

We went back through the channel south of Blaiklock Island towards Bijourdain 
Fjord and took a few more seal off the beaches, but it became unpleasantly choppy 
and windy.  Eventually Malcolm recalled the boats and we went on towards the 
Blaiklock Hut.  Then the weather worsened further - the barometer by now down to 
958 mm - and we called it a day.  So sailed to more open waters south east of 
Pourquoi Pas Island, where we steamed and drifted throughout the night.  These 
conditions are a particular strain on the ship's Master.  On Sunday 24 February we 
were between Adelaide Island and Pineiro Island when I woke.  The weather 
steadily improved during the day so that we were in bright sunshine during the 
afternoon.  There was a number of floes about and many of these held large numbers 
of crabeaters in groups of up to 30.  Sealing continued throughout the day, using the 
ship's launch and both inflatables; the ship drifting and steaming to keep station.  
There were excellent atmospheric views of glaciers rocks and cloud, whenever we 
raised our heads from the task.  

The seals were extraordinarily tame; even when a group alongside was being 
killed the shots didn't disturb them.  Animals in the water would haul out alongside 
the dead.  The living animals, seen at close quarters were very beautiful - golden and 
silvery against the pure whites and blues of the floes and the deep green of the fjord.  
It was a lovely day, but we were saddened by the slaughter.  In all 179 were taken 
before we stopped at 7.15 pm.  The Fids worked extremely well and almost all the 
seals were sampled for biology.  In contrast to our barbaric activities during the day 
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we had Mateus Rosé with our dinner.  We spent the night off Adelaide Island, waking 
to see the mountains and ice piedmont shining yellow and purple in the morning 
light, under a clear blue sky.  It was so clear that the peaks of Alexander Island, over 
100 miles away, were visible above the horizon to the south south west throughout 
the day.  

By 8 o’clock we were off Adelaide base and Chris Elliot went in to check on the 
state of the swell at the jetty.  Out on the ship there was a heavy confused swell all 
day, with big waves crashing on the rocks and the grounded bergs, throwing up 
spray.  The sun sparkled on the water among the icebergs as it moved slowly round 
to the west.  There were many birds with us: gulls, skuas, blue-eyed shags, Wilson's 
petrels and, towards evening flights of silver-grey petrels coming down the coast 
from the north.  The day was spent discharging the seals in the flubber to the jetty.  It 
was a very slow business in the swell - taking about 20-25 a load with 200 in all to be 
landed.   

Malcolm and I took chairs out on deck after lunch, and sat and talked in the sun.  
The planes flew over on their way to Fossil Bluff and other field parties in George VI 
Sound; we had a very good view of their take-off.  So the day passed quietly and 
peacefully, after the carnage of yesterday.  The weather deteriorated  and we 
dragged anchor, so discontinued the operation at about 9.30 pm having put about 
160 seals ashore (actually 154, because 6 carcasses were lost in the difficult 
conditions).  We stood off to the east.  The sunset was very colourful with the 
mountains of Alexander Island standing deep-purple against a barium sky and 
brilliant red and purple and black clouds - all glowing.  It was a magnificent sight.  
The planes had completed their flying season and intended travelling north next day.  
I completed a letter to Maureen and sent it ashore for the planes to take out.  

Fog and wind greeted us next morning, still in sight of Adelaide Island; what a 
change from the previous day.  The barometer had fallen to 954 mb and it worsened 
to a 40 knot gale and blizzard with a heavy swell.  I looked into the question of the 
appropriate number of seals for Adelaide.  They were asking for 200, which seemed a 
lot, and after much talk and discussion - and after Bob Bostlemann had consulted 
Steve Wormald at Stonington on the radio, it was agreed that they could manage 
with the 154 they already had.  Naturally Malcolm was pleased and wanted to know 
how I'd done it.  So I said: "I just asked the right questions."  It seemed to be accepted 
that 5-7 lbs meat/ two days is a feed and that an average seal should give about 40 
feeds. 

After lunch Peter Rimmer (Chief Engineer) showed me around the engine room, 
which was in very good order, the brass shining and everything in its place.  It 
seemed to be laid out very well - with everything clean and very accessible.  The 
weather was so bad that we couldn't do anything useful, so we headed due east in 
order to get into the lee of Pourquoi Pas Island.  The barometer went down to 952 
mb, but later it improved, with visibility to 50 miles to the south east.  The 
depressions moved through very quickly in that part of the world.  The wind speed 
and swell dropped at Adelaide and so we turned round and arrived there at 6.30 pm.  
There followed a long struggle to get the 120 boxes of concentrated sledging dog 
food ashore, first using the flubber, then the scow.  Not until 10.30 pm was it 
completed and we turned east again to stand off for the night and, weather 
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permitting, continue sealing next day. The bad weather continued, so we decided to 
go to Stonington, discharge seals for them and show the base a film.  We arrived 
about 11 o’clock, in flat calm conditions, overcast, low cloud and snow.  The seal 
carcasses were unloaded onto the beach and another 32 seals were shot on nearby 
floes and put ashore.  This took until 5.30 pm.   

Although it was overcast the colours were subtly beautiful and the fresh snow 
enhanced the attraction of the scene – apart from the carnage.  The brash ice was 
reflected in the pewter-coloured sea and icebergs were breaking up with thunderous 
noises like heavy artillery.  I had to spend the afternoon composing telegrams.  Steve 
Wormald and Graham Wright (new BC) dined with us in the wardroom and we had 
a pleasant dinner, with Chablis and talk until midnight.  I spoke to Steve Wormald 
about the possibility of a job for him directing summer operations.  The rest of the 
Fids had a film in the wardroom - Goldie Hawn in "There's a Girl in my Soup" - and 
left in the launch with much ribald comment.  We steamed and drifted overnight in 
snow and fog and at 7 o’clock were off Rothera Point, Adelaide Island; a party went 
ashore to inspect the field depot there.  

Next we went on to look for floes and sealing began about 9.30 am in calm 
conditions, though limited visibility.  However, the weather steadily improved, with 
superb views of the mountains on either side.  Although we found plenty of floes, 
not many seal were hauled out that morning.  We took three leopard seals, two of 
which had seal remains (skin, hearts, etc.) in their stomachs - the third was empty.  
The planes took-off about 12.40 pm on their flight north and later we heard that they 
expected to arrive at Punta Arenas, Chile, at about 8 pm.  Sealing continued 
throughout the day, slowly accumulating the numbers in small groups, and the day's 
total was 86.  We moved up Barlas Channel towards the Gullet to the north, but the 
weather deteriorated and as the sealing went slowly we didn't get far, and eventually 
turned back towards Horseshoe Island, where we dropped anchor for the night in 
Lystad Bay.  I had a long discussion with Bob Bostelmann (Veterinary Officer). 

March began with another beautiful day, calm, with delicate creamy tints and the 
Alexander Island Mountains visible 130 miles away.  We spent the day sealing in 
open pack ice and took 99.  They were in groups of 2-6 or more and much more 
abundant than the previous day.  A leopard seal female had an embryo less than 5 
cm long, although the Weddell embryos were now about 22 cm., and crabeaters 
about 10-15 cm.  I took photos, from the ship's 'monkey island', of leopard, Weddell 
and crabeater seals to give the relative proportions of the body, head and flippers, in 
dorsal aspect.  We finished sealing about 4 o’clock and headed for Bijourdain Fjord 
and the Blaiklock Island hut, to check the depot there.  The Adelaide winter party 
planned to sledge back this way, sea ice permitting, in July.   

I had a long discussion with Graham Wright about future operations, the 
Shackleton Mountains project etc.  He had reached very similar conclusions to 
myself.  Then we returned to Gnome Island to pick up the 17 seal carcasses that been 
abandoned on 23 February.  A boat went ashore about 7.45 pm and returned at 9.15 
pm with only ten - the others had been lost.  It was another beautiful calm evening, 
with the rosy mountains reflected in the still waters of Bourgeois Fjord.  I sent down 
two kegs of beer for the Fids and the crew to mark the completion of the sealing and 
we sailed at 9.30 pm for Stonington.  I was down in the Fiddery talking about seal 
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biology and answering questions until about 00.30 am.  The result of the General 
Election was announced - Labour had a lead of 5 seats, with 2 results to come.  There 
was speculation on the prospect of a Conservative-Liberal coalition.  

We arrived at Stonington on a lovely clear day, calm and still, with ideal 
conditions for discharging the seals and unloading the cargo which was completed 
by 5.30 pm.  I went ashore after lunch and had a long talk with John Newman (Diesel 
Mechanic) about mechanical transport and field travel.  He was strongly pro skidoos, 
saw no safety problem compared with dog sledging, and was very impressed with 
the performance of the Valmont 440 skidoo.  I suggested that he might be interested 
in a job (5 year contract) to develop an even better vehicle - perhaps a Valmont 
chassis, combined with another engine.  Then I walked round the island again and 
went back to the ship, all in superb weather.  

The base gave a party for the ship and we went ashore in the launch at 9 o’clock.  
It was a very enjoyable night and I was talking in a quiet corner with Tony Gannon - 
another pro-skidoo man - when the launch returned to the ship at 10.30; I stayed and 
the launch returned later.  Chris Elliot came up to the base and said "What about a 
nightcap?" - the launch was standing off.  So it was midnight before we got away.  As 
we were walking down to the shore a pink flare was fired, lighting up the night.  
Then once we were on the launch, Steve Wormald, with his men gathered round on 
shore, said "Three cheers for the Director and BAS. Hip hip hooray, hip hip ... “etc. 
Fireworks were lit and in a lurid red glow, with roman candles and star shells 
bursting above I sailed away literally in a blaze of glory!  Or that's how it felt.  It had 
been a very worthwhile visit - and despite the fact that I'd had to disclose that my 
plans included the closure of Stonington and the end of an era, we parted the best of 
friends.  Back on the ship we sat up talking until about 1 o’clcok in the morning.  

We left Stonington at 7 o’clock next morning, Sunday 3 March, and went straight 
to Adelaide, where we found HMS Endurance already there.  I had a radio sched to 
talk to Palmer Station at 1 o’clock and then went ashore on Avian Island about an 
hour later, with Barry and Jerry.  A leopard seal followed us in, raising its head to 
look at us from time to time in a sinister fashion.  We landed on the north side and, 
while the other two looked at the ponds, I wandered around the island.  Endurance 
was landing a ‘Hifix’ (survey) party, so the helicopters were droning around.  The 
island wasn't particularly interesting at that time of year; the penguins have nearly 
all left, but there was an unusual number of skuas and the giant petrel chicks were 
still on the nests.  Weddell and crabeater seals were hauled out.  We returned to the 
ship at 4.30 pm, but made a detour to photograph the ships.   

I found that Chris Isache (Endurance Captain) had been on board and I was 
invited aboard for drinks before she sailed.  We went across in the launch and 
Malcolm and I had drinks with Isache and the Admiral (a passenger, retired, 
President of the RN Bird Club, who was having a marvellous time).  We met the 
Officers in the wardroom and returned to Biscoe  at 6.30 for dinner.  A letter from 
Maureen awaited me and all was well at home.  We up-anchored and moved over to 
Cape Rocca anchorage for the night.  The ship steamed and drifted through the night, 
the wind increasing and we returned to Adelaide and dropped the anchor at 10.30 
am.  I was writing up notes, and had a final talk with Jim Roberts before lunch.  The 
base Fids had a film aboard and left at 5 o’clock.  Biscoe  set off around the south end 
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of Adelaide Island and quickly met a heavy swell, which made life uncomfortable. 
The sea condition worsened as we proceeded, so we reduced to half speed during the 
night, the searchlight playing on the waves ahead, its beam lighting some to 
translucent jade as it shone through them.  Small petrels fluttered confused in the 
beam.  Very heavy weather continued through the night and next day.  We were now 
accompanied by many birds: black-browed and grey-headed albatrosses and one 
light-mantled sooty, the latter very pale on the back, almost white.  There were cape 
pigeons, silver-greys, Antarctic petrels, skuas and Wilson's storm petrels, but no 
giant petrels or snow petrels.  

On 6 March we arrived off Argentine Islands at 8 am, in slight swell and overcast 
skies.  There were many beautiful rocky islets, some with small ice caps and narrow 
channels running between them. The Peninsula Mountains looked very rugged and 
inaccessible in the background. I went in to base by gemini about 9.30 am and was 
met by Alex Scott (BC).  On the way in we passed several groups of crabeaters 
swimming - up to a dozen in each group.  Alex showed me around the base and my 
first impressions were that it was in good shape and all the men seemed cheerful 
enough. "Tweekie" (Ionosphericist) had volunteered to do a third year at South 
Georgia, to help-out with a problem.  I had a good look around and was impressed.  
After lunch I gave them my usual talk about the crisis, financial situation, job 
prospects etc, and the new Cambridge HQ.  Again there was considerable interest 
and discussion.  

Meanwhile after a long wait I called up the Biscoe only to learn that the launch 
had left half an hour ago.  It was eventually found drifting and in trouble.  Because 
the wind had got up the ship had to move out and we cancelled the film show for the 
base and took only the outgoing Fids aboard.  It was a long, very cold and wet trip 
back.  We had a film in the wardroom "Paint Your Wagon". Next day I had an early 
breakfast and visited Wordie House on Winter Island, a former base. With Barry I 
went in the gemini, through the narrow channels and inspected the hut, which was 
still in reasonable shape, but likely to deteriorate rapidly if it was not repaired.  We 
returned through the narrow channel from Stella Creek to the east, which meant 
running under a huge, looming, ice cliff some 200 ft high.  The channel was so 
narrow that there was no alternative but to pass under the overhanging ice masses.  
Later in the day, as the temperature rose, it would not have been a justifiable risk.  

Meanwhile the ship had weighed anchor, and moved in to meet us, so we were 
back aboard in about 11/2 hrs, and Biscoe left for Palmer Station. The weather 
continued overcast as we passed Petermann Island, Cape Tuxen very obvious and 
the Argentine refuge hut on [ ] Island, and so to the entrance to Lemaire Channel, 
which really is a superb feature.  On either side were towering cliffs of rock and ice, 
with mountains rising steeply above and a narrow channel - about 300 yards - superb 
grandeur and beauty - I was entranced.  On some ice in this strait, within a small 
area, were eight leopard seals, a crabeater and two Weddells.  All too soon we were 
through and the clouds then rose to disclose a sunny Anvers Island to the north, with 
sunny yellow mountains.  Doumer Island came in sight.  Cape Renard, at the 
northern entrance to Lemaire Strait is a couple of sheer rock turrets (unofficially 
known as "Una's Tits" - for obvious reasons.  Una was a noted beauty in the Falkland 
Islands when I first went there in the l940s).  It was all very beautiful and the scenery 
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continued spectacular as we approached Anvers Island - the Sierra de Fief especially 
so, and Mounts William and Francais too.  The cameras were clicking at a great rate, 
mine too. The Fids called this "Kodachrome Country".  

So eventually we passed along the ice cliffs of the Anvers Island Ice Piedmont and 
to Palmer Station, where we anchored about lunch time.  After lunch we went ashore 
in the motor lifeboat (the launch was still being fixed) to see Palmer Station. Irv 
Koenig, (Station Manager) and others met and took us into the station.  It was a very 
American, very expensive set-up with excellent facilities.  It really was very large, yet 
the actual laboratory facilities were quite limited.   There were three biologists 
(marine) wintering and I talked at length with the leader, whose name I forget.  They 
had laid out a spread of food in the lounge area which looked very good, but I 
contented myself with a large prawn.  Irv showed us around the station, which is 
very modern and comfortable - very unlike a BAS base.  Somehow it seemed out-of-
place in the Antarctic, characterless and very ordinary; it might have been a motel 
anywhere.  I invited Irv, the Doctor (a Cuban) and the Chief Biologist to dinner on 
the Biscoe and we had a very pleasant evening's talk.  After they left we ended up 
talking philosophies.  

Next day I went off in the gemnin with Barry and Jeff to the remains of the old 
British base (burnt down three yrs ago) and Old Palmer Station.  We had a look 
around - then left Barry on Humble Island, while Jeff and I landed on Lichfield 
Island.  I wanted to have a look at it, because the Americans had proposed it as a 
Specially Protected Area (SPA) under the Antarctic Treaty.  It is a small Island, with 
rocky crags and flat valleys filled with luxuriant moss.  Quite a growth it is and the 
lichens look interesting too.  A fur seal bull was close to our landing place and there 
were some elephant seals and a Weddell or two.  Many skuas, some penguins, shags 
and giant petrels were the main birds.  A very clear line was visible where the 
snow/ice had melted on the permanent patches - so that the rock above it was 
covered in grey lichens, and below it was bare, unweathered and uncolonized.  The 
Palmer biologist came across in the gemini and we had a chat about this and that; 
then he came back with us.  

We left Palmer at 10.30 am and sailed for Port Lockroy.  It was a crisp, clear day 
and we drank in the superb scenery again as we went up the channel to the old FIDS 
Base A.  After lunch we went ashore in the Gemini to inspect the base.  It was in 
relatively poor repair, the roof felt was torn in two places and letting water in.  The 
boathouse-store, however, was in very good condition.  Then we went over to the 
next point - the base is on a small island - and climbed up to see if there was a way 
out onto the ice cap.  There was, but it wasn't suitable for getting loads up.  Also 
there were lots of gentoo penguins and on the way down we came upon a small 
‘swimming pool’ - lined by rock on one side and snow on the other.  The penguins all 
approached us in curiosity.   

Then we boated across to Doumer Island where Jerry Light and Malcolm Macrae 
had been landed earlier to check on crevasses on the occasional airstrip - there were 
none.  We landed on a rocky point, which had a number of sites suitable for a hut 
(rebuild the Lockroy boathouse perhaps?) and walked up to the snow.  Then we 
followed the others' footprints up to the ridge where the planes land.  It really 
seemed an excellent choice as a site for a 'North Peninsula Air Facility'.  The snow 
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was very deep and granular however, and we sank in to the knees at each step.  We 
met up with the others and returned to the ship by 4.30 pm.  The weather had been 
perfect and the island afforded magnificent views of the surrounding mountains.  

We sailed at 5 o’clock through the Neumayer Channel, by now so saturated with 
beautiful, grand and magnificent scenery that we couldn't take in any more.  The 
weather deteriorated and low fog moved in.  We would reach Deception Island next 
morning.  I spoke with Bransfield and South Georgia and decided to rendezvous at 
King Edward Point on the morning of 15 March, instead of Signy on 17 March.  "The 
best laid plans.....".  A sea got up and we were hove-to next morning, head to wind, 
making only 2-3 knots in seas of 30-40 ft and a 30 knot gale. Ah! well.. . In the 
evening I spoke with the crew for some three hrs and answered their questions.  The 
weather continued rough, so a planned visit to Hope Bay had to be cancelled and we 
kept on towards Signy.  The weather improved slightly so we increased to full speed 
about midday; we should reach Signy in the evening next day.  During that day we 
were in fog, with some bergs and brash around, arriving at Signy at about 00.30 am 
on 11 March, where I woke about 7 o’clock.  The island looked very green after the 
Peninsula and remarkably free of snow.  I went ashore at 9.30 am to have a look 
around and was most impressed with the newly constructed boathouse and slipway.  
For the first time it provided a really good facility for the marine work, with a berth 
for a scow.  The incoming cargo was quickly unloaded and the muskeg easily driven 
aboard.  

I spent the morning talking to various biologists and to Ken Back and Dave 
Fletcher as well as Big Al and the builders.  Their spirits were very high and clearly 
they had all had a good summer.  Colin Brett took me to see the seismography array 
on the bluff, put in for the Birmingham University geophysicists.  After lunch ashore 
I had some more talks and then wandered over to the bluffs to take some 
photographs.  Meanwhile the Biscoe pumped some 40 tons of fuel oil ashore.  In the 
afternoon there was a film aboard for the base and then we left for South Georgia at 
7.30 pm. I tried to phone Maureen, but she was out.  

All next day we were in calm weather, low cloud, no sun, but pleasant enough.  
We saw penguins and diving petrels in the afternoon, in addition to the usual petrels.  
I tried again to phone Maureen, but the transmitter broke down.  I had a lot of 
telegrams to write, including some coded ones which took more time.  I had talks 
with the Captain and Engineers about possible savings on the refit.  A second similar 
day followed, the South Georgian birds appearing: blue petrels, diving petrels, 
shoemakers, black-browed and wandering albatrosses, prions and Wilson's petrels.  
Cape Disappointment came up on the radar about 4.30 pm and we had dim views of 
the land.  The sea worsened during the afternoon and evening and I managed to 
phone Maureen.  

Next morning 15 March, I was woken at 6 o’clock by Chris Elliot with news that 
we were near two Russian ships.  We steamed slowly around them and I took some 
photos. They were the Granat, a factory trawler of some 3,000 tons, and Aktyubiusk, 
mother ship (about 6,000 tons).  They were lying together with a large inflated fender 
between them - but no anchor out.  Granat had kelp on her otter boards, which were 
rectangular, though with rounded corners.  I noticed a fine-meshed net on deck.  It 
was calm and still, but still overcast.  We were just off St Andrews Bay and went in to 
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about a mile offshore, where we were met by a group of nine king penguins 
porpoising out to us.  We could see the camp of Stone and Daynes to the south of 
Cook Glacier and the geminis and launch went in about 8 o’clock to pick them up.  
There was a moderate swell, but no problems. I could make out two herds of 
reindeer (numbering about 40 and 12) m on the hillside. The glaciers here were 
looking very dirty at the end of the summer.  Heaney Glacier didn't reach the sea and 
there was a narrow beach along the front of the Cook Glacier - so reindeer could 
walk from north to south along the shore.  The Cook Glacier itself was largely 
moraine covered and easily negotiable.  Unfortunately there was low cloud cutting 
off the tops of the hills all the time we were ashore and as we left about 10 o’clock we 
ran into a bank of fog.  

We reached King Edward Point in mist and rain at about 12.30 pm.  I had lengthy 
discussions with Inigo Everson and John Bawden throughout the afternoon - 
Bransfield arrived about 3 o’clock.  With both ships in there must have been 130-140 
BAS men altogether gathered there.  There was a drinks party on Bransfield, 
alongside at Grytviken, in the evening and I got to bed about 1.30 am.  On 16 March 
we held discussions most of the morning and I read some of the papers brought 
down by John.  In the afternoon I called a meeting of the Captains, Chief Officers and 
Engineers and John to discuss the refit cycle and possible economies.  It lasted 4 hrs 
but was very productive.  Biscoe threw a buffet party for the Bransfield wardroom and 
the KEP Seniors.  Tony Fogg and Otto Edholm, senior academic visitors, were in 
good form, but what a peculiar man was Layng, the Chief Secretary, Falkland 
Islands.  He didn't make any move to talk or be sociable in any way.  Next day we 
had a series of meetings through the morning and it was a lovely sunny day - 
frustrating indeed, but necessary.  Tanner, Platt, Pawley and Ryding (Doctor) were 
involved.  After lunch I had a final talk with John on the economic situation and then 
walked up to the base, looked around and talked with some of the biologists.  I 
discussed a psychology project with Otto Edholm.  Also had to resolve a problem 
about the Scandia generators and the Mirlees generator; the plan is to overhaul the 
latter with the help of the ship’s engineers during Bransfield's next visit.  

The weather deteriorated but we were given a good send off in the gloom, with 
rockets and flares, and sailed about 6 pm. Our departure had been delayed because 
Helmut Dillman (Third Engineer) collapsed in the engine room, with a suspected 
coronary or pulmonary thrombosis.  The plans were therefore changed, calls at 
Husvik and Bird Island cancelled and the Biscoe set sail for Stanley.  After dinner I 
had a talk with Nigel Leader-Williams over the radio about his problems at Husvik, 
where he now was. Immobilisation of the reindeer was proving difficult because his 
crossbow and darts were not functioning very well.  Then we heard that two crew 
members of Bransfield were missing.  It was thought that they might have stowed 
away on Biscoe, so Malcolm had to institute a search (including the lifeboats, crow's 
nest, - even my wardrobe!  Next day the lost men were found at first light on South 
Georgia!  For the next three days the weather was initially rough, although we made 
good speed; then although the wind dropped, there was still a big swell and the ship 
rolled badly.  It did get very tiring bracing oneself  against being thrown around.  
The weather steadily improved and we arrived at Port William at 2 am on 21 March, 
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and alongside the Public Jetty at Stanley at 7 o’clock.  There was a letter from 
Maureen with photos.  

I packed and then Ted Clapp called to take me to Government House where I 
talked with the Governor, Toby Lewis, and arranged my air passage.  Jean Lewis 
gave me Shackleton's room, I had a pleasant lunch in GH and then walked to 
Telegraph Hill behind, where there was a superb view of land and sea to the south; it 
was clear and sunny, without much wind for a change.  The views of the hills to the 
west, including the Two Sisters and Mount William, were also good.  Then I talked 
with Ted Clapp about various BAS matters and cleared most of them up.  Dinner at 
GH was enjoyable and informal - shirt and slacks - with good talk and bed about 11 
o’clock.  After breakfast I first had a walk along the shore; there was bright sunshine 
and not a breath of wind, so the reflections were perfect. At 9 o’clock Captain Collins, 
CO Royal Marine Detachment, called to discuss the Turner letters [?].  I spent the rest 
of the morning in the BAS Office and gave a talk to all the staff at 11.30 am, telling 
them about the economies necessary: closing Stonington, possibly losing Biscoe if we 
can't find additional work for her and of course the run-down of the Stanley 
operation. They took it well but didn't ask many questions.  

After a quiet lunch with Toby and Jean and more talks until 2.45pm HE and I 
recorded an interview for "Visitors' Book" on the local radio - to be broadcast on 26 
March.  I thought it went off quite well. There was a visit from Mike Knight, Cable 
and Wireless, to discuss their proposition [about providing better communications.]  
He hadn't been well briefed so wasn't able to add much to what was known.  I was 
told that the Executive Council wished to be "wooed"; a decision was not expected 
until May, after Crouch 's visit to Stanley.  

I read some documents and then at 8 o’clock went with Toby and Jean to Canon 
Hellyer's for dinner with Bishop Tucker (Buenos Aires).  Also present was Sam 
Bennett who had interesting memories of the old days, Monsignor Spraggan and 
Mary Rose, the Hellyer's daughter.  I discovered that the Bishop was a former 
member of St Catharine's (Cambridge), so we swapped stories about the College's 
characters.  It was a very good meal. I was inveigled into reading the lesson the 
following Sunday at Evensong. We got back to GH at 11.30 pm, Toby driving with 
Jean and me in the back of the 'taxi'; the Governor's limousine was indeed a London 
taxi.  

Next day I interviewed various local staff who were concerned about their 
position when changes were implemented.  Some I was able to reassure, but others I 
had to disappoint.  Then along to the Biscoe where we were giving a drinks party at 
12.30 pm.  It went off very well, with some good snacks and a large turnout of 
Stanley notables.  The party didn't finish until 2.30 pm and I had a walk.  At 7 pm the 
Governor gave a drinks party in my honour at GH, followed by a small dinner party 
attended by Malcolm, Ted and Jean Clapp and their house guest Pablo from Buenos 
Aires and the Private Secretary, Pauline.  It was pleasant and there was good talk at 
our end of the table.  

On another excellent day we went off in a Land Rover at 9.30 am to the Murrell 
River for a morning's fishing.  The track was a very rough one, but fortunately the 
ground was firm after the long dry summer.  We eventually came to a delightful spot 
on the Murrell, where surprisingly was a flock of about 20 beautiful black-necked 
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swans that flew off.  Later seven of them returned but were very shy and kept their 
distance. While Toby and Peter (the Chauffeur/Butler etc.) fished I walked along the 
bank and absorbed the sunshine and the pure air, the sun sparkling on the water and 
the fish rising.  Unfortunately they caught only two.  On the way back we got bogged 
down at one point, but managed to extricate the vehicle without too much trouble.  
After lunch I took a Land Rover out to Surf Bay over atrocious roads - a real bone 
shaker of a trip.  I wandered along the beach then over to the Peninsula and 
eventually York Bay, where again I walked.  It began to spot with rain, so I returned 
to GH, having seen the airfield and the site for the new one, which was one object of 
the trip.  

 At 7 o’clock I went to Evensong with Toby and Jean, again driven in state by the 
Governor.  The Bishop was giving the sermon, so it was a special occasion and the 
service was broadcast to the Camp - as was usual.  Toby read the first lesson and I 
the second; we sat through rather a dull sermon by Bishop Tucker.  Coffee followed 
in the Church Hall before we were able to escape to a small but pleasant supper and 
the time passed quickly in talking until bedtime.  

I had arranged to talk with "Clem" Clements, and I returned his Land Rover. We 
talked about the plans for running down the Stanley operation and he had some 
ideas about this.  I had another look at the Clothing Store which we should probably 
retain, also the superbly equipped Falkland Islands Company (FIC) Carpenter's 
Shop, which we rented for £800 a year.  Clem said he would wish to return to the UK 
and I agreed on a September l976 return (his daughter's schooling required this).  
Then I spoke with three other staff about their future.  Back to GH where there was 
time for an hour's discussion with Toby.  Then sandwiches and beer for lunch, 
chatting with Jean and Toby, until Ted came to take me to the Airport to check-in 
baggage.  

There was a longish wait and we took off about 2 o’clock in brilliantly fine sunny 
weather, with a full plane. There were good views of the islands - the rather dull-
looking land, but beautiful silver-sand beaches, with the sea changing through green 
to deep blue and patches of kelp fringing the shore where there were rocks.  We 
passed quite close to Cape Dolphin and had a very good view of the islands, divided 
by Falkland Sound.  Cloud-capped West Point Island and the Jason Islands were far 
to port and hazy.  Then out over the South Atlantic on a flight lasting 21/2 hrs to 
Comodoro Rivadavia in Patagonia.  This was a rather dusty-looking oil town set in 
near-desert country, with a cluster of oil derricks just offshore.  We passed over very 
wide, uninterrupted wild beaches, stretching for many miles.  It was a good breeding 
area for the elephant seals and it was easy to see why their density ashore was so low 
- there was virtually unlimited space for their colonies.  We had to wait about 50 
mins at Comodoro, where our baggage was checked onto the Buenos Aires plane.  
Also we gained an hour in the new time zone.  A comfortable Austral 737 took us to 
BA, arriving at 9.30 pm in the rain.  

Miss Glynn Evans from the Embassy met me on the tarmac and there was a 
reception committee from the Instituto Argentino Antartico waiting for me.  We sat 
and chatted in the VIP lounge until my luggage was through and so on by car to the 
Residence at the Embassy, where I had the main guest suite to myself- a very 
comfortable and spacious three rooms.  A scotch, a shower and so to bed. There were 
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noisy storms during the night and lightning flashes.  Also the traffic noise seemed to 
go on throughout the night; in consequence I slept fitfully. The maid brought in 
breakfast and a morning paper at 8 o’clock.  It was still dark and raining - not a very 
promising day.  Glynn collected me at 10.15 am and we went over to the Institute for 
10.30 am.  There I was met by the Director Nacional del Antartico, curiously named 
Brigadier Capitan, the Director of the Instituto Antarctico Argentino (IAA), Captain 
Roberto Martinez Abal, Dr Dallinger, Head of the Scientific Programmes and others.  
First we retired to Capitan's office for a chat, with Glynn interpreting.  She went 
down very well with them and apparently she and Dr Dallinger were both born in 
Peru, so had that in common.  Then I was taken to meet the heads of departments, 
who were all lined up to shake hands - all very formal.  I signed the Visitors' Book - a 
page to myself, with an inscription commemorating my visit.  I was presented with 
an onyx plaque from the Institute, with its crest and an inscription.   

We toured the Institute, an old place, but more interesting than I had expected 
and with a lot going on.  They had up-to-date oceanographic equipment and a PDP 
8/e computer for their Atmospheric Physics programme. There were many female 
assistants and I gained the impression of a large staff.  I had a longer talk with Aldo 
Tomo, young (31) not very impressive, but keen.  Then back to Abal's office for 
another chat over a coffee.  He told me that the budget of the Institute was $2 million 
but this excluded logistics which were provided by the armed services.  Then we 
visited the Circulo de Aeronautica (the Air Force Club) for lunch.  It was very 
pleasant and well done.  A photographer, who had been popping up all morning, 
was there taking more flash photos.  The occasion began with us standing around 
drinking Argentine whisky (made from imported malt grain) which was quite good - 
and strong.  Then we moved into the dining room for an excellent lunch - about 25 
present -hors d'oeuvres, steak etc., bombe surprise (baked Alaska?) with a couple of 
good Argentine wines.  I had the place of honour next to Senor Blanco, Minister for 
Malvinas (Falkland Islands) and Antarctic; he was very pleasant and easy to talk to.  
Next to me on the other side was Captain Abal and opposite me Brigadier Capitan.  
Language was a bit difficult, but we got on very well and they were all paying 
compliments to the attractive Glynn, who was presented with a bunch of roses when 
we left.  The Brigadier made a short speech to which I responded and it was all very 
friendly.  

I was dropped off at Florida - the Bond Street of BA - to do some shopping and 
bought a stole (Llama and guanaco wool) for Maureen, but didn't see much else 
worth buying that couldn't be got as easily in England.  The Embassy car came back 
for me and I realised the privileges of the VIP.  The chauffeur was waiting and as I 
came to the end of the street he pulled over to pick me up.  Back at the Embassy the 
maid Dolores brought me China tea.  It was a hot day and sunny and I was feeling 
rather sticky, so went down to the swimming pool in the garden, where I met the 
Ambassador, Sir Donald Hopson and Lady Hopson - who were swimming 1200 
metres. I did the same, chatting as we swam; it was pleasant, with the trees, bright 
green grass and muted traffic noise.  The time passed quickly. Then I sat in the 
garden and read until it got cool, when I came up to my suite for a scotch and relaxed 
in a chair until dinner.  I had been invited to a Greek reception at their Embassy in 
honour of their National Day, but had declined.  There was a very pleasant dinner 
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with the Hopsons and subsequently talk until 11.30 pm. The Hopson’s had met in the 
Beijing diplomatic circles – she was Danish - and he had formerly been a paratrooper.  
I heard the Budget Speech and telex details came through from London during the 
evening.  

The night was quiet and the morning fine, with birds singing outside my 
windows.  The car and interpreter called for me at 10 o’clock and we went first to the 
IAA, where I had discussions with Dr Dallinger and Dr Bernardes (Head of Human 
Physiology and Medicine Programme).  Then to the University to meet: someone 
from Biochemistry; Dr Margin (Immunology and Virology); Dr Truco (Biochemistry 
of krill, bacteriological deterioration; food technology etc.)  They work on small 
samples from their ships; frozen at minus 20°C (but they had ordered a minus 70°C 
deepfreeze.  He had worked in the [Terry?] Laboratory.  Dr Orres, who worked on 
neutralising antibodies in the serum of penguins and other birds, seemed the most 
knowledgeable.  I had a look around their labs. They weren't very modern, but 
seemed to have most facilities.  I was not at all clear about the objectives of 
Bernardes' work, which was on biological rhythms.  Time passed and so we went on 
to the Institute of Neurophysiology founded by Dr Houssay (Nobel Prizewinner), to 
meet Dr Tramezzani - a go-getter, US trained and rather impressive.  He had worked 
on seal pineal glands, and had general neurohumeral interests.  He said he had 
found a third hormone in the Weddell seal adrenal, tryptophane, but had no ideas on 
its functioning.  Possibly related to deep-diving, or cycle of light and dark.  He gave 
me a batch of reprints and as we were leaving took me into a lab to see a scanning 
electron microscope (SEM) - Japanese made.  He claimed that he wanted to buy 
British, but when he asked about servicing was told the cost would be two air fares, 
twice a year and $100 per diem.  The Japanese said they would supply a technician 
free - for the life of the instrument!  If true, how could we compete?  But at least the 
Japanese would be paying royalties to Britain for the right to manufacture a British 
invention - or would they? 

So the morning went - not all that relevant, but interesting.  I went back for lunch 
with Sir Donald and chat about various matters, including a paper by Brian Roberts, 
which unfortunately the Ambassador hadn't seen.  Lady Hopson offered to show me 
the city and so we went off at 3 o’clock in the Ambassador's bullet proof, air-
conditioned, supremely elegant new Rolls, complete with bodyguard and chauffeur.  
Lady H told me that they had shooting lessons and she could use firearms, including 
machine guns!  We drove around seeing the city. The highlights were a visit to the 
Theatro Colon:  said to be the largest in the world it can seat over 3,000.  It was very 
elegant, all chandeliers and gilt ornamentation, in very good nineteenth century 
French taste.  It was huge, with about five tiers of seating.  We were shown to the 
President's Box and various salons.  The orchestra was rehearsing "The Merry 
Widow".  

We also visited the cathedral - dark, sombre and very old-catholic, but no scent or 
incense.  Then the Capildo - a Colonial type building in the centre looked interesting, 
but wasn't open; it was the original Town Hall. Finally we went to the famous 
Cemetery, full of a remarkable variety of ornate tombs, mausoleums and graves, like 
a village in its layout of streets, lined by the tombs.  Then we did some shopping, but 
the goods were either very expensive or very touristy; Lady H remembered a 
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jeweller who had some modern pieces and I found some chain necklaces for 
Maureen.  We returned to the Residence for tea and a swim in the pool. After the 
Hopsons left I sat in the garden reading, with oven birds chattering nearby.  

The formal dinner began at 9 o’clock as the guests arrived. The first floor of the 
Embassy was rather grand with huge, beautifully furnished rooms and after initial 
drinks we went in to dinner at 9.30 pm.  There were twenty sitting around the huge 
oval, beautifully decorated table in a glittering room. As guest of honour I sat at one 
end opposite Sir Donald (who sported a white DJ and red velvet tie). On either side 
of me were two very glamorous ladies - the wives of the Director of Antarctic 
Support Operations (Capitan de Navio, de Rosso) and of the Flying Support 
(Commodoro Garcia).  Unfortunately Sra de Rosso spoke no English and Sra Garcia 
very little – and I don’t have Spanish - so it was rather a dull dinner in that respect.  
HE proposed a toast to me and afterwards there was much pleasant talk on the 
terrace and in the salon, before the party finally ended at 12.15 am.  

On 28 March there was a sunny morning for my departure. I went over to the 
Chancellery at 11.30 am to meet John Shakespeare (First Secretary) and Bill Vose 
(Second Secretary), with Glynn.  We talked about the Falklands and the Antarctic.  
Sir Donald asked me to come in for a chat and proposed a Category I diplomatic visit 
for Capitan; I said I would raise the idea with the FCO.  After the talks I went to the 
Residence for a last drink and talk with the Hopsons, who were going out for 
gunnery practice!  Then by car with Shakespeare, Diana and Ian Strange (who were 
in BA) to Glynn's place for lunch.  Conselor Blanco and Aldo Tomo were the other 
guests.  It was a very lively and enjoyable lunch which broke up about 3.30 pm.  Back 
to finish my packing and the car came at 5.20 pm with Glynn to take me out to the 
Airport at Ezeiza.  It was about an hour's drive and once there we had drinks in the 
VIP lounge with Capitan, Dallinger and Tomasino (PRO).  They produced a set of 
photos taken during my visit and we chatted until it was time to go.  I was last 
aboard and the plane took off for Rio at 7.40 pm.  I left with an impression of warm 
hospitality, which we couldn’t match.  

There was a 2-hr wait at Rio, then on to Lisbon and a connection to London.  The 
flight time was 161/2 hrs, travelling time 19 hrs, but it took from 4.30 pm until 8 
o’clock to reach home via taxi and train, so that the total travel time was 22 hrs from 
Buenos Aires to Coton.  I was overjoyed to be home again, but it had been a useful, 
interesting, exciting and enjoyable trip.   
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Chapter 7 
 

Antarctic Journeys: 1975-1982 

 
        Kelp geese 
 
 
l975-1976 season 

 
 

n 30 December l975 I left home at 3 pm. took the train to London, and picked up 
the SATNAV Manual for Professor Griffiths man at Victoria Air Terminal.  Then 

in a hot and stuffy carriage to Gatwick by 6.15 pm.  The rest of our party of nine were 
already there or arrived subsequently: Brian Roberts (formerly FCO); Malcolm 
Phelps (Captain Biscoe); Alan Etchells and Will Hudson (BAS HQ), Bob Anderson 
(Biscoe Chief Engineer); Andy Baker (Biscoe Chief Officer); David Smith (Artist); Phil 
Roach (Birmingham University).  There was a long wait for tickets to be completed 
and then we checked-in and emplaned.  I sat with Brian.  The plane, a Boeing 320, 
was very empty, so during the night Brian moved to another 3-seat row and we were 
both able to lie down.  We stopped at Recife at 2.20 am local, but didn't leave the 
plane; then Rio - 6.20 am or so.  We walked to the terminal already very hot..  Haze 
and cloud obscured a really good view of Rio bay.  We arrived at Sao Paulo at 7.55 
am and Santiago, Chile at 12.20 pm, having experienced magnificent views crossing 
the Andes - the highest peaks obscured by towering clouds.  It was an impression of 
great scale, young peaks, erosion, long dry rivers winding down from the mountains.  
Santiago lay in its bowl of hills and clear, slightly blue haze.  

We were met by Revell Dick, PSNC, the BAS Agent and checked into Hotel 
Carrera - slightly faded grandeur, but comfortable.  We walked round the city, but as 
before found it unimpressive.  I bought a fine leather belt cheaply.  A man was 
offering to take blood pressures with his instrument, perched on a crate in the middle 
of the thronged market.  I had a short sleep to catch up on rest - Santiago was 3 hrs 
behind UK.  We had dinner at a restaurant on the rooftop, surrounding the 
swimming pool, with a magnificent view of the city lights and surrounding hills as 

O 
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the day ended.  The food was good - for me smoked ham and avocado, Centolla (the 
delicious spider crab), and we drank a good Chilean white wine.  To bed about 11 
pm ;  I didn't see in the New Year.  

We rose at 7 o’clock on New Year's Day, had breakfast in our rooms and the taxis 
came at 8 o’clock to take us to the airport, where Revell Dick saw us through.  We 
met the US Geoceiver team (Matson and Schoonemaker), who were to join Biscoe for 
Adelaide and a BAS Twin-otter would fly them into the field.  Take-off was at 10.30 
in a Boeing 727.  I had a window seat on the left hand side and splendid views of the 
mighty Andes, snow-capped, conical volcanoes, a wide coastal plain and broad 
rivers at intervals, mostly dry at that season.  As we flew south it became less brown 
and arid; trees and bogs appeared.  We landed at Concepcion and Puerto Montes.  
South of there the lakes and mountains and forest looked very beautiful from the air 
and the colouring was superb.  But cloud then obscured the land until we were 
nearly into the Magellan Straits, when we looked down on a very flat jig-saw puzzle 
of land and sea, with very turbid lakes and sandy flats.  

We landed at Punta Arenas about 3.30 pm and were met by Gonzales, the Agent.  
We stayed at the Hotel Cabo de Hornes. And I had a walk around the town until it 
started to rain; the main interest for me was the monument to Chilean Antarctica, 
with citations of discovery dating from 1555 or so!  We talked in the bar before 
dinner, which was very protracted - Centollas and wine again; Nescafé powder for 
coffee.  Stanley Greene and David Moore were in town and had left a note saying 
they hoped to see me.  Next day was wet and windy. Stanley and David Moore came 
along for discussion and we organized a taxi to take the party out to Fuerte Bulnes 
that afternoon, and Brian and I took a taxi to the Instituto de la Patagonica, just 
outside the town.  We met the Director Sr Martinic and after some chat he handed us 
on to Dr Benevida Head of the Zoology Section - a lively chap who wanted to talk 
about his research project on Magellanic penguins.  He was financed by a grant from 
Shell - received after the recent tanker disaster/oil spill in the straits.  The work was 
mainly aimed at population dynamics, based on flipper-banding 1,000 chicks and 200 
pairs of adults annually - for 4 years so far - out of a population of c. 25,000.  There 
were fur seals and sea lions on the same island, also suitable for research projects.  
They showed us their library, with the BAS publications prominent, and their 
collection of bird and mammal skins and skeletons.  These were very well prepared 
and curated, with good clear labeling; they contained about 68% of the birds on the 
Magellanes list. I t was most impressive.  

I was interested in news of Anellio Aguayo whale biologist colleague who was 
exiled for political reasons.  There are now no other marine mammalogists in Chile - 
though Maturana was Aguayo's assistant.  I had requests for my publications.  We 
had lunch at the hotel preceded by Pisco sours.  

Then, with Brian, David and Malcom to Fuerte Bulnes.  It was a most pleasant 
drive along a dirt road about 40 miles southwest of Punta Arenas.  The hillsides were 
densely clothes with Notofagus, except where they had been burnt and later cut.  The 
road ran along the shore, very close to the sea.  We saw the first albatrosses (black-
browed), steamer ducks, shags, gulls, terns and a small hawk – also a thrush-sized 
black bird with a red breast, like a gonolek.  We passed a collection of fishermen's 
huts, with small fishing boats lying off - the Centolla fishermen - and the beach was 
covered with the pink shells of the crabs.  Eventually we entered the reconstructed 
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fort, through an entrance gate and a winding road through low forest, to the fort 
proper, near the tip of a peninsula surrounded by Notofagus. The fort was almost 
completely rebuilt - log cabins, stockade, turf walled huts, and some exhibits 
including an Ohna Indian dugout canoe.  The fort was built in 1584 to deny the 
straits to English and French ships, when cannon on the shore were a deterrent.  
There was a chapel, prison and various workshops and other facilities.   I walked 
onto the point and down to the shore, where I found a dead, oiled Magellan penguin 
and much attractive driftwood - weathered a silver grey.  There was also wild 
Fuchsia, a flame-red flowered shrub and a lovely Notofagus  grove.  

On the way back we paid a short visit to the fort of King Felipe II; only the ruins 
of its foundations were left.  Arrived back in Punta Arenas at 6 o’clock I went to 
Comapa (Agents) to talk with Biscoe.  Unfortunately the reception was so poor that 
we broke it off.  The Agent, Patricio, would contact the ship tomorrow at 9 o’clock; 
the ETA was an hour later and we could probably move aboard during the morning.  
There was Pisco and talk again before dinner, which was lengthy again.  A gale was 
blowing outside when we retired at 11.15 pm.  

It was a fine sunny morning and the wind had dropped during the night.  I spoke 
with Patricio; the Biscoe ETA was now 12.30 pm.  Later Malcom spoke with her and 
confirmed we would sail next morning.  I walked along to the Museum, next to the 
Cathedral.  There had been some changes in the 25 years since my last visit, but the 
general impression was the same.  It was an incredible mixture, perhaps with 
proportionally less Ohna Indian material before.  On returning to the hotel I found 
the Biscoe had been delayed.  Eventually we went aboard about 2 o’clock, after lunch 
in the hotel.  I found everything in good shape and talked for an hour with the two 
Captains.  The BBC party came aboard and later the remainder of our party.  The 
ship looked in good shape and everyone seemed happy, though Patrick Crockford, 
the Bosun, was a bit worried about getting home for his wedding on 8 May.  A bent 
propeller meant that power was reduced and so we would lose time even in good 
weather and it could make a difference if the weather was bad.  Dinner aboard and 
talk until 11 o’clock when I turned in.  

Next day, Sunday 4 January, we cast off at 7 o’clock, heading for the Falkland 
Islands.  It was a bright, clear day and we had a good flat passage to the Narrows 
where we dropped the Chilean Pilot.  We saw the gas installations along the shore - 
methane, butane, propane production.  They have piers and special ships with 
refrigerated containers to carry the liquid gas.  I discussed itineraries with Malcolm 
and we decided on a revised one to allow for the Geoceiver team to get into Adelaide 
and Rothera after flying from Halley.  This would involve reversing the South 
Shetland Islands periods so that the longer one came first.  Then we discussed it with 
Birnie and Hansom and later I told the US chaps.  There was bright sunshine and a 
flat calm for the rest of the day and the landing craft Cruz Australis had no difficulty 
coming alongside to pick up the Pilot.  I had the film unit up for drinks before dinner 
and after dinner we sat and talked over liqueurs.  David Smith produced wine for the 
wardroom.  

 [The ship was making 11 knots when I got up at 7.30 am to a bright sunny day 
with moderate sea and following wind.  A variety of birds was around: wandering 
and black-browed albatrosses, giant petrels, Magellan penguins, and black-bellied 
storm petrels.  At 8 o’clock a group of four dolphins came alongside and I watched 
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them through binoculars for about 10 mins.  They were dusky dolphins, 
Lagenorhynchus obscurus. So beautiful, their fins cutting through the surface film, with 
miniature rainbows in the spray and the greenish black shapes under water, planing 
down the slopes of the bow waves (position 52° 30'S, 64°W). ] 

After breakfast John Carter (Third Engineer) came in to talk about Gemini 
overhauls.  This year's work had been badly done and he proposed that he and some 
of the other engineers and the electrician should do the repairs this summer on a cost 
repayment basis, plus salaries and subsistence.  It seemed a good idea and Chris 
Elliot was in favour.  I spoke with Malcolm who was also happy about the 
proposition.  After lunch I looked into the lab where Bill Schoonemaker was 
assembling the Geoceiver equipment. I discussed the problems of the film makers 
with David Cobham, Duncan and Brian.  Then I had the Geomorphologists (Dick 
Birnie, Jim Hanson, Gordon Thom and John Gordon up for drinks before dinner. 
There were more dusky dolphins in the afternoon and large flocks of prions.  

I was up at 7.30 next morning to find the ship just off the Cape Pembroke light; 
we rounded the corner past Yorke Point, Yorke Bay and Sparrow Cove and then 
passed through the Narrows to see Endurance and Bransfield at Anchor in Stanley 
Harbour.  By then it was windy and wet.  We anchored temporarily and Bransfield's 
launch came across with Eric Salmon, Barry Peters and Ray Clements.  I caught up 
with their news and at about 10.30 am we tied up alongside Bransfield and went 
aboard.  Brian and I settled into the State Room, while Endurance's helicopter flew the 
film crew around to photograph the three ships together.  David Smith went ashore 
to paint.  

At 12.15 the Governor and Mrs French arrived with his Secretary, for lunch in the 
Captain's cabin.  Noel Bearne (HMS Endurance's Captain) joined us.  We had a very 
pleasant lunch and talk until about 3 o’clock.  Meanwhile cargo shifting was going 
ahead- from Bransfield  to Biscoe  - but it was clear that we wouldn't get away early 
and Brian and I were invited to GH on the morrow for discussions with Lord 
Shackleton's group, who were in Stanley collecting evidence for his economic report 
on the Falklands to the British government.  Noel hoped we would be in South 
Georgia at the same time as them for a wreath-laying ceremony at Shackleton's 
grave.  We might just be, but I hoped not to lose any more time.  Because of the 
conditions that year the Halley relief would have to be from the Low Shelf, with a 50 
mile haul to the base, so we'd need all the time we could get.  The afternoon passed 
quickly talking with people, including Roy Piggott (Head of BAS Life Sciences 
Division), the wind and rain ceased and the sun came out.  

Endurance sailed for Keppel Island about 6 o’clock and we had dinner at 6.30 pm.  
At 8 o’clock Brian and I went ashore in the launch for a walk.  Roy Piggott and some 
of the lads had repaired and cleaned the organ in the Cathedral and an organ recital 
was given by Tom Forsyth (South Georgia Fid).  We walked along the front as far as 
the aircraft hanger.  Brian hadn't been there since l936 or so, but said it hadn't 
changed much!  As we came back we met ‘Clem’ and Sadie Clements (BAS Stanley) 
who invited us in for a drink.  Eric Salmon and Barry Peters (BAS HQ) were there.  
Then we returned to the jetty to catch the 10 o’clock launch back to the ship.  We 
went ashore at 9.15 am next day and collected the Land Rover from Clem at the jetty.  
Brian and I then drove out to the new airfield, passing Surf Bay.  Here the beach 
looked very reduced, as if too much sand had been removed.  

107



We called in at the construction office at the airfield and talked with Brian the site 
superintending engineer.  He thought we were part of the Shackleton Economic 
Survey and welcomed us and it was only after we'd been talking for a few moments 
that it became apparent we'd arrived just 20 mins ahead of them.  So we were shown 
around by Thomson, his deputy and saw the whole set-up.  There was a large 
quarry, from which 4,000 cubic yards of stone had been taken to the crushers, 
reduced first to large chunks, then to the final size.  It was mixed with water to 
dampen it and taken by lorry to a ‘Blaw Knox’ machine, which layed the aggregate in 
strips.  It had a sensor which was in contact with a piano wire - previously leveled - 
and electronically regulated the level of the spreader.  There was a screw to distribute 
the stones and a vibrating screed to pack them.  Then a heavy roller rolled it in strips 
about 8 ft wide - three layers of stone and then a tarmac surface - 34 cm thick in all.  
Underneath they had dug down to clay or bedrock.  The strip would be 1250 metres 
long and about 70 metres wide, with two 40 metre strips partly prepared and grassed 
on either side and at the outer edge storm drains.  There was a small terminal 
building for passengers, immigration and control room.  The contract term was to 
mid-May and they expected to finish by the end of the month.  But the access roads 
wouldn't be complete by then.   

We drove back and had time for a little shopping in the FIC West Store - for 
things like coat hangers.  We intended to go back for lunch aboard, but the launch I'd 
asked to be there at 12.15 pm wasn't.  So Clem invited us back to lunch at his home 
and Eric Salmon, Barry Peters and Will Hudson were also there.  I learnt that the 
Governor wanted to see us at 3 o’clock and so there was just time to look around the 
BAS complex. Then, Brian went out to the Bransfield to change, and I called on the 
Chief Secretary, Arthur Monk for a chat and went on to GH for 3 o’clock.  The 
Governor was very talkative - not a listener - so we didn't have a chance to say very 
much.  Relations between the Falklands and Argentina were very tense and he had 
been under considerable strain, with a deluge of signals.  The Argentines just wanted 
to talk about sovereignty and said they weren't interested in a slow handover.  Of 
course this could lead to the fall of our government if it wasn't handled properly.  
The outcome looked very uncertain.  I told him about the latest situation on BAS, but 
we didn't really discuss those matters; he was too busy talking for that.  

When we came in we met Lord Shackleton and he asked to see the Biscoe and 
Bransfield.  He had a meeting at 6 o’clock and was being kitted out by BAS, so we 
arranged to meet at the Government Jetty at 5 o’clock and to go out together.  
Fortunately word could be got to the Captains who were awaiting our arrival.  
Duncan Carse tagged onto us, so it was a large group that toured the Bransfield.  
Shackleton was clearly impressed with it all; then we moved over to the Biscoe where 
Malcolm was waiting to do his stuff.  It all went very well, ending with a drink in 
Malcolm's cabin - and so ashore again.  

A signal came that day for me, to say that the Duke of Edinburgh had agreed to 
open the new BAS building.  This was very good news and I confirmed the date 
proposed, 7 May’, would be convenient.  

Brian and I had been invited to GH to meet Shackleton and the team.  Also Sadie 
and Clem had asked us for a drink at 7 o’clock - so we drove there first, dressed in 
our DJs and went on to GH for the 8 o’clock function.  While at Clem's we listened to 
his tape recorded spoof interview for FI Radio on the ‘Stone Run Beetle’ – a mythical 
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creature which lived on the rocks - which was hilariously funny.  At GH the other 
guests were: Lord Shackleton, Peter Mould (economist, mountaineer, deputy leader), 
Gordon Eddie (engineer and fish man), Mrs French's sister (Anglo-Uruguayan), 
Margaret Howells (Shackleton's secretary), Godiva Bodily (what a name! - another 
secretary).  The formal dinner was pleasant - Shackleton and I sat on either side of 
our hostess and I had Gordon Eddie next to me; I found we had a number of mutual 
friends.  When the ladies retired I got on to talking about squid, fish and krill.  
Shackleton was very interested and about 11.15 pm suggested that Eddie should go 
on ahead to South Georgia on Bransfield.  This meant getting him kitted up there and 
then, so I phoned Clem and got him to open the store for midnight.  As we were due 
to sail at 7 o’clock next morning he had to be picked up by Clem at 6.30 am and taken 
out to the ship.  The rest of us were aboard by 12.30 am and fell quickly into bed.  

On 8 January the sirens woke me as Biscoe left; we followed her out and passed 
the Russian ship Akademik Knipovich coming in!  After Cape Pembroke the Biscoe 
turned to port and we kept straight on.  I had a talk with Eric Salmon, interrupted by 
Luiz Ferraz (Brazilian Air Force Observer) and he presented his orders – fortunately 
translated into English.  We talked for an hour or two.  He was a likeable man and 
proved to be no trouble.  There was a film in the wardroom that night: John Wayne 
in "Green Beret" a Vietnam War film on conventional lines.  The wind and weather 
were worsening and by night we were in heavy seas and 60 knot winds. 

After a very uncomfortable night due to the motion we woke to a very stormy 
sea, the spray driven in lines along the surface and very steep breaking crests to the 
waves.  The ship shuddered as the waves struck and it was very noisy.  After 
breakfast Gordon Eddie came up to talk about seals, whales, fish, squid and krill 
until 11 o’clock, when the first batch of Fids came up for a drink with Brian and me.  
They were Donald Hadley (MO Adelaide, King Fid), Ian Hogg (ex King Fid), Graeme 
Morrison (South Georgia Biologist, echinoderms), Peter Riley (SG Diver), and Colin 
Nicol (SG met).  Roy Piggott joined us and we talked until lunchtime.  There were 
more talks in the afternoon with various people and the day passed very quickly 
indeed.  I drafted a telegram to Steve Wormald about the Halley flight and the 
Geoceiver party.  I had another group in for drinks before dinner: The Captain, Chief 
Engineer, Chief Officer, Eric Salmon, Brian, Ferraz and Gordon Eddie.  After dinner 
there was talk over the port and then I went down to the Fiddery and fraternized 
with the Fids until about 11.30 pm.  

We woke to a foggy morning with light wind and a moderate swell.  I walked 2 
miles on the boat deck and then entertained five South Georgia Fids.: Stuart Broom 
(Ionospherics), Tom Forsyth (Radio Operator), Jim Hopkins (builder), Jim Oliver 
(Cook), and Willy Parks (Deisel mechanic).  After lunch I had a long discussion with 
Eric Salmon which went on much of the afternoon.  I also talked with Steve Wormald 
on the radio, with satisfactory results.  

As we approached South Georgia the Willis Islands came into sight, low cloud 
cutting off the tops.  I had a signal from Malcolm and a talk with him.  He was 
getting cold feet about going into ice: the engine revs were 155 (instead of l67), loss of 
power, amps 940 at 155 revs giving cause for concern.  After reflection I sent him a 
signal saying no change of plan yet - carry on with the itinerary.  A signal came in 
from Halley about the plans for the relief; there was a possibility of a suitable place 
nearby for the relief operation, instead of the low shelf - so there was hope yet.  I had 
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more talks with people and then dinner; it was amazing how the hours flew by.  As 
we finished dinner the ship rounded Bird Island and moved in towards Elsehul in 
light rain.  The cliffs towered above and there were grey luminous clouds and a slate 
grey sea.  The ship anchored in outer bay and immediately the gemini were sent in to 
pick up the field party.  Around the ship were: fur seals, several species of albatross, 
including sooties, cape pigeons, and giant petrels.  The gemini returned with the 
shore party, Seamus McCann (seal biologist), Andy Stewart (entomologist), and 
Bruce Pearson (biological assistant).  They came up for a drink with Brian and me 
and a chat.  They were very enthusiastic and keen; the fur seals are more abundant 
than ever - tag recoveries overall were 2.9%, in Elsehul 5.6%.  I arranged to go ashore 
next day at 6 o’clock.  The news came in that the Argentine ship Zappiola  had gone 
aground in Moreton Strait and Biscoe  was going to her assistance.  

I was woken at 5.30 am and we went ashore with Seamus and Andy. It was a cold 
run in through snow flurries and a keen wind.  The hut was just above the beach, 
near the three old trypots.  It had been put in at the beginning of the season and was 
still being finished off.  It was about 20 ft x 12 ft, in three compartments, a central 
porch and storage area, flanked by the bunkroom/living quarters on one side and 
the small laboratory on the other. We spoke about the work and after about 25 mins 
returned to Bransfield.  Bruce Pearson had a lift to Bird Island and at about 7 o’clock 
we were ready to go ashore again having rounded the island to anchor off Jordan 
Cove on the east side of the island.  The weather wasn't too bad, but windy, cold, and 
snowing.  Ed Mickleburgh, David Smith and Bruce Pearson went in first, together 
with Alan Etchells who was to repair the generators.  A larger group followed in the 
launch: myself, Brian, Ray, Eric Salmon, Luiz Ferraz, three Fid biologists, - Alun 
Tanner, Cynan Ellis-Evans and Graeme Morrison.  Peter Prince and Lyndon Kearsley 
met us on the beach.  I inspected the base, which was in very good order and the base 
area had been tidied up; also it was much less wet and muddy, because the party had 
diverted and channeled the stream.  Gash was waiting in former oil drums to be 
taken away by ship.  First a long chat about generalities and it was refreshing to find 
that they hadn't any complaints about anything!  The food and clothing were 
considered to be excellent and they had good contact with both South Georgia and 
Monks Wood.  

Then we discussed the work. The fur seal counts were going as expected and 
indicated a continuing 20% increase in pup production annually.  They had recorded 
a large increase in bull deaths on the beaches.  The bird work was yielding good 
results.  The detailed food preferences study, comparing black-browed and grey-
headed albatrosses, was due to start next day.  Earlier recording of chick weights 
showed that chicks with older parents had a faster growth rate and lower mortality.  
The grey-headeds were slower growing and had a 3-weeks longer fledging period.  
Then we walked up over the tussock-covered ridge to the south and through the 
wandering albatross colony.  Thence back around the hill, through a black-browed 
colony and at last a single sooty's nest. 

We regained the beach to find that Alan Etchells, joined by Willy Park hadn't 
finished the generator repairs and they expected to take another 2 hrs.  By the time 
we realized this, the others had gone back to the ship, leaving only Eric Salmon and 
myself.  So after a brief snack lunch Eric and I walked across the island with Peter 
Prince to the Macaroni penguin colony - which held an estimated 250,000 birds - and 
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to a grey-headed albatross colony.  We also saw and photographed diving petrel 
young, which Peter recovered from a burrow in the peat.  There were also lovely 
green lawns of short grass and wanderers, giant petrels and other birds to watch.  We 
returned by the way we had come and a boat was waiting to take us out to Bransfield 
in the heavy swell that had developed.  It was quite dangerous getting out of the 
gemini and up the pendulous rope ladder.  We had a proper lunch on board at 2.30 
pm, the first meal of the day, a shower and a change.  

Meanwhile Bransfield was steaming around the north end of South Georgia en 
route for Grytviken.  There were lovely atmospheric lighting effects - sun shafts, snow 
storms, and clouds.  We reached Grytviken at 8.15 pm, but took a long time tying up 
alongside the jetty.  The base Fids came aboard and I had a chat with Mick Pawley 
(BC) and with others in the Fiddery for a while.  Later we watched the film "Blow up" 
in the wardroom and to bed at 12.30 am.  Next day the morning was dull under low 
cloud and we walked around the whaling station before breakfast.  It snowed heavily 
and lay for some time.  Mick Pawley came over for Eric and me and we spent the rest 
of the day inspecting the base; it was in very good shape, morale high (unlike my last 
visit, l973-74 season) and the work was progressing well.  We stayed ashore for lunch 
and continued in the afternoon.  Roy Piggott and Eric Salmon accompanied me.  
Afterwards we discussed the few problems identified and then Eric and I tried out 
the new base launch Albatros, which was most impressive and performed well.  
Meanwhile the unloading was going ahead, cargo being taken across the cove from 
Grytviken to KEP by scow.  During the day Ian Hogg had dropped a crate of bricks 
on his foot and broke a bone.  This was very bad luck for him, as he had come out on 
the ship for the summer only - and it would take a month before he was sufficiently 
recovered to get around.  At 7 o’clock I walked across to the Point again with Eric 
and we had 11/2 hrs with Mick Pawley, before joining the base party.  The evening 
was very enjoyable and I walked back with Brian and Gordon Eddie at 11.30 pm and 
to bed at 12.30 am.  

Tuesday 13 January dawned a beautiful sunny morning and I took some 
photographs before breakfast; I climbed up the mast which gave a good all round 
view.  Roy Piggott wanted to discuss a problem after breakfast and then I walked 
round to the Point.  There Eric and I talked with John Hall about the base, then 
discussed a problem Roger Timmis (Glaciologist) and in conjunction with Roy and 
Mick came up with a solution. I saw Jonathan Walesby (Marine Biologist), Lawson 
and Hunter (unrepentant about a winter crossing of the island they had made, which 
was against orders).  I also spoke with the marine biologists and "Scobie" Pye, who 
was doing some work on the rat biology, in addition to his job as carpenter.  He 
showed me his biological results which were impressive.  He had some captured 
animals in cages he had made, and had distributed rat-survey forms to field parties 
around the island and was himself making collections on Hestesletten and at 
Grytviken for comparisons.  Bransfield  meanwhile moved across the bay to tie up at 
KEP the engine repairs complete.  After supper I finished a letter to Maureen and 
posted it - for Endurance, which arrived about 7.30 pm and anchored off Hope Point.  
I walked ashore and talked to some of the Fids, then back aboard to wash some 
clothes.  

We cast off at 9 o’clock on a bright sunny day, 14 January, after Endurance had 
tied up at Grytviken; Gordon Eddie now left us.  The views were superb as we left in 
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bright sunshine, ploughing through the sparkling blue sea.  The day continued to 
improve.  As we left Cumberland Bay we saw that Endurance had left the cove again - 
presumably to fly her helicopters.  At 12.45 am Biscoe was approaching Moltke 
Harbour, further down the east coast, after experiencing a strong blow off the Ross 
Glacier.  The boats were lowered and we took the launch in, the gemini being used to 
ferry us over the last lap to the beach.  Nigel Leader-Williams and Bob Pratt were 
there and we walked up the valley, then sat and talked about their project, which 
seemed to be going well.  Reindeer numbers were down to: Barff, c.800; Royal Bay, c. 
600; Husvik, <600.  Probably there were population fluctuations, related to varying 
winter conditions.  After a bad winter there appeared to be more deaths of young 
calves, but female condition doesn't seem to vary.  At Moltke Harbour the lichens on 
the rocks showed a grazing line - as high as the reindeer can reach.  The sugar rich 
tussock presumably provides a buffer to maintain condition during the winter.  By 
the end of the project they would have collected 300 reindeer from Barff, 100 from 
Husvik, and 100 from Royal Bay for scientific study.  Nigel wished to register at 
Cambridge for a PhD at the Veterinary School and Bob Pratt hoped to be able to 
work up his biochemical material on vegetation analysis.  

Nigel and Bob went aboard the ship for a shower and I wandered around. Three 
herds of deer were about - antlers in velvet.  I went back to the beach, where elephant 
seals were basking - then out to the ship and we weighed anchor at 4 o’clock.  By 
now the weather had cleared and the views were superb: crisp and clear snow ice 
and rock, with greener slopes of tussock near the shore.  We were in bright sunshine 
during the rest of the day, as the shadows lengthened.  The usual birds accompanied 
the ship and the sea was so clear that one could watch the penguins 'flying' 
underwater.  There were no icebergs in sight.  These mountains were very 
impressive, saw-toothed ridges lower down and huge rounded bosses of highland 
ice above.  We rounded Cooper Island at the southern coendast and anchored to the 
west of it, the island and mainland ridges lit in perfect evening light.  A film was 
shown after dinner: "The Man with the Golden Gun", an entertaining James Bond 
adventure.  

Next day, 15 January, I was up at 4 o’clock as the anchors were weighed.  It was a 
clear morning, but overcast.  We proceeded around South Georgia, the rock ridges 
looking even more jagged and sharp initially and then less so.  We rounded Green 
Island and Cape Disappointment in a slight swell - the conditions were perfect for 
moving field parties on the west coast.  As we moved up the coast there was little life 
initially, and then penguins and other birds appeared and a solitary elephant seal 
about 2 miles offshore; it is surprising how seldom one sees them away from the 
land.  A geological field party (Brian Storey and Dave Burkitt) was to be picked up at 
Diaz Cove and the gemini, launch and flubber went in at 7 o’clock in perfect 
conditions to pick them off the beach.  They were back on the ship at 8.15, the party 
having been working there since 21 December.  They had had a profitable time, 
covering the area between Novosilski Glacier and Harmer Glacier and inland up 
Novosilski to Twitcher Glacier, Mount Paterson and other rock exposures.  Their next 
move was to a point just north of the Wheeler Glacier and next month they would be 
moved to Iris Bay to cover the other side of the complex.  

The island was still enshrouded in low cloud, the rocks grey-black, with white-
blue-green glaciers intersecting them, and green vegetation near the sea. We moved 
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on to Larvik, where we picked up Dave McDonald (Geologist) and Clive Johnson 
(GA).  They both seemed in good spirits and had had a useful time covering a 
relatively small area in detail.  Clive Johnson agreed to stay on as a GA to support 
Roger Timmis as planned during the winter and next summer season.  They were 
moved up to Bore, near the Esmark Glacier and Holmestrand.  On arrival there was a 
choice of four landing beaches and the finally opted for the third.  There were some 
questions about the water supply and the undesirability of glacier water as a possible 
health hazard.  A later conversation suggested the need for a check list for field party 
equipment.  All in all it was a day of exceptionally good conditions for this exposed 
coast, with almost flat calm seas.  On the west coast we passed inside Annenkov 
Island and Hauge Rocks. I had five Signy men up for drinks before dinner, a good 
crowd: John Caldwell (Nematode biologist), Alun Tanner (Bacteriologist; he had 
acquired the unkind nick-name "rent-a-mouth), Nick Cox (Builder), Danny Downey 
(radio Operator, an older man) and Peter Witty (Diesel Mechanic).  We now were 
headed for Signy Island.  

Another fine day followed and we saw the first and only iceberg about 4 o’clock, 
some 14 miles away.  There were very few birds around all day.  I did some writing 
and had the remaining Signy Fids in for drinks before dinner: Simon Kightley 
(Botanist), Ian Collinge (HQ), Jum Cullimore (Cook), Cynan Ellis-Evans 
(Microbiologist, freshwater) and John Hall.  After dinner the Chief Steward, Eric 
Heathorn showed slides of New Guinea, Hong Kong, Morocco and Spain.  Next 
morning we entered Washington Strait, South Orkney Islands in bright sunshine, 
only a few bergs about and magnificent views.  By breakfast time it was already 
clouding over, with dramatic lighting effects, in low cloud and snow squalls.  There 
were very few icebergs for the area.  We anchored off Signy at 10 o’clock and I went 
ashore with Roy, Eric and Brian in the second scow-load and remained ashore all 
day.  

First we inspected the base, which was in good order. A number of changes had 
been made since I was last here in l974: the new generators had been installed  (ex 
Halley Bay) but not yet connected up.  A section had been added to the old generator 
shed, which now contained toilets. The old generator shed would become a wetlab 
and tank room for the marine biologists, and the lathe room would be merged with 
the indoors Biostroe.  They had run the bird room and diesel mechanic's office into 
one new marine lab.  In the old boatshed were installed two large refrigerators 
brought from Stonington Base.  The new boatshed had been divided into two by a 
wall, so that the smaller side could be used as a workshop.  The main hut was much 
the same, but the lounge had been redecorated and the bar moved to the left-hand 
corner on entering and bookshelves removed.  The ceiling was a false one of wooden 
slats.  Outside an extra railway line had been installed just north of the building, on 
which to winch fuel drums up to a storage area on the slope above, well away from 
the huts.  

Eric and I had a long talk with Dave Fletcher (BC) and a longer one with Herbert 
Dartnall (last Winter BC).  Then I saw Paul Thorpe (Radio Operator) and discussed 
his criticisms; I think we converted him to our views.  Later David Ball (Cook), going 
to Adelaide, proved to have no problems and was happy enough; Bob Hanks (Diesel) 
had no criticisms and had had a good winter.  We returned to the ship in the scow 

113



with a dusty band of Fids - they had been unloading concrete - by 6.30 pm, had a 
shower, dinner and further talk until 11.30 pm.  

During the night the moon was almost full, Coronation Island was clear and a 
shaft from the moon silvered the water.  But we woke to low 'mank' and a sprinkling 
of recent snow.  Eric and I spent all morning and early afternoon interviewing the 
base Fids.  We saw Julian Priddle, Peter Ward, Jon Brook, Richard Anthony, Gordon 
Picken, Don McKay (builder), Colin Maiden (electrician).  The general impression 
was of no problems other than normal 'winteritis', now passed.  There were few 
criticisms or complaints, but a majority were dissatisfied with the bunkroom 
standard and the noise levels.  What was needed was some insulation between the 
lounge and the bunkrooms, boarding in of the walls and provision of doors.  A 
problem arose over Biological assistants, who felt that they should not be required to 
work for another base member.  Friction had arisen between Anthony and Wynne-
Williams over this, because of conflicting duties. (I would take it up at Monks Wood 
on my return).  

After lunch on base I had another talk with Dave Fletcher and then saw Julian 
Priddle again to talk about his work.  It seemed to be going well and he and Dartnall 
(Freshwater biologists) had compiled a very useful guide to the freshwater 
vegetation and invertebrates - beautifully illustrated.  His work on benthic algae and 
epiphytes looked good and he was obviously hard-working and full of enthusiasm.  
Herbert Dartnall showed me his large living rotifers, Philodina gregaria 
(invertebrates).  About 0.5mm long, they can be frozen and resuscitated on adding 
water, cloned and cultures increase rapidly.  They can be kept at room temperature 
and, he suggested, might prove to be very useful experimental animals in drug or 
pollution research.  He hoped to set up cultures in the UK.  He had developed a key 
for the 37 rotifer species found on Signy Island.  At 3 o’clock we went out to the ship 
and from there by gemini to Gourlay, where we landed on the beach at Rethval Point 
and walked across to SIRS (Signy Island Reference Sites) 1 and 2.  Brian, Eric, Roy 
and Wynne-Williams came.  W-W showed us around the SIRS sites and we discussed 
his programme which seemed to be going well.  I was a bit concerned about the 
intensity of coring and its impact on the moss banks; this may work out the site much 
earlier than planned, but couldn't see that anything could be done about this.  

We saw five fur seals and walked back via the penguin rookeries.  There seemed 
to be fewer there than before.  On return a shear-pin broke in the outboard motor of 
the second gemini party and they required an ignominious tow home.  On return a 
quick shower was taken and dinner, followed by a film "The Mercenaries" which was 
rather bloodthirsty.  Then I talked for almost two hours first with Herb Dartnall and 
then with Gordon Picken about their work. Both were doing well and Dartnall 
reckoned he would soon be a leading world expert on rotifers - its a small field!  
Picken (Marine Biologist) had been studying gastropod ecology - 36 species - they are 
very long-lived and slow maturing with a long breeding season.  This was a 
preliminary year for him, amassing material covering the full annual cycle, and next 
year he would be looking at more specific problems.  He confirmed the value to him 
of the Signy Island Benthic Survey (SOBS) samples, which he said were very good.  
(We had initiated this during my 170-71 visit). 

So this visit to Signy, - my favourite island! - ended and we set course for Halley 
Bay at 9 o’clock next day, 19 January, towing the magnetometer for marine 
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geophysics data.  The particular course requested by the geophysicists would add 
about 7 hrs steaming, and I told Stuart to deduct it from the 5 days allotted to them.  
The day was cold and raw, with low cloud and snow showers; it continued dull and 
overcast.  After lunch I interviewed Dave Marsh (Signy Diver) who was being pulled 
out.  He was stubborn, but it seemed that a clash between him and Dartnall was 
essentially a clash of personalities.  We had a long talk and I could appreciate his 
sense of frustration.  I had some of the ingoing Halley Fids up for drinks before 
dinner: Phil Hart (Met), Andy Quinn (Physics), Roy Whitfield (Cook, with 2 previous 
winters SG l973, Faraday in l974), and Steve Chambers (Ionospherics).  There was a 
signal from the Commandant at Bellingshausen (Russian Base) inviting me to pay 
them a visit.  I read in the evening, interspersed with visits to the bridge. Snow- and 
Antarctic petrels accompanied us all day and lines of brash ice appeared - fore-
runners of the pack ice.  We passed through a few lines of very open pack ice during 
the night and without losing time or changing course more than 20°.  

I spent the next morning interviewing outgoing South Georgia Fids: Andy Moinet 
(Met) and Bob Sanders (Physics).  In the afternoon we drew up a provisional new 
itinerary for the ships in case Biscoe couldn't get south to Adelaide.  One whale was 
seen about noon, species uncertain.  Later I entertained four ingoing Halley Fids: 
Ernie Thornley (BC and Diesel Mechanic), Ernie Johnson (Radio Operator), Dave 
Patuck (Doctor and Met), and Steve Emery (Radio Operator).  It was an interesting 
group and we had a lively discussion.  There was port after dinner and talk around 
the table until 10 o’clock; I was up until 1 am working on the revised itinerary.  

A fine sunny morning with a few bergs in sight and no pack ice.  Luiz 
commented:  "There is more ice in the Amazon in the form of ice cubes than in the 
Weddell Sea".  Few birds around, snow and Antarctic petrels.  The revised itinerary 
went out.  In the afternoon I spoke with Malcolm Phelps on Biscoe, who would try to 
get in to Adelaide, but was doubtful about getting out!  I also spoke with the BBC 
team who preferred to miss Adelaide and have more time on South Georgia.  I 
entertained more Fids to drinks before dinner.  They were a pleasant bunch and 
more talkative than usual. Richard Jahn (Birmingham U. Geophysicist), Peter Biggs 
(Postal Clerk, BAT), Andy Moinet (ex SG Met), and 'Fred' Freedman (Ex Faraday 
Met). There was a film after dinner: "Hitler, the last ten days"; not very good and very 
depressing.  The clocks went on one hour that night as we headed east.  

That evening we passed across a calm ocean with flat alabaster icebergs outlined 
against pewter skies and sea.  There was a great feeling of vastness and space, as we 
sailed across the bottom of the world.  Somehow the ocean looked bigger than usual; 
the horizon was the same distance, but everything had great clarity and so it 
appeared different.  Next morning 22 January we entered the pack ice, relatively 
light, rotten floes, but beautiful all the same if in a different way.  There were a few 
crabeater seals, penguins and two emperors to be seen and during the course of the 
day about 20-30 whales were sighted.  That morning I sat for a pencil portrait by 
David Smith in the super-fiddery, receiving a succession of visitors to talk about 
signals - Roy, Eric and Hugh O'Gorman.  I was called up to the radio to talk with 
Malcom on the Biscoe..  The area south of Argentine Islands seemed clear of ice and 
he wanted to proceed south as soon as possible.  (Later I learnt that they had 
managed to get into the Argentines and commence unloading).  Fred Fredman came 
to talk before lunch and afterwards I had another session with David on the portrait 
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and spent some time on the bridge. Fids came up for drinks: Donald Hadley (‘King’ 
Fid), Ian Rutherford (Builder, Halley), George Morgan (Met Halley), Dave Hogg 
(Ionospherics, Halley), also Brian and Roy.  After dinner there was a brandy with 
Roy, Brian and Luiz, and talk about Brazilian aspirations in the Antarctic.  

We were nearing the eastern side of the Weddell Sea.  The pack had been 
beautiful with reflections in a mirror-calm sea.  I went up onto the bridge to look at a 
lovely, luminous lemon sky and fantastic cold mirages transforming the shapes of 
the icebergs.  Another whale and some penguins passed by while I was there.  Then 
the ice cliffs of the Brunt Ice Shelf came into view.  In the very clear air we could pick 
out the Halley Beacon, black oil drums welded in a huge "H" and a pile of other 
drums.  The aerials for the base itself came into sight and we could see their muskeg 
at the ice front.  On the radio we learnt that their beacon was now on an iceberg; as 
the headland broke off soon after they finished construction, so it was lucky that they 
were on 'shore' by then.  At about 11 pm we came up to 'Lurking Creek' in sunshine.  
It was now a very shallow indentation with a 30 ft cliff at its head, just the height of 
Bransfield's bows.  The wintering party was lined up 'ashore', Stuart put the bows into 
the cliff and held position there on automatic pilot. The mail went ashore over the 
bows and then I followed to salute the Fids, led by Ken Back as they came aboard.  

We decided that some cargo could be landed there but that the snowcats should 
be put ashore at the low shelf, some 50 miles north from base; there was no nearer 
landing place.  After some talk the ingoing Fids and Roy Piggott went ashore and the 
outgoing ones came aboard.  Then Ken Back left and they headed back to base - only 
a couple of miles away.  We backed out at about midnight and set course for the low 
shelf and then I turned in at 12.30 am.  There was bright sunshine and a nearly full 
moon floating in the sky over the shelf and bergs of all colours from deep purple to 
lemon yellow.  I was wakened by the ship bumping and shuddering and got up at 
7.30 am to find that we were alongside the low shelf, 20 ft high at that point.  A 
couple of Fids from the base had dug holes for 'deadmen' and a line of black drums 
led in the direction of the base, heading up a slope and past a caboose.  Unfortunately 
the shelf edge was very cracked and as we began to tie up a very large chunk fell off 
it onto Bransfield - some tons of snow and ice blocking the main deck companionway.  
So the ship was used to butt the ice shelf so as to knock off other unstable pieces; then 
other holes were dug for 'deadmen' and the vessel was brought alongside.  All this 
took until noon, when the position was still unsatisfactory. Fortunately it was still 
calm, there was no swell or wind and the temperature was about -10°C.  

Unloading commenced, first the vehicles and then the cargo.  The vehicles stored 
in the after hold had to be lifted into the scow (which had been lowered into the 
water), and moved forward along the side, so that the speedcrane could lift them 
ashore at the only part of the ice edge near enough to the ship.  All unloading would 
have to be done from that point, possibly causing some congestion on the ice surface.  
The initial operations took all day before the vehicles could set off at 8 o’clock with 
the first cargo-sledge loads.  There was a very jolly party that evening for Stuart's 
birthday which went on until 12.30 am when we went to bed in broad daylight.   

24 January was a dull day, with black clouds to the west, shading to a citron sky 
to the north.  Cargo work and transport continued but was very slow.  The relief 
might take 14-15 days at that rate and lower temperatures would help.  I had a walk 
ashore across endless white wastes.  David Smith did a painting of the ship - oils and 
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palette knife - and showed us his production of paintings to date; with the exception 
of the most recent they were all of South Georgia.  We were impressed.  I planned to 
fly across the Weddell Sea to Adelaide and now I spoke with Steve Wormald on the 
radio.  We agreed that 27 January was the first possible day for the flight.  

Next day was dull again and after packing, David Smith did a charcoal portrait of 
me and he and Ed Mickleburgh photographed me - all for the planned exhibition of 
paintings and photographs they were to put on at the Commonwealth Institute in 
London.  After lunch I left the ship at about 2 o’clock in the Rothera snowcat for 
Halley bay - with Brian and Eric, Donald Hadley driving.  We pulled a single sledge 
with a moderate load, because the snowcat was being run in.  It was a surprisingly 
interesting journey, considering that it was for 41 miles at 8 mph over a featureless 
white plain, following the marker line of black drums.  Don drove the first 2 hrs and 
we had a break for a snack and coffee at the caboose about 15 miles out, with John 
McLure and Dave Hogg who were in an IH going the same way, but at only 2 mph!  I 
then drove the rest of the way - 4 hrs, meeting Ian Rutherford and Dad Etchells 
coming the other way in two slow IHs.  As we continued the sea came in sight again, 
dotted with icebergs. During the drive the weather varied from mank - to blizzard - 
to clear.  At times white-out conditions made it difficult to see where we were going.  
Also an impression strengthened - an optical illusion - that we were travelling 
downhill most of the way; not so, for the shelf ice was floating and so the surface was 
flat with slight undulations.  

At last Halley Bay base came in sight.  We drove along by the airstrip to the stores 
area and left the snowcat with the base Fids, who unloaded it as we walked to base.  
It was good to be back and climb 20 ft down the ladders to the warm lighted base 
below - under the ice.  I had a long talk with Ken Back.  After a meal and talk we got 
to bed about 12.30 am., sharing a 2-bunk room with Eric.  Roy Piggott had had a 
useful few days already on base.  

About 9 am or so Ken Back took us around on a base inspection - myself, Eric, 
Brian and Roy.  It was much the same as on my previous visit two years before, 
although it was more 'lived-in' and so more comfortable.  It all looked in good shape.  
The men were very proud of a deep freeze they had constructed by digging an ice 
cave out from the base tunnels in which the huts stand.  There was a short tunnel and 
then a gleaming cave, silvery in the light, lined with ice crystals of various shapes, 
spiky or hexagonal, flat or three dimensional - glittering like diamonds.  Food was 
stored there and a small adjoining cell was for frozen meat.  The main ‘room’ was 
stable at about -12°, the other about -20°C.  We inspected the main base complex; 
new to me was the workshop and connecting tunnel, which also served as a store.  In 
the afternoon we were to inspect the remainder of the base complex, but on climbing 
to the surface we found it was snowing, returned down the ladder and Eric and I 
spent the rest of the day talking with the men one by one.  They all seemed to have 
had a good year and enjoyed their time with BAS; few problems emerged.  We saw 
John Main, Steve Norris, Malcolm Daley, Graham Maudesley, Clive Sweetingham 
and John McClure.  So the whole day passed and bedtime was 12.30 am again.  

The weather remained bad and the vehicles were having a difficult time - with 
breakdowns and soft snow surfaces making for slow travel.  BAS is not geared for 
low shelf relief - it had never been necessary in the history of the base - and we must 
contingency plan for the future.  The IHs took 24 hrs one-way and that night some 
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people were having to camp on the way, because conditions were so bad.  But the 
spirit was tremendous and everyone was pulling their weight.  

On 27 January I spent the morning dealing with signals and spoke to Stuart 
Lawrence on the radio about the relief.  We agreed to terminate the operation on 7 
February, whether or not it was complete - and to decide on where a depot should be 
left by 5 February at the latest.  I interviewed Eric Harvey, the base Doctor - a very 
good chap.  After lunch Eric and I went for a walk around the outside complex, 
visiting radar, balloon shed, and descending to the old base (now 45 ft down and 
stripped of all usable timber and other materials), auroral hut, ozone hut and the 
stores dumps. It was pleasant, at -5°C and 25 mph wind.  We helped to unload a 
sledge as two snowcats and a muskeg came in; they were followed by two IHs, one 
of which - driven by Ken Lax - had taken 33 hrs for the trip.  However, this was 
abnormal: driving in the IHs they can read a book, two books in fact, on the trip and 
they had camped for nine hrs on the way because of the bad conditions.  We 
interviewed Ken Lax - a very sensible chap with sensible ideas.  He impressed me 
and later I asked him if he would like to come back as BC next year.  This took us up 
to 7.30 pm.  It was a party night - celebrating Andy Allman's birthday.  A splendid 
meal was provided: tomato soup; pork, Brussels sprouts, cauliflower au-gratin, 
potatoes; a delicious chocolate pear cake. After dinner we watched some slides of 
SANAE (the South African base), there was more talk and I wrote up my diary.   

After breakfast next morning I went up to the surface on a tour of the scientific 
units outside - with Ken Back, Roy Piggott, Brian, and Eric - to complete the base 
inspection.  First to the Goniometer Hut - about a mile across the snow. Then to the 
Riometer and on to the 'Beastie" (Ionospheric Sounder) Hut, about 40 ft under the 
surface now.  Again all was in good order, the 'Beastie' Hut better than before, large, 
comfortable and crammed with equipment.  We also visited the magnetic tunnels 
which ran under the surface and were now about 30 ft down;  I took some photos 
with flash of these facilities and also some in the main huts.  The temperature was 
about -5°C and windspeed 15 mph, but very pleasant.  We looked at the generator 
shed again, had some talk about the Viz sondes and then lunched.  Eric and I 
interviewed Andy Allman, who was impressive and had had a good year.  He made 
some useful points about the scientific programmes.  For the rest of the afternoon I 
talked with various people and dealt with signals. A good dinner was served: soup, 
rice, sweet and sour pork, fruit flan and ice cream, and later a slide show from Clive.  

Another day of bad weather arrived, with vehicles unable to move, so several 
teams camped en route waiting for the conditions to improve.  In the morning the 
aircraft took off from Adelaide to fly to Halley to take my party to the Peninsula as 
called for by the season’s plan, and contacted Bransfield  only when in the air..  In 
view of our weather we couldn't understand why!  When informed of our weather 
the flight was called off.  That evening we saw another depression on the way; there 
had been a continuous series since we arrived at Halley.  All was well at the ship but 
work had stopped.  It was agreed that when conditions improved we would 
reconnoitre 'Lurking Creek' - only 3-4 miles from base.  So far all the general cargo 
and 244 drums of avtur (fuel) had been unloaded, which left only (!) 1,000 drums to 
be discharged.  We held discussions as to what would be done if conditions failed to 
improve; would probably try to discharge at 'Lurking Creek', but I didn't want to 
depot at the low shelf.  That would jeopardize the programmes.  
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I interviewed Vince Carter (Met) that morning.  He had had a good year and like 
the others was full of enthusiasm for the base and no complaints.  Eric took notes 
again for the record.  During the afternoon I wandered around again and had chats 
with various people, including Alec Hurley (Diesel mech) and Jack Temple (builder).  
I watched the met men making the weather observations and plotting the radiosonde 
results during the morning.  Before dinner I washed some clothes.  

Yet another day of atrocious weather followed, with vehicles and sledges held up 
by the adverse conditions - camping until they should improve.  For example Luiz 
Ferraz and Ernie Johnson set out for N9, the depot to the north at the start of the low 
shelf, but discovered on the way that the ship was returning.  I discussed the 
situation with Stuart and we agreed to try a reconnaissance by the ship.  So a party 
from base went out to have a look at 'Lurking Creek', but reported that it was 
unsuitable.  The ship now moved south but discovered nothing suitable until 
Precious Bay, where they found a suitable site with 25 ft cliffs, about 10-12 miles 
south of base.  Two vehicles were made ready to go out, but the weather broke again 
and in the event they didn't.  The forecast was still pretty bad and there was no 
chance of the aircraft flying in.  Biscoe, in Marguerite Bay, reported completing the 
Adelaide relief and began on Rothera.  

In the morning I had had a walk around outside and took some photos.  That 
evening I went for a walk with Brian and Eric down to Second Chip and back for 7.30 
pm.  It was relatively wind- and drift-free, but walking 3-4 miles in softish snow was 
not the same as walking on a hard surface.  The coast was unrecognizable, with no 
headlands to speak of, and no real creeks left.  It didn't look good for next year's 
relief.  We met Graham Mawdesley ‘ski-joring’, pulled by two huskies.  After dinner 
I interviewed Graham Chambers - the most critical yet, but he said he had enjoyed 
his time.  Then at 11.15 pm we had a film - "The Viking Queen" - all about Romans, 
ancient Brits and Druids; it was pretty awful and I left.  Luiz and Ernie returned at 
last with a load.  

On the last day of January it was still blowing hard - 30 knots at -4°C and the drift 
made travel impossible.  There were still seven sledges en route to N9 to be collected.  
I spoke with the ship, which was snugly moored at Precious Bay in the lee of the 
cliffs, but gathering drift snow on her decks.  They said there was no drift at wind 
speeds of up to 15 knots and it began at about 20 knots.  We agreed to send sledges 
from base as soon as conditions ameliorated, but they didn't.  Before lunch I 
interviewed Dave Boteler (Ionospherics), a good chap and with no problems, and 
after lunch Bob Bryan (Geophysics) with the same result.  Then I had a long 
discussion with Eric about personnel matters until 7 o’clock.  We had a drink and talk 
at the bar and then dinner.  The Saturday special was soup, veal and ham pie, braised 
celery, potatoes; delicious apple pie and ice-cream.  It was accompanied by red and 
white wine and liqueurs - and much good natured banter.  After dinner a film was 
shown entitled ‘Slaughter’ voted the base ‘film of the year’; it was dreadfully badly 
made but unintentionally amusing.  To bed at midnight; conditions no better up top.  

Next day, Sunday, it was blowing when I got up at 7.30 am, but moderated and I 
went out for a walk from 9 o’clock for a couple of hours.  Initially it was blowing and 
snowing, but the wind dropped and the snow cleared so it was quite pleasant by the 
time I returned at 11 o’clock.  The vehicles were readied which involved repairs to 
the muskeg and during lunch Ernie Thornley and Dave Patuck arrived.  They left the 
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ship at N9 on Friday, when it sailed, and had taken 21/2 days (61 hrs) on the 40 mile 
journey including 36 hrs camped only 11/2 miles from base.  They found that their 
battery was flat when they tried to start up again, so they had walked that last 11/2 
miles!  

The Bransfield had 15 ft of snow on the decks, which had blown off the shelf.  
They were shoveling the snow off in an attempt to clear the forward hatches and 
although the cliffs there are 30 ft high and level with the boat deck, unloading was 
impossible.  The initial mistake this year was not to do a closer reconnaissance of the 
coast before moving to N9.  But then Stuart felt it was a last resort, so probably 
would not have used the present berth anyway!  At 5 o’clock three vehicles set off for 
N9 to bring in the remaining sledges and move the caboose.  The party included the 
Bowen IH (Etchells/Rutherford), the Rothera snowcat (Hurley/Main) and the keg 
(Allman/Quinn).  At 8.30 pm two vehicles set off for the ship - the Halley snocat 
(Turner/Hogg), and the small Adelaide Snowcat (Johnson), taking three passengers.  
After dinner Eric and I had a long talk with Ernie Thornley (incoming BC) to discuss 
the various points that needed emphasizing.  I lent Luiz a copy of the BAS BC 
Manual.  Then there was the usual talk around the bar and to bed at midnight.  

Conditions were at last improving; it was another dull day, but workable. One 
vehicle returned from the ship with cargo: the outward journey had taken four 
hours, including laying drums (to mark a route), and inward journey 13/4 hrs.  At 
9.30 am Alec Hurley was back and Andy Allman from N9 reported that the low shelf 
had cut back another 50 yards.  Etchells was on his way back from N9 with the IH 
towing two sledges of fuel/general cargo and the caboose. Only three sledges now 
remained there - two of fuel and one of Armco steel.  It was reported that yesterday a 
piece of shelf broke away a little to the north of Bransfield; it was 400 x 200 metres in 
area!  I spent the morning up top, unloading cargo and stacking it on the dumps.  
The temperature was just about freezing and conditions deteriorated as we worked.  
Essentially, it was a matter of towing the loaded sledges to the dumps with snowcat 
or IH and unloading boxes marked '1401 etc onto the '1400' dump, 1301 etc. to the 
'1300' dump and so on.  They were general stores of all descriptions: including very 
heavy tins of bolts for the armco, steel tubing and angle iron, plywood sheets and 
boxes of all shapes and sizes.  

This took us up to lunchtime. Afterwards we had some excitement round about 
2.30 pm; I was talking on the radio with Stuart about plans when he said "Ooooh!" 
and broke off the conversation.  We learnt that a piece of shelf to which the ship was 
moored had broken back 40 ft and fallen on her.  Fortunately no one was working on 
deck, but the bulwarks had been bent, lines and deadmen lost.  The snow was by 
now level with the fo'csle, except where they had dug it out.  So Bransfield had to cast 
off and Stuart was appraising the situation before possibly setting out for N9 again; 
all was again fluid.  While we were talking about this setback the second vehicle 
arrived back from the ship with Steve Norris, David Smith and two mess boys and 
others.  Only one sledge remained at Precious Bay by now.  I had a message from 
Garrick Grikurov (a Russian geologist and an ‘Honorary Fid’, because he had spent a 
winter at Deception Island base).  He asked whether we planned to visit the Russian 
base Druzhnaya. I replied, explaining that we had no firm plans owing to the 
difficulties over a bad relief.  In the evening there was yet another film - "All the Way 
Up", a comedy which was quite welcome in our situation.  
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It was now, 3 February, quite late in the season to be there.  The weather was 
unchanged, if anything worsening again, with 30 knot winds, temperature -6°C - and 
snowing.  Various discussions were taking place about the prospects.  I attended to 
various telegrams and spoke with Stuart on the ship.  We decided that as soon as 
possible Jahn should rejoin the ship and they would carry out the marine geophysics 
runs in the hope that the weather would meanwhile improve.  In the afternoon there 
were more discussions and I received a welcome telegram saying Trinity House were 
interested in hiring the Biscoe for 6-8 weeks at £700 a day; this could help the financial 
situation if it were feasible.  In the evening the Bransfield reported a clearance with 
blue skies at last, a drop in the temperature and visibility increased to 6 miles.  
Things were looking up.  Although there was no change on base we arranged for 
everyone involved to be on standby so that the operation could start rolling again as 
soon as the conditions were suitable.  We had yet another film after dinner: "Fear is 
the Key".  It's the one that includes the quote displayed at the entrance to Halley 
Base: "Stay scared, stay alive"!  To bed about 12.30 am.  

A definite lightening of hearts came next morning, for we woke up to bright blue 
skies, clear atmosphere a 17 knot wind and temperature down to -10°C.  The party 
set off in a convoy for the Bransfield: one IH, the keg, two snowcats, plus all the 
people leaving base.  I spoke with Stuart who sounded cheerful; he thought the coast 
was all right and had been up to the Rift, which was much larger due to calving of 
the shelf.  The aircraft decided to "give it a go" and at 11.30 am we heard it was being 
refueled at Rothera prior to taking off for Halley.  Unfortunately the weather at our 
end was deteriorating, but was still better than before.  The aircraft would receive 
hourly weather reports.  I photographed a radiosonde balloon ascent and then 
helped to bring in boxes from the dumps.  The rest of the day passed very quickly 
with hourly reports on the plane's position coming in, as they followed a great circle 
course, first down south and then across the Peninsula. After lunch I called Eric and 
the two BCs, Ken and Ernie together to talk about plans for next year's relief.  We had 
a useful discussion, with Eric taking notes and set down a working plan for the 
operation which was copied to Bransfield also.  

Meanwhile Bransfield got into further trouble.  Having come alongside and 
begun to discharge cargo, a large berg drifted in their direction and they had to cast 
off again and move out - so the operation had come to a stop again!  I had earlier 
spoken with Stuart who agreed that, given good conditions, five days should be 
enough to get the remaining fuel ashore - all 980 drums.  So we had set the date for 
Bransfield's departure from Halley at 10 February.  But all was now in the melting pot 
again!  

The aircraft - VPFAP - was due at 6.40 pm. after a 7-hr flight with tail winds, so a 
group went out to the airstrip on two sledges towed by the 'keg.  It arrived on time 
and, after two trial runs, touched down and taxied to where we were standing.  Barry 
Peters (HQ) was first out and the plane then moved to the fuel dump, discarded the 
empty drums and we loaded ten full drums, using two planks to the doorway.  They 
had used this method, instead of fitting the ferry (long range) tanks, because it has 
meant that the plane could continue to fly with the field parties until the weather was 
right for the Halley flight.  It was cold, about -12°C, so having refueled and tied 
down the aircraft we all went back to base.  We had a drink at the bar with Giles 
Kershaw (Pilot) and Alec "Slim" Simon (air mechanic), then dinner and talk.  We 
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decided not to fly a planned VLF (physics) experiment because of the uncertain 
weather and the need for me to get to Adelaide.  The vehicles were due back from 
the ship about midnight with some more incoming people, but I went to bed about 
11.30 pm.  We arranged to have a weather update from Adelaide at 7 o’clock in the 
morning.  

On 5 February Adelaide reported good weather at their end, so the flight was on.  
Roy Piggott and Ed Mickleburgh were back on base.  After a hurried breakfast and 
sandwich-making session we got our gear up the shaft and went over to the aircraft 
on a sledge.  It was cold, with a very clear horizon, pale yellow sky and clear-cut 
dark purple clouds.  The inland ice stood out sharply with the numerous icefalls 
showing up as lighter patches on its primrose yellow flanks.  We took off at 9.10 am, 
Ed filming us, but it took three long runs, with the three passengers (Eric, Slim and 
myself) jammed as far back into the tail section as possible, so as to keep the nose up.  
It was a little hair-raising if one stopped to think about it - the aircraft rattling and 
clanking, clouds of light drift snow thrown up by the skis blinding us, while the 
high-pitched buzz of the stall-warning indicator added to the excitement!  Eventually 
we did get off the ground after a take-off run of a mile!  I was able to move forward, 
squeezing past the fuel drums to the co-pilot's seat. While Eric and Slim settled 
themselves as best they could on the survival boxes.  We also carried two tents, full 
camping equipment and food for [20?] days.  

I asked Giles to fly up the edge of the shelf to the Bransfield, and as we were quite 
low was able to assess the situation.  All the chips had high ice cliffs and lacked fast 
ice (ie no landing places), as we knew already - but it was as well to see for myself.  
At first there was an incredible profusion of bergs, with new ones in process of 
breaking off or recently calved.  Along the north coast they were relatively fewer, 
with a fairly regular unbroken line of high ice-cliffs, some pack ice, but not much, 
mainly recent fast ice.  We sighted the IH with three sledges heading back to Halley 
on a route that looked alarmingly close to the sea.  Bransfield's beacon was very loud 
and clear and then her masts came into sight, poking above the ice-cliffs.  We flew 
over her twice, dipped wings and waved.  She was lying bow-on to the ice, with the 
engines going and on auto-pilot to keep her there.  A few people were gathered 
round sledges ashore and although there were a few bergs in the vicinity none 
looked particularly menacing.  It looked as though she could tie up again and re-
commence the discharge. I saw one whale near the ship.  

Then we turned and set off across the Weddell Sea on a great circle course for 
Adelaide Base.  We climbed steadily over the thin pack ice and then above the stratus 
clouds into bright sunshine above - a different world.  The expected duration of the 
flight was 8 hrs., as there were slight headwinds.  After a couple of hours talking 
with Giles about aircraft operations and the Rothera and Adelaide strips, I gave up 
my seat to Eric and travelled 2nd Class for three hrs or so.  Slim was quite occupied 
transferring fuel from the drums into the aircraft's fuel tanks, which involved 
pumping by hand to prime a siphon arrangement and then watching to see that an 
intermediate tank didn't overflow.  I gave Slim a respite and took up the novel 
occupation for a while.  It was noisy and uncomfortable, but after four hours flying 
the cloud dispersed and we were over pack ice, which was a more interesting 
prospect.   
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Adelaide came up on the radio to talk about plans and also John Biscoe to enquire 
what they should do, so I changed seats with Slim again.  After a talk with Steve 
Wormald (Field Operations Manager) I decided to visit some of the field parties on 
the way in, and asked the Biscoe to undertake the Kirkwood Islands survey work - a 
geoceiver link between the Peninsula stations and Alexander Island for the Earth 
scientists.  We would meanwhile have a full day at Adelaide and a half day at 
Rothera - which I would be visiting by air for the first time [?]. John Biscoe would pick 
us up from Adelaide at noon on the 7th.  It was a brilliantly clear day and the 
Peninsula and Larsen Shelf Ice came into view at very long range - gleaming in the 
bright sunshine.  Below us the floes became more and more packed and rumpled as 
they were pressed against the east coast of the Peninsula.   

Giles made the landfall at the Peninsula near Dolleman Island as planned and 
then flew on only slightly off-route to sledge 'Alpha', camped on top of a low ridge 
near a nunatak and looking over to Mount Hope (the central and highest peak 
(2860m) of the Eternity Range). The camp was at about 12,000 ft and it was cold, -
12°C, but calm and supremely beautiful - surrounded by snow- and ice-covered 
mountains and nunataks. The snow surface glistened with myriads of 'diamonds'.  

Here we found Barry Dikstra and John, two geophysicists doing a gravity survey.  
They were camped with two skidoos and one sledge; the other was at the bottom of 
the hill, where John had left it realizing that Barry wasn't following.  In fact Barry's 
skidoo had broken down with gearbox trouble (it was later flown out for repair and a 
good one was fitted in exchange).  We had a cup of tea and talked about the season’s 
events, while Giles and Slim tinkered with the port aircraft engine, which had been 
giving a little trouble.   

I was pleased to hear that the Alpine 640 skidoos were considered to be a great 
success, even by the 'doggy-men'!  Later I learnt from Steve Wormald that it had only 
been necessary to fly in 'new' ones four times during the season - although there had 
been lengthy radio conversations between the Adelaide mechanics and the field 
parties seeking advice.  They pulled well, did up to 50 miles a day, and left time for 
scientific work in the same day which was impossible with dog travel, because the 
men were knackered after a day’s dog-sledging.  They are considered safe, working 
in teams of 2 men with 2 skidoos pulling 2 sledges. A sledge is linked to the skidoo 
by a 50 ft trace and the man on the skidoo in front is linked to the sledge by a safety 
line.  So if the skidoo goes into a hole, it and the driver are prevented from falling far 
by the weight of the sledge.  The skidoo tracks have a very low bearing pressure - 
much less than a man or dog on foot.  They were driven without an engine cover to 
prevent snow accumulation and over heating.  Downhill braking was by means of a 
large diameter rope, wrapped round the sledge runners, or the skidoo travelled 
behind the sledge in these circumstances.  These skidoos had a large platform at the 
rear, surrounded by a rail - big enough to carry a drum of fuel.  They were twin-
track, with a single front ski for steering and their turning circle was 20 yards.  The 
work had gone very well and I was delighted at this first-hand vindication of my 
new field travel policy.  

We flew on then to sledge 'Bravo' - a short flight of 20 minutes.  They were 
stopped in a shallow valley only a few hundred yards from a vast crevasse; part of 
the bridge had fallen in to reveal from the air an enormous chasm going down into 
hundreds of feet of deepening ice-blue.  Here we found Brian Sheldon and Les 
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another geophysics team.  They also had experienced a good field season, although 
dogged by bad weather, but had the same praise for the skidoos and confidence in 
the new system.  A point they raised was the fear that when the skidoos are a few 
years old there would be more breakdowns.  I thought this all depended on the 
winter overhaul and its thoroughness; also the replacement policy.  On the question 
of safety in the field they were quite happy and said that they had taken the skidoos 
through country that they would not have entered with dogs - vindication again of 
the change in practice!  However, the skidoos give a bumpy ride - and cause back 
and knee trouble.  The remedy - drive slower in sastrugi and fit better sprung seats? 

They planned to join up with ‘Alpha’ the following day.  We flew on then - as we 
had plenty of fuel - to sledge 'Whisky' about 130 miles south, just behind Horse Point 
on the eastern side of George VI Sound.  The weather was still perfect with the high 
mountains of Alexander Island to the west and innumerable nunataks and 
mountains along our route, separated by vast flat snowfields, or fantastically broken 
ice-falls and cross-hatched crevasses, looking small from the air, but actually 50 ft or 
more across.  We flew over the Ryder Glacier and Battersbee Range, with superb 
views all around and then dropped in below Mount Bagshawe to land in an idyllic 
sheltered valley behind Horse Point, the camp backed by a beautiful, striking, 
Matterhorn-like peak to the east.  The snowfield was pristine and lovely with a 6 inch 
layer of new snow.  The red tent of the glaciologists enhanced the whiteness.  Here 
were David Peel and Jonathan Walton - a static party, put in by Twin-otter, with no 
vehicles.  They had been ice-coring. We chatted for half an hour and then took off 
again.  

The sun was lower and casting long shadows forming in the corries. Giles flew 
northwards up the Sound, with mountains on either side, and so reached the sea 
again.  It was surprisingly ice-free here - just patches of small open floes.  The 
Peninsula was to our right and the familiar country came up in succession: Mount 
Edgell, the Wordie Ice Shelf, Fleming Glacier, Red Rock Ridge, Millerand Island and 
Neny Island, with Stonington appearing behind it.  Adelaide Island was in cloud, 
grey and forbidding in contrast to the golden tints on the Plateau.  We flew direct to 
the new Rothera Base (to become the centre of the new field and air operations), to 
see the topography from the air, just in case there was no flying weather next day, 
then back along the coast to Adelaide.  We landed at about 9.15 pm after a 12 hour 
flight - though only about 10 hrs actual flying time.  Our ears were ringing from the 
excessive noise and vibration of the small plane and our tubes a bit blocked up 
because of the pressure changes associated with the altitude changes.  Steve was at 
the Adelaide strip and we drove down to the base in the 'keg - an open work 
platform, with a crane at the rear.  

We had arrived on a party night. Biscoe was anchored off the base and a number 
of officers and crew was ashore.  Dinner was long past, but some good pizzas 
provided for us made by 'Big Mac' MacManus (Cook), washed down by beer.  I was 
immediately involved in discussions with several Fids and called it a day at midnight 
and turned-in in one of the bunkrooms.  The Biscoe sailed during the night for 
Kirkwood Islands to land a party of Surveyors to link the Peninsula with Alexander 
Island, at Sledge 'Bravo'.  

Next day I was up at early and after breakfast Steve took us around the base on 
an inspection.  The actual base was in very much better condition than when I was 
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there in l973-74.  Steve had organized a good clean up and John Galsworthy built a 
number of storage platforms to keep the outside stores from drifting up.  The main 
changes were in the living huts: the former library and lounge had been converted 
into one large room, with a bar at one end - which had to accommodate 48 people 
when the house was full.  The former bar room was now a library and quiet room.  
By cutting down on storage space, two extra bunk rooms have been added, making 
an extra eight beds.  Even so the base became extremely crowded when all the men 
arrived in from the field.  There was a new 2-seater loo as well, built by Bert Conchie 
(Pilot) last season - with a splendid view out to sea!  The vehicle garage lean-to had 
been extended to provide more storage space.  But the major new addition was the 
new travelling store and workshop, cladded with the green plasticized metal, which 
BAS now used on all new buildings.  'Dog' Holden, with two other GAs had got it 
fitted out and it was very well organized and quite spacious.  The only trouble was 
that - lacking insulation - it got very cold in winter.  But they had fitted Webasto 
paraffin heaters that would make it more comfortable and also enable tents and other 
gear to be properly dried-out before being stored for the winter.  

By the time we'd seen around the base it was 1 o’clock and time for lunch.  In the 
course of the inspection we had opportunity for discussing various problems.  The 
most important ones concerned the jetty - which was now seriously undercut, so that 
in a swell the gunwales of boats or scows could catch under and be capsized.  The 
crane for the jetty wasn't working, because the wrong capacity pump had been 
supplied for the hydraulics.  The ramp to the airstrip was in an atrocious state, 
ablating rapidly - some 4 ft lost in the last month.  This meant that access to the ramp 
was now very narrow, with a ridge of rock cutting across it.  After lunch we went up 
to the airstrip on a skidoo to inspect the skiway with Steve.  There were extensive 
cracks besetting it and no possibility of changing its position, so its life was restricted.  
Then we climbed aboard VPFAQ to be flown by George Harvey north to Rothera, 
only about 12 mins away where I was building a new base to supersede Adelaide 
and Stonington as the main field operations centre.  It was dull but the weather 
wasn't too bad - although at times it was even raining.  

After take-off it was very bumpy along the edge of the glacier.  I noted many 
shoals in the sea offshore all the way to Rothera Point.  The approach to the Rothera 
airstrip was across a col in the ridge, which brought us out over the snowfield to the 
north, which was vast.  A drum-line marked the runway, necessary in ‘white-out’ 
conditions.  We were met by one of the Rothera Fids and drove down in a skidoo – 
journey-time about 10 mins.  Dubious features to take into account included a 
traverse across a sloping hillside for about half a mile and the ramp itself has a 17° 
slope.  At the base end of the route, before descending the ramp there were various 
crevasses parallel to the route; and the ramp was very broad and about 300 yards 
long.  We left the skidoo at the foot and examined the area, then largely snow-free, 
though with drifts in places.   Fairly recently the low-lying isthmus had had a 
permanent snow cover, as judged by the lichen 'tide mark'.  Cargo had been 
discharged in the South Bay, using a small pontoon.  We had a look at the 
prospective base area itself - a reasonably level raised shelf.  The men had made great 
progress on the construction; all the foundations were now laid (and we learnt that 
evening that the floor of the hut had been laid just after we left).  A dumper truck 
was being used to move cargo - but very slowly.  The party was still living in tents 
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and we had tea and biscuits with them.  I had a talk with Biscoe about their plans and 
agreed they would pick us up at Adelaide at 3 o’clock tomorrow.  We walked over 
the peninsula, saw the meltwater pools and the site for a suitable earth runway, but 
the task of constructing one would be immense and expensive.  And so back to the 
tents for a final chat and then up to the skiway by skidoo about 6.30 pm.  We flew 
back to Adelaide in 12 mins.  

I considered that it was a superb site for a base, with excellent landing beaches, 
water supply and a magnificent view - but no anchorage.  The ramp was steep, but 
would be usable for loads in winter if not in summer and the traverse could be 
improved if necessary by cutting a terrace.  So decided we would go ahead with 
phase 2.  The method must be to move fuel ashore in summer and move at least one 
year's supply up to the strip (in winter if necessary) ready for the next flying season, 
waiting for good snow conditions and postponing the operation until it was hard-
packed.  

We were back in time for dinner and then interviewed Bravington, Macmanus, 
George Harvey and Tony Lipscombe.  The base gave an informative slide show 
which we watched from 11pm to midnight.  On Saturday 7 February I went down to 
the jetty at 7.30 am, where Biscoe picked up the two dinghys for the Surveyors to 
chart the Rothera anchorage.  The ship went straight off to Rothera to land the boats 
and collect 20 bags of cement for Argentine Islands Braithwaite fuel tank 
foundations.  She was expected back by 5 o’clock.  Eric and I spoke further with Steve 
about the plans for developing Rothera and had some talk with Bransfield and Biscoe.  
It now looked as though Bransfield would only get 428 drums ashore and would have 
to sail about 5 pm.  We interviewed Rick Airey and Dick Chantry, both of them 
seemed quite happy.  It was discovered that a new alternator for the generator was 
too small, so the ship's lathe was used to make changes, thus delaying sailing by 
several hours.  (In the event the job wasn't completed before we sailed).  There was 
more talk about the current problems and again with Bransfield on the radio.  
Conditions were still bad at Halley.  We learnt that FAP had found Siple Station (US, 
unoccupied) and landed there.  That was a very good effort on Giles' part, because it 
was buried under snow and difficult to locate.  

We went out in the ship's launch to the Biscoe at 5 o’clock.  When we arrived we 
learnt that Andy Baker (Chief Officer) had managed to bend the derrick, so until they 
made changes we would have to use the motor lifeboat.  As I climbed the ladder the 
BBC unit filmed my arrival and greeting by Malcolm.  I had a talk with Malcolm and 
then supper at 6.30 pm after a shower.  We sailed at 8.15 pm . I unpacked and there 
was talk until 11.30 pm when I went to bed.  

We had a disturbed night, with much rolling and pitching and this continued 
during the next day. We were taking the outside route northwards, to the west of 
Adelaide Island our next call, Argentine Islands Base.  It was a Sunday and I joined 
the Captain on the weekly ship's inspection.  Then we talked about various ship refit 
problems, Malcolm, Marty Shakesby (Chief Officer) and Jerry Cutland (Chief 
Steward) were involved.  The BBC film unit and most of the Fids were seasick.  But I 
had drinks with Malcolm and others and Sunday lunch was served at 1 o’clock.  
There was very little ice, but more grounded bergs as we neared the Argentine 
Islands, shrouded in mist and drenching rain, so there was little to see. At 8 o’clock 
we were off the base and I went ashore in the motor lifeboat for an inspection.  Brian 
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Goodale (BC) was at the landing and we looked at everything.  The base was not at 
its best but looked in reasonable repair.  The only problems concerned the fitting of 
new windows - which was being done that summer by a summer builder - and the 
disposal of spent waste caustic soda (used in the process to generate hydrogen for the 
met balloons).  The new system was more efficient but took about 100 amps of 
current, thus stretching the base electricity supply - but it did obviate the 
environmental impact.  The new Doppler experiment was set up and working well.  

A cruising yacht was anchored off the base and the owners - a young Belgian and 
his wife - were on the base.  They expected to leave next day.  They had come down 
from Buenos Aires via Terra del Fuego and Beagle Channel, to Ushuaia and thence 
across the Drake Passage.  They hoped to go on to Adelaide base, which seemed to 
be pushing their luck in the ice conditions, and then to winter at South Georgia.  He 
said he had a hut that could be erected on shore.  I told them that they would need 
permission from the Governor.  I was not very happy about this development, which 
I foresaw could have unfortunate consequences.  I talked with Graham [?] about 
plans for himself and Mike Walker to make an ascent of Mount Peary during the 
winter.  Both were experienced mountaineers and they claimed that it was really 
quite an easy climb.  I told them to formally submit their proposals in the usual way 
and I would consider them.  Then back to the ship - in darkness - it looked like a 
cruise liner, all lit-up among the bergy bits.  

On 9 February it was dull and raining when I rose and we sailed at 7 o’clock.  The 
low cloud and rain persisted and the mainland was obscured except for the lower 
1,000 ft or so.  At the entrance to the Lemaire Channel (amazingly scenic on a sunny 
day) the motor lifeboat was lowered and the BBC team went ahead to photograph 
the ship coming through.  It should make a ghostly impression - and counteract the 
general impression given by the previous perfect weather they had experienced.  
They did their photography and were picked up again.  Just after this a snowstorm 
hit us and there was little to be seen as we went on to Damoy Point.  It cleared 
however and the wind dropped, though the cloud base was still quite low.  The ship 
anchored off Damoy and we went in by Gemini to look at the hut, which supported 
this BAS 'Northern Air Facility'.  With me were Eric, Will Hudson and Duncan Carse 
- Marty driving the inflatable.  It was flat calm and we roared in.  The point was 
flatter than I expected and the ridge behind, which formed the snow airstrip, was 
also quite flat.  The approach to the beach was easy and we walked up to the hut, 
painted bright orange and set on concrete piers.  It was excellently constructed  and 
clearly very comfortable and well-furnished.  

Visits were recorded in the hut book and included the Italian party on the 
Norwegian Rig Mate and the Belgian yacht Trismus, as well as the Bahia Aguirre.  Eric 
and I walked up to the air strip.  It was a gentle climb, but in deep, wet granular 
snow - up to our calves.  Then back to the Biscoe, past floes with sleeping Weddell 
seals.  After lunch the BBC filmed Malcolm and me talking about the Halley relief 
and the Biscoe's season.  It took a long time.  A bunch of telegrams came in that 
needed answering, including a long confidential one to be encoded that took me until 
10.30 pm.  

Next day, we were off the Byers Peninsula at 5.30 am and I woke at 6 o’clock to a 
pleasant morning, calm with stratus clouds, but not gloomy.  The uplift of a field 
party went well with three gemini making two trips to bring out the four Aberdeen 
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U. geomorphologists BAS was supporting - Birnie, Hanson, Thom and Gordon.  
Then we moved on to Deception Island, passing off its north coast.  The wreck of the 
Zappiola was still visible.  Deception is long, low and black, with some permanent ice 
cover, though much less since it blew up in the December l967 eruption; and again in 
February l969 and August l970; since then it has been quiescent.  A new island 
formed in Telefon Bay, a huge crater blasted through the hillside at Pendulum Cove, 
where the Chilean Base used to stand; and a wide deep fissure had formed on the 
western slopes of Mount Pond.  The island is really one gigantic slag heap, with some 
penguin colonies, but virtually no vegetation.  The BAS base was destroyed in l967, 
when the Chileans made their way from Pendulum Cove and together British and 
Chileans made their way to the south east shore, holding corrugated iron sheets 
above their heads as protection against the rocks raining down on them.  Helicopters 
from the Piloto Pardo, a Chilean ship, picked them up and also collected Argentines 
from Telefon Bay.  

Now we entered through Neptune's Bellows, the only entrance to the large crater 
harbour, and anchored about 9.30 am.  I went ashore from 10 o’clock until noon.  Part 
of this time was spent in filming Duncan and me as we went ashore and at the 
airstrip.  This was 374 yards long and 100 ft wide, marked with drums.  It had a rise 
in the middle of its length and the surface was loose cinders - quite firm to walk on 
but easily kicked away.  It's difficult to say whether the Twin Otters could use it.  
They could land, but take off might be difficult (later dare-devil Giles Kershaw 
demonstrated that it was possible!).  The hanger was in good repair, though full of 
rubbish.  It seemed weatherproof and could be used.  The electric cable that joined 
hanger and base hut was broken in several places and buried for the most part.  The 
ship's electrician tested it and the verdict was that we shouldn't use it.  I had a look at 
the base and took some photographs, then we returned to the ship at noon.  We 
steamed round the shore and out through the Bellows at 1 o’clock.  The Chilean base 
was just a pile of scrap, with very active steam vents along the shore.  The Argentine 
base was large and apparently in good repair.  An incoming message from Bransfield, 
still struggling with the Halley relief, indicated that she had been forced to vacate her 
berth again that morning by a large berg bearing down on her, but no vehicles were 
moving because of white-out conditions.  Yesterday they had loaded three sledges of 
cargo and the snowcat returned to base.  The IH and Bowen tractors were en route to 
base, but camped because of the conditions.  The snowcat was awaiting better 
weather before returning to the ship.  

Biscoe arrived at Potter's Cove, King George Island, in the South Shetlands, about 
7 o’clock in strengthening winds, and anchored just short of the ice cliffs of the 
glacier.  There was an Argentine 'base' ashore - just a hut really with some signs of 
life.  The volcanic plug behind was very impressive  The wind increased to 40 knots 
as our field party of geologists was being taken off from the beach to the south west.  
We had a late dinner and two films: "11 Harrowhouse" and then "Georgy Girl", but 
the transformer broke down so we didn't see the end.  To bed at 1 o’clock and slept 
five hours, waking to a dull foggy morning to find we were anchored, in thick fog, 
off Russia's Bellingshausen Station.  The fog cleared occasionally to show us a 
Chilean vessel, Beagle, and later the Yelcho. At 9 o’clock the BBC team went in to the 
beach and I followed them half an hour later.  As I landed they filmed my meeting 
with Anatoly Lebedev (BC) and Nicolay Ovchinnikov (former BC) on the beach.  I 
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presented them with bottles of scotch.  Then we went up to their base and after being 
filmed in the BCs office we looked over the establishment.  It was impressive - many 
new huts built that season to replace older huts.  The emphasis of the science was on 
atmospheric sciences, ozone, meteorology, pollution, astronomy, but there was a 
small biological project carried out by Ury Smirnov.  

They had built a large freshwater dam and bulldozers had churned up the whole 
site of the base.  They also had amphibians, of DUKWS-type.  There was an 
astronomical telescope. One meteorologist did all the met recording, which was 
passed on to the Russian centre at Molodeznaya.  Living quarters were spacious, 2-
bed rooms, sauna bath, big dining room, and recreation room.  They receive news 
bulletins by facsimile. A number of old buildings was being replaced by new ones 
standing on steel legs and girders.  After touring the base we repaired to Lebedov's 
office for snacks and drink (vodka of course), mineral water from the Caucasus, 
caviar (red and black), pickled mushrooms (very good), salami, shrimps, cheese and 
Russian bread.  Toasts were drunk and presents exchanged - all very friendly.  After 
21/2 hrs of this we made a move for the Biscoe and invited the five senior Russians on 
board for drinks.  It was all very convivial.  However, Malcolm was rightly getting 
restive so soon we saw them off in the geminis and had lunch.  I also had a crop of 
disturbing telegrams for my attention.  

Meanwhile the Rip Point field party had been picked up by gemini from the ship 
- in 11/2 hrs that was good going.  We were around to Admiralty Bay by about 4 
o’clock to land parties.  The Rig Mate was there lying just off the former BAS base on 
Keller Peninsula and we landed the first field party there.  On our way out again we 
landed the second.  I spoke to Stuart at Halley on the radio; he was still having 
trouble but hoped to get on his way next day.  As we left Admiralty Bay we met a 
moderate swell and turned to the north along the south side of King George Island.  I 
looked out for Bridgman Island, an extinct volcano, but in the poor visibility didn't 
see it.  We were due to proceed to Stanley and catch a plane to Comodoro Rivadavia 
and thence another on to Buenos Aires and home.  As we moved out into Drake 
Passage on 12 February there was quite a lot of movement in the ship – with creaks 
and other noises.  Although there was poor visibility due to the fog and a heavy 
swell, we were making good time and it looked as though we would catch the plane.  

 The usual batch of signals came in for attention, including one from Beverton in 
code, which said:  

 
"You should proceed direct to Punta Arenas, following western route outlined in 

telegram c/527/76.  There you will receive comprehensive instructions and 
background information on Tuesday February 17th.  Regret inconvenience but it may 
be required you fly to UK from Punta Arenas."   

 
C/527/76 had been received the previous day and read "Director /Adie [Deputy 

Director].  Immediate. Following urgent meeting with John H[eap]. Secretary NERC 
et al. suggest for your consideration:  

1.Retain order of Biscoe's itinerary.  
2. Perhaps extend visit to South Shetlands. 
3. Make west approach to PA [=Punta Arenas] and delay departure for next call. 
4.Instruct Bransfield to curtail scientific programme after Signy. This is in  
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interest of science exclam"  
 
After discussions on the ship I had sent the following reply: "Please expand. 

Reasons for suggestions not clear. Assume first half of 3 due to Argentine difficulties, 
but, query, delay departure for next call where.  Must get to Stanley by 16th for flight 
of Salmon and self and to keep BBC happy.  Why curtail Bransfield scientific 
programme.  She must visit Adelaide/Rothera and uplift field parties." 

 
Paragraphs 1 and 3 of C/527/76 were incompatible and I wondered if 3 referred 

to Bransfield.  Clearly there was more trouble brewing with Argentina.  
 
So we changed course for Cape Horn with the intention of going to Punta via the 

Cockburn Channel.  
 
I had discussions with Chief Engineer, Catering Officer, Jim Fenton and Duncan 

Carse during the day.  The swell increased and the motion became quite violent 
during the night.  I was tossed around in the bunk and so slept fitfully during the 
day of 13 February, the weather cleared later and we found ourselves in bright 
sunshine. I spent most of the morning dealing with signals and spoke over the radio 
with Stuart.  Bransfield had now left Halley Bay and in accordance with a telegram 
from HQ I instructed them to break off the geophysics programme; this would give 
four extra days for use in Marguerite Bay.  There was still no indication of the 
reasons for the changed course, but I could guess.  The aircraft VPFAP which had 
been on the ground at Siple was now on its way back; that was a relief.  Another 
message from HQ said that we would receive instructions the next day.  Also it had 
now been announced that the Duke of Edinburgh would open the new BAS building 
on 7 May. I sent a signal to all bases and ships.  

I was up at 6 o’clock on 14 February to see Cape Horn.  It was dead ahead, lit by 
the rising sun, a massive headland with light-coloured rock outcrops and deep 
gulleys.  The coast in the vicinity was interesting - reminiscent of the west coast of 
Scotland, but with higher, snow covered mountains in the background.  The coast 
remained fairly low lying and rocky, but as we headed west more snowy mountains 
appeared, black and white with some larger ranges appearing behind - possibly 60 
miles away.  The swell was now slight and the sun shining.  

Signals came in that morning, including one from Ray Adie amplifying the 
previous information.  Letters were on their way to Santiago in the diplomatic bag, 
16th pm, Punta on 17th.  I should not make plans for ship or self before receiving 
them. "In view of changing circumstances" they didn't think it necessary for me to 
return immediately and suggested I went to Stanley for talks with the High 
Commissioner, who had asked for them!  I replied asking if the latter request was 
sufficiently important to merit a delay of 1-2 weeks.  Lacking detailed knowledge of 
the background I felt rather impotent.  I would have to wait and see.  Meanwhile we 
were going along a very interesting coastline and tomorrow promised to be in 
exciting scenery as we passed through the Cockburn Channel.  A reply from Ray 
later said that the Governor didn't think talks with him, although desirable, merited 
such a long diversion.  (It was as I had thought).  
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The day continued fine, with occasional squalls and good views of the 
mountainous hinterland of Tierra del Fuego.  We saw a sooty albatross and black-
browed were also around. There was a regular lifeboat drill and a talk about 
outboard motor repairs; life was back to normal.  In the evening I had a radio talk 
with South Georgia, Signy and Bransfield about diesel mechanics.  Willy Parks (Diesel 
Electric Mechanic, SG) and Sid Allen (Electrician, SG) had fallen out and Parks said 
he wouldn't winter with Allen.  Alec Hurley was the obvious choice to replace Parks, 
who could transfer to Rothera, others having been rejected for various reasons.  The 
situation had still not been resolved at 11.30 pm. And I would have to try again next 
day.  

At 8 o’clock on Sunday 15 February we turned in to the western entrance to 
Cockburn Channel. (We had asked for a Chilean Pilot and been told to go to 
Valparaiso, an enormous, costly diversion, so after talking it over with Malcolm, 
whose responsibility it was I decided with is ready agreement that we should  
proceed on this route to Punta Arenas. Subsequently we sent a daily position report 
to our Agents in PA instructing them to inform the authorities, but received no 
replies.)  The scenery continued like Scotland or Norway, with lots of small skerries 
offshore and the mainland with much exposed granite rock.  There were small 
groups of fur seals in the water, Magellan penguins, ducks, black-browed 
albatrosses, giant petrels and Dominican gulls.  Rain squalls blanketed out parts of 
the view and shafts of sun pierced the clouds. As we went on the weather improved.  
So on and on past hills and dense forests of the southern beech, Notofagus australis, 
with the sun glinting on the water and snow and ice on the high mountains.  I spent 
most of the morning drinking in the changing views, but talked with Stuart 
Lawrence on Bransfield about the landings for geoceiver work.  Also we finally 
resolved the diesel mechanic problem: Bob Hanks to go to SG with Tim Stewart and 
Willy Parks to Adelaide; everyone seemed to be happy!  

With Sarmiento Mountain close and looking magnificent, clothed in white to the 
summit, rimed with huge bosses of highland ice - we stopped for dinner. [Then a few 
of us went ashore in a gemini to attempt to collect some plants of the southern beech, 
Notofagus antarcticus, to grace the new Cambridge building. ? delete]  It was sunny 
and warm and very enjoyable. A narrow belt of kelp fringed the shore, the water 
deep and clear to close inshore.  Once ashore we looked for seedlings/young trees, 
and in the process discovered the true nature of the beech forest.  Many dead and 
rotting tree trunks, covered in mosses, blanketed the ground and one had to clamber 
over them to make any progress.  There were flowers aplenty of various species and 
heather-like evergreen shrubs.  Birds were calling in the trees, including a dark-grey 
thrush with light stripes above and below the eye.  We found the tree seedlings were 
most easily collected in the shallow soil just behind the shore and walked along the 
rocks seeking them.  We would all have liked to stay much longer in that enchanted 
place.  The trees formed a relatively narrow band along the shore, with grass above 
and then rock-strewn slopes up to the glaciers.  Streams and waterfalls were 
numerous, carrying the melting snows' water down to the sea.  

We returned to the ship after about 2 hrs away and cruised on down the fjord 
past similarly beautiful scenery, until eventually we came up the Magdalene Channel 
to join the main Straits of Magellan.  With Simon Fenton (botanist) I bagged the 
Notofagus in plastic bags with moss. After dinner we came abreast Fort Bulnes and 
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passed a passenger ship Apollon II.  By 10 o’clock the lights of Punta Arenas were in 
sight. I had been talking on the bridge with David Cobham, through a superb sunset; 
and at one point 3 dolphins appeared. I discovered that we had been contemporaries 
at Cambridge and had gone bird watching together at the sewage farm!  The sea was 
now quite calm.  

Dawn next day was overcast and wet, clearing later with a sharp, intensely-
coloured rainbow over the town. The pilot came on board about 8 o’clock and we 
moved in to the end of the dock. The usual formalities were completed and then I 
had a stroll ashore, lunch and a walk through the town for an hour or so.  I asked 
Comapa, our Agents to book me a flight on Wednesday, provisionally. Later I learnt 
that Mr Clark was coming down from our Embassy in Santiago to brief me on the 
political situation and would bring the papers with background information.  
Malcolm would have to appear before the authorities, as we had expected, to ‘face 
the music’ and explain his position. (It transpired that the current change of plan 
resulted from an incident when an Argentine naval ship had fired across the bows of 
the RRS Shackleton and instructed its Master to stand to.  He refused and proceeded 
to Stanley).  In view of the fait accompli it all passed without too much fuss.  And we 
had avoided large expenses in ship time and running costs, as well as enjoying a 
pleasant cruise in magnificent country! Nor did I have to face any music on my 
return; it was quietly buried.  And international relations remained friendly; 
Malcolm had invited some Chilean naval officers in for drinks next day and there 
was to be a football match against Comapa.  I gave an interview to a Chilean 
journalist.  He was in those parts to cover the developing oil industry, but was 
interested in the Antarctic, particularly the potential impact of pollution.  Eric Salmon 
and Marty Shakesby left at 6 o’clock to catch the 7 o’clock flight to Santiago and 
would fly on from there next day, Eric to Washington DC, Marty to UK.  Patrick 
Crockford (Bosun) rejoined the ship with a little more information about the 
Shackleton situation.  It appeared that she was blockaded in Stanley, HMS Endurance 
was there too.  What a mess!  I wrote a letter to Maureen to go with Eric.  

Next day, Tuesday 17 February was sunny. A gleaming French cruise liner 
Renaissance tied up opposite us - a gleaming white prestige ship, with lots of ageing 
Americans on board.  I was glad to be on the Biscoe which was much more 
workmanlike.  A journalist from "El Mercurio" - the leading Chilean daily came to see 
me; then Stanley Greene and Dr Memendez (Argentine Botanist), who were still 
around but leaving next day for UK.  They had been carrying out field work I agreed 
the Biscoe would carry to crates to the UK for Stanley and to send a signal to 
Professor Fred Last, his boss.  Two naval officers came to look over the ship and our 
equipment, also scores of tourists and the Captain of the Renaissance..  Some of us had 
lunch with Patricio, the agent at a very pleasant restaurant – local Centolla (King 
crab), filet mignon, wine and grapes - very enjoyable. Then at 2 o’clock, the British 
Consul, Mr King and Richard Sharp from the Embassy in Santiago turned up with 
the information I had been expecting. More or less as I had thought, but it seemed to 
have blown over now and so Biscoe  could sail for Stanley next evening.  I decided to 
go too because there were matters to discuss with the Governor.  I wrote to Maureen, 
Ray Adie and John Heap.  
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“Appraisal, admittedly influenced by hindsight of the events of 4-17 February 
suggested to me that:  

1. The incident involving the near arrest of Shackleton occurred on 4 February and 
details had been published in the world press before I received the first telegram of 
suggestions on 11 February.  My only knowledge of the incident was third-hand 
while at Halley Bay, by rumour from Bransfield.  By the time tel. no.C/527/76 was 
received we had finished the South Shetland Islands work and were back on 
itinerary.  The Governor had promised to let me know if the flight out via Comodoro 
on 16 February was inadvisable and Stanley was clearly expecting us.  Also the 
Governor knew that Biscoe carried cypher books and could have passed information.  
The telegrams therefore remained a puzzle.  I did not know that an Argentine 
destroyer was in the vicinity of Stanley.  

2. Instead of the ambiguous tel. no. C/527/76, followed by C/553/76 instructing 
me to proceed to Punta Arenas, it would perhaps have been better to send the 
following basic information and to have left the decision to me.  

a) an account of the Shackleton incident as soon as permissible, an account of 
her then whereabouts (Stanley) and information that an Argentine Destroyer was 
waiting off Cape Pembroke, FI.  Surely no secrecy was necessary because the 
details were by then published world-wide.  

b) Instructions what not to do, ie: BAS ships not to visit Stanley or Argentina 
until further notice; if visiting Punta Arenas to use a western approach; 
discontinue Jahn's programme north of 60°S.  
3. In that event Biscoe would have gone to Signy and South Georgia to continue 

her programme.  The 180 tons of fuel available was enough for five weeks normal 
work and there was more at South Georgia and Signy.  If the situation had not 
improved Biscoe could then have sailed from South Georgia to Punta Arenas or 
Montevideo, having met with Bransfield for personnel transfers.  The programmes 
would have suffered less and I would have been more in touch with HQ, the Bases 
and Bransfield.  

4. against this:  
a) no full explanation was possible by mail (but the Governor could   

 have sent a basic explanation in cypher). 
b) I would have had to delay my return to UK by up to five weeks.  (However 

the option of an exit through Punta Arenas was still open  and the situation 
was likely to have been resolved before this was  necessary - as indeed it was) 
5) Malcolm agreed with this asessment. “ [Extract from my diary] 
 
There was a football match against Comapa for 6.30 pm but Malcolm and I had 

been invited to dinner by David Cobham for 7.30 pm so I didn't watch it; they won 3-
0.  It was a good game apparently and generated much friendship, being followed by 
food and wine.  We had a pleasant and enjoyable dinner - Centollas in avocados, 
pepper-steak and wine, and then sat talking over a brandy until midnight when 
Malcolm and I strolled back to the ship.  

We sailed at 11.30 am on 18 February.  I drafted a number of tels to send off at the 
2.30 pm sched. Then I spent an hour or two on deck trying to get photographs of the 
lovely Commerson's dolphins, without success. Where the tide rip was strongest 
there was a large concentration of seabirds, mainly penguins and cormorants, but 
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also some black-browed albatrosses, Dominican gulls, skuas and ducks. Also I saw 
three sealions swimming, heads held high out of the water, looking around.  It was 
very warm and sunny, almost tropical in feel.  We dropped the Pilot, the landing 
craft giving us a couple of hefty bangs. When the tide was with us we were doing 
about 12 knots.  I spoke with Stuart on the radio about the marine geophysics work 
and drafted some more telegrams, and wrote some notes on the events of the last 
week.  There was a message from Inigo.  As night fell the eastern entrance to the 
straits was behind us and the oil and gas fires lit up both shores and were reflected in 
the water – truly Terra del Fuego, Land of Fire.  We were beginning to rise to the swell 
from the Atlantic as I went to bed.  

The next two days we were in sunshine and a light swell from the north and we 
were heading due east. More birds accompanied us: wanderers, black-browed, giant 
petrels, diving petrels and prions.  I wrote up my notes on the recent events and did 
some calculations which indicate we lost six days and would have steamed an extra 
555 miles, by not going to the South Orkneys rather than Punta.  Shackleton and 
Endurance came up on the Goon Show.  We arrived at Stanley on 20 February, to find 
that the Walter Herwig and Weser were at anchor.  These were two German research 
ships investigating the fisheries potential of the South Atlantic.  We anchored inshore 
of them and went through the usual formalities. The mail came aboard and there was 
only one letter for me from Maureen; the earlier ones had all been sent on to UK 
because they had assumed that I would be flying from Punta Arenas.  Naturally I 
was very disappointed.  

I went ashore at 3 o’clock for a chat in the office and to have my photograph taken 
for a white card (immigration), to see me through Argentina.  I arranged definitely to 
fly out on Monday and from Buenos Aires on Wednesday 25 February.  I also 
borrowed a Land Rover until I left.  Inigo Everson came into the office.  He had been 
part of the team on the Walter Herwig, clearly fitted in well and been useful to the 
Germans as well as learning a lot himself; he was a good ambassador.  It would be in 
his report so I didn't need to write about it now.  I invited him for dinner on the 
Biscoe..  Then just as I was expecting him there, I had a message from the Governor, 
asking me to go along to see him and for Biscoe not to sail until I got back.  Clem 
drove me along and I had 3/4 hrs with Governor Neville French.  The main point he 
wanted to make was that Bransfield  should not tow the magnetometer north of 60°S, 
so as not to exacerbate the situation with Argentina.  I agreed to send an appropriate 
signal and later drafted it for Bob Wade to send.  I was late back for dinner, but we 
sat and talked until 11.15 pm because Malcolm decided not to sail at 8 o’clock after 
all.  The trouble was that Tim Fogg, one of the Fids, had gone out to the camp for a 
few weeks. Although he was due back on Monsunen at 7 pm., he didn't get aboard 
Biscoe until 9 pm, by which time it was too dark for Malcolm to sail! (Tim’s father was 
Tony Fogg, Chairman of my Advisory Committee back home). So I sent a message to 
the Upland Goose (local hotel) and had another night aboard. I arranged to go on 
board Walter Herwig at 7.30 am for breakfast.  

I went ashore at with my luggage, which I left at the BAS Office and then in the 
launch to the Walter Herwig.  Inigo was waiting at the top of the ladder and 
introduced me to Dr Pomeranz, the Chief Scientist.  We had breakfast and then 
Pomeranz gave me a quick tour of the ship, starting at the bridge.  It was well-
equipped in every way: Magnavox satellite navigator, various echo-sounding 
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equipment, both practical and experimental, and telemetry gear for the RMT net (a 
rectangular mid-water trawl).  The latter was developed at IOS in Britain and had 
depth, T°, flowmeter, opening and closing, distance telemetry.  The Germans were 
very pleased with it.  

I also had a look at the other scientific labs, biological, meteorological, chemical - 
all very well equipped.  And I met some of the other scientists.  Rolf Steinberg came 
aboard from the Weser and I met two guest workers, Theo Stadler (Argentina) and a 
Frenchman; Stadler was a parasitologist and euphausiid expert.  Pomeranz showed 
us round the factory deck.  They produced two types of frozen krill paste - red in 
colour - pressing krill by means of a belt going over a perforated drum.  The krill was 
either pre-cooked, or subjected to steam heat treatment after pressing.  Their other 
product was krill protein concentrate - a powder produced by drying and grinding 
whole krill.  Krill swarms show up on the ship's echosounders and catches of up to 
30-40 tons per trawl haul have been made.  They also catch fish with the midwater 
trawl.  The winch control gear was on the bridge, with a clear view of the slipway 
and nets.  A boat was ready to take me to the Weser with Steinberg, Inigo and Stadler, 
but before that I'd had a talk with Stadler, who wished to be invited to work with 
BAS on fur seal parasites at South Georgia.  He seemed a good chap and I said I 
thought it would be possible.  I also had a private talk with Steinberg: the Portuguese 
in his crew had shot two gulls he said at South Georgia and had been reprimanded.  I 
reassured him.  We had a rapid tour of the ship and ended up in the Captain's cabin 
for a glass of beer, then ashore to find the Land Rover waiting and a note to say that 
my bags were at the Upland Goose Hotel.  I moved in.  

Then, at 12.45 pm I went along to Government House, where I had a chat with the 
Governor before the other guests arrived.  These were: Vice-Commodoro Bloomer 
Reeve (Of the Company Remorino, building the Stanley airfield extension, also the 
strip at Marambio Base, Antarctica), the V-C who was relieving him, Harry Milne 
and his wife, Clem and Sadie Clements.  It was a pleasant lunch which lasted until; 3 
o’clock, then returned to the Upland Goose.  I read and wrote until 7.30 pm when 
Inigo appeared; we chatted and then drove to Clem and Sadie's place for dinner at 8. 
The other guests were Derek and Catriona Cox (SMO) and we had an enjoyable time 
- a good meal and talk until the early hours.  I drove Inigo back to the jetty for the last 
boat to the Weser; he had transferred from the Herwig for a while.  

Next day I met an old friend, George Dunnet, at breakfast; he had been there for a 
week as consultant on the upland goose study, being carried out by one of his 
students.  He had meetings and a lunch to go to, but we had a walk and talk after 
breakfast.  I had borrowed a Landover, so drove out to Surf Bay and walked 
southwards along the coast.  It was a perfect day, the sun sparkling on the water and 
wind blew the spray from the breakers. Three porpoises swam lazily in the first bay, 
slowly moving along the beach just outside the line of surf.  There were many pairs 
of upland geese, kelp geese, ducks, black oyster catchers, snipe, sandpipers, Magellan 
penguins and various passerines that I couldn't identify. Also several sealions were 
feeding. I sat for hours and watched them: occasionally one would come in towards 
the beach and put its head up to inspect me.  Where I sat there was a shingle beach 
and a slight swell breaking on it; I walked on a bit, sat and read a book. In fact I had a 
thoroughly idle day.  The time passed very quickly, with occasional clouds, but no 
threat of rain.  But eventually it did cloud over more and looked like rain, so I walked 
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back along the shore.  Back at the hotel they said Ian Strange had been trying to 
contact me, and I walked up to his home.  We had a long talk about the difficulties he 
has been having over New Island, of which he was part-owner.  Then back for 
dinner; a couple of Germans from the Weser were also staying at the Goose.  

After dinner I met George Dunnet again, with Campbell Kerr (FI Pasture 
Research Officer); Campbell and I had a drink at the bar, while George had his 
dinner.  I also met Jim Macadam and his wife; he was the agronomist in the team led 
by Campbell, which was completed by the "Goose Officer" – George’s biologist called 
Harradine.  Then George rejoined us and we chatted some more; I went to bed 
feeling quite tired from the wind and sun.   

I was due to fly out next day, 23 February, and George came with me to the BAS 
establishment, which we looked over, including the carpenter's shop that still had 12-
15 months of our lease to run.  It really was quite impressive what Clem had 
achieved.  At 10.30 am I had an appointment with the Governor.  We had a fairly 
general chat, he doing ,most of the talking again - for about 3/4 hr - and then I went 
for a walk up the hill behind GH; there was a splendid view of the country around.  

I lunched and Clem picked me up and drove out to the airstrip.  Danny Borland 
was there, a friend (Weather Forecaster) going back to South Georgia days in l95l.  
The plane was late in coming and took off promptly, with about 26 passengers and I 
had managed to get a window seat.  We had good views of the Falklands landscape 
and coast: beaches of silver sand and emerald green water with brown patches of 
fringing kelp; it looked quite like a tropical island.  We landed at Comodoro Rivadavia 
at about 5.30 pm and had a tedious wait, in a very bare terminal building, until 7.15 
pm for the plane to Buenos Aires which was an hour late.  It was a straightforward 
flight arriving at BA about 10 o’clock, where Ian Stocks, our Agent, was waiting with 
a car and took me to the City Hotel - central, old but comfortable.  It felt very warm 
in BA, where it was high summer.  

Next day, 24 February, I was collected at 9.45 am and taken to the Embassy, 
where I had a talk with John Shakespeare (First Secretary) and Howard Pierce. Then 
to the Instituto Antartico Argentino for talks with Rodriguez (Deputy Director), 
Muller and Dallinger, all very amiable.  I learned that they had just signed a contract 
for a new icebreaker to be built in Finland, also that they had no plans to evacuate 
Belgrano Base, although they were very worried about the shelf breaking up.  I 
gathered also that they planned to re-open San Martin Base (Marguerite Bay) and 
had put a small group in to Three Slice Nunatak.  I mentioned Theo Stadler's 
approach to me on the Weser and they indicated that they would be interested in 
such collaboration.  But the only real value of the talks to me was to maintain 
friendly relations.  

At 1.20 pm I was driven out to John Shakespeare's home at great speed; it's about 
twelve miles from the Embassy and we did it in 15 mins in the armoured embassy 
car.  There I changed and had a swim in their pool - the water just right. They were 
very hospitable.  We had a couple of G & T s with empanadas and I met John's wife 
Lalage.  Both of them and Howard Pierce were very pleasant.  Their son was at 
Magdalene, Cambridge, though John went to Oxford; Howard was at Pembroke, 
Cambridge. There followed a pleasant lunch on the patio, with wine and good talk, 
another swim, then tea and was dropped off by Howard at Florida at 6 o’clock, the 
afternoon having passed very quickly.  I spent the rest of the day strolling around BA 
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and sheltering from a thunderstorm, then had dinner - a magnificent bifé de lomo - in a 
traditional restaurant and went to bed about 11 o’clock.  

Next day, 25 February, I was due to fly home. I wandered around until 9.45 am, 
when Howard called to take me for talks with Senor Cuadri (or Quadri?) at the 
Malvinas and Antarctic Department. The Minister (?) Jiminez Melo could not manage 
such an early meeting.  It was quite successful; he asked for my views on the 
question of mineral exploration in the Antarctic and it was mostly of this that we 
talked. At 11 o’clock Howard dropped me at my hotel and I spent a couple of hours 
shopping, followed by a good lunch at the hotel - pepper-steak etc., desert, wine, 
coffee, all for $1050 (=£2); it was a very good steak.  This was a leisurely lunch, then 
packed, showerd and changed and was collected by Mr Hunter of Houlder's (the 
Agents) and taken to the airport; Hunt saw me smoothly through the formalities.  I 
had three seats in the Swissair DC8 to myself, with extra legroom because it was the 
emergency exit row!  We took off for Geneva at 6.05 pm.  

This had been a very interesting and informative ‘tour’ on which I gained 
experience of the BAS operations as they were now developing, and explored a lot of 
issues.  The relief operation at Halley had been an eye-opener on just how 
unexpectedly and problematically logistics can go astray, outside my previous 
experience; also I had gained confidence through talking at length to a wide range of 
people about their varied experiences and thoughts.  The diplomatic incident 
towards the end, had added interesting international relations, problem solving of 
another kind, and the opportunity to see another part of the world that few visit.  
Lasting nearly three months (84 days) it was shorter than the 1970- 71 and 1973-74 
journeys and had been profitable in terms of augmenting my Antarctic experience 
and fostering relations with staff.  That was the main purpose after all.  

 
 

 
 
 
The R/V ‘Hero’ Voyage: 1977 
  Crabeater Seals 
 
 
 

In l977 I joined an international group to undertake research on crabeater seals in 
the pack ice off the Antarctic Peninsula, from a small wooden vessel, the R/V Hero, 
which was run by the US National Science Foundation, Division of Polar Programs.  
This was at the invitation of Don Siniff, who organized the expedition.  

On 16 October I drove to Heathrow in thick fog, with Maureen and then after she 
had left there was a long wait - due to the fog and Air controllers action.  The airport 
was full of frustrated passengers; there was nowhere to sit; it was hot and 
uncomfortable; and there was no information about our plight.  At 6 o’clock, after 
eight hours delay the plane took off and arrived in New York at 9 o’clock local time 
after an uneventful flight, having missed the onward connection to Buenos Aires.  
Don had remained behind to meet me with my ticket and we took a room at the 
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Hilton near the airport.  Next day we didn't take off until 7.30 p.m., on an Aerolineas 
Argentinas flight.  (We were given good seats in the exit row with plenty of leg room, 
because the lady in the airline office had a daughter who was a marine biologist! - so 
she was interested in our work).  Travelling with one stop at Rio we reached Buenos 
Aires at about 11 o’clock, arriving at the Tucuman Palace Hotel at 1.30 am.  

Next day was fairly relaxed and at 8 o’clock we went out for dinner with my 
friends Roberto Martinez-Abal and Jimenez (Argentine Antarctic Institute) at the 
Navy Club.  We talked about the Antarctic Treaty meeting; the Chinese interest in the 
Antarctic - Roberto has regular weekly visits from the Chinese naval attaché; also the 
recent arrests of Russian and Bulgarian trawlers by the Argentine Navy.  The 
Argentines were very cock-a-hoop about this exercise of sovereignty.  We talked 
about the SCAR BIOMASS Programme also.  The following day we were still held up 
in Buenos Aires and I visited the British Embassy to talk with Dan Leggat, the British 
Naval Attaché.  He introduced me to Herr Raschenau, who had been technical officer 
on the battleship Graf von Spee in World War II - and was trying to organize a reunion 
for all who took part in the battle, on both sides.  Later I talked with Leggat about the 
BAS programme of marine research; he was concerned about possible Argentine 
interference.  I had lunch with John Illman, Second Secretary, and others at a small 
restaurant near the sea - extremely good steaks after England.  After lunch we 
continued our discussions at the Embassy.   

By now I had met all the others in the group that was due to sail together on the 
"Hero".  The line up was Don Siniff, Ian Stirling, Torger Oritsland, Doug DeMaster 
and John Bengtson (two of Don's graduate students from University of Minnesota), 
Nick Wolkman and Wayne Trivelpiece (graduate students of Dietrich Muller-
Schwarze from Columbia University).  We were beginning to get to know one 
another. 

At last we were on our way at 4 o’clock next day, flying in a Boeing 737 to Bahia 
Blanca, Commodoro Rivadavia and Rio Gallegos, where there was a long wait for 
our connection, a Fokker F27 for Rio Grande del Sul and Ushuaia.  Towards the end 
of the flight the scenery was very impressive - mountains, snow and ice, with 
Notofagus forests, lakes and sea.  Ushuaia is in a military zone , the most southerly 
city in the world, small and colourful; it is surrounded on three sides by mountains 
and on the fourth by the sea - the Beagle Channel.  We stayed in a pleasant tourist 
hotel, appropriately named Hotel Antardida.  After settling in we had our first 
introduction to the ‘Hero’; we looked over her and watched while boxes were being 
unpacked and the contents stored aboard; it was chaotic.  

She was named after a 30-foot American sailing sloop captained by Nathaniel B 
Palmer, an American sealing skipper who in l820 was one of the first to view the 
Antarctic mainland.  The modern ‘Hero’ served as a platform for American research 
in the waters of the Antarctic Peninsula, South Orkney Islands and South Georgia, 
and also in Tierra del Fuego.   She was strongly built of wood on the lines of a New 
England trawler, powered by two diesel engines (Caterpillar tractor engines), but 
also equipped with red sails.  Her specially strengthened oak hull was sheathed in 
tough American greenheart to protect against abrasion by the pack ice.  Normally she 
carried a crew of ten and ten scientists.  

The ‘Hero’ was small:125 ft overall, beam 30 ft, 14 ft draft and 300 gross tons, 
range 6,000 nautical miles, horsepower 760 shaft horsepower, cruising speed 10 
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knots.  She was well-equipped, for biological and other investigations, with four 
small laboratories and a zodiac rubber dinghy with powerful engine.   Captain Lenie, 
who had met us at the airport, was a real character - a small Belgian who fought in 
World War I and lived in England for a while, he was now an American citizen.  He 
was over-qualified for the ‘Hero’ command and presumably stayed because he liked 
the life and work.   

We learnt by radio from the BAS Twin Otters, which had passed over recently, 
that there was a 250 mile belt of pack ice between us and King George Island - our 
first goal.  The following morning there was a light snowfall and we breakfasted in 
sunshine enjoying the view.  Later we went along to the warehouse, which seemed a 
shambles of disorder, with equipment, food and clothing in variable condition piled 
higgledy-piggledy in one section of a large warehouse on the dock.  In a small 
clothing store there was mostly second-hand clothing of all descriptions, but no 
inventory.  Some of the equipment was rusting away; although the store was the 
responsibility of the company Holmes and Narver, no one was in charge.  But two 
local residents, Natalie and Tommy Goodall, as a kindness kept a general eye on it.  
Tommy was a grandson of Lucas Bridges (author of "Uttermost part of the Earth" 
which I had read many years before) and ran Harburton Station, a large estancia or 
sheep farm on the shores of the Beagle Channel.  We moved gear onto the ship and 
Wayne and Nick set about getting some camping gear together from the assortment 
of equipment.  

By then it was too late for lunch on the ‘Hero’ so we had a delicious meal of 
centolla (spider crab) and wine at a small restaurant.  There wasn't much of interest in 
Ushuaia - just a long main street and two or three parallel streets and the port and 
Naval base.  That evening we went along to visit the Goodalls at their home and to 
see Natalie's collection of marine mammal skeletons.  We stayed until midnight.  She 
had made a remarkable collection of stranded specimens of whales, dolphins and 
seals - mainly from the shores of a large bay, Bahia San Sebastian on the Atlantic 
coast of Patagonia.  There were representatives of elephant, leopard, crabeater, and 
Ross seals, as well as sea lions and fur seals; also a varied collection of cetaceans: 
Lissodelphis, Commerson's dolphin, Lagenorhynchus australis, L.cruciger, Phocaena 
spinniformis, Phocaena dioptrica, Globicephala melaena, Ziphius cavirostris, Mesoplodon 
greyi, Orcinus orca, Pseudorca crassidens , fin and minke whales among others.  The 
house had whale and seal skeletons lying along the rafters and a series of dolphin 
skeletons hanging on the wall in the maid's bedroom!   

Natalie had embedded flipper bones in acrylic resins and could identify species 
from various single bones - bullae, ulnar, sternum, vertebrae etc.  Her collection was 
extremely well organized and professionally documented with complete data sheets, 
very neat labels and so on.  There was a wealth of valuable material and I was most 
impressed; there were species represented by many specimens that occurred rarely 
in the museums of the world.  The skeletons were prepared by boiling the carcasses 
in 45 gallon oil drums over an open fire in the back garden; the smell was pretty rich 
and this activity couldn't be very popular with the neighbours, although of great 
value to marine mammal science!  

She also had a botanical collection - which we didn't see - and some very 
attractive drawings, maps and a book on the natural history of Patagonia that she 
had published.  She was a very talented woman.  We talked about the mammals of 
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the region: the marine otter was still seen, although rare; it feeds on crabs and other 
shellfish; sea lions have declined, but appeared to be increasing again.  We made 
plans to hire a car on our return and make an expedition to Bahia San Sebastian in 
the hope of finding some stranded seals and whales!  

On Saturday 22 October we finally joined the ship, which had refueled and 
returned to her berth.  Torger and I were sharing the best cabin, in deference to our 
age, but even so it was small, and we unpacked and stowed away our gear in turn.  
We took the Pilot on board and cast off at 5.30 pm, seen off by the Goodalls.  It was a 
calm, sunny clear evening, with the mountains looking splendid, especially Olivia.  
After the evening meal we watched the magnificent scenery of the Beagle Channel, 
especially the north bank - calm water, lonely beaches, dense forests of southern 
beech and pristine snow above the treeline. On our way we passed a number of 
estancias: Rio Olivia, Estancia Tunel, E. Punta Segunda, E. Remolino, Almanza, 
Estancia Harburton (run by Tommy Goodall and the first to be founded in Terra del 
Fuego, in l886), E. Moat, Puerto Rancho, E. Bahia Sloggett, E. Bahia Aguirre; all were 
on the north side.  We also passed Puerto Williams on Navarino Island to the South, 
which belongs to Chile.  Gable Island filled the channel almost, the origin of its name 
obvious; it has cliffs carved out of the sediment which look like the gables of a house.  
When we went to bed after much talk the sea was still flat calm, with a bright moon. 

I had the lower bunk and the motion increased gradually until we passed out into 
the ocean about 1.30 am; for the rest of the night it was quite rough with rolls to 
about 35°.  It was pitch dark in the cabin, lacking a porthole, and sleep was not easy 
because of the motion and the need to brace oneself into the bunk to avoid falling 
out.  Next morning from the open upper bridge it was dull and overcast, with waves 
some 40 feet high.  With the red foresail up to reduce the roll, we rolled to 35° to port, 
but only 20° to starboard! Already we were accompanied by Antarctic seabirds - 
black-browed and grey-headed albatrosses, giant petrels, silver-grey fulmars, cape 
pigeons, prions, blue petrels, Wilson's storm-petrels (in small numbers).  Next day 
was similar, though colder and we saw one penguin - unidentified.  There were 
several icebergs and the sea moderated.  We made plans for the seal work from the 
‘Hero and also in Martell Inlet, King George Island.  

During the night there was thick fog and the ‘Hero’ was hove-to, rolling 
sluggishly.  We passed a fitful night and moved off again in the morning, through 
icefields.  Lying in my bunk, separated from the elements by about four inches of oak 
planking and with my head at about the waterline, I could hear the ice going by close 
to my head as I lay in my bunk.  An occasional loud crash and judder indicated that 
we had hit a floe.  When I got up at 7.30 am we were moving along the ice edge north 
of Smith Island, which was just visible through the mist; in l948 too Smith Island had 
been my first sighting of Antarctic land.  We were truly in the Antarctic, in pack ice 
again, only 60 hours after leaving Ushuaia.  There were some large tabular bergs and 
the pack was composed of very small floes and brash ice.  We were on a long, slow, 
smooth swell on which the ice rode up and down hills and deep valleys.  However 
often one found oneself in the Antarctic it was always like this - a novel and exciting 
feeling.  Cape pigeons, snow petrels, fulmars, giant petrels and dominican gulls 
accompanied us all day, and we saw a couple of sheathbills at a crabeater seal family 
group on a floe.  
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Our work began at 1130 am on 25 October, when a family group of crabeaters 
(male, female and pup) was sighted near the ship, and a party went on to the ice, 
down a ladder over the ship's side.  The two adults were drugged with the drug 
‘Sernylan’ (injected using a syringe on the end of a pole) and literally ‘bagged’ by 
having a canvas bag guided by four ropes drawn over their head and neck, and 
down over their fore-flippers.  The drug dose administered was just sufficient to 
slow them down and make this possible.  All three were marked with numbered 
plastic tags, their length and girth measured, samples of blood taken, and the pup 
was weighed.  The operation took 100 minutes, the first hour herding them and 40 
minutes from drugging to the end.  In the course of the next few weeks we were to 
become very proficient.   

The male had many small scars on his head and neck, where the female had 
bitten him and larger scars from fights with other males, which gave him a very 
rough look.  He was aggressive towards us biologists.  He herded the female and 
held her down by placing a flipper over her back or the weight of his head and neck.  
She was concerned with the pup and indifferent to the male's attentions.  The pup 
already weighed 285 lbs and was beginning to moult the pale coffee-coloured natal 
fur from the back and in front of the tail, but had not as yet erupted any teeth.  After 
weighing, the pup left the female and the male immediately started mating 
behaviour, placing his head and neck across her back to restrain her.  In both family 
groups seen that day the male was more silvery and had a broader muzzle; they also 
seemed to have a less reticulated colour pattern than the female.  

Later that day a minke whale blew close to the ship several times, emerging from 
the ice just as far as its blowhole and we were able to take a few photographs.  Later 
still we saw two solitary male fur seals on ice floes and in the evening we passed 
close to a small, beautifully striped Ross seal near the edge of the pack. The ship 
turned and lowered an inflatable so that we could tag it; on a small floe near a large 
tabular berg, but easily bagged and tagged (without drugging).  Even after that 
handling it remained on the floe - remarkably complacent.  It was the nearest I had 
been to a Ross seal in many previous Antarctic trips. The swell was very large and 
we lost sight of the ship when we were in the troughs.  At about 8.30 pm we saw a 
male leopard seal alone on a floe and shortly afterwards some leopard seal faeces, 
with penguin feathers visible.  As we emerged from the ice, large numbers of 
chinstrap penguins were fishing along the ice edge - we hadn't seen them in the pack 
- and were crowding onto small floes just at or outside the ice edge.  We had 
penetrated the pack ice about 20 miles east of Smith Island and then retraced our 
tracks northwards.  Most of the day we had the island on the ship's radar screen, but 
didn't see it until we emerged from the ice - a rugged triangular silhouette rising out 
of the low pack fog.  

During the morning I spoke on the radio with "Dog" Holden, the Base-
Commander, at BAS’s Rothera Station and others.  The BAS aircraft were grounded 
by bad weather but they had had their training flights and were waiting for the ‘John 
Biscoe’ to get to Damoy so that people could be flown into the field.  ‘John Biscoe’ was 
fairly close to us north east of ‘Hero’ and north of Livingston Island.  Like us she was 
looking for a way through the pack ice.  The Argentine Commander of Marambio 
base was at Palmer Station where his aircraft was out of service.  I agreed that our 
twin Otter should fly him back to Marambio and do an ice reconnaissance.  We also 
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decided that the BAS flight uplifting Peter Clarkson's party from the Shackleton 
Range should offload people and cargo at the Argentine station Belgrano, and then 
fly to Halley and back.  From time to time I also tried to talk with the ‘John Biscoe’ but 
without success, although we heard Faraday and Halley stations on the air.  

Next day the work continued in very dull and overcast conditions and in heavy 
pack ice.  Seals were sparse, but we saw five or six family groups and several 
male:female pairs, as well as two leopard seals.  The going was very slow, but we 
inched down the west coast of Smith Island, about fifteen miles offshore.  At six in 
the evening we sighted a female:pup pair - the first ever seen, as invariably they had 
been accompanied by a male.  The ship was making very slow progress in thick pack 
ice and so the seal biologists (excluding Torger and me), went over the floes to the 
seals about 200 yards away.  After they left we noticed from the ship a lone seal 
making its way over the ice towards the cow and pup raising its head from time to 
time to look; probably it was a male.  But then it disappeared under the ice and 
wasn't seen again.   

The others found an unusual situation.  The female had two leopard seal wounds 
across her belly, which had ripped away part of one breast, so that milk was leaking 
onto the pup and the floe.  Both pup and mother were badly soiled with oil from the 
milkfat and were in very poor condition; the pup seemed unlikely to survive.  
Perhaps the reason no male had joined the pair was that oil had masked the smell of 
the female or the pup or both?  The ice was locked in tight and after dinner we went 
over the ice to the pair to do some hydrophone recording.  As we walked over the 
floes they were moving only slightly, but groaning and creaking, with no obvious 
spaces of any kind between them.  Ian put his hydrophone into the water, but the ice 
noises - squeaks, creaks, groans and rumbles drowned out other sounds.  
Occasionally a harsh, pulsed creaking could be heard, which Ian assured me was a 
crabeater.  The ship was lit up and we took some evocative photographs, before 
travelling back in the dark across the glistening, sparkling, snowy floes to the ship - 
somehow it was all rather Christmassy. 

During the day I managed to speak to Chris Elliot Captain of the ‘John Biscoe’, 
who reported that all was well and his voyage going according to plan.  The ship was 
now just south of Dallman Bay and so they would be at Damoy on the 'morrow, to 
unload and then head north again.  

A couple of days later we woke to find that we were still stuck in the pack, 
although we had made some progress during the night.  It was dull and overcast 
again but still bright enough to require snow glasses.  Seven of us set off across the 
floes after breakfast to visit a triad about half a mile away.  The pup was very large 
(length over five feet and girth over four feet) and just beginning to moult the natal 
fur - a milk-coffee colour.  Again the male was very pale.  We bagged and tagged the 
adults and fitted a radio transmitter around the female's ‘ankle; the transmitter was 
the size of a small flat torch battery and had a short antenna.  The animals were 
measured and blood and toe-nails collected for later study (age estimation).  We 
decided not to weigh the pup, but it must have been well over 250 lbs.  Back across 
the tight-packed floes for lunch on the ship.   

Then the clouds cleared and the sun shone.  Smith Island appeared through the 
cloud looking very beautiful and impressive with its steep rock and ice walls - the 
highland ice fluted with avalanche grooves.  Later Low Island emerged and we could 

142



see the peaks of Hoseason Island, and even Anvers Island (70 miles away) was 
visible - and of course Brabant Island nearer to us.  The names are evocative of the 
early American sealers and the Belgian expedition of De Gerlache on ‘Belgica’ in 1897.  
One could see surges and eddies in the ice around the ship which was moving with 
the pack, but still occupied a similar position to the previous afternoon.  The day 
developed into a really beautiful afternoon and I drank in the beauty from the deck 
and took some photographs to record the moment, but later it cooled and a wind 
sprang up.  

We moved backwards during the night and next morning were seven miles from 
Smith Island, with a large tabular berg only two miles away, but few seals visible.  
The temperature had fallen during the night and the pack ice was more compact than 
ever.  Captain Lenie decided to try to move out of the berg's track, but it was heavy 
going and he gave up after twenty minutes.  Although it was overcast the sky was 
clearing, but low stratus cloud masked most of Smith Island.  We continued beset 
again all day, drifting about 14 miles in 24 hours.  It was somewhat alarming to be so 
helpless in the grip of the ice so near to land - and off lying rocks!  But in the evening 
we were still about five miles from Smith Island and the large tabular berg had 
moved away from us; the ice began to open up a bit under the influence of a fresh 
wind.   

In the evening we sighted a weaned crabeater seal pup on a nearby floe - moving 
quite a bit, hunching along like a Weddell seal or a rather fat ‘looper’ caterpillar.  
Another crabeater seal was in the lead around the floe, possibly its mother.  We 
measured and weighed the pup: just under five feet long, three feet in girth, 
weighing 180 lbs, with no teeth yet erupted but bumps on the gums.  The coat was 
beautifully coloured and patterned - dark- and silver-grey, with no scarring.  (During 
the day I was able to continue radio talks with Giles Kershaw (Pilot), and Chris Elliot, 
about various logistic problems affecting the BAS operations.  In the evenings we 
usually talked or wrote up notes, or papers - and there were a few classical tapes.  
That night we had Beethoven's Ninth Symphony, magnificent in that setting).  

Next morning, having drifted rapidly during the night and made some progress 
using the engines, we were 200 yards from the triad radio-tagged two days before.  
An intruder male hauled out at the edge of the floe about 60 feet from the resident 
male, which was at first unaware, and then noticing the intruder rushed at him.  A 
fight ensued which lasted six minutes, both rearing up like elephant seals and trying 
to bite the side of the neck and the fore-flippers of their opponent, then rolling 
around on the ice fighting.  Eventually the resident got a hold on the challenger's 
fore-flipper and tore it.  The intruder made off over the pack ice, raising the front of 
his body from time to time to look around, and then slipped into the water.  Both 
animals were covered in blood about their necks and the ice was stained where they 
had fought.  The resident was the winner; he looked larger and paler, but the other 
had just emerged from the water and so was darker and more sleek in appearance.  
For some time afterwards the resident rolled around on the ice, pivoted on his belly, 
frequently raised the fore-body high off the ice to look around.  We could see no tag 
and it seemed likely that he had displaced the original male present when we first 
saw this group; a later close check confirmed this, and in any case the present male 
was much larger.   
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Later another male hauled out near the group, but didn't approach it; the resident 
became agitated, peering over the ice hummocks and rolling on the floe; and the 
female was restless too.  Thus, it seemed that at least three, possibly four, males had 
been attracted to this female in two days.  By now the pup was very large and its 
moult so advanced that most of the back and sides were clear of fur.  

Leads were opening around us and several leopard seals surfaced in them but 
didn't appear to see the crabeaters.  A male/female pair was sighted later and after 
dinner we walked over the pack ice to them, a distance of about 400 yards.  It was 
very cold in a brisk wind and the snow on the floes was crisp and firm and ‘creaky’.  
This pair was a very large female and a small but old-looking male - pale-coloured 
and with scars on his head and neck.  We drugged, tagged and measured them.  
While we were on the floe some other crabeaters surfaced and there were several 
leopard seals around.  We found a place to lower the hydrophones through the ice 
and Ian did more recording of leopard and crabeater seal sounds.  These were 
interspersed with the creaking and groaning of the pack ice as it moved gently.  It 
was rather strange to think that we were supported by a thin layer of frozen water 
over the black depths in which the seals were feeding.  

That evening was very beautiful; the low sun lit up Smith Island showing up all 
the icy flutings on the highland ice like a crisp etching, the floes around us sharply 
shadowed in deep cobalt and the surface of the snow pink in the sunshine.  As we 
stood there we noticed that the leads were enlarging and widening and so we 
returned to the ship at 8.30 pm.  The ‘Hero’ was in an enlarging pool as we climbed 
up the ladder, so it was as well that we had not delayed further.  Once we were back 
on board the captain started off.  By now the leads were growing rapidly under the 
influence of the wind and it took us only half an hour to get to open water, through 
the peripheral floes which were looking decidedly rotten.  By now Smith Island was 
pink and purple in the setting sun, with wisps of incandescent salmon pink cloud 
and the floes looked like icing-sugar, with bright pink floss where the hummocks 
caught the last rays of the sun.  In contrast the water in the leads was a dull pewter 
colour.  A wide lead led northwards and we turned around the north end of Smith 
Island, intending to turn into Boyd Strait.  As we rounded the island we could see 
Deception Island, Snow Island, Castle Rock and Livingston Island. 

We had Pisco sours to celebrate our release from the ice, even though we had been 
beset for only four days!  For dinner we had centolla (spider crab) and Chilean wine, 
while we talked about problems of the education system in the United States.  
Meanwhile we had been unable to get into Boyd Strait and were proceeding 
northeast.  At 11 o’clock I went up to the bridge just as we approached the ice edge 
again, which was barring our way, the searchlights in the bows picking out the white 
brash which thickened into pack, with snow petrels fluttering like white bats in the 
light beam.  A few minutes later we came to a stop in a safe berth for the night and a 
short release from the ice.  We had to wait until daylight to decide on our best course; 
Smith Island was 23 miles away.  

 (During the day I had been talking with the ‘Biscoe’ again although radio 
conditions were bad.  The BAS aircraft had been grounded all day by bad weather - 
John Allen at Marambio, Giles Kershaw and Garry Studd at Rothera. ‘Biscoe’ had 
completed the Damoy operation and was at the far end of the Neumayer Channel, 
well to the south of us.  We discussed the plans for the ship, which it had been 
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suggested should go to Bird Island via Stanley and then return to Damoy, and 
subsequently up to Punta Arenas with the outgoing field men.  But this would mean 
a late exit for Giles Kershaw, whose employers were expecting him back sooner.  
Chris Elliot had recalculated and thought he could get to Bird Island direct, returning 
to Damoy and then up to Stanley for the flight to the UK - if all went well.  I decided 
to authorize this but to review progress and if they met ice or it became clear that 
they could not meet the schedule they would turn back.  I spoke with Peter Prince on 
Bird Island about his programme, before deciding; it was awkward to have to 
override Cambridge – I didn’t think they would like it.  There were two fallback 
positions: first, ‘Biscoe’ could always go from Damoy to Punta Arenas if it seemed 
that the Stanley flight would be missed, and secondly, as a last resort, a flight could 
be made from Rothera to Punta Arenas with key personnel.  

Next morning the engines were started up at 6.30 am.  On deck it was a clear, 
cold, beautiful morning as we moved through fairly loose pack, with young ice, frazil 
ice and pancake-ice between the floes, on which new snow was sparkling with a 
myriad diamond points.  Behind us Smith Island was getting smaller, cream-
coloured against the bluish-white of the pack, and with wispy grey cloud across its 
ramparts.  To starboard in the distance was Livingston Island, looking much the 
same.  We were heading northeast and continued on that heading all day.  One of the 
BAS planes from Rothera was flying out our way, but we were at the limit of its 
range and it didn't come near us.  It reported a two mile wide lead in Boyd Strait - 
open through to Bransfield Strait!   

We passed various mated pairs and a family group of crabeaters, as well as a 
single weaned pup, still in its natal fur; also some leopard seals.  In the mated pairs 
the females for the most part were very thin and the front half of their back was often 
red with blood where the male had bitten them during the mating behaviour – I 
won’t call it courtship!.  Some of the males too were very bloody about the head, one 
in particular with deep red cuts on either side of his face and neck.  The older males 
were clearly distinct from the females, with a ‘brow’, like a male California sea lion - 
and expanded squarish snout.  These features showed up well on the photographs I 
took.  It was now very clear from our observations that the crabeaters - at least the 
mated pairs and family groups - chose floes with some relief on the surface.  They 
would have a ridge or hummock and were often bowl-shaped which may serve to 
hide the crabeaters from the leopard seals, of which there were a lot around although 
they weren’t visible.  We knew this because Ian recorded their characteristic sounds 
whenever he lowered the hydrophone.  We saw one group of five crabeaters on a 
flatter floe including an old male; the others were not identified as to sex, but were 
smallish.   

Late in the day we saw a family group with a completely moulted pup.  The male 
was biting the female and herding her away from the pup; this appeared to be the 
weaning process.  The female had already been in the water and presumably would 
shortly leave the pup, when this couple would become one of the ‘mated pairs’ we 
had been seeing.  The female was covered in blood from the male's bites.  When does 
mating ensue?  Probably just after weaning when the pup is about a month old.  
However we never saw mating occurring, nor had it been seen in leopards or Ross 
seals; the only mating observed in Weddell seals (by underwater television camera) 
was in the water and it was thought that all the ice seals mated underwater.  
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(Nevertheless I think the crabeater may mate on the ice floes, because of the serial 
polygamy they practice.)  During the day we had seen the occasional penguin - 
mostly chinstraps, but some Adélies.  They were usually single, but some were in 
small groups of 6-10.  Other birds were scarce, but I noted sheathbills, gulls, snow 
petrels, cape pigeons and a giant petrel.  There was an unusual number of icebergs 
all day, including some large tabular bergs that would not be out of place in the 
Weddell Sea.  

We were taking water at the bows; the chief engineer took me up there and 
opened a hatch to show that a steady stream was flowing in - but there was nothing 
to worry about yet!  We had also been taking in krill with the engine cooling water 
and the engineers brought some samples in.  They were small, about 2.5 cm, 
probably Euphausia crystallorophias (characteristic of the shelf waters) rather than 
E.superba.   

We stopped during the night because it wasn't possible to see where the leads 
were, but started again at 4 o’clock and when I went up on deck after breakfast we 
were moving along the edge of the ice, cutting across scattered lines of brash.  We 
continued all day in a northeasterly and easterly direction and sighted Ridley Island 
and the nearby coast of King George Island about 11 o’clock., when there was still 
extensive ice-pack; we were attempting to get around it to the east.  Birds were more 
abundant - many cape pigeons and a few snow petrels, giant petrels (including one 
or two in the white phase plumage), fulmars, Wilson's petrels, a blue petrel, terns, 
Antarctic petrels and a Dominican gull. Many penguins too, mostly in the water and 
most of them chinstraps.  There were several groups of a hundred or so, the largest, 
probably nearer to a thousand birds, was about 200 metres long by 10 metres across.  
They were swimming and feeding, then porpoising away when disturbed.  We also 
saw several fur seals on the ice, just in from the edge and a few crabeaters, singles 
and pairs; a leopard seal lurked nearby in the water.   

A swell developed during the afternoon as we continued along the ice edge until 
a point about 43 miles from Aspland Island (in the Elephant Island group), and then 
we turned into loose pack and headed south for King George Island.  Although 
classed as 8/8ths the pack was very broken and easily penetrated.  Large numbers of 
cape pigeons followed us, feeding in the pool the ship opened up behind us.  

Next morning, 1 November, it was bright and sunny on deck, with King George 
Island to starboard, the higher land masked by low cloud.  I made out Penguin Point 
and the entrance to Admiralty Bay as we continued through open pack, some of the 
larger floes with larger than usual groups of crabeaters.  Willy (the second Mate) was 
sewing a Polish flag, as we shall be visiting the Polish base at Point Thomas, where 
we were to disembark Wayne and Nick. 

 As we approached Point Thomas Rothera came up with another emergency.  The 
Argentines have a sick man at Belgrano; he has a stomach hemorrhage and they have 
asked BAS to evacuate him because they have no planes in the area.  Giles is the only 
pilot with the experience and so after all we will have to defer his return to UK.  I 
instructed ‘Dog’ Holden and Dave Fletcher to comply with the Argentine request; a 
message is expected from the British Embassy in Buenos Aires, but if the weather is 
fine the aircraft should take off without delay.  The ‘Biscoe’ will have to reconsider its 
itinerary, but communication is still very difficult so I asked 'Dog' Holden to arrange 
directly with Cambridge.   
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We passed the Polish base Arctowski at Point Thomas and went on into Ezcurra 
Inlet which was still filled with fast-ice, on which were hundreds of crabeater seals, 
basking in the sun, with one leopard and one Weddell near the edge.  There were 
also some seals well back from the ice edge, near a glacier front tide-crack.  It was a 
superb afternoon, warm and sunny, we were surrounded by blue and white glaciers 
and craggy peaks.  Terns were crying as they swooped over the rocks.   

An experiment was planned, to translocate crabeater triads to the shoreward 
extent of the fast ice, and keeping them under observation to establish whether 
wandering males would be attracted. We offloaded the tents and stores and sledged 
them to land across the fast ice.  Ian and Doug set up the camp - two tents and a 
snow igloo constructed to hold the stores.   

Meanwhile Don and Dick bagged and tagged crabeater seals and Torger, John 
and myself collected four seals for scientific purposes - which I shot because Torger 
didn't want to, - nor did I for that matter.  These hundreds of crabeaters were almost 
all immatures, feeding on krill (determined from their pink faeces because the 
stomachs of those we shot were all empty).  The majority were about 75 inches long - 
a very standard group of yearlings.  One 93 inch female shot was probably mature, 
although there was no obvious corpus albicans in the ovaries, there was an engorged 
uterus and large mammary glands with brown watery secretion, colostrum-like.  
One horn of the uterus had reddish mucosa, which Torger said was a placental scar 
1-2 years old.  I thought it had more likely aborted a foetus two or more months ago.  
We worked in shirt sleeves in warm sunshine, the weather was so pleasant.  

Meanwhile the ship had left to land Wayne and Nick who were invited to stay 
with the Poles.  All their food and equipment was offloaded and later the ‘Hero’ 
returned to tie up alongside the ice edge.  We were invited to a party at Arktowski, 
but later discovered that the Poles' time-keeping’ was an hour behind everyone else 
so we had to wait until 8 o’clock our time.  They sent an amphibious vehicle to collect 
us, which was old and very noisy and smelly.  It took us around the point - the 
silence and beautiful landscape colours and reflections contrasting with the infernal 
machine - and drove ashore to land us just outside the front door of the base, which 
looked like an agglomeration of 'Portakabins' and was very comfortable inside.  
There we were plied with vodka, brandy and beer as well as some cold meats and 
salad.  Captain Lenie, Don and myself were taken off to his office by the Base 
Commander, Dr. Jersac and the English-speaking Dr. Dutkiewicz.  Jersac was a 
Quaternary geologist, Dutkeiwicz a geographer interested in soil processes, 
solifluction and so on.  Other scientists were studying fish, krill, marine 
microbiology, hydrology and there were five glaciologists.   

We had a pleasant evening talking shop while the other party got more noisy.  
Then we returned to the ship in our noisy transport at midnight, getting wet from the 
spray on the way.  It was a clear, starry night with the Southern Cross and Orion 
particularly bright.  Later Ian got some good underwater sounds from the fast ice of 
all three species of seals.  

Next morning it was bleak and overcast.  It was also windy and so there were few 
seals hauled out.  We had some discussion of future plans and decided to take no 
more than 50 crabeaters from the fast ice as they were nearly all immature and would 
therefore give a biased estimate of the age at sexual maturity.  Instead we decided to 
take most of our specimens from the pack ice - 15 cows and pups from family groups 
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and 30 females from mated pairs.  This distribution should give the maximum return 
scientifically, but we might not be able to achieve it all.  We also planned to tag 300 
here and to do a Seber-Jolly mark/recapture experiment to determine how many 
were using the fast-ice.  

During the morning we went out to look at the seals at the landward end of the 
fast ice.  I counted 85 hauled out at 10.30 am and during the day numbers didn't 
change much, perhaps because the wind was unabated.  There were obviously plenty 
of seal in the water, because we found a hole well away from the ice edge, about five 
yards by two, with crabeaters crowded there, as many as twenty at a time.  They 
were blowing and puffing as they came up for air, showing their backs, occasionally 
flopping onto the ice for a few minutes before returning to the water.  I found the 
remains of a Notothenia neglecta on the surface of the ice, possibly a Weddell seal 
catch or carried from Arctowski by a gull.  We also tagged 47 seals during the day; 
the 'bagging' of live seals is very strenuous.  There were gulls, giant petrels and one 
skua at the seal carcasses; they had been eating mainly the blubber.  We returned to 
the ship at about 4 o’clock and showered and changed; we had acquired a healthy 
glow from the constant wind outside.  The sun was trying to break out but no more 
than a few fitful gleams, while the surrounding mountains remained cloud-covered.  
There were some unusual iridescent/rainbow effects about the sun; one was a ribbon 
of rainbow-colours twisting sinuously - presumably due to a thin layer of ice crystals.  

We invited the Poles to a party on board the ‘Hero’ that night but the weather 
blew up very strong; the Poles were seen to be approaching in their amphibious 
vehicle, but had to turn around because of the wind and ice.  We saw that large 
numbers of crabeaters were swimming along the ice-edge, porpoising and blowing.  
It was a remarkable sight and looking down from the bow one could see them in the 
crystal-clear water swimming under the ship.  Above us were some interesting 
standing-wave formations in the clouds.  The fast-ice edge began to break away and 
so the captain took the ‘Hero’ across to Martel Inlet; the wind was still strong, but it 
was keeping the ship against the ice edge. There were no seals visible.  We had our 
party without the Poles and turned in about midnight.  

Next day it was again blowing hard, dull with drift snow and low cloud.  The 
shore party made their final preparations and sledged across to the camp.  We 
decided to go out into the pack again to look for family groups, with the intention of 
transporting one to the fast-ice near the camp, where they could be kept under 
observation until weaning - and possibly mating - occurred. Initially conditions were 
bad, but it brightened later.  We found the pack ice quite soon and after following the 
ice edge for a while we came upon two family groups at about 11 am.  They were on 
the same floe, about 60x75 metres in extent with a pressure ridge dividing them.  One 
was a pair with a moulted pup, almost weaned (the mother had no milk when we 
later shot her and conducted a post-mortem).  The male was lying with his head and 
neck over the female's back; we drugged them and collected the female and pup. The 
male was very aggressive and we guided him away so that we could work.  He 
slipped into the water and then popped out again on the other side of the floe, where 
he was attacked by the other male and forced into the water again.  

We had landed on the floe, which was very wet and soggy, from a zodiac (rubber 
dinghy), followed by a leopard seal which hung around, frequently popping up out 
of the water to look at us - and the crabeaters - in a rather sinister way.  We 
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immobilized the adults of the other group; the pup was a large one, but only just 
beginning to moult.  Subsequently we weighed them; the male was 545 lbs, the 
female 445 lbs and the pup 260 lbs.  Then we netted the adults and, using the ship's 
winch hauled them across the floe and aboard the ‘Hero’; the pup was treated 
similarly but struggled violently because it wasn't drugged.   

By now in bright sunshine though it was still windy, we went back to Ezcurra 
Inlet and offloaded the three of them, still in their nets, onto the fast ice.  Then we 
sledged the female and pup across the ice to a point about a mile in from the edge, 
attached radio transmitters to them, then came back and did the same with the male.  
In the relatively short time it took us to return for the male another (young) male 
hauled out from the tidecrack and was lying with its head on the female's back!  We 
put the male about 30 feet from the other two and returned to the ‘Hero’ for dinner at 
5.30 pm.  It was a successful operation so far, but a pity that the pup was not 
younger.  We had some seal meat for dinner, and watched seals swimming in tight 
bands along the ice edge and under it.  The following day was a bright and windy 
morning and Don and Dick went ashore early to tag another family group that the 
shore party had discovered near to their camp; the pup was younger - only just 
beginning to moult on a small spot near the tail.  

Then the ‘Hero’ took us out looking for pack ice outside the bay and found it 
almost immediately.  Moving along the ice edge we looked for another family group, 
with a young pup, to translocate.  Turning into the pack to investigate one group, 
which turned out to be immatures, we passed a five-year-old elephant seal and 
several leopard seals as well as Weddells, but were making little progress with our 
plan.  On the way out we had seen a school of killer whales, at least a dozen, possibly 
twice as many, of all sizes, including some very old males.  We saw them again on 
the way back in; their blow was very distinct and of course the large dorsal fin.  We 
had not been able to go far along the ice edge, because the entrance to the bay was 
packed tight and the only ice-free channel was over rocky and dangerous ground, so 
we decided to return to Martel Inlet.  At noon we tied up there and had lunch, with 
about 250-300 crabeaters hauled out near in several large groups.   

After lunch the four of us went out on the ice to tag seals.  It was blowing, 
snowing wetly in big flakes and the visibility was very low.  ‘Hero’ put her bows into 
the fast-ice and trained her lights on us so that we would have a reference point to 
return to.  We rapidly got soaked and chilled in these conditions and it was difficult 
to work in the wind, so we decided to call it a day at about 2 o’clock, after tagging 
only six crabeaters.  We could barely see the ship at times and the wind strengthened, 
so we returned somewhat bedraggled and got into some dry clothes.  It was blowing 
so hard by now that Captain Lenie decided to move out.  We left Admiralty Bay and 
along the edge of the ice, seeing some seals, but it was getting rougher and we were 
taking spray over the ‘ice house’ as they called it, above the bridge.   

In very poor visibility we headed for Potter Cove and eventually found a good 
anchorage, snugged down for the night among the floes, which packed the inner 
cove.  There was still some fast-ice - with, to my pleasure, an elephant seal harem of a 
bull, four cows and their pups as best as I could see.  On the snowbound shore there 
were other groups of a cow and pup, a bull, three cows and pups, a bull, ten cows 
and pups and three bachelor bulls.  There seemed also to be a few Weddell seals, 
though it was difficult to be sure in the dim light.  It was good to see the breeding 
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elephant seals after so long, particularly on the sea ice, which raised pleasant 
memories of Signy Island in l948 and l949.   

The Argentine summer base - Jubany - looked quite trim and colourful, three 
moderate-sized huts and three small huts overlooked by the massive black volcanic 
plug of the Three Brothers.  The whole scene was under snow, looking quite different 
from the last time I was there.  

On Saturday, 5 November we moved off at 4 o’clock, under a dull grey sky and in 
"plaster of Paris" pack ice without contrast.  We cruised around looking for seals, 
tagging and measuring some, but it was not until 11 o’clock that we spotted a family 
group with a young pup and landed to immobilize the adults.  We tagged and 
measured the female and pup and hoisted them aboard the ‘Hero’ in nets, but the 
floes were very rotten; all of us were floundering knee-deep in wet snow and Don 
went through to his chest - with no bottom to the hole. There was no question of 
bagging and tagging the male, who was still quite active, let alone netting him.  So 
we returned to Ezcurra Inlet to land the cow and pup as before and sledge them to 
the shore-line.  Their weights were 525 lbs and 150 lbs and the pup was 58 inches 
long, the smallest we had handled.  We found that the other two pups had been 
weaned and there were four male/female pairs and the new female and pup near the 
camp now.  The ice had cut back a fair way towards Dufayel Island and back from 
the edge it was covered in 3-4 inches of water.  Ian, Doug and John were in good 
spirits despite the wetness and Ian's hydrophone having broken down, but he was 
able to borrow another from Dick.  They had managed to tag eight seals yesterday 
before giving up in the impossible conditions prevailing.  We left again at 4 o’clock to 
search for mated pairs for collection.  It was very calm and still, with mirror 
reflections in the pack and parts of King George Island picked out in sunlight.  But 
we saw no seals, apart from a few single animals and some leopard seals.   

Then, at about 6.30 pm I saw a fin in the water to Port and it turned out to be a 
single minke whale.  We slowed the ship almost to a stop and it cruised alongside 
and underneath the vessel.  We could see it very clearly in the crystal-clear water, 
with a greenish shade, outlined against the dark leaden colour of the deeper water.  It 
was very, very graceful and one particular lives most vividly in my memory.  It came 
in on the starboard bow, perfectly framed by the floes on the surface, and curved 
around on its side in a beautiful, effortless, gliding motion under the ship - almost as 
if reduced to slow motion.  Its whole length was clearly visible to me, even to the 
small scars on its skin, two oval scars on top of its head and the characteristic white 
patch on its fore flipper.  For some time, perhaps 15-20 minutes it kept this up, 
circling around and under the ship, and then left us.  At the same time groups of 
Adélie penguins were porpoising in the leads, etched strongly against the evening 
light with the ripples caused by their leaps finely distinct. Again the scene was 
framed by the pure white of the floes, with an occasional snow petrel or dominican 
gull flying low overhead.  About half an hour later a leopard seal began following 
the ship, swimming near the stern and gracefully sinuous in the clear water. 

However, we were still looking for suitable crabeater seals for our experiment 
and about 7.30 pm saw a mated pair of crabeaters on a floe.  There was a leopard in 
the vicinity - perhaps the same one that had been following - as we launched the 
inflatable and paddled across the lead to the floe.  Don drugged the female, but both 
seals went into the water and popped out on another floe - and yet another - before 
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the drug began to take effect.  As we waited it was still and clear, the colours of the 
evening sky - lemon-yellow, barium-green, deep cobalt-blue and grey - were 
reflected in the leads around us.  The curious leopard seal kept poking up his head to 
look at us in a reflective way.   

The male crabeater was extremely aggressive and tried very hard to stay with the 
female.  Torger and Dick managed to bag him, but he still remained lying on the 
female, as if trying to mount her.  Finally we chased him off, but too successfully, for 
he left the floe with our bag still on his head, although he quickly shook it off 
underwater!  He didn't come back.  We killed the female and collected the material 
needed.  She had recently weaned a pup, had a one inch placental scar, a regressed 
corpus luteum in one ovary and a large unovulated Graafian follicle in the other, 
presumably shortly due to ovulate.  The leopard seal was still around as we went 
back to the ‘Hero’ in the inflatable.  The evening passed re-labeling specimens and 
writing up data.  Next morning as we finished breakfast a mated-pair of crabeaters 
was reported; again we killed the female which was similar to the other, and 
collected reproductive material.  

By now it was blowing hard, we were in very wet snow, and the floe was rotten 
so we kept falling through into the sea underneath, getting wet in the process.  
Returning to the ship, we travelled on through the blizzard and rotten ice, snow by 
now lying on the deck and visibility deteriorating.  However, we came up with a 
family group and decided to capture the female and pup despite the unfavourable 
conditions.  The male was again very persistent in his attempts to stay with the 
female; he bit the pup several times, frequently reared up on his fore-flippers, hissing 
and snarling and looking very ferocious, also rolling over and over and flailing the 
air with his fore-flippers.  The male had a number of fresh wounds on his fore-
flippers and neck; the female was very unmarked, with just one or two bites on her 
back over the flipper.  This was the position where females in mated pairs often bled 
heavily from the males’ bites.  We headed back to Ezcurra Inlet to deliver the 
captives to the others for observation.   

Ian, Doug and John came aboard for dinner and Ian and Don decided to stay at 
the camp to continue the work there, particularly the observation of the pairs and 
pups.  It snowed heavily and covered the deck under three inches of snow.  I took the 
opportunity to catch up on some washing, finishing my heavy trousers by drying 
them in the engine room.  

Off we went into the pack again next morning, leaving at about 3 o’clock.  We 
sighted and collected a female and pup; the male again was quite persistent and had 
to be driven off.  Then onwards, sighting occasional crabeaters and some leopard 
seals in the water following the ship.  They bobbed up in the water to look over the 
surface of floes in a very curious and menacing way - just like the Orcas but turning 
their heads from side to side in a more questing way.  It was still and overcast, so the 
shadows were grey and the floes featureless white with the new snowfall.  About 11 
o’clock we saw a female leopard seal and pup on a large floe, with ridges.  Another 
leopard was swimming in the water occasionally looking over the edge and we 
thought it might be a male.  We landed, photographed them, drugged the female, 
tagged and radio-tagged her, as well as measuring, and collecting claws, vaginal 
smear etc.  Before the drug took effect she was making a very quiet pulsed, trilling 
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sound, the pulses quite distinct and fairly high pitched.  Also she opened her mouth 
as if vocalizing, but making no sound; perhaps it was at a pitch we couldn’t hear?   

The pup was fairly quiet, very friendly, with no teeth, and no umbilical cord; it 
was a male 60 inches long, 38 inches in girth and weighing 130 lbs.  It was beautifully 
marked, just like the adult, but in a woolly lanugo or birth coat, about half an inch 
long, shorter than crabeaters’ or Weddells’.  There was creamy-white curly wool on 
the fore flippers, the upper lip band of white was very distinctive and there were 
white rims to the eyes.  In profile the pup had the chin of the adult.  The female was 
113 inches long and 65 inches in girth; and she had a distinct ‘waist’.  She was 
beautifully marked and the vibrissae were smooth.  There was a strange criss-crossed 
area of parallel marks on each side of the neck towards the top.  They hadn't broken 
the skin but had removed or 'bent' the hairs so that the pattern was very conspicuous.  
There was also a deep gash about three inches by one on the side of the neck.  I 
photographed these and from the spacing concluded that killer whale teeth had 
inflicted them, almost certainly - it was as if the killer had taken the leopard seal's 
head into its mouth, but had let it escape. Perhaps the leopard bit the killer's tongue 
as it was toying with her!   

We took many photos and put up a transmitter on the floe so that we could find it 
again.  We also ‘hung around’ for a while to make sure that she recovered properly, 
which took longer than we expected.  Then we left Dick on the floe, while we went 
off to collect some crabeaters - because there was a number of gulls, skuas and a 
sheathbill there which might have pecked at the leopard before she recovered.  We 
landed on a floe with six crabeaters on it (one of which bore a tag we had put on 
recently at Ezcurra Inlet, about 20 miles away), but the pack-fog rolled in and we 
decided that we must return to collect Dick.  Just as well - the floe had broken up and 
was about half its original size, with the leopard and her pup now lying very close to 
the edge. Dick was understandably getting a little apprehensive!  We decided to pull 
the female to a more central position on the floe, but this took some time.  Although 
she was beginning to move her head and tail she was still unconscious - over eight 
hours after the initial injection with 1.9 ml of the drug Sernylan.  Another leopard 
was swimming around the floe, peering over the edge several times - a male 
perhaps?  I was struck by the similarity of the pup's movements to the adult's - the 
raised head, gape, and colour pattern, were all very similar.  

We saw a mated-pair of crabeaters and paddled over in the zodiac to collect the 
female.  The male was small, but adult, with characteristic intra-specific scars and the 
female on examination turned out to be immature, but approaching her first oestrus - 
she was 90 inches long.  There were some beautiful haunting lighting effects of sun 
through the mist, ghostly floes and sparkling pools between.  Then we went on to the 
south east, past Greenwich Strait and across several large leads.  It darkened now 
and the bow search lights were turned on; going through the pack at night the edge 
of the ice looks like the end of the world - white, sharply-shadowed, then fading into 
nothingness.  Dick Reichle was testing the floe transmitter and it was working well 
up to eight miles range, when I went below.  We had rock lobster tails for dinner.     

The following morning saw us still in the pack and approaching Livingston 
Island, which was partly shrouded in bands of dark grey cloud, with Greenwich, 
Roberts and Nelson Islands abeam.  It was a beautiful calm morning and the pack-ice 
here was very hummocked; the recent snow had smoothed out the hummocks so 
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that the surface looked much softer and rounded than usual.  We remained in sight 
of the islands all day and the skies cleared completely.  Throughout the day we were 
landing on floes to collect crabeater seals, fourteen in all.  There were one or two 
family groups, a number of mated-pairs and some singles.  One female had recently 
had twins; others had either had a recent pup and were about to ovulate or had 
recently ovulated (and were on their own).  It seems that having weaned the pup the 
female rapidly comes into oestrus, mates and is then fairly solitary for the next 
twelve months.  Females coming into their first oestrus are also joined by males on 
the floes.  The floes chosen have conspicuous hummocks, and tracks in the snow 
showed that there was a lot of play, chasing and similar behaviour.  The male takes 
up a position on a hummock from where he can survey the surrounding pack.   

The females were covered in bleeding bite wounds on the back and above the 
fore-flippers, and especially in the post-lactation females have a somewhat 
hunchbacked appearance, because they have lost so much weight while suckling the 
pup.  Work on other species shows that the female probably loses about 400 lbs, as 
the pup grows from about 60 lbs at birth to some 280 pounds at weaning.  We also 
confirmed the clear distinction between the adult male and female in the profile of 
the head; a distinct angle where the snout and crown meet is characteristic of the 
male. A silvery colouring seems to be characteristic of the male too.   

One male was extremely persistent and when driven off repeatedly returned to 
the female, climbed on her back or put his head and flipper on her back.  Another 
pair was on a very small floe measuring only about 20 by 16 feet, and the male kept 
leaping out of the water onto the floe each time we had driven him off.  His leaps out 
of the water to plump out onto the ice were very agile and fast.  The mated-pairs 
often take to the water together side by side and emerge - the female first, closely 
followed by the male - popping out of the water onto the floe and sliding a few feet 
together.  Sometimes one can see them in the clear water under a lead, when it is a 
graceful ballet.  Willy and some of the crew made up a tripod so that we could weigh 
the seals killed.  The transmitter we left on the floe yesterday was still working - up 
to a range of at least twelve miles.  (We saw the ‘John Biscoe’ on the horizon on her 
way to Punta Delgado, having picked up Giles Kershaw at Damoy and called at 
Deception Island to inspect the runway there.  I spoke with Giles and Chris and got 
the latest BAS information).  
At 8 o’clock we made a very interesting observation - a leopard seal on a floe near 
what appeared to be a dead and partly eaten seal.  Several of us piled into a zodiac 
and went out to the floe where we found a 107 inch leopard seal, an immature 
female, beside the hind part of a weaned crabeater pup.  We shot her and found her 
stomach full of pieces of skin and the lanugo (birth hair) of the crabeater.  She had 
presumably killed in the water and dragged it out onto the floe. Her coat was 
beautifully marked, very densely spotted and the dorsal pattern was grey with 
lighter grey and black spots except for the middle of the back, which was black.  Her 
‘shoulders’ looked huge. We returned to the ‘Hero’, on a beautiful evening, very still 
and with a line of bright orange tints along the horizon to the west, the grey-white 
floes beneath it and deep purple clouds above.  Deception Island and  

Next day, 9 November, we carried on working in the pack, collecting crabeaters, 
using the zodiac to move from the ship to the floes as we sighted the seals.  We 
collected ten female crabeaters and weighed and tagged three weaned pups.  It was 
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overcast with a slight to moderate wind most of the day.  Many of the floes were very 
rotten and we fell through up to our thighs, getting at the least our feet wet.  There 
were groups of Adélie penguins here, but no chinstraps and in addition to the usual 
birds a few skuas, giant petrels and fulmars.  At 7.15 pm two minke whales 
approached the ship and swam under and around it.  One was very large, but had 
the characteristic white patches on its fore flippers so that they appeared completely 
white and stubby – shaped like a sperm whales - because the dark tip was lost 
against the leaden water.  

The skies were beautiful, with a mixture of purples and light browns and an 
orange streak on the horizon. We eventually came out of the ice and went south 
towards Trinity Island.  Deception was abeam at 9 o’clock and I stayed up on the ‘ice 
house’ talking with Captain Lenie and John Bengtson until 11 o’clock.  A swell 
developed and the spray from the bows was like showers of red hot sparks in the 
beams of the bow lights.  

Next morning at 8 o’clock we were in Gerlache Strait with Two Hummocks Island 
abeam to port and heading southwards.  It was an overcast, but pleasant day, clouds 
masking the surrounding mountain peaks and impressive ice cliffs lining the shores.  
There were no ice fields, but scattered bergy bits and flocks of fulmars, about ten in 
each.  At about 3 o’clock we arrived at the Argentine base Almirante Brown in 
Paradise Harbour.  It was perched near the shore on a rock and snow promontory 
surrounded by high mountains piercing the clouds.  On a fine day the view must be 
breathtaking.  We went ashore in the zodiac at 3.30 pm for a short visit and were 
back on the ship within a couple of hours.  We had coffee and snacks with the 
thirteen men on the station who seemed pleased to see us - we were their first 
visitors since last summer, but they told us their doctor had parachuted in from a 
helicopter!  They were enthusiastic and hospitable and showed us around.   

The most impressive equipment was a ‘Doppler experiment’ being conducted in 
conjunction with BAS.  They had two chemical hydrographers, a biologist and 
technician on the biological side.  There was a primitive aquariium which had a 
closed circuit system with refrigeration.  They said they were studying trophic 
relations, up the ‘pyramid of life’ to fish, but I didn't find the way they were going 
about it very impressive.  They also said that they had been monitoring the 
hydrology for ten years, not at fixed stations but in an area within the bay and 
another near the entrance.  I was impressed with a pale deep water fish they had in a 
tank; it was about eight inches long and they had caught three in traps, although two 
of them had died - due they thought to lowered pressure because the gills 
hemorrhaged.  I couldn't see the specimen very clearly, but it was brownish white 
with large eyes, a long continuous dorsal fin [and ventral fin?] and two stumpy white 
pectoral fins that it used to walk along the bottom.  What was it I wondered? 

The other scientists were engaged in atmospheric sciences and the Base Leader 
was a retired army officer who had last wintered at Esperanza in l955.  We explained 
the work we were doing and they were interested.  They have seen a number of 
leopard seals in the vicinity, but few others.  Captain Lenie told me that unlike this 
one, all the other Argentine bases were military and run like army barracks - with 
rifles and bayonets stacked in racks in the hallway.  The nearest, Primavera, was 
established just last season and we might have a chance to visit it later.   
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Leaving Paradise Harbour we went into Flandres Bay looking for seals, after 
forcing our way through an ice jam in the channel.  Cape Renard was a conspicuous 
landmark to the south and we ran down towards it seeing impressive lightning 
effects as the afternoon lengthened.  It was very cold by now in a stiff breeze with 
breaking spray covering the ship. One family group of crabeaters was sighted and 
we collected a female and pup from a small rotten floe.  Then we turned north 
towards Dallman Bay where we hoped to find seals next day and eventually spent 
the night in Schollaert Channel.  Sure enough it was a "dingle" day at first, which we 
spent collecting seals in Inverlieth Bay, Discovery Sound, Fournier Bay and in 
Dallman Bay itself, from which the other inlets open.  After the initial clear weather, 
wisps of cloud moved in to enhance the beauty of the surrounding mountains on 
Anvers Island, Brabant Island and the Arktowski Peninsula on the mainland to the 
west.   

It is quite impossible to describe adequately the beauty of the fluted and 
embossed peaks of ice, of the many rock faces, ridges and towers.  The bays were 
filled with loose pack and deeper blue pieces broken off from the surrounding ice 
cliffs; the mirror calm water reflected the deep blue sky and the mountains as well as 
the innumerable shapes of the floating ice. Perhaps my photographs would give 
some impressions of it.  It was a good day for science and we collected 23 seals, 
including three leopards - moving from floe to floe while doing so.  At 8.30 pm we 
anchored for the night in a sheltered anchorage in the Melchior Islands.  Everyone 
was rather tired after a strenuous day and we had drinks to celebrate the record 
number of specimens collected.  

Next day it was cloudy with a cold wind and there were snow squalls – five 
inches had fallen overnight.  We moved down the west coast of Brabant Island 
looking for seals and took four by 10 o’clock.  It was again very cold and we had to 
use the zodiac, which meant getting drenched with spray in the wind that was 
blowing.  We took another four seals during the rest of the day in similarly 
unpleasant conditions.  At the edges of the floes there was a rotten zone which one 
had to flounder through on landing to get to the firmer snow.  At one time I was last 
off the floe and we were using a ladder propped against the ship, which began to 
sink through the ice as I climbed it - just in time!  We went on through Wilhelmina 
Bay and across the mouth of the next one north to Cape Murray.   

For most of the afternoon the sea was freezing and the snow fell on its surface, 
broken up into myriads of shaded polygons - like a mosaic, crazy-paving, or lizard-
skin, with patches of darker and lighter surface where the ice had not formed or the 
snow was thicker.  Nothing could be seen of the coastline and the snow reduced 
visibility and destroyed perspective and scale - so that a giant petrel or even a fulmar 
sitting on a floe could be mistaken for a seal.  We saw few seals later in the day.   

Next morning, 13 November, we were in Cierva Cove, having spent the night off 
Cape Sterneck.  The Argentine military base Primavera is on the south side of the 
cove - painted in bright colours reminiscent of a ski resort.  Captain Lenie sent the 
zodiac ashore with some presents - food and delicacies - from Almirante Brown, but 
we didn't stay around long.  There was impressive scenery to view and in sunshine.  
Then off around Cape Sterneck towards Trinity Island, looking again for seals.  The 
weather deteriorated and it began to snow, cutting visibility even further as we 
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moved up the centre of the strait.  The ice was all isolated heavy floes and bergy bits - 
a few holding seals but dangerous to land upon.  

About 3 o’clock the weather improved as we headed north for Deception Island 
and by 5.45 pm we were off the island in heavy pack.  The island was very close and 
as the shadows lengthened the colours became very subtle.  We took a leopard seal 
but saw very few other seals until I spotted a leopard seal and pup, which looked 
very similar to the one we saw on 7 November.  This leopard was fairly aggressive, 
advancing towards Doug DeMaster as he approached.  They were collected; the 
female was 121 inches long, girth 64 inches and weight 805 lbs; the pup was 66 inches 
long, girth 39 inches and weight 170 lbs - moult had not yet begun.  The mother's 
inactive ovary showed no sign of enlarging Graafian follicles - unlike the crabeaters - 
but if they don't mate for a month or two after pupping, which we believed to be the 
case, this was not surprising.  Her uterus had two placental scars, one old, suggesting 
annual breeding.   

Next morning at 6.50 am a leopard seal was sighted eating a weaned crabeater 
pup at the surface, taking it under water and even under a floe at intervals.  We 
retrieved the prey and found it to have been consumed from the front backwards, 
(like the one we saw on 8 November).  The fore-flippers had been removed and all 
the skin and blubber from the front half of the body; the eyes had been taken out and 
there were fresh scars on the hind part of the body. Although the intestines were 
protruding they had not been touched.  As we watched, the same leopard seal then 
chased a yearling crabeater with great energy.  Three times the crabeater exploded 
out of the water onto a floe, hotly pursued by the leopard, which made a supreme 
effort but just failed to catch it.  When first seen the crabeater was at the edge of a 
floe, submerging its head and looking all around under water; then it slipped into the 
water, only to emerge almost at once pursued by the leopard.  We landed on the floe 
the third time and this scared the leopard away. 

As far as I know this was the first time that leopard seal predation on young 
crabeater seals had been observed directly and in detail by biologists, including the 
half-eaten corpses, although it had been assumed that leopard seals predate on 
crabeaters.  In fact about 83% of adult crabeaters bear healed scars on their bodies; for 
a long time they were said to be inflicted by killer whales, but it was now clear that 
they are caused by unsuccessful leopard seal attacks.  The usual scars are in parallel 
lines, obliquely across the ‘flanks’ of the body.  What fresh killer whale scars have 
been observed are closer spaced, shorter and deeper than fresh leopard seal cuts.  
Crabeater seals, older than a year, are rarely attacked by leopard seals and fresh 
wounds on adults are rare.  On samples taken in the summer I had found that 83% of 
fresh wounds were on animals less than 18 months old.  Most animals with fresh 
wounds are aged up to l year old, and are about 175-210 cm long, averaging l92.7 cm.    

In fact weaned crabeater seals don’t begin to show fresh wounds until late 
February.  Presumably younger pups don’t survive an encounter with a leopard seal, 
because of their inexperience (and very few crabeaters, young or old would be 
expected to survive an encounter with a killer whale).  But the chance of escaping 
improves with time and so the frequency of survivors increases during the summer 
to a level that approaches the proportion of adults bearing these typical scars.  At an 
age of one year the probability of being eaten, if a leopard seal is encountered, 
becomes very low and in November the leopard seals switch their attention to a new 
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crop of clumsy, uncoordinated swimming weaners.  In other research it has been 
found that only 3% of leopard seal stomachs examined in September and October 
had seal remains, whereas 25% of those collected in November to March had seal 
remains.   

I had earlier done some indirect research on this problem which involved 
measuring the spacing of pairs of scars on crabeaters, which was on average 6.8 cm 
and leopard seal canine teeth are only 5.7 cm. apart; the killer whales teeth were 
spaced more closely at 3.6 cm.  The ratio between leopard seal tooth spacing and scar 
spacing was 1:1.18.  Now the average length of crabeater seals over a year old was 
228 cm and we can assume that the spacing between the scars had increased since 
they were inflicted, as the seals grew in length (because the scars are placed more or 
less across the body, not along it).  Applying the relation between tooth spacing and 
scar spacing to adult body length predicted a crabeater body length of 193 cm for the 
mean body length at origin.  This was identical with the average body length (l92.7 
inches, given above) of animals with fresh scars!  It is equivalent to an age of 4-5 
months, or February - March which is in close agreement with the observation, also 
mentioned above, that weaned pups do not begin to show fresh wounds until late 
February!  This independent work indicated that most scars are inflicted in the 
middle of the first year of life, as the probability that the young crabeater will escape 
increases.  There can be little doubt that leopard seals take a very high toll of 
crabeater pups, and this is probably the major cause of mortality.  

However, killer whales do attack crabeater seals. 
On the floes the crabeaters most often hump along like a Weddell seal - almost 

like caterpillars, often sliding a few yards in between activity; they only make the 
'swimming' motion if pressed, as when chased by a leopard.  The leopards often 
move like an elephant seal, but with their fore-flippers only partly spread, or like the 
Weddell, with the fore-flippers pressed into the side of their body.  Occasionally they 
make the lateral 'swimming' motion, and we observed this is the ‘fast mode’ in 
chasing prey over the ice.   

We moved along the south side of Livingston Island in leads in the pack, still 
looking for seals.  We weighed a weaner and collected a female in a mated pair, and 
went on to collect a few more, but on the whole there were few seals that day.  
Livingston Island and Mount Friesland were in cloud most of the day, but there were 
some lovely lighting effects.  The pack remained fairly dense, the floes covered in 
new snow.  We saw a few penguins - Adelie, chinstrap and gentoo and the usual 
other birds, with more snow petrels and Wilson's petrels than usual.  Owing to the 
heavy pack ice we made slow progress and stopped for the night at 9 o’clock, stuck 
in the pack again.  There was a beautiful sunset sky - a range of blues, apple green, 
apricot, pink and purple - reflected in the still leads.  We could see Three Brothers 
Hill at Potter Cove, King George Island, on the horizon.  

Next morning, continuing into Admiralty Bay, we reached our encampment at 
Ezcurra Inlet by 10 o’clock.  The fast ice had broken back to Dufayel Island and there 
were not many seals left.  We left Torger, Ian and Don to break camp and ‘Hero’ went 
across to Martel Inlet so that the rest of us could count seals and look for tagged ones.  
However by the time Doug, John and myself set off on the count it was blowing and 
overcast.  There were about 60 Weddells and a similar number of crabeaters on the 
fast-ice.  Two of the Weddells were still suckling pups and there were several 
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weaned Weddell pups.  The adult Weddells in the water were making their 
characteristic whistling, trilling and chugging noises.  Ian who had been making 
recordings at Ezcurra with his hydrophone set-up, said that their vocalizations were 
different from those at McMurdo Sound, on the other side of the continent.  I visited 
the old British base, which was still weatherproof, but looked very untidy inside; it 
was still habitable though and could serve as a refuge.  I also visited the graves of the 
four Fids who died near here. There was a pair of mated crabeaters quite hidden in a 
windscoop just below the base and another pair in the tide crack zone nearby.   

The time allotted for our field work was now at an end so we first went back to 
Ezcurra Inlet to pick up the others and then anchored for the night at Potter Cove.  
We had still to tidy-up, pack specimens, finish writing up notes and then go to 
Ushuaia.  It had been a very successful voyage and so we had a party in the saloon to 
celebrate - singing to Antonio's guitar.  

Potter's Cove was free of ice, except for a narrow strip of fast ice.  The elephant 
seal harems were still there, including one on the remaining fast ice and some of the 
pups were already weaned.  We were busy on the ship during the morning, but right 
after lunch Wade took Ian, Torger and me to the fast ice in the zodiac.  It was 
blowing hard and we hauled the zodiac out of the water.  Then walked over to look 
at the elephant seals; this was the first time I had seen them in the breeding season 
since my work at South Georgia 25 years earlier, and I had not seen harems on sea ice 
since my winters at Signy Island in the l940's.   

The nearest group - on the fast ice - were a bull of only moderate size, and five 
cows and their pups.  The pups were probably about 10-20 days old and two were 
lying a short distance away, though still in their black natal coats.  The bull charged 
us half-heartedly, but didn't roar much and later he mated twice with one of the 
cows.  Another harem was on shore, a bull, with seven cows and seven pups and 
three subordinate males.  One of the pups was near to weaning and some distance 
away from the harem; it had almost finished moulting.  Another had melted through 
the ice due to its body heat (and a thin, poorly insulating blubber layer) and was 
lying in a deep pit from which it couldn't climb out.  Its mother was making moaning 
distress calls as well as the usual roar and the bull at one point tried to mate with her, 
without success.  He was more aggressive than the other bull and once when he was 
chasing me I went into deep snow up to my knees and fell twice trying to get away 
from him; he came quite close, reminding me of hair-raising old times at Signy 
Island! There was one other cow and pup near the ice-edge, making thirteen cows (as 
against eighteen counted on 4 November under poor conditions, but we didn't 
examine the next cove).  

We left Potter Cove at 6 o’clock on 16 November in calm overcast weather and 
turned north for Ushuaia.  There was some trouble now with the autopilot and so we 
stopped while it was repaired by 'Wiz' the electronics technician, before proceeding 
through lines of pack-ice that was fairly open - 4/10ths.  During the night there was a 
lot of movement, the first for some weeks, as we reached the long swells of the Drake 
Passage.  I also experienced heavy and noisy bumps and grinds from the 
discontinuous ice - just alongside my pillow, only a thickness of four inches of wood 
away from my ear!  In the morning it was dull and overcast, raining and snowing, 
but the swell had moderated. Even so there was a reduced attendance at meals, for 
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most had succumbed to sea-sickness; I felt thankful yet again that I have never been 
visited by this all  

It brightened in the afternoon and I spent some time watching the birds following 
us - grey-headed and black-browed albatrosses, fulmars, cape pigeons, giant petrels, 
prions and Wilson's petrels.  The autopilot was still not functioning properly and so 
the crew were steering manually.  The swells lengthened as the day wore on and the 
motion got much worse around 6 o’clock.  We passed close to the Argentine 
icebreaker ‘San Martin’ coming south and she was rolling very heavily.  After a rough 
night the seas continued to worsen until about noon on 18 November, when there 
was a gradual improvement; there were many more birds with us.  It was, as always 
in these conditions, tiring moving around, or even just standing up as one had to 
hang on and brace muscles to stay upright, so most people lay down.  The ship was 
tossing like a cork in 35 ft waves, even though the captain had raised the red mainsail 
and foresail to stabilize the ship and reduce the rolling.   

The following day there was further improvement in the seas and we had bright 
sunshine and a following of birds - the usual species, now including some blue 
petrels.  I spent much of the morning on deck, just watching the birds and the play of 
light and shadow on the sea.  We approached South America from the east-southeast, 
having been blown further east than intended.  It was an almost cloudless day until 
we saw the tall land clouds over Isla Grande and Staten Island at about 10 o’clock.  
We were due to pick up the Pilot at Cabo Santa Pio.  The day continued good and as 
we passed into more sheltered waters the swell flattened out.  We experienced 
another superb sunset - luminous pastel shades shot with heavy purple, black and 
crimson clouds.  The pilot had decided that he didn't want to come so far out and so 
we picked him up at Harburton at about 1 o’clock in the morning - by which time I 
had gone to bed!   

Next day was a Sunday.  I woke to a strangely still ship, for we were tied up 
alongside the quay at Ushuaia.  It was bright and sunny with only a slight breeze and 
all the mountains around were much freer of snow than a month ago and very clear.  
We all had a walk ashore, did some packing and moved gear into the warehouse and 
then had lunch in a restaurant ashore.  Tom and Natalie Goodall came aboard and 
we discussed a possible trip to Rio Grande and Bahia San Sebastian on the Atlantic 
coast of Patagonia.  We concluded that it would be worth going, to camp two nights 
and then catch the northbound plane at Rio Grande.  But we had to wait until 
Captain Lenie returned to the ship at about 3.0 o’clock - so that Natalie could ask if it 
would be all right for her to be away for a few days.  She and Ian Cameron, her 
assistant, were to drive us in the Dodge truck and a little Citroen.  Captain Lenie 
agreed and so we made our preparations and arranged the air tickets, but were not 
able to get away until 5 o’clock.  The party consisted of Natalie, Ian Cameron, and 
four of us - Ian, Torger, John Bengtson and myself.  We took two tents but forgot the 
food and some other essentials! 

It was a superb drive through the mountains, with beautiful landscapes in all 
directions.  The dirt roads were very dusty and we had all our baggage and more in 
the two cars, so it was a bit cramped.  Natalie drove Torger and me in the Dodge, Ian 
and John were with Ian Cameron in the Citroen.  The deciduous beeches were 
coming into leaf - Notofagus pumilio was green, but N antarctica was still purplish, 
covering the hillsides like scottish heather.  The swamps in the valley bottoms - 
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nevadas - were orange and gold with the fruiting mosses.  We saw some colourful 
birds - like the white and black caracara, upland geese and the ashy-headed goose, as 
well as smaller ones whose names I don't remember.  The route went around Mount 
Olivia and through wooded valleys until we came to the view of the small inland 
lake and the much larger Lake Fagnano, which almost cuts Isla Grande in two.  

 
We were following behind the Citroen and turned off to a small hotel near the 

French/Argentine upper air balloon station for the ‘EOLE’ Project.  (This was a 
project to trace the movements in the upper air above and around the Southern 
Ocean).  We stopped there for about ten minutes and then found that we could not 
catch up with the others.  We had a puncture and had to change a wheel, but the new 
jack - bought just before we left for this trip - had leaking hydraulic fluid and we had 
to do the lift in stages, so it took about an hour altogether.  We became concerned 
that the Citroen had not come back for us.  But we carried on anyway towards the 
coast as the shadows lengthened and the trees thinned out and we were on the plains 
of eastern Tierra del Fuego.  At Estancia Viamonte, which Tom's brother Adrian ran, 
we stopped to ask about the others, but they hadn't been seen.  Then as we were 
about to leave they turned up, having gone back to look for us, missed the turn to the 
hotel and retraced the route for much further before realizing that they had lost us.  
The Goodalls at Viamonte gave us some food for our trip, including an enormous cut 
of beef.  The whole family seemed to be there, including Tom and Adrian's mother 
and her brother Len and another chap called ‘Beetle’ who we were told, had found, 
and kept for some time, three emperor penguins that turned up on the coast!  

It was getting late so we drove on to Rio Grande where we had some enormous 
sandwiches and a beer.  Then onwards in the dark to Cabo San Domingo, where we 
pitched the two tents in the dark near the sea and finally climbed into our sleeping 
bags at 1 o’clock in the morning after a very eventful day.  Up early next morning 
and had breakfast on the hillside to the sound and sight of the sea, before striking 
camp and heading north.  The roads have been badly damaged by heavy lorries 
carrying pipe sections for an oil pipeline they are laying.  The scenery was much less 
interesting than the previous day, the road near the sea across undulating plains.  
Our first stop was at San Sebastian at the south end of the huge bay.  We stopped to 
ask the fishermen about stranded whales and walked along part of the narrow beach 
looking for specimens.  We only came across one very dead killer whale, which 
Natalie said was stranded four years ago, but was still largely intact because it was 
buried in the sand; the skull was fairly clean.   

The tidal range here was about 50 ft and so much of the bay was a vast mud-flat 
at low tide.  We continued up north and then cut off the road through some low 
bushes and through a fence to the mud flats.  On the way we saw our first wild 
guanaco - a male with about a dozen females and young, the male acting very 
protectively towards his harem.  We saw quite a lot of them during the day - brown, 
white and black animals with their curious long necks and fluffy tail - and sibilant 
calls.  The inshore mud-flats were flat, fairly dry and hard, and only flooded by the 
highest tides; part of them was still damp but showed a polygonal pattern of drying 
cracks.  We were looking for whale skeletons or skulls, while racing over the flats at 
30-40 m.p.h.!  These flats really are vast and we never reached the seaward edge, 
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which was hidden by a mirage that receded as we approached it.  The whole area 
must extend over hundreds of square miles at low tide.  

We found a porpoise, Phocoena dioptrica, lots of large whale vertebrae, four killer 
whales that died in l974 but were still not skeletons - and a beaked whale, 
Hyperoodon, skull almost buried in the mud.  This was a special prize and so we 
stopped to dig it out and clean it up leaving a large hole in the flat mud.  We had 
lunch from the tailboard of the Dodge and then got into the vehicles to continue the 
search.  John Bengtson who was driving the truck, revved-up the engine, engaged 
gear and was about to drive into the only hole within 30 miles, and one we had dug 
ourselves what's more, when I stopped him!  We had a good laugh.  We found 
another four Phocoena dioptrica, probably representing at that time 50% of the total 
numbers in the world's museums!  We also found four more killer whales and a 
mummified crabeater seal that had come up from the Antarctic like us - perhaps 
from the South Shetlands Islands.  It was a yearling some 185 cm long.  

Then as we were about to leave the flats again we saw some black shapes 
shimmering through the mirage – high up in the air - which turned out to be seven 
sperm whales that must have been stranded about six months ago.  They were about 
30-40 ft long and the teeth were small; in one individual they were unusually widely-
spaced.  In their final death struggles as the tide receded they had excavated shallow 
pits which were now pools of water and oil, from the whales' blubber.   

Next we left the flats and drove on to the north end of the bay to a long shingle 
spit, the Paramo Peninsula.  It must be about 14 miles long, made up of longitudinal 
furrows and ridges, successively thrown up by the wave action.  A road ran along it 
and there was a lighthouse near the tip.  We parked the cars and walked over an area 
scattered with many sea lion bones, some perhaps as more than a hundred years old, 
judging by their crumbly state and lichen encrustation.  There used to be a huge sea 
lion colony here.  From the beach we also saw four Commerson's dolphins, a group 
of swimming cormorants and a very large flock of terns.  There were large breakers 
on the outside of the peninsula, but in the bay the water was almost stagnant and 
calm, some streaks in the sunlight a startlingly bright green, a consequence of its 
shallow nature perhaps.   

We drove back to the base of the Peninsula where we cooked supper on a 
driftwood fire we made in a fireplace in a ruined hut, which had no roof and only 
two walls still standing.  It was built by a gold prospector, named Potter, and we 
were told that he was so successful that he struck his own coins and had a private 
army - but that was all long gone.  Dinner was delicious: steaks grilled on a sheet of 
metal, a mixed soup and apple berry fool, finishing with tea.  The sea was just a few 
yards away and it made a very enjoyable conclusion to a most interesting day.  It was 
getting dark when we left about 9.30 pm, heading for Cape San Domingo about 20 
km from Rio Grande - to ensure that we caught our plane the next day.  We quickly 
put up the tents and were in our sleeping bags by 1 o’clock.   

We were up at 7 o’clock to another clear, calm sunny day and drove into Rio 
Grande carrying the odd mummified crabeater on the roof!  There we changed and 
repacked our suitcases and had breakfast at the Café Roca; John Bengtson and Ian 
Cameron had ‘submarinos’, huge sandwiches, the rest of us just coffee.  Arriving at 
the airport about 10 o’clock we found that the others had already arrived on the 
morning flight from Ushuaia.  On the way to Buenos Aires we landed at Rio Gallegos 
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and Bahia Blanca, arriving at BA about 4 o’clock where we were met by Astrid 
Blomqvist and checked in at the Tucuman, rather tired.  We all went out for a steak 
dinner at Hamburgo's and to bed about midnight.  

I arranged to visit the British Embassy the following afternoon, so first did some 
shopping and then we all entertained Astrid to lunch - steaks again and a full-bodied 
Argentine red wine.  I was late getting to the Embassy because the taxi driver didn't 
know his way.  I joined in the Embassy’s weekly meeting and we discussed the 
Antarctic and Falklands matters for 40 minutes before I had to go back to the hotel to 
change and pack.  I had arranged to take a flight to New York, with Don, Ian and 
Dick, that left at 8.30 pm and so we had to leave the hotel at 6 o’clock.   

At Ezeiza Airport we met a BAS group coming south to join the ‘Bransfield’ at 
Valparaiso and they came with us as far as Santiago; Professor Beynon (Physicist) 
was with them.  Dick and Doug had great difficulty getting their telemetry 
equipment through customs because it all looked rather suspicious!  Our flight was 
to Miami where we had to go through customs again.  Don, Dick and Ian left the 
flight to go through to Minneapolis and Edmonton, as it was Thanksgiving Day and 
they would be able to get home for dinner.  We left Miami at 7.30 am and arrived at 
New York at 10 o’clock, to find there was no London flight until 7 o’clock in the 
evening; due to the late arrival I had just missed one. So ended one of the most 
interesting months I have ever experienced.  

 
 
 

 
The l978 - l979 season 
 

This was to be a shorter than usual Antarctic journey of just over a month (38 
days). On 6 February I left home at 4 o’clock to catch the 8.30 pm British Caledonian 
flight to Santiago arriving there about 1 o’clock next day. Checking in at the Carrera 
Sheraton, I walked through the streets and then drank ‘pisco sours’ in the bar before 
dinner by the rooftop pool with Joe Farman (Physicist) and Alan Allanson (Chief 
Engineer, Bransfield).  We were up early next day for a Lan Chile flight at 7.45 am, 
taking us to Puerto Montt and Punta Arenas.  We saw superb views of the Andes as 
we flew south, particularly the glaciers and mountains and lakes on the second half 
of the trip. We flew close to Fitzroy and Cerro Paine and touched down at Punta 
Arenas at 1.30 pm. A cab took us into town where the Bransfield was anchored 
offshore; the port was closed due to the wind, so we went aboard by launch, but soon 
afterwards the ship was able to go alongside.  I was sharing the stateroom with Roy 
Piggott (Head of Atmospheric Sciences).  I had talks with John Cole (outgoing 
Captain), Eric Salmon (Personnel) and Roy Piggott.  Also with Stuart Lawrence 
(Captain), when I learnt that the Chilean Navy wouldn't permit our planned passage 
through the Murray Channel, so we would have to go out by the eastern route.  John 
Cole seemed very stressed and concerned about the tightness of the itinerary, so we 
were late out to dinner at the Asturias consisting of Centolla followed by escalope of 
veal, Chilean wine too of course.  I got to bed at 1 o’clock in the morning.  
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Next day the outgoing party left at 4 o’clock: Eric Salmon, Roy Piggott, John Cole 
and seven others, including David Walton, who had had a very good summer.  I 
learned of the fire at Grytviken.  We moved out to the anchorage at 6 o’clock and 
sailed about 11.30 am., in a light breeze.  On the way we saw a few dolphins, 
otherwise little animal life.  It was a dull passage and we dropped the Pilot at the 
outer end of the first narrows.  On 12 February the coast to the west was rugged and 
Staten Island appeared, at first cloud-covered.  We passed through Le Maire Straits. I 
spent the morning principally talking with Al Smith and Barry Peters (Logistics) and 
during the afternoon with the Fids, first Bill Freeland (MO) and later in a group.  The 
US Icebreaker Polar Star overhauled us en route from Ushuaia to Valparaiso, off Cape 
Horn.  There was a big swell, 30 ft waves, coming round from the Pacific, and strong 
winds, with spray flying as these large waves broke at their crests; she looked 
magnificent ploughing into the weather.  We were feeling the motion too and had to 
hang on to whatever was handy.  I took some photographs.  It was a film night in the 
messroom and we watched "November Plan", which was quite good.   

The heavy rolling continued through the night and the next day.  We got little 
sleep. I wrote messages, read base reports and drafted messages, also spoke with 
Faraday and Signy.  It was a fine day and we moved west to 70°W into the weather 
and then turned south, rolling very badly, to cross Drake Passage. I spent next 
morning, 14 February, in the ‘Superfiddery’ (clubroom for the more senior staff), 
talking to ‘Big Al’, Barry Peters and Terry Whitaker Freshwater Biologist).  I talked 
with Terry most of the afternoon about his phytoplankton work.  I sent off some 
signals and started a cold!  We were now headed on a geophysics transect - course 
c.130°.  We were in bright sunshine and the rolling diminished, so it wasn't so bad.  
On 15 February we passed through Dallman Bay and Scholleart Channel into 
Gerlache Strait by about 12.30 pm.  It was still cloudy - low stratus with some pale 
blue sky and I was delighted to see a skua with a distinctive white wing stripe that I 
had seen previously in the area on the Hero voyage in l977.  The weather remained 
variable with bursts of sunshine.  Many crabeaters were hauled out on the ice in the 
approaches to the Neumayer Channel, in the channel and in the approaches to 
Lemaire Strait.  We saw probably 1000 in all, in groups of up to 24, and 
concentrations within a few hectares of 300-400. There was also a number of leopard 
seals and some scattered Minke whales - about 5 to 6.  Lemaire Channel was blocked 
by a huge tabular berg, but when we approached closer we saw that there was a way 
round it.  

South of Le Maire, off Peterman Island we saw the yacht Isatis and three people 
on shore.  The views were clear. Pack ice blocked the approaches to Argentine 
Islands, but we took a tortuous route in through the channels between the islands to 
anchor in the sound, with seals and birds on the floes surrounding us.  The base 
members came out for a film show and Mike Smith (BC) for a talk with me before 
dinner in the wardroom.  The French crew of Isatis also came on board: Jean and 
Claudine (married) and.  They had taken three years to get here via Greenland, 
Panama, Alaska, Peru, New Zealand - climbing mountains was their way of life and 
they had taken 32 days to get from New Zealand to the Peninsula.  It was a clear 
night, but the ice was creeping into out anchorage.  

Next day I went ashore on the first launch and spent most of the day inspecting 
the base and talking with Mike Smith.  It was in good order, considering its age, and 
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the community was clearly a happy one.  I went into various problems, from the 
hoary one of dissatisfaction with communications with HQ, to ‘women in the 
Antarctic’.  After tea I had a discussion with Al Smith Dad Etchells, Joe Farman, John 
Nutt and Mike Smith about the proposals for extension and refurbishment of the 
base.  I had suggested doing away with the loft in the extension and making it into a 
2-storey building with bunk-rooms above and this was accepted as the best solution.  
We went on to discuss other matters. The ice came in and so Stuart radioed to ask if I 
required him to send a launch in to collect me before it got too thick.  I decided to 
stay ashore and had a pleasant evening in the lounge with the base members.  The 
French trio were there and Jean showed slides of their travels - including the ascent 
of Pumori in the Himalayas, which were really excellent.  He was a very unusual and 
attractive personality and we spoke at length during the evening.  They had seen 
minke, killer and right whales near the Peninsula.  One of the South Georgia Fids 
also showed excellent slides of that island.  I went to bed at midnight in the surgery 
bed! 

There was heavy snow during the night and we woke to a whiter world on 17 
February. I spent the morning talking to the Fids and took a few photographs.  A 
minke whale was blowing nearby.  Later in the morning I spoke for 11/2 hrs to the 
whole base and discussed problems with them.  I asked for the removal of their 
budgerigar - Jimmy Byrd - which had figured in telegrams and was a mystery, but 
was contravening the Antarctic Treaty Act by being there!  It all went off quite well 
and I had more individual and small group discussions.  The main problems concern 
the leaking of the Braithwaite tank, (fuel oil storage) which needed attention and the 
generator shed floor.  I went off to the ship in the last launch and we set sail in 
overcast conditions, southwards through concentrations of icebergs, then westwards 
and then north to avoid heavy pack ice concentrations. That evening in the pack was 
really lovely, with many seals lying out amongst beautifully sculptured bergs.  I 
spoke with Dave Fletcher (Field Operations Manager) at Rothera and arranged for 
some flights.  

Next day, a Sunday, was overcast, with ice blink alternating with water sky on 
the horizon.  There were armies of icebergs, pale and ghostly in the diffused lighting.  
As we broke up the floes by our passage pieces overturned and exposed the brown 
layer of ice diatoms.  The ship was in moderate pack most of the day and we 
managed to keep up a speed of 7 knots.  Adelaide Island, now to the east of us was in 
cloud and there were uninterrupted ice cliffs undulating along the coast and heavily 
crevassed.  I wrote a number of messages to be sent next day, did more writing and 
reading and some washing.  I listened to some of Stuart's music cassettes during the 
afternoon.  I was invited to dinner in the Superfiddery and there was talk until 
midnight.  I thought I had escaped a cold, but next day it was back with a vengeance.  
We anchored for the night off Jenny Island in Marguerite Bay and moved off in the 
morning about 8 o’clock for Rothera, in overcast and low stratus cloud, reaching the 
base an hour later.  We tied up with the bows aground at ‘Honeybucket’, connected 
the fuel lines and began pumping.  I had a talk with Dave Fletcher and concluded 
that all was well.  The pumping of 138 tons of fuel into the pillow tanks on the ridge 
was completed by 3 o’clock that afternoon and then we slipped the moorings and 
steamed slowly south into South Bay to break up the ice.  The ship went in very close 
to the beach, at one point touching bottom about five yards offshore, which had 
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displayed a thick icefoot.  It was a bright afternoon and both planes were flying.  The 
northern parties were moved and some field units were brought in from Fossil Bluff.  

On Tuesday 20 February I went ashore at 9 o’clock so as to be able to take 
advantage of any good flying weather.  The relief operation was going well, with 
plenty of mechanical aids in the form of two cranes, four tractors and trailers, one of 
them able to take 30 fuel drums. The cargo coming ashore was mainly drummed 
avtur and cement.  Dave Fletcher showed me round the base; it was really most 
impressive and much the best designed of all the bases.  Already it was well fitted-
out and decorated.  I saw the entire station and spent some time observing the relief 
operation.  The builders were finishing the foundations of phase 3 at the same time. 
No flying was possible and I went out to the ship briefly to send some signals, then 
back for dinner ashore and talk until midnight. My cold was trying.  I slept on the 
base.  Next day it was the same.  I walked around the point and had a long talk with 
Garry Studd (Chief Pilot) about air operations and Ken Back (Winter BC) about 
problems during the winter.  Again I went out to the ship to get messages off, but 
slept in comfort on the base.  The next day it was raining heavily and flying wasn’t 
feasible.  There was not much to do except talk with people.  The relief was still going 
well, but the building operations were held up by the weather. Stuart came ashore 
and we had a discussion with Dave, Al Smith and Alan Etchells, three old hands. We 
decided to go up to Faraday in the middle of the period because Al was concerned 
about progress with the building.  So we drew up a provisional itinerary for the 
period to 13 March; if I joined Endurance I could get to Stanley by then, 10 days 
earlier, at least than would be possible staying on Bransfield.  Clapperton and Sugden 
(Aberdeen U. Geomorphologists) were anxious to get out early.  I returned to the 
ship at lunchtime; they would call me from the shore if flying appeared to be likely.  
It was a calm night, auguring well for the morrow.  

 Next day, 23 February the ice had moved in during the night and a large floe had 
pushed the ship so that two lines broke. We therefore left the moorings at 7 o’clock, 
when the wind was getting up and it was still overcast.  There was to be no flying 
and no cargo working.  So I decided to visit Stonington, a historical base, which I 
hadn’t yet seen.  We soon met the ice at first light, but then came up against field ice - 
thick and hard.  There were peculiar star-shaped patterns on the field ice, which I 
photographed - possibly due to drainage?  It rapidly became clear that there was no 
point in continuing, so we reversed out, turned round and went back to Rothera to 
check on the conditions there.  We saw a minke whale. I read some of the Faraday 
Reports. On reaching Rothera cargo working was resumed, the ship drifting in the 
South Bay.  (A major snag about Rothera as a base is that there is no suitable 
anchorage; deep water surrounds the accessible shore lines.) 

Flights were planned to the Bluff and so I went ashore in the first boat and 
straight up to the skiway.  I flew with Garry (Chief Pilot). It was uneventful, flying 
low because of the cloud – for the Peninsula was obscured above 3000ft.  We found 
that all the southern 2/3rds of Marguerite Bay was solid fast ice - presumably 2-year 
ice, since it didn't go out last season.  The weather improved as we flew south, past 
Mount Edgell, Terminus Nunatak, and the numerous other mountains along the 
route.  I saw Ablation Lake and Moutonné Lake again - with an outwash fan 
providing our most southerly hard airstrip, on which Rhys Perraton had landed that 
season.  Then in to Fossil Bluff.  While the gear was being loaded I went down to look 
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at the base with Clive Johnson (GA). Tim Jefferson (Palaeontologist) was the other 
man currently in that field unit.  Ken Back had repainted the huts and cleaned the 
base up.  Stores were now under cover and it looked in very good shape.  Rhys came 
in to land and refuel.  He was going to sledge 'Sierra' (Howard Thompson and Simon 
Stevenson) about 30 miles down the Sound, so I decided to go with him instead of 
returning to Rothera.  We found 'Sierra' but unfortunately they weren't expecting us 
and it took about an hour to break camp in drifting snow and load the aircraft.  By 
then it was getting late and Rhys decided to spend the night at the Bluff.  We had a 
pleasant evening's talk and went to bed at 10.30 pm.  I had one of the four bunks, 
Rhys slept in the caboose near his aircraft and Clive slept on the floor.  

We were up at 7 o’clock on 24 February.  The weather looked good and so I 
returned to Rothera with Clive and Howard.  The conditions were generally 
improving and in the forenoon Garry did an ice observation flight for the ship with 
Hugh O'Gorman. Monkton and Rhys flew down to the Bluff again to collect a depot, 
while Garry collected the others at the Bluff.  Later, as I was about to return to the 
Bransfield, it was decided to try for a flight to sledges 'Delta' and 'Hotel' at Charity 
depot, placed near Mount Charity rising to 2650m on the Palmerland Plateau – the 
southernmost peak of the Eternity Range comprising Mts. Faith, Hope and Charity.  I 
flew with Garry and we got as far as Stonington before he decided it wasn't on.  So 
we went down low to look at Stonington and the Argentine Base at the Debenham 
Islands (San Martin).  Then over to Horshoe Island, where I noticed conspicuous 
copper stains on the cliffs - malachite, and then back to Rothera in time to see the 
ship leaving for the Jenny Island anchorage, the only safe one around.  I had another 
night at Rothera, hoping to fly again next day.  It was a beautiful clear evening. I 
helped to put floor sections of the phase 3 hut in place - everyone was mucking in.  
They have made great progress. If only people worked like that in Britain the country 
would have no problems.  

Next day I was awakened by Garry letting me know that the flight was on.  A 
quick wash and shave, breakfast and then up to the skiway on the back of a skidoo.  
Looking back to the east there was a beautiful sky and mountains reflected in the still 
waters of Laboeuf Fjord.  We took off just after 8 o’clock in excellent weather and 
flew over Stonington, seeing excellent distant views of Alexander Island, rosy in the 
morning light - and 130 miles away.  We passed through superb mountain scenery, 
then over the plateau, a featureless desert with very few nunataks piercing its 
surface.  We saw Faith, Hope and Charity Mountains and landed at the Charity 
Depot, a tiny pimple to the south west.  Two plane loads of gear were quickly 
stowed.  Two field parties, Julian Paren/Tim Fogg and John Reynolds/John Jewell 
had been there at 7,400 ft in temperatures down to -25° for a few weeks.  They had 
dug a large ice cave for storing ice cores for their glaciology.  We could see Mount 
Andrew Jackson (13,500 ft) and Eland Mountain clearly, about 80 miles distant.  Our 
flight back followed the outward route but we diverted to look at the Adelaide 
airstrip and ramp; both were in atrocious condition and now unusable.  (We had 
made the move to Rothera just in time.  Bransfield was standing off the base and we 
could see people ashore.  The yacht Damien II (Jerome and Sally Poncet) was there 
too.  We had an exciting low-level flight back to Rothera where we landed at 12.30 
pm. and were down to the base in time for lunch.  I had a talk with Dave Fletcher 
after lunch and with some of the others and had a walk around the point.  
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The base was to throw a party that night and so preparations were made and the 
Bransfield returned from Adelaide, having put Clapperton and Sugden, with Dave 
England and Ed King, ashore on Jenny Island for the geomorphology.  Unfortunately 
the ship couldn't get in at the preferred place and so they were put ashore on the east 
coast and walked across to where they wanted to be.  It was an excellent party with a 
great variety of dishes.  I had a pleasant evening talking and also played liar dice in 
the bar, where I maintained my reputation for success.  The aircraft had completed 
the Charity run in the afternoon so we could now prepare them for the ferry flight 
out.  We left at 10.45 pm to walk to the launch on the other side of the point and so 
out to the ship.  It was a calm, clear night and very beautiful.  I stood on the bridge 
until 1.30 am when we anchored in the preferred spot off Jenny Island.  The colours 
were most unusual soft shades of lemon, orange and blue, with icebergs and lands 
silhouetted.  

On 26 February I woke at 6 o’clock and looked out on perfect pale reflections of 
the surrounding peaks and icebergs.  The dawn sun was just beginning to catch the 
tops of the peaks and elsewhere it was flat grey-white.  I went on deck to take 
photographs and watched the dawn develop.  It was breathtakingly beautiful, as the 
scene gradually lit up with living, warm colour and I spent an hour on deck.  The 
anchor was raised at 9 o’clock and we were off to Rothera again.  There were 
fantastic reflections in the mirror-calm sea.  On arrival we found Ryder Bay to be 
blocked by ice, but we poked in far enough to launch the ‘Terror’ (workboat) and 
make a limited exchange between ship and shore.  Garry Studd offered to take some 
mail out and I gave him a letter for Maureen. I sent a case of wine ashore for the base.  
It was a 'dingle day' - bright sunshine and cool sparkling air.  We departed from 
Rothera after lunch, the conditions still 'dingle'.  As we approached Jenny Island, 
dark banks of cloud appeared and we eventually passed into it.  We had to slow 
down because of icebergs and eventually we anchored off Jenny Island again, finding 
the ‘hole’ to drop the anchor into at the first attempt.  The fog was very thick, but 
cleared later.  But Stuart preferred to wait until he had a full day in which to engage 
the ice.  

We up-anchored at 5 o’clock and entered the pack at 6.30 am, although it was 
fairly open.  The yacht Damien II, with Jerome and Sally Poncet followed in 
Bransfield's wake.  They had wintered at Avian Island.  They had been attempting to 
break out of Marguerite Bay for over a month without success and weren't looking 
forward to another winter there.  Their boat looked very sturdy and well designed as 
it sat astern of us, doing about 6 knots.  I got Alan Allinson (Chief Engineer) to take 
me over the engine room to refresh my memory.  It was quite impressive.  There had 
been no real problems, but they would like the itineraries to provide for more time 
during the season for engine overhaul - say 2-3 days at Stanley or Grytviken.  And 
this would make for savings on the annual refit costs.  The pack proved no problem 
and by mid-afternoon (4 o’clock) we were out in open water with a slight swell, 
having left Damien II  behind.  

Two days later we passed through ranks of bergs and light pack, through French 
Passage, to reach the outside anchorage at Faraday by 9 o’clock.  The launch went 
ashore with Alan Smith, Dad Etchells and Will Hudson.  There were many floes 
around us with seals upon them.  I went in after lunch for further discussions about 
the rebuilding and we had a useful talk.  It was proposed to have a lounge on the 

167



upper storey to give a view, to move the de-salinator and the radar, possibly to 
install hydroponics for growing vegetables.  The building work seemed to be going 
very well.  Next morning we learnt that the aircraft had taken off for Punta Arenas at 
c. 9 o’clock, ETA Punta 6 pm and conditions were good.  The Endurance's ETA at 
Palmer Station was 3 o’clock that day.  The High Commissioner would carry out an 
official inspection of the station.  I went ashore after dealing with the signals and had 
more talk with the BC.  There was a general improvement in the weather although 
the Peninsula was still cloud-covered.  

After lunch I went over to Winter Island and walked up to the top of the ice cap 
and then down to Wordie Hut.  It was now used as a holiday hut by the base and 
would be useful as an emergency hut if the base were to become untenable due to a 
fire.  It needed repair but looked comfortable.  I went back to the shore and was 
picked up by launch to be taken to Skua Island, which lived up to its name.  There 
were about 40-50 skuas roosting together on the rocks and I saw three nearly-fledged 
chicks running around on the ground.  We walked up to the top and then along the 
shore, watching crabeaters on floes offshore.  Then returned to base where the work 
was going well - the Braithwaite (oil tank) repairs nearing completion and the frame 
of the new generator shed rising.  I walked to the top of Woozle Hill.  The slate-grey 
clouds obscuring the Peninsula cleared patchily and disclosed the gleaming white 
peaks in the breaks - looking impossibly high.  I had a good view of the island group 
and the surrounding crowd of icebergs.  The clearance in the weather continued, but 
still Le Maire wasn't clear.  I returned to the ship on the 5.30 pm launch, through 
fantastically shaped bergs.  In the strong sunshine the ship was surrounded by floes 
and bergs.  

Many of the floes had groups of crabeaters - each of up to 15, but more usually 1-
3.  They lay in the sun, occasionally raising their heads to look around, rubbing their 
backs from side to side on the floe, scratching with their fore-flippers, rubbing their 
hind flippers together.  The moult must cause a lot of irritation to them.  Some were 
playing in the water, swimming rapidly, porpoising, having play fights, hauling out 
briefly.  Several leopard seals were also hauled out or swimming.  One lay on a floe, 
repeatedly raising its head and neck and opening its jaws, while rubbing itself on the 
ice.  There were about 270 crabeaters in sight at any one time - all shades of silver, 
gold, and various browns and greys.  A number of gulls and skuas were near and the 
seals were purposely chasing them off the floes at times.  

Friday 2 March was dull but calm, with floes and seals all around us.  I watched a 
pair intermittently for over 2 hrs, from 7.30 to 9.30 am.  They were circling the ship, 
swimming from floe to floe, hauling out play-fighting, then in again with some play 
in the water.  One would leap out onto a floe and lie with its head under water, as if 
watching; the other come up and nuzzled and bit it.  When they came to a floe they 
would ‘bottle' and peer over its surface.  Sometimes they hauled out on a floe so 
small that it submerged under their weight, a bit like children playing with a 'lilo' 
inflatable.  When swimming they went fast, just below the surface, creating waves 
and leaving a wake on the surface.  Sometimes they porpoised, or swam with their 
heads raised out of the water, looking ahead, creating a bow wave - or occasionally 
they almost breached, leaping forwards to fall on their chest.  Other pairs were doing 
the same and also chasing each other under water.  I saw one with a large recent red 
scar and there were several leopards in sight.  
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We were in touch with Endurance which came through Le Maire Channel and 
anchored about 11.30 am, just to the north of us.  Our launch Erebus went across  to 
pick up the Captain James Lord and the Governor and Mrs Parker for lunch.  They 
arrived at noon and we had drinks and talk with Stuart in his day room, then an 
excellent lunch there - melon, steak, blackberry pie and wine.  I arranged for my 
transfer to Endurance on 8 March; also for Clapperton and Sugden to transfer 
immediately.  At 2.50 pm I flew into the base with the Endurance’s First Lieutenant on 
a Wasp helicopter, having dressed up in bright orange survival kits first.  We circled 
the base and landed at the balcony end of the main hut, where there was a huge 
crowd of Fids with cameras of course to record the event.  The Governor and Mrs 
Parker followed and we showed them around Faraday base, as Argentine Islands 
was now called.  Inevitably, in the middle of relief and the building operations it was 
untidy, but the visit was a success.  We returned to Bransfield at 4.45 pm by helicopter 
and watched other flights, plus a display of half rolls, etc.  They are noisy ungainly 
things.  

The work ashore was going well, but Al Smith needed another day.  Endurance 
went on to Rothera; Damien II was near and expected to arrive next day.  There was a 
box of old Fids diaries from Deception Island - from Dr Alice McWhinnie (US 
scientist).  It was a film night.  Next day we laid depots for the base at Cape 
Rasmussen, Cape Tuxen and Jalours Island.  I went ashore at Rasmussen to look at 
the memorial to our three men who died on Mount Peary in l976.  It was weathering 
well and in a magnificent setting.  We wandered around while awaiting the launch 
and a whale swam close by.  In the afternoon we steamed north towards Le Maire to 
lay depots on the northern islands and Petermann Island.  It was calm and still with 
many seals out on the floes - in groups of up to 29. We saw three, then one minke 
whale and three humpbacks swimming very slowly near the ship.  Also a number of 
groups of crabeaters accompanied us, breasting the swell.  After dinner a party in the 
Fiddery went on quite late and then Stuart, Big Al, Dad Etchels and myself discussed 
future plans until 1.30 am.  

On Sunday 4 March I woke to a dull morning with large flakes of snow slowly 
falling; it was lovely and clear cut, with grey ripples and the intensely white 
snowflakes.  Three crabeaters swam leisurely by.  For the next hour I watched many 
parties of seals swimming purposely by, directionally towards the southeast.  In the 
clear water from above they could be seen as pale, ghostly torpedoes, rising to break 
the surface to breathe from time to time - even to indulge in some play fighting.  
They were so graceful underwater.  Some pairs were swimming close together and 
apparently 'embracing' – one with a flipper over the other's back; sometimes there 
was a small flurry as they fought in play.  This was a very general directed 
movement and during the time I was watching well over a hundred animals must 
have passed by.  

I went ashore at 9.30 am to talk about the building problems and returned aboard 
for lunch.  There were relatively few crabeaters hauled out, but I saw eleven leopards 
on the route taken by the launch.  It continued to snow slightly.  I had a pre-lunch 
drink with Stuart and Sally and Jerome Poncet from Damien II; they are a likeable and 
interesting couple and are going next to South Georgia and then to the Falklands.  
Larry (Third Engineer) gave me a haircut.  (I think it was on this occasion that he 
introduced me to the use of a haircutting 'comb' and I have used one ever since to cut 
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my own hair; this has saved me both time and money, even if the results haven't 
always been perfect!).  The weather was improving slowly and the sunset was 
glorious.  We heard that Endurance had turned back - due to ice - and I was to 
transfer to her tomorrow.  

Next day 5 March, we left at 9 o’clock in snow, for Almirante Brown (an 
Argentine base) at Paradise Harbour. We passed through Le Maire at speed, seeing a 
great deal of wildlife: six minke whales, gentoo penguins and seals in the water.  The 
crabeater seals were mainly in 2s and 3s, but in the centre of the strait we overtook 
two groups of c.200 and c.50 fairly close together, separated by 100 metres, and 
swimming rapidly to the north at about 10 knots.  They were porpoising, their bodies 
often almost clear of the water, which was in a boil, and the bodies were white under 
the water too.  They were swimming fast even before we came up with them and it 
was clearly a purposeful 'migration'.   

The weather remained overcast and we found Gerlache Strait free of ice., arriving 
off Almirante Brown about 1.30 pm.  We found we were unable to anchor there 
because the water was too deep and the usual anchorage was occupied by ice floes.  I 
went ashore in the first boat and, after the usual coffee and cognac, was shown 
around by the biologists.  The BC went out to the Bransfield to buy some scotch!  The 
base was very shipshape and well cared-for - everything in the right place - and it felt 
more like a BAS base than the usual Argentine base.  I returned to Bransfield , saw the 
Argentine BC in my cabin and arranged for his biologists to talk with Terry Whitaker 
and see the laboratory. We left at 4 o’clock, after the Fids had been ashore.   

As we were leaving Paradise Harbour two inflatables holding four people chased 
us.  I decided to stop and found they were the Hoover expedition who had man-
hauled over the Plateau and back, hoping to climb.  There were three men and a girl.  
They thought we were the last ship out and hoped to get a lift!  I told them there 
were two more Argentine ships due.  The Fids passed down a crate of beer and some 
oranges; they didn't know the background to this and probably thought I was being 
very unkind!  (The background was that at BAS HQ we had had a lot of trouble from 
the Hoover Expedition at the planning stage, because they expected a great deal of 
help - dogs, depots etc.  It would have impinged on the BAS operations. Our policy 
was not to help private adventure expeditions because if they got into trouble, which 
was quite likely, the BAS programmes would suffer - and consequently Fids' PhDs or 
careers might be adversely affected if their field time was cut short for a rescue). We 
rendezvoused with Endurance in Gerlache Strait - off Capstan Rock at 6 o’clock that 
evening.  The two ships turned north and stopped and I transferred to HMS 
Endurance in Erebus.  I was sorry to go.  

I found myself in a 3-berth cabin with two of the helicopter Flight - rather 
cramped.  I had a very good dinner with Jim and Dierdre Parker and Captain James 
Lord in his cabin - which was rather cramped.  Later I had a long talk with the 
Governor and got to bed at 12.30 am.  On 6 March we had a good start to the day and 
it continued to improve.  We drifted off the Mechior Islands, while the helicopters 
flew, undertaking vertical aerial photography for David Sugden and Chalmers 
Clapperton for their geomorphological studies.  They reported on the presence of fur 
seals.  It developed into a lovely balmy day of sunshine and brilliant mountain 
scenery.  We had meals in the Captain's cabin, which were very good and I 
discovered from ship's orders on the bulletin board that I was considered to be the 
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equivalent in rank to a Rear-Admiral!  The ship had a very pleasant group of officers 
and the day passed enjoyably.  We departed on the outward course for Deception 
Island at about 5 o’clock. I had a talk with David and Chalmers in the wardroom 
about their research.  There were pre-dinner drinks and a film afterwards, but I 
wrote up my diary and read in James Lord's cabin and talked with him until 12.30 
am.  

Next morning, 7 March was a fine one off Deception Island, with good views of 
Livingston Island also.  We went into Port Foster and anchored; the launch and 
Zodiac inflatable ferried parties ashore all day.  The airstrip and base were snow free.  
I went ashore at 2 o’clock and walked along the beach to the cliffs; there was a total of 
81 fur seals on the beach - all adult males.  I climbed to the gap in the ridge.  A French 
(or Italian?) yacht, the Champi went out under sail.  We learnt that the Argentine base 
was occupied for the summer only by c. 15 people and the helicopter went across to 
pay a call.  They were expecting a visit from their ships, San Martin (icebreaker) and 
Bahia Aguirre (supply ship), with a Minister on board and journalists.  They had lost a 
helicopter and three men, including a medical case being transferred between the 
ships; the pilot was recovered - dead.  Endurance left Deception in a very thick 
snowstorm - huge white flakes drifting down against the black of the cliffs.  

Next day was another fine, clear morning off Smith Island and Low Island.  The 
weather deteriorated a bit, but later improved and the helicopters flew to Cape 
Wallace, Low Island with Chalmers and David.  We hung around getting superb 
views of Smith Island and later David and Chalmers reported on their finds.  The 
geomorphology of Low Island is very interesting from our practical point of view.  
There was a possible airstrip - a raised beach with firmly embedded pebbles, about 
500 metres long and with possible access from the sea.   It might be worth a closer 
look from a logistics point of view.  They reported c. 400 fur seals, chinstrap penguin 
colonies, giant petrels and fresh water pools and mosses.  It would be worthwhile for 
our biologists to have a look at it.  After lunch I was shown the Survey Chart Room, 
which was impressive.  We discussed the survey priorities and the possibility of a 
detached survey party seconded to the Bransfield to chart the western approaches to 
Marguerite Bay.   Also the potentially important Orleans Channel route.  They used 
wind generators (l00 W) to charge the batteries for the survey trisponder stations, 
and would provide details.  I also saw the satellite picture receiver which they find 
very useful - a MUFAX.  

I discussed the need for an extra man at South Georgia with Jim Parker - to take 
some of the load off the BC (ships visits, stamps etc.)  He agreed to provide help in 
the form of a contribution to the BC's salary, say, £4k (from FID and BAT funds).  It 
was a lovely afternoon and I talked birds and seals with the keen ornithologists on 
board.   

We moved around Smith Island, which rises to 6,900 ft in a very short distance.  
We towed the magnetometer during the night.  The next few days passed quickly, 
crossing the Drake Passage in a moderate swell, low visibility and rain.  Landfall was 
made at Beauchêne Island at about 4.30 pm on 11 March.  We were in bright 
sunshine and a stiff breeze as we circled the island.  The north end was tussock-
covered, the west coast covered with very dense colonies of black-browed albatrosses 
on bare ground - so densely packed that they looked almost a uniform grey area 
from the sea.  There were a few penguins, but we were too far off to identify the 
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species; gentoos were disporting in the water and large numbers of albatrosses flying 
and sitting on the sea.  The southern end of the island was denuded of vegetation 
and also held bird colonies, including black- and blue-eyed-, shags.  We saw a few 
sealions, but no obvious colony.  The east coast had steeper shores and fewer bird 
colonies.  The southern end of the island had a number of striking square-sided 
stacks with horizontal weathered strata and vertical cracks; there were some natural 
arches too.  

After drifting overnight we sailed past Sealion Island and passed between Lively 
Island and the main East Falkland land mass to Choiseul Sound.  In the lovely sunny 
weather there were many birds: including albatrosses, terns (in large flocks), skuas, 
logger ducks and shags.  A backdrop of low-lying land with brown and green old 
tussock grass and cloud-covered hills. James Lord flew to Darwin to check on 
arrangements for a detached survey party.  In the evening the Mess Dinner was held.  
The officers wore very colourful mess dress, the Royal Marines a very colourful 
scarlet - even I wore a red bowtie and DJ borrowed from Tom, the First Lieutenant.  
It was a very good dinner party with some horseplay.  I got to bed at 2 o’clock, after 
episodes with thunderflashes in the pineapple water-jug!  

We went in to Stanley Harbour next morning, 13 March, on a bright, sunny, 
windy day.  I went ashore with Jim and Dierdre in the launch and we took the 
maroon taxi to Government House.  I had talks in the morning with John 
Massingham (Chief Secretary) and walked along to the BAS Office in the afternoon 
for a talk with Myriam Booth (BAS representative) and then on to the Secretariat for a 
discussion on philatelic matters with Guy Morrison (Deputy Secretary) and Henry 
Luxton (Postmaster).  I had known Henry since we wintered together at South 
Georgia in l95l. Ted and Cath Needham came to dinner at GH; he was the Chairman 
of Coalite, which owns the FIC.  Talk went on until 2 o’clock in the morning - all 
about island matters.  Next day saw my departure and I had talks with Ian Stewart 
(Cable and Wireless) and Ian Strange. The flight out was at 4 o’clock in a comfortable 
F28 (Fokker).  A young American biologist, Andy(?) Taber, a student of Burney 
LeBouef's at Santa Cruz, California, approached me. He was currently working with 
National Marine Fisheries Service (NMFS), Seattle, on bowhead and gray whales - 
and he was interested in the possibility of working on the Falklands sealion.  
Recently he had been on the yacht Compass Rose which had capsized on the way 
from the Falklands to Peninsula Valdez, Patagonia.  I caught the 6 o’clock flight from 
Comodoro Rivadavia and arrived in BA at 8 pm, being met by Richard Gosney and 
Ian Stocks.  I was installed in the City Hotel  by 9 o’clock, had a shower and went to 
bed.  

Next day, I went to the IAA at 11 o’clock with Richard. There I saw Roberto 
Martinez Abal, Muller and Gimenez, also Brigadier Capitan (!) the new Director 
Nacional.  Then to the British Embassy where I had talks with Mr Peters 
(Ambassador to Uruguay), the Naval Attaché, and the First Secretary (Andrew 
Laurie).  Finally to lunch at the Club Naval with Martinez Abal, Gimenez, Richard 
Gosney and Andrew Laurie.  I returned to the hotel to pack and flew out that 
evening.  

It had been an interesting and enjoyable trip of 39 days on which I added to my 
store of knowledge in various fields, practical and scientific.  I also enlarged my 
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knowledge of the bases and logistics operations, the way BAS worked best and its 
developing ethos of scientific and practical achievement - coupled with adventure.  

 
 
 
The l979 - l980 season 
 
    We left on Boxing Day, Bill Block and Brian Gardner calling for me in a hire car to 
drive to Heathrow. There we met the others in the large party: Paul Whiteman (HQ 
Logistics), Derek Bielby (Dentist), Geoff Pugh (Biologist, Portsmouth U.), Dennis 
Allsop, David Rootes (HQ?), Roger Marris, Mike Peacock, Alistair Burn and Lauritz 
Somme (Norwegian biologist).  The flight plan was Lisbon-Rio-BA-Comodoro-
Falklands, but it went wrong.  We were diverted to Madrid owing to fog in Lisbon 
and spent the night there in Hotel Barajas (5-star) at Varig expense.  The aircrew had 
run out of hours and had to have a 12 hr break!  To bed about 1.30 am.  We flew on to 
Lisbon the next day at 4 o’clock. Arriving in Rio too late for the connecting flight to 
Buenos Aires, we spent another night courtesy of Varig at the Hotel Gloria, arriving 
about 1.30 am.  Unfortunately we were never really to catch up and had a protracted 
journey.  

We were up at 6 am for the taxi to the airport and the onward flight to BA. There 
we were met by Ian Stocks, the Agent.  There was no chance of a flight from 
Comodoro Rivadavia to Stanley, because we had missed ours and all the others were 
fully booked.  I asked him to try to fix a charter flight to the Falklands (our number 
would justify the extra cost) and spoke to Andrew Murray at the Embassy to ask him 
to smooth the official ways.  But no luck.  (The Argentine Air Force, which means the 
normal flights to the Malvinas were not very helpful; they insisted that any plane we 
chartered must be flown by Air Force Pilots.  We found a Lear Jet that was available, 
but the owners weren't willing to accept the Air Force's conditions).  So after talking 
it over I decided to bring the Bransfield up to Rio Gallegos and fly there to meet it.  
Much of the day was spent trying to make arrangements.  We had dinner at La 
Chacra in Cordoba - excellent bifé de lomo.  

On 29 December we were occupied arranging the onward movements and 
managed to book a flight to Rio Gallegos for Sunday night - New Year's Eve. Then 
we went to the Murrays (Andrew and Irene) for lunch and an afternoon in their 
garden.  We passed pleasant hours lounging under the vine on the patio and 
swimming in the pool.  We went there in three cars provided by Ian Stocks and 
returned to BA by train.  Mike Peacock was affected by the sun and returned in a taxi 
with Bill (?), and Derek.  I had a walk in BA during the morning and read and 
worked in the afternoon.  We were about to leave when the phone rang and I learnt 
that Stuart Lawrence wasn't happy about Rio Gallegos –‘for security reasons’ and 
proposed Comodoro instead.  So we had to alter our flight bookings to Comodoro, the 
next night.  I had earlier agreed that Bransfield should take some passengers to Foxe 
Bay, West Falkland, to help the FI Government, because their aircraft were out of 
action.  Now the ship was on its way to us, expecting to arrive on Tuesday morning, 
1 January.  We had dinner in the hotel where there was a big 'singles' dance on.  We 
watched the local customs with some interest and amusement. 
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New Year's Eve. We were due to arrive at Comodoro at midnight, but couldn't join 
the ship until 8 o’clock next day.  I spent the morning walking around Buenos Aires, 
the afternoon reading, writing and cutting my hair.  We were due to depart for the 
airport at 7 o’clock that evening.  Having booked in and discovered that we had the 
plane almost to ourselves, we were having a beer while waiting when all the lights at 
the airport went out for about 10 minutes.  Fortunately the supply was restored in 
time for our flight.  This was very comfortable, via Bahia Blanca and Trelew to 
Comodoro Rivadavia.  There were seven other passengers to Trelew and only two to 
Comodoro.  We had quite a hilarious journey, celebrating three New Years -Norway (8 
o’clock, before take-off), UK (9 o’clock in the air) and Argentina (midnight - in the 
air).  The three stewardesses joined in the spirit of these occasions and provided 
'champagne" - more like cider - and whisky on the company - with many "felicias año 
nuevos" from them and the pilots.  I said that I assumed the pilots were enjoying a 
drink and the girl started to say "yes", then realized that they shouldn't have been 
drinking.  However, we arrived without incident and were met at Comodoro (12.45 
am) by our Agent Coles and several cars to take us to the Austral Hotel and finally to 
bed at 1.30 am.  

It was a sunny windy morning after a very close, warm night and I went for a 
stroll at 7.30 am to freshen up.  I had seen the lights of Bransfield the previous night 
and that morning she was anchored some way off.  I walked along the high street a 
few blocks and after breakfast we went down to the shore, which was a wide 
expanse of algae-covered rocks, with some seabirds, mainly gulls, picking for food.  
There was a sandstone headland to the south and sandhills to the west of us; the 
town struggled untidily along the shore.  We were taken out to the ship at about 
10.30 am on a Dutch tug - a diving tender used by the oil industry.  Quite a breeze 
was blowing and we had difficulty getting alongside.  Fortunately it was possible to 
use a net to hoist baggage, potatoes and tomatoes aboard - then people, four of us at 
a time, were slung aboard, trying to stand on a pallet in the net.  Bransfield didn't sail 
until about 1 o’clock, having had to wait for clearance.  I unpacked and got 
organized.  ETA Stanley was 8 o’clock Thursday 3 January.  I had talks in the 
Superfiddery.  

Next day was calm with storm clouds ahead, which improved until we met 
afternoon sunshine.  I had talks with Alan Roger (Physicist), Derek Gipps (Visitor), 
Alan Etchells (Logistics) and others, concerning Rothera and Faraday. There was a 
film in the evening - the"Hindenburg".  I got up as we were approaching the 
Narrows and we anchored in Stanley Harbour about 8.30 am.  We had lost time and 
had little to spare.  I went ashore at 9.30 am to speak with Myriam and Martin Baker, 
who had come from Grytviken, South Georgia, in HMS Endurance.  Then at 10 o’clock 
along to GH with Paul for talks with Jim Parker, the Governor, about BAS aircraft 
weight restrictions.  Jim agreed to do what was necessary and Paul left to draft some 
technically appropriate letters for him.  We continued with talks on BAS/FCO 
relationships, finance cuts, stamps etc.  I lunched with Dierdre and Jim and rejoined 
the ship at 2.45 pm.  We set sail almost at once for Signy and quickly ran into heavy 
seas, rolling and taking seas so that we had to tie down the furniture.   

 There were very rough seas during the night and one violent roll of 40-45°. The 
weather moderated during the day, but we had to spend much of it hove-to. I was 
talking with people and working on papers.  Next day, 5 January, was fairly calm 
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and we spent it mainly in fog.  Talks again and I worked on a chapter for the book.  I 
had a long talk with Bill Block.  The film was "Midnight Cowboy".  On Sunday we 
were of Signy and went ashore at 9.30 am to inspect the base, which was in very 
good order.  The overall impression was of neatness and tidiness - much of the 
clutter seen around the buildings on previous visits had been cleared up.  The old 
sauna boiler had been taken off the beach, the kiosk removed from the old whaling 
plan, the oil drums were neatly stacked etc.  Inside a new library/quiet 
room/balance room had replaced the old wet lab.  A new wet lab was in the area of 
the old generator shed - with a dive store and office behind it.  The former dive store 
was now a chandlery.  There were two flush toilets, three showers, a bathroom with 
three hand basins.  The kitchen was very clean and tidy.  The bunkrooms slept 23 (+ 
the met room bunk) - and fitted doors were a great improvement.  However, there 
was still inadequate space for clothes and personal belongings.  The former bird 
room had been enlarged and converted into a marine lab next to the wetlab.  

I had lunch ashore and the launch left at 1.30 pm, only to wrap the launch Serolis' 
mooring line around the propeller. Doug Allen (diver) kitted up and came out to 
remove it in about 1/2 hr while we swung at anchor.  So Bransfield sailed at 2.30 pm 
after a very short visit, past a number of very large bergs, one two miles long.  There 
were 15-16 Minke whales in Orwell Sound about 4 o’clock (three groups plus some 
singles).  Coronation Island was masked by cloud from about 1,500 ft  and we sailed 
north through Lewthwaite Strait, with many penguins swimming nearby.  The sea 
was very calm with lines of pack and brash ice and as we went north we passed 
through several narrow belts of dense pack.   

The next day improved progressively with bright sunshine in the afternoon.  
Gerry Kooyman and Randall Davies (US NSF) came up for drinks with me and 
demonstrated their time-depth recorder (TDR) - film and LED recording, a helical 
Boden tube (pressure recorder).  It was very impressive, all contained in a 7" x 2" 
perspex cylinder.   

They told me that they had seen an elephant seal from their porthole at about 2.30 
pm; this was 193 miles from the nearest land and very unusual!  Our intention was to 
go ashore at Bird Island at 6 o’clock the next day, so I was up at 5.30 am, but the wind 
was blowing at 40-50 knots, and together with a very choppy sea precluded 
movements.  We steamed up and down just south of Bird Sound waiting for 
improvements in the weather.  That came at about 1 o’clock and an hour later we 
went ashore in the launch, transferring to the gemini just off the beach.  There was 
the usual profusion of wildlife in the sea and on land. It was earlier in the season 
than my earlier visits had been and the fur seal pups - very numerous - were prettier 
than before and remarkably uniform in their appearance.  John Croxall (birds and 
seals), Colin Pennycuick (Bristol U. studying seabird flight), Ian and Steve Hunter 
were ashore.  That season there had been a higher than usual death rate among adult 
male fur seals and their carcasses were everywhere. 

The base was still looking in good shape.  We talked about the programmes and 
then walked over to the large Macaroni colony, seeing fur seals, albatrosses, giant 
petrels, pipits and teal on the way.  Unfortunately a fine wetting drizzle settled in 
and so the scenic splendour of the island was only partly apparent.  We spent 2 hrs 
ashore and then went back in the launch to join the ship for the run to Schleiper Bay, 
where we landed in geminis.  Here, in a remote rocky cove had been set up a density-
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dependence experiment (Bill Doidge and Bob Bell). Overhead walkways enabled 
them to count fur seals on the special study beach and there were adjacent beaches to 
extend their sample.  There was a simple small hut containing a deep freeze for 
specimens.  Pup mortality was still low in this colony - c.4% compared with 35% at 
Bird Island and we could follow the changes as the population builds up.  I had a 
mere 1/2 hr ashore and then an exhilarating run back to the ship in the inflatables.  
Thence to Elsehul, where we picked up Ed Mickleburgh and David Matthews.  It was 
pitch dark and the launch went in with one inflatable down the beam of Bransfield's 
searchlight. Later the light from the ship illumined ghostly prions fluttering by like 
gigantic snowflakes.  

Next day, 9 January, was pleasant and sunny for a change, the sea a turquoise-
jade green.  We sailed northabout along the coast, past the Bay of Isles, with 
alternating headlands and glaciers.  The geology was very striking, with folds and 
faults and thrusts in profusion, visible in the high rock faces and ridges.  We passed 
into Stromness Bay with Leith, Stromness and Husvik whaling stations successively 
coming into view.  There was lovely lighting in tones of brown and green.  We saw 
several herds of reindeer on the shore.  I went in by launch and spent c. 45 mins 
looking over the deserted Husvik station - including the dramatic sight of the old 
catcher Karakata, perched high and dry on a slipway on land, with grass growing in 
her decks.   

Thence to Grytviken, where we arrived at 2 o’clock and tied up at the whaling 
jetty.  The base launch Albatros and two inflatables came out to meet us.  I went over 
to the base with P G Peter, Geoff Tanner (Geologist) and Derek Gipps (NERC HQ), 
we were shown over by Mick Pawley (BC).  There were 26 on base, and 18 expected 
to winter.  They had had a good winter and so far nine ships had called, including 
the French yacht Basile.  This had a crew of seven: 3 yachtsmen and 4 climbers (alpine 
guides).  They intended to climb in South Georgia and then sail to Cape Town.  

I stayed on base for dinner and talks with other people. It was Tanner's birthday 
that day and a cake was put on for him, complete with candles.  I.  There was a jolly 
party in the bar and I walked up to Shackleton's cross, then back along the shore in 
the dark.  I had a long talk with Mick Pawley: next season was to be his last, but he 
would stay on if he could bring his wife down - in 2 yrs time when his daughter 
would be independent.  We decided that Ashley (Faraday Cook), due to move here 
should be sacked rather than lower SG standards.  All reports have been 
unfavourable.  The other problem over the wet laboratory seemed to be soluble.  The 
compressors had been repaired and the materials for a new through-flow system 
would be available so piping could be put in this season.  The waterpipe to be 
installed from Grytviken whaling station had set hard in big coils and needed to be 
stretched - a time-consuming job.  Next day I walked around for half an hour before 
breakfast and then around to the Point to check on progress; all was going well.  
There was a football match in the rain, between Bransfield and the base, won by base 
8-0!.  We left for Halley at about 1.30 pm.  

It was a calm uneventful passage and on the evening of 11 January were passing 
through open pack ice, with the searchlight casting a bright shaft and illuminating 
the ice ahead; it was most beautiful, theatrical and dramatic. One hoped to see a 
ballerina leap into the limelight.  The calm sea was an absolute black, contrasting 
with the blindingly white floes, the ship gliding inexorably and quietly through (on 
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one engine!), with the occasional judder and bump.  At about 10 o’clock we were 
abeam of Saunders Island - a white volcanic cone with a low-lying coastal fringe of 
black rock.  Earlier in the afternoon we had seen Leskov and Visokoi Islands (in the 
distance).  We would have seen Candlemas Island, but for the overcast.  David Smith 
was painting the scene from the bridge - "Dick, we've just passed a volcano."  There 
was an amusing film in the Fiddery, with Peter Ustinov: "Blackbeard".  It continued 
calm with occasional bergs but no pack ice and we began to see Antarctic petrels.  
From noon on 12 January we headed 185°, almost due south.  The days passed 
uneventfully: signals came in and I drafted replies, very little life in the pack, except 
for two groups of whales - about twenty and twelve each on two days.  It became 
much colder and we moored at about 3 o’clock on 15 January to the fast ice in 
Mobster Creek (named after a dog team), where a party from Halley base was 
waiting to dig in the deadmen,  The creek was about twice the length of the ship at 
the ice edge, the ice about 8-9 ft thick and older, thicker ice filled the inner half of the 
creek.   

I left the ship about 4.30 pm with Peter Witty in the ‘snow kitten’ along with 
[Peter?] Tanner and Derek Gipps for an inspection of the base.  It was about 41/2 
miles 'inland' and driving at about 10 mph it took us about 40 mins.  A long detour 
was necessary to avoid the cracks in the shelf, marking a continuation of the creek.  
In the course of the next week the track would become very well marked by vehicle 
tracks.  We returned from base about 10.30 pm very impressed with it.  There was 
daylight all 'night' and a night shift working on the cargo.  Some 65 tons of general 
cargo and 650 drums of fuel were to be unloaded and taken to the base.  I went up to 
the base again from 2.30 - 5.30 pm to inspect the outside facilities and returned to the 
ship for dinner. Tanner walked both ways.  On 17 January the perfect weather 
continued and I went off to the base again and stayed overnight.  We inspected the 
Armco and related problems.  

After dinner between 7-8 o'clock, I spoke to the base alone for 31/2 hrs.  I 
expressed my appreciation of the great amount of work they had accomplished and 
talked about: the special problems of Halley, communications, the planned new base.  
We discussed questions raised by base members such as: Women in the Antarctic.  
Twenty base members were present including three incoming men.  Only one of 
them was in favour of women at Halley.  I explained my current policy (women at 
Grytviken only for the summer and on the ship for the Offshore Biological 
Programme); at least 50% were even doubtful about that.  I recognized the special 
features of life at Halley.  In the rigorous environment there was a need for extra 
labour to maintain the base; there was a difficulty about extra recreational facilities - 
at least 30 good quality films a year should be supplied.  The new base should have a 
gym large enough for table tennis, weight lifting, exercise bicycles etc.  There should 
be a quiet room in addition to the lounge.  We should supply adequate storage space 
inside to minimize the labour of ‘raising’ the outside dumps (to keep them above the 
surface).  

We also discussed indents; the supply of some stores was in excess of needs. On 
Ranulph Feinnes' Trans-Globe Expedition (TGE) - the BAS policy was accepted by 
the base who said they had followed it in their discussions with SANAE (South 
African Station). - They were fed up with TGE! Discussing International politics I 
explained the current situation re the Antarctic Treaty, Antarctic Resources and the 
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new Convention on Antarctic Marine Living Resources (CAMLR).  Newsletters could 
be improved.  There was also a general wish for more words allocate per week in the 
private telegrams.  Only one man wanted telephone opportunities.  I stayed 
overnight in the dormitory, very comfortable in my sleeping bag, though the 
temperature was -5°C. in the room!  

The weather continued fine and we had a further look at the outside facilities next 
day.  We visited the Old Base which showed an extraordinary deformation of its 
structures due to the ice pressures; it was now about 60 ft down under the surface.  
Steel RSJs were contorted, broken and snapping.  It had provided very valuable 
storage space, but some parts were now dangerous and should be sealed-off.  Its 
expected further useful life was about 18 months; then we would have to consider 
digging snow caves - roofed trenches at the surface every two years.  I had some 
discussion with Chris Johnson and Steve Smith (MOs) who confirmed a lack of 
health problems.  On the question of medical confidentiality they were very positive 
on the need to preserve the doctor/patient relationship which they felt would be 
destroyed if the patients were to think or know that information was being passed on 
to HQ.  Breaking this rapport would only be justified in a serious emergency.  They 
would welcome better arrangements for medical consultation and for medical stores.  
They thought the stores and equipment were very adequate for the situations likely 
to arise, but suggested that more consultation with Cambridge HQ was desirable.   

The base gave a party for the ship, which many attended and there was an 
excellent buffet.  I had another night on the base and fitted in a visit to the memorial 
to [ ?? ] at Second Chip - sledge-mounted so as not to be buried.  I stayed on base two 
nights, and returned to the ship during the morning of the 19 January.  The fine 
weather continued and I had watched a balloon ascent; I also had various jobs to do 
and other people to see.  

The weather continued fine; I did some writing and agreed a revised itinerary for 
the Bransfield with Stuart Lawrence; also did some washing and watched a film "The 
Eagle has Landed".  On 21 January I went up to the ship for the day, which I spent 
talking with people and making notes, I stayed on for dinner - the first ‘Saturday 
night’ for the l980 wintering team.: fruit macedoine, boeuf Stroganoff, strawberries and 
cream, wines etc.  I spoke to the base after dinner for two hours about the importance 
of Halley and Atmospheric Sciences in the BAS strategy and returning to the ship at 
10.30 pm with Miles Moseley (new BC) turned in at 12.15 am.  It was still very fine 
and the colouring exceptionally beautiful.   

 
General impressions of Halley 
1. There had been a most encouraging improvement since my last visit in l976. 

Morale was very high and with nine second-year men we could expect the coming 
year to be equally good.  

2. They had had a very hard-working year, possibly too hard, under the 
leadership of Pete Witty.  The most hard, tedious and back-breaking work was the 
ice-chipping to maintain the insulating void between the huts and the surrounding 
ice, which maintained the integrity of the structures. Some 1300 x 40 gallon drums of 
ice fragments were removed and as a result the Armco tubing was almost completely 
clear and dry. The huts had been leveled and/or raised as necessary to clear the 
Armco.  The main area of tilting was at the kitchen end of the dormitory block, 
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possibly due to the weight of the water tanks and the influence of the previously 
uninsulated Aga cooker flue.  The Armco was buckling and splitting at the seams 
although not as yet seriously; but it would begin to push up the hut floors before 
very long.  However, I had no worries about the base lasting another 3 years - a view 
shared by Derek Gipps and the other HQ staff.  But planning of the new base was 
now urgent and we would need a decision in l980 on funding if we were to rebuild in 
l982/83.  

3. This success was related to the successful solution of the air circulation 
problem; the generator shed and Armco spaces were now cool.  

4. The garage ramp had been maintained and its Armco tube extended by ten 
metres, a large job. The garage escape shaft had been improved. The snow chutes 
(taking snow blocks to make water) had been rebuilt.  A new toilet system was 
installed. The generator shed passage had been rebuilt with timber recovered from 
the old base; the Armco had been painted white and numerous other improvements 
made to the base.  

5. ‘Snow discipline’ was good and accumulation minimal.  There was a 
remarkable lack of surface clutter, due to clearance of unnecessary equipment. The 
old base had been used for storage instead of raising the dumps, but its life was 
estimated at only 18 months and parts of it must be cleared now for safety.  The 
unused ionospheric (whistler experiment) aerials had been dismantled and stored in 
the old base.  The fuel dumps had been raised and 60 lost drums recovered.  

6. Fire precautions had been improved.  Fire was the greatest danger. 
7. The vehicles were in an excellent state of repair; cranes had been made for the 

 IH and muskeg.  
8. The radio room had been reorganized and the system of wiring rationalized.  
9. The outside guidance cables had been raised on dunnage and run in straight 

 lines.  
10. The scientific programmes had been fully achieved and the data reduction 

was all up to date.  Gardner and Rodger (middle management Physical Sciences) had 
had enough time for discussions of the scientific programmes (seven days) and were 
satisfied with the results.  Gilbert had made a complete photographic coverage  - 
including the old base.  

11. The Absolute magnetic tunnel (Solid Earth Physics) appeared to be totally 
unaffected by ice pressure, although it was now 20 ft down, suggesting a remarkable 
success of the timber arch system, gothic in shape, and looking like a small chapel 
lined with glistening ice crystals!  

12. The ionospheric hut (‘red box’) was a success.  It stood at 1 m above the 
surface on raised a 4 inch box-girder kegs, but vibrated in the wind; it should be 
cross braced with wires for stability.  It required about 3 Kw of power for heating in 
winter (temperatures down to -50°C), was adequate in size for 3 men to work, but 
had no spare space and no storage of workshop space. The situation would improve 
a little when the bulky ‘beastie’ (Ionospheric sounder) was replaced.  

13. We should place the new Advanced Ionospheric Sounder (AIS) hut to the 
north east, but as near as possible (c.200 yards) to avoid a snow tail affecting the 
balloon shed etc; the prevailing wind from the east.  

14. The old "beastie" hut, made redundant by the AIS should now be closed 
because it was becoming unsafe - due to depth and pressure.  
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15. A case could be made for a surface tractor workshop, even though the base 
was sub-surface, to avoid the labour involved in repeatedly digging out the ramp.  

 
On 22 January it was time to leave and the ship cast off at 7.30 am. We 

experienced some trouble initially, because a small iceberg had drifted in to seaward 
of us and the fast ice was breaking up near the edge.  We steamed up the coast to 
inspect the ice edge, first to Piggott Bay and the Gin Bottle, where we found no ice-
ramps at all.  A huge new iceberg in Piggott represented part of the ice shelf that had 
broken off and tilted.  We saw about 50 emperor penguins and 50 crabeater seals in 
Piggott Bay.  There was still plenty of fast ice in the bay and some pack, very sharp-
angled, where it had broken up.  That morning I was delighted to see and elephant 
seal (c 6 yr old male) on an ice floe - an unusual sight in those latitudes.  Then we 
moved on down the coast again.  Robin Plumley (Second/Officer?) was charting the 
shelf ice edge again.  There had been little general change, but small local changes in 
the creeks and other small-scale features.  The base had moved [1-6?] nautical miles 
in two years, but was still 2 nm from the edge.  We could see stains in the ice cliffs at 
various levels, representing the remains of the original International Geophysical 
Year (IGY) base (built l956); the deepest were about 60-70 ft below the surface.  

We saw about a dozen minke whales, one breaching - its belly a perfect shining 
white.  We counted about 20 emperor penguins, the largest group comprising six.  
We passed on south to the Dawson-Lambton Glacier and turned back on reaching 
76°S.  On all this stretch of coast there were no places suitable for a relief operation 
(no creeks and no ramps) and the fast ice was extensive in Precious Bay and to the 
south.  When we returned to Mobster Creek the fast ice, although 7-8 ft thick was 
undulating in a heavy swell and one could see ripples travelling along its surface.  
The base members were waiting back at the thicker and safer 3-year old ice and we 
put the bow in and let down a rope ladder for them to come aboard.  At 6 o’clock we 
really had to leave and they climbed down onto the ice, which was breaking up by 
then, and ran back to the thicker ice.  As we left they set off some of the pink smoke 
flares and a bright cloud rolled down the creek towards us.  They also fired red 
signal flares and the ship returned the salute with some parachute flares.  The sun 
was shining brilliantly as it had done throughout a very successful relief operation.  

We steamed northwards past apparently interminable ice cliffs beyond the low 
shelf.  There the ice shelf extended much further to the west than the satellite chart 
showed.  Then a marvelous experience ensued: a remarkable concentration of whales 
in groups of up to 20 appeared, each attended by flocks of feeding Antarctic petrels, 
flying at about the same speed as the whales were swimming and evidently able to 
see the whales under the surface.  These were minkes - some partly breaching - often 
in line abreast, their position marked by a line of 'puffs’.  It seemed clear that the 
birds were using the whales as indicators of food.  Naughtily, Stuart chased some of 
the whales to get a closer view and Bransfield easily overtook them at about 12 knots.  
The colours were breathtaking: bergs to the west of us had pale Reckitt's-blue cliffs, 
purple-pink tops, and lemon yellow sides where facing the sun.  All were made 
mysterious by the mirage-refraction effects.  The colouring of the sky was graduated 
through pink at the horizon to yellow-green-blue on high, with alto-cumulus clouds 
a pale beige.  The mainland cliffs continued as a deep yellow wall and whales were 
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still blowing and feeding.  We had seen probably 150-200 of them in this relatively 
small area. 

It was very stormy overnight and next day we were running northwest before an 
easterly sea, with scattered bergy bits and variable visibility.  The stormy weather 
continued.  It was difficult to do much because of the motion, but it ameliorated 
during the night and was calm again on 25 January.  A light-mantled sooty albatross 
accompanied us.  The ice report (from satellite imagery) was received and indicated 
that there was pack ice between us and Signy – but narrower than to the east and 
west of us.  At noon we entered the pack.  These were relatively small new floes; 
calm and overcast weather resulted in colours that were grey, white, turquoise-blue, 
bottle-green with some yellow in the sky.  I read the Halley annual reports and was 
shown around the engine room and had its complexities explained to me.  
Throughout the day the pack thickened and floe size increased.  There were few 
birds: Antarctic petrels, snow petrels, giant petrels and some terns; also very few 
seals.  At about 9 o’clock we stopped because the leads’ direction wasn't clear.  We 
started again at 2.30 am and by 9 o’clock were clear of it.  We had passed through 186 
miles of pack ice at an average speed of about 9 knots - which was surprising.  

It was flat calm, clear, but with grey skies.  We talked with Signy at about 10.30 
am and learnt that they had similar weather and I arranged a programme for the 
Signy visit.  There were some very large, beautiful tabular bergs and the Mikhail 
Somov (Russian) was about 40 miles south of us, still in the pack.  I talked with 
Charles Swithinbank (Head of Earth Sciences), who was at Rothera.  The Polar Sea 
(US icebreaker) was on its way to them to carry out an inspection under the Antarctic 
Treaty.  On board was Al Fowler (NSF Administrator). Charles would ask for a lift to 
Palmer or Faraday, so as to avoid the need for Biscoe to collect him.  All was well at 
Rothera and the wider field season was going well.  We arrived at Signy about 7.30 
pm, in clear but cloudy weather and anchored off Outer Islet in the usual spot.  The 
base didn't come out to the ship and we would go ashore next day.  It was a pleasant 
convivial evening in the Superfiddery.  

27 January was a Sunday, a dull day with an inch of snow overnight.  I went 
ashore at 9.30am in the second scow and arranged to go all around the island in 
Serolis, the base launch.  We took an inflatable in tow for safety and for easy landings.  
The main object was to leave the base to handle the incoming cargo without 
interference and to see Phil Shaw's project on shags at first hand.  So first to 
Shagnasty (a well-named small rocky islet).  That year there had been a high 
mortality of shag nestlings and whereas on my l971 visit we ringed 500-600 at 
Shagnasty, there were only 50-100 of them surviving there this time.  The mortality 
appeared to be food-linked, because they had not put on weight for 2-3 weeks.  They 
were both metal- and colour-ringed and 20% of the colonies were ringed birds.  One 
problem was access and Phil needed a safe means of crossing from Signy Island to 
the islet - about 50 yards.  One possibility we discussed was a fixed wire, which 
could be used to pull a boat across (but brash can fill the strait); others were a 
breeches buoy arrangement; or a suspension bridge.  Dave Hill (Logistics) came 
along to advice.  There was also the possibility of camping on the islet, but 
unfortunately the only reasonably flat, safe area was in a noisome penguin rookery. 
However, a raised wooden box/hut might be arranged, or a tent on a raised 
platform.  We would discuss it further.  

181



Serolis went on around the coast, past many grounded bergs of fantastic shape 
and colour, on past Cummings Cove and Port Jebsen to Foca Cove where we landed 
to inspect the Foca field hut.  It was still dull and overcast, but calm and with the bay 
full of bergy bits, beautiful. Then to North Point and Adélie, chinstrap and gentoo 
penguins were in abundance there, and a single macaroni penguin. Also elephant 
and fur seals.  Many sheathbills, some with quite large chicks, were in evidence.  The 
North Point shags were affected, like the Shagnasty ones, and only 18 nests out of 56 
were occupied.  Phil wished to study the age-linked 'divorce rate' following the 
breeding failure; it should be higher in younger birds he thought.  It had been an 
interesting day and I stayed ashore for the night on base and talked with people.  

Another dull day with some fresh snow followed. Dr Peter Twin (NERC, Second 
Secretary) and Derek Gipps (NERC HQ) arrived ashore about 9.30 am and we 
walked over to Gourlay Peninsula, via Moraine Valley, to see the SIRS sites and 
discuss the terrestrial biology programmes. Bill Block, Pete Christie, Ken Richards 
(Biologists), Paul Whiteman and Alan Rodgers accompanied us.  It snowed 
intermittently as we looked at both SIRS sites and discussed the work on the ground.  
It all seemed to be going very well, with no obvious problems.  Ken Richards 
(Terrestrial Assistant) was maintaining the routine microclimate monitoring and 
doing special jobs for the others.  Pete Christie was looking particularly at the 
nutrient system and at nitrogen-fixation bacteria.  The models of the SIRS ecosystems 
were taking shape and indicating gaps in knowledge which needed to be filled by 
further work.  

We walked across to see Roger Filer's memorial cross and grave. (In 19-- he fell 
over a cliff in this area while bird-ringing on his own).  I noticed a lot of fur seals, 
which were beginning to rapidly increase in number from year to year.  A pup was 
born on the island that year, but now we couldn't find it.  Also an almost ‘white’ (not 
albino but ‘Isabelline’ = pale coloured) chinstrap penguin had been seen but was not 
on the nest - a pity.  We ate hot soup and biscuits at the Gourlay hut and then walked 
over to Rethval Cove, having called on the radio for a lift in Serolis, and so reached 
base at 3 o’clock.  Then I had a chat with Alistair Burn about his work on arthropod 
feeding and ageing, which was going well.  Another with Andrew Lister (York U 
research student) who was working on a simple predator-prey system involving 
Gamasellus which preys on other arthropods.  He had developed an efficient method 
of estimating the food of Gamasellus from gel-electrophoresis - characteristic patterns 
indicate what it has eaten.  He was also planning enclosure experiments (in plastic 
cylinders) to see how density changes affected the interactions.  I talked with Bill 
Block and Lauritz Sömme about their work on cold tolerance of arthropods.  They 
were obtaining very interesting results from acclimation experiments.  These 
indicated that acclimation to low temperatures (say, -25°C) leads to the production of 
glycerol and related anti-freeze compounds.  They had also established that on 
acclimation the freezing point of the arthropod was depressed.  

Later in the day I went up the back slope to look at the Fell Field Research Site - 
with Bill, Alistair and Andrew.  It was a beautiful evening as we walked back over 
the bluffs and to Knife Point, where the skuas were very approachable.  I took photos 
of the base from the Stone Chute.  We had an excellent dinner and I talked 
afterwards with George Hawthorn (Limnologist) about his problems.  Essentially his 
project called for a lot of routine counts of protozoa by a dilution technique and he 
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hadn't been able to get interested in it.  So he has spent more time on base work - he 
was Winter BC - and obviously had made a very good job of this.  Doug Allen 
(Professional Diver) gave us a slide show.  He had some excellent photographs, 
especially winter shots: base at sunset: Weddell seal at breathing hole, seals 
underwater, penguins, diving, benthos, in the Bare Rock cave and so on.  I stayed on 
base overnight.  The Doctor told me he had had a patient with gastritis, initiated by 
heavy drinking, fortunately not a common complaint.  To bed at 11.30 pm. 

29 January was a 'dingle' day and I waited for Derek Gipps to come ashore, when 
with some others we went across to Mirounga Flats taking two trips of the inflatable.  
First to Lake 2 where the Rollalong cabin was situated and George Hawthorn 
showed us his sampling methods.  We went out onto the lake in a rubber dinghy and 
he took a bottom core sample.  Then to Lake 1, where Ian Hawes (Limnologist) 
demonstrated how he measured the outflow rate by dilution of Potassium 
permanganate.  It wasn’t too convincing to me, but his general work on the nutrient 
balance of the lakes seemed to be sound.  On then to Lake 3 and down to Mirounga 
Flats again, where we called up the gemini on the radio and so back to base for 
lunch.  In the afternoon I talked with Ian about his programme and later with others, 
including Professor Geoff Pugh and Dennis Allsop (Portsmouth Polytechnic), who 
were working on fungi and getting some interesting results.  The air on Signy Island 
is remarkably free from spores.  For example a petri dish with culture medium 
collects only a few colonies in 5 hrs exposure on Signy; in the UK 10 seconds 
exposure would produce more.  They were to produce a checklist and conduct some 
more experimental work.  

That afternoon I walked up the hill to the site of the original Base H, where I lived 
from l948-50.  There was nothing much left, but the same magnificent views.  I 
walked over to Gash Cove - a regular trip in those early days - and down to Berntsen 
Point.  I returned to the ship at 5.30 pm, then dinner and a party in the Fiddery which 
I left at midnight.  The highlight was Stuart (Captain) on his knees surreptitiously 
trying to tie the laces of Peter Twinn's new BAS issue Bata desert boots together.  He 
succeeded but before it could take effect the sniggers of anticipation gave the game 
away!  Another lovely day followed, when I had talks with ‘Rick’ Price (Marine 
Biologist) and Doug Allen in the morning about their work; then with Dave Rootes, 
Phil Shaw, Kevin Corbin, Phil Sharples and Nigel Hart. After lunch I talked on the 
usual lines with the whole base about the future and this lead to a brief discussion, 
before I went out to the ship.  We sailed at 2 o’clock for Bird Island, South Georgia, 
still in good weather, out along the south coast of Coronation Island, through ranks 
of beautiful icebergs - many looking like massive modern sculptures in marble.  
Passing through Lewthwaite Strait we were soon out in the wide ocean heading 
north.  

Next day the morning was fine and calm and at 5.30 am a group of six southern 
bottle nosed whales was sighted; the usual birds were with us.  I agreed with Chris 
Johnson (who was going to act as MO for the duration of the Offshore Biological 
Programme (OBP)), that he should spend most of his time ashore writing up his 
research, but participate in the first two cruises on Biscoe.  If Biscoe should be delayed 
BAS would fly him home.  It continued to be a perfect day - the sea like a millpond 
and an almost cloudless sky.  I telephoned Maureen; it was lovely to hear her voice - 
and news - but over all too soon.  There was a superb full moon, leaving a shining 
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trail in the sea, the planets Jupiter and Mars brilliant.  On a film night in the 
wardroom "Marseilles Contract" was shown. A few days later we were off South 
Georgia and I got up early as we were entering Schlieper Bay (on the main island 
opposite Bird Island) on a fine and sunny morning with a calm sea.  The gemnini 
went ashore to the hut with mail and supplies for the field party. Then we went on to 
Bird Island, with fur seals porpoising and millions of birds feeding, especially in the 
tide rips at the southwest end of the island.  To the west the Willis Islands were clear 
and one could see the vast penguin colonies. I spoke with John Croxall who was on 
base; all was well and the work had been productive.  The geminis went ashore to 
collect Jerry Kooyman (Visiting US Bird Biologist), who had completed his planned 
work, but his colleague Randall Davis would stay on to continue it.  The uplift was 
achieved by 8.30 am.  

We decided to go to Right Whale Bay in the spare time we had - to see the king 
penguin rookery there.  Again we experienced perfect views and anchored off the 
beach about 10 o’clock and in to the shore in geminins.  There was a heavy swell, so 
we put out kedge anchors off the beach if we were to get off again.  We were able to 
spend about 11/4 hrs ashore.  There were about 500 king penguins there, fur seals, 
elephant seals and the remains of whale and seal skeletons.  It was an idyllic spot, 
with a mountain backdrop. Derek Gipps managed to get tangled in the Gemini's 
anchor going ashore and was pulled into the water, getting a wetting, but none the 
worse for it!  At noon we were moving on to Husvik in the lovely scenery, many 
birds and some fur seals accompanying the ship.  Finally to Grytviken, arriving at 6 
o’clock and tying up at the jetty there.  After dinner I talked with Mick Pawley.  It 
was a fine night with bright stars and moon and the peaks gleaming, ghostly in the 
velvet blackness.  

Next I left on a fine morning with Bob Headland (Biological Assistant), Tim 
Heilbronn, Peter Twinn, Derek Gipps and Geoff Pugh - for Maiviken.  We walked up 
the Bore Valley, botanizing on the way and down to the Maiviken Lakes. We visited 
the SIRS sites 1 and 2.  It was a lovely sunny day and I was most impressed with the 
luxuriant vegetation.  They gave me a good run down on the projects.  We went 
down to the beach at Tortula Cove, where there were fur seals, elephants and 
gentoos and across to the arch and cave, then back to site 1 for lunch.  As we were 
sitting there Jerry Bergen (Third Officer) came up to us in running kit.  He had run 
over from Bransfield in 27 minutes with a message that there was a ‘husky’ 
(emergency message) for me from Halley.  So I set off for the ship, about 2.15 pm and 
took about 35 minutes to get there.  

There had been a serious accident at Halley.  The aircraft, flown by Garry Studd, 
while making a low pass prior to landing, had hit and instantly killed Miles Moseley 
(BC); and injured Colin Morrell.  The Fids had all been on top of the caboose at the 
skiway taking photographs.  Geoff Renner (Senior Geophycist) was there.  I spoke to 
Jack Scotcher and asked him to take over as BC, and also talked with Geoff, Steve 
Smith (MO) and Garry.  It was a tragedy indeed.  Colin had fractured a vertebra, 
which should heal in 2-3 weeks, so evacuation was probably not necessary; in any 
case it would be by air.  After due consideration I decided that there was no point in 
Bransfield going back to Halley and that, after a day or so the aircraft would resume 
scientific flying.  With all respect to Miles it would not be good to shut down the 
programme and that would not have been Miles' wish anyway.  I drafted messages 
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to the bases etc and to the Coroner at Stanley.  I managed to get through to Ray Adie 
on the telephone to explain the situation and asked him to contact Miles' mother.  An 
important question was what about the body - I felt we must bury him at Halley and 
hoped she would agree.  I also asked Ray to phone Ray Beverton (Secretary of 
NERC) and Jimmie Beament (Chairman, NERC).  I would telephone him tomorrow 
to confirm that the next of kin had been informed and then would send out the other 
necessary messages.  I arranged another schedule with Halley for 1.30 pm next day.  
This threw a blight over our little community, but we watched Phil Sayers slide show 
after dinner.  I had a talk with Peter Twin and then went to bed.  There was nothing 
more to be done just then.  

On 3 February I sent messages to Cambridge HQ, Stanley, the bases, John Biscoe 
and posted them on the Bransfield and Grytviken base notice boards.  We opened the 
Church at Grytviken.  It was all so sad; and I felt desperately sorry for Garry.  But life 
went on and I had discussions with Andy Clarke, Mike Burchett and Dave Morris on 
the base.  When later I spoke with Halley they had a number of queries I was able to 
help with.  I also obtained further details.  I was very pleased to hear that Colin 
Morrell was not as seriously injured as first thought.  He had a crushed vertebra and 
was immobilized, but should be on his feet again in about two weeks time.  I spent 
hours trying to get through to Cambridge for a talk with Ray, and finally managed it 
about 5.30 pm when we discussed the situation.  He had been able to contact Miles' 
mother and his brother.  Ray Beverton was worried about court proceedings and 
wished to make an uniformative press statement, but I rejected this and managed to 
persuade him that my full message should be released.  I removed the name of the 
pilot and reference to the possibility of air evacuation of Colin Morrell from my 
signal and it would be transmitted next day.  I spoke again with Halley:  They were 
settling down and Colin was recovering quickly.  I went back to the base and talked 
with Dave Morris about his work.  Then I stayed for dinner and watched an amusing 
film about American Football.  I walked back to Bransfield at 0030 am in a snowstorm.  

Next morning I sent off some more signals and then went for a 11/2 hr walk to 
Penguin River, Hestesletten - mainly to get away and collect my thoughts.  I decided 
that I had done all I could for the time being about the tragedy of Miles death.  So I 
walked along the shore in dull weather, enjoying the fur and elephant seals and some 
teal.  Later I walked over to the base about noon and gave them my talk about the 
future problems of BAS etc, which went down well. I also conveyed the policy on 
women in the Antarctic.  I lunched on base and then, from 2-5 pm discussed the 
physics work with four men and the fungus work with Julian Hurst and Geoff Pugh.  
I returned to the ship for a 5.30 pm radio schedule with Halley and cleared up some 
of the remaining problems.  The aircraft were to leave by 7 February if all their work 
was completed by then.  Then I spoke again with Ray Adie at Cambridge.  He had 
been in touch with the Mosely family - who understood and accepted the situation - 
also with other parents who were worried.  He had also given the staff at BAS HQ a 
full account.  I knew I could count on him to do what was necessary.  

I returned to the base for their buffet party. The huge table was laden with 
'goodies' - reindeer meat and pâté, lamb, pork, chicken, fish (local Notothenia 
gibberifrons), salads, sweets, cheese and wine.  Beer at the bar.  It was a fantastic and 
delicious spread and Chris Gilbert took photographs. I walked back afterwards and 
was in bed by 11.30 pm.  We sailed at 10 o’clock next day. Mid-morning, I had a 
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phone call to Harold Bennett (Coroner) and the Acting Governor at Stanley and also 
spoke with Baker (Chief Secretary and Acting High Commissioner for British 
Antarctic Territory (BAT).  They were very sympathetic and helpful.  They told me 
that burial could occur and an inquest be conducted by report and telephone 
questioning of those involved.  That should be the end of the matter.  I learnt that 
morning that there had been an accident on the West German Expedition.  The 
injured man was being taken out by the Irizar (Argentine icebreaker).  

We steamed close inshore at Leith and Stromness without stopping and there 
were reindeer there.  Initially the weather was fine and then 'mank' set in.  We had 
3/4 hr ashore at the deserted whaling station at Prince Olav Harbour - a chaos of 
twisted metal and timber.  Apparently when it was closed down in l932 it was also 
blown up.  We landed on the timbers of a grassed-over jetty - a luxuriant growth of 
tussock and other grasses, and mosses.  There was a beached metal sailing ship 
nearby, the ‘Brutus’ (Rosa?), which also had tussock grass growing all over it.  The 
station itself was a complete shambles.  The elephant seals had occupied some of the 
buildings; the wooden plan was overgrown with vegetation - moss, grass, Acaena, 
etc.  There was a rather splendid old steam engine.  Four black fur seal pups played 
on the beach to the north.  I talked with Halley that afternoon and it was a quiet 
evening on the ship which was rolling heavily.  

Another typical day followed, thick fog and a heavy swell during the night  and 
on into the day, although the sun was trying to break through.  A group of 12 
porpoises was nearby, but we weren't able to identify them; there were no birds to be 
seen.  I caught up on my washing on this uneventful day.  That afternoon I spoke 
again with Jack Scotcher and Geoff Renner at Halley.  Morale they said was very 
good and the base was looking forward to winter.  The weather was poor, but they 
hoped for improvement, when they would complete a photographic run at 8,000 ft, 
down the coast to N9.  They had already done the aerophotography at 1,500 ft to 10 
miles beyond Mobster Creek.  Paul spoke with Garry Studd and said he seemed very 
normal.  A film night, we saw "Play Misty for Me" a thriller with Clint Eastwood 
starring.  It remained foggy outside but was already much warmer now that we had 
crossed the Convergence.  

We had another very stormy night with a bout of particularly heavy rolls about 4 
o’clock.  I had to get up a couple of times to re-stow items that broke loose in the 
cabin. Next day began with fog but improved so that the afternoon and evening were 
bright sunshine.  There were few birds - mainly shearwaters and albatrosses.  At 
about 2 o’clock, in 47°50'S, 44°55'W, a wandering albatross flew into the radio aerial 
between the bridge and mainmast and crashed into the surround of the monkey 
island, with a resounding bang, breaking its neck.  We put it into a plastic bag and 
into the deep freeze.  Stuart phoned down from the bridge to say that it was like an 
Oceanarium up top, with whales and dolphins all over the place.  We went up and 
were treated to a superb display by squads of rare right whale dolphins Lissodelphis 
peronii.  There was between 100 and 150 in groups of up to 15, porpoising in unison 
like lines of charging cavalry – indeed their markings, simple black dorsally and 
white below, were like a uniform.  There was still quite a heavy sea and they burst 
through the sides of the waves, seeming to hang in the air, even fly, for a few 
moments.  The ship was doing about 11 knots and they easily kept pace, some in the 
bow wave until they tired of the novelty.  There was also about 15-20 southern bottle 
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nosed whales (Globicephala) swimming across the path of the dolphins.  The pure 
white of the dolphins' bellies was transformed to bottle-green under water.  The 
position was 47°15'S, 45°40'W.  One of the most spectacular displays I have seen and 
right whale dolphins are very rarely recorded; I had seen them only once before 
much further north. A colourful sunset followed.  

On 8 February it was bright and sunny, but no let-up in the motion overnight.  It 
continued so all day, but the sun came out in the afternoon.  We saw large flocks of 
birds at the surface and passed through skeins of zooplankton.  They were orientated 
at c. 50-60° to the ship’s course along the direction of the wind and sea and about a 
metre below the surface, looking like streaks of blood.  Although the streaks were 
quite clear it wasn't possible to make out the individual organisms from bridge 
height.  I had dinner with the Superfids - a difficult meal because of the heavy roll - 
and we talked until 11 o’clock.  Next day was close and humid, overcast, with a 
heavy swell that made for pitching and corkscrewing.  The wind speed was about 40 
knots and there was a lot of spray as we bucketed into the waves.  It remained dull 
and overcast until sunset when we had a bright colourful sky display.  I spoke with 
Halley for the last time from the Bransfield.  They seemed to be in good spirits.  The 
film "Topaz" was shown.  

Next day, Sunday 10 February the sea was much calmer, with a light following 
wind and we were on one engine - for economy - so the ride was much smoother.  It 
was till overcast and few birds were around. Next day we arrived in Montevideo and 
took our onward flights to the UK.  

I had been away 48 days and had a variety of experiences.  This voyage had 
shown me the advantages of keeping in direct touch with the operational side of the 
BAS activities and I had again learnt a great deal through talks with the men in the 
field.  

 
 

 
 
 
The l981 - l982 season 
 
 

I left home at 3.30 pm on 13 February and met Sir Donald Logan and Stuart 
Lawrence in the Clansmen Lounge at Gatwick.  Donald was making an Antarctic 
visit, at my invitation, to report to NERC on Health and Safety matters in BAS.  I had 
met him through serving on his delegation to international meetings that led to the 
adoption of the forward looking ‘Convention for the Conservation of Antarctic 
Marine Living Resources’ (CCAMLR).  We travelled by British Caledonian DC10 to 
Buenos Aires via Recife, Rio and Sao Paulo. Arriving about noon we were met by 
Daniel Bolzani, BAS Agent; Stuart flew on to Mar del Plata to await the Bransfield‘s 
arrival and we were taken to Hotel San Antonio, small and old, with an eighteenth 
century flavour.  Next morning we went to Houlders (the Agents) to talk with 
Collingwood, and then on to the Embassy to see Michael Hickson and Daniel 
Vergani (elephant seal biology).  Donald and I had lunch with Michael at a pleasant 
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small restaurant - bifé de lomo of course!  A taxi took us to the airport at 3 o’clock 
where we met the rest of the party: Alan Allison (Chief Engineer), Graham Phippen 
(Second? Officer), Richard Hanson, Ian Collinge (BAS HQ), Roland Lewis (?).  A 40 
min flight took us to Mar del Plata, where we joined the Bransfield; it was very humid 
but fortunately there was a stiff breeze.  I shared the stateroom with Donald Logan 
for the voyage.  The ship was moored at the breakwater, moving in a slight swell, 
with the lights of the town along the shore inside us.  HMS Endurance was there and 
several stern trawlers from BA.  

We spent several days in Mar del Plata, 16-19 February.  The weather remained 
sunny but not too warm.  The first day I spent talking with people on the ship.  The 
same again next day and I went ashore in the evening with Donald Logan and John 
Bawden (BAS Institute Secretary).  We walked along the front to the town centre 
where we had a good meal of steak and salad, wine, and icecream.  Then back again 
in the dark.  Next day a coach left for BA but John Bawden flew there.  I spent the 
morning again in discussions, but later Donald and I walked to the fishing port.  It 
was a lively, bustling scene, with many yellow-orange fishing boats tied-up, entering 
or leaving.  The market was interesting, where fish was being auctioned to buyers in 
blue overalls: shrimps, prawns, squid, hake, cod, skates and lots of other exotic fish 
species.  The main interest for me though was the sealions which swam around in the 
harbour, eating rejected fish and also leapt out onto the boats to lie on their decks in 
the sun.  They also occupied ledges among the supports of the jetties.  They  made a 
lot of noise.  We took some photos, had a beer and walked back.  We acquired a 
touch of the sun which was very strong that day.  On 19 February we were invited to 
lunch on Endurance.  We were collected by naval Land Rover at 12.15 pm and met by 
Captain Nick Barker in whites, for drinks in his small cabin with a friend, Binnie 
Macadam, of Anglo-Argentine extraction.  She was very good company and we had 
lively talk.  

We had to return by 2 o’clock, when Bransfield was due to sail and managed it just 
in time.  A long rigmarole with the Pilot and two tugs followed and then we set off 
due south for the Falklands.  There was a boat drill that afternoon. Then more talks 
and Bob Handley's birthday was celebrated at a party under the stars.  Next day was 
passed in work until we were invited to the Fids Sundowner on deck - a tradition 
that had developed on the voyage out from UK.  We were enjoying ourselves in the 
sunshine when a school of about 40 pilot whales (Globicephala) passed quite close, 
swimming roughly north north west.  Saturday night dinner included steak and 
Chateauneuf du Pape.  Talked, read and wrote during the evening.  The wind veered 
during the night and the seas became quite rough; Donald was not up to it and so 
remained horizontal.  It was a Sunday and I accompanied the Captain on his weekly 
rounds, during which I saw a splendid model of the Bransfield, about 1 m long, 
made by Mossie (the launchman); it was very good indeed.  Drinks with Stuart at 
noon and a large curry lunch.  

We arrived at Stanley on 22 February, early in the morning.  After clearance we 
went ashore at 10 o’clock, had a short talk with Myriam Booth, BAS representative, 
and then on to GH for a meeting with the Governor, Rex Hunt, and Chief Secretary 
Dick Baker; we moved into GH as guests.  I met Harry Cam and his daughter over 
lunch. He had just bought Douglas Station, East Falkland (for £1/2 million?).  A self-
made Yorkshireman, he had made his millions from 'muck'.  I decided he was more 
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interested in oil than in sheep.  But he had ideas for changing farming methods: 
skidoos for transport and metal 'wings' to prevent sheep from falling on their sides 
and not being able to get up again (known as being 'cast'); it sounded very 
implausible!  In the afternoon I had a sticky meeting with the Rex Hunt, Dick Baker, 
Bill Ethridge (Postmaster) and Lewis Clifton (Philatelic Bureau), a frank discussion of 
philatelic problems which I needn’t go into.  In general it was resolved in favour of 
the BAS view.  I wrote some postcards and gave them and a letter to Myriam to post.  
The Governor gave a party at 6 o’clock which went on until 8.30 pm - Fids, also the 
Cams and Ian Stuart (??) etc. We had dinner at 9 o’clock and afterwards watched the 
Governor and Cam play snooker,  

Next morning I had a 9 o’clock meeting with the Governor.  We cleared up 
Grytviken matters (as a result of earlier negotiations the FI Government was 
reluctantly to pay BAS to undertake the administration there, w.e.f. 1 April), subject 
to a telegram to Cambridge.  At 10 o’clock I interviewed Angus Robertson for the 
Postal Clerk position. At 11 o’clock I went to the Deanery to seek advice from Harry 
Bagley, the vicar, on the memorial service for Rob Atkinson and John Anderson (who 
had been killed in the crevasse accident at Rothera).  He gave me a form of service 
and I borrowed 20 hymn books.  I went back to GH for a tête-a-tête lunch with the Rex 
Hunt.  (He let his hair down about problems - both re the Islands and domestic ones. 
He would like Uganda as his next posting, but his wife would leave him, as she 
would if he came back to the Falklands.  Bermuda seemed to be the only other 
possibility acceptable to her!).   After lunch I visited the Grassland Trials Unit, which 
had undergone a great improvement and seemed to be flourishing.  They shared a 
site with meteorology.  I had a brief chat with Danny Borland (a friend from early 
South Georgia days, now weather forecaster in Stanley - mainly for the FI air service).  
I also spoke with the current Goose Officer, from Department of Applied Biology, 
Cambridge.  Down again for tea with Derek Bielby (BAS summer Dentist), at the 
Upland Goose and a short further talk with Myriam before going out to the ship.  I 
found that a trip to Kidney Island was not possible.  The Bransfield’s launchman, 
Steve Smith, sought repatriation on compassionate grounds and I agreed after some 
discussion.  (His wife was young and her mother had just died so she needed 
support).  

So we set sail at 5.30 pm, after some further delay, passing Polish fishing vessels, 
factory trawlers, in Port William.  We watched a film "Airplane" - amusing but rather 
sick humour in places.  Next day was uneventful and the next, with improving 
weather until we were nearing the South Orkneys, our first call, when fog clamped 
down.  We sighted the first icebergs and then two Russian trawlers twelve miles 
north of the Inaccessible Islands, the N. Ostrovsky  and the ESSW Grad..  One was 
fishing a mid-water trawl, the other had a boom out on the starboard side and 
appeared to be 'cooking'.  More bergs appeared, but many fewer than normal and 
then the Sandefjord Bay coast and Signy came into view.  It was all looking very grey 
and dirty because of a warm summer and excessive melt.  We passed through 
Normanna Strait to anchor at 9 o’clock off the base.  Latterly we had had the 
searchlight on and it was snowing with a wind of up to 50 knots - very unpleasant to 
be outside.  There was an interesting flow-pattern of wind over the bows, defined by 
the drifting snow flecks in the deck lights, contrasting with the black background.  
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Probably the wind was crossing Signy Island in the same way, from the south, with 
its force unabated.  

On 26 February we went ashore at 9 o’clock in the morning of a cold, grey day - in 
the launch - and then were ferried the last bit to the slipway in an inflatable.  David 
Rootes (BC) showed us around the base.  The main change since my last visit was the 
new hut, which was impressive, two storeys high and very long, it provided a lot of 
badly needed storage space, plus two walk-in deep-freezes, two CT Rooms, a dive 
facility etc.  It had been named Sörlie House after Signy Sörlie.  Tonsberg House was 
standing up well to use and would be modified once the transfer to Sörlie House was 
completed.  We had a large lunch in the lounge.  Then I finished my round of the 
base and walked over to visit the Fellfield sites with Alan Hemmings (next winter 
BC) and Paul Harrison (Plant physiologist - lichens).  We followed the familiar route 
along the shore and up the Stone Chute into Moraine Valley.  My earlier impressions 
of a large melt-back were confirmed; very little ice was left on the eastern slopes of 
Signy, especially Mount Robin.  From Moraine Valley we went over the Bluffs and 
down again to base.  I was back aboard about 6 o’clock.  The Fids had organized a 
whist drive from 8 o’clock, and I talked and drank with them until midnight.  

Next day we were ashore about 9 o’clock in the inflatable, transferred to the 
launch Serolis and went around to Stygian Cove.  The divers had gone ahead and we 
were met by Cynan Ellis-Evans (Limnology) and Richard Hanson (HQ).  There were 
large numbers of fur seals and some elephants in the cove. We walked over to Lake 1 
for me to see the diving procedure and I inspected the limnological hut, a Rollalong.  
They had a 3.5 Kw generator for heating it and for the instruments and equipment.  
We returned by sea to base and from there to Gourlay Peninsula with Phil Shaw, 
Gavin Lishman and Bob Foster.  We landed below the hut, seeing a good solar halo 
on the way, and thence to the study sites (penguins), where we saw an example of 
sheathbill opportunistic feeding behaviour; a pair flew to interrupt the transfer of 
food from adult to chick penguin.  There was time for discussion of their work with 
the three base members.  While we were talking a leopard seal in the bay below us 
took a penguin and rapidly skinned it by shaking it out of its skin and eating it.  The 
skin was left floating, created a small oil slick and quickly attracted some Wilson's 
petrels and giant petrels.  The Adélies had left and only chinstraps were there now, 
their young nearly fledged.  We returned to base for a late lunch and I spent the 
afternoon talking with Dave Rootes, Dennis Macrohan, Paul Harrison and some of 
the others.  

We sailed at 6 o’clock for James Ross Island across the Weddell Sea near the tip of 
the Antarctic Peninsula and after some fine spells during the day when Coronation 
was clear it 'manked-in' and there was little to see.  We had a very rough night, doing 
a sounding run for Birmingham University and it continued rough during the next 
day.  Donald wasn't very happy.   Silver-grey petrels and cape pigeons, some giant 
petrels, prions and one light-mantled sooty albatross surrounded us.  On Monday 1 
March I woke as we were passing Joinville and Dundee Islands; it was much calmer.  
We went along the coast. past Vega Island in Herbert Channel, towards sledge 
'Oscar': John Ineson (geologist) and Mike Sharp (GA).  They were waiting with their 
equipment on the shore in the bay east of Brandy Bay and the launch and inflatable 
went in to pick them up.  Then we moved on, past some very spectacular scenery in 
Prince Gustav Channel to uplift sledge 'Pappa':  Alistair Crame (Palaeontologist) and 
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Dave Burkitt (GA).  This time a launch, scow and inflatable went in to the spit west of 
Brandy Bay - near an Argentine Refugio - to take them off.  There was spectacular 
'Arizona' type scenery with volcanic 'mesas' overlying the tertiary sediments.  

During the day I saw about 25 minke whales and several hundred crabeater seals 
(the diurnal peak in numbers hauled out was noticeable), also a few Weddells and 
leopards.  There were very few birds - some terns, one snow petrel and one skua 
only.  We went further into the Channel towards the ice shelf, but were turned back 
by thick pack ice.  Trinity Peninsula was clear and the afternoon sunshine balmy.  We 
anchored off Brandy Bay for the night.  An Argentine twin-otter aircraft flew around 
us several times, having a good look.  There was a new moon and a beautiful twilight 
with pink glow.  

2 March dawned a glorious calm morning.  Some bergs had bumped into the ship 
during the night so we left at 4.30 am for Dundee Island, in flat calm, with no wind 
and a low sun reflected from the water.  There was some pack and new ice in the 
spaces.  Lovely pastel colours.  There was also a startlingly high concentration of 
leopard seals - more than I had ever seen in an equivalent period: 17 counted in 16 
mins and the pack was only about 1/10th.  This high density continued during the 
day, some quite small floes holding as many as eight of them, and by the end of the 
day I had counted 64; this was by no means all and those I counted were all within 
100-150 metres of the ship.  Crabeaters were present too but not in much greater 
numbers. There were still very few birds.  

We reached Welchness, site of the unoccupied Argentine Station, Petrel, at about 
10 o’clock, conditions still very calm.  The party of biologists and geologists went 
ashore first and then we all went ashore for about an hour.  We went in by launch, 
with the final ferry by inflatable through heavy, grounded floes along the shore.  The 
point was a flat shingle spit which covered a large area - used as a landing strip.  
There were about 17 huts, several grouped to the north, and a line of stores and 
workshops along a higher ridge, including a huge aircaft hanger.  Between the base 
and the glacier/ice cap was a moraine of soil and small stones.  It looked as though 
the base had been recently visited because one door was sealed with mastic that 
looked recently applied.  We saw one gentoo penguin near the base and a small 
group on the southern part of the spit.  There were numerous crabeater seal skeletons 
- or at least I came upon four as I was walking over a small fraction of the spit and 
Donald found one on the moraine.  Unfortunately they were old and no skulls or 
teeth were visible.  (The James Ross Island party had earlier found about 50 
crabeater's remains of varying ages in the bay west of Brandy Bay - and collected a 
few teeth for me).  The biologists collected five species of mites and some mosses and 
lichens.  The geologists found no in situ rocks, although they saw some underwater 
from the boat as they came in.  They collected some fossils from the moraine, which 
seemed to please them.  

By the time we were due to return to the ship it was blowing hard and despite the 
short fetch there was quite a sea running.  At the ship there were some anxious 
moments before Bransfield turned to 'give us a lee' and we were able to climb the rope 
ladder to the fore-deck.  The morning had been very warm, enjoyable and in 
magnificent scenery, to the north a fine low peak of Mount D'Urville.  Now it was a 
different matter. We set off then for Hope Bay/Esperanza, but it soon became 
apparent that it would be too rough to land.  We looked through binoculars at the 
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Argentine establishment: rows of red huts, like a small housing estate - or a 'gulag'?  I 
counted 25 huts in all.  There were about eight families living there, including some 
children, evidence of a spurious Argentine claim to have colonized the territory!  The 
old BAS hut, now used by us as a field hut on occasion, was painted black and stood 
on its own to the south.  There was no point in trying to land, so Bransfield went out 
into Bransfield Strait and turned left, through a number of bergs and some patches of 
brash and floes.  Several minke whales were about - I counted five - and a few more 
birds, but not many: cape pigeons, fulmars, Wilson's storm petrels and two snow 
petrels.  It became calmer as we turned south west, but remained very cloudy, and 
raining or sleeting.  The film that night was incomprehensible - "Alex and the 
Gypsy".  

It was now early March and I woke that morning as we were going down the 
Neumayer Channel in thick cloud and rain - thank God for the radar and echo-
sounders.  There wasn't a great deal to see.  Damoy looked like very bare ice, with 
dirty-green snow at the Point - in marked contrast to Doumer Island, which was still 
snow-covered and white.  We went on past Port Lockroy and towards Lemaire 
Channel, still under low cloud.  This meant we couldn't see the mountains but made 
it mysterious - huge black monoliths on all sides, disappearing into cloud.  We found 
Lemaire blocked by ice where it really began to narrow.  Conditions at Faraday 
weren't so good, so although Bransfield could have got through, we decided to go to 
Palmer Station until the weather improved.  

We arrived there about noon and went ashore at 2 o’clock where we had tea with 
the Station Manager, Garth Brown and two krill biologists, Langdon Quetin and 
Robin Ross, a married couple.  There were two other girls - one working on krill, the 
other a carpenter/handywoman.  They showed us around the station: well-built, 
plenty of space - ill-used by BAS standards.  Krill was being kept in primitive tanks 
with no difficulty, using an open circulation system.  A large krill research 
programme had begun in conjunction with the Hero.  They observed spawning in 
their experimental populations every 7-10 days throughout the summer (November 
to March) each female krill producing 2,000-4,000 eggs each time.  They were 
studying larval development, and diving to study swarming behaviour etc.  It looked 
good.  There were 22 people on the station and eight would winter including two 
atmospheric physicists.  One of them was working in a very well-equipped clean air 
laboratory, the other on a VLF experiment.  The maximum numbers during the 
summer were 42, but the proportion of scientists was low compared with a BAS base 
- because of a strict division of labour perhaps?  We returned to Bransfield at 5 
o’clock, showed our guests around the ship and entertained them to dinner in the 
wardroom.  The Fids entertained others and went ashore later for a film and party.  

On 4 March we decided, as the weather and swell were still bad, to go to Rothera, 
which would take a day, and deliver the timber so that the aircraft crating could 
proceed.  There had been a crash that season which had made one plane not 
airworthy. We also needed to discharge the cargo; then return to Faraday.  We left at 
1 o’clock and met a very heavy and confused swell outside the islands - the swell was 
30 ft, with some waves to 40 ft.  I saw two fur seals in the water near Hugo Island 
and grey-headed albatrosses and some fulmars, cape pigeons, Wilson's petrels and 
two black-browed albatrosses accompanied us.   Next day the swell was lighter.  We 
could see the ice-blink over Adelaide Island and Alexander Island, with dark clouds 
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above that.  Many icebergs were silhouetted against the ice-blink.  We were in open 
water all the way and about 10 miles west of Cone Island I saw a fur seal in the 
water.  We turned the corner and passed the old Adelaide base.  The ramp and the 
old skiway looked very green, with pollution and bare ice.  The cloud base was still 
low and there was no contrast - only gloomy grey-black rock and white snow and 
ice.  As we approached Rothera, however, we saw that it was lit by weak sunshine - 
in contrast to the surroundings.  We arrived at about 2 o’clock in South Bay, and 
drifted and steamed in the bay (there is no anchorage at Rothera).  The base was 
looking very good, but it was sad to see the remains of the crashed aircraft, with its 
wings removed.  The relief began immediately and Donald and I went ashore for an 
unofficial look around the base and its surroundings.  We spoke with some of the 
winterers who said they had had a reasonable year, despite the special problems.  
John Hall (Field Operations Manager?) was in very good form.  We returned to the 
ship at 6 o’clock and left to anchor near the Mickelsen Islands, before taking dinner at 
7.  

Two days later it was fine, the cloud cleared during the morning and so we had a 
perfect afternoon of sunshine and calm.  The relief went ahead and was completed by 
6 pm.  I went ashore for talks and to look around further, including a walk over the 
point, taking some photos and returning to the ship for lunch. We were expecting the 
Endurance  at 3 o’clock, so I stayed on board, but we made no contact.  Her 
helicopters arrived about 4 pm and made contact about 5 pm, but the radio 
conditions were very bad.  We were invited to dinner next day and a day at sea the 
day after that, but declined because we planned to go to Faraday.  However, after 
further discussion we agreed to postpone our departure and invited Lord and Lady 
Buxton (guests on Endurance) and Nick Barker to lunch next day, arriving 11 o’clock.  
We planned to depart at 2 o’clock for Faraday.  

During the afternoon a bergy bit of blue ice drifted down on the ship and was 
deflected by the bows.  It tipped over violently and as it rolled back again we saw 
that a small fish had been trapped in a small pool formed on the ice.  It wriggled 
around in the very shallow water of this pool which attracted the attention of a 
passing skua.  The bergy bit was still rolling quite violently, because of its instability, 
and the skua was very wary and flew around in circles several times before alighting; 
even then it flew off again without taking the fish.  We never did see what eventually 
happened to it.  Perhaps it survived long enough for the berg to capsize and release 
it!  During the night a few more bergs bumped us, but we had a fine morning with 
some patches of blue sky and intermittent sunshine.   

On Sunday 7 March, just after 11 o’clock, we sighted Endurance round Jenny 
Island to the south and a helicopter flew over to us to deliver the Buxtons - both 
looking quite grotesque in the Navy's shapeless orange survival suits.  A second 
chopper brought Nick Barker and Commander Ponsonby, similarly attired.  We 
showed them around the ship and had lunch in Stuart's cabin.  I had a long talk with 
Aubrey Buxton about BAS and Endurance (the main purpose of the visit), then a 
curry lunch and social chat before, at 2.30 pm, they returned to Endurance which was 
still sounding the approaches to Rothera (a task BAS had asked them to undertake).  
We raised anchor and left for Faraday.  

Conditions were calm with a moderate swell, but Adelaide Island was cloud-
covered so we didn't see much of its western side.  I had mint tea with the Fids and 
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after dinner watched a film "Loophole" about a bank robbery; it seemed very remote.  
Next day the visibility was still poor as we approached the Argentine Islands, but 
improved to reveal the mountains, before descending again.  There were many small 
bergs, some obstructing the usual anchorages, but we managed to anchor near the 
‘Three Pigs’ at about 10.40 am.  The base was in sight, also numerous seals and birds.  
Winter Island looked to me like a possible twin-otter landing site, also perhaps The 
Barchans, which also have ice caps.  We went ashore after lunch to look at the base 
with Martin Baker (BC).  We inspected all the buildings except the balloon shed, store 
and magnetics huts.  All were in good shape.  I had a long talk with Martin.  The 
travel and holiday problems, formerly a source of contention, seemed to have 
evaporated with Andrew Knox's departure.  The new building was a very great 
improvement - spacious and well fitted-out.  In particular the lounge-bar area was 
very well designed, with a splendid view out to sea.  This bar, which the carpenters 
had constructed without asking permission was to become quite famous! 

I talked with various people on base and then helped load and unload some 
hydrogen cylinders.  Their individual weights were 550 lbs and there is nothing to 
hold onto.  I was unfortunate enough to have one fall on my wrist, not far, but heavy 
enough to smash the metal bracelet of my Rolex wrist-watch and bruise my wrist 
quite badly.   We returned to the ship just in time for dinner.  The ship steamed out to 
sea to sit-out the bad weather passing through, and I had a long talk after dinner 
with the engineers and Graham.  On 9 March I went ashore again with Donald.  We 
spent the morning and part of the afternoon walking round the base and out-lying 
huts.  We talked again with Martin Baker and Len Airey (Winter BC) and later I 
walked up Woozle Hill with Dave Burke (GA?).  It was finer and clearer that day 
than we had yet experienced, with excellent views down the Peninula.  Next day I 
spent the morning writing telegrams and the weather deteriorated as I was thinking 
of going ashore.  There were many bergs around and the situation became quite 
fraught because, as the tide changed, some drifted nearer and we swung around.  
This went on over lunch, but fortunately we managed to get ashore in time, we 
thought, for the ozonesonde ascent.  However, problems with the calibration of the 
sondes meant that we didn't see the flight until after 4 o’clock. Talks again with 
various people, including Graham Hurst.  I stayed on base overnight.  The sunset 
was lovely, the best yet, golden-pink-orange sky behind deep purple bergs.  The 
evening was spent at the bar talking  - until 1.30 am.  

On 11 March I was up early to see the ozonesonde ascent.  Donald came ashore 
and we went boating with Len Airey and Ambrose Morgan (Radio Operator) in two 
dinghys.  First to Wordie House which we examined and then through some of the 
channels, seeing seals.  The passages were crammed with floes and bergy bits and at 
one point it seemed that we would be crushed between two of them.  It was a 
beautiful still morning with beautiful reflections, but the wind suddenly rose and we 
had to dash for home.  Bransfield was having a difficult time, menaced by icebergs, 
nerve-wracking for Stuart.  We had lunch on base and some talk later before going 
out to Bransfield about 3 o’clock.  Work ashore was completed and Stuart decided to 
sail for Rothera at about 8 pm.  It snowed during the night but wasn't too rough.  In 
the morning and throughout the day snowstorms reduced visibility to under a mile, 
often to less than 100 yards.  It was an uneventful day and we anchored off Jenny 
Island at 5 o’clock. The film that evening was "Get Carter", a good one. 
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We arrived at Rothera on 13 March and were ashore by 10 am. One of the aircraft 
that had crashed and its remains were being taken aboard during the day - crated 
and carried out on the scows for rebuilding; a sad sight.  Donald and I went round 
the base with John Hall (BC) and talked about activities, people etc.  (Donald was of 
course particularly concerned to investigate his remit Health and Safety on base and 
in the field).  It was all in excellent condition, well maintained and functional.  I was 
happy with the general atmosphere and the smooth-working set-up.  We continued 
after lunch and then I spoke with a number of people - about the problems last year, 
the base facilities, scientific programmes etc.  We stayed on base overnight and had a 
very good Saturday evening party, beginning with an excellent meal cooked by Big 
Mac - which went on with good talk until 11 o’clock.  Then we talked around the bar 
until 1.30 am when I went to bed.  Next morning we went up to the airstrip in a 
snowcat driven by John Hall and saw the Air Unit's caboose's and the Chilean hut 
(which was beginning to tilt and might be buried by the drift).   It was in a very 
disordered state inside - stores and equipment thrown in higgledy-piggledy with no 
attempt at tidiness.  There was a smell of gas, rotting food, etc.  Two BAS field units 
(two skidoos and two sledges) came up driven by Nigel Young and Ash Morton 
(Gas) to demonstrate field procedures for Donald, including roping, sledge 
equipment etc.  We talked about field travel, in bitterly cold conditions, despite the 
sunshine, in drift and a 25 knot wind.  We returned to base for lunch.  The weather 
worsened, so much that working the scows wasn't possible and at 3 o’clock we left 
for Lystad Bay for the night.  

Next we went to Stonington passing through some pack ice, seeing few seals 
although looking out for them.  There were grotesque, Christmas-cake-like bergs.  
Round Millerand Island and past Neny Island to anchor off Stonnington in poor 
visibility and snowstorms.  We went ashore in the launch, landing on fast ice in Back 
Bay.  There we inspected the old Stonington base, which was still in good condition 
(used for winter holidays) and visited the old American base.  It wasn't much 
different from last time - except for the absence of people - a rubbish dump.  We 
spent an hour there and left at 2.30 pm for San Martin (Argentine) base on the 
Debenham Islands.  A few of us went ashore there in the launch.  This was an 
Argentine Army base with 23 men.  It was confined to a narrow strip of level ground 
along the shore, rather old and scruffy; not a pleasant place to live, I thought.   

They showed us all around but conversation was difficult, though was helped by 
a Japanese climber Uemura, who was quite famous; he had previously crossed the 
Arctic Ocean to the North Pole, traversed Greenland, climbed Everest - alone.  Now 
he planned to sledge to the Ellsworth Mountains with dogs and climb Mount Vinson, 
Antarctica's highest mountain - alone.  It wasn't clear how he was going to do this as 
the plans for laying depots weren't very advanced or very feasible I thought.  He 
asked if he could make use of Fossil Bluff and I agreed.  He was pleasant and helpful 
as a translator; the other two or three Japanese were filming and tape recording.  He 
had brought 13 quite good dogs with him and the Argentines had put about 25 at his 
disposal, including some with very frizzy hair - afro style!  Definely mongrels!  We 
spent about an hour there and observed that the only science being done was by two 
met observers.  Then the ship returned to Lystad Bay.  

We were back at Rothera next day and were ashore at 9 o’clock talking to people.  
We looked at the sledging equipment, tents etc and it all was satisfactory - good 
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quality and well-maintained.  This took all morning.  After lunch I conducted a 
memorial service for John Anderson and Robert Atkinson, at the memorial cairn and 
cross.  This was sited on the point, with a magnificent view of the Peninsula 
mountains. They had been together on one skidoo and fallen into a vast hidden 
crevasse, their bodies unrecoverable.  The service was appreciated.   

Bransfield connected up with the fuel line and pumped 160 tons of fuel oil into 
flubbers from a position at Honeybucket - steaming into the rock on auto-pilot, to 
keep on the right heading.  In the afternoon, in appalling weather, the damaged 
aircraft were loaded onto the scows and taken out to the ship when the wind 
dropped.  It was a long operation and we didn't finish until 8 o’clock.  Talk later in 
the Superfiddery.  We steamed all night because the anchorages weren't usable due 
to icebergs and it was gloomy, snowing and blowing as we came up to Rothera at 
8.30 in the morning.  The launch collected the last of the outgoing Fids and we 
departed to the traditional display of pink smoke flares and Very lights.  

The weather improved.  I had a radio schedule with Steve Martin (BC Grytviken 
where the situation with the Argentines was getting tense) and wrote some 
telegrams.  After lunch the ship was in bright sunshine as we headed north along 
Adelaide Island, but inevitably it clouded-in.  We decided to try to get in to Orford 
Cliffs, Lillemand Fjord, where the geologists wished to collect rock specimens.  This 
is a rock exposure thought to comprise the oldest rocks known in the Peninsula - but 
the actual age estimate (250 million years) was subjective and relative to other rocks.  
No other rocks were known in the region older than 160 million years and so it was 
important to collect samples for dating by the latest laboratory methods: Strontium : 
Rubidium  dating.  Because Crystal Sound, on the way in, was poorly charted we had 
to go in and out in daylight.  So we decided to spend the night outside, steaming up 
and down. The ship rolled a bit.  Then, on 18 March, we headed in from the north 
end of Adelaide Island, past the Arrowsmith Peninsula, through Crystal Sound, past 
Detaille Island and Andressen Island.  The Orford Cliffs were very conspicuous from 
a distance as a neat black rectangle against the surrounding ice, and as we got closer 
moving through open pack, brash and bergy bits it became very calm, with beautiful 
reflections. The water was so clear that the underwater parts of icebergs were 
unusually conspicuous.  There were many seals on the floes, crabeaters mainly but 
some leopards and the occasional Weddell.  Also more Adélie penguins here than we 
had seen to the south.  

The very still, mirror calm sea, misty sky and weak sun among the bergs made for 
some interesting - and beautiful - effects of light and reflections.  The ship's launch 
Erebus went ashore with two geologists, two GAs and two biologists to do some field 
work at Orford Cliffs - lovely crisp, clear-cut, black-and-white granite rocks.  
Meanwhile we went to look at the Detaille Island huts, but the wind increased 
outside the fjord and was too strong for inflatables - so we didn't go ashore, just 
looked through binoculars.  The shore party was given about 3 hrs and then headed 
back for the ship.  We picked them up and moved out across Crystal Sound towards 
the open sea.  There were penguins, albatrosses, petrels and seals accompanying us 
and then we were treated to a display by a group of 6-7 minke whales.  They jumped, 
quite lively-like and from time to time one would 'breach; and turn on its back, 
flopping down noisily in a cloud of spray.  A wonderful sight as they leapt right out 
of the water, black and white bellies very conspicuously different from their black 
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backs.  We then headed north, intending to call briefly at Faraday Station for mail 
which Hero had brought down from Punta Arenas.  

It was early morning on 19 March as we approached Faraday along the Penola 
Strait and so foggy that we could see nothing much.  The sea was pewter-grey with 
plates of new ice floating on it, not yet pancakes.  We could see the islands on the 
radar screen and approached from the east. Then Erebus (ship’s workboat) was 
lowered to make its way via the narrow Meek Channel to the base.  Visibility was 
still very low, so it was told to return to us if, when about to lose sight of us, they 
couldn't see land.  It went off, but then took a long time to find the entrance to Meek 
Channel and proceed to base.  Meanwhile we knew that Hero was in the vicinity and 
suddenly she loomed out of the fog, looking very mysterious and sinister and flying 
a pirate’s 'Jolly Roger' and the Union Jack - no US flag.  In the mist and ice we could 
initially see only her masthead lights.  They lowered an inflatable and several came 
aboard Bransfield, including Captain Peter Lenie and Dr John Dearborn, both of 
whom I'd met before - Lenie on the l977 Hero cruise and Dearborn at Antarctic 
biology meetings.  They came up to the bridge and we talked for a while and they 
stayed for lunch.  It was particularly good to see Hero and Lenie again – one of the 
world’s real ‘characters’.  He was wearing his Confederate Air Force Colonel's 
uniform, but managing to look quite villainous.  He professed to find the bridge of 
the Bransfield  much too spick and span, and also our officers' uniforms too smart, 
ribbing Stuart about it.  He told us he had just been into Paradise Harbour and had 
sailed past Almirante Brown Station, close in, with the Jolly Roger and Union Flag 
displayed!  

Finally Erebus returned with the mail and we went north to Lemaire Channel - 
still in fog and very calm sea.  It began to clear so that we could see the mountain 
peaks again at last, their bases still skirted with cloud or fog.  There was little 
contrast, so it was a grey, black, white and ice-blue morning - austere.  The Lemaire, 
as usual was beautiful and we emerged into clearer weather at the northern end.  
After passing along the coast of Doumer Island, and having lunch, Donald, John 
Hall, and I with Tony Reading (Third? Officer) went in to Damoy in the inflatable.  It 
was an exhilarating trip and a pleasant 11/2 hrs ashore - looking at the hut, the 
skiway and the penguins.  Another party went to Lockroy in the Erebus to look for a 
'garden' planted in l944 and to collect samples from it.   

Once both boats were back aboard we headed up the Neumayer Channel through 
magnificent mountain scenery.  Discussing plans with Stuart we decided to cancel 
the proposed call at Almirante Brown, because time was short, and to aim for an ETA 
Presidente Frei Station (Chile) at 9 o’clock next day.  It was a film night : "The Belston 
Fox"- very good, but I was called out to speak on the radio with Steve Martin (BC 
Grytviken).   

One of the BAS field parties at South Georgia had just reported that an Argentine 
ship, the Bahia Buen Succeso, a naval vessel, was at Leith Harbour and had put a 
military party ashore.  They had been shooting reindeer (because carcasses were 
seen) and loading cargo containers.  The field party learnt that the Argentines 
expected to be there for 16 weeks and delivered a note instructing them to proceed to 
Gryviken for clearance.  Some shooting continued on shore.  Our field party was all 
right and returning to base.  This was the first major incident that was to lead up to 
the Falklands War in a few weeks time.  
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I went ashore next morning to visit Marsh (the Chilean 'air port' on King George 
Island), and Bellingshausen (Russian station).  We took the launch in at 9 o’clock, but 
couldn't get ashore because the jetty was unserviceable.  So we called up the 
inflatable and after some delay landed on the beach.  The Bellingshausen BC came 
down to meet us initially, but returned when we couldn't get ashore.  Once ashore, 
there was no one around so we walked up to the 'hotel' and airstrip at Marsh.  The 
Commandant was still in bed at 10.30 am (9.30 their time), so we walked down again 
and began to look around.  Then he turned up: "We had a hell of a party last night" 
he said in explanation.  That day, 20 March, was Chilean Air Force Day and they 
were holding a ceremony, to which international visitors were invited.  His name 
was Colonel Vargara and he was very friendly.  We had coffee and talked.  I met 
Wayne Trivelpiece and his wife (he had travelled down to Arktowski base on the 
Hero with us in l977) and was back again to work on penguins at Point Thomas.  
They flew out that day in a C130 to Santiago.  I saw around the meteorological office 
and a very modern communications centre, put in by Racal (a British company).  
Apart from this and the airfield, with C130 and Bell 212 helicopter, the base was 
rather old and uncomfortable.  

Next we walked over to the nearby Russian base, Bellingshausen, and were 
shown around by Victor Kamenev.  It was showing its age and the equipment was 
old - out-of-date met equipment and very heavy radio-sondes and ancient radio 
equipment – all built like tanks.  There was a hospital and dental surgery and two 
doctors.  Apart from Meteorology no science was being conducted.  The station was 
very spread out.  We met the BC and senior visitors - one from the Ministry of 
information - but he was not at all impressive.  We were served vodka and cheese, 
with toasts to international cooperation.  Then we returned to Marsh for the 
ceremony of raising the Chilean flag, martial music from a band, officers and junior 
grades drawn up on parade.  Then inside for a party - Pisco sours and snacks.  
Several nationalities were present: Chilean, Polish, Russian, Brazilian, American, 
Irish and British.  We talked with the officers and their guests and were pressed to 
stay for lunch, but declined and walked back to the beach, where Erebus was waiting 
for us.  But the inflatable's engine wasn't working and fixing it was a tedious process 
in a choppy sea with rising wind.  We had to collect Heilbronn and Booth from 
Ardley Island.  The Polish relief ship Neptunia came in with the new BC for 
Arktowski and eight incoming personnel; 19 were going out so the station's 
complement would be much reduced.  We sailed for Admiralty Bay in poor 
conditions, passing Arktowski Station; they thought we were their relief ship and 
fired colourful rockets in greeting!  Disappointing for them.  Then round Point 
Thomas to Ezcurra Inlet where we anchored near Dufayal Islands - very familiar 
ground from my experiences in l977.  I had dinner with the Fids and later a long chat 
with Stuart.  

On Sunday 21 March it was ‘blowing a hooly’ with blinding snow storms.  
Bransfield was dragging her anchors, so we took them up and headed out to sea 
where it was a little better, but very rough.  We sailed southwest in Bransfield Strait 
off the South Shetland Islands and the weather continued bad.  Carrying on towards 
Deception Island we turned west and then north around the end of Snow Island, to 
cross the Drake Passage.  It was a bad night, very rough and the ship rolling heavily; 
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the Drake lived up to its reputation.  Donald was miserable and I developed a 
cold/flu.  Telephoned Maureen: all well.   

The rolling and bad weather continued on 22 March, as did the South Georgia 
saga.  Steve reported that the Bahia Buen Succeso had left a party of about ten men 
ashore and the BAS field party was maintaining a watch; its composition being 
changed at intervals.  I followed radio discussions between Steve and the Governor; 
Steve was doing extremely well.  The Major of Marines, Stanley, contacted me to ask 
if John Biscoe could carry a relief party of marines from Punta Arenas to Stanley; 35 of 
them were flying out from the UK to Montevideo.  Endurance had been diverted to 
South Georgia.  I agreed.  Later I learnt that a French yacht had turned up with a 
professional photographer; International Reuters Service were trying to place a call.  
The weather continued bad as we battled across the Drake Passage, with the swell 
coming all the way across the Pacific Ocean, being channeled into the Passage and so 
amplified, making us roll very badly.  

We had a very bad night. I got some ephedrine from the doctor, which cleared my 
head, but still had a bad sore throat.  There were particularly heavy rolls about 2 
o’clock in the morning, sufficient to tip some water that had collected inside the 
compass binnacle on the bridge wing above Donald's bunk down a ventilator onto 
his bunk.  He was suffering enough as it was.  It continued rough next morning, 23 
March, until we were abeam of Staten Island (we passed outside) and more 
sheltered.  It became progressively calmer.  Our ETA Punta was 4 pm next day.  

The IRS cancelled their call and the BBC World Service announced that the British 
Government had made a protest to Argentina over the visit of the Argentine Naval 
Supply ship.  It had not kept to the legal requirements - it had not made a call at the 
Port of Entry to British Territory.  Lively speculation among the Fids.  I had a 
discussion with Stuart, Hugh O'Gorman and Donald Logan in the afternoon.  We 
arrived at Punta at 1.30 pm next day and took the afternoon flight to Santiago on 25 
March.  On 26 March I had a meeting at INACH (Chilean Antarctic Institute) with 
Romero (Director), Morchio and Valencia to discuss some problems they had with 
Rothera - conflicts over responsibility for air operations flight control systems.  This 
was resolved satisfactorily and the Chileans seemed keen on cooperation.  However, 
it was an Air Force matter, not an INACH one; we'd see what happened.  And so 
took a flight to London, in the face of the rapidly deteriorating situation with 
Argentina. It was to be only a week before they invaded South Georgia and captured 
15 of my people.  
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Chapter 8 
 

South Georgia and the  
Falklands War : 1982 
 
 

 
 
 
or many years Argentine had laid claim to the Falkland Islands and 
Dependencies, South Georgia and the South Sandwich Islands. As long ago as 
l952, when I was working on and around South Georgia, an Argentine warship 

had opened fire on one of our parties at the FIDS Hope Bay base.  
 

Later I had been made aware, when visiting the Argentine Naval base of 
Ushuaia in l977 (chapter --) on my way home from the Hero voyage, that their Navy 
was preparing to grab the Falklands. I then arranged to visit the British Embassy in 
Buenos Aires one afternoon, when I joined in the weekly staff meeting and we 
discussed Antarctic and Falklands matters for 40 minutes before I had to go back to 
the hotel to change and pack. I was able to give them some information I had picked 
up in Ushuaia about Argentine aspirations to the Falklands. It was said that Admiral 
Anaya was determined to invade the islands, but that this would not happen just yet. 
Unfortunately this information wasn’t taken seriously (though to be fair it was 
unconfirmed). In fact it later became clear that the FCO was seeking a solution to the 
long-running Falkland Islands problem that would lead to a de-facto hand over of 
the islands.  

 
 
In the years leading up to l982 the situation again became tense and the 

diplomatic situation getting more complicated.  
 

On 15 December, 1981 Constantino Davidoff informed the British Embassy in Buenos 
Aires of his intention to visit South Georgia to follow up his “scrap metal” contract 
with Christian Salvesen.  He was reminded of his obligations, under the contract’s 
terms and in accordance with international law, to report to the Magistrate at King 
Edward Point upon arrival. 
 

F 
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On 20 December he visited Leith Harbour aboard the Argentine naval 
icebreaker AImirante Irizar.  he went ashore to make a brief inspection, and they then 
departed.  Neither he nor the ship's master, Captain Trombetta, made contact with 
the Magistrate at Grytviken, and the landing was therefore illegal under contractual, 
local and international laws. The Magistrate, Peter Witty, BAS Base Commander at 
Grytviken, reported the visit to Governor Hunt in Port Stanley on 23 December and 
on 31 December Hunt recommended to the Foreign & Commonwealth Office (FCO) 
that a protest be made to the Argentine government and that Davidoff be prosecuted.  
A few days later the FCO instructed Ambassador Sir Anthony Williams to deliver a 
strong protest and told Hunt he was not to initiate legal proceedings against 
Davidoff. On 6 January Williams met with officials of the Argentine Ministry of 
Foreign Affairs who deny any knowledge of the Almirante Irizar visit. (The formal 
protest about the landing was not delivered until 9 February and it was rejected by 
the Argentine Government on 18 February). In early February, according to post-war 
reports, the Argentine junta secretly agreed a proposal by Admiral Anaya for the 
seizure of the Falkland Islands; the plan to be carried out several months later. 

 
Visit of the Yacht 'Caiman' to South Georgia, February/ March l982.  
Two members of that season’s Joint Services Expedition to South Georgia (P. Veal, 
leader, and T. Scrimgour) visited Leith Harbour on 13 February in the course of 
filming the whaling Stations of the island. There they encountered three yachts at the 
Coronda Pier. Two, Isatis and Kim, were French and had previously completed entry 
and other formalities; the third was the Caiman.  Kim had been granted a customs 
clearance on 6 February but her presence at Leith Harbour was 'irregular’. 
 
The Joint Services Expedition members visited the yachts, gathered an amount of 
information concerning them and their activities. They returned to Husvik Harbour 
on 15 February, where the situation at Leith was described to a British Antarctic 
Survey field party (David Walton and Bob Headland) who reported it that evening to 
the Magistrate (Peter Witty) at King Edward Point by radio. Witty travelled to by 
launch to Carlita Bay, thence overland to Husvik on the morning of 16 February. 
Joining up with the BAS field -party, he continued to Leith Harbour arriving 
approximately at noon. They occupied the BAS accommodation, which had 
previously been established in the Manager's Villa, and then visited the three yachts. 
 
Regardless of previous warnings and knowing that it illegal the master of' the yacht 
Isatis had killed two reindeer and prepared the meat and skins. The yacht Kim was 
reminded that she should have departed from the colony ten days previously and 
ordered to so, which she did on the 17th. Both French yachts were well known to 
King Edward Point and had been of some assistance to BAS in controlling the theft of 
items from the accommodation and several other matters. Accordingly appropriate 
admonitions were delivered and no further action was taken.  
 
Caiman, however, was altogether a different case. Her master and crew were 
contacted at about 14.00. The first items noticed on boarding were two taff-rails (old 
carved wooden structures identified as belonging to the hulk Brutus at Prince Olav 
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Harbour. The Caiman was flying the Union Jack, Panamanian and Belgium flags; her 
master, owner, and the other persons on board were friendly and co-operative. No 
English was spoken by, anyone on board, but fortunately one of the BAS field party 
was able to act as interpreter. A series of colour slides of the three yachts and some of 
their activities were taken and made available to the Magistrate. 
 
The complement of Caiman had inspected Leith Harbour whaling station thoroughly 
and visited Stromness whaling station by land. They had earlier stolen food boxes, 
tins, cutlery, a primus stove and items from the BAS accommodation. The master of 
Isatis, who had previously delivered two of the BAS food boxes, informed Caiman 
about the ownership of the depot and was instrumental in having some items 
returned. Desirable food items were lost however, and wrappers, tins, etc. now 
indicated their whereabouts. Caiman carried two firearms, a 16 gauge shotgun and a 
.22 calibre rifle as well as an impressive crossbow, various knives, bayonets, etc. She 
had three radio sets and was in regular communication with Buenos Aires.  
 
Details concerning Caiman and her complement were obtained from a number of 
sources including passports and the yacht's papers. Her present owner had 
purchased her from a scrap dealer for US$500 about eight years previously. She was 
a clean, well arranged and efficiently run vessel. Her Master was Adrion Marchessi, 
born in BA. He was an officer of the Banco Juncal in Buenos Airtes and had virtually 
no navigational ability. He was conversant with much South Georgian history and 
politics. The Owner, engineer and effective Master when navigating, was Giovanni 
Raggio, an Italian national. His origins were Romanian and Greek and he had made a 
previous visit to South Georgia during the whaling era. There were two crewmen.  
 
She had sailed from Mar del Plata, Argentina, on 21 January 1982 and they claimed 
to have spent five days at Prince Olav Harbour, South Georgia, some of this time said 
to be while sheltering from bad weather - there were some severe storms at about 
that time. The French yachts reported her arrival as 11 February at Leith Harbour. 
 
The Magistrate, through the interpreter, after obtaining relevant details, ordered the 
yacht to proceed to the Port of Entry, King Edward Point (KEP) and remained on 
board. She sailed at 14.00 and arrived at KEP about 21.00 on 17 February after 
experiencing mechanical problems during the voyage. The field party continued with 
its botanical work and returned from Carlita Bay to KEP arriving at about 18.00 on 18 
February. Caiman’s Master claimed he was associated with the Davidoff salvage 
contract - but could produce nothing written to support this claim. Generally he 
answered many questions and volunteered information demonstrating he was well 
informed about the contract. He confirmed that Davidoff and some others were 
aboard the Argentine ship Almirante Irizar when she illegally entered and departed 
our territorial waters on 20 December, l981. The whaling stations at Husvik, 
Stromness and Leith were inspected and photographed at that time. (Incidentally 
details of two earlier ‘irregular’ Argentine visits in l971 and 1977 were now 
provided). 
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It appeared that Davidoff had estimated the costs involved in the salvage operation 
as: salvage rights £500,000; effect salvage £2 million; value of salvage £7 million; 
profit £4.5 million; total turnover £9.5 million. The yacht’s master was acting on 
behalf of a Buenos Aires bank which proposed to finance the operations. Half of 
Davidoff’s interest had been sold to a Snr. Omar Checa. The object of the present 
voyage was to make an independent assessment and inspection and to bring to 
Argentina samples of the salvageable materials. A ship, the Cleopatra might be 
acquired to commence salvage work if the reports proved to be favourable. Owing to 
the imminent expiry date of the contract time was of some importance to those 
involved.  
 
An interview took place in the Magistrate’s office on 13 February, when R K 
Headland and J Watkins acted as interpreters. The Magistrate, Peter Witty, first 
interviewed Marchessi and later G Raggio was also present. The requirements for 
entry to South Georgia were clearly conveyed to them. Also the Conservation of 
Flora and Fauna legislation, the BAS depots and thefts from them, and several other 
matters were discussed. Davidoff’s contract was read and explanations received for 
particular sections. The firearms carried by the yacht were sighted and licences 
issued for them.  
 
Mr Hunt, the Governor of the Falkland Islands (HEGFI) was informed on the first 
contact with the yacht and supplied with more information as it became available. A 
conversation between Hunt and the Witty occurred on 20 February [at 10.00] by 
radio, when information was passed to enable the confirmation of authority to be 
sought from Davidoff for Caiman’s activities on his behalf, and information was 
received that the British company, Chr Salvesen (owner of Leith, Husvik and 
Stromness whaling stations), was expected to extend the expiry date of the contract. 
The policies adopted were discussed and local actions by the BAS staff approved by 
the Governor.  
 
On 21 February a broadcast was intercepted on the amateur radio bands when  A. 
Marchessi was heard communicating with Buenos Aires. It was very difficult to 
comprehend much of the conversation but most details discussed, a general 
description of the BAS base and administration were noted. Marchessi advised Sr. 
Omar Checa to contact the British Embassy in Buenos Aires, to hasten confirmation 
of the contract. It also appeared that an item was given in charge of a Polish ship 
departing for Montevideo to be collected there. No further details were available and 
considerable doubt surrounds some of the events.  
 
A signal from the Governor advised that the concluding date for Davidoff to exercise 
his option on the salvage rights had been extended to 31 March l983. This was 
derived from a letter said to have been posted to the Administrative Officer, South 
Georgia, dated 27 August, l980, a letter which had not been received at South 
Georgia.  
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Caiman asked for permission to proceed to Husvik, Stromness and Leith pending 
completion of inquiries following the interview held on 19 February. This was 
granted by the Magistrate, provided that the voyage was to be one of inspection only 
and that nothing was removed from the stations. This also efficiently removed the 
problem of what to do without having Caiman moored for an extensive period at the 
KEP jetty. An interim Customs clearance was issued on 22 February and she sailed 
very early next day.   
 
Their offer to transport items for the BAS depots at Husvik and Leith, the latter 
having previously been ‘raided’, was accepted. The whereabouts of the old and 
intended depots were explained and a further offer, should time permit, to move 
items from the old depot (Villa) to the intended new one (Customs House), was 
accepted. A description of some archives remaining at the station was also given – 
and Witty requested that these be returned to KEP, depending on convenience and 
opportunity. Assurances were received that this would be done and that she would 
return around the weekend.  
 
Caiman was regularly in radio contact with Argentine and other stations while at 
KEP and elsewhere. No attempts were made to monitor her radio transmissions 
systematically, but several general interceptions occurred. Much of this traffic was 
domestic, advice about contract and general descriptions of the whaling stations and 
scientific station were transmitted. During her time at KEP the South Georgia Post 
Office was opened and postcards, maps and letters were posted, mainly to 
Argentina. To be carried on the John Biscoe which would be sailing on 6 March.  
 
She returned from Stromness Bay on the afternoon of the 28th, when her draught 
indicated that no heavy load had been taken on board. The archives were delivered 
and received with thanks. The two frames of broken windows at the new depot were 
also brought round to give an indication of their size for making  replacements, 
another helpful gesture. Information was received that most of the items in the old 
depot, as well as the boxes, had been transferred to the new. 
 
The matter of the theft of items from the old depot was raised by Sr. Raggio. He 
again apologised and mentioned that with the description given in the Argentine 
Pilot and the appearance of the Villa housing the depot (very rat-infested and 
disordered overall except for the depot) he was unaware of the origin and ownership 
of the depot. This, under the circumstances, was credible.  A copy of the British 
Antarctic Pilot was then loaned to him and received with thanks 
 
Another interview with the Magistrate was arranged for 2 March at 20.00. All 
Caiman’s complement, Jon Watkins and Bob Headland were present. The relevant 
contents of a signal was translated and understood. Sr. Marchessi was asked if he 
could provide any further information which might assist in elucidating the matter 
and to describe what he knew of Davidoff’s affairs. In the course of the conversation 
they were told that Davidoff was very much an ‘hombre de negocios’ and had been 
involved in several large salvage operations – some said to be rather dubious and 
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irregular. He was described as an Argentine Onassis with connections in Argentina, 
the USA, the UK and elsewhere. That he made no mention of the 50% partnership 
said to have been made with Sr. Omar Checa and of financial involvement by the 
Banca Juncal were remarked upon.  
 
When asked by the Peter Witty about Davidoff’s association with the Argentine 
government, bearing in mind his earlier use of the Almirante Irizar and probable use 
of Argentine naval transport to effect the salvage, Sr. Marchessi replied that he knew 
of no direct connection.  But he believed several people in ‘high places’ in the 
Argentine government had considerable financial interest in the matter. He also 
volunteered information that, especially with Naval involvement, Argentina would 
endeavour to gain much political ‘capital’ out of the salvage operation in terms of its 
pretension to South Georgia. Later in the talks, and in view of a threat by Davidoff to 
prosecute him, Sr. Marchessi drew the simile of a chess game that Caiman was a 
pawn, advanced first and being unaware of what will happen later on their return to 
BA.  
 
Witty considered Caiman’s account of events to have been given directly and 
honestly, in as far as they were aware of matters becoming more complicated week 
by week. He referred to irregularities (previously described) at Leith and said that, 
bearing in mind the circumstances and subsequent behaviour, these would be 
considered no further. A letter, stating brief details of the visit and that conduct and 
relations were cordial and correct, was offered and, after discussion, accepted. This 
was intended to clarify any difficulties that might be encountered in Buenos Aires 
with Caiman and it indicated that copies would be despatched to the Governor and to 
the British Embassy, BA.  
 
Details of John Biscoe’s arrival and some general information were exchanged. The 
BAS men were advised that Caiman intended to sail for BA in about 3 days time. 
Otherwise on base and generally relations continued to be polite and friendly with 
all on Caiman. The John Biscoe arrived on 3 March, the complement of Caiman were 
invited aboard that day and used the bond store to the extent of £160. They 
announced their intention of departing for BA on 5 March, but late that day were still 
in harbour, moored at Grytviken. It was thought they would sail on the 6th. 

 
My own involvement in the field 

In February l982 I flew to Buenos Aires and had talks with Michael Hickson at 
the Embassy, then went on to Mar Del Plata to join the Bransfield for an Antarctic 
voyage (chapter --). We spent several days in Mar del Plata, 16- 19 February and on 
19 February Donald Logan and I were invited to lunch on Endurance. Donald was a 
former Ambassador, who had led the British delegation (of which I had been a 
member) at the series of talks leading to the ground breaking Convention on the 
Conservation of Antarctic Marine Living Resources (CCAMLR) and he was visiting 
the BAS bases to report on Health and Safety matters. We were collected from 
Bransfield by naval Land Rover at 12.15 pm and met by Nick Barker in whites, for 
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drinks and lunch in his small cabin with a friend, Binnie Macadam, of Anglo-
Argentine extraction.  

 
Bransfield took us to the Falklands, arriving at Stanley on 22 February, at 6.45 

am.  (Times are local: GMT minus 3 hours). Next morning I had a 9 am meeting with 
the Governor. We cleared up Grytviken matters (as a result of earlier negotiations the 
FI Government was reluctantly to pay BAS to undertake the administration of South 
Georgia (with effect from 1 April), subject to a telegram to Cambridge (chapter --).  

 
Then we left for the Antarctic stations, calling first at Signy, then on to James 

Ross Island near the tip of the Antarctic Peninsula to uplift sledge parties. We visited 
the unoccupied Argentine station Petrel, then passed Hope bay a former UK station 
now site of the Argentine station Esperanza, but it soon became apparent that it 
would be too rough to land. We looked through binoculars at the Argentine 
establishment: rows of red huts, like a small housing estate - or a 'gulag'? I counted 
25 huts in all. There were about eight families living there, including some children, 
as part of the spurious Argentine claim to have colonised the territory. We continued 
around the tip of the peninsula, through Bransfield Strait and on through Lemaire 
Channel to the US Palmer Station, and then on the Rothera Station, arriving on 4 
March. On 6 March we were expecting the Endurance  at 3 pm, but made no contact, 
until her helicopters approached about 4 pm. We made contact about 5 pm, but the 
radio conditions were very bad. We were invited to dinner next day and a day at sea 
the day after that, but declined because we planned to go to Faraday. However, after 
further discussion we decided to postpone our departure and invited Lord and Lady 
Buxton (guests on Endurance) and Nick Barker to lunch next day. We planned to 
depart at 2 pm for Faraday. 

 
On Sunday 7 March, just after 11 am, we sighted a helicopter flying over to us to 

deliver the Buxtons. A second chopper brought Nick Barker and Commander 
Ponsonby. We showed them around the ship and had lunch in the Captain’s cabin.  I 
had a long talk with Aubrey Buxton about BAS and Endurance (the main purpose of 
the visit), then a curry lunch and social chat before, at 2.30 pm, they returned to 
Endurance which was still sounding the approaches to Rothera (a task BAS had asked 
them to undertake). We then raised anchor and left for Faraday, which we reached 
next morning. After a few days there we left for Rothera arriving on 13 March. We 
spent some time there and in the fjords of Marguerite Bay.  

 
Meanwhile the “scrap merchant’s affair” began hotting up again. On 9 March 
Davidoff had informed the British Embassy that he was ready to start work at South 
Georgia and would transport his workforce and equipment on board the naval 
auxiliary Bahia Buen Suceso. He was reminded of the requirement to observe normal 
Customs and Immigration procedures upon arrival.  He said that his men would 
work through the winter weather and long nights; although this was most unlikely it 
didn’t seem to arouse any interest in London. On 11 March a C-130 Hercules of the 
Argentine air force was observed by BAS men and the joint Services Expedition 
flying along the north-east coast of South Georgia and reported to Hunt in Port 
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Stanley, who informed the FCO. On 16 March Christian Salvesen informed the FCO 
that Davidoff’s contract had been extended and the Governor urged the FCO to find 
some way of preventing Davidoff's return to the island. Endurance arrived at South 
Georgia from Antarctica, and was in Stanley a few days later. 
 
Bransfield headed north again for Faraday, arriving on 19 March. It was a film night 
and I was called out to speak on the radio with Steve Martin (now the winter Base 
Commander, Grytviken). One of the BAS field parties had just reported that an 
Argentine ship, the Bahia Buen Suceso, a naval vessel, was at Leith Harbour and had 
put a military party ashore. They had been shooting reindeer (because carcasses were 
seen) and loading cargo containers. The field party learnt that the Argentines 
expected to be there for 16 weeks and delivered a note instructing them to proceed to 
Grytviken for clearance. Some shooting continued on shore. Our field party was all 
right and returning to base. Governor Hunt was informed and recommended to the 
FCO that the Argentines be told to leave immediately. From then on the pace of 
events speeded up. This was the first major incident that was to lead up to the 
Falklands War in a few weeks time.  

 
The visit of the transport, Bahia Buen Suceso  to South Georgia, March l982 
During March the South Georgia Magistrate made an inspection of Leith Harbour, 
transported there by one of HMS, Endurance’s helicopters.  No Ships were detected.  
A notice, previously prepared on base, was deposited in the Villa.  It was about l m x 
80 cm, white with prominent red and black lettering and read 'BRITISH 
ANTARCTIC SURVEY .…. LEITH FIELD STATION …..  UNAUTHORISED ENTRY 
FROHIBITED …. ENTRADA PROHIBIDA SIN AUTORISACION’ followed by the 
same last line in Russian, Polish and French. The old depot was to be removed and it 
was intended that the notice be displayed outside a new one.  Subsequently, on 18 
March, a BAS field party, consisting of four men (Trefor Edwards, Brian Lockwood, 
Neil Shaw and Robert Banner), was taken by boat to Carlita Bay to travel overland to 
Leith Harbour, to put in order, repair, and generally improve, etc., the new BAS 
depot in the Customs House at Leith. Some Spanish radio communications were 
heard on channel 16 VHF that day  
 
This field party discovered an Argentine ship Bahia Buen Suceso in Leith Harbour and 
reported to Grytviken at 16.30 on 19 March. Details were obtained and transmitted to 
the Governor by a radio link established to HMS Endurance.  Unfortunately the Cable 
and Wireless pre-arranged emergency listening frequency appeared not to have been 
attended, as contact could not be established with them, and two hours were lost in 
consequence. That evening I myself, Director of BAS, then on board RRS Bransfield 
was informed of this development, as far as was possible over the radio in plain 
language.  Communication with the Governor and HMS Endurance was maintained 
by Grytviken to 01.00 on the 20th, details were passed and another contact arranged 
for 07.00 that day. 
 
The field party was contacted again as arranged and asked to stand by while 
information was received from Stanley. A communication from the Governor was 
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then received and relayed to the ship by the field party.  It was acknowledged by a 
person describing himself as Captain Briatore. Shots had been heard the previous 
evening and again in the morning, probably the shooting of reindeer. Owing to this 
and other circumstances the field party returned, as ordered by the Magistrate to 
Carlita Bay for collection by the BAS boats. The party was collected from Carlita Bay 
at 14.00 and returned to King Edward Point at 15.40. The following detailed account 
of their observations was prepared after the party had been interviewed at Grytviken 
on 20 March: 
 

They approached Leith Harbour from Stromness by crossing the dividing hills 
near Hansen Point at about 14:30 on 19 March.  From the top of the pass a ship 
was noticed moored alongside the pier near the Villa.  The party descended to the 
station and was met by two men near the cemetery bridge. Greetings were 
exchanged but no other communication was possible owing to language 
difficulties. They continued to the whaling station being followed by the 
‘greeters’, arrived at tha Villa and entered. A table set for twelve and a similar 
number of men were found; a reindeer was being barbecued outside. About fifty 
men were in the vicinity, some wearing civilian clothes and others in paramilitary 
Alpine type white uniforms. An Argentine flag was flying from outside an 
adjacent switch tower. The BAS notice was seen where it had been deposited on 
16th, but it had been defaced, “Argentine” being substituted for “British”.  
 
Two of the party (TE and NS) walked over to the ship, Bahia Buen Suceso, and 
asked for the Captain. They went on board and informed the Captain that they 
represented the British Antarctic Survey, that his presence at Leith Harbour was 
illegal under Maritime and Falkland Islands law and that he should proceed to 
Grytviken, the port of entry, immediately. The Captain counter-claimed that he 
had received clearance from the British Foreign Office, two days ago, to go 
directly to Leith! He was reminded that the Villa was BAS accommodation and 
contained food etc, for BAS use. An offer was received to provide food for 
accommodation on board, but was declined.  
 
The party re-joined outside the Villa, having noted that a powerful radio 
transmitter was installed there and that preparations for establishing an electricity 
supply were under way. They went to the Customs House where the outer door 
was found recently smashed in and six of the eight BAS food boxes lying open 
with their contents in disorder. Another offer of accommodation from the Villa 
group, was received and declined. The illegality of shooting reindeer was pointed 
out at this time. No pots etc. remained in the Customs House and after an 
unsuccessful attempt to obtain these from the Villa some usable items were 
gathered from the abandoned whaling station mess. At about 16.30 a radio 
contact was made with Grytviken, when details were briefly passed and another 
contact arranged for 17.10. At this time about five shots were heard at ten-minute 
intervals. Despite much inquisitiveness from the visitors the party remained the 
night at the Customs House, in radio contact to 23.00 
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They arose at 05.30, breakfasted and resumed radio contact at 07.00 and, at the 
request of Grytkviken, again at 07.30 when a message for the ship from the 
Governor (see below) was transmitted. The message was prepared by Trefor 
Edwards and taken to the foot of the gangway, where an English-speaking officer 
was sought. Captain Briatore arrived and the message was accepted and 
understood. TE was informed that Davidoff was not on board and that the ship 
had presents (fresh fruit and vegetables) from him for the British Antarctic 
Survey. He advised Briatore that the ship should proceed to Grytviken to deliver 
these. Information was also obtained that the shore party (twelve men in the 
Villa?) intended to remain about sixteen weeks, but no information about the 
ship’s movements was forthcoming. It was noticed that more bunks had been 
established in the Villa and that work had commenced very early that morning. 
In the vicinity were three welders, two launches, some large cargo containers, at 
least 35 people. A pipeline (water or fuel) was being, connected and the ship’s 
cranes were in use. 
 
The BAS party left at 08.15 after securing a cupboard and internal door of the 
Customs House with padlocks.  The Argentine flag was lowered at about this 
time. While departing and passing through the station several small fires were 
seen and it appeared that a large number of roughly dressed men, were being left 
to more or less fend for themselves with little supervision. Many of them 
appeared to be privately looting. Another two shots were heard. The party went 
to Husvik and onwards to Carlita Bay for collection without incident.  They were 
in regular radio contact during the day. 

 
Details of these discoveries were passed to HMS Endurance on the evening of the 20th. 
The Magistrate, Steve Martin, was asked about the possibility of keeping the ship 
under observation and was advised that the matter was considered vital. It was 
suggested that observations could be made from the pass over Jason Harbour, so this 
was agreed and a party was formed to depart on the 21st. I was advised on Bransfield 
of developments and concurred with what was proposed 
 
An observation party, Bob Headland and Peter Stark, was stationed on the pass at 
about 11.30. They were equipped with binoculars, a squadcall transceiver and a VHF 
radio set. The Bahia Buen Suceso was to be seen clearly at Leith, in the same place as 
described earlier by the field party; occasional emissions of smoke occurred 
throughout the day. Owing to the position of the ship most shore activity was 
obscured from view. Headland, who was fluent in Spanish, monitored the ship to 
shore VHF communications. From this it transpired that the shore party had invited 
the ship’s Captain to lunch, that fuelling of the shore base was to be completed before 
the ship’s intended departure at 16.00, and that it was intended to shoot another 
reindeer, as the skin on one shot earlier was of poor quality. This information was 
relayed to Grytviken and thence to HMS Endurance as it was forthcoming, generally 
within the hour. Surveillance was maintained to 18.00 that evening, Neil Shaw 
having replaced Headland in the afternoon (16.00). The observation party spent a 
night at Jason Harbour hut and reported a ship’s siren sounding at about 19.00, 
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which was probably the ship departing, a little late. The observation party climbed 
the pass early on the 22nd and reported that the ship had sailed; they were asked to 
remain at their post.  
 
Another French yacht, Cinq Gars Pour, which had arrived at Grytviken on 14-March, 
was cautioned by the Magistrate not to proceed to Stromness Bay, reminded that 
permission must be obtained to visit most areas of the island and provided with a 
copy of the Conservation Ordinance of l975. Completely disregarding this, she sailed 
from King Edward Cove at about 09.30 and was seen by the observation party in 
Stromness Bay at 10.45. She sailed directly to the jetty at Leith where six of the shore 
party were waiting to receive her. There she rendered assistance in recovering a lost 
small-craft for the shore party and later moored against the Leith jetty. All available 
slides and photographs were developed and printed at Grytviken that evening. They 
were prepared for display on HMS Endurance’s arrival.  
 
The observation party described operations involving some 2000 oil drums and a sort 
of tractor with a yellow crane arm in operation. No more than six men were seen on 
the Leith jetty at any one time. The craft which the French rescued was described as a 
red landing barge, it had apparently got loose and blown towards the Busen 
Peninsula near the shore below our party’s location. The wind direction at the time 
agreed with this supposition. A red launch was also seen against the Leith jetty. The 
observation party was collected from Jason Harbour on the evening of [22nd] March.  
 
At the request of HMS Endurance the observation post was manned again the 
following day. Everything (including the yacht) earlier present remained. An attempt 
to contact the yacht by VHF to order her to return to Grytviken met with no 
response. Deterioration in the weather then rendered observations impossible at 
about 12.00 and the field party returned to the Jason Harbour hut.  
 
The base maintained liaison with me on the [20th] and events on South Georgia were 
described on the BBC World Service. BAS field parties around the island (Bird Island, 
and Schlieper Bay and the Anglia TV party at Royal Bay) were kept informed of 
events during their normal radio contacts. At 13.00 that day a signal was received at 
Grytviken from the Governor for transmission to Leith Harbour Field Party for the 
Argentine ship; it was sent on to the party by 14.00. 
 

“You have landed illegally at Leith without obtaining proper clearance. 
 
You and your party must go back on board the Bahia Buen Suceso 
immediately and report to the Base Commander Grytviken for further 
instructions.  
 
You must remove the Argentine flag from Leith. 
 
You must not interfere with the British Antarctic Survey depot at Leith. 
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You must not alter or deface the notices at Leith.  
 
No military personnel are allowed to land on South Georgia. 
 
No fire-arms are to be taken ashore.  
 
ENDS” 

 
The message was delivered by Trefor Edwards to Captain Briatore at 08.00 on [20] 
March 

 
On the 20th the FCO instructed Hunt to give the Argentines the opportunity to 
reconsider their position and to observe normal procedures. Hunt drafted an 
appropriate note, which was delivered to Captain Briatore at Leith Harbour by the 
BAS field party, and Endurance was ordered to return to South Georgia from Port 
Stanley. Next day Nick Barker, sent a message from Endurance to Steve Martin, 
requesting BAS to keep watch from Jason Peak and report all activity in Stromness 
Bay pending his arrival. On 22 March the Bahia Buen Suceso  departed from Leith 
Harbour, leaving behind a party of 48 scrap metal workers and next day the FCO 
decided to follow Hunt's advice. The Argentine government was informed that the 
Davidoff party would be evicted because it had not complied with legal 
requirements.  It was decided to double (temporarily) the number of Royal Marines 
stationed at Port Stanley. 

 
Meanwhile, March we visited the Chilean Station, Marsh, the Polish station 

Arktowski and the Russian base, Bellingshausen on King George Island. Then on [21] 
March as the anchors were dragging we headed out to sea again. The rolling and bad 
weather continued on 22 March, as did the South Georgia saga. Steve Martin 
reported that the Bahia Buen Suceso  had left a party of c.10 men ashore at Leith 
Harbour and a BAS field party was maintaining a watch, its members being changed 
at intervals. I followed radio discussions between Steve and the Governor; it was 
evident that Steve was doing extremely well in a situation for which he had no 
relevant experience. The Major of Marines, Stanley, contacted me to ask if John Biscoe 
could carry a relief party of marines from Punta Arenas to Stanley; 35 of them were 
flying out from the UK to Montevideo and Endurance  had been diverted to South 
Georgia. I agreed. Later I learnt that the French yacht Isatis had turned up again with 
a professional photographer. International Reuters Service (IRS) was trying to place a 
call to us. The weather continued bad as we battled across the Drake Passage, with 
the swell coming all the way across the Pacific Ocean, being channelled into the 
Passage and so amplified, making us roll very badly. 

 
We were heading for the Chilean port of Punta Arenas in the Straits of 

Magellan. When we were passing Staten Island, on 23 March the IRS cancelled their 
call and the BBC World Service announced that the British Government had made a 
protest to Argentina over the visit of the Argentine Naval Supply ship which had not 
kept to the legal requirements - i.e. it had not made a call at the Port of Entry to 
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British Territory. There was much speculation among the Fids. I discussed the 
situation with Stuart, Hugh O'Gorman and Donald Logan in the afternoon. We 
arrived at Punta Arenas at 1.30 pm next day and took the afternoon flight to Santiago 
on 25 March. On 26 March I had a meeting at INACH (Chilean Antarctic Institute) 
with Pedro Romero (Director), Morchio and José Valencia to discuss some problems 
Rothera was experiencing - conflicts over responsibility for air operations flight 
control systems. This was resolved satisfactorily and the Chileans seemed keen on 
co-operation. However, it was an Air Force matter, not an INACH one; we'd see 
what happened. And so I took a flight to London that evening, in the face of the 
rapidly deteriorating situation with Argentina. It was to be only a week before they 
invaded South Georgia and captured 15 of my people!  

 
On 24 March Ambassador Williams and Colonel Love, Military Attaché, had warned 
the MOD and FCO of the risks inherent in a direct confrontation with the Argentine 
navy under the current circumstances and the FCO lost its nerve and decided not to 
evict the Davidoff party!  Captain Barker was instead instructed to go to King 
Edward Cove and await further orders.  Lord Carrington warned the Cabinet Office 
and the MOD of the delicate situation on South Georgia and suggested the initiation 
of naval/military contingency planning.  He again asked that the Endurance be left on 
station.  The Endurance arrived in Cumberland East Bay and her Royal Marines took 
over from the BAS the task of watching Leith Harbour and the following day the 
Bahia Paraiso arrived at Leith Harbour from Southern Thule and illegally landed a 
party of marines with six months' stores for the scrap metal work-force. She left three 
days later and proceeded to a “loitering” position approximately fifteen miles off the 
mouth of the Cumberland Bays. The situation was getting warmer. 

 
From our Embassy in BA Captain Mitchell, Naval Attaché, sent his first detailed 
report on 25 March (based mainly upon local newspaper reports) informing London 
of the high state of readiness of the Argentine navy. Next day he informed London of 
the first sailings of the Argentine navy (ostensibly on anti-submarine exercises) and 
the departure for South Georgia of two small frigates. The British Embassy began 
shredding its most sensitive military and naval files and the shredding machines in 
its Registry continued to operate throughout the next weekend, completing the task 
of destroying its naval and military files on 30 March, when they started to destroy 
all the other documents. 
 
On Friday 26 March Captain Mitchell sent a long and urgent signal to London 
announcing that the Argentine naval bases were now almost empty of ships and that 
at least one battalion of marines has been reported embarking with armoured 
vehicles.  Together with information from other sources, this was strong evidence 
that the Argentine navy was unlikely to be deploying merely for anti-submarine 
exercises. (It is known that on Monday 29 March the junta confirmed the final details 
of Admiral Anaya's plans for the invasion of South Georgia and the Falkland 
Islands). The FCO advised the Ambassador to prepare for a worsening in the 
situation.  John Nott, our Secretary of State for Defence, agreed to leave Endurance on 
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station for the time being.  The RFA Fort Austin was ordered to load stores at 
Gibraltar and to go to the support of Endurance. 

 
The first of three SSNs (nuclear powered submarines) to be deployed, HMS Spartan, 
was ordered to load stores and war-scale arms at Gibraltar and to proceed to the 
South Atlantic with all despatch.  The First Sea Lord informed the Commander in 
Chief, Fleet that further action might be required.  In the House of Commons, during 
a long and acrimonious debate regarding the planned expenditure of c £8 billion for 
the purchase of the Trident II system, Mr Keith Speed, a former Navy Minister, asked 
why the MOD could no longer afford to keep the Endurance in service.  The Secretary 
of State for Defence replied: “I do not intend to get involved in a debate about the 
Falkland Islands now.  These issues [Trident] are too important to be diverted into a 
discussion on HMS Endurance.” 
 
Tuesday 30 March dawned as Bahia Paraiso continued its patrol off the Cumberland 
Bays, shadowed by the Endurance.  At least two Argentine frigates, a tanker, and 
possibly a submarine, were reported to be at sea somewhere between South Georgia 
and the Falkland Islands. In New York, Sir Anthony Parsons, Great Britain's 
representative at the United Nations, was investigating the possibilities of requesting 
an emergency debate in the Security Council.  In Port Stanley, the Governor was in 
regular radio contact with Steve Martin at King Edward Point but was unaware that 
the Argentine naval force now at sea had an amphibious landing capability. 
 
On Wednesday 31 Endurance was ordered back to Port Stanley and disembarked her 
reinforced detachment of 22 Royal Marines at King Edward Point before departing 
under cover of night.  HMS Spartan left Gibraltar.  The first alert to home-based 
troops the SBS at Poole – was issued by the MOD.  The majority of other armed 
forces units prepared for Easter leave.  The joint Intelligence Committee - having 
now made its first assessment of the South Atlantic situation since July of the 
previous year - decided that imminent invasion of the Falkland Islands was a strong 
possibility.  In the evening, Mrs Thatcher, the Prime Minister, having seen the new 
JIC assessment, consulted with senior political advisors and the First Sea Lord, 
Admiral Lewin.  The decision was made, in principle, to mount a major Task Force, if 
that should prove to be necessary.  In Stanley, there was a dinner party at 
Government House. The Governor was unaware of developments in London; 
consequently he didn’t alert the Royal Marines at Port Stanley, nor the BAS and 
Royal Marines personnel at South Georgia.  In Buenos Aires, Colonel Love, also 
uninformed by London of the latest JIC assessments, entertained to dinner General 
Mario Menendez, (who soon after emerged as the new Argentine Governor of the 
Falkland Islands!). Disgracefully, and to my fury, BAS HQ in Cambridge had been 
left completely in the dark about most of the developments and assessments of the 
past week, although I was responsible for 28 people at South Georgia, by then known 
in London to be at risk. 

 
On Thursday I April the Argentine invasion force was steering toward the eastern 
extremity of East Falkland.  Off South Georgia, the Bahia Paraiso awaited the arrival 

213



of at least one frigate.  Two other warships en route were delayed by bad weather and 
mechanical problems aboard their supporting tanker. By then Endurance was 
approximately halfway between South Georgia and the Falkland Islands, Nick 
Barker hoping to arrive at Port Stanley on Saturday.   
 
In England, however, the Captain of the aircraft carrier HMS Hercules, departed for 
Gibraltar on leave.  Lacking any advice or orders to the contrary, thousands of other 
servicemen similarly departed for home or holiday. The Royal Marine Commandos 
were an exception - some were recalled.  At Poole, 2 SBS and 6 SBS were ordered to 
start mobilising for service in the South Atlantic.  HMS Splendid departed Faslane.  At 
16.00 (London time), on his own initiative, the First Sea Lord brought the carriers 
HMS Hermes and HMS Invincibk to forty-seven hours notice to sail.  At 16.30 the FCO 
telephoned New York and instructed our Ambassador, Anthony Parsons, to request 
an emergency debate in the UN Security Council.  The FCO sent a cable to Stanley 
advising the Governor that the town could be invaded by dawn the next day.  In the 
evening, the Prime Minister met again with John Nott, William Whitelaw and the 
First Sea Lord, and authorised the mounting of a large-scale Task Force. During the 
evening, in New York, the UN Security Council called upon both sides to exercise 
restraint. 
 
 
On Friday 2 April at approximately 04.00 (Local time), Argentine special forces 
landed at Mullet Creek, south of Port Stanley, and advanced inland in two groups.  
At 05.55 the western group attacked the empty Royal Marines barracks at Moody 
Brook.  At 06.00, the eastern group attacked Government House.  
That same day HMS Hermes and HMS Invincible were brought to four hours notice to 
sail.  The Captain of HMS Hercules returned to Portsmouth from Gibraltar.  
Northwood started to plan “Operation Corporate”.  The Fleet Air Arm started to 
mobilise.  A Commando Forward Observation Battery RA was recalled from leave.  
Port Stanley fell.  At 11.00 (London time), the proceedings of the House of Commons 
were interrupted by an announcement from the Lord Privy Seal, Humphrey Atkins: 
“There is now a real expectation that an Argentine attack against the Falkland Islands 
will take place very soon.  It has become increasingly evident over the past few days 
[sic] that the Argentines had assembled a fleet which was operating in the vicinity of 
the Falkland Islands [sic].” The invasion was confirmed by the Leader of the House, 
Francis Pym, at I4.35 hours. 
 
 

Next day, Saturday 3 April, the Bahia Paraiso and the Guerrico  attacked King 
Edward Point and Lieutenant Mills and his marines surrendered after a spirited 
defence. Ironically Endurance arrived off the Barff Peninsula just as the battle ended. 
In BAS we began to reorganise our communications with South Georgia and 
Antarctica. 
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The taking of Grytviken base, 3 April 
 
Little more than a week later on the afternoon of Friday, 2 April, after the fall of 

Stanley, radio contact was again made with Bahia Paraiso, on Channel 16 VHF by 
Steve Martin, [now] the Base Commander, Grytviken.  There had been a message 
from them that Grytviken was to listen out on Saturday morning from 07.00 (local) 
for a message on Channel 16 VHF and on Saturday morning about 10.00 local time 
Bahia Paraiso called on the VHF.  However, because they could not copy (receive) his 
message, as they were too far away, the base had to transmit to them on 11255 HF. 

 
The message received from the Bahia Paraiso was that Stanley had surrendered 

unconditionally and that Martin was to do the same to avoid any unnecessary violent 
action. The Bahia Paraiso also asked him to stop transmitting on 11255; however, this 
was impossible as he could not read them on Channel 16 VHF. The Bahia Paraiso also 
suggested that Steve Martin and his men should have been in contact with the 
Governor in Stanley, who would have told them to surrender.  He replied that he 
had not been in contact with the Governor as General Mendez had flown him out to 
Montevideo. He also informed the Bahia Paraiso that Grytviken was a scientific base 
and peaceful and that we did not want any violence. 

 
The Argentine Commander was also told by Martin that he had received 

instructions that morning, Saturday, April 3rd, 1982, from the British Government 
that should he receive such a message from the Argentines to surrender, it was to be 
resisted.  Because of the conflicting instructions from the Governor - to surrender - 
and the Government - to resist - he asked the Bahia Paraiso to give him time to clarify 
the situation; he asked twice and received no reply, except that they were waiting for 
a decision. The Argentines then told Steve that he was to order all his men to stand in 
one place where they could be seen.  However, he had evacuated the base of all BAS 
personnel to the church at the whaling station and he was the only civilian member 
left on the base. 

 
The Bahia Paraiso said their helicopter was going to land and was full of Marines. 

Steve requested them not to land as this would be a very provocative act, and asked 
the Captain to discuss the matter with him so that the two of them could clarify the 
situation and try to avoid any unnecessary violence on either side.  He also told the 
Bahia Paraiso that there was a military presence on the base, troops who had been 
ordered by our Government to resist should the Argentines land; and again 
requested that the helicopter should not land, and that the Captain should discuss 
the matter with him peacefully.  If he had agreed to do this Martin feels that the 
outcome of the incident would have been peaceful, as his instructions were that until 
the Argentine forces landed, he was as the senior civilian presence, in charge.  
However, once the Argentines landed the matter was a military one and so out of his 
hands.  He also asked the Bahia Paraiso whether she was prepared to take the base by 
force and the answer was yes. It was at this point that the corvette was lining up 
opposite the radio hut with her gun pointing menacingly and Martin decided to go 
and try to get back to his men at the church. 
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Before he left the base, he transmitted to the four field parties that there was an 

emergency, an Argentine ship was in the cove, and wished them “Good Luck”. On a 
previous occasion he had told the field parties that if they came into contact with the 
Argentines they were not to resist; they were to state they were peaceful and civilian 
and ask to be extended the same conditions of the Truce as the Falkland Islands.  
However, before he got to his men the firing had started and he lay in the tussock 
grass until the shooting had stopped and the marines had surrendered. The next 
thing he saw was his men coming from the church to the base.  They had not been 
harmed. 

 
Steve said that the account of these events may not be complete or in 

chronological order as he had to complete it all in relative haste.  However, all of the 
events occurred and all the radio transmissions were completed by Steve himself 
(except for a short while on Friday night, 2 April, when one of the radio operators 
helped out for an hour or two).  The rest of the civilian members had been evacuated 
because of the presence of the British marines on the base. 

 
After his capture the Argentine forces were also told about our four field parties who 
were still on the island and Steve asked to speak with them; this was refused. Until 
he was released by the Argentines in Montevideo several weeks later he had no 
concrete evidence that they had been located or contacted. He had shown the 
Argentines the locations of the field parties on the map of South Georgia: there were 
4 men at Lyell Glacier; 3 men and 2 women at St. Andrew's Bay; 2 men at Schlieper 
Bay; 4 men at Bird Island. 

 
In captivity on the Bahia Paraiso, Steve Martin also asked to see someone from the 

Swiss or American Embassy or the Red Cross and to have the non-combatant status 
of the BAS party confirmed. He wanted to know the Argentine Government's 
intentions towards his men, who were civilian and not military.  He also mentioned 
that one of his men was of Portuguese nationality. He added that they had been 
treated very well by the Argentines and that his party, the British Antarctic Survey 
members, regretted that there were Argentine casualties of the fighting, and hoped 
the matter would be cleared up as soon as possible, and that they would all be 
repatriated to their countries. 

 
 

The invasion of the Falkland Islands as seen from RRS Bransfield 
On March 27th. Bransfield  had arrived in Port Stanley at 07.30 am.  As she was 

empty of cargo and the F.I.C. Jetty unoccupied she was able to tie up (as opposed to 
anchoring out) for the first time in two years. This had the great advantage of 
allowing ship’s personnel to entertain their friends and relations better than usual. 
Naturally, on going ashore, conversation everywhere was almost exclusively centred 
on the Argentine salvage party that landed in Leith Harbour South Georgia six days 
earlier. It was generally felt to be another step by Argentina in its eventual bid to take 
the Falklands. There was no hint of any imminent danger though. 
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Next day was hectic socially. The Governor and Mrs Hunt and the Chief 

Secretary and Mrs Barker came to lunch in the Captain’s cabin. They were all of the 
opinion of most Falkland Islanders, “It’s a try on to see just what they can get away 
with”. When the Governor diverted HMS Endurance to South Georgia it was with 
instructions that the Argentine salvage party was to be ordered to leave forthwith. 
They should leave on their own ship or to be taken to Stanley by HMS Endurance; 
from there they would be flown to Argentina. His order was subsequently 
countermanded by the FCO who ruled that there should be negotiations (with 
hindsight a gross mistake). That evening the wardroom of Bransfield gave a party on 
board for 80 Government officials and friends. It went off well, but naturally serious 
conversation and speculation predominated. The party was marred towards the end 
when the Governor and his wife both having had a lot to drink had a rather 
unseemly argument over their hippy son.  

 
Endurance having been diverted to South Georgia, R.R.S. John Biscoe had been 

requested to take on board the normal yearly relief contingent of 40 Royal Marines at 
Montevideo and to return to Stanley with them.  At 18.00 she arrived in Port Stanley 
and disembarked the marines. So for a few hours both of my ships were at anchor in 
Port Stanley, a few days before the invasion on 2 April. The Biscoe left for England at 
22.00 and Bransfield though due to sail for Punta Arenas at the same time to collect 
important generator spares being flown out for Signy, was delayed by 
malfunctioning radar. 

 
Both radar sets were repaired by the morning but, to take advantage of 

favourable tides in the Magellan Straits, sailing was postponed in order to pick up 
mail from the incoming flight to Stanley in the afternoon.  The news from South 
Georgia still indicated a deadlock, but Argentina now had three ships in the area. So 
Bransfield set sail at 18.00 hours into strong winds and high seas. Stuart Lawrence 
considered sailing north around the islands to shelter from the weather but decided 
to travel by the usual southern route. (If he had gone north we could have well have 
encountered advance units of the Argentine invasion fleet then approaching the 
islands) 

 
March 31st was a terrible night with few hours of sleep and in the morning the 

weather was even worse, but that didn’t stop an Argentine plane circling the ship 
twice. In strong head seas the weather improved somewhat during the afternoon and 
evening. By Thursday 1 April Bransfield was experiencing a calm day’s steaming up 
the Magellan Straits. During a phone call to our agents in Punta Arenas they said 
they would bring out spares by road to the pilot boat at Possession Bay, thus saving 
Bransfield an additional six hours steaming to Punta and six back.  At 17.15 the pilot 
boat came out as the ship arrived so there was no delay; with the passing on board of 
a package and a wave they were on our way again. It was a glorious sunset, but the 
hellish fires of burning gas on the offshore oil rigs as a foreground did nothing to 
alleviate the growing feeling of alarm on board induced by the radio news 
concerning the Falklands.  
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The first real worry came at 21.00 – “Britain calls for immediate meeting of UN 

Security Council” – the next day could be to late for there were reports that the entire 
Argentine fleet had set sail and that all army leave had been cancelled. By 01.00 it 
was announced that reports from Argentina stated there would be a dawn invasion 
of the Falklands. Many of the crew were Falkland Islanders and some could stand it 
no longer; they implored Stuart Lawrence (Captain) to change course and head for 
the Falklands. Their reasoning was that, if they were invaded, the islanders, 
including their friends would believe that they had run away and deserted them in 
their hour of need. Most did not believe an invasion was possible and, in any case, 
there was really nothing they could do; they went to bed full of foreboding. 

 
During that night when listening to BBC World Service news broadcasts 

(Falkland time 23.00 hours, 24-00. and 01.00) it became beyond doubt that an 
invasion of the Falkland Islands by Argentina was imminent. BBC correspondents 
reported that Britain had called for an emergency meeting of the UN Security 
Council immediately as tomorrow could be too late. The Argentine fleet was 
reported at sea including transports and landing craft. All military leave had been 
cancelled; paratroops, marines and aircraft were expected to land at dawn.  

 
At 05.50 on Friday 2 April R.R.S. Bransfield was off the north-eastern coast of 

Tierra del Fuego heading SSE for the Grahamland Peninsula.  At 06.00 Hugh 
O’Gorman, the Radio Operator, picked up a report on the Falkland Island 
Broadcasting Service (FIBS!) that landing craft were entering Stanley harbour. The 
invasion was a fact. Friends and other people with whom only three days before they 
had been working and socialising, were now fighting for their lives. People gathered 
in a stunned radio room and many spent an anguished day hanging on every word 
that came in from Stanley, Grytviken and London. At 06.15 Bransfield altered course 
to 090 to clear the Argentine coast and prevent any sighting of the vessel from Staten 
Island. 

 
Three hours after fighting commenced Stuart Lawrence finally achieved a 

telephone link with myself; I had received an unconfirmed report but until then no 
details. I instructed him to continue on a course to Faraday Base. [At 06.15 Bransfield 
altered course to 090 to clear the Argentine coast and prevent any sighting of the 
vessel from Staten Island.] It was not until two hours after a truce had been called 
that the BBC announced the Falklands were being invaded. What was HMS 
Endurance up to? Hugh, the Radio Officer, spent the day attempting to make other 
connections with me at BAS, Cambridge and to find out what had happened on the 
British bases. Bransfield and BAS HQ now seemed to be almost the only link with the 
UK. (I tell elsewhere how I passed this information to Whitehall and the Cabinet).  

 
To add to the feeling of unreality those on the ship had only to look out of the 

window to be dazzled by brilliant sunshine and the sight of Argentine mountains on 
the horizon. Early that morning an Argentine radio station had continually asked 
them to identify themselves - without being acknowledged. What would have 
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happened if Bransfield had gone all the way up to Punta Arenas as originally 
planned? On its return twelve hours later, the ship would have been entering the 
Atlantic Ocean passing the Argentine Dungeness settlement almost at the moment of 
invasion of the Falklands. When the final reports of the day had been gleaned the 
debating and the drinking around the ship began and feelings ran very high - 
dangerously so - especially with the Falkland crew and some of the Fids. Stuart 
succeeded in calming things down and they finally went to bed at 05.30; good sense 
prevailed and the idea of mutiny and charging to Stanley now the place had fallen 
was dropped; it would have achieved only disastrous results.  

 
April 3rd was a rough day weather-wise as the ship crossed Drakes Passage, and 

an even rougher day in terms of the news. Stanley Radio couldn't be believed now it 
was in enemy hands, and the normal BAS communications through Cable & 
Wireless, Stanley, were cut resulting in enormous problems for the Survey. Two 
Falkland Island radio hams were still getting news out though and Hugh was 
listening in. There were reports of overnight sniping and mopping up operations, 
which did nothing to ease people’s minds. Nor did the fact that the four British 
journalists in Stanley had all been evicted from the colony.  

 
The Argentine ship Bahia Paraiso arrived in the Grytviken area at about 10.00, 

not at 07.00 as they had stated their intentions the night before. They called upon 
Grytviken to surrender peacefully as a truce had been called in the Falklands and 
their forces were in full control there.  Grytviken’s reply was not heard by the 
Bransfield, radio conditions in general being very poor.  A further request by the 
enemy for Grytviken to communicate with them only on VHF (with limited 
reception area and out of range) so they could not be overheard). Shortly after 11.00 
Steve Martin the BAS Base Commander was heard telling the enemy they would be 
ill advised to land a helicopter at the base as there were Royal Marines there who had 
been ordered to resist any take over by force. All contact with Grytviken by radio 
was lost at 11.35.  Bransfield heard later that two parties of BAS personnel had been 
sent out to Saint Andrews Bay and the Lyall Glacier. Contact with them and two 
other BAS field parties on Bird Island and at Schlieper Bay were maintained 
throughout the day.  The BBC stated that evening that the enemy claimed to have 
taken Grytviken.  Other reports were of Stanley being turned into a fortress, with 
reinforcements arriving by air every hour and ships off-loading many armoured 
vehicles and supplies. It was another night of speculation, concern and worry for all. 

 
On 4 April people woke up still stunned at the thought of what had happened. 

The BBC confirmed that Grytviken had fallen to the Argentines, the marines putting 
up a fight though, shooting down a helicopter and badly damaging a corvette with 
an anti-tank gun before surrendering. Another report was that 5 enemy were killed 
in Stanley and 17 wounded. Bransfield arrived at the American base Palmer Station at 
15.00.  With no personal traffic possible on her radio just then on account of continual 
use on priority matters, a few calls could be made through Palmer Station patched 
via radio hams in America. 
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Next day, while the British Fleet steamed out from Portsmouth, Bransfield left 
Palmer at 07.00 for Faraday, the weather remained the same as for the past two days 
gales, snow, rough seas, fog, poor visibility, as depressing as the overall situation. 
She arrived off Faraday at 11.10, but strong winds and a great deal of brash ice made 
it very difficult to get close to the base. The base members were invited out to the 
ship for dinner but the invitation had to be withdrawn due to adverse boating 
conditions; the weather was so bad that they sailed for Signy at 18.30, letting it be 
known to everyone on the radio that they would be sailing (south) for Rothera next 
day. They wondered whether anyone really was looking for them. Their instructions 
from me the previous day had been that after Faraday and then from Signy they 
were to steam 200 miles east of the South Sandwich Islands then head north. Later I 
instructed Stuart to wait at Signy until further notice. Many on board the ship 
preferred to stay down there in the Antarctic Treaty Area until the enemy had been 
kicked out of the Falklands and South Georgia; probably the majority on board felt 
that way. 

 
Our four field parties in South Georgia were still well. The ship had heard that 

the Lyall Glacier party had climbed over the mountains to look down on Grytviken. 
They could see little damage but quite a number of army personnel around. Their 
intention was to go down and surrender that day if the weather was fine and 
visibility good. In the event they changed their minds, just as well as we had received 
no news at all about what had happened to the Royal Marines or BAS personnel who 
were with them at the time of the surrender of Grytviken. By late evening on the 6th I 
had instructed them to stay where they were. On board the ship it was an uneventful 
day steaming through the Bransfield Strait; the seas were somewhat calmer but the 
low cloud and very poor visibility continued. That might well be to their advantage. 

 
The night of 6 April was a very violent and sleepless one due to the stormy 

weather The days went by with the continual quest for news of the situation, cursing 
Hugh, the radio officer, whenever his transmissions blotted out the BBC, which was 
only too frequent. Then, when a news broadcast was audible, everyone stopped and 
hung on every word.  

 
April 7th was a quiet day if that was an expression that could be used at such a 

time. The South Georgia situation remained the same. The disconcerting news was 
that the Argentina acknowledged the fact they took the Royal Marines captive but 
would not say what had happened to the BAS personnel at Grytviken. Nor could the 
offices of the International Red Cross or the Swiss Embassy in Buenos Aires 
(representing the British Government) find out.  That day the new military Governor 
of the Falkland Islands was sworn in Stanley. No foreign correspondents were 
allowed into the colony to witness the public enthusiasm! As for the ship it continued 
to roll steadily along at slow speed so as to arrive in Signy next day. 

 
Stuart was very good at giving the ships complement a daily situation report. 

There had been a complete silence from HMS Endurance Britain’s sole military 
presence in the area, but on 8 April he learnt that she had departed southern waters 
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for England two days earlier on 6 April. He felt strongly that if we were not able to 
get out our field parties from South Georgia, she at least could have made an attempt 
instead of leaving them totally in the lurch. As if that wasn’t enough I had now 
ordered him to complete the relief of Signy then set course eastwards 200 miles south 
of the Sandwich Islands (south of 60°S within the Antarctic Treaty Area), then head 
north for England. I had reached this conclusion in conjunction with the Foreign 
Office and Department of Defence, as well as NERC. As Stuart saw it this was 
shameful, but the only way he might possibly persuade us to change our minds 
about this was if he had 100% backing for his request to stay in the Southern Ocean. 
But this wasn’t the case of course, nor was there overwhelming support from his 
people. That day, 8 April, Bransfield, after yet another very rough night, arrived at 
Signy at midday. The weather was too rough to work cargo and some thought: 
“Please God, let the bad weather continue for the next two weeks”. 

 
Well maybe someone somewhere heard the plaintive plea for bad weather as, 

with 30-40 knot winds all day increasing to 70 in the evening, it was impossible to 
work any cargo at all. That was one more day in which their instructions might 
possibly be changed. To Stuart’s disgust there was a majority in favour of running for 
home, when the crunch comes. An appeal to their Director stating their desire to stay 
south as moral support to Grytviken and the field parties in particular, and not be 
hustled off home, was not supported. Although “praiseworthy” to remain south was 
never a sensible or feasible option and had Bransfield been captured the situation 
would have been even worse than it was. 

 
 

The conflict as seen in the Falklands, 2- 4 April 
 

The following account of events in the Falklands is based on news items, 
comments and statements heard by Hugh O’Gorman and others mainly on 
Bransfield’s radio from the Falkland Islands Broadcasting Service 

 
At 05.50 on 2 April came the first reports of landing craft entering Stanley 

Harbour through The Narrows and an apparent diversion (fire and bangs) from 
Moody Brook Marine Camp area. At 06.10 the Governor (Rex Hunt) reported hearing 
shots. He didn’t know what was happening and there was much confusion on 
Stanley radio. An aircraft carrier, destroyer and 3 landing craft were sighted in Port 
William. The first landing craft were attempting to enter harbour, probably bound 
for Government House (GH). 

 
At 07.05 Stanley Radio called Hunt, and also attempted to call UK. Hunt stated 

that GH was surrounded. Contact was lost with him and subsequent reports were 
confused. The Argentines were shooting at vehicles to immobilise them. GH was in a 
bad strategic position, the people there pinned down by fire and grenades. Hunt 
stated he had no intention of surrendering. Shooting was reported from different 
points in and around Stanley. Five armoured vehicles were sighted at York Bay. 
Hunt stated he believed the initial landings were on the south shore and the enemy 
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forces came over the top to GH. The Radio Service was continual with music broken 
by eye witness telephoned reports from Stanley residents. 

 
Five minutes later Hunt reported an estimated 200 enemy troops; there were no 

helicopters; hand grenades had been thrown. The F.I. Defence Force HQ was 
manned. Instructions were issued to all Stanley residents to stay in their homes and 
not show themselves. Five armoured vehicles were seen on the airport road and 
much gunfire was to be heard. At 07.15 Hunt again stated that he had no intention of 
surrendering but felt it was only a matter of time. There were no casualties at GH. 
More firing was heard by FIBS, both small and heavy arms. At 07.35 he stated that 
the position was grave but quote "I'm not surrendering to the bloody Argies" 

 
At 07.50 came the first instructions to the “British Colonial Government” from 

the Argentine army forces. At 07-55 Vice Commodoro …….. (of LADE) was to 
proceed to GH, carrying a white flag. At 07.56 another voice with American accent 
was heard giving a request and stating the Argentine’s are concerned for the welfare 
of the people of the Falklands.  

 
At 08.00 a Falkland Islander, Mr Jack Abbott, reported sighting two vessels in 

Fort William, one a small corvette. At 08.30 the Officer Commanding the invasion 
force asked to meet Government representatives at St Marys Church.  Vice 
Commodore LADE was to mediate, Dick Barker, Chief Secretary, was to speak for 
the Governor. A  Sikorski helicopter landed at the airport. By 08.45 Hercules aircraft 
were landing and armoured vehicles were moving; into town. A resident phoned in 
that an armoured vehicle bogged down and 15 men got out to push it. Soon after a 
Deputation consisting of the Chief Secretary, Vice Commodore (LADE) and three 
Argentine officers headed for GH under a white flag.  Three armoured troop carriers 
were in Brandon Road. At about this time the Governor said there was no cease fire 
as yet. An armoured troop carrier was moving along front road. 25 troops marched 
down the front road to reach the Post Office and FIBS played Radio music “Strangers 
in the night”- an example of ‘Kelper’ humour. Troops were entering houses, 
inspecting every room but behaving well. 

 
By 09.00 the Argentine flag was flying from St Mary’s Hall. At 09.26 Gerald 

Cheek with group of six other members of the F I Defence Force, presumably having 
surrendered, had been seen walking down the road with a number of Argentine 
soldiers. The Governor stated that he had been unable to communicate with FCO, 
because at the first attack all cypher equipment was destroyed; the Cable & Wireless 
office was evacuated when it came under fire. Two seriously wounded Argentinians 
arrived at the hospital, and one dying. This happened in early close fighting behind 
maids’ quarters of GH. Then, at 09.38 Bill Roberts (Head of communications), 
formerly a fid at Signy Island (?) was requested to report to GH carrying a white flag.  
A truce was agreed and there was no more shooting. Both sides were helping to pick 
up wounded.  
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FIBS was taken over; the announcer Pat Watts said he would not talk while they 
had a gun in his back. The three enemy went off to another room arguing among 
themselves leaving Pat alone. Hunt made a statement over the telephone: he has had 
a meeting with the Admiral commanding the invasion forces, told him his forces 
have landed illegally and demanded they leave the colony forthwith. The Admiral 
refused and calls upon HE to cease needless bloodshed as the enemy have 
overwhelmingly stronger forces. The Admiral paid tribute to the F.I. troops and 
called them very brave. He gave an assurance that no islanders would be harmed in 
any way. 

 
Hunt said some homes had already been broken into. The Admiral immediately 

commanded his second in command to discipline any troops taking such action. The 
Admiral stated an Army General would be arriving in about an hour to take over as 
military Governor. Hunt said that was all he had to say and that this was probably 
the last time he would be able to address the people of the Falklands. He wished 
everyone the best of luck and gave them an assurance that the British would be back. 
He commented that he would be surprised if there were less than 500 troops in the 
attack force. On being questioned as to what action should now be taken by Britain 
his answer was that they must declare war in the face of reprehensible aggression 
having been taken by Argentina. 

 
At 10.07 there was a call from the radio station to enemy forces to allow doctors 

and nurses to proceed to hospital carrying white flags. All the children in Stanley 
House Hostel were safe. 

 
At 10.20 an announcement by Argentinian Forces stated that now Islas Malvinas 

Broadcasting Service had begun its transmission, and the Argentine national anthem 
was played. “The attention of all inhabitants is requested to a statement by the 
Argentine Republic, Malvinas operation theatre command.”  

 
Over the next half hour or so a number of communiques were released: 
 
l. The Commander greets the inhabitants and exhorts everyone to cooperate in 

order to facilitate the normal life of the entire population. 
 
2. All British authorities are henceforth relieved of their duties and will today be 

sent back to England with their families and personal effects. 
 
3. Population told to remain in their homes, all those leaving them will be 

arrested. Should a serious problem arise and people wish to make it known to the 
authorities a piece of white cloth is to be placed outside the door; the military will 
then visit the house and provide a solution.  All schools, shops, banks, pubs etc are to 
remain closed until further notice. All further instructions will be released over the 
radio which will remain in permanent operation.  
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4. The Military Governor guarantees 
 
1. The continuity of the way of life of the people of the 

islands. 
 

2. Freedom of worship. 
 

3. Respect of private property. 
 

4. Freedom of labour. 
 

5. Freedom to enter, leave or remain on the islands. 
 

6. Improvement of the population’s standard of living. 
 

7. Normal supply situation would continue. 
 

8. Health assistance. 
 

9. Essential public services would function normally. 
 

Furthermore the population was exhorted to continue with their activities, in an 
atmosphere of peace and harmony with the military authorities.  

 
At 13.05 the Radio station reported many troops on streets and that troops were 

under strict instructions to be on their best behaviour. At 14.45 people were told to 
report to the airport in Stanley and they would be returned to London. At 14.58 all 
Royal Marines were ordered to report at the airport. Their wives were requested to 
pack and stay in their homes to await transport to the airport.  An Argentine officer 
was reported killed. 

 
 At 15.14 it was stated that everyone remained indoors in their homes. Many 

troops and armoured troop carriers were scattered around the town, all along the 
coast road. Two Argentine flags were now being raised above the Radio Station. At 
15.17 the (British) announcer stated that the only Argentine in the room with him did 
not speak English.  So he could say to all people departing from the Falklands that he 
is sorry that there were too few to make a fight of it and he hoped to see them back 
soon. At 16.45 there was a call to all homes where marines were lodging, for the 
owners to pack the marines’ belongings and take them to the Secretariat. 

 
At 17.40 it was announced that the Military Governor had decided that normal 

activities are to recommence tomorrow. All inhabitants were invited to co-operate. At 
18.10 the Radio Station was said to be full of Argentines but they were treating the 
staff well. At 19.20 there was an announcement on Stanley Radio that transmission 
would close at 21.00. The only programmes would be music and official 
announcements. No one was to leave their homes from dusk to dawn. 
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During the first night of occupation it was reported that there was sniper fire in 

Stanley.  Seven Royal Marines escaped capture and got out into the ‘camp’. Mopping 
up operations were being carried out by the enemy. The Royal Marines were 
reported captured on April 5th. 

 
On 3–4 April British Government officials and others including four British 

journalists were flown out of the colony. Many ‘Kelpers’ were reported using arms in 
the camp. On the night of 4 April a large transport ship loaded with landing craft and 
troops left Stanley to take over outlying islands.  Port Stanley was renamed Porto 
Videlo. All shops and facilities were reported closed on 5 April. Prison sentences of 
up to 6 months were announced for such "crimes" as disrespect to military personnel 
and the Argentine flag. 

 
 
Events in England following the taking of South Georgia 
 
On 3 April The first RAF Hercules began, transporting Fleet Air Arm Lynx 
helicopters to Ascension Island.  Anthony Parsons addressed the UN Security 
Council and the UN adopted Resolution 502.  Addressing the House of Commons, 
and in apparent contradiction of the announcement by the Lord Privy Seal on the 
previous morning, the Prime Minister stated: “Information about the Argentine fleet 
did not arrive until Wednesday.” During the same debate, Ted Rowlands, a former 
Minister at the Foreign Office (who we in BAS had had a lot of time for as showing a 
great interest in BAS), stated: “I shall make a disclosure.  As well as trying to read the 
mind of the enemy, we have been reading its telegrams for many years.  I am sure 
that many sources are available to the government and I do not understand how they 
failed to anticipate some of the dangers that suddenly loomed on the horizon.” 
 
Other units were mobilising in Britain. On Sunday 4 April a Squadron of 22 SAS 
mobilised at Hereford.  HMS Conqueror departed Faslane with 6 SBS embarked. The 
first civil cargo flight departed with two Fleet Air Arm Wessex helicopters for 
delivery to Ascension Island. 
 
On Monday the SAS Squadron and 2 SBS left RAF Lyneham for Ascension Island. 
The staff of the British Embassy in Buenos Aires started to leave the country.  In 
London, Lord Carrington and Richard Luce both resigned.  The new Foreign 
Secretary was Mr Francis Pym.  John Nott continued in office. 
 
On South Georgia, BAS personnel made their first reconnaissance after the invasion 
(of Grytviken and King Edward Point) on Monday 5 April. Other  BAS personnel 
reconnoitre from Hound Bay next day.  
 
On 7 April the secret decision was made to mount Operation Paraquat and Captain 
Young, in HMS Antrim, was ordered to detach from Admiral Woodward's force and 
to proceed at best speed, with HMS Plymouth in company, for Ascension Island.  He 
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was to join forces with the RFA Tidespring and, later, with HMS Endurance.  His main 
assault force would be 'M'Company 42 Commando RM. 
 
Following the despatch of the British Task Force, international diplomatic efforts 
continued to attempt to bring about a peaceful conclusion to the conflict. 
 
Early in the morning of 13 April, the Fort Austin turned northward with three Troops 
of 'D'Squadron still aboard and HMS Endurance turned south, having embarked one 
SAS Troop and 2 SBS.  Later in the morning, the Antrim, Plymouth and Tidespring 
rendezvoused with the Fort Austin to replenish and to embark the other three SAS 
Troops and then followed in Endurance’s track. Next day the Antrim, Plymouth and 
Tidespring overhauled the Endurance 600 miles south of Ascension Island.  The Task 
Group formed up and steered for South Georgia 
 
•On 11 April BAS personnel reconnoitred Royal Bay and BAS personnel made a 
second visit to Hound Bay on 16 April. On l9 April BAS personnel commenced a 
third, and extended, reconnaissance of the Barff Peninsula. On I7 April I had ordered 
the Bransfield to end her lonely watch on the 60th Parallel and to proceed north to 
Ascension Island.  For the past two weeks, while the Endurance had sailed 2,000 miles 
north to join the Paraquat force, she has been an important link in the 
communications chain and the only British ship in the area. My instruction was not 
received well by some of those on board.  
 
HMS Conqueror arrived in South Georgia waters on 19 April. On the 20th RAF Victor 
aircraft mounted a maritime reconnaissance over the northern approaches to South 
Georgia and the Paraquat force reached a position only 100 miles north of the island. 
 
On 20 April HMS Endurance's Royal Marines, together with Steve Martin, Bob 
Headland, and the other BAS personnel captured on 3 April, arrived back in the 
United Kingdom from Montevideo. I met them at Brize Norton, [together with Eric 
Salmon.]  
 
On Sunday 4 or Sunday 11 April BAS received the first groups of Service people who 
wanted our field knowledge of the terrain and conditions at South Georgia and 
advice on their plans for re-taking Grytviken. They arrived separately, some in 
helicopters which landed in the Veterinary School’s field next door to our building. 
They were a tough bunch, but quite ignorant of [conditions] at South Georgia and 
some of them very optimistic about what was possible. I remember one hard case, 
called “Bronco” by his colleagues I think, who was said to have lost all of his toes to 
frostbite on Everest. There were representatives from the Navy and SBS, from the 
SAS, from the Marines.  
 
They were totally unprepared for conditions at South Georgia as the southern winter 
approached. They also appeared to be inordinately worried about Argentine 
resistance to a landing. One team proposed to land on the west coast of South 
Georgia. And to retrace Shackleton’s (l916) journey across the island from King 
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Haakon Bay to Stromness! An adventure indeed, but if not impossible carrying 
heavy weapons, quite pointless as BAS reports indicated that the Argentines had not 
left the confines of Grytviken. Stromness itself was x miles from Grytviken, with 
glaciers and Cumberland West Bay to be crossed. We managed to dissuade them.  
Others planned to land at Hound Bay, cross the Barff Peninsula carrying inflatables 
and then boat across Cumberland East bay. We pointed out that in brash ice, likely to 
be met, progress would be impossible across the fjord but they clung to the idea and 
on 21 April an SBS reconnaissance party was inserted at Hound Bay, where they met 
two BAS men.  
 
There were other impracticable plans, the one with the worst consequences being the 
plan to land troops by helicopter on the Fortuna Glacier, separated from Grytviken 
by miles of rugged country, glaciers and/or water. We pointed out again that there 
were nearer landing places to Grytviken and that the Fortuna Glacier was exposed to 
violent catabatic winds that could damage or destroy helicopters attempting to land. 
They ignored our advice, inserted an SAS reconnaissance party on the Fortuna, also 
on 21 April, and in the process crashed two [Lynx] helicopters on the glacier, 
fortunately without casualties, and were extremely lucky to be able to extricate the 
men with a third helicopter on 22 April.   
 
HMS Antrim took the SAS Mountain Troop into Stromness Bay during the night of 23 
April and they made a landing on Grass Island, and the ship's Wessex helicopter 
rescued three SAS soldiers from their drifting inflatable dinghy.  
 
On 22 April HMS Conqueror was ordered to leave local waters and to steer north-
west so that she could screen the Task Group 
 
On 23 April three C-130 Hercules made reconnaissance flights along the north-east 
coast of the island and detected the British ships.  Argentine news agencies broadcast 
their sighting reports.  The submarine Santa Fe approached the island from the north-
west. All the British ships concentrated 40 miles from the coast. The RFA Brambleleaf 
joined the Task Group and commenced refuelling them.  The Argentine overflights, 
plus reports of the Santa Fe being in the area, cause Captain Young to withdraw all 
ships but one to a new position 200 miles to the north-east.  HMS Endurance returned 
alone to Hound Bay.  HMS Conqueror was ordered back to South Georgia waters. 
 
On 24 April an Argentine military Boeing 707 made a reconnaissance flight down to 
Hound Bay and identified HMS Endurance. HMS Brilliant joined the Task Group.  
The SBS reconnaissance party was evacuated by the Endurance's Wasp helicopters 
from Cumberland East Bay. 
 
On 25 April the Santa Fe entered Cumberland East Bay during the night and 
disembarked her passengers at King Edward Point.  Captain Bicain prepared to sail 
at dawn, or earlier if possible. •The Antrim, Plymouth and Brilliant raced in towards 
the coast.  The first helicopter missions were launched.  The Santa Fe was found, 
attacked and driven back to King Edward Point.  A scratch military force was landed 
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by helicopter at Hestesletten and the Argentine garrison at King Edward Point 
surrendered in the face of intimidatory naval gunfire. 
 
In New York, on 26 April the Argentine government lodged a protest at the United 
Nations. 
 
The small Argentine garrison at Leith Harbour, together with the scrap workers who 
were one of the original causes of the conflict, surrendered to Captain David 
Pentreath of HMS Plymouth.  There was a similar formal surrender to Captain Young 
of HMS Antrim by the King Edward Point garrison.  Operation Paraquat was 
successfully concluded. 
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Chapter 9 
 

After the war, BAS expansion: 1983-87 
 

    
 

fter the Falklands War the Government announced an increase in the BAS 
budget of £5 million, earmarked for an expanded programme of research, and 
including provision for improved logistics agreed with NERC. Although I, 

with the help of my staff and John Heap at the Foreign Office drew up the proposals 
in the programme, against some opposition, it was known as "the Bondi 
Programme"! Bondi was succeeded by Hugh Fish and he prompted by John Bowman 
did his best to frustrate my efforts. Research Council politics caused us great 
difficulties and the last four years of my Directorship were spent fighting to keep the 
money without which we would have been on a declining budget in real terms and 
unable to carry out the expanded programme.  

 
The financial rules were changed, the goal posts moved, so that it was clear that 

far from an increased overall budget, we would be on a declining budget in real 
terms and unable to carry out the expanded programme. This was because it was 
claimed that the baseline budget (then about £7 million annually) was not "ring-
fenced". Up till then extra capital needs - e.g., for building UK laboratories and 
offices, rebuilding a base, replacing a ship or aircraft - had always been provided 
outside the baseline budget, by NERC making a special case for extra funds, the 
"PESC round". Now I was told that we would have to make provision for such needs 
from within the overall budget. It was clear to me that NERC saw the extra funds as 
being there to help them with their overall financial problems - robbing Peter to pay 
Paul.  

 
It soon became clear that BAS would not be able to implement the new 

programme agreed at Cabinet level, unless these NERC decisions, changing the 
ground rules, could be reversed. Over several years I failed to persuade Fish and 

A 
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Bowman and so ultimately had no choice but to go outside the system in order to 
protect my organisation and implement government policy as required. I drew moral 
support from the Foreign Office, but little more and so decided that I must do some 
lobbying at the highest level. People with the right contacts were found to put the 
Prime Minister, Mrs Thatcher "in the picture". She was disturbed - I saw some of the 
correspondence - and a Cabinet Office Committee was set up under the 
Chairmanship of Christopher Malaby, later the UK Ambassador to France. This was 
a battleground between the Foreign Office and the Department of Education and 
Science. I was involved in the first meeting and made my position clear; I did not 
support the NERC case and NERC did not invite me to join their delegation for the 
later meetings! However, it was enough and eventually, a month or so before I 
retired, the size of the whole BAS budget (baseline and extra) was set and ring-fenced 
at £12.3 million. Also it was agreed that the former rules for funding capital projects 
would be reinstated.  

Between l983 and April l987 we had initiated a number of major capital projects: 
A large addition to the Cambridge laboratories and  other facilities was almost 
complete; a fourth Twin Otter aircraft had been ordered; work had been done on the 
case for a larger aircraft; a hard airstrip and hanger at Rothera Point had been 
designed and the initial work carried out by a Canadian company; a radical new 
design for a replacement of the Halley Station was in the final stages, with a German 
Company as consultants (this was to be in the form of large platforms kept above the 
surface by hydraulic jacks); and the initial design concept for a ship to replace the 
RRS John Biscoe had reached an advanced stage, employing a Finnish company as 
consultants. Staff had increased as planned, by about a hundred, to 425.  

 
So when I retired I was able to do so knowing that I had left BAS in a strong 

position, with an expanded and ring-fenced budget. It was a position that it was to 
maintain for the next decade, the only government research organisation with this 
status. [check].  

 
In February l987 at a farewell party on Signy Island became seriously ill with 

gallstone condition. It was accurately diagnosed by Nelson Norman (Professor of 
Surgery, Aberdeen University), who was sharing my cabin, and confirmed at 
Military Hospital, Stanley, Falkland Islands.  

 
Retired from BAS on 30 April. BAS's pre-eminence in Antarctic affairs was 

largely due to my contribution. Just before I retired there was a Visiting Group from 
NERC to BAS (a "top-level inspection") which reported in l986. The Group was 
"impressed with what it saw of the overall organisation of BAS for which the 
Director, with his unique combination of scientific, management and personal 
qualities must take great credit." The Report said that the Group had been 
"impressed by the commitment and enthusiasm of the BAS staff, the quality of the 
science, and the effectiveness of the logistic support operation. BAS has attained a 
justifiably high international reputation both for its science and its expertise in 
Antarctic operations and was second to none in giving value for money." At about 
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this time Kenneth Baker, the Cabinet Minister for Education and Science, was 
reported to have said that BAS was " a jewel in the crown of British Science." 

 
I had had an outstanding record in Antarctic research and management for an 

aggregate of 24 years and as Director of BAS for 14 years had an important role in 
national and international policy making. BAS was responsible for the discovery of 
the ozone hole during my directorship; indeed if I had not successfully protected 
BAS science, the world might still be in blissful ignorance of a very major global 
problem. The identification of the problem led to the first global treaty to reduce 
pollution, held under the auspices of the United Nations in Montreal in September, 
l987, the Montreal Protocol. Also, as chairman of the respective scientific committees, 
I was instrumental in the achievement of two important international conventions 
(the Convention for the Conservation of Antarctic Seals and the Convention for the 
Conservation of Antarctic Marine Living Resources); this in addition to my 
contribution in Africa.  

 
BAS was one of the three largest institutes in NERC and the most varied and 

complex in its science and management problems. In view of my outstanding 
contribution why did I not get a knighthood on retiring? The explanation I think is 
that, as a government servant, the nomination would be expected to be made by 
NERC/DES. In protecting BAS and the national interest - with my eyes open to the 
consequences - I had clashed with both organisations and become very unpopular 
for frustrating their plans. This didn't endear me to the bureaucrats and certainly 
scuppered my chances of a K through official channels. In fact three directors of other 
NERC institutes who retired within a year of me (Malcolm Brown, BGS; Tony 
Laughton, IOS; Eric Denton, MBA) all received knighthoods, as did their 
predecessors.  So did Hugh Fish, Chairman of NERC for four years - no leader and 
with few achievements to his credit as a scientist or a manager.  I still feel angry 
about this, not just for myself - it matters, but not overwhelmingly. It is enough that I 
know the truth myself, but it was unjust and is a slur on my colleagues in BAS who 
served me loyally and well.  

 
On my retirement from British Antarctic Survey a sum of money was collected 

to establish a Prize to be awarded annually in my name. The Laws Prize is awarded 
to outstanding young scientists of BAS in recognition of their achievements, whilst 
fulfilling the primary purpose of the BAS. The first prize was awarded in l989.  
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Chapter 10 
 
 

Antarctic Journey:  l983 - l984 season 
 

 
Powell Island 
 

On Wednesday 23 November I was collected from home by Paul Whiteman and 
Eric Salmon.  We drove to Heathrow, checked-in early and had a drink in the Clipper 
Lounge.  With a Club Class seat it was good flight to Lisbon; we took off for Rio and 
about 2 hrs later found we were landing - at Lisbon!  We were taken to the Hotel 
Penta by taxi arriving c.4 am.  There was uncertainty about our movements next 
morning; we would probably take off about 4 o’clock.  We sat around waiting for 
news and learnt that there had been a bomb scare - a woman telephoned - so the 
aircrew jettisoned fuel and landed.  We had lunch at the hotel and to the airport 
again in the rain about 2 o’clock.  We picked out our bags and one was left - the 
bomb?!  Setting off again we reached Rio about 11 pm local time and were driven to 
Bransfield by the agents, through Rio docks and eventually to bed about 00.30 am.  I 
would share the stateroom that trip with Eric Salmon.  The ship sailed at 7 o’clock 
next morning, John Cole, Master. On the way out we saw the World Discoverer and 
Barao de Teffe,  both Antarctic ships.  It was a warm and sunny day, with Rio partly 
obscured by thick smog; the sea was oily calm.  I stowed away my gear and did some 
work.  Spent the afternoon on the monkey island talking and at 5.30 pm there was a 
Sundowner party on the winch deck.  

26 November was warm and sunny again.  I worked in the morning and spent 
part of the afternoon on the monkey island, talking and looking out for wildlife: the 
first albatross, a wanderer and some Schlegel's petrels.  Seven turtles were sighted 
and five humpback whales, one with a calf; two beaked whales were porpoising and 
breaching I didn't get a clear view as they were some way off, but they leapt 
repeatedly.  I had a drinks party for the three Americans: Dan Costa (Seals), Bradley 
Opdyke and Jim Thorson; also James Broadway (Doctor), David Thomas 
(electrician), Paul Harrison (assistant to Ian Light).  After dinner I talked with David 
Walton (Botanist) and John Dudeney (Physicist).  Next day was still good weather 
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though cooler. Albatrosses, Schlegel's petrels, great shearwaters and two Arctic skuas 
were around.  I worked in the morning and we had curry for lunch.  

During the passage to Stanley the good weather continued until 30 November, 
with clear skies and at times oily calm seas.  There was a number of oil slicks across 
our tracks where ships had been cleaning out tanks.  Also, further south, skeins of 
blood-red organisms - a dipped bucket revealed copepods - Calanus type. The birds 
varied in number, increasing where we passed across a squall line.  We saw two 
sharks (hammerhead?) and a sun-fish (Molo molo), light-mantled sooty albatross, soft 
plumaged petrels and cape pigeons.  On 30 November heavy seas developed and the 
motion became uncomfortable for about 36 hrs, so there was not much sleep that 
night.  But it improved again as we neared the Falklands.   

We had lost time and instead of an early morning arrival we steamed through the 
Narrows into Stanley Harbour at 3.30 pm.  As we approached the islands were in 
brilliant sunshine, the beaches looking as inviting as ever, but behind them new 
evidence of the military: gun emplacements, rapier rocket batteries, and observation 
posts.  In Port William there were two big water tankers and several ships were lying 
in Stanley Harbour, but not as many as expected.  They had 19 in a week or two ago - 
now only three.  To the east were the two Coastels - huge floating hotels each 
housing about 500 troops.  The Falklands War had come and gone since my last visit 
in March l982.  

We were invited to Government House for dinner - John Cole, Eric Salmon, Paul 
Whiteman, John Dudeney and me.  We took a launch in and walked along the Front 
past the War Memorial that was still being built.  The other guests were David Taylor 
(Chief Executive), Mr and Mrs Pouncefoot (Chief Secretary), Harold Rowlands 
(Treasurer) and a visiting economist (Peter Evans ?).  It was a very pleasant evening. 
The Hunts, Sir Rex and Mavis were very hospitable and affable.  There were drinks 
before, during and after dinner and we decided to walk back to the ship before 
midnight.  My main impression from the evening was of uneasy relations between 
Rex Hunt and Keith Spacie (General and C in C). Mavis Hunt hated him and Rex too 
was very outspoken.  Clearly it was a difficult situation for them.  

I had an appointment to see the [Col Sec/CC] for 11.30 am next morning.  It was 
blowing hard, but fine and sunny, and as there was some uncertainty as to whether 
the launches would continue to run I went ashore at 10 o’clock.  I saw Myriam Booth 
(our girl in Stanley) and then walked along the Front, past the Battle Memorial.  
Stanley was little changed outwardly; the main evidence of change was the increased 
traffic, containers and landing areas, greater activity at the Camber (Oil fuelling 
station across the bay) and a lot of aircraft and helicopter movement, also boats 
buzzing around the harbour.  Another two ships came in and World Discoverer, a 
tourist ship.   

As I stepped ashore George Llano was waiting on the jetty. (He had formerly 
been Chief Scientist in the Division of Polar Programs DPP at the US National 
Science Foundation).  We had a chat and he invited me to lunch on the World 
Discoverer, where he was a lecturer.  I had a talk with Rex Hunt: BAT and FID 
payments and estimates (problems to be resolved soon), BAS proposals for FID 
project funding (well-received, though I doubted whether it would all be 
implemented) - the [C C] seems very anxious to consult with the Executive Council 
on all matters.  Concerning philatelic matters, the Bureau was not to 
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move to UK, but Crown Agents would take over a large part of the work for two 
years until the Stanley end catches up; Lewis Clifton's high-handedness – [CC] to 
take up with him.  I talked about BAS plans and problems, but got the distinct 
impression that Rex was not very interested.  I also raised the possibility of buying 
the M/V Forrest – but this never came to anything.  

Then we went off to lunch.  George was in good form and we caught up on the 
news over a drink.  Lunch at the Captain's table - Captain Aye (George: "Aye-aye 
Sir!") a German; several other guests: the Hunts, Senior Naval Officer FI (SNOFI), 
Captain Erskine (a keen botanist), and David Taylor.  We each had to make a little 
speech to entertain the passengers.  I sat near the tour organizer and his assistant - a 
very attractive American girl.  The ship was registered in Singapore, with a 
Singaporean crew and German officers.  They were invited to tea at GH.  George 
showed me all over the ship.  It had two large bars, large dining room, observation 
lounge and a very well appointed lecture room. George and two assistants gave 
about 50 lectures during the 3-week trip.  There was a good library and a swimming 
pool.  The cabins were comfortable with foldaway bunks to make more room.  They 
had very good inflatables for landings - heavy duty - and two excellent large 
launches.  It was really quite impressive.   

I went back ashore and walked up to the rugger pitch on top of the hill, where 
Bransfield was playing the town team - kick-off 3.30 pm - in a strong oblique wind.  
The pitch was on the hill above GH and next to a fenced-off area, mined during the 
War.  Bransfield wore yellow strip, the town blue.  The local team was much heavier, 
played five replacements and had played together before.  Our side had several who 
had never played rugger before and they had been at sea for a while, so relatively 
unfit.  The score was 18-3 against us, but this was very creditable.  However Andy 
Baker (Chief Officer) cracked his sternum.  We were back on board about 6 o’clock.  
Tim Dobbin, a kelper (local) came aboard after dinner and was talking about his 
experiences during the recent War; he was at Bluff Cove.  He said he remembered me 
from 30 years ago!  Eric Salmon said a lot of people were asking after me ashore, but 
unfortunately I didn't remember them.  I did a wash that evening and went to bed 
about midnight.  

Next day I finished writing my letters and at 12.45 pm we gave a luncheon party 
for Rex and Mavis Hunt, SNOFI, two Air Commodores, and three other MOD 
people, David Taylor and Myriam.  The curry lunch went down well.  I talked with 
all the guests, but mainly with the Hunts.  We covered quite a lot of ground; they 
were clearly very disenchanted with the FCO and with the local Military.   

We sailed at 4 o’clock in brilliant sunshine and a light breeze, past the well-known 
places - Sparrow Cove, Yorke Bay, Cape Pembroke, and out into the swell, 
accompanied by many birds.  Our course was set for slightly south of west.  The film 
after dinner was "Nicholas and Alexandra", quite good, but much too long, about 
31/2 hrs.  We crossed to South Georgia with a swell from the south west behind us, 
bright sunshine and lots of birds, and arrived at Bird Island at 3.30 am.  There was a 
heavy swell there and conditions were not good.  The base personnel went ashore at 
4.30 am and necessary visitors later - to install radio, computer etc.  We were at 
anchor all day, almost due east of the base.  Many groups of fur seals were coming in 
past the ship, porpoising in the swell, in mixed groups of differing sizes (? male and 
female).  They were also playing in the sea, occasionally mock-fighting, 
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standing on their heads with a flipper out of the water, raising a fore-flipper out of 
the water, etc.  They were all about the ship.  It was also very noticeable that the 
shore was very crowded with fur seals and that the erosion zone of destroyed 
tussock grass had extended inland since my last visit.  There were many birds 
around the ship too.  

I didn't go ashore because of the uncertainty of getting back and the lack of space 
on the base.  The swell increasing, we eventually left seven more than planned ashore 
and sailed for Right Whale Bay in worsening weather.  This meant that there were 17 
people left on Bird Island, with bunks for only eight.  Going round the west end of 
Bird Island huge flocks of prions were roosting on the water in vast rafts - then 
taking off and wheeling in the fading light like swarms of insects.  A white cloud 
appeared as the flock wheeled to show the pale underside of wings and bodies; then 
darkening as they twisted the other way - all against a lead and silver sea, with Willis 
Islands behind.  When we were off the north coast of South Georgia we sighted a 
right whale about 300 yards away; it lobtailed showing big, dark flukes.  We 
anchored in Right Whale Bay, where it was relatively calm.  It was film night 
"Nicholas and Alexandra" - the Czar and the Russian Revolution.   

Next day reports from Bird Island were still of bad conditions.  We went ashore 
on the main beach, returning at noon, a chance to stretch our legs and see some 
wildlife close-to.  The king penguin rookery had many brown-coated chicks and 
there were some birds with eggs.  Many non-breeding fur seals were hauled out.  We 
walked over to the beach to the west where there was a breeding colony of cows with 
young black pups.  I saw two white fur seals.  The skuas were in 'clubs' and very 
tame; one came to within a foot of me on the ground.  A lot of young elephant seals 
were lying in pods.  

On 9 December we were still in Right Whale Bay and the sea state was still wrong 
for operations at Bird Island; the weather was better there than it had been though.  I 
went ashore in Terror and walked up past the king penguin rookery and through the 
tussack to a small lake, which fed the conspicuous waterfall.  There was a small 
gentoo penguin rookery up there and a lot of fur seals in the grass.  I took photos of 
the rookery and the beach, then down again to watch the penguins and seals.  The 
fur seals have a powerful musky smell.  They move so quickly and quite silently, so 
one has to be on one's guard.  Some looked very tired and exhausted after the 
breeding season.  One came out of the sea and walked wearily past me - I stood my 
ground and it passed within 2 ft of me, not in any way showing the usual aggression.  
I saw two drinking from the freshwater stream - like lions.  Fur seals were frolicking 
in the sea along the beach, chasing each other in very rapid porpoising swimming, 
occasionally mock-fighting.  They were very sleek coming in from the sea, as are the 
king penguins.  I took photos of a king threatening a small fur seal that had come too 
close - stabbing with its beak.  Small groups of kings in the sea were coming back 
from fishing.  After lunch we moved around to Bird Island - hoping for better 
conditions - but it was still very unsuitable.  The swell seemed greater if anything, 
but the wind was veering to the north so there were hopes that it might subside.  

Next day I was expecting to be called at 5 o’clock, to go ashore, but received my 
usual 7 am call because the swell was still too bad.  At 9 am the launch went in, but 
reported that conditions were still adverse.  On the return journey, through snow and 
sleet and a high swell, it was pitching and rolling violently.  The 
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conditions improved, but still with occasional snow squalls that blotted out the view.  
For most of the day though, it was fine and sunny.  I took some photos of giant 
petrels on the waves and also of fur seals.  There were occasional pairs of fur seals, 
playing, embracing each other and gambolling in the waves.  Also various 
albatrosses: wandering, black-browed, grey-headed, sooty; and prions, cape pigeons, 
snowies, Wilson's and shoemakers.  No chance of safely taking the scow ashore 
though.  It was a Saturday night so we had steak and wine and later talked in the 
wardroom over the port.  The swell continued unabated.  

Conditions were, if anything worse next day, so we took up the anchor and sailed 
around to Elsehul, where we anchored about 11/2 miles from the shore.  It was 
calmer in the lee of Point, but very rough in the strait.  Williwaws kept rushing out 
from Elsehul and at times quite a chop developed.   There was a lot of birds around 
the ship - the usual assortment - and many groups and single fur seals porpoising by. 
After lunch, about 1.30 pm, we had a run ashore at Elsehul, by launch and Gemini.  
There were some very aggressive fur seal bulls on that beach.  We all had been armed 
with sticks - broom handles - and after a little experience felt quite confident about 
dealing with them.  In fact a light touch on their long whiskers was usually sufficient 
to deter them.  We visited the hut, now rather dilapidated and then climbed the hill 
to the west to the top of a ridge.   Looking over it was like a Cornish cove - a light 
sandy beach and arc of surf - but instead of human swimmers and sunbathers 
probably over a thousand fur seals and a dozen or more elephant seals.  I took some 
photos because it showed the furries social organization very well.  From time to 
time it blew from the south – with blizzards of snow and hail.  

The tussack was very badly damaged by the seals, much of it with the crowns 
destroyed had deteriorated into a collection of muddy knobs with thinner mud-soup 
in between.  This zone of damage extended a few hundred feet up the hillside from 
the beach.  Some solitary cows with pups were up to 200 ft up the slope, usually 
without an attendant bull.  We walked to the east and across the isthmus to Undine 
Harbour.  It is a rugged coastline, with sea-stacks and arches and small skerries.  In 
front of me was a flat tussack coastal strip, backing a gently curving beach on which 
was a very dense colony of fur seals, the bulls sitting up were darkly silhouetted 
against the shining sea.  It gave a clear impression of very great numbers, much 
activity, noise and pungent smells, for I was downwind of them.  Along the way 
there were several very badly lacerated bulls - mainly cut about their necks and fore-
flippers and still dripping blood.  There were also several dead bulls and one white 
bull.  We returned to Bransfield  in the inflatable and launch at 5 o’clock.  It had been a 
very enjoyable and invigorating afternoon.  On the way out to the ship we passed 
two fur seals in the water that first 'bottled' - sticking heads and necks up vertically 
upwards, the better to look at us, then porpoised towards us in an exaggerated way 
with two or three huge leaps, the fore-flippers held downwards.  I had not seen this 
before.  The usual large rafts of prions were flighting in like swarms of bees, or flocks 
of starlings in immense numbers.  

Next day the wind was still from the south so we could only wait.  I discussed the 
situation with John Cole and we decided to sit it out.  Although quite windy still with 
williwaws, it was sunny in the afternoon and parties went ashore to stretch their legs.  
Huge rafts of prions were forming again on the water at about 4.30 pm, with much 
reshuffling movement and short flights.  A helicopter passed over from the 
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naval transport HMS Apollo, bearing mail for Bird Island.  On 13 December the swell 
seemed to have subsided so the launch went in to Bird Island on a test run and 
returned to take a flubber load in.  Our luck had changed. I went in with this about 9 
o’clock; we had quite a rough ride ashore, mainly at the mouth of Bird Sound where 
the swell seemed to be higher.  The trip took about 40 mins and later Bransfield 
moved closer to shorten the later trips.  Again there were numbers of furries 
porpoising about the boats.  At the base end the beaches were very crowded and the 
team ashore had built an avenue of oil drums to keep a path open from the furries 
attentions.  I found the base much changed since my last visit.  The new living and 
laboratory hut was well fitted out.  The former living hut was now the generator 
shed plus food store.  The duckboarding was well constructed and well laid out.  The 
other small huts comprised emergency store, travelling store, carpenter's workshop 
and outside (rough) laboratory.  

Peter Prince (Albatrosses) showed us around.  Meanwhile another flubber came 
ashore and was unloaded at the jetty.  Fur seals were everywhere; the pups gather 
around the huts when they leave their mothers at weaning and crowd every space.  
Perhaps we should try an electric fence to keep them out of the way, and to create 
seal-free areas for tussac regeneration experiments. Paul Copestake (Biology 
Assistant ?) took me over to the special study beach, through the tussac, past 
belligerent bachelor bulls, then down a rope on the cliff to the overhead walkways 
and a small hide.  One gets very close to the seals that way.  We discussed the 
programme of research.  Back to the hut.  The swell was now diminishing and it had 
become a nice day.  The extra people ashore had been working hard on the base 
equipment that needed attention: Russ Clark (Central heating engineer) overhauled 
that system; Barry Peters had gone over the radio equipment.  Dick Kressman 
(Physicist) had the computer working and had been improving the software.  
Meanwhile stores were still coming ashore.  

Ben Osborne (Birds) took Eric Salmon and me up the hill past the teal pond and 
through the meadows to the top with the scattered nests of wandering albatross, 
giant petrels, skuas.  We saw the South Georgia pipits in numbers and yellow-billed 
teal on the ponds, both indigenous species found nowhere else.  The turf was very 
springy, or spongy with the feel of bog underneath and here and there deep water-
filled holes.  Over then to a field hut; Ben was working on skuas and the pairs we 
saw seemed very tame.  They allowed us to go right up to their nests - some with 
eggs, others with the beautiful pale brown chicks, still with the white egg-tooth on 
their glossy black bills.  From that hut we went over to a grey-headed albatross 
colony used for Peter Prince's nest-weighing work.  It had a small hide - called 
Hibitane House, which was also used for the recording equipment associated with 
the artificial nests. The hut looked across to the large macaroni penguin rookery and 
out beyond to the Willis Islands.  We walked over to the rookery to observe the 
macaronis at close quarters.  Then back to the base, through the albatross colony with 
the large, immaculate, dodo-like birds, including some dark fuzzy young - about a 
year old.  The first eggs were just being laid.  

We climbed down to a light-mantled sooty albatross's nest near a colony of black-
browed.  Then down to the shore, through the tussac and the seals.  We arrived just 
as the final scow-load of cement came in.  Time for a cup of tea and a last look 
around, while the cement was being unloaded.  Then we went out to the 
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ship in the scow, climbing aboard after a full 6 hrs on shore. It had been a very good 
day and an opportunity for full discussion of Bird Island matters.  Dan Costa and 
Phil Thorson had settled in well, Seamus [McCann?] had got started and all seemed 
to be set for a good season.   

We sailed for Grytviken in the gathering gloom, so the island looked rather black 
and white, arrived after dark and came alongside the whaling jetty.  It was a masterly 
piece of seamanship - using the Erebus and an inflatable to take the bow and stern 
mooring ropes ashore by the light of the searchlight and the ship's other lights.  
Bransfield was then pulled in gently till she touched the jetty.  It was a very colourful 
and romantic occasion, the lights offsetting the velvet-black background, with the 
eerie ghost town of Grytviken in the foreground.  

On 14 December I went ashore before breakfast to look through the station.  It 
had deteriorated further since my last visit - two or three fires had burnt out 
buildings, the Kino (cinema) had collapsed and some oil tanks were leaking evil 
black fuel-oil.  At 9 o’clock I went with a party to King Edward Point in the Erebus.  
We walked to Shackleton House where we were met by Penny Parrish, a female 
Army doctor.  After some delay the C/O Captain Marius appeared.  I explained our 
need: access to all the buildings to inspect and to pack BAS equipment to be taken 
out.  He agreed and I had a short private talk with him. There were ten REs (under a 
Major) and 33 other troops of the Regiment of Fusiliers.  They had arrived only ten 
days before.  Captain Marius was to be there for four months, the first of new style 
COs who would also double as Postmaster and Civil Administration.  He said that he 
wished to have a big clear-up and it was certainly necessary.  We walked around the 
Point looking at the buildings.  It had become very badly run down in the 20 months 
since BAS occupied it with a much smaller team.  The army seemed not to repair 
anything: there were no vehicles working, of two snowtracs and two tractors, and 
they were reduced to a pull-trolley, with one tyre punctured.  The buildings were in 
a poor state, the generator shed appallingly messy and littered - and down to only 
one working generator.  What would they do when that went phut?  Everywhere one 
saw scrap metal and rubbish, and the sangars (machine gun posts) of corrugated iron 
were very ramshackle.  The jetty had been knocked about.  None of the boats were in 
good repair - were any working? - and our poor Albatros was aground across the bay, 
testimony to the inefficiency of successive garrisons’ neglect - a write-off.  Altogether 
it was very depressing.  

We walked back around the shore for lunch on the ship. There I learnt of 
problems with Eric Heathhorn (Chief Steward) and spent 2 hrs trying to reason with 
him, and more time later.  Fairly advanced cancer had been diagnosed and he must 
go to Stanley for a medical check, but didn't want to leave and was quite unbalanced 
about it all.  But no other course was possible.  Our two doctors, the Garrison doctor 
and our BAS consultant in Aberdeen were adamant that such action was needed.  At 
about 3 o’clock I went ashore for a walk, first up to Gull Lake and on up the ridge of 
Mount Hodges and to the first spur.  There were superb views that day of the Cove, 
Cumberland Bay and the surrounding mountains.  I went over to the weir put in to 
monitor run-off from the Hodges Glacier and then around the end of Gull Lake and 
down its eastern shore.  Next along the slopes of Brown Mountain to the old gun 
emplacement (World War I) and so to the bluff overlooking Penguin River, 
Hestesletten and the Hamburg Lakes.  Unfortunately cloud had drifted in 
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to obscure the view of Mounts Paget and Sugartop.  So returned to the shore by the 
gun hut and back along the beach. It didn't seem like 32 years since I had been 
working day by day on Hestesletten and trudging home along the boulder beach, 
feeling rather weary.  

I had a shower and while I was changing Eric Heathhorn came in.  He had been 
drinking, was very emotional and made a number of desperate appeals.  He was 
clutching an automatic rifle that he had taken from one of the squaddies.  We 
managed to pacify him.  I talked his case over again with John Cole, Eric Salmon and 
our two doctors.  He would have to go out to Stanley on the Olna, an RFA transport 
which had arrived that day.  This was done and later the diagnosis was confirmed.  
Had he been allowed to remain he might not have survived.  The Army gave a party 
at KEP but I didn't go.  Instead I took some photos of Bransfield, with lights and 
reflections, read and listened to music.  

I went ashore for a stroll before breakfast next day and learnt that one of the 
Army privates died during the night.  He had been drinking heavily and died of 
asphyxiation; what a sad way to go. We left at 9.30 am, out past the buoys marking 
the position of the Santa Fé (Argentine submarine taken by Endurance and later 
scuttled in deep water).  Just outside Cumberland Bay we sighted a whale, or rather 
the flukes of a whale, as a "V" in the distance.  Strangely it remained in this position 
for about five minutes.  We altered course to come up with it.  It was a right whale, 
by now wallowing in the slight swell, moving slowly and leaving a series of oily 
slicks on the surface.  The large double blow-hole was very distinctive, and the blow 
a textbook "V", the double spout characteristic of right whales.  We could see the 
details of the bonnet and caruncles very clearly and received a clear impression of a 
very broad, very round, smooth, brown/grey back.  It dived a few times, just 
showing the flukes, but not as before.  We followed it around in a circle - and 
wondered what the Navy's radar made of our antics!  

Then we turned south about off the coast, past the well-remembered features: St 
Andrew's Bay, Royal Bay, Gold Harbour etc. and Cooper Island.  Off Gold Bay we 
passed close to the Russian Factory Trawlers and a large mother ship - from 
Murmansk - one of them called the Frans Hals.  We also saw our first two icebergs of 
the trip.  Unfortunately the island remained black and white, the peaks shrouded in 
cloud.  I went up to the bridge again later and saw Cape Disappointment and the 
west coast - including the well-remembered ridge with the hole in it.  A video film 
"Caddy Shack" was shown after dinner - very amusing.  Next day, after slight rolling 
during the night the sea worsened and by the afternoon we were rolling badly in a 
heavy swell.  The following night was again very bad, with excessive movement and 
difficulty sleeping because of it.  It was no better in the morning.  At 9 o’clock we 
were about 50 miles from Laurie Island, South Orkneys; at 10.30 am the sun came out 
and we met the first southern fulmars and plenty of other birds.  However, as we 
approached the land the fog came down again and obscured it.  We went through 
Lewthwaite Strait with both shores visible, but grey and white.  The cloud was down 
to 2,000ft. 

Emerging from the southern end we saw the Divide to the west, with the "Dog 
Rock" guarding it to the south.  Past Matthews Island and Coffer Island - where I 
spent mid-winter encamped in l949!  The amazing thing was that there were very 
few icebergs.  Normally hundreds would be grounded around the islands over 
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the shelf and the ship would have to weave its way through.  Coronation Island 
remained rather unclear but then Signy Island came into sight and we were anchored 
there in Borge Bay by 5 o’clock.  The launch went ashore with Dave Rootes and the 
base mail.  We had dinner aboard and went ashore to the base.  The only obvious 
change was the new jetty, which was much wider, though not as long as before.  We 
moved our few things into a bunkroom ashore, had a look around, and sat and 
talked around the bar until I went to bed at 12.40 am.  

Sunday 18 November began bright and sunny but it had clouded over by 7.30 am.  
I went out with Ray Cannon to see the Fellfield sites and his sampling areas.  He was 
working on cold adaptation in the soil arthropods.  We went up the Stone Chute, 
which was not too much of a slog.  I must be fitter than I thought!  Over the Bluffs 
and up Moraine Valley.  I came back by Cemetery Bay, counting elephant seals. At 2 
o’clock I went with Ed Lemon and Alan Wootton (Limnologists) in the inflatable to 
Mirounga Flats and walked from there to Lake 1.  We talked about their research, 
respectively on the sulphur  cycle and benthic algae production.  I left them to walk 
back around the coast making an elephant seal count.  All were males and I counted 
819 in the Borge Bay study area, plus 3 Weddell seals. I t began to snow and was 
rather wetting.  The count ended at the Orwell Glacier and then I walked back to 
Waterpipe beach for the inflatable due to arrive to take me back.  The relief went very 
well and was almost completed that day.  

A very heavy snowfall came, which left a layer of white over everything.  I had a 
look at the Biostore with Ed Lemon and talked with various people.  There was a 
buffet lunch at noon with visitors from the ship, an excellent spread.  The base was 
very full.  I saw Ian Johnston's experimental set-up for his muscle studies; it was very 
impressive and seemed right in the forefront of this area of science.  The comparative 
approach was new and he would obtain good data on a range of invertebrates and 
vertebrates, including krill, fish, penguin and seal.  We talked about his application 
for funds from the new BAS Antarctic Special Topic programme.  This was an 
application I thought we should take very seriously.  

At 3 o’clock the remaining base members gathered, the launch took all the visitors 
to the Bransfield and I talked to the base for 11/2 hrs and answered questions.  It 
seemed to go down quite well.  The launch took me out to the ship about 5 pm and 
we sailed half an hour later.  The dull evening brightened a bit  and we had good 
views of the topography of Laurie Island which is very beautiful and rugged.  At 
Orcadas a ship (? Bahia Paraiso) was seen to be relieving the base; a helicopter was 
flying to and fro.  

The latest ice report from Halley was that ice had broken out in Mobster Creek to 
half its length - not good.  There was snow that morning which cleared and was 
succeeded by bright sunshine.  There were very few icebergs and no sign of pack ice, 
though we were heading eastwards.  Our last American ice interpretation chart (8 
December) showed the ice edge well north and there was a lot of pack ice between us 
and Halley.  There were plenty of birds: southern fulmar, giant petrels, prions, 
Wilson's petrels, snow petrels and cape pigeons.  It was a calm evening.  During the 
day pack ice had been visible occasionally on the horizon.  Our heading was 090°, to 
take us just south of Southern Thule in the South Sandwich Islands.  21 December: a 
fine sunny morning after a smooth passage during the night, more icebergs and 
bergy bits.  There were few birds but we saw the first Antarctic petrel.  At 
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noon we passed about 50 miles to the north of Southern Thule, making good 
progress.  Later the weather deteriorated and we had a sprinkling of snow.  Visibility 
was poor but we could see our way through the ice fields by radar.  The clocks went 
on an hour during the night and we passed through some ice.  It was another fine, 
sunny morning with a slight breeze and we entered more continuous pack ice.  The 
usual birds including chinstrap penguins, terns and Antarctic petrels.  The day 
passed with occasional lurches and bumps as we grazed or banged into floes in our 
progress, but most were quite small and didn't slow us down. Several seals came into 
view during the afternoon - crabeaters and leopards - a minke whale, and killers 
were also seen.  The scenery in the pack ice was beautiful in terms of both colours 
and shapes.  

On 23 December a dull morning developed into a fine day.  The pack ice 
continued to be fairly open and we managed to maintain a speed of about 5-8 knots.  
The only birds were snow and Antarctic petrels and there were a few seals - 
crabeaters and leopard.  I talked with John Hall at Rothera.  Christmas Eve was 
similar, for the most part open water though, with bands of pack across our course.  
At one point Bransfield was brought to a halt by heavy 2-yr old ice, but managed to 
get through with a little of the usual butting and reversing.  I spent an hour trying to 
photograph snow petrels from the stern.  There was much brown ice algae en route.  
More seals during the afternoon, but still only the two species of petrel.  The snow 
petrels have a flapping flight, with little gliding, and look grey against the pristine 
ice.  One rarely sees them on the water; perhaps they need pack to rest on and this 
explains their well-known association with it. The Superfids (and Megafids) gave a 
drinks party for the Fids.  I opened my presents on Christmas morning: a leather 
wallet and Tunnicliffe's Countryside" from M, Peter Scott's "Diaries of a Naturalist" 
from B. and cassettes from A. (Beethoven's Ninth) and R. (Grieg and Schuman Piano 
Sonatas).  We continued in mainly open water, with patches of very hummocked, but 
still only one-year ice.  Festivities began at 11 o’clock with drinks in the Fiddery.  At 
12 noon we (Superfids etc) served Christmas Dinner to the Fids.  Then after dinner in 
the Officer's Mess the catering staff came up and with post-prandial drinks and talk 
the afternoon slipped away.  We were a long way from home and people's thoughts 
were there.  I got away for a talk with John Cole until 7 pm, when there was a buffet 
supper.  

A Fids Christmas entertainment was scheduled for 9 o’clock, but didn't start until 
9.40.  Colin Nicol was compere: acrobats; magician, singing (James Broadway); 
guitar; traffic warden and drunk (ventriloquist and dummy; Fillery, Killey) - very 
good indeed; hypnotist and "volunteers"; aircraft - with Chief Engineer as the fourth 
engine etc.  I left at midnight and it went on until 1 o’clock.  I was up on the bridge 
until 00.30 am, still in mainly open water with patches, large floes, of hummocked 
ice.  We passed a very large berg (c.1 square mile) - domed with low ice cliffs to one 
side and none on the other; it appeared to be rounded in plan as well as in profile. On 
Boxing Day the ice shelf was visible when I went up to the bridge.  A short swell had 
developed; there was little sea ice and a water sky indicated a large expanse of open 
water.  This didn't augur well for the relief operation.  

Next day we arrived at Mobster Creek at 6.30 am. It was a still, clear morning and 
there was about 300 yards of fast ice still in the Creek - about 9 ft thick.  The morning 
passed unloading vehicles from the helicopter deck - a slow business because 
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they had to be manouevred into position and driven down a rampart onto the No.3 
hold hatch.  It all went as quickly as possible.  I talked with Doug Allen (Winter BC) 
about the past winter, watched the operations and had a stroll on the ice.  I started up 
the skidoo to make sure that it would be all right for the next day.  It was a quiet 
evening as I packed stuff to take to the base.  The sun shone above the horizon 
around the clock.  

We made a slow start next morning, but at 10 o’clock Eric and I sat on our skidoos 
and set out for Old Halley.  We refueled at the caboose in the creek and followed the 
drumline, for about five miles.  Allowing for its age (ten yrs) and its depth below the 
surface, we found the old base was still in reasonable condition, although they had 
let it go a bit in anticipation of the imminent move to the new base.  We had a series 
of talks with base members.  The dormitory block was the worst affected by the ice 
pressure, with its floors at all sorts of angles and my bunk sloped in two directions - 
comfortable enough but cold.  After lunch Eric and I drove over to New Halley; it 
was overcast initially but we arrived in sunshine.  The drive was about twelve miles 
– upstream as it were - and there was a lot of sastrugi to cross; ‘Big Al’ Smith, leader 
of the building team, was waiting for us and showed us around.  It was very 
impressive indeed in comparison to former bases.  The basic concept was four 
wooden tubes and a connecting tunnel in the plan of an "H".  The tubes were 
constructed of interlocking insulated wooden panels, 9 metres in diameter and about 
40 metres long. Each of the four tubes contained double storey wooden huts.  There 
was evidence of good planning which gave a great feeling of space, with plenty of 
storage areas.  The living and dormitory blocks (A and C) were the only ones nearly 
complete and they were a revelation.  This must be one of the most comfortable 
Antarctic bases.  The lounge was very spacious, attractively and comfortably 
furnished.  The radio room was modern and well equipped.  The generators were 
enclosed in metal panels to reduce the noise, make use of waste heat (by ducting) 
and make fire control (CO2) easier.  The generator shed was a large cavernous space.  
Workshops, refrigerated chambers etc all looked very adequate.  The laboratory 
block (B) was far from complete but one could see its potential.  Altogether I found it 
very pleasing, having followed the development from the initial concept.  We drove 
back to Old Halley in time for supper.  

We were now at Old Halley, talking with base members individually.  The overall 
impression was that they were all much more relaxed and easy-going than was usual 
at relief.  Probably this was due to a fairly quiet mix of personalities and the fact that 
the computer had taken a lot of the drudgery out of the data collection routines, 
calculations and met statistics.  The aircraft arrived with Garry Studd and Charles 
Swithinbank - from the Pole.  There was plenty to talk about their doings until after 
dinner when they went to bed.  Eric and I continued our talks with base members.  

On 30 December we had a look at the outside facilities, including the AIS and VLF 
experiments.  The science was exciting and the instrumentation 'state of the art'.  
Keith Yearby showed us round and I was very impressed too with the AIS dedicated 
generator set-up.  The rest of the day we talked with base members.  At 6 o’clock I 
addressed the whole base and then flew to New Halley with Garry. Eric and Charles 
had left earlier by ground transport.  We flew over the ship, the emperor penguin 
rookery and the new base.  There were two Russian ships nearby, noses into the 
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fast ice.  
I spent all the next day with Eric interviewing the Fids about their winter - 

starting with Douggie Allen.  They had managed quite well under very difficult 
circumstances - due to inadequacies of the mechanical and engineering services.  The 
base was generally supportive of Doug, but for some reason Jack Scotcher (Builder?) 
was very anti.  All in all they had probably had an average winter, but this team was 
in very great contrast to that at Old Halley.  The differences between a group of 
'tradesmen' and a group of scientists were very apparent. New Year's dinner began at 
7 o’clock.  I had a shower before and we had a pleasant quiet dinner - prawn 
cocktails, steak, eclairs, wine and cheese - by candle light.  Then we talked and drank 
- but not much - until midnight, when we saw in the New Year with Auld Lang Syne.  
More talk and then to bed at 1 o’clock.  

New Year's Day was fine and sunny.  I was up at 6.20 am; there few of us at 
breakfast but the others were rolling in by 7 o’clock.  I went out to watch the AIS 
team 'raising' the first of their aerial masts.  Mike Pinnock and Mick Roscoe 
(Physicists) were the spidermen and it would be 45 metres (c.150 ft) high when 
completed - one of a pair.  They had evolved a relatively rapid and safe technique.  I 
took some photos around the buildings outside and then went in to talk with Steve 
Clark, (Radio operator).   

After lunch we went to Penguin Creek by air with Garry and Doug.  We landed 
about 1/2 mile from the creek and walked to the lip and down a snow ramp which 
led us to the sea ice.  There we had the remarkable experience of seeing thousands of 
emperor chicks and fewer adults; it was the first time I had seen an emperor colony.  
A continuous overall noise of a light, thin, piping came from the chicks and a deeper, 
harsh, cawing from the adults.  The chicks were grouped in large crêches, with 
occasional adults among them.  We watched adults feeding their young, stretching 
and walking, hunchbacked.  The snow was very grubby with the birds faeces etc - 
grey with bright green patches - like flaked paint or lichens.  Behind were massive 
overhanging ice cliffs.  We took ice chisels to check for thin ice and walked down 
among the birds and around the corner.  There were many more, as far as the eye 
could see and the fast-ice was breaking up, carrying groups of chicks away, 
inevitably to become independent.  Most had not yet started to fledge.  This was a 
very  memorable experience and I took many photos.  It was very cold and overcast 
as we walked back to the plane. We climbed up the ramp and over a crack -, an 
incipient crevasse - near the top. Back to Halley by 5 o’clock.  Charles had a bottle of 
champagne for me sent by the Russians whom he had been visiting - so we had it at 
dinnertime.  Lamb chops, followed by baked Alaska, very good.  I talked to the base 
after dinner and then had another look around.  

Next day I was up at 6 o’clock to a fine morning, when we climbed the stairs and 
looked outside.  We were due to fly across the Weddell Sea to the Peninsula.  Garry 
confirmed that we would be flying after he had seen the weather and he tried to 
contact Druzhnaya a Russian base, which lay on our way.  In the event we didn't take 
off until 10.30 am, Garry, Charles, Eric, Dermot Hopkins (Mechanic?) and myself.  
There was no restriction on luggage because we planned to refuel at Druzhnaya.  The 
shore lead, which is usually very wide at Halley, had contracted and disappeared 
about half way to the head of the Weddell Sea.  We had good visibility and contrast.  
We passed over the two Russian ships, Capitan Gotski  and Estonia, lying 
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among large floes with very little open water.  There was extensive fast ice off the 
shelf, beginning to crack.  Along the cracks there were hundreds of seals hauled out 
and in one or two places, where there were no cracks, there were haul-out holes 
being used by 30-40 seals aggregated around them in the vast expanse of white.  The 
discolouration of the ice around the holes showed that they had been in regular use.  
They reminded me a little of waterholes in the African savannah.  The endless white 
plain of the shelf and inland ice, with cloud shadows chasing across it was 
reminiscent of the African plains too, apart from the lack of colour.  

After about 11/2 hrs flying we came upon Druzhnaya - a ‘village’ of 40-50 small 
huts near the seaward edge of the Filchner Ice Shelf.  We landed near our (BAS) fuel 
depot and began to break out the drums, when a vehicle came up to us with two 
Russians; it was a kind of modified tank.  They were very helpful and using a wire 
strop and a quick tug from the vehicle broke out the drums and helped to roll them 
into position for pumping into our aircraft.  Charles' Russian was very useful.  
Charles, Eric and I then walked over to the base; it was about noon our time, 11 
o’clock local time.  We met various people and eventually found the Base 
Commander.  There were 40 Technicians, engineers and other support staff there, 
having flown in by helicopter from the ships on 30 December. The base was a 
collection of caboose type wooden huts and some metal cylinders that looked like 
fuel tanks with doors and windows fitted.  It was all rather crude - tree trunks for 
aerial masts etc. - and the buildings very primitive.  

We were taken to a mess room with old tables and wooden forms - a bit smelly, 
but warm, with a kitchen attached.  It was buried under the accumulated snow, but 
an entrance had been excavated.  We were offered bread and butter, delicious 
smoked salmon and salami, chocolate and coffee.  Others arrived with a bottle of 
hooch, which Charles said was de-icing fluid for aircraft!  They insisted we have a 
glass.  It was certainly very warming and strong, with a very unpleasant taste, and it 
left a strong aftertaste and stomach pains!  Garry and Dermot, having completed the 
refueling, joined the party and we attempted to converse.  Although Charles' Russian 
was helpful, nevertheless conversation was a bit slow and we couldn't really make 
social contact - even with the help of the de-icing fluid (which was probably 90% 
ethyl alcohol and ethylene glycol).  Some of the Russians became a little drunk.  
Garry of course didn't touch any – as pilot he was the only one with a good enough 
excuse to avoid giving offence.  We left after a couple of hours and flew on to the 
west, passing a very large iceberg, c.30-40 miles long.  

We flew along the shelf edge and as we progressed eastwards the shore lead 
opened up and then closed in again.  There were still a few seals to be seen, all the 
way along, in one's and two's.  I noticed a Weddell seal at a crack in the shelf, west of 
Hemmen Ice Rise - about 20 miles from open water.  The floes varied, but became 
heavier and more crumpled from pressure as we proceeded.  At one point, west of 
Gould Bay (78°31'S) there was a large group of penguins - emperors - in the middle 
of a vast expanse of ice - miles from open water.  It seemed to be an emperor rookery 
and I photographed it, but we didn't make a detour to inspect it.  On the flight along 
the shelf edge to the west of Gould Bay there was a number of collision rises - 
presumably where one or more very large iceberg(s) (ie a piece of the shelf) had 
bumped along, pushing up the shelf where it touched.   We passed Belgrano II 
(Argentine base), Berkner Island, Hemmen Ice Rise, - these surrounded by 
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chaotic blocks of ice - like the Hinge Zone near Halley.  Then we came to the Russian 
depot, and the BAS depot.  The crack in the Shelf which has been worrying people, 
because it might lead to the loss of this depot, didn't look too serious.  The German 
Filchner Station we didn't see, but Drushnaya II was clearly visible - another small 
village of container-type structures.  

There was no shore lead along the southern border of the pack ice and when 70 
miles away from the Peninsula, we began to climb to get above the cloud.  Eventually 
we came into clear weather over Southern Palmer Land - a vast snow plateau, 
pierced by occasional nunataks and with distant mountains.  Alexander Island came 
into view across the Sound and we flew diagonally across to Fossil Bluff.  There was 
very little surface water on the ice in the Sound at that time.  We landed at the Bluff , 
still in good weather, where Peter Stark (…) and Barry Finch (….) were waiting, 
having made four fuel drums ready for us.  We drove down to the Bluff for tea and 
mince pies.  It was looking very spic-and-span, clean and tidy and freshly repainted.  
I had a quick look around.  (While we were at the Bluff Ed Murton flew in with six 
drums of fuel to re-stock the depot).  Then we went on to Rothera, flying up the 
Sound and across Marguerite Bay, with lovely evening views, to touch down at 
Rothera in sunshine.  John Hall (Field Operations Manager) welcomed us, looking 
very well and allocated us bunks.  It was about 8.30 pm so we had dinner that had 
been kept hot for us: Director's  soup, Salmon Pie and Spotted Dick!  A beer or two 
and talk.  I was told that a Weddell seal had recently turned up at Ablation Lake - 100 
miles from the sea and about 30 miles from the nearest tide pool at Carse Point.  I got 
to bed about 1 o’clock Halley time.  

I had a disturbed night because the radio room was directly above my bunk and 
there was a lot of traffic.  I checked next morning and discovered that Maurice, the 
Radio Officer, was a keen radio ham and happened to be night watchman that week!  
We spent the morning talking with John Hall about field operations practice and 
field parties.  After lunch we went up to the skiway with Steve Garrett (geophysicist), 
Howard Thompson (electronics technician), Eric and Charles.  We were shown the 
equipment for aeromagnetics and radio-echo sounding developed by Jim Turton.  
This was very impressive and state-of-the-art.  Steve and Howard demonstrated it to 
us.  It was an example of the interdisciplinary advantages within BAS. [in relation to 
the airborne magnetometer - unexplained phenomenon explained by Mike Pinnock.  
We had a cup of tea and talked with the air mechanics and Richard Hasler, one of the 
three pilots, before returning to base.  

We spent most of the morning and again in the afternoon inspecting the base with 
John Hall.  It was running very well and on the whole was in good shape.  On our 
rounds we stopped to talk on a wide range of topics as they came up.   Afterwards 
Charles, Eric and myself walked around the fuel dumps and up to the fuel bladders 
and the memorial cross on the point.  It was a lovely still evening, with a low sun that 
was warming.  We sat there on the point talking and taking in the view - which is 
superb in all directions - until dinner time.  After dinner I was going again for a walk 
when John Bell (Doctor) said some of them were going boating and would I like to 
come along.  So I joined them.  We took the two small plastic dinghies, with seagull 
outboards.  Vic was with us and Pete and Ron in the other.  We had to pole our way 
out through the brash into South Bay.  Then we started the outboards and passed 
around the point to the North Bay - through a number of grounded icebergs.  
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The light was good and it was calm.  I took photos of the ice, some crabeaters and 
penguins.  The colours and the clarity of the air were beautiful.  We pottered around 
this natural sculpture gallery and didn't get back until 11.30 pm, when a breeze was 
rising and as I had no gloves my hands got cold.  Pulling the boats up on shore we 
went along to the bar for a drink and got to bed about midnight.  

On 5 January I was woken at 7.30 am for a flight to the south.  Soon after 
breakfast we went up to the skiway by snowcat, refuelled and loaded the Twin-otter 
FAZ and then, with Garry as pilot, flew to sledge Tango at Procyon Nunataks: Bernie 
Piercy (geologist) and Alistair Cain (GA).  The weather improved as we went south 
and we landed in bright sunshine on a snow plain surrounded by mountains.  There 
was talk about the work and the season's travelling and then we moved on to sledge 
‘Sierra’: Steve Harrison (geologist) and Mike Sharp (GA).  They were also in good 
form - and had picked a lovely location to camp.  We had coffee, hard biscuits and 
dried fruit, standing around the sledge in the snow in the middle of all that superb 
scenery.  Then we took off again, having delivered their supplies and taken on board 
their cargo for base - including 17 boxes of rocks.  We got back to Rothera about 3 
o’clock, refueled FAZ, had a sandwich lunch, loaded a depot for sledge ‘Echo’ and 
took off again.  ‘Echo’, Tim Tranter (geologist) and Rupert Summerson (GA), was in 
the Lully Foothills in the middle of Alexander Island.  We flew down the Sound then 
west across the mountains and south again to ‘Echo’.  They were in an even more 
beautiful spot than ‘Sierra’.  We delivered the supplies and then flew on with Rupert 
to establish a depot a bit further south, leaving Charles and Eric with Tim.  We 
established the depot in yet another lovely spot, picked up the others and flew home 
to base.  The weather had been kind all day.  We touched down at about 8.30 pm, 
having had a marvelous time.  Late dinner was fish and chips.  Then we talked and I 
wrote up my diary and got to bed at 11.45 pm.  

Next day was also bright and sunny.  I walked around the North Point and down 
the outer coast in a brisk breeze.  Four Weddell seals were hauled out and a number 
of Adelies, but the high spot was a floe, just offshore, surrounded by brash and bergy 
bits, which held 26 seals of which 3 were Weddells, the rest crabeaters, which I stood 
and watched.  After lunch we went up to the strip for a flight to Fossil Bluff (a fuel 
run), Ablation Valley and photography of the rock exposures in the vicinity.  The 
weather was good, improving to very good.  The fast ice in southern Marguerite Bay 
was rapidly breaking back - it must have been 4-6 years old by then.  I noticed the 
very high phytoplankton levels, indicated by the bright emerald-green over the 
iceberg 'rams' (underwater ledges).  As we neared Fossil Bluff, Ed Murton in (FBB or 
FBC?) flew close before turning off and we got some good photos.  Charles took 
photos of the rock exposures for Mike Thomson.  We had a quick turn-round at 
Fossil Bluff, unloading five fuel drums.  Then we did some more photography before 
landing on Ablation Lake; it was a good flat surface.  The three parties came out to 
meet us: sledge ‘Uniform’ Peter Butterworth (Palaeontologist), and Philip McCara 
(‘Bish’); ‘Victor’ Philip Howlett (sedimentologist) and Steve Long; ‘Whisky’ Peter 
Hookham (Aberdeen Geomorphologist) and Brian Newham.  We walked to the 
shore of the lake, between two of the beautiful frozen blue shore pools and over the 
bare scree slopes to their camp of three tents. One of their skidoos was modified to 
steer by a wheel at the front - for use on the bare ground.  

The camp was in an attractive site with a view out over the Sound.  ‘Bish’ 
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had constructed a superb solar clock (sundial) using a flat slab of rock and decorating 
it with black lettering and symbols, demonstrating his artistic talents.  The fossils 
here were very interesting and Peter was having a good season.  Likewise the others.  
Some upstanding rock strata - like walls - were conglomerate and the best fossils 
were on the top of these.  We were told more about the resident Weddell seal and 
Steve Long had drawn a very amusing cartoon strip, which he sent to John Hall.  The 
seal was recently hauled out on the ice near a shore crack of the lake, but was not to 
be seen that day.  We had coffee and biscuits and walked down to the plane for the 
flight home.  The lighting was superb and we enjoyed the scenery.  Paella and 
rhubarb pie for supper.  Talk in the bar and to bed at 11.45 pm.  

A perfect day followed with all the surrounding peaks clear of cloud and a bright 
blue sky.  I walked around the point in the morning and photographed seals and 
penguins and ice.  The size of yesterday's seal group was reduced to four, and seven 
on separate floes.  In the afternoon I went over the base again in more detail.  It really 
was well-designed and was lasting well; the oldest building, phase I, was now seven 
years old.  Later I did a large load of washing and had a shower - so civilized.  The 
Saturday night dinner was good, accompanied by wine.  Later we talked until 1.15 
am.  On Sunday 8 January I didn't get my early call and it was 10.30 am before I 
woke; even so I was one of the early ones and had a walk after breakfast.  At 2 
o’clock we went flying, with Eric and Charles and Pete Foreman.  It was fine and 
clear.  First northwards up the fjord to the Gullet and into Lillemand Fjord further 
north.  We flew over Detaille Islands, saw Orford Cliffs and then turned south again 
to fly over the fjord country - a jumbled mass of rock and ice, intersected by water.  

We descended to overfly San Martin (Argentine Base) and Stonington, then 
westwards across Marguerite Bay to the old Adelaide base.  We landed on the 
piedmont skiway and walked down the hill to the base.  We also had a look in the 
next cove, where there was a number of seals hauled out.  There were eight men 
there under a Captain as the Chilean party, living in the old Rymill hut.  They were 
very hospitable and invited us to inspect the base.  Their presence was at my 
invitation and we intended to make a formal agreement with Chile to confirm this.  
Large snowdrifts had formed among the huts, a change from earlier days when it 
was occupied by BAS.  The ramp and the skiway were fine now, but the snow was 
rather granular and soft - difficult to walk on, particularly when we walked up to the 
plane.  All was in bright warm sunshine.  Then a quick flight back to Rothera.  A late 
dinner, then film night - a very good Australian film "My Brilliant Career".  Turned in 
at 12.15 am.  

On 9 January I was woken at 7.15 am to go flying on a Fossil Bluff run with Garry 
as co-pilot.  It was reasonably fine and clear on the flight south, past the now familiar 
landmarks.  We delivered six drums of fuel and quickly turned round.  There was 
much talk on the radio about, and with, the two German aircraft which were on their 
way to Neumayer Station via Marsh, Rothera and Halley.  They arrived at Rothera 
skiway at about 2 pm, half an hour after us - 2 low wing Dorniers, modified for skis, 
Polar 1 and Polar 2 flying at an interval of 1/2 hr.  They tied up and did some work 
on the aircraft.  I had an exhilarating run down to base by skidoo with John Bell 
(MO).  There were five Germans: three pilots and two engineers who later came 
down to Rothera to stay overnight.  

A group of about 30 crabeaters was swimming in the bay, making much 
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splashing as they porpoised showing their sleekly gleaming backs. Vapour from their 
breaths was like miniature whale blows, lit up against a dark background. Next day 
Garry and the German Chief Pilot flew to Fossil Bluff in a BAS Twin Otter and a 
Chilean Twin Otter arrived from Adelaide.  They reported that the Piloto Pardo was 
to arrive at 10 o’clock with 500 drums of aircraft fuel, which they expected us to take 
up to the skiway; a bit of an imposition!  After much tactful negotiation John Hall got 
them to agree to land 100 drums at Rothera (39 owed to us!) and 400 at Adelaide.  
There appeared to be lack of coordination between the Chilean Navy and Air Force 
and within each organization.  John made clear that we were annoyed, but did so 
diplomatically!  

They mounted an efficient, but not cost-effective operation, using two helicopters 
for 3-4 hrs, carrying only one drum of fuel on each trip from Piloto Pardo to Rothera.  
Our base area was invaded by Chileans - there were 100 on this small ship, packed in 
like sardines in a tin.  To make some extra money they also carried tourists who pay 
for the trip, and who also came ashore, including a number of women.   

Meanwhile I walked over to North Bay to watch the seals.  One crabeater in 
particular was interesting. It was lying on the edge of the beach with its head on a 
chunk of snow-covered ice that it was eating - munching with crunchy sounds - and 
moving its head from side to side.  From time to time it submerged its face and 
nostrils, blowing bubbles of air.  Its head was only partly submerged. I took some 
photos. It was not at all concerned about my closeness and more or less ignored me, 
going on with the ice-crunching, also drinking seawater with much smacking of lips 
and lying for long periods with its face submerged. Then it slid into the sea, but 
didn't move away, coming up amongst the brash to breathe from time to time.  I had 
a long discussion with John Hall before and after supper on a number of topics.  

On another lovely day the Germans were still with us; they should have departed 
the day before.  One of them, Herbert, flew with Garry to the Bluff and, the weather 
at Druzhnaya being all right they planned to go there in the early afternoon.  But they 
couldn't start their aircraft and exhausted their batteries.  Apparently it had been 
predicted that this would be a serious problem.  Their engines needed much more 
power to turn them over than the Twin Otters, which had an auxiliary starting 
engine.  But if they had this problem at Rothera, what was it going to be like further 
south?  The BAS Air Unit lent them a battery to get started, but they wouldn't have 
this help if the weather forced them down on the Ronne Ice Shelf.  I had talks over 
the radio with Jim Zumberge (US visitor) and Mark Lewis (BC?) at Faraday.  I gave a 
talk to the Rothera base that evening and with questions it went on until 10 o’clock.  I 
also had further talks with John Hall and another walk along the shore.  On 12 
January the Germans left for Druzhnaya, Halley, Neumayer.  FAZ flew to Fossil 
Bluff, FBB and FBC were flying on the Ronne and back from the Ellsworth 
Mountains, respectively. 

I walked across to North bay, where there were 37 crabeaters on the floes, 
including one group of 21.  I watched them for a while, including new arrivals. They 
swam around under the brash, from time to time appearing beside the floe and 
raising a head out of the water to inspect the floe; it was a very tentative approach.  
One in particular hauled out several times on a small floe, returning to the water.  
Then it inspected a thicker, flat-topped floe, about 4 ft high and eventually after 
several vertical movements it flowed out of the water onto the floe in a 
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single smooth movement, gleaming sleekly black.  I followed the aircraft movements 
during the day.  All three of ours were in the air most of the time and the Germans 
got as far as Druzhnaya.  

Friday 13 January came, the day we had planned to leave for Station Teniente 
Marsh on King George Island, on our way home.  The weather reports and the 
satellite photos were favourable so we left base at about 9 o’clock and were in the air 
by 10 am.  I flew in the co-pilot's seat and Pete Stark came along to act as co-pilot on 
the return flight.  We flew north over the Gullet into Lillemand Fjord in bright 
sunshine, with superb views of the fjords and the Peninsula mountains.  Conditions 
became more patchy as we passed the Biscoe Islands and the contrast declined.  On 
the patches of pack ice there were numerous seals.  I confirmed that the colour of the 
'ram' of icebergs reflects the greenness, that is the phytoplankton content, of the 
water.  In varied lighting conditions the colour ranges from ice-blue to brilliant 
yellowish green.  Our next way point was our Faraday Station in the Argentine 
Islands.  (There is no way of landing there).  We overflew the station several times, 
getting a good impression of its setting - also Wordie House on Winter Island, now a 
‘holiday cottage’.  The base members waved from the rooftop platform and we spoke 
to them on the radio.  

We flew north then to Lemaire Channel, still in dull conditions, but nonetheless 
very spectacular.  We flew up the channel, below the level of the peaks.  Anvers 
Island to the north was in mellow sunshine; then to Sierra de Fief, Doumer Island, 
Port Lockroy.  Garry showed me what the approach to Damoy skiway was like (our 
‘Northern Air facility’ allowing our ships to drop and pick up people there when 
pack ice prevented ships moving further south).  That day it was worse than usual, 
because of the lack of contrast and absence of markings on the skiway - and it was 
like flying straight into a white wall - very unnerving!  We must somehow find an 
alternative way of getting people to Rothera at the beginning of the season – one 
larger aircraft would do!.  Then we came out into sunshine again for the rest of the 
flight - in idyllic conditions.  Up the Neumayer Channel past Anvers, Weincke and 
Brabant Islands.  The Joint Services Expedition was on Brabant Island now, put there 
by HMS Endurance and it looked, as ever, very difficult terrain.  The other islands 
came up: Hoseason, Trinity, Smith, Low and the whole extent of the Trinity Coast of 
the Peninsula.  In Bransfield Strait I saw some large patches of darker water, with 
quite sharp edges against the bluer sea - not cloud shadows, perhaps phytoplankton, 
or krill concentrations near the surface; I took some photographs.  

Deception Island appeared on the radar screen, which pictured its circular shape 
and the gap at Neptune's Bellows leading into the crater.  As we approached we saw 
an Argentine ship at their base, which was occupied and looked freshly painted.  
There was also a red-hulled yacht at anchor.  The ship looked very impressive - a 
cargo vessel with helicopter deck and hanger, probably the Bahia Paraiso, looking 
very like the vessel we had seen earlier at Orcadas Station, South Orkneys.  We flew 
around inside the crater, over the crater lakes - brilliantly coloured turquoise and 
green, due to minerals - and over the wrecked and abandoned British base and the 
remains of the old whaling station.  In the sunlight all the features were very sharp 
and clear, crisply coloured, but with black and red predominating.  We left for 
Livingston Island through Neptune's Bellows, seeing another unidentified ship in the 
distance off the south west end of the island.  The icy mountains of Livingston 
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were beautiful and the inshore waters less strewn with rocks than I had expected.  To 
our right was the large expanse of the Bransfield Strait, dotted with a few islands and 
gleaming a sparkling Mediterranean blue. I t was all so beautiful and peaceful.  

It became cloudier, patchy, again as we approached the other islands in the South 
Shetlands: Greenwich, Nelson and then King George Island.  They were all covered 
in glaciers and ice caps, low lying except for the bare ground of the Fildes Peninsula, 
where the Russian and Chilean bases were.  We flew across the bay to where the 
Westwind, (USSGS Icebreaker) was anchored.  We learnt that they had a 120 ft gash in 
the hull, caused by ice off Marambio, when they were recently jammed between 
heavy pack ice and the Larsen Shelf Ice.  A US Coastguard C130 was on the runway 
at Marsh, having recently landed, bringing materials for the necessary extensive 
repairs.  We went to the 'hotel' on landing at 1.30 pm, after a 31/2 hr flight and met 
the Commandant, Colonel Villalobos and his senior officers.  We lunched with the 
Colonel and then saw Garry and Pete off on their return flight to Rothera, take-off 
about 3.30 pm.  I met Daniel Torres, a Chilean seal biologist, an old friend and two 
Chinese scientists, a marine mammal specialist (Dong Jinhai) who had spent 2 yrs 
working in Canada and a lichenologist.   

Charles, Eric and I walked to the end of the runway, along the coastal cliffs and 
down into some of the small bays.  The landscape here was depressing and barren, as 
if heavily polluted, or in the aftermath of a nuclear explosion.  There was little 
vegetation and the soil looked black and lifeless, typical of recent volcanicity.  Sadly 
the beaches were polluted with plastic jetsam.  They held a few elephant seals, some 
Weddells and one leopard seal, chinstrap penguins and one gentoo. We came upon 
an abandoned Russian hut, labeled ‘Biological Station’, now wet and filthy; it ought 
to be removed.  Then back to Marsh past some moulting pods of female elephant 
seals.  I had a shower and a rest, followed by dinner at 8 o’clock.  While waiting I had 
a talk with Daniel Torres, who was disappointed because his field equipment hadn't 
arrived.  He contrasted the ease of working at Mas a Fuera, Juan Fernandez Islands, 
with the difficulties he experienced at Marsh.  The Colonel arrived and the four of us 
had a pleasant talkative dinner.  The first course a delicious plate of Centolla, the 
spider crab, then seafood soup and a fish dish, followed by strawberries in juice.  It 
was film night, so we had to sit through two: one with Laurence Olivier and Dustin 
Hoffman was very violent and difficult to follow because it was dubbed in Spanish; 
the other "10" with Dudley Moore, Julie Andrews and Bo Derek, was full of sex and 
nudes.  It was nearly 1 o’clock before we escaped to bed after a long and full day.  

After a good night's rest during which I woke at 3.30 am to bright sunlight but 
went to sleep again.  It was still a fine day, but clouding over.  I had a lengthy talk 
with Colonel Villalobos, the C/O during the morning - about Antarctic logistics and 
the BAS operations.  I offered to help them by passing on the BAS knowhow and 
think they may take this up by sending someone to BAS HQ.  He was very keen that 
I should see General Mattei (C in C and a member of the ruling Junta) and General 
Lopez (Chief of Air Force Operations) in Santiago.  I got the impression that he was 
less keen on General Lopetegui (Charles' friend).  He had arranged for us to go a day 
earlier than expected - next day in fact - to Punta Arenas on an LC130 and possibly 
from there to Santiago on an Air Force 707 or LC130.  I had asked earlier if it was 
possible to visit the Polish Station, Arctowski, and he had laid on a visit by 212 
helicopter, departing at 12 noon.  We had a very rapid, but 'interesting' low-
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level flight of only 17 minutes along the coast and over the ice cap, approaching the 
base up Ezcurra Inlet and around Point Thomas.  

We landed on a helicopter pad and were met by the BC, Ryszard Stepkin, and 
some others, including a German scientist from the new group at Keil.  The base had 
been designed for a larger group than was presently there - due to financial 
problems.  It was well laid out and constructed.  There were two very large stores 
warehouses, generator sheds and living accommodation. The laboratories were 
rather on the small side: the work was mainly biological and there was one 
meteorologist.  They had a large greenhouse in which they grew flowers and 
vegetables - the flowers were for birthdays!  There was one married couple, food 
technologists, Edward Kolakowski and his wife also a scientist, (with a 9-month-old 
daughter left behind in Poland).  We had lunch with them and a glass of vodka and 
talked for an hour or two.  Then back to the helicopter.  The Colonel flew it straight 
back to Marsh over the sea, to our disquiet, and we landed about 3.15 pm.  

The three of us went for a walk down to Presidente Frei station, then along the 
coast to the north over various rocky headlands.  Here again the landscapes seemed  
rather gloomy and oppressive: dark soils, little vegetation and dark contorted rocks.  
There was some very marked soil striping.  In a secluded cove were three large and 
three small Russian fuel oil tanks and a number of metal and fabric pipelines.  
Although it was rumoured that Soviet submarines refueled here, it seemed just as 
likely, or more than likely, that the Soviet fishing fleet was the main user.  We walked 
across country through Bellingshausen Station, past their meteorological station and 
back to Marsh.  The dinner was again pleasant, preceded by Pisco sours, then a film, a 
rather corny but unusual western.  

Next day we learnt that an LC130 was to fly in with supplies and we could leave 
in it about 2.30 pm.  I talked a bit with Daniel Torres and Dong Jinghai, then Charles, 
Eric and I took a walk down the runway to the coast and back across country until 
lunch time; it was a beautiful warm and sunny day again. We were joined for lunch 
by Eric Escobar (Station Commander, Frei Station) and Major Toro, the pilot of the 
LC130, who had just arrived.  After lunch we saw over Frei Station with Escobar, also 
the new houses that were being built to accommodate six families of base personnel.  
They were to be opened by the President on 24 February when he was to visit Frei 
and Marsh.  In this development the Chileans were copying the Argentines at 
Esperanza to back-up their territorial claims - a great pity and rather pointless.  We 
took some last photos of the stations and, having made our farewells took-off at 
about 5.45 pm for Punta Arenas.  We were privileged to sit comfortably in the 
cockpit, behind the pilots - where the generals usually sat!  I was in the Navigator's 
seat with a good view.  The flight across Drake Passage and Tierra del Fuego was 
comfortable and uneventful - they had the same weather radar as our twin otters - 
and we touched down in Punta on the military strip at about 8.20 pm, after roughly a 
21/2 hr flight.  They whisked us in to town by bus to the Hotel Cabo de Hornos; 
Major Toro had radioed ahead to book us rooms.  By the time we were settled in it 
was quite late and we dined in the hotel.  We met Dr Brito (Deputy Director INACH, 
their equivalent of BAS), an administrator, not a scientist, with a degree from 
Harvard Business School.  He was a pleasant chap, but not very impressive.  

Next day Major Toro telephoned me at 8.30 am to say that it had been arranged 
for us to fly to Santiago on an Air Force 707, leaving about 2.30 pm.  An Air 
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Force Officer would collect us at 9 o’clock.  We had to get our passports stamped, so 
Eric and I went to Comapa, the BAS Agents to arrange this and for the luggage and 
freight to go to UK on Bransfield.  (Charles didn't need a stamp in his passport, 
because it didn't get an exit stamp when he flew on an Air Force plane to the 
Antarctic, so he had technically been in Chile all the time!).  So we left Charles to 
meet the officer assigned to look after us, whom we also met when we returned.  
Captain Rodriguez was a very nice young man who was married to a girl from the 
region and liked living in Punta Arenas.  We didn't need to be at the airport until 1 
o’clock, so he took us to the Duty Free Zone - a complex of modern stores and 
shopping centres with imported goods.  Residents in the region don't pay import tax, 
legislation which is designed to attract settlement.  

We also had time to visit the Instituto de Patagonica, where Leo Guzman showed 
us around, in the absence of the Director.  They have had some cooperative projects 
with UK scientists and were keen to promote more, but had limited funding.  We 
were told that their basic budget came from the sale of vegetables produced in their 
greenhouses!  I had been there before, but in the circumstances it was still impressive 
as a Research Institute.  Unfortunately they had recently suffered staff cuts, now to a 
level of about ten scientists and thirty support staff.  We had a look at the collections 
and the outside collection of living indigenous shrubs - including the ‘calafate’, of 
which it is said: "Once eaten the visitor remains in the region".  Returning to the hotel 
for lunch we found that it wasn't served until 12.30pm, so Captain Rodriguez took us 
to the Air Force Club, where we were the only diners, but had an excellent meal 
including a superb steak - why can't we manage this in UK?  I regretted however, 
that we had not been able to give him lunch at our hotel.   

Off then to the airport, where we were again given VIP treatment, with a room at 
our disposal.  While we were waiting we met Mort Turner (NSF, DPP Earth Sciences) 
and then were joined by an ebullient Oscar Gonzales Ferran (Professor of Geology, 
University if Chile) and John Bengtson.  We knew them both and they were on their 
way to the Antarctic - Oscar to set up a network of seismic stations on both sides of 
the Bransfield Strait; John to help Wayne Trivelpiece with penguin studies and also 
to work on fur seals in the South Shetlands.  John would be working at BAS again in 
March-April.  We had a brief chat, all that time would allow, then we were taken to 
the 707 and introduced to the Captain.  The flight was taking Navy families on leave 
to Santiago.  

It was a good safe flight and more VIP treatment in Santiago where, as we came 
off the aircraft we were met by Colonel Echeverre and an attractive female 
Interpreter, who was an architect in the logistics division of the Air Force.  Carlos, 
from PSNC (BAS Agents) had also come to meet us.  Eric decided to take an 11 
o’clock flight out that night to Miami; Charles hoped to get a flight to Miami next 
day.  I found that there was a flight next afternoon to London.  So we said goodbye to 
Eric and the Air Force car took us to the Hotel el Conquistador (middle range) where 
Charles and I had an early dinner.  I did some re-packing (mail), wrote up some 
notes and got to bed at 11.30 pm.  Next day we went to the Agents at 9 o’clock, where 
I renewed acquaintance with Felix Ibañez.  He had fixed a flight (Varig) for me 
leaving at 3.15 pm.  An Air Force car was to collect us at 10.30 am for an 11 o’clock 
meeting with General Desgroux (Chief of Air Staff, one of the Junta that controlled 
the country) and General Lopetegui.  Colonel Echeverre arrived with 
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the car and we went to the Ministry of Defense, where we had an hour with the 
generals.  I made my offer of our Adelaide Base and we talked about various aspects 
of Antarctic operations.  

They were very friendly and appreciative. Desgroux said that if there was 
anything they could do to help us we had only to ask.  So I mentioned our need for 
aerial photography and the possibility of their providing it in exchange for use of our 
ground control (which was already under discussion).  The problem was that they 
needed advice on the technical details of installing the camera in the 707 and hadn't 
yet bought a camera.  We pointed out that producing the maps was expensive - £50k 
a sheet - and BAS had already spent millions on the ground control.  It was agreed 
that Charles and Lopetegui would pursue this further. Secondly, the Chileans would 
fly BAS personnel in and out via Marsh - thirty [a season] seemed to be a reasonable 
number. Thirdly, I invited them to send someone to Cambridge to discuss logistics 
problems and methods.  

The Air Force annual budget for Antarctic work was 24 million pesos - not much, 
but it transpired that this didn't include salaries or capital etc; the extra cost was 
almost solely fuel.  So the figures were meaningless.  Our meeting ended at noon.  
Lopetegui invited us to have an early lunch, but I declined, leaving Charles to lunch 
(he had ‘gone overboard’ on Lopetegui, who had been ‘hosting’ him in the field, and 
I could see that it might be tiresome).  Besides Robert Fransella (Commercial 
Counsellor) from the British Embassy had phoned earlier to say that the Ambassador 
would like me to have lunch with him.  I had had to decline because I didn't know 
how the previously arranged meeting with the Generals would go.  (The Embassy 
had not attempted to contact me before learning of my meeting with a member of the 
Junta!)  We had left it that Fransella would be at the Hotel from noon onwards - on 
the off chance of a meeting.  I got there about 12.20 pm and we talked very usefully 
until 1.10 pm when he had to leave.  The Agent's car collected me at 1.15 pm to go to 
the airport.  I had a very good flight to Heathrow, via Rio (change planes) and Lisbon 
- about 19 hrs.  It arrived at 1.30 pm local time on 18 January, and I got home in a 
hired car by 4 o’clock, driving in bright sunshine.   

This tour had taken 57 days and I had covered a lot of ground.  In particular I had 
improved my first hand knowledge of the problems of life and work at Halley and of 
our far flung Air Operations.  I had also made a number of international contacts in 
the field and in Chile.  It had been very enjoyable.  
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Chapter 11  
 
 

Great waters: The Southern Ocean 

                           
 

he vast Southern Ocean encircles the Antarctic in a continuous ring of, mainly, 
eastward- flowing  water, which is the major connecting link between the three 
ocean basins that lie to the north of it, and has also isolated the continent from 

their warmer waters since the opening of the Drake Passage. The arrangement of the 
continents and oceans, and the climate, have all changed continually throughout the 
Earth's history. At the same time Gondwana fragmented, a process beginning about 
180 million years ago (l80Ma), and following the opening of the Drake Passage 25-
30Ma ago the present oceanic circulation pattern was established.  
 
This Antarctic Circumpolar Current (ACC) is also the only truly global current and 
very large - an endless 24,000 km, ranging from 200 to l000 km wide its only 
constriction being the Drake Passage. Enormous quantities of water are transported 
at a rate of flow of about 7-l2 m/second, so that at the Drake Passage, on average l30 
million m3 flow through each second. That estimate is based on an array of 91 current 
meters moored at different depths 50 km apart, recording over a year. Later records 
showed that there were large differences from year to year and unexpected decreases 
and increases in the flow over periods of a few weeks.  Between l977 and l982 the 
flow fluctuated between ll0 million m3/second and l45 million m3/second, a notable 
degree of variation that is unexplained. The average transport is four times that of 
the Gulf Stream or 400 times that of the Mississippi River. The flow extends to the 
bottom; however the surface flow is unexceptional, averaging about [l] knots 
compared with the Gulf Stream's 5 knots.   
 
An important feature of the Southern Ocean and one which has great importance for 
the distribution of living organisms, is the Antarctic Polar Front (also known as the 

T 
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Antarctic Convergence). This is a front that marks the point on the surface of the 
ocean at which the cold Antarctic surface water flowing northward meets warmer 
sub-Antarctic water flowing southwards from the Atlantic, Pacific and Indian 
Oceans.  Even in summer the polar surface water temperatures are close to freezing. 
Although this front is mobile, with eddies and loops that span a zone as wide as l50 
km, it has a fairly constant mean position from year to year at an average latitude of 
about 50°S. The seas south of the Polar Front extend over 35 million km2 and 
comprise about a tenth of the world ocean. The cold air and the salt expressed when 
salt water freezes to form sea ice means that this ocean contains the coldest and 
densest sea water on earth, the Antarctic Bottom Water. As it sinks it flows over the 
ocean floors and depresses the temperature of at least 55-60% of the total volume of 
all the oceans to less than 2°C. This is only one of the ways in which it affects the 
climate of the Earth, counterbalancing the effect of the tropics. Cold Antarctic water 
is also well-oxygenated and aerates the world ocean.  
 
The Southern Ocean is not contained within the circle formed by the Antarctic Polar 
Front, but extends further north than this, although by common consent among 
oceanographers its northern boundary remains undefined. The term Antarctic Ocean 
has been used for the waters south of the Antarctic Polar Front, which is bounded to 
the south by the Antarctic Continent. Some 45% of the coastline of that continent is in 
the form of floating ice shelves some 200 m thick. The atmospheric circulation 
influences the ocean in two main ways. As the katabatic winds spread out from the 
icy dome of Antarctica they impose temperature and salinity alterations on the ocean 
near the continent, inducing upwelling of warmer and saltier sub-surface water as 
the colder, less salty and therefore lighter surface water is blown out to sea. A few 
hundred kilometres further north at the zone where the more southern easterly 
winds, which maintain the East Wind Drift, and the westerly winds which maintain 
the Antarctic Circumpolar Current (or West Wind Drift) meet, there is a complicated 
shear zone. This the Antarctic Divergence, is also another zone of upwelling where 
the cold, relatively fresh, surface water is replaced continually by deeper water that is 
2-3°C warmer and more saline; here the surface water diverges, two-thirds flowing 
northwards and one third southwards. Upwelling is an important process in the 
ocean because it brings nutrients to the surface, where the upwelled water resides for 
two years on average, while its nutrients are taken up by the phytoplankton. The 
total vertical upwelling in this divergence zone is estimated at 45 million m3 per 
second (astonishingly a third of the total horizontal transport in the Antarctic 
Circumpolar Current!) and it is clearly a very major phenomenon in the world ocean. 
In fact, everything in the Antarctic seems to be on a grand scale.   
 
The so-called "Roaring Forties and "Furious Fifties" result from the dynamic effects 
between the atmospheric high pressure cells characteristic of the "thirties" latitudes 
and the low pressure cells near the coast of Antarctica. This causes strong winds from 
the west, with a strength of 40 knots or more, that push the sea surface into waves up 
to 20 m high and drive the Antarctic Circumpolar Current. It is by far the windiest 
and has the highest waves of all the oceans. Computer models suggest a greater 
velocity for this current than it actually has, because it is braked by the extensive 
north-south system of ridges in the ocean floor and to the east of New Zealand and 
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South America it even flows markedly northwards. Energy is also dissipated in a 
series of eddies and in vertical wind-induced turbulence, to depths of at least 80 m. 
These eddies and rings (pinched-off eddies) exchange water properties with the 
oceans to the north. Large oceanic gyres, off the Weddell and Ross Seas( and possibly 
in the southern Indian Ocean) are features which may have significant implications 
for the ecology of planktonic (that is passively drifting) organisms in the Southern 
Ocean, as well as for the more active krill and its predators. 
 
The Antarctic waters are formed from a mixture of waters which can be traced back 
to their origins by their temperature and salinity properties, some even back to water 
flowing out of the Mediterranean. On the whole though, the Antarctic waters are so 
dense that the generally lighter (because warmer and less saline) waters from the 
north, make relatively enormous depth changes in overriding them. For example, the 
l °C isotherm (contour of equal temperature) on the north side of the Drake Passage 
is at more than 3,500 m and on the south side - only 600 km away - it is less than l,000 
m. Although this is very dramatic by oceanographic standards in fact it represents a 
slope of only l: 720. This is the Circumpolar Deep Water which is the largest water 
mass in the Southern Ocean; it constitutes more than half of the water in the Drake 
Passage, which the ACC almost fills.  
 
Two oceanic fronts are circumpolar, the Sub-Antarctic Front and the Polar Front 
(Antarctic Convergence) and other less well-known fronts are crossed as one travels 
southwards. Each is a distinctive narrow zone, 50 - l00 km wide, each characterized 
by a particular vertical layering of temperature and salinity properties, which marks 
an abrupt horizontal change in the nature of the water. In the case of the Polar Front 
the change is so marked that it is usually quite obvious, either because of a change in 
air temperature, or from a change in the bird life, or from the constitution of the 
oceanic communities as sampled by nets. 
 
South of the Polar Front there is, for much of the year just below the surface, a layer 
(roughly l00 m deep) of relatively fresh water at less than 0°C. This layer represents 
the melting of the pack ice; it acquires its low temperature in winter and in the 
following summer when the surface heats up this "winter water", which is more 
dense because relatively cold, sinks below the surface; it is also relatively fresh and 
well oxygenated. As this water moves away from the continent it gradually sinks to a 
depth of about 500 m and continuing its flow north of the ACC and the Polar Front 
sinks further to nearly l000 m. This relatively fresh oxygen-rich water layer is known 
as the Antarctic Intermediate Water and spreads through the oceans of the Southern 
Hemisphere and beyond.  
 
The chief difference of the Antarctic continental shelf rom other continental shelves is 
a consistently greater depth and the existence of a kind of sill overlain by shallower 
water. Also different is the fact that nearly half of the Antarctic coastline is fringed by 
floating ice shelves averaging about 200 m thick, of which four fifths is under water. 
The ice shelves are formed mainly from the flow of continental ice into the sea, 
thickened by snow accumulation, which is considerable in coastal regions - to l.5 m a 
year in some places. Where the underlying sea water is cold enough freezing occurs 
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and salt is expressed in the process as when sea ice forms. This cold, saline, water 
sinks and flows northwards over or through gaps in the sill to become the Antarctic 
Bottom Water, sometimes called the Antarctic Deep Water. It develops in many 
regions around the continent, but the major source is the very cold western part of 
the Weddell Sea. Flowing northwards down the continental slope and across the 
abyssal plains it is widely distributed and even influences the oceanography and 
hence the climate as far away as the North Atlantic region.  
 
In this way the continent impresses its signature on the World Ocean, introducing a 
pervasive cold, saline, well-oxygenated element. In return the waters of the Southern 
Ocean are invaded by warmer less saline waters from the north. Superimposed on 
these internal dynamics which are driven by temperature and salinity affecting water 
density and so causing essentially north-south movements in the vertical plane, is the 
wind driven circulation which is essentially from west to east, except near the 
continent where it is reversed. The horizontal rate of flow is approximately three 
times that of the vertical flow. Both directions of movement, together with the 
secondary gyres, eddies and internal waves, and the vertical stratification of the 
water column are important for the organisms that live in the sea. 
 
So far the ice we have been considering has mainly been produced by precipitation, 
densification and flow over land and into the seas over the continental shelves, 
including the huge embayments of the Ross and Weddell Seas. In the Antarctic, 
however, most life occurs in the sea and the type of ice which most directly affects it 
is ice formed in the sea; that is pack ice and the fast ice from which it is formed. It is 
subject to freezing and melting each year, expanding to form an area of pack ice as 
much as 20 million km2 in winter and being broken up  by the action of waves, 
currents and melting so that it  contracts  to only  4 million km2 by the end of the 
Antarctic summer, which extends from December to March. This is the largest 
seasonal process in the World Ocean and it effectively doubles the area of the 
continental and ocean ice blanket from l8 to 34 million km2. It has an enormous effect 
on world climate by the increased reflection of incoming radiant energy from the 
sun, reducing its penetration into the sea. As well as affecting the transfer of heat 
between atmosphere and sea this ice blanket also reduces the transfer of mass and 
momentum across the ocean surface. The rate of build up of sea-ice in autumn and 
winter (February-September) is much slower than the rate of decay (October-
January); it seems possible that layers of brown pigmented ice-associated algae found 
in sea ice may, by absorbing solar radiation in summer, accelerate its disappearance.  
If so it is a remarkable example of the influence of a microscopic life form on global 
climate. Most of the winter sea ice is first year growth only; where residual pack ice 
regions are shown by the satellite data to persist over more than one season they 
provide a basis for the formation of multi-year ice.  This is much thicker and 
hummocked than first year pack ice and its under surface is similarly complex 
compared to the relatively smooth one year ice.  
 
The seasonal cycle in the extent of the sea ice has been well known since l973.  Earlier 
there are records of ice observations from ships and analysis of these data indicates 
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that there has probably been no significant change in the extent of the Antarctic sea 
ice over the last l00 years - as far back as such records exist. Although there has been 
no significant trend since satellite data have been studied, there are large variations 
between regions. There is for example a shift in phase of 2-3 years from the Weddell 
to the Ross Seas; a minimum seen in the former region in l977, which in the latter in 
l980.  
 
The sea ice is formed in three different ways. Frazil ice consists of small ice crystals 
(about l mm) and often forms in stormy conditions, coagulating into small sugary-
looking floes, often with turned up edges due to their bumping together, called 
pancake ice. These consolidate and thicken at the rate of several cm an hour. 
Congelation ice is formed slowly by heat loss through an overlying layer of ice, 
which may have originated as frazil ice. The crystals are larger - to l cm and as they 
form express salts and exclude algae initially. The crystals have a columnar structure 
which subsequently allows sea water (and therefore nutrients) to circulate upwards 
and also downward flushing with freshwater from snow-melt; this produces 
favourable conditions for algal growth. A third ice-formation process is when free 
crystals form under inshore fast ice where conditions are sheltered and still.  
Phytoplankton is trapped in this platelet ice among the crystals and incorporated into 
the ice layer. Later in the summer, as the ice melt and decay continues, larger 
channels open up so that it becomes riddled with holes - like gruyère cheese - further 
enhancing nutrient exchange and the spread of the algae.  
 
Conditions are better for algal blooms in ice formed by congelation or from platelets, 
than in frazil ice. Later algae are also found in the surface layers as snow 
accumulation depresses the older surface layers and sea water penetrates, forming a 
loose ice-water matrix that is inoculated with algae. They are also found at various 
levels within the ice, depending both on how the ice forms (and whether algae are 
included or excluded during the process), as well as on the establishment of 
circulation channels.  Initially the sea ice contains about 30% of sea water, but by the 
end of the winter this has fallen to l5%. Its thickness varies according to location and 
season. It may be only 0.3 m thick in early winter at 60 - 65°S but as much as 2-3 m at 
75°S in late spring or early summer. Little is known about maximum winter 
thicknesses.   
 
Seasonal changes in the chemistry of sea ice have been studied. The salinities 
measured in melted ice cores taken from it ice vary from 0 to 30°/oo, while brine 
collected from holes drilled in the sea ice may very from 64-l24°/oo. The nutrients 
measured in these cores and brine fluctuate in an extreme way. In summer 
conditions very high levels of ammonia (far above those found in seawater) and high 
nitrate and phosphate levels are found. These high levels are evidence for the 
presence of a unique interstitial microbial food chain of microorganisms adapted to 
low temperatures and high salinity.  In winter lower phosphate levels are found and 
there is relative depletion of silica; some nutrients are exhausted, others regenerated. 
It may be that the growth of diatoms may be nutrient limited and this may affect the 
community structure. 
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Typically the sea ice is in the form of floes, which are from a metre or so in diameter 
up to several miles across in consolidated pack ice. It is not a continuous surface 
cover, but there is a random pattern of cracks - known as leads - and larger areas of 
open water, from l-10 km to as much as l00 km where persistent large openings 
known as polynyas occur. One form of polynya, which is important as a "factory" for 
sea ice occurs in cold water conditions over the continental shelf in coastal regions. In 
some of these regions, especially where the offshore winds are strong and persistent, 
newly formed sea ice is continually being produced and blown offshore in massive 
amounts. Such coastal polynyas, the shore leads of earlier explorers, form along most 
of the Antarctic coastline. During this process, as the ice forms, salt is expressed and 
increases the salinity and density of the underlying seawater which drains into 
deeper waters, to contribute to the Antarctic Bottom Water.    
 
A second kind of polynya, which was unknown before the advent of satellite 
imagery in the early l970's, is the open-ocean polynya which forms in winter and 
greatly affects the ocean-atmosphere heat exchange. These polynas are believed to be 
created and maintained by heat from the ocean, flowing rapidly upwards as the 
Warm Deep Water which balances the downward sinking movement of denser cold 
water. The basis of this process are convective "cells" of seawater tens of kilometres 
across. An alternative hypothesis for one of the known polynyas is that it is related to 
the atmospheric circulation around a persistent area of low pressure around the 
Greenwich meridian.  This is the best known of them - the Weddell Polynya - which 
formed in the winters of l974, l975 and l976. It was 300,000 km2 in extent at its 
maximum and was centred initially at longitude [O° 65']E, drifting westwards at 
about one kilometre a day on average. After it passed it left a physical "imprint" in 
summer in the ocean down to a depth of 2,700 m. There has been no recurrence on 
this scale since l976, but intermittent small polynya formation at this site and at 66°S, 
45°E has been observed, lasting only l-3 weeks at a time. Presumably the deep 
convection currents since l976 have not been sufficient to maintain a large polynya 
because there is a threshold size above which it persists and enlarges. During the 
winters when the Weddell Polynya was active cold water sank there at the rate of 6 
million m3 per second (or at half this rate if averaged over a whole year). This is 
equivalent to half the total annual production of Antarctic Bottom Water in the 
Weddell Sea, truly a staggeringly large phenomenon. 
 
In a complementary way heat escapes from the sea to the atmosphere through these 
holes in the blanket of sea ice; it has entered the oceans in temperate latitudes and 
been carried in ocean currents at various depths to the Antarctic, where upwelling 
and surface wind drives the convection cells. One manifestation of the escaping heat 
is the "frost smoke", obvious to an observer, where the warmer deeper water reaches 
the surface and is exposed to the very cold air. The role of polynyas in this cycle of 
heating at low latitudes and cooling at high latitudes is probably crucial, governing 
climatic fluctuation and change on a global scale. 
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he unique physics and chemistry of the Southern Ocean strongly influences the 
biology  and distribution of planktonic organisms.  The most important factors, 
described above, include the seasonal waxing and waning of the pack ice zone, 

the extreme seasonality of the light regime, the extensive cloud cover, and the 
temperatures of the various water masses and their role in the transport of nutrients 
and oxygen. The food web of the Southern Ocean reflects the fact that incoming 
energy from the sun, nutrients, bacteria, microplankton and phytoplankton are the 
basis of all higher life in the sea. Although the shading effect of the ice cover prevents 
significant primary production in the underlying water column, a layer of ice-
associated algae seeds the water when the sea ice melts, a process which may 
contribute more than a tenth of the annual phytoplankton production within the 
Southern Ocean.  These layers of tiny brown pigmented organisms, by absorbing 
solar radiant energy and so accelerating the melting of the pack ice, may also have a 
disproportionately large effect on the global environment. 
 
The phytoplankton is dominated by diatoms, dinoflagellates and silicoflagellates. 
The diatoms are enclosed in siliceous containers, either centric (drum-shaped) or 
pennate (boat-shaped) which are often finely sculpted and of great beauty under the 
microscope.  Nearly l00 species have been described from the Antarctic, many of 
them cosmopolitan in distribution, but some limited to the Antarctic. Colonial forms 
are common and a few species produce resting spores over-winter. A typical 
example is Nitschia; under the microscope thin, flat cells are seen to joined end-to-end 
or face-to-face in spiralling ribbon-like colonies. In contrast to the robust diatoms, the 
dinoflagellates are much smaller structures, mostly lacking external coverings and 
vulnerable to damage; a few are encased in cellulose plates. A species of 
Protoperidinium is the most abundant but the species prevalent in other oceans, 
Ceratium, is not found south of the Antarctic Polar Front. The level of endemism is 
greater than in other oceans with 35 species, 80-85% of the total restricted to the 
Antarctic.  Another species, Phaeocystis, is a very abundant brown algae which can 
form vast gelatinous blooms down to l00 or l50 m. The silicoflagellates have an 
internal skeleton, often of great beauty under the microscope; a typical species is 
Dictyocha speculum, an indicator of cold water. 
 
Abundance is measured in terms of the amount of the photosynthetic pigment 
chlorophyll-a. There are seasonal and regional variations and successional patterns. 
In the open ocean in summer algal biomass, measured by the concentration of the 
respiratory pigment, chlorophyll a, may be ten times the winter level. The highest 
values are found near the surface in coastal waters, to 3.6 g/ m2 - as high as 
anywhere in the oceans - but the Antarctic as a whole is not an especially productive 
area. Diatom blooms when they occur can be conspicuous, a thick "pea soup" 
extending for miles even in the open ocean. In one such situation, at a depth of 5 m,  
there were l.4 million cells per litre of the diatom Corethron criophilum. 
 
Earlier studies were based on the so-called net plankton, mainly large robust forms 
such as diatoms, large enough to be caught by plankton nets (more than 20 um).  

T 
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Recently, more modern methods reveal the ubiquity of additional communities 
dominated by small fragile organisms that are destroyed in capture, or escape 
through the mesh of the nets. These are known as nanoplankton (2 - 20 um) and 
picoplankton (less than 2 um) and include flagellates.  Different phytoplankton 
species show different seasonal timing of their maximal populations, with peaks 
reached later and maintained for shorter periods of time in higher latitudes.  In 
addition to inherent seasonal production cycles characteristic of species, grazing 
organisms like krill may have a selective role in this process; diatoms prevail earlier 
in the growing season and krill is efficient at removing them, but microplankton may 
come to prevail later in the season, because krill feeds on them less efficiently. 
However, the relative role of grazing is insufficiently understood. Like most 
Antarctic life forms the most important phytoplankton species are circumpolar in 
distribution.  
 
High values of nutrients, chlorophyll and primary production are recorded at 
oceanic fronts, owing either to vertical upwelling or horizontal transport of nutrients.  
Nutrients - especially nitrate and phosphate - are unlikely to be a limiting factor for 
primary production, because concentrations in the water remain high after the period 
of maximum production. An exception is silica essential for diatom growth - these 
organisms have siliceous coats.  (The Antarctic is the largest upwelling region in the 
world and it has been estimated that during the summer growing season nutrients 
may be regenerated 6- or 7-fold by this process between the Polar Front and the 
Antarctic Divergence. This is in great contrast to the Arctic where nutrient depletion 
is common).  Rather it is the energy supply that governs the primary production 
processes and overall primary productivity is low compared with other oceans 
owing to the brevity of the growing season (l20-l50 days). In general the availability 
of trace elements (chemicals that are vital for the successful growth of an organism, 
but only in small or minute quantities), differences in incident solar radiation with 
latitude, attenuation of light within the water, sea ice cover and turbulence, are much 
more significant factors than nutrient supply. 
 
The westerly winds in high southern latitudes are consistently stronger than winds in 
any other oceanic zone and wave heights are correspondingly large.  The wind shear 
effect produces turbulence and vertical mixing of the surface layers - to depths of 60 
to 80 m or more, a phenomenon that probably depresses primary production by 
preventing phytoplankton from maintaining an optimum depth (in terms of light) 
near the surface. However, the water is clear, with little particulate matter to absorb 
light, so the utilization of the light energy reaching the sea might be reasonably 
efficient were it not for another factor. The water is near freezing point and rates of 
biochemical processes are temperature dependent; although the algae have adapted 
to some extent, photosynthetic efficiency is thought to be generally low compared 
with other regions.    
 
There is a seasonal progression of the zone of maximum primary productivity 
southwards as the diatom bloom follows the ice-edge south and production is 
delayed by one or two months in high latitudes due to the ice cover. During the 
growing season phytoplankton abundance in a particular locality may double each 
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day. This overall pattern is complicated by storms, changes in pack-ice cover and 
varying intensities of zooplankton grazing.  The variable operation of these factors 
probably results in a mosaic of areas in different states.  This makes the estimation of 
standing crop biomass (total weight of the living components in an ecosystem at any 
moment) and production (rate of accumulation of organic material) for the Southern 
Ocean as a whole quite complex.  Although the region was formerly thought to be 
one of the most productive regions in the world ocean, current thinking is that , 
overall, it is no more productive per unit of area than most other oceans. The 
estimated rate of primary production varies widely, with an average figure probably 
lying somewhere between 20 and l00 grams of carbon /m2/year in the summer in 
the ice-free areas. But these high levels are compressed into a short summer and the 
year-round average is about 5 grams carbon/m2/year - which is similar to other 
open oceanic waters outside the Antarctic.  Although other living organisms 
ultimately depend on these levels of productivity, there is as yet no reliable figure for 
total annual primary production in the Southern Ocean, and this is a priority for 
research. Estimates have ranged from 260 to 6,400 million tons, but the lower values 
are clearly seen to be underestimates when we consider the secondary productivities 
(that is of higher forms of life) in relation to expected efficiency of energy transfer 
between different trophic levels. Thus, estimates of krill consumption by its 
predators would support an estimate for primary production at the higher end of this 
range. We also need to know the seasonal and spatial scale of primary production.  
 
In recent years research has revealed a significant microplankton biomass in the 
oceans as a whole. A large part of the total chlorophyll - possibly as much as three-
quarters of all marine primary production- derives from this source and some 
organisms feed on bacteria, picoplankton, nanoplankton and the debris from 
phytoplankton. This also applies to the Antarctic and on the basis of this new 
information we need to revise the classical concept of the very short Antarctic food 
chain ("diatom/krill/whale"), to one which incorporates the feeding by krill on 
protozoans as well as diatoms, recognizing the role of microzooplankton (less than 
200 um), including protozoans, as an efficient link in the ecosystem that transfers 
energy from pico- and nano-plankton to the higher trophic levels. However, the short 
annual burst of primary production may be in excess of the needs of the pelagic 
standing stocks and much of it may sink to the sea floor to feed detrital feeders in the 
benthos. In McMurdo Sound for example it has been estimated that 75% of the 
phytoplankton biomass sinks to the bottom. 
 
The contribution of bacteria to the economy of the ocean has also been much 
neglected, but they are now recognized to be important for their interactions with 
other animals, for their role in facilitating the flow of carbon and nitrogen through 
the ecosystem thus promoting the regeneration of nutrients, as enzyme producers in 
other organisms and as a food base for grazing organisms. In general the detrital 
food chain plays a crucial part in transforming particles in transit in the water 
column into dissolved nutrient chemicals.  
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In recent years research attention has been transferred to another habitat and its 
associated communities. This is the drifting sea ice zone, at its maximum extent in 
winter, which scientists have begun to study with modern techniques, like Scuba-
diving and small, remote-controlled submersibles. These studies can only be 
mounted from powerful icebreakers that can penetrate the pack; earlier studies were 
largely confined to inshore fast-ice. The results of these studies are extremely 
exciting, opening up knowledge of a whole new environment, which is on a vast 
scale - an area at its maximum seasonal extent, seven times the world's tropical 
forests and twice the area of tropical and temperate forests combined. (The parallel is 
closer for, like the forests it has a major role, significant in relation to the "greenhouse 
effect", in trapping carbon dioxide in living organisms.  As mentioned earlier, when 
its gross characteristics were described, the expansion and contraction of the pack ice 
is the largest seasonal physical process in the world ocean; in the Antarctic marine 
ecosystem it constitutes a very major habitat of which, uniquely, l6 million km2 
disappears each summer and is replaced each winter. The sea ice may have a 
relatively smooth undersurface just after its formation, but cracking and refreezing, 
rafting of one floe over another, and melting, results in a very complex, surface-
floating and layered environment. It is characterized by the presence of surfaces in 
the water, as individual floes may be holed "like a Swiss cheese" and it is full of 
labyrinthine crevices and caverns of all shapes and sizes, which permeate the 2 to 3 
m of floating ice to connect with the sea water beneath. This is most unusual in the 
open ocean, comparable perhaps with the floating seaweeds of the Sargasso Sea, 
which also provide surfaces and microhabitats for ocean life. The surfaces on the 
underside of the sea ice provide a substrate for ice-associated algae, which stick on; 
some even hang down into the water as long green strings. These algae include 
diatoms (dominant), chrysophyceans, dinoflagellates (rarely), green flagellates and 
blue-green algae.  The caverns provide protection from predators for the small 
animals that graze on the algae.  
 
There are different layers of algae within the ice and on its bottom surfaces. These 
arise in the following ways. In winter the water is of exceptional clarity, containing 
virtually no suspended matter or life. As the sea water freezes, either an ice-platelet 
layer forms (in very cold freezing conditions, particularly near ice shelves) or 
congelation ice forms at the ice/water interface and fingers of ice may grow down 
with vertical spaces in between. The ice layer may be è to 3 m thick as it forms and 
contain up to 80% water. In each case, as the ice forms it is colonized by algae and 
bacteria. The early stages of sea-ice formation may have concentrations of 
chlorophyll-a 4 to l0 times the concentrations in the adjacent sea water. So the interior 
ice-algal assemblage is formed by mechanical inclusion of microalgae when the sea 
ice freezes and does not grow in the ice. They are adapted to extremely low light 
levels, of less than 1% of surface irradiance, and the light-harvesting physiology is 
totally different from that of temperate forms.   
 
The bottom assemblage grows actively when the irradiance from the sun is enough; 
in one study six species were described, three of them dominant, producing 
successive maxima. A surface assemblage is inoculated from below through the 
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vertical water-filled channels and grows in spring. The algae are adapted to the cold 
and saline conditions; during winter they may experience temperatures as low as -
l0°C and salinities as high as l50°/oo (for comparison sea water salinities are about 
34°/oo; and even in winter, whenever the sun is above the horizon, they can make use 
of its energy. However peaks in standing crop (chlorophyll-a) have been described in 
some sea ice regions, occurring in April to June and October to November. In one of 
these studies 98% of the chlorophyll-a was concentrated in the bottom of the ice, 
mainly formed by congelation during May. There was an increase in the upper 
consolidated snow layer from October to January. All these layers are clearly 
exposed when the ice is turned over by the passage of a ship and this also shows one 
how patchy the algal blooms are in their horizontal distribution. When melting of the 
ice begins in spring a stable meltwater surface layer forms which is fresher and 
lighter than ordinary sea water; the algae trapped in this layer are exposed to 
sunlight, become more active and their growth rates increase, so that dense green 
blooms form along the ice edge. Later when the ice disappears and wind-induced 
turbulence stirs up the surface water the water column is seeded with phytoplankton 
organisms. In this way levels of chlorophyll-a may be enhanced up to 250 km away 
from the edge of the ice and this can be an indication of recent ice cover.   
 
Zooplankton is the animal plankton which feeds upon the minute plants in the 
phytoplankton; it includes protozoans, small crustaceans (like copepods, amphipods 
and euphausiids, including the Antarctic krill), chaetognaths (arrow worms), pelagic 
gastropods (allied to snails, slugs), salps, siphonophores, and fish larvae (the 
ichthyoplankton). Strictly-speaking plankton drifts passively with the water 
movements, but some species included in the zooplankton are quite actively moving 
- and should more properly be referred to as nekton (free-swimming organisms). The 
Antarctic krill, Euphausia superba, as we shall see is the most important member of 
this latter group. The literature is dominated by E. superba because of its enormous 
ecological interest and its value as a resource. There are ten other species of 
crustaceans, collectively known as krill (the term derives from the Norwegian word 
for whale food). The most important are Euphausia frigida, E. crystallorophias, E. 
valentini and Thysanoessa macrura . The species of Euphausia demonstrate the 
latitudinal zonation characteristic of many groups of zooplankton:  E.valentini is 
confined to water above 3°C north of the Antarctic Polar Front; E. triacantha and E. 
frigida are warm water species found south of the Polar Front, the former straddling 
it, the latter in colder regions; E. superba which is found in large numbers anywhere 
south of the Polar Front particularly in the open ocean; and E. crystallorophias  which 
occurs over the continental shelves. Other groups, for example copepods, rival krill 
in importance in terms of their biomass and show similar zonation.  There is a 
gradual transition from north to south, but many species occupy clearly defined 
temperature zones which are circumpolar; analysis of net- hauls has confirmed this.  
 
Leaving aside Euphausia superba for the moment (as part of the nekton), about 70% of 
the meso-plankton (middle-sized organisms) are copepods and the three most 
common genera are Calanoides acutus, Calanus propinqus andRhincalanus gigas; these 
are herbivores. The arrow worms, chaetognaths, are second only to them in 
importance and are carnivorous predators. Of the l8 species described from Antarctic 
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and sub-Antarctic waters Eukrohnia hamata and Sagitta gazellae are the most common. 
Different species are characterisitic of different water masses and have been used by 
scientists as indicator species.  Some are present everywhere, for example the two 
common arrow worms and the three common copepods mentioned above, and the 
euphausian Thysanoessa.  
 
Notable exceptions are E.superba and the salps, particularly Salpa thompsoni ; 
correlated with their tendency to swarm they show a very patchy distribution.  The 
swarming of E.superba is discussed later and Salpa thompsoni has a very complicated 
life cycle, which is worth a digression here. It can reproduce both sexually and 
asexually to produce two forms - solitary and aggregate. The solitary form arises 
from embryos released in March-April and form the nucleus of the winter 
population. In spring each solitary animal proliferates chains of up to 800 buds, 
turning into the aggregate form and bringing about an explosive increase in 
abundance. Both forms are present in the plankton in summer. Then, at the end of 
summer each individual within the aggregate produces a single egg which is 
developed within the parent, involving a "placenta", and is released when 4-5 mm 
long. In this very unusual way there is brought about an "alternation of generations" 
in this species.   
 
Zooplankton species also tend to move vertically between the northward- and 
southward-flowing water masses, either daily, seasonally or at different times during 
their life cycle. Some species spend the summer months in the northward flowing 
Antarctic Surface Water and descend to the Warm Deep Water in winter, spending 
roughly half the year in each and so maintaining their position within the latitudinal 
bands.  Typical species that have adopted this strategy are: the copepods, Rhincalanus 
gigas, Calanoides acutus and Calanus propinquus,the arrow worms Eukrohnia hamata 
and Sagitta gazellae and the amphipod Parathemisto gaudichaudii. Populations  may 
may also  become  concentrated at oceanic convergences and divergences, and the 
total zooplankton abundance in the vicinity of Antarctic Polar Front is up to [30] 
times that in adjacent areas. 
 
Other species undertake diurnal vertical movements, spending the day in the Warm 
Deep Water and the night in Antarctic Surface Water, which also has the effect of 
their latitudinal position.  Typical depth ranges are fomaintaining r E. superba, day l0-
l00 m, night 0-70m; for E. frigida, day 250-500 m, night 50-l00 m; for E.triacantha , day 
250-500 m, night 0-250 m.  However, this is an oversimplification and the actual 
behaviour is often more complicated.  For example, in the open ocean Antarctic krill 
show such a clear vertical migration, but not over the South Georgia shelf, where the 
pattern is to disperse at night when feeding in the surface waters and swarm during 
the day when, being replete, they sink and digest the food taken at night.  It is 
assumed that the time taken for digestion is longer in larger animals, so they sink to 
greater depths; consequently Antarctic Krill of different size groups occur at different 
depths particularly during the day. When occasionally they are found at the surface 
during the day it is probably because there is a pressing requirement for food. The 
swarming of krill is discussed further below.  
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Half the zooplankton biomass in the top l000m of the ocean is in the top 250 m in the 
austral late spring, summer and early autumn (from November to April) with an 
initial peak due to seasonal vertical migration, and a second peak due to the 
development of the new generation and the growth of individuals which 
accompanies grazing on phytoplankton. These peaks occur first in lower latitudes 
and are one or two months later than the phytoplankton peaks; as might be expected 
the herbivorous zooplankters peak first, followed by the carnivores.  In winter two-
thirds of the total zooplankton biomass is located at depths below 200 m. In the 
Pacific sector the year round zooplankton biomass in the top l000 m is 2.5 to 3.5 g dry 
weight/ m2, and in the Atlantic sector 5 to 9 g.  
 
It is very difficult to estimate the total amount of zooplankton in Antarctic waters but 
it is considered that the zooplankton standing crop in Antarctic waters is 
significantly higher than that in tropical and temperate regions, probably averaging 
about 52 mg/ m3. It is generally assumed that biomass of the Antarctic krill - one 
species - is probably equivalent to that total; it is the key organism in the Antarctic 
marine ecosystem. Where it rarely occurs north of the Antarctic Polar Front, in very 
small numbers, it is probably a result from the pinching-off of an eddy or whirl of 
Antarctic Surface Water at the Polar Front. In the West Wind Drift or Antarctic 
Circumpolar Current the major herbivores are not krill but copepods, especially 
Calanoides acutus. 
 
The Antarctic krill is the best-known Antarctic "zooplankton" organism, though it is 
now placed more accurately in the nekton.  It has a total biomass, some 650 million 
tons, that is probably higher than that of the whole human race; this amount would 
represent a total of some 600 trillion (million million) individuals, spread over about 
l9 million km 2,or about 5% of the world ocean. The krill is a shrimp-like crustacean 
about 6-7 cm long. It swims forwards, by means of 5 pairs of paddle-like legs, at up 
to 40cm/second, and using the tail can jerk backwards for short distances at up to l00 
cm/second. These speeds are similar to fast-swimming fish of similar size.  
 
The krill has a complicated feeding apparatus, the "filtering basket", which is like a 
fishing net on a very small scale; it has a relatively small opening and a large side 
filtering area with a complicated arrangement of intersecting bristles and hairs or 
setae which provide progressively finer filters designed to extract a wide range of 
food organisms from the water. It feeds on the most abundant food particles over an 
enormous size range, from microorganisms to other crustacea and at high rates. 
However it does not have an easy life in the phytoplankton-rich water, swimming 
occasionally to keep its net full of food. In fact it seems not very well suited to a 
pelagic life because, unlike other zooplankton, it is too heavy to float and has no 
buoyancy aids. Its life is a constant struggle to avoid sinking and dying. The krill can 
hover in the water at an angle of 55° by continuously using its paddles, driven by 
powerful muscles; the effect of gravity is compensated for by propulsion, for the 
water is propelled downwards, and with a change of angle it begins to travel 
forward (like a helicopter or jump-jet). Experiments show that it orients in the water 
in relation to the direction of incoming light; in darkness it appears to respond 
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directly to gravity. Krill do not swim actively downwards, but allow themselves to 
sink at a rate which increases with their size (because their density increases with 
size). The need to counteract gravity by active swimming necessitates a 
disproportionate amount of energy, compared with other zooplankton, so less is 
available for growth and reproduction. The high energy needs involve high 
respiration rates and so the krill have particularly well-developed gills for oxygen 
transfer.  Moribund krill are virtually absent from the water column because a slight 
weakening results in an inability to maintain their vertical position and they can sink 
passively 500 m in 3 hours. In most parts of their range, by the time they have sunk 
to depths of 250m they are dead because abundant oxygen is essential for their high-
energy lifestyle and the oxygen saturation of the water, which is related to surface 
turbulence, is halved by that depth as a result of upwelling of deeper oxygen-poor 
water, such as the Warm Deep Water. This sensitivity to lowered oxygen tensions is 
most unusual. Juvenile krill are less affected, because their energy needs are not so 
disproportionate and their higher fat content means that they are less dense. Nearly 
all adult krill are caught at depths above 250 m except where water conditions allow 
higher oxygen content at depth, possibly even to the sea floor (for example in the 
Bransfield Strait). Paradoxically, the more buoyant juveniles are caught at greater 
depths and the eggs at even greater depths.   
 
There are other paradoxes in their physiology. Because the density increases with 
body size, the standard metabolism (one can hardly use the term resting metabolism 
!) increases with body weight, which is the reverse of the usual situation in animals. 
It has been calculated that an average-sized adult krill (60 mm length) would have to 
filter 44-ll2 litres of water containing average concentrations of phytoplankton daily 
to provide for its energy needs. Of this about 40% is needed for hovering activity 
alone, and with the same energy expenditure it could sustain indefinitely a forward 
speed of l2 cm/second, using the body as a hydrofoil; it would spend no more 
energy than if it stayed still. (To put this in proportion, at a swimming speed of l2 
cm/second a krill could cover ll km/day, 350 km/ month, 4,100 km/year, not 
allowing for ocean currents). To filter 44-ll2 litres of water it would have to swim at a 
speed of at least 2.2 - 5.8 cm/second. If the krill doesn't find food or if the oxygen in 
the water decreases slightly it plunges under its own weight to the depths, so quickly 
that it would reach the bottom after only a few hours. In this way it contributes to the 
transfer of nutrients and energy from the surface layers of the ocean to the bottom. 
The stomachs of Antarctic bottom-living fish often contain fresh krill and brittle stars 
have been observed feeding on krill on the sea floor.     
 
In winter the extent of the krill range not covered by ice is only about l million km2, 
but the southward contraction of the pack-ice zone in summer uncovers and enlarges 
this to a maximum of about l3 million km2 in late summer. Together with vertical 
migration towards the surface waters and high summer production (from growth 
and reproduction), the retreat of the pack ice in summer is associated with an 
enormous increase in the amount of krill available to predators in ice-free surface 
waters. However, it has recently been demonstrated that the pack-ice zone itself has 
an ice-associated (cryopelagic) community of plants and animals including krill and 
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some of its predators. As described earlier the labyrinthine tunnels of the under-
surface of the pack ice offer a winter habitat to the krill which is totally different from 
its normal summer habitat in the open ocean. The floors and walls of the channels in 
the ice have a film of algae on which the krill can truly graze, using the filtering 
basket like a lawn rake to scrape them off the surfaces probably in greater quantities 
and with greater efficiency than when using it as a net. It seems likely that in the 
pack ice their energy expenditure is less than in open water, because for much of the 
time they can probably "walk" on the ice rather than hover in the water. Both juvenile 
and adult krill have been observed in this habitat. 
 
Although krill is circumpolar in distribution there appear to be several areas of high 
concentrations which may or may not represent separate stocks, an issue of critical 
importance to the way this resource is managed. In general these concentrations 
correspond to a series of eddies or gyres in the oceanic circulation. The largest such 
feature, the Weddell Gyre located between 0° and 60°W, is associated with krill 
populations much greater than those in other sectors of the Southern Ocean. For this 
reason populations of whales were much greater there formerly, when whale stocks 
were large, as were fish stocks; seal populations and breeding colonies of birds are 
also still more abundant in the vicinity of the Weddell Gyre than elsewhere.  
 
The main spawning season for krill extends through the summer months, up to 
March, earlier in warmer waters, and is most active at fronts such as the Antarctic 
Divergence. Mature females spawn once or twice a year for two or more years. At 
each spawning they release two or three thousand eggs at the surface which sink to 
the warmer Circumpolar Deep Water, where they hatch at a depth of about 750 m. 
Over the continental shelves they cannot sink so deep, but in the open ocean they 
have been caught in nets down to l250 m. The larvae develop as they rise to the 
surface in about 2-4 weeks - the so-called developmental ascent - and grow over the 
next two or three years to a length of about 6 cm. The late spawning means that first 
year E. superba are smaller than first year E. triacantha. 
 
During this time they are found mainly in the top 200 m of the water column, 
although concentrations exist down to 600 m. Earlier workers believed that krill had 
a two-year life cycle punctuated by moults, and spawned only once, but it is now 
known that they live much longer and that females may spawn in several successive 
seasons. Krill maintained in the laboratory have lived for up to seven years. For krill 
in their natural environment, studies of concentrations of lipofuscin, a pigment that 
accumulates in many animals with age and thus can provide a measure of metabolic 
time, suggest that there may also be up to seven age groups in krill, including larval 
and juvenile stages. Such longevity is unusual, if not unique in plankton organisms - 
another exciting aspect of krill biology.  Moulting represents a large loss of organic 
material and the growth processes of krill have been shown to be remarkably plastic.  
In the waters around South Georgia mature male krill grow from 0.4 to l.6 g in a l90-
day summer period.  However, it is clear that laboratory studies may show very 
different results; growth between moults can vary between -l5% and +20%, 
depending on experimental conditions and moulting may be less frequent or stop 
altogether in winter if its food is in short supply 
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It appears that the large body size and great mobility of the adult krill as opposed to 
other euphausiids is the key factor in its success in utilising the seasonally fluctuating 
primary production of the Southern Ocean. This primary productivity is only 
available to pelagic organisms and the phytoplankton is very patchy in its 
distribution, so large, mobile, long-living animals should have a selective advantage. 
The freedom from competition from the clupeiiform fish (e.g. herrings, mackerel and 
capelin) characteristic of northern waters gives krill access to the greatest and most 
extensive area of primary production in the world ocean. This greatly outweighs the 
disadvantages. Huge so-called super-swarms, comprising up to 2.1 million tons of 
krill in an area of [450 m2], have been detected by echo-sounding, although swarms 
containing from tens to hundreds of tons are more usual. Krill densities measured 
within swarms range from l.5-33 kg/m3, but are generally less than 6 kg/m3. (A 
biomass of 6 kg represents about l,000 individual krill). In contrast at night when 
dispersed the density is about l0/m3. These swarms may extend to depths of 60 or 70 
m.  Under-water photographs have shown that the krill in a swarm assume a parallel 
alignment to each other with all their heads facing the same way. Such large 
aggregations have major and persistent effects on the immediate local environment, 
removing phytoplankton and producing faecal pellets and ammonia. The ammonia 
output of krill is high compared with that of birds and mammals - a significant fact 
because some 50 to 90% of all nitrogen assimilated by phytoplankton is in the form of 
ammonia. The swarming behaviour has also made possible the evolution of the 
specialized feeding behaviour of the great baleen whales, and is also the basis for 
commercial krill fishing. Trawlers can catch 8 to l2 tones of krill per hours towing, 
and a maximum catch of 35 tons in 8 minutes has been reported.   
 
As we have seen, in the open ocean sexually mature krill undertake daily vertical 
migrations within the surface layers, rising to the surface and dispersing when 
feeding actively. Growth of zooplankton tends to be confined to the summer and 
survival through the winter depends on lipid reserves, a switch of diet, or reduced 
metabolic demands. It was thought until recently that krill might descend into 
deeper water in winter and feed on plankton detritus.  With primary production 
virtually at a standstill in the surface water because of increased turbulence, reduced 
light and pack-ice cover, this was thought likely to be their only source of food at that 
time. They might then fast, shrinking in body size, as in laboratory experiments. 
However, the new findings on the limitation of adult krill to oxygen rich surface 
waters and about their occurrence in winter at the undersurface of the pack ice - not 
new at all really because it was reported in l898 by the first expedition to winter in 
the Antarctic - suggest other possibilities and demand further research.    
 
All these mechanisms and behaviours suggest that the krill-centred system is one of 
the most efficient in the animal kingdom and this may be the key to understanding 
the apparently large secondary and tertiary production in the Southern Ocean, given 
that primary production is probably not exceptional. The total krill biomass has been 
estimated at 500 to 750 million tons; annual production may be as high as 750 to l,350 
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million tons. Although little confidence can be attached to these figures , further 
sonar surveys, calibrated by net sampling, will improve the accuracy of estimates.  
 
There is in comparison relatively little information about other aspects of the biology 
and ecology of other zooplankton species, but it is worth summarizing what little 
there is. In most species growth is highest in summer as in the Antarctic krill; 
research carried out on Calanoides acutus illustrates this pattern well for it too is 
dependent on the strong pulse of primary production in the surface waters in 
summer. Other species which are omnivores - such as E. triacantha - and feed also on 
detritus and other zooplankton throughout the year, show some growth in winter. 
Winter survival depends on feeding year-round, on the accumulation of fat reserves 
during the summer, on overwintering as larvae, or on a combination of these 
strategies. Examples of species that establish lipid (wax, fat or oil) depots as a reserve 
are Calanoides acutus, which lays down oil globules within an oil sac and Euphausia 
crystallorophias, which lays down predominantly wax esters. (E. superba has little if 
any wax which suggests that it is a year-round feeder, not needing a reserve, but it 
must rely in winter on other food than phytoplankton, one more aspect of krill 
biology which is at first sight anomalous.  Further studies in the pack ice zone may 
cast more light on this problem).  As we have seen the biomass of the smaller 
zooplankton in the top l000 m of the ocean is constant year round and so carnivores 
should be able to feed throughout the year.  The copepod Pareuchaeta antarctica is an 
example of a species capable of feeding year round and stores triglycerides as an 
energy reserve; those which fast overwinter tend to store wax-esters.  
 
A few typical life histories can be described. Parathemisto gaudichaudii is a swarming 
species of carnivorous amphipod which has a lifespan of one year, although a few 
individuals continue into the second year; there is a very restricted breeding season 
tied to the pulse of primary production and a large number of young are present in 
spring to feed on the early stages of the herbivores.  In the winter months the 
population of the large  herbivorous copepod, Calanoides acutus, consists almost 
entirely of larvae, which move into the surface waters in spring, grow and reach 
maturity; they lay eggs in November-January and the young  feed and grow on the 
abundant phytoplankton. The euphausiid, E. triacantha, takes two years to mature, 
then spawns in the spring and the young have a full season to grow before the 
winter.  The carnivorous arrow worm, Sagitta gazellae, is in reproductive condition 
during most months; it spawns in deep water and the larvae undertake a 
developmental ascent to the surface waters, where they grow to maturity before 
migrating to deep water to spawn. The strange alternation of generations of the salps 
was described earlier. One or other of these strategies has been adopted by the 
various components of the zooplankton.   
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Chapter 12 
 
 

Last Antarctic Journey as Director, BAS: 
l986 - l987 season 
 

                          
                         Crabeater seal feeding on krill 
 
 

 29 November a party of sixteen of us left BAS at 3 o’clock on a coach to 
RAF Brize Norton.  This would be my last tour as Director of BAS and I 

intended to make the most of it.  Among the group were: Bill Block, Dyfrig Jones, Al 
Smith (HQ), Nelson Norman (BAS Medical Unit), and Val Juneman and John 
Davenport (Bangor U).  We arrived at Brize Norton Airfield after a 21/2 hr drive in 
the darkness, to be told that the flight had been cancelled because the aircraft was 
still in Manchester, due to fog.  We were asked to report at the same time next day.  
We decided not to stay at Brize Norton, but to return to Cambridge.  Thus, I enjoyed 
the unexpected extra day at home with Maureen and managed to clear up some 
outstanding jobs.  We left again at for an 8 pm take-off.  It was an uneventful flight: 
two films, reasonable food, no drink.  We had 11/2 hrs at Ascension, after 8 hrs flying 
- tantalizing to be there in the dark and tropical heat but not to look around; we were 
caged.  Then another 8 hrs flying time to Mount Pleasant Airport, arriving at 10.45 
am local time on 1 December.  I saw John Harwood and Mike Fedak (SMRU) at 
MPA.  They were on their way home after a good field trip, based at Husvik, but had 
had much trouble with the military over their movements.  John gave me a briefing 
paper on these problems, for my meetings. There was a mix-up over the GH car, 
which eventually came - although there was no room for me!  Fortunately I met Ian 
Stewart and his wife and they offered me a lift into Stanley - 33 miles.  The road 
wasn't too bad, but had a poor surface in places.  Later that day, however, a car went 
off the road and turned over!).  

I went to GH, was met by Gordon Jewkes (the Governor) and had drinks with 
him and his wife Joyce.  David Taylor (Development Officer) had been on the flight 

ON 
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with us and had lunch with us.  The talk was about the Fishing Zone and necessary 
legal arrangements.  I saw Jewkes after lunch to discuss various BAS matters.  His 
ADC, Paul Whiteway, was present and seemed a good chap.  The discussions 
included the problem of the reindeer culling by the Army at South Georgia.  He 
agreed to notify them that culling had to be approved by the Director of BAS; no 
culling from the Husvik herd etc.  He asked BAS to put forward a plan.   

We also talked about changes in BAS, the fishery problems, South Georgia 
Administration  (His view was that the military wanted to be out, but the FCO 
required them to stay.  I outlined the terms for a BAS return: buildings purpose-
designed and adequate recurrent funding.  He said the South Georgia Fund was low 
because stamp sales had declined.  He told me that the KEP jetty was being rebuilt to 
a very high specification  by the military, steel-faced, stone infill, c. 100 yds long - at a 
cost of £1.5 million.  The MOD had asked the SG Fund to contribute and Jewkes had 
offered £10k!  We also spoke about problems with the military over the South 
Georgia relief etc.  He had similar troubles over their unreliability.  We also spoke 
about the Dutch expedition which was causing problems - expecting too much.  

Don Bonner (the Governor’s driver) drove me along to see Myriam and we 
talked.  Her only problem was with the difficulties she has negotiating with the 
military over the movements of people at South Georgia.  She was finding the 
Cambridge-based part of her year more acceptable than before, but was still glad to 
get home.  I went out in the launch to Bransfield to see Stuart Lawrence.  Then back at 
6.30 pm for a rest and bath before a dinner party at 7.45 pm.  The guests were Les 
and Betty Halliday (Chief Customs Officer), Stuart Lawrence, Bill Block, Pat Watts 
and his wife (FIBC), Major James Walker (Green Jackets Regiment).  It was a pleasant 
occasion.  At 10.30 pm Joyce sent the guests off - because she could see I was tired - 
and we three talked for a further hour before bed.  I was indeed quite tired after the 
flight and all.  

I had breakfast in my room at 8.30 am.  Gordon Jewkes was in meetings and Joyce 
was indisposed, so I left without seeing either of them, but left letters to each.  I did 
have about 20 mins with the Governor's ADC, Paul Whiteway, on BAS, fishing 
zones, Antarctic politics, possible return to South Georgia - rapid talk!  Don Bonner 
ran me in to see Myriam and then she took me to the Command HQ - beyond and 
behind GH.  It was a real rabbit warren, filled with people doing -  what?  First I had 
1/2 hr with Admiral Leyman (Commander British Forces).  He seemed a bit of a 
smoothie, but nice enough, except that he didn't like the idea that his command had 
let BAS down and was reluctant to admit it.  As I saw it the problem was as follows: 
On 22 April we had informed the Joint Services Movement Service (JSMS) of the BAS 
need for passages for 4 scientists and their equipment to be lifted to South Georgia in 
September/ October. There was agreement in principle from JSMS on 14 May.  
Completed forms were sent by BAS on 22 July and passages confirmed by JSMS on 
25 August.  On 8 September we re-confirmed details to JSMS and Command 
Secretariat and stressed the need for helicopter support.  On 24 September the party 
arrived at RFA Bedivere and found the ship had no knowledge that the party was 
bound for Husvik.  While at SG permission was sought and given by Stanley for the 
party to be flown in by Gazelle helicopters.  Unfortunately the weather was so bad 
that this was not possible.  Eventually they were put ashore on 9 October, by the 
launch of a Cunard tanker MV Lucerna.  At this stage there was no suggestion that 
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helicopters could not be used or that a large indemnity would have to be paid.   
To ensure that there wasn't a similar confusion at the relief in November, the 

Husvik party telexed Cambridge and Myriam Booth, Stanley, with details of number 
and weight of equipment boxes.  On 11 November Captain Porter (JSMS) had 
confirmed helicopter support would be provided.  On 23 November RFA Sir 
Launcelot arrived at KEP expecting to collect four scientists and their suitcases; they 
had no knowledge of 1 ton of equipment and no facilities for offloading it.  The 
Husvik party and their personal gear were taken on board.  On 24 November the 
Command Secretary (Ashworth) and O/C Army Air Corps (Gp Capt Curry) 
expressed the belief that the breakdown in communications was due to BAS.  On 25 
November the Husvik equipment was loaded, using a mexefloat from KEP. Curry 
refused transfer of McCann and Davis-Hughes to Bird Island (previously agreed).  
He indicated that use of the helicopters might be possible if BAS paid (c.£1500/hr) 
and lodged a £5 million indemnity.  Then on 26 November he said there was no way 
that civilians could be flown in Gazelles. (However, it was my understanding that 
Curry, Ashworth and their wives were flown around sightseeing).  Fortunately for 
our two scientists, the yacht Damien II was in the vicinity and Jerome and Sally 
Poncet took them to Bird Island, so eventually the story ended happily.  

It was abundantly clear to me that BAS had used the communications channels 
correctly, but that JSMS had not passed on the information to the Masters of the RFA 
vessels concerned.  Admiral Leyman couldn't accept this.  He claimed that the £5 
million indemnity was of long standing.  If so, I asked, why had it not been raised 
with us on previous occasions, and why were we not told of it at the planning stage?  
It seemed fairly clear to me that we couldn't rely on the military to support us and 
this wasn't good enough.  I went on to see Barry Ashworth (Command Secretary), an 
MOD civil servant.  He was pleasant enough to me, but made the same points as the 
Admiral.  (But the cost of passages by ship to SG included an element of insurance).  
It seemed strange that they could justify charging us for the passages, without any 
intention of putting our people ashore!  It also became clear that the RFA vessels 
don't have suitable workboats or experienced crew to put people ashore by boat.  At 
this point Brigadier Coxon, who had obviously been sent along by the Admiral, 
joined the discussion.  He started out in quite a hard way, but softened as we talked 
and eventually we got onto whales and Antarctic biology and conservation!  
However, there seemed little prospect of any reasonable guarantee of getting people 
ashore other than at Grytviken.  

I then saw Captain Bredin, a very pleasant man, the SG Liaison Officer.  He was 
very sympathetic and understood our position, readily agreeing that we had been let 
down.  But I didn't think he could do much to help.  I also raised with him the 
question of the BAS SG inventories, which had dragged on since the War.  He agreed 
with my suggestion, that to put in a bill for our belongings, was the way to proceed.  
The Army would then assume ownership.  While there Captain Debbie Porter (JSMS) 
came in and she too agreed with the BAS position.  So there it stood for the moment.  
This took up the whole morning.  I had lunch on the Bransfield (Jewkes was going to 
the Camp for a few days).  After lunch I went ashore again and drove with Myriam 
to the RFA Sir Launcelot - moored down the harbour - to see her Master Captain 
Yeoman.  He was a sensible, practical down-to-earth man.  We had tea.  He said he 
understood the BAS position and sympathized - but he had no helicopter under his 
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command.  He was clear that he couldn't land people by boat, and unless permission 
to use helicopters was restored to him, he could see no way of getting BAS parties 
ashore.  A problem would arise getting Christie ashore in January to service the Bird 
Island generators.  It seemed that we would have to rely on our own resources.  So 
ended the fruitless debates!  It was not a very good start.  I should have known, but 
I’m an optimist.  

Later I went back to Bransfield to unpack at last and settle in.  I was sharing the 
stateroom with Nelson.  It had been quite a full two days, following immediately on 
the long flight out.  Dinner aboard, and an early night for once.  Next morning, 3 
December, we left Stanley at 9 o’clock.  As we went out through the Narrows we met 
rougher water in Fort William and then a heavy ocean swell as we cleared Cape 
Pembroke. The usual birds accompanied us;  black-browed albatross, giant petrels, 
Wilson's petrels, gulls etc.  We had a fairly good crossing and arrived at Signy three 
days later at 6.30 am.  It was the usual dull overcast day, with Coronation Island 
shrouded in mank.  Nelson and I didn't go ashore until 10.30 am. to allow for the 
beginning of the relief.  Ian Lovegrove (BC) showed us around the base.  It was much 
as I remembered it and in good shape.  There was a container behind the boatshed 
with two generators in it - and a portaloo, which was to be placed to the left of the 
font door - the only available place.  I was quite impressed with the base and with the 
wintering team; it had been a good year.  We moved into the new bunk room in 
Sörlie House - the first occupants.  

After lunch we inspected the rest of the base.  Ian had arranged for us to go by 
Humber (inflatable launch) to Gourlay Peninsula, so later we took it, and the camera 
team, Joel Bennett and Louisa Stoughton (USA), travelled in the other. It was very 
choppy and overcast.  We landed by the ‘Hunting Lodge’ (field hut) and walked over 
to the penguin colonies. Adélies and chinstraps (some) had chicks, but most were 
still on eggs.  The sheathbills were very active.  I photographed penguins huddled on 
their nests with snow-covered backs because it was snowing heavily.  We had about 
2 hrs ashore, then back to the boats and round to the next cove to the north.  I spotted 
the characteristic curve of the back of a leopard seal as it dived and we went over 
there.  For half an hour it dived and swam around the boats - very graceful in the 
clear water, occasionally near to the surface it vented air from the nostrils in a single 
large bubble.  Its head appeared huge alongside the boat and it seemed interested in 
the cones of the tubes, mouthing them.  (Elephant seals are also attracted to the cones 
and sometimes bite into them).  Eventually, although it was still with us as we 
moved off back to base.  Dinner then and talk until midnight.  

Next day was a fairly fine day to start with.  I had a further look around the base 
and then at about 10.30 am we set off in the two Humbers for North Point, the film 
crew in the other boat.  We spent some time with the penguins and I photographed 
an isabelline (albino) bird.  We also examined the shag colony which looked about 
the same size as before.  Joel and Louisa got very excited and involved with the 
subjects for their cameras.  Eventually we set off around the corner to look at some 
interesting bergs and then headed across to Cape Vik on Coronation Island.  The 
peaks were still in cloud, but otherwise it was a good day.  We passed fairly close to 
Gerd Island and I thought of our early trip there across the sea ice in l948.  We 
covered the coast from Cape Vik to the northwest corner of the bay, where brash ice 
had accumulated.  On it 'roosting' were hundreds of creamy-white snow petrels, 
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their creamy feathers accentuated by the grey-white brash ice.  When they took off in 
a cloud it was quite beautiful.  We then went slowly along the front of my glacier, the 
Laws Glacier, under the ice cliffs.  It was massive ice architecture with vaults and 
caves at the water line - deep blue - and pale towers and minarets above pierced by 
deep blue vertical cracks.  It was impressive close under it and one felt very 
insignificant.  

On we went, past Lynch Island and around Cape Hansen to the next large bay.  
Signy Island in sunshine was looking good from this direction.  We passed Half 
Moon Glacier and on into Shingle Cove, where we landed.  There were elephant seals 
and penguins along the shore which was fringed by floating and grounded brash ice.  
Slightly grubby penguins from the colony behind were mountaineering, jumping 
and teetering from floe to floe - and immaculate birds fresh from the sea were 
coming in to land.  We then went on around to the next cove north and along the 
front of the Sunshine Glacier.  The ice architecture here was different from the Laws 
Glacier - more finely columnar, with greater vertical cracks.  There were some 
beautiful lighting effects.  We returned to base via Cemetery Flats, where Nelson and 
I landed and walked back to base over Knife point and the Stone Chute.  

I spent an hour walking around near to the base, up to the old base site, Gash 
Cove and Berntsen Point - thinking as I always did there of the early days.  Then 
back for an evening of talking.  I had a long talk with Val Juneman - the first woman 
to live on base.  She was a soil scientist, involved in the Fellfield Project.  She told me 
about her plans for the four months she would be on base, obviously disappointed 
not to be staying for the winter.  She was impressed by the opportunities and she 
should do well.  We also talked about Africa, because she was recently there on a 
visit to the Masai Mara.  I spoke also with some of the others, looked around base a 
bit more, in the generator shed and other 'tradesman' areas.  It was all in very good 
order and a credit to BAS.  Morale was very high, which was pleasing to me and they 
obviously had been through a very good winter.  

Next day after a good night's sleep I found it was a really 'dingle' day: clear sky, 
bright sunshine and superb views.  As there were no problems on base and no one 
had asked to talk with me privately I decided to make the most of the fine weather 
and to go into the field again.  We took the two Humbers - first to Gourlay where we 
landed briefly.  We continued across the south coast of the island, stopping to look at 
interesting bergs and rocks.  Our drivers for these two days, Pete Macko and Pete 
Hizzett, were very experienced boatmen.  (The former was going out, the latter who 
had been down before, was coming in).  We went on around the south end of Moe 
Island, to Mariholm Islets and then around the corner to Cumming's Cove, where we 
landed.  A very attractive Weddell seal pup, one of this season's with a tag attached 
was noted.  The Cummings Hut was still very sound and snug, with stone walls, and 
wooden lining.  We had a cup of coffee and wrote in the hut book.  On up the coast 
we went, round the point to Tioga Bay, where we found the wreck of the Tioga , a 
whaling transport- now just below the surface - its boiler still intact.  On to Foca 
Cove, where we didn't land but saw the hut.  On again past Spindrift Rocks and 
round North point.  All that day it had been clear and sunny, but now cloud was 
coming up from the west.  Pete Hizzett took us out into the strait to look for Hobart 
Rock.  He found it - most impressive, rising to within 6-8 ft of the surface, with, that 
day, no obvious clue to its presence.  An unwary ship's captain could easily wreck 
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his ship.  
We got back to base in time for lunch and a last look around before being taken 

out to the ship.  We sailed at 2 o’clock.  There were superb views of Coronation 
Island, although the cloud was beginning to shroud the higher peaks.  Along the 
coast then past the Robertsons, Lewthwaite Strait (scene of our furthest trip from 
base in l948), Powell Island, Fredericksen island, and then along the south coast of 
Laurie Island.  We had a sundowner with the Fids on the boat deck in the sunshine – 
and very pleasant it was.  Our first ice appeared - narrow streams of pack ice.  Dinner 
and a video film "Oliver Twist".  

9 December after a good night, punctuated from the early hours by bumps and 
judders as the ship hit floes.  We had sailed due east from Laurie Island, entered the 
pack at 4 am, but turned northwards that morning to look for the ice edge and follow 
it along to the east.  About lunchtime a slight swell became noticeable and by 1.30 pm 
or so we were in open water with the ice edge to our right, heading about 070° (noon 
position 59°30' S, 38°42' W).  Next day we carried on to the east with one more 
northward turn as we came up with tongues of pack.  It was a quiet day, calm with 
some sunshine and plenty of birds of the usual species.  Unfortunately the pack held 
us up, so that it was getting dark as we came up to the South Sandwich Islands.  We 
passed through the chain just to the north of Montague Island, looming white in the 
gloom with five very black buttresses of rock.  The islands and icebergs showed up 
very well on the new radar equipment.  I heard that day that Rowena Harris (my 
excellent Personal Assistant) would be joining the Cabinet Office on 5 January.  I 
would miss her.  There was a message of greeting from Gotthilf Hempel, my 
opposite number at AWI in Germany, on the research ship Polar Stern, approaching 
Cape Town.  The aircraft flight to Halley, from Rothera and the placement of Eric 
Wolfe (glaciologist, snow chemist) in the field had all gone well and that evening the 
plane was back home at Rothera.  

On passage to Halley the days passed slowly.  The swell increased as we went 
east to 58°51'S, 20°59W on 11 December.  Continuing eastwards in fine weather we 
reached 59°00'S, 10°52'W next day and 60°50'S, 1°27'W on 13 December.  There were 
plenty of birds including black-browed and sooty albatrosses. Al Smith gave a talk 
on Rothera one afternoon and we had an emergency lifeboat drill and a video on fire 
prevention. We met some ice during the night and entered loose strands of pack.  
Continuing eastwards we were soon into open water again.  Nelson and I were 
invited to dinner with the Fids. A drink beforehand in the Fiddery, steaks, wine, all 
very pleasant.  They proposed a toast to the guests and Nelson and I responded.  
Then partying and singing in the Fiddery - to a very good guitarist - went on after I 
left.  Next day was a Sunday and quiet, continuing east through open waters and 
then south down the Greenwich meridian. I met with Stuart on the Captain's rounds, 
noting a great variety of decoration in the cabins.  There was a need for new chairs in 
the Fids mess room, also for loudspeakers for their videos.  We had pre-lunch drinks 
in Stuart's cabin with the senior officers. I read in the afternoon: Medawar's "Memoirs 
of a Thinking Radish"; good entertainment.   

I was invited to dinner in the Superfiddery which was very pleasant:  Dad, Dick, 
Rae, Richard, Jonathan, Joel and Luisa.  We had smoked salmon, a stew, strawberry 
flan, cheese - with wines.  Afterwards Luisa produced a bottle of champagne.  Then 
we watched videos of Joel's films: Walrus Island (very good), Glacier Bay, Musk 
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Oxen, and Jonathan Shanklin's first effort, taken on the voyage.  All very good.  We 
reached 65°45'S, 0°16'E at noon.  

We felt bumps in the night and saw lines of pack when we got up, which we 
crossed.  Al Smith showed a video and gave a talk on Halley during the morning.  
Mid-morning and  we entered the shore lead.  The inland ice had been visible during 
the night  - in the vicinity of SANAE (South African Station).  Now we were nearer 
and saw the cliffs of the ice shelf itself.  However, our luck didn't hold; by mid-
afternoon we came to the end of the lead and entered very heavy ice, with porridge 
ice in between the floes, conditions that slowed us down and then stopped us.  There 
were several seals around.  Nigel Bonner (Deputy Director, in Cambridge) 
telephoned from Cambridge about supplying fuel to Monica Christensen ("90°S", a 
private expedition).  I was not keen but decided to seek FCO views to take account of 
potential problems with the Americans and Norwegians, who might be in conflict.  

Perseverance got us going again and Bransfield moved northwards to circumvent 
the heavy ice.  Eventually we were in fairly open pack on a flat calm sea. The 
colouring was beautiful, changing as the ship passed and the orientation to the sun 
varied.  Going into the sun, the ice was dark purple, passing by to one side it was 
shining creamy white, to the other more blue.  There were deep blue fissures, paler 
blue where the sun shone through translucent flat slabs.  Later the floes became a 
deep mauve/purple with deep purple shadows.  The sea where calm, reflected the 
variations in the sky colouring - lemon-yellow near the horizon, then very pale 
powder blue/Cambridge blue, deepening to near-black close to the ship.  The bright 
floes were reflected perfectly and seemed to float like clouds on the pale blue.  Where 
a slight breeze ruffled the surface it was a much darker blue, sparkling with diamond 
points, the whole a mosaic of colours. There were crabeater seals on the ice and a few 
in the water.  The ice-algal layer was very dark reddish-brown here in places, with 
strong 'seaweed' smell when exposed as the floes turned over.  I noticed that it was 
not continuous, even on flat under-ice surfaces, but quite patchy in distribution.  We 
saw no whales, but a few emperor penguins on the floes, also Antarctic petrels and 
snow petrels.  At times to the south a mist formed over the pack ice and, looking into 
the sun produced unusual effects.  The sun at times had a double halo - indicating 
plenty of water vapour in the atmosphere.  It was all intensely beautiful and moving.  
It was a film night and afterwards I went up onto the bridge to drink in the colours 
and forms until midnight. (noon position 70°O7'S, 4°14'W).  

There were bumps in the night again and on sitting up in the bunk I saw the pack 
ice sliding by and an emperor penguin very close.  How strange was the contrast 
between the warm comfortable cabin and the cold rigorous environment outside. 
When the sun is high the pack ice is blindingly white and not so interesting as when 
it is lower.  The surface layer of fresh water from the melting floes was frozen in a 
thin layer, and where for this reason the water was still it was mirror-calm and pale 
blue.  The wind-ruffled patches interspersed were dark and speckled. A call from 
Nigel Bonner after lunch; the Norwegian government didn't support the 90° S 
expedition, but on the basis that if not helped the expedition would get into trouble, 
they had now requested support and the FCO had asked us to supply the fuel sought 
at Rothera.  I also received a draft report of the NERC Polar Sciences Committee.  It 
all seemed very remote, but I drafted comments and sent them off.  Al Smith gave 
another talk that morning about Halley, and Nick Beer spoke about procedures 
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during the relief operation.  
I worked on papers most of the day.  In the late afternoon we passed close to a 

magnificent tabular iceberg with cliffs 120 ft high and most impressive.  Stuart took 
the ship quite close so that we could photograph it and experience the sheer scale; the 
ship was quite dwarfed by it.  We were in lovely calm seas and under peaceful skies 
with pastel-shaded clouds.  As the day progressed the sea became smoother and the 
reflections of the sky were superb.  We passed other very large bergs; I couldn't 
remember so many on previous trips.  To bed at midnight in full daylight (noon 
position 70° 27S, 11° 27'W).  Next day the weather was different - ragged dark 
stratus, with a narrow strip of very pale clear blue along the horizon - the ice blink 
from the shelf.  We were now moving down the shore lead, ETA about 9 o’clock. 
Stuart told me that the ice blockage he was expecting from the ice reports turned out 
to an artifact, cloud of two types simulating open and close pack, on the satellite 
imagery.  That day large numbers of Antarctic petrels escorted the ship. At about 
1.30 pm the ice cliffs were close, stretching high and unbroken for many miles.  The 
larger numbers of Antarctic and snow petrels kept station with us; perhaps they were 
feeding in the upwelling waters.  It was colder now and a brisk wind off the land had 
raised quite a chop.  We carried on during the afternoon in the shore lead, 
occasionally rounding a patch of pack ice. Film night came - an awful US war film set 
in the time of the Cuban missile crisis about U2 pilots – quite out of keeping with our 
situation.  Mobster Creek came in sight after the Gin Bottle and we could see the "H" 
beacon and then nine small figures on the sea ice.  We put the bow in to the fast ice, 
here about 1.5 km from the shelf and much broken up.  The mailbags were put over 
the bow; we had arrived - at 11.16 pm.  It was another lovely evening with many 
small welcoming parties of immaculate emperor penguins on the ice.  To bed at 12.30 
am. (noon position: 73°55'S, 22°45'W).  

I was up at 6 am. The ship was bow-on to the ice and the ladder was strung over 
the side.  Parties were already climbing down onto the fast ice.  Mick Roscoe (BC) 
and Paul Aslin (BC Designate) and Mal Smith came on board; most importantly they 
had had a good winter.  They appreciated the fresh fruit we had brought.  I had a talk 
with Mick: few real problems, but McDaid's aggression when drunk (often) was a 
worry.  But he had resigned and was going out.  Al Smith marked out a route over 
the fast ice for the vehicles.  The parties on the ice began to dig holes for the 
deadmen, but quickly struck water and decided the ice was too thin, so returned to 
the ship.  Just as well we hadn't put any heavy cargo over the route.  Stuart broke ice 
to make a dock further in where the ice was thicker and we saw how thin the initial 
ice had been; the digging began again - four holes for the deadmen, ahead, astern 
and two abeam.  Even so one of the holes was a wet one again, but eventually all the 
deadmen were laid, lines were made fast and tightened by winch and the ship was 
brought alongside the fast ice. It was not until 5.15 pm that the ship was properly 
moored alongside and the gangway lowered. Within 15 mins of that the first snowcat 
was 'ashore'.  The cargo then began to move. I had great confidence in the quality of 
the ship handling. 

I spent a lot of time on the bridge, watching these operations, which took most of 
the day, because of the problems.  I received a message from HQ about the DTI and 
mineral assessment, which seemed rather remote.  There were many emperors on the 
ice, walking ponderously or tobogganing smoothly.  Antarctic and snow petrels and 
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one skua were the only other birds around.  The bright sunshine continued, but the 
wind increased somewhat.  Some people went up to the base and others came down 
from base to visit the ship.   

Nelson conducted a slow-scan television experiment to establish whether we 
could transmit X-rays, photographs etc by satellite to Aberdeen, where they could be 
seen by consultants and advice be sent back to the doctors in the field.  It went well, 
but a digital system would be better.  I agreed with Nelson that we look into the 
possibility of lease-purchase (cost $2,000 for the first two systems; additional costs 
would be $3000 each).  I went out on the ice for a couple of hours.  Sadly there were 
three Antarctic petrels that had flown into mooring lines.  One was killed and the 
other two dazed - sitting on the ice and allowing a close approach.  There was also a 
number of emperor penguins moving over the ice and stopping to watch our 
activities.  Having just emerged from the sea, they were particularly clean and glossy.  
I took some photos of them and of the hummocked ice in the low sun.  Again (I had 
noticed this before) it seemed to lighten and become finer just when we went to bed 
about midnight. (position: 75°29'S, 27°03'W).  

The weather continued fine.  The main events of the next day were the loading of 
the AIS caboose from Halley and the discharge to the ice of the new interferometer 
caboose.  The course across the sea ice was quite tortuous, wending through the ice 
hummocks.  The AIS caboose was moving down the ramp from the shelf, then it 
came into sight, pulled by an IH tractor and a snocat. Mounted on cargo skis, it had 
little clearance and from time to time bogged down in the soft snow; there was 
special difficulty at corners along the route.  However, the 'motorcade' eventually 
reached the ship, the caboose was winched nearer and lifted aboard.  Soon the 
interferometer caboose was lowered to the sea ice and the reverse occurred. All this 
took until 12.30 pm.  

Then we looked for transport to the base, but there was none until after 3 o’clock 
when we took a snowcat up to base, all except the driver travelling across the sea ice 
on a cargo sledge behind it for safety, then transferring to the cab at the ramp.  We 
left the ship about 3.10 pm but took 80 mins to reach base.  Mick Roscoe (BC) was 
waiting to receive us at the entrance and we had an initial tour of the base, first over 
the top where the prevailing wind had deposited a mound of snow over the tubes to 
the west of the main shafts.  Down to the garage ramp, now quite impressive and 
into the base via the garage. It was really very spacious and well fitted-out and it was 
sad to hear more at first hand of problems that were developing.  We inspected the 
voids (between the outer wooden tubes and the huts inside) and noted how the 
panels of the tubes were failing.  It was particularly bad over the living block where 
the roof was being forced downwards by the relatively small weight of overlying 
snow.  Pressure from the failing tubes was affecting the inner buildings, so that the 
floor of the living room was tilted.   

It was good to see the recreational area being used: we had provided a very good 
containing multigym, exercise cycle, table-tennis table and 'squash court'. The storage 
area was not being fully used.  Two big cold chambers were working well.  Mick said 
the dry-toilets worked quite well and we were later to try them out ourselves!  The 
science labs were packed with equipment and computers.  What a transformation 
since my first visit to Halley in l974!  Nelson was most impressed!  We had a drink at 
the bar, which now had a mahogany top and panels inlaid with the brass map of 
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Antarctica from the former base.  Dinner was at 9 o’clock and then we took a snowcat 
back to the ship, leaving at 20.30 and arriving at midnight [sic]. It had been a very 
interesting day.  

On 21 December fuel drums were still being unloaded and at 10 o’clock we took a 
ride up to the base to stay overnight - again first sitting on the drums on the sledge - 
then in the cab.  It was a long slow 11/2 hr drive over the 12 km to the base and by 
then it was overcast.  I had a further talk with Mick Roscoe before lunch, after which 
he showed us around outside.  The science cabooses were fine and he said the 
jacking system (to keep them from being buried by snow) worked well.  There were 
several new cabooses since my last visit, so there was more room for equipment and 
people. The policy of keeping the science experiments on the surface, instead of 
letting them get buried under the surface was working well.  We visited the 
generator hut, balloon shed and small astronomical telescope.  The sodar experiment 
was quite unusual: equipment which emits a sonic impulse (squeak) every few 
minutes; a large loudspeaker pointing upwards records the reflection and so obtains 
a measurement of the height of the stable boundary layer above the surface, that is 
the height of influence of the surface winds.  We walked around to the two old 
cabooses: all-sky camera (for the aurora), NO2 detector and riometer caboose.  All 
was in very good shape.  Dinner was comprised beefburgers and veg.  Afterwards 
we sat and talked until about 00.30 am in the lounge.  

I had asked for a call at 7 o’clock, but it didn't come and I woke at about 8.30 am!  
The BAS Twin-otter, FBC, had arrived at about 3.30 am piloted by Richard Hasler 
accompanied by a mechanic (I don’t recall who).  I spent the morning talking with 
people, mainly Paul Aslin (Winter BC) and Mick Roscoe about the last winter, and 
the year ahead.  John Hall had suggested that I flew across to Rothera, but while 
sorely tempted I felt I should stick to my plans of going out by sea and replied 
accordingly.  In the afternoon I continued my inspection of the base.  Then I went out 
to the Fabry-Perot Interferometer caboose, where Richard Stewart explained its 
workings to me.  It measured neutrally-charged particle movement by means of the 
Doppler-shift of light wavelengths.  It was so sensitive that it recorded the individual 
photons.  BAS was in a good position to combine and integrate these studies with our 
AIS programme.  I walked about a bit more until it began to get colder and went 
inside at about 6 o’clock.  Then I sat around and talked with people.  The two 
German aircraft arrived at 8.15 pm, about the same time as  Twin Otter FBC, which 
had flown to a glaciology field camp where Eric Wolfe (Snow Chemist) and Ash 
Morton (GA) were digging a 10 m pit in the snow to get samples for snow chemistry.  
Eight Germans stayed for the night and there was a record number of 58 on base for 
that night!  I talked after dinner with various people until 1.30 am.  

23 December was another overcast day with a cold wind strengthening.  I took a 
snowcat back to the ship, riding in the towed box-sledge, a kind of local bus, for the 
last lap over the sea ice, which was getting rather cut-up, but still firm.  A crack 
extended 'inland' from abaft the bridge to the nearest headland of the shelf.  There 
were some messages for me on the ship, but nothing urgent.  I worked on papers.  
The weather deteriorated and there were snow flurries in very poor contrast.  There 
was good talk after dinner, until the early hours. Next day, Christmas Eve, had much 
better weather for us, with blue skies and sunshine again.  I continued work on my 
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papers and Nelson was transmitting X-rays by slow scan and satcom to Aberdeen.  
The experiment seemed to be going well.  I went up to base in the afternoon; it took 
about 11/2 hrs by snowcat at 10-12 mph.  I looked around a bit more the better to 
familiarise myself with the activities and spoke to more people about their work.  
There were a few telegrams in, including from Eric Salmon and Marj Hallett, (my 
Secretary) telling me all was well back at the ranch!  I was also very pleased to hear 
that Andrew had had an offer from Oxford – St Edmund’s Hall - in engineering, 
economics and management.  

There was a good dinner that evening, followed by drinks and talk in a very 
happy atmosphere.  Phil Anderson showed some video films made by some of the 
base members - wind and drift past the base, emperor penguins and chicks, skidoos 
in Windy Creek.  They were really quite good at conveying the environment and the 
large projection screen on the new video equipment was successful.  I gave my usual 
talk to the base at 9 o’clock, speaking for about an hour and answering questions.  It 
was all well-received and seemed to go down well; no problems surfaced.  
Afterwards Tony Maggs presented Nelson with a pencil drawing of emperors and 
signatures of all the winterers to commemorate his return. (He had wintered at 
Halley as a doctor years before). Paul Aslin (Winter BC) presented me with a 
beautiful scale model of a Nansen sledge, made by Dale Heaton, the carpenter.  It 
was very good indeed - made of ashwood, from a runner of an old Nansen sledge 
that had been to the Hinge Zone.  I was delighted and very pleased to be given it.  It 
was a convivial time and we retired eventually at 00.30 am. The bunks were very 
comfortable and we had sleeping bags.  

I was called at 7 o’clock on Christmas Day, having slept well 'underground'.  It 
was a 'dingle' day viewed from the top of the stairs.  I again spent the morning 
looking around outside: walked to the gash dump and the fuel dumps to take 
photos, but found I was out of film so returned later.  I re-visited the various science 
cabooses.  Work was continuing on the Armco (corrugated steel) extension to the 
garage ramp, which keeps the garage accessible (for overhaul) to vehicles from the 
surface.  It was proceeding slowly.  I also watched the raising of one of the jackable 
science cabooses.  It was lovely under the blue sky with the limitless white plain, 
snow crystals glinting like diamonds in the sun.  We had soup for lunch and then 
went off to the emperor penguin colony at Penguin Creek - a good way to spend 
Christmas Day.  We took a snowcat and the Maudheim (boxed) sledge. The camera 
crew (Joel and Luisa) came along and four others.  Keith Christie ski-jored behind on 
a rope.  The distance was about 12 km and the clouds were moving in.  There was 
some doubt whether we could get down onto the sea ice, but Keith receded and 
found one place on a small cliff, where the drift had slumped away from the ice cliff, 
leaving a narrow crevasses, where we could climb down an alloy climbing ladder. 
Once over that it was an easy walk down a steep snowbank.  

From the top of the cliffs the penguins were seen to be very spread out on the fast 
ice, but there were four concentrations.  The black dots on the ice were reminiscent of 
the wildebeest herds on the Serengeti Plains!  Set against the flat white ice cliffs (on 
this dull day) and a deep purple-black water sky it was very dramatic.  The clouds 
were very like a watercolour painting - with a lemon-yellow-greenish sky below.  
The birds were nearly all chicks with a few adults - perhaps 10,000 in all.  We spread 
out to observe and take photos.  Jon Shanklin had his video camera in its case - 
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wearing orange wind proofs and snow goggles - a briefcase was incongruous.  A few 
chicks were being fed.  One pair of adults was performing a muted display in slow 
motion – with much stretching and bowing of heads.  Against the blue ice caves in 
the cliffs it was dramatic and most impressive and accompanied by the harsh cries of 
the chicks.  At one point I noticed the ice cliff overhanging me at an angle of 45° or 
so!  Awesome!  

We spent an enjoyable two hours there and Joel and Luisa got some good film 
and stills.  (Later one of these was used for a portrait of me on the back of the 
paperback edition of my book Antarctica; my face looks stiff and blue with cold, for it 
was a very cold day.)  Then we climbed up the ramp and cliff to the snowcat, the 
contrast by then almost gone under the dull, cloudy conditions.  We had to drive first 
to Mobster Creek, so that Joel and Luisa could return to the ship and then on to base, 
arriving just in time to change for Christmas Dinner.  There were 46 for that dinner.  
We were served tomato soup, roast turkey, roast potatoes, brussels sprouts and 
carrots, Xmas pudding with brandy sauce, ‘After-eight’ mints and coffee.  There was 
pleasant wine and port.  We ate by candlelight and had Xmas crackers and wore 
paper hats; a happy occasion.  The two BCs, Mick and Paul served us and afterwards 
we HQ staff cleared, washed up and washed the floors.  More talk in the bar and to 
bed at approximately 1.30 am.   

After breakfast on Boxing Day I had a last look around inside. Then I telephoned 
Maureen by satellite link.  It was a good line and she sounded so alive and well, the 
boys at home and Sheelagh and Eric coming over.  It was good to know that all was 
well.  I went for a walk.  The building of the Armco was still proceeding well and 
most other jobs were nearing completion.  But there had been difficulties with the 
vehicles.  Mick said that transport to the Bransfield was ready, but we then had to 
wait about 2 hrs, owing to a variety of problems.  I drove down - very slow and 
undulating - towing a sledge with outgoing cargo and two empty cargo sledges. It 
took 11/2 hrs to cover about ten miles.  We reached the Bransfield at about 3.30 pm.  

The S/A Agulhas (South Africa) was alongside the ice edge ahead of Bransfield.  
They were fixing their shore lines - by a different method from ours.  They drilled 
two holes with an augur and put in the poles vertically at an angle, like tent pegs; it 
didn't look as secure a method, but was quicker.  Bill Leith, the Captain, invited some 
of us over: Stuart, Nelson, and Richard Hasler (Chief Pilot) and myself walked across 
the ice.  We were met at the top of the gangway by the Master and taken up to his 
cabin for drinks and snacks - welcome, since we had missed our lunch. We talked 
about the South African and British ways of operating.  He said he was very much 
impressed by our organization (“integrated under one roof") and described the 
drawbacks of the dual system they have (separated science and logistic 
responsibilities).  He had "92 passengers".  The Administration and Logistics now 
came under the Department of the Environment; Science was coordinated by CSIR 
and a number of disparate University groups were involved.  While he talked 
Beethoven's Pastoral Symphony played loudly from his tape deck.  They had 
experienced problems at SANAE, getting vehicles ashore and on board again.  This 
year the fast ice had gone out early and they had to blast a ramp into the ice cliffs.  
For this they brought down an explosives expert and 400 kg of explosive; but it made 
little real impact on the ice.  Agulhas looked a well-found ship (7,000 HP), but it 
hadn't a double bottom, a serious flaw.  We had a look around the bridge, which was 
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totally enclosed - no open bridge wings, which I thought undesirable.  They had 
some good equipment, including satellite picture receiver, but their radars were 
more like our old ones.  

Back to Bransfield over the ice on a lovely evening.  We were late for dinner, which 
had been brought forward again and we were half an hour late.  Later Nelson and I 
were feeling tired so we decided to have 30 mins rest before going out on the ice to 
photograph the two ships.  But Stuart brought in the Chief Scientist from the Agulhas, 
"Tubby" Seaton.  So we had a long talk, from 9 to 10.30 pm.  We got the opposite side 
of the story to his Captain's, but he too was clearly very impressed with the way we 
did things in BAS.  He indicated that he would like a job with us.  (His formula for 
explosive: “take separate components essentially fertilizer (ammonium nitrate), 
mixed in a cement mixer with diesel oil; (this was used in quarries) and later by the 
IRA!).  Then we went down to see the Fids.  Meanwhile Agulhas decided to move, 
because some ice - a bergy bit - was getting troublesome.  They found that two of 
their girls had gone with two of our chaps to see the emperor penguin rookery and 
had to recall them by blasts on a hooter echoing around the chip!  It was a lovely 
evening and the Agulhas eventually got away, pushing the bergy bit out of our way; 
though next day it had drifted back to the same position.  I enjoyed the scene and 
talked with the Fids until 1.20 am.  

Another fine day followed and the base Fids came aboard about 10.30 am to say 
farewell.  There was much talk in the Fids mess and I said goodbye to those staying 
and wished them well; the gangway was raised at noon, but it was lunch time before 
we sailed.  In mirror-calm conditions, and cold.  The 'shore' Fids extracted the 
deadmen, lines were wound in and the ship slowly moved away, hooters blasting 
and both groups waving.  The Third Officer fired a pink flare.  I thought they would 
have a good winter.  There was no ice and calm seas.  The shore lead must have been 
very wide.  We took a course of 021°, passing some very big bergs and some rotten 
pack ice making good speed. Agulhas came in sight on the horizon, lying in pack and 
we passed her about 7.30 pm - the sea still flat-calm with reflections.  That evening I 
finished reading Peter Beck's book on the history of Antarctic politics.  Enough to 
make me sleepy, so early to bed.  

On 28 December we were still in very calm open water.  It was overcast and we 
passed through belts of pack ice, some of it quite heavy, jarring the ship.  I worked on 
a chapter of the SCAR "Seals Handbook" during the day and completed it - felt 
virtuous.  That evening there was a slide show in the Fiddery by six of the outgoing 
Halley Fids.  Some of the shots were excellent, especially Dale Heaton's: creeks, hinge 
zone, emperor penguins, field camps; Mark Row had some good sunsets, lighting 
effects and auroras.  Afterwards I went up to the bridge.  It was a perfect calm 
evening with a rosy glow on the ice and on the clouds, from the low sun.  We passed 
some very 'chaosed' icefloes. Snow petrels flew over, tinged pink by the low sun, 
against purple clouds - a special moment to remember.  (Noon position: 71°38'S, 
16°25'W).  We then had a peaceful, calm night with a few bumps and learned that the 
Agulhas had lost their magnetometer - a disaster for the science.  One of the girls was 
in charge of it and apparently didn't know the difference between the terms 'veer' 
and 'haul'!  We continued through patches of open rotten ice, but in places more 
heavy and dense, then passed into open water again.  We continued on course 060° 
until noon when Stuart turned due north in open water.  I worked on the seal book 
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during the day and completed the chapters I had brought with me.  Very pleased 
with myself.  I also sent several telegrams to Cambridge.  The video that evening was 
"The Killing Grounds" - particularly obscene in our pristine polar world. (Noon 
position: 67°43'S, 08°37'W).  

Conditions continued similar on 30 December, skirting the edge of the pack. At 
noon we turned WNW towards the southern end of the South Sandwich chain.  I 
worked most of the day on writing and did a clothes wash.  We had four Rothera 
Fids in for drinks and talk.  The evening's video film was "Spitting Image" - quite 
amusing.  Alan Smith came up to see me about 11 o’clock.  He had been working on 
the Rothera designs and had discovered that, owing to an error in checking on 
figures on a plan - a misreading of 1200 cm for 1800 cm. - the Rothera new building 
foundations had been wrongly sited.  The minimum necessary correction meant that 
two rows of foundation pillars would need to be replaced, requiring six tons of 
cement, 11 tons of sand and 14 tons of aggregate.  Enquiries were being made in 
Stanley, but if not successful we would have to go to Montevideo to collect.  We 
should have an answer from Myriam tomorrow. This was very disturbing and of 
course Alan was very apologetic, poor fellow. (Noon position: 62°35'S 07°34'W).  

A wild morning followed with strong winds and confused swell from at least 
three directions.  There was no horizon to be seen, it was snowing and the sparse 
rotten ice was moving on the swells.  The birds had increased in number: cape 
pigeons, and prions had returned; a bottle nosed whale surfaced near the ship;  we 
were making good progress.  About 11 o’clock the swell began to increase and the 
ship to roll more.  Soon we were enveloped in a dense horizontal blizzard, with 
strong winds, rising seas and heavy rolling.  Our course was still 282°.  A reassuring 
message came in from Myriam: cement, sand and gravel could be supplied from 
Stanley, but they needed bags for the sand and gravel.  Paul Whiteman was trying to 
obtain these and air-freight them, but otherwise we might have to use empty fuel 
drums.  I received a message from Marj about the New Year Honours: Eric Denton a 
KB, Morton Boyd CBE, Chris Furse OBE among others!  I worked on papers during 
the afternoon.  My plan to provide Pisco sours for the wardroom went awry when I 
opened the Chilean case (which I had been given three yrs ago by the Commandant 
at Marsh Station - as Pisco - and hadn’t reached me until now) and found it contained 
Chilean red and white wines!  So instead we had gin sours and after dinner talked 
over the port. (noon position: 60°34'S, 17°05'W).  

New Year's Day, l987, was seen in by quite a rough night, overcast with a 
screaming wind.  More icebergs and bergy bits than usual.  The heavy seas and 
motion continued.  We were on course 290° for the South Sandwich Islands. I saw a 
band of penguins porpoising - about 80 miles from the nearest land.  There were the 
usual birds around, including a frail-looking storm petrel skittering over the waves.  
It was an impressive seascape with towering waves breaking over the ship and big 
rollers breaking at the crests of these waves.  The sun broke through occasionally.  
Because of the sea-state Stuart had to reduce speed to 8 knots (from 12), thus adding 
to his problems with the itinerary.  We heard from Paul Whiteman that he had 
obtained the bags for the sand and gravel.  There were quite a lot of bergy bits and 
icebergs around and we passed one berg with some hundreds of penguin passengers 
on it.  The weather remained bad and the ship's motion was quite violent; it was 
getting a little tiring.  The wind was screaming at 40 knots.  I read Lovelock's Gaia 
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hypothesis.  It was film night: James Bond, "A view to a Kill"; quite amusing with a 
topical polar beginning.  I was up on the bridge later, the searchlight, a diffuse beam, 
picking out the driving snow in the darkness.  (Noon position: 58°51'S, 25°06'W).  

Next day we continued as before, reduced speed to 71/2 knots during the night 
but picked up speed again after 4 o’clock.  I read a novel, one couldn’t do much with 
the violent motion.  At lunchtime the waves loosened fuel drums on the foredeck and 
they had to be re-lashed.  It developed into a full gale (force 9), the wind lashing the 
waves and creating clouds of spray that were driven horizontally.  The ship's motion 
was violent and Stuart reduced speed to 4 knots.  After dark, with the searchlight on, 
it was impressive; the wave heights were only about 30 ft though.  Another film 
night: 'Becket '- quite good. (Noon position: 56°35'S, 30°28 W). Kevin the steward told 
us the wind had abated somewhat when he brought us our morning tea.  I pulled up 
the blind and saw that it had, but we were still rolling heavily.  I noted one series of 
rolls were 32°. 

South Georgia came into sight at 9 o’clock, creamy-white and glowing in the sun. 
The radar gave a distance of 96 miles to the nearest peak, so we were probably at 
least 80 miles away.  I talked on the radio with John Biscoe and eventually we 
arranged to meet at Husvik for some of us to go aboard for dinner.  I watched and 
photographed black-browed albatrosses and at mid morning saw three of them 
sitting on the water eating a 11/2-2 ft squid which was just under the surface.  I 
climbed up onto the monkey island for a while to admire the views.  

We passed Clerke Rocks and Nobby and the Office Boys - two high rocks 
standing clear of the mist.  The sun was out and glittering on the waves.  We 
approached closer and could make out more detail on the peaks, but the lighting was 
a bit flat due to cloud.  About 3 o’clock we were off Cape [  ?  ] and then running up 
the east coast in a freshening wind, with clouds gathering and obscuring the higher 
peaks.  At about 7.30 pm we turned into Stromness Bay and saw the Biscoe, like a toy 
ship, anchored off Husvik against a backdrop of black hills and silver-lined clouds. 
Bransfield ‘s launch took us across to Biscoe.. (Plans had been changed so we had 
already had dinner on Bransfield).  I climbed up the short ladder onto the foredeck 
where Chris Elliot was waiting.  Their flags read "Happy l987"; ours on Bransfield 
read: "Fishing is prohibited in this area"  was told !  We climbed up to Chris's cabin 
and had about an hour talking about their programme to date and future plans: 
Martin White, Paul Rodhouse, Tony North, Vladimir Slosarcyck (Poland) and Ken 
Dunn (of Ian Johnston's group) were there.  They were to test a 25 m net to fish at 
2000 metres for squid.  Down to the wardroom for further drinks and general talk 
and back in the launch towards midnight as a wind was getting up.  Biscoe looked 
very trim and decorative, with lights on and standing out against the blackness.  We 
climbed our higher rope ladder and then had about an hour talking with Mick 
Roscoe before retiring. (Noon position: 55°13'S, 34°47'W).  

The ship moved around to Bird Island during the night and anchored; we were 
called for a Humber trip ashore at 6 o’clock.  Kitted up in survival suits we climbed 
down the ladder into the inflatable.  The fog was so dense that no shore was visible; 
there was a slight swell.  The other inflatable was launched and we went in to 
Jordans Cove, where the base was located, still in thick fog.  Some fur seals were 
frolicking in the kelp and prions flying very close to us.  On the way in too there were 
large numbers of giant petrels on the water.  It was an experience to cut through the 
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dense fog, to hear and smell the rank odour of the fur seals and then suddenly in the 
calm water of the cove to come up to the jetty. The Bird Island team came down to 
us.  We were exchanging Keith Christie (diesel mechanic), for Seamus McCann 
(biologist).  We also had Keith's supply of beer and two squeegee mops to deliver.  

The work had gone well.  We spent some time talking about it in the base and I 
then inspected the buildings and we went up the hill to see an exclosure plot 
installed 18 months ago and already in the absence of seals a green square against the 
general muddy desolation produced by seal impact.  There was a close sward of 
grass and some tufts of tussock about 6 ins high.  Seamus said that this had been 
another bad year for food resources for the seals and penguins: with longer feeding 
trips by the cows and reduced pup growth rate and reduced breeding success of 
penguins and mollymauks.  Also many more adult bulls than usual had died that 
year.  Previous such years were 1978 and l983.  We had some more discussion in the 
hut - the rain outside was drenching.  Then back to Bransfield and breakfast at 9 
o’clock.  Bransfield now set sail for Stanley, ETA on the evening of 6 January.  There 
was a gentle swell and the fog returned - a quiet day.  That night a video show of: 
"Endurance", "The return of the fur seal", "The 150 million ton shrimp". (Noon 
position: 54°01'S, 39°02'W).  

 
 
There was fog again on the morning of 7 January but the day improved so that by 

early afternoon we were in bright warm sunshine and under a cloudless sky.  I spent 
most of the morning talking with people.  Wrote, read a little and sunbathed for an 
hour.  After dinner the film was: "Witness", set in an Amish community in North 
America; it was exceptionally good I thought.  The clocks were retarded an hour as 
we moved west. (Noon position: 53°06'S, 47°13'W).  Another quiet day followed on 6 
January, catching up on letters etc.  We came up to the Cape Pembroke light in calm, 
slightly overcast conditions.  There were flocks of shags and individual birds rippling 
the surface as they dived.  Eventually we turned into the Narrows and anchored in 
the inner harbour just after 6 pm.  Stanley was looking very placid and calm under a 
dull evening sky.  Nelson and I went ashore for a walk after dinner, but it was 
raining.  We returned about 10 o’clock and had an early night. (Noon position: 
51°53'S, 55°51'W).  

On 7 January I went ashore on the 9 am launch to see Myriam.  Cargo loading had 
started and was going well.  I sorted out various appointments and had a walk 
around the town.  Then I returned to change for a lunch with Admiral Leyman at his 
home, 'Britannia House'; with just his wife and daughter as well.  It was a very 
attractive house, built by the Argentines for the Lade (airline) Representative before 
the conflict.  Talk was general - quite a lot about the Antarctic, wildlife etc.  The 
Admiral seemed rather ignorant about the Antarctic Treaty, but he stated that his 
command extended to 60°S, the Treaty boundary and no further.  After lunch we 
went to HQ for a talk about military support to BAS.  Group Captain Curry joined 
us.  He was a hard-faced, unsmiling character. The outcome was:  

 
First.  The LSLs would not carry helicopters and their boat capability was 

not up to Bird Island requirements.  They could put BAS people ashore at 
Grytviken and Husvik, not St Andrews Bay or similar places.  Charges would 

289



be made.  There could be no guarantee of success and there could be last 
minute cancellations if fishery protection work (for example) necessitated it.  
However, the Admiral assured me that they were anxious to do all they could 
to assist BAS! 

Second.  The frigates would carry helicopters and might be available to 
help BAS. Again there was no certainty and the most they could say was that 
there should be up to three months advance notice of opportunity.  Costs, 
flying costs and indemnity would apply.  There might be an opportunity once 
every four months.  

Third.  Costs and indemnity would in future apply also to Endurance 
support for BAS.  
 
I said that I would be taking this up with MOD, London, since I assumed they 

were acting under orders.  They agreed.  
I had a talk with Myriam.  My lecture to the Forces was to be postponed until my 

next visit.  Then I returned to the ship. Eric Salmon, Paul Whiteman and the others 
had arrived, plus mail.  I had a nice long letter from Maureen and several problem 
letters from BAS.  I went ashore again on the 7.30 pm boat, and Myriam was waiting 
to drive me to GH for dinner.  This was in honour of Crispin Tickell, who I learnt was 
to be Ambassador to the UN, from April.  He was very friendly and we had some 
good talk, sitting one on each side of Joyce Jewkes.  He had recently been in Ethiopia.  
Other guests included Sylvia Jay (Head South America Department, FCO), David 
Taylor, Ian Stewart and wife Hulda, John Cheek and wife, Lewis Clifton, Tony Blake 
(New Zealander farming in FI, member of LEGCO) and Joe Marsh (Manager, 
Standard Charter Bank).  It was a pleasant evening and Gordon Jewkes said a few 
words and gave a toast to mark my coming retirement.  I got a lift back to the jetty for 
the 11 o’clock launch.  

 
8 January saw some new faces at breakfast, including David Walton and Group 

Captain David Matthews (RAF Dentist).  We planned a small dinner party for that 
evening.  It was raining, dull, deteriorating weather and I stayed aboard and worked 
on papers all day.  The Jewkes, Crispin Tickell and Sylvia Jay came on board by 
launch for dinner.  We held it in Stuart's cabin and Nelson made up the party.  It was 
a very pleasant social occasion and I think they enjoyed it.  Later I went ashore with 
Jewkes' party to attend a reception for Crispin at the Upland Goose Hotel.  There was 
quite a crowd there, but it was thinning out when I left at 10 o’clock.  I met quite a 
few people I knew, incidentally, including Ian and Maria Strange.  The wind had 
fortunately dropped, so the launch trip presented no problems.  

Next day I worked in the morning on chapter 9 of the seal book, which had come 
in with the arrivals.  I completed the editing and because the aircraft has been 
delayed Al Smith would be able to take it to Cambridge with him.  Bransfield's 
departure was postponed so that David Walton could see the Governor.  I took a 
walk and then telephoned home and spoke to Andrew and Maureen - all was well.   I 
also walked as far as the Battle Memorial.  David Walton didn't manage to see the 
Governor and we sailed at 5 o’clock.  Next day I saw a minke whale pass under the 
bow, heading almost due south on course 178°. I had a long talk with Eric Salmon 
and later there was a good general after dinner discussion. (Noon position: 54°54'S, 
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57°31'W).  Sunday 11 January was very foggy and many icebergs were nearby.  There 
had been a bit of movement during the night.  I read the Sunday Times in the 
morning, and had more talks in the afternoon.  Engine problems developed so the 
ship hove-to while the engineers worked on it.  In the evening we had views of King 
George Island, Aspland and Gibbs Islands, and Elephant Island in the distance; 
Bridgeman Island was ahead.  It was calm but cloudy. Another slide show in the 
Fiddery, which was quite good. (Noon position: 59°46'S, 57°24'W).  

Then we were near Williams Point, Livingston Island at 7 o’clock on a clear sunny 
morning.  The satellite receiver showed us to be in the only cloudless patch for 
hundreds of miles!  The scenery was very impressive and beautiful: ice piedmonts, 
backed by many jagged pinnacles and volcanic plugs; some very attractive islands.  
We were in a 5 knot tide-race, with bergy bits sailing past us.  Initially we didn't 
anchor and Stuart had to dodge the ice; later we dropped anchor.  We found Damien 
II in the bay where John Smellie (Geologist) and Ash Morton (GA) were to be 
dropped.  Sally and Jerome Poncet came out to Bransfield to transfer some rocks and 
equipment.  I had a chat with Sally: they were very happy she said with the contract 
arrangements, which were working well as far as they were concerned and I 
confirmed that BAS was equally happy about the work.  They had taken a lease on 
part of Beaver Island, FI, including a house, which gave them a fixed base.  Their 
three children came on board, the eldest seven years, also Jerome's sister Katie (?).  
Tony Alabaster and Mick McIlvaney had been on board geologising and having a 
very successful time in excellent weather; Mark O'Donnell was along too, making a 
complement of nine.  All were very pleased with the arrangement.  

Our party went ashore in a small armada of two Humbers, the launch Terror and 
the flubber, with all the gear (including two skidoos).  David Walton and our two 
girls and a few others also went ashore at 9 o’clock, back for mid-morning when we 
weighed anchor and sailed past the Chilean base on Half Moon Island.  Then out into 
Bransfield Strait to turn SW again past Deception Island.  It wasn't clear but we had 
occasional views of the islands: Trinity, Hoseason, Liège, Brabant and Two 
Hummocks. Plentiful phytoplankton painted the sea green.  I discussed the Halley 
feasibility study with Paul, entertained Fids before dinner, and afterwards watched 
the scenery from the bridge  

On 13 January I looked out of the porthole at 5 o’clock, saw nothing and then 
again at 5,30 am when I found we were approaching Lemaire Channel.  It was flat 
calm, with scattered floes and the cliffs were wreathed in mist.  The sun wasn’t 
visible, but it was a very majestic scene - black cliffs, pale blue ice and smoky mist.  
One minke whale was swimming in the channel.  There was plenty of phytoplankton 
in the channel, clearly indicated by the colour of the underwater parts of the floes - 
quite a deep Hooker's green.  As we passed Peterman Island I could see the 
memorial cross to the three Fids who died in l982.  Argentine Islands were in thick 
fog as we inched our way in by radar and anchored at Drum Rock at 7 o’clock.  Two 
hours later I went in by the first scow and returned at 3.10 pm.  

Peter Stark (Permanent BC) showed me around Faraday Station with David, 
Nelson and Eric.  The base was in very good order, outside and inside.  We found it 
very impressive.  It was five years since I had been there and the refurbishment and 
expansion was just nearing completion.  We walked through deep snow to the 
Balloon Shed and Sonde Store.  We took lunch on base and the cargo operations were 
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completed (for that visit).  Martin Dowson (Winter BC) had done a good job; he was 
an impressive young man.  They had had a good winter, with sufficient sea ice for 
travel, but didn't try any climbing, and most of their journeys were day trips.  The 
afternoon air was very still, but the fog lifted and we could see the mainland, though 
partly in cloud.  Back to the ship where the anchor was raised and we headed for 
French Passage, then out to the west before turning SW.  There were some quite 
heavy floes about.  A long signal from Cambridge needed attention.  We had two 
films that night: "Flight of the Condor", very good and a comedy (Mattthau and 
Lemon) - hilarious.  

Slower progress through the night with some bumps to wake us up.  We 
wouldn't get to Rothera that day.  I noticed that the ice algae layer was thick and 
dense in the floes; the thinner ones definitely looked pale, browner - fawn, compared 
with the thick white floes.  The implications for radiation absorption are interesting.  
We progressed slowly.  I discussed our options with Stuart and Paul and we decided 
to keep trying for Rothera, because conditions might improve and Rothera had the 
highest priority.  To go to Signy would take at least eight days and if the ice 
conditions improved between us and Rothera we would have lost out.  By 9 o’clock 
Bransfield was stationary, awaiting improvement in the conditions.  But we had only 
70 miles to negotiate.  At 10 o’clock apparently limitless packed white floes 
surrounded the ship.  Apart from the auxiliary generators it was very still and silent 
and no horizon could be seen.  We watched the film: "Beverley Hills Cop" Audie 
Murphy - very amusing. (Noon position: 66°45'S, 69°40'W).  

We began to move again about 3 o’clock on 15 January and made good progress. 
The ice algae porridge between the floes was fawn in colour, but the beneath it was 
still crystal clear; the diatoms had not yet begun to seed the water.  This confirmed 
again how patchy the ice algal layer beneath the ice could be.  Cross sections show 
the algae to be concentrated in the lower layers of ice and often quite a dark ginger-
brown.  At about 10.30 am one of our aircraft flew over and made several low passes 
alongside the ship.  It made an ice recce for us and reported open water fairly close.  
The west coast of Adelaide Island cleared as the morning developed; the Island was 
in bright sunshine - lemon yellow - about 100 miles further south.  From time to time 
the peaks of the Peninsula on the eastern shore of Marguerite Bay could be seen.  
About mid morning we entered the shore lead south of Amiot Island and soon we 
passed Adelaide Base, Dion Islands, Avian Island, Jenny Island and up by Anchorage 
Islands to reach Ryder bay, south of Rothera.  By then it was blowing 30 knots, but 
the scow and Erebus  were put over the side and went in to Rothera Station and back.  
A beautiful evening followed with clear sunshine lighting up the peaks from our 
anchorage at Jenny Island. (Noon position: 67°44'S, 69°21'W).  

Next day was clear but overcast, and no wind or swell. We moved up to Rothera, 
put the bow in to Honeybucket at 8.30 am and began the discharge of the vehicles.  I 
went ashore about 10.15 am and spent the day looking around the base with John 
Hall (Field Operations Manager).  The new building foundations looked fine and the 
base on the whole was all right, although showing some wear.  The cargo discharge, 
to a small quayside of sheet piling and stones, went well in the perfect conditions.   

I was up at 6 o’clock to go ashore in a scow next day.  A hoped for flight to the 
Black Coast didn't materialize due to the weather there and all planes were grounded 
during the morning.  So I spent it discussing aircraft weight loading problems with 
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John Hall, Richard Hasler and Paul Whiteman.  We concluded that the policy should 
continue as at present, but that we should raise the problem with CAA during the 
northern summer.  It was better to take the initiative in this way, rather than drift 
along, because they were likely to raise the matter sooner or later.  We also had some 
discussion about the German proposals to use Halley as a base for their aeromagnetic 
flying programme, which would put a considerable strain on Halley manpower.   

At the noon radio roundup we heard it was clear at Fossil Bluff, so a flight was 
planned to Bluff, Ablation and The Gullet.  So up to the skiway after lunch to take-off 
at 2.15 pm, Richard Hasler, Pilot.  The conditions were clear and we could see the 
pack ice to the west in a line across the mouth of Marguerite Bay. Fast ice and pack 
ice occupied the middle of Marguerite Bay, but there was open water in the northern 
entrance to the Sound.  We chose the usual route in lovely conditions, with the 
mountains of Alexander Island very clear.  After a ‘slippery’ landing at the Bluff - 
bare ice in places - we were taken down to the hut for tea and scones.  Steve the cook, 
had just done a baking.  David Walton, Nelson and I shared a sledge behind a 
skidoo.  The Bluff had had a repaint inside and a tidy-up outside so it looked fine; 
there were six men there. Geoff Renner and the aero-magnetometer with FBB were 
waiting to go to Siple Station but held up by bad weather.  

We flew round to Ablation Lake, which showed a good landing surface.  As we 
walked to the shore, I saw a seal and on approaching it found a very handsome, well-
fed female Weddell.  Three years before when I had last been there the party were 
talking about a seal that had been sighted; there was some skepticism then and they 
had been unable to photograph it.  So I was careful to take some photos for evidence; 
presumably it was the same individual? I concluded that it had swum under the ice 
from the north end of George VI Sound ice shelf, making use of air-pockets and 
cracks - a distance of some 70 miles.  We looked at the pressure ridges on the shore 
and at the terrestrial habitats. Then off north again and past Rothera to the Gullet and 
beyond into Hanusse Bay to see reported concentrations of seals.  From 11,000 ft we 
eventually descended to 300 ft.  It was exciting flying along the narrow channels 
between the mountains.  The evening light was lovely and sitting in the co-pilot's 
seat I made the most of it to take some photos.  We flew low over the fast ice edge.  
Although there were hundreds of seals - mainly around bergs within the fast ice - 
there weren't the thousands seen by John Hall a few days previously.  Perhaps it was 
a different time of day; the former sighting was at c.3.30 pm, now it was 5 hrs later.  
The seals have a diurnal haul-out cycle.  We returned to base in perfect evening light 
and so down by snowcat to a late dinner.  There was some talk at the bar and to bed 
by midnight.  

Another fine day arrived and I was up early to listen to the radio schedules.  The 
weather conditions elsewhere were not good for flying, except for Fossil Bluff.  
During the day two flights were made there, giving trips to Bernard, Joel, Bob Wade, 
and Eric on fuel runs.  In the morning I had some more talks and watched the 
operations.  The system was now so mechanized, with tractors and trailers and 
cranes, that the laborious physical work had largely gone – ‘Fid-power’ was now less 
important than it used to be - but there were tedious periods of waiting between 
loads. Others were progressing well with the building construction - it was back on 
schedule after the unfortunate delay over the foundations.  Tomorrow would see a 
start on laying the floorboards.  After lunch there were still no flights possible to 
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‘Sierra’ (tip of the peninsula) or ‘Uniform’ (east of Fossil Bluff on the Weddell Sea 
coast).  I took a walk around the point in the afternoon.  The snow was very deep and 
wet so one sank in. Keeping to the rocks as much as possible, which were angular 
granites, I was attacked and hit by skuas.  The colours and shapes of the chinks of ice 
inshore were delicate.  One of the characteristic sounds, which one could not easily 
forget, was the tinkle and crackle-and-pop of the brash as it moved in the water and 
the contained gas bubbles, under pressure, melted through and burst.  There were 
five Weddell seals there on the shore.  Some rumbles like thunder were heard as 
large chunks of ice fell off the glacier front and the bergs.  

Unfortunately I fell and my camera hit a rock and dented the front of its 75-150 
mm zoom lens, cracking the protective filter.  Found I couldn't unscrew it and 
replace it because the lens barrel was also dented.  Through the viewfinder, however, 
the cracks didn't seem to be visible.  One could only hope.  Later sitting in the sun I 
watched the relief operation going very smoothly.  The sea was mirror flat and the 
Bransfield moved out from Honeybucket so we had her in view all day.  At the end of 
the day's work though, Stuart decided to go to his Jenny Island anchorage for the 
night.  It continued bright, warm and still.  After dinner a film night, but I didn't see 
it through.  

Then up again at to a dull day and in the operations room it was clear that the 
weather was deteriorating, as a depression moved in from the west.  Bravo Charlie, 
FBC, flew to sledge ‘Uniform’, but the weather meant that I couldn't take the chance 
of getting stuck at the Bluff.  In fact I spent the morning and afternoon until 6.30 pm 
talking with John Hall and Eric about Rothera and BAS matters.  It was snowing, 
sleeting and raining in turn.  The Bransfield  refuelled the base from Honeybucket and 
the builders managed to complete half of the floor to the extension; we helped to lift 
some of the sections into place.  Cargo continued to come ashore.  Dinner and general 
talk went on in the evening as usual, an important part of these visits.  Next day was 
similar, snow and wind with poor visibility.  The Bransfield down at Jenny Island for 
the night deferred work on the cargo until 1 pm.  About 6 ins snow had fallen 
overnight and that morning, which had to be cleared from the floor of the new 
building before work could begin.  I spent the day looking around the base again and 
talking with people.  I had another long useful talk with John Hall about the field 
operations; with experience policy was developing all the time.  It was colder, but the 
snow cover on the stones made walking easier.  The first wall panels of the extension 
began to rise.  

21 January was a slightly better day with a few patches of blue sky and rays of 
sunshine.  The first scow arrived ashore with cargo at 8.45 am.  I spent the day as 
usual.  John Hall told me there was no let up in the weather over a large area; one of 
the aircraft had been tied up at the Larsen Shelf on the ground for 23 days due to the 
weather!  That shelf on the colder eastern side of the Peninsula was notorious for 
dense fogs.  The cost of supporting deep field parties was much greater than for 
those nearer home; the aircraft was also more costly per hour because of the penalty 
of ferrying fuel to depots which extended the planes’ range.(+£150-200 [?]).  

We were due to leave next day and after lunch I heard that a party was planned 
and went out to Bransfield to collect a jacket and tie and have a shower, but returned 
for more talks.  At 7.30 pm we had drinks in the bar.  Paul Whiteman had made a 
punch - "a pink job" - which was smooth but potentially lethal, vodka-based.  For 
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dinner the dining room was blacked out and we had six white-draped tables for 36 
people - and candles.  John and ‘Mouse’ served. The menu was asparagus soup, fish 
pâté in aspic, baked ham and redcurrant sauce etc., flan with tangerines, cheese.  
Wines to choice.  John made a nice speech about the impending retirement of Eric 
and me.  He said some nice things about what I had done for the Survey, and 
flexibility, illustrated by the story of the Bransfield coming to collect the party in 
Comodoro. He was also very appreciative of Eric's contribution.  In response Eric 
said a few words first, so as to leave me with the last word - as he said!  In my 
response I referred to the past, the development of Rothera and field operations.  
How it had grown to balance the other operations, - OBP (Offshore Biological 
Programme) etc.  The contribution of the Fids to the success of BAS, and future 
prospects.  It was well-received.  There was a fine cake with the message in icing: "To 
Dick and Eric, with best wishes for a NERC-less future. Rothera!".  At my table were 
the builders and we had a good conversation over the meal.  Afterwards we retired 
to the bar and I left at 1.30 am, when the party was still in full swing.  

I was up at 8.15 am next morning and went for a last walk beyond the seal pile, 
attacked by skuas.  There were seals in the bay.  I had another look around the 
buildings and at 11 o’clock we had a base group photograph.  Many cameras lined 
up for duplicates.  I don't think I got a copy though.  Farewells were said and the last 
launch left at noon, with me on board.  Sadly I was not to see Rothera again.  I was 
happy to have seen it develop from the original (difficult) decision I made, from four 
tents on the beach, to its present complexity and efficiency.  There was no doubt that, 
had we not initially embarked upon the venture, and closed Stonington and Adelaide 
when we did, there would have been no operational BAS air facility a few years later.  
Because, as predicted  the Adelaide skiway became unusable, and there was no 
prospect of flying from Stonington after its ramp, with direct access to the interior 
disappeared about the same time.  Bransfield now went south and around Adelaide 
Island, following the shore lead until we had to move well out to the west because of 
dense pack ice.  I saw a large jellyfish floating at the surface.  I did a clothes wash, 
read, talked, and sat up late reflecting after dinner.  

23 January was Stuart's birthday.  We were in open water with many bergs and 
bergy bits - the distant Peninsula mountains yellow in the sun under dove-grey 
clouds.  It was calm where we were but overcast.  We made good progress to arrive 
at Drum Rock Anchorage, Faraday, just after 6 o’clock.  The Fids gave a cocktail 
party in the Fiddery, around their palatial and ‘controversial’ bar, and Stuart 
provided the wardroom with champagne for dinner.  A mixturue of light and serious 
talk until 12.30 am. (Noon position: 65°24'S, 66°39'W).  

I went in to the base next day with the second scowload.  It was slow-going 
through the floes, maneuvering the launch and scow, lashed together.  We waited to 
get ashore until the scow was emptied and I spent the rest of the morning in 
conversation with Pete Stark (BC).  Lunch, then wandered around again seeing 
people.  Dewi Edwards (builder) accepted the offer of a break in the UK, followed by 
a winter at Bird Island.  John Buckingham (Ionospherics) expressed the view of about 
half the station, that the introduction of women had changed base life and was a bad 
idea.  (By then Debbie and Sandra had only been there for 10 days!  They seemed to 
me to have fitted in very well).  Also he was slightly critical about the travel 
regulations.  I had a chat also with Martin Dowson (Winter BC): “no problem, a good 
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winter with everyone pulling their weight”.  Eric and I stayed overnight.  The base 
put on an exceptional dinner: candle light, very good food provided by Niel Meyrick 
(cook), wine and port.  Peter made a speech and presentations - a wooden map of the 
island for me, a framed photo for Eric.  We responded with short speeches.  Dewi 
presented us each with one of his paintings and gave a penguin study to the base.  
He was given a sack of 'presents' - sou'wester, big sun glasses, ear muffs etc.  I retired 
at 12.30 am to a rather hard ‘hospital’ bed in the surgery, but slept very well.  It was a 
clear night and there was a crescent moon.   

Sunday 25 January: More discussions on base during the morning and in the 
afternoon I went boating with Eric, John Buckingham and Dave Mitchell - in a small 
fibreglass dinghy with a seagull outboard.  We went first down Stella Creek to 
Wordie House and through some quite thick new ice - 1/4 to 1/2 ins - due to 
freshwater melt on the surface of the seawater.  The water was shallow and the rocks 
greenish.  The old base was very grubby and tatty. We tried to get to Skua Island, but 
thicker ice prevented us, so we turned and came back past the base and along the 
shore of Galindez Island, to the VLF Hut (Physics research) , which we visited.  It 
was very adequate and snug - well fitted-out with equipment for the various 
projects.  Then, still in very calm conditions, we threaded our way between the floes 
to Uruguay Island and along the west coast to the north end, where a shag colony 
was situated.  A large floe/berg obstructed the landing rocks and we went behind it 
with some trepidation.  A swell there prevented a landing, so we went on round the 
east coast and landed on a small beach among some isolated islets.  Walking to the 
top we had a breathtaking view of the Penola Strait - blocked by pack ice - and the 
Peninsula mountains, particularly prominent were Peary, Shackleton and Scott [give 
heights?].  There were a few seals on the floes.  Loud tinkling of ice as the brash 
chunks brushed together.  We returned to base having radioed that we would be 1/2 
hr late.  There was talk, dinner and more talk.  Then out to Bransfield on the last boat 
at 10 o’clock.  We would leave early next morning.  It was a superb evening with rose 
tints on the Plateau snows and complementary reflections of subtle shades in the still 
water.  

At 5 o’clock next morning I felt the ship moving so got up and looked out on the 
pack ice gleaming in the oblique rays of the morning sun and the mountains clear 
behind.  I woke Nelson and we climbed up to the monkey island above the bridge.  
The ship quickly passed Peterman Island and moved into Lemaire Channel.  The 
colouring was lovely, with reflections among patches of new ice.  We photographed 
the well-remembered scene and a humpbacked whale surfaced and blew nearby.  On 
then through Lemaire to the views beyond Anvers and Weincke Islands, past 
Doumer, Port Lockroy and Damoy and then we turned into the Neumayer Channel.  
A small Chilean vessel passed us heading south, the Capitan Luiz Alcazar, from 
Puertto Monte, Chile.  

Soon we were in Gerlache Strait in the brilliant sunshine of a superb day.  Killer 
whales and minke whales were seen from time to time - in all perhaps 20 killers and 
25-30 minkes; after noon three humpbacks were ‘lobtailing’ and breaching.  I also 
saw during the day several elephant seals in the water, which was quite unusual; it is 
rare to see them away from the beaches.  They were visible first as a black blob which 
on closer approach turned out to be the seal floating vertically.  They submerged by 
raising their head vertically and sinking straight down, even when the head is 
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initially horizontal, so the nostrils are the last part of them to submerge - and they 
exhale before this.  The very calm water and its clarity made it easy to observe this 
behaviour.  We also saw several fur seals porpoising.  It was all most impressive and 
spectacular.  

In Bransfield Strait off Brabant Island we passed the tourist ship Society Explorer 
heading south at about 15 knots.  John Reynolds (former Fid) was on board her as a 
lecturer and we talked over the radio.  There were very good views of all the islands: 
Anvers, Brabant, Liège, Two Hummock, Trinity, Christiania.  The mainland to the 
east was draped with a tablecloth of cloud pouring over from the Weddell Sea.  I had 
a long talk with Chris Hughes (Summer dentist and King Fid) on the monkey island.  
He said I had "gone down well with the Fids" which I was pleased to know!  He was 
still undecided whether to come down again next season.  A film night: "Rape of the 
Third Reich" - strange and inconclusive.  

We were enveloped in thick mist and driving snow next morning, with quite a 
number of bergs around, probably representing the break-up and drift of very large 
tabular bergs recently broken off from the Larsen Ice Shelf around the corner in the 
Weddell Sea.  We had glimpses of Clarence Island and Cornwallis Island, under low 
cloud, but I didn't see Elephant Island because of the mank. (Noon position: 60°48'S, 
53°51'W).  At 6 o’clock on 28 January we arrived at Signy Island in thick fog, with 
only occasional glimpses of Outer Islet and Bare Rock from the anchorage.  During 
the morning it gradually cleared, though remaining overcast - to show Snow Hill and 
in late evening the Laws Glacier on Coronation Island.  There was trouble initially 
when the scow and launch grounded at the exceptionally low spring tide that 
uncovered the entire jetty, but we went ashore and had a conversation with Ian 
Lovegrove (Summer BC).  Then we walked around the base and talked with people 
about their work and experiences.  After lunch we went over the back slope to the 
old base remains (now only the cement bases for the generators) and examined the 
original base layout there (Eric was in the party that relieved us in l950).  Then to the 
dam and Factory Bluffs.  

I wasn't feeling at all well that morning, so I saw the doctors and was given some 
treatment.  At Nelson's suggestion I lay down in the surgery for a couple of hours, 
but although it helped I felt worse when I rose, and I was very grey and pale.  It was 
all rather awkward and embarrassing.  The base had of course planned a farewell 
celebration, a buffet with wines, so I had to perform.  It was in fact a very nice 
occasion and enjoyable, though I was in pain throughout.  There was a retirement 
cake.  Ian made a little speech and presented me with a framed photograph of a large 
bull elephant seal and I spoke briefly about the old days and the subsequent 
evolution of the base.  However, I was relieved when the ship's launch came to take 
us aboard Bransfield.  She had anchored in the usual position, but an iceberg disputed 
it so she had had to move.  As we went out the stars were bright, pink rocket flares 
were fired from shore, the base launch Serolis reflected in the waves, and snow 
petrels were picked up by the ship's searchlight, even where the beam seemed not to 
reach.  Climbing the rope ladder was painful for me and I was glad to fall into my 
bunk at midnight.  Nelson gave me appropriate pills; I was lucky to have a Professor 
of General Surgery sharing my cabin!  The plan was for the launch to pick up the 
outgoing Doctor and Radio Operator at 6 o’clock, so as to give them longer for the 
handover.   
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We sailed next morning.  I slept, thanks to Nelson's pills, but was in discomfort 
when I woke, so didn't go to breakfast.  He said he thought, from the symptoms, that 
I had a gall bladder problem - I hoped not!  My condition worsened during the day 
and I took things easily.  Nelson gave me some more pills that helped, and ruled that 
I shouldn't eat - easy enough because I didn't want to anyway.  He decided that his 
initial diagnosis was correct, so I would probably starve for several days at least.  The 
pills adequately killed the pain, but made me sleepy. It was a smooth passage, 
initially fairly clear, but becoming foggy.  (Noon position: 60°50'S, 47°38'W).  Next 
day I was still feeling pretty bad and spent the day in and out of bed - reading and 
sleeping.  We were in thick fog and so again didn't see Elephant Island.  (Noon 
position 62°45'S, 57°12'W).  I was feeling a bit better on 31 January and Nelson 
prescribed tea and an occasional biscuit.  We now arrived at Gustav Sound, between 
Ross Island and the Peninsula, in very heavy ice but managed to get through.  Low 
stratus made it overcast and the dark, sheer cliffs of the islands were oppressive in 
the dullness.  There were many seals there, especially leopard seals, like the last time.  
Eventually we entered open water and approached the field party ‘Sierra’ who had 
camped at the western fringe of a glacier in an unnamed bay, the suggested place 
name ‘Sierra Cove’.  I watched the operation from the bridge - the launch Erebus, 
scow and Humber inflatable.  The retrieval of the party was all successfully achieved 
we moved out again, through narrow belts of heavy pack, past the various islands, in 
moderately clear but overcast weather, and around the corner to Hope Bay.  

The Argentine base Esperanza, was quite large and looked well kept.  There were 
a few people walking about.  Two Humbers with twelve people went in to the beach 
below the old British base to collect a box of rocks and to look around.  I didn't go 
ashore but watched from the ship.  They walked up to the hut, Eric in charge.  There 
were two Argentines on a skidoo on the glacier to the east, who hung around and 
seemed reluctant to make contact; they turned out to be the Second in Command and 
the Doctor.  They had had five tourist ships through recently and people had 
swarmed all over the base, which they didn't much like.  Tomorrow they were 
expecting the Almirante Irizar (Icebreaker).  Eric gave them a couple of bottles of 
scotch.  Bill Block and John Davenport had a quick look at the biology.  Altogether 
they were away for about 11/4 hrs and then we were heading north for Stanley.  The 
weather improved and we enjoyed a subtle pale sunset.  I tidied up my papers and 
read.  

I then had a good night's sleep, but after three days without eating I was feeling 
the lassitude.  However it was bright and sunny, with blue sky, and we were passing 
through a dense collection of icebergs, so I got up and took a few photos.  Nelson 
decreed that I could have two pieces of dry toast - which was very welcome!  Instead 
of heading round the north end of the South Shetlands we had turned left and 
headed down the Bransfield Strait and through Boyd Strait.  This route avoided the 
pack ice which had massed to the east.  Now we were on a straight passage to 
Stanley.  There were some majestic icebergs and some that were curiously 
weathered.  I spent some time on deck in the warming sunshine and read Medawar's 
‘Pluto's Republic’.  In the evening I was allowed to have two slices of bread and some 
slices of lean ham - it was delicious and life was definitely improving! 

2 February was dull and wet, with a rising swell.  I attended breakfast for the first 
time since my trouble began - Alpen and tea.  As we crossed the Antarctic 
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Convergence, the sea surface temperature rose by about 6°C.  I read during the 
morning and had a light lunch.  I read again during the afternoon and we had Chris 
Hughes and Andy Dolphin (Postal Clerk) in for drinks at 5.30 pm.  I felt nearly back 
to normal, but a bit weak and still in pain at times.  Next day, after a fairly rough 
night it was calm again in the morning and several minke whales were around.  I 
read and wrote some more.  We came up to Cape Pembroke, Falkland Islands, in sun 
and showers, passing ten fishing boats in Port William and being overtaken by the 
Fishery Protection vessel, Falklands Desire,  a red and white painted trawler.  Squid-
jigging vessels, all Japanese were moving in and out. They were specialist ships 
which had banks of lights and reels for line all around the ship, from stem to stern, 
with mesh platforms, normally raised but which could be let down on hinges.  I took 
some photographs of the details.  Owing to utter confusion on the part of the Port 
Officer we were told first that we would have to wait for a berth until late morning, 
then that it would be early afternoon, then mid-afternoon.  Stuart anchored in Port 
William and eventually after speaking to the tug Irishman, he established that there 
wasn't enough room alongside FIPAS dock for Bransfield.  So finally we went in to 
Port Stanley and anchored off the Public Jetty in a freshening breeze.  Biscoe was tied 
up at the FIC Jetty, looking good, with a blue-painted yacht, Thalassi, alongside her.  
A few from Biscoe came across for a party in the wardroom.  I couldn't drink, of 
course, and felt curiously detached, but listened to the interesting talk.  I left at 11 
o’clock and the party broke up shortly after.  

Two days later I walked along to Cable and Wireless with Eric to telephone 
Maureen, but wasn't able to get through.  I then boarded Biscoe   and had a 
conversation with Chris Elliott and others.  John Liddy (Steward), bless him, gave me 
a Biscoe sweatshirt and a pewter beer mug from the ship's crew, which was a very 
nice retirement present.  Chris now believed that we hadn't thought out the design of 
the deck arrangements for the proposed new BAS ship properly; we could he 
thought, get some valuable advice from the Poles.  This idea stemmed from 
discussions with Vladimyr Slosarcyck, who had been working on board.  (Chris and I 
had been discussing plans for a new multi-purpose ship, as part of my plans for 
expanding BAS, which eventually was built and commissioned as RRS James Clark 
Ross, launched by HM the Queen in 1991?).  Biscoe was in good order, but the 
steelwork was very thin in places, especially under the bridge, perhaps not 
surprising in a thirty-year-old ship which had seen heavy service.  The scantlings in 
the chain locker were very thin and rusted - not seen by the Lloyd's Surveyor, but put 
right at the last refit.  The bow-thrust would need an expensive overhaul, but could 
last out until the new ship was commissioned.  We discussed the changing 
operations, OBP, the case for two crews and so on.  Although pressed to stay for a 
curry lunch I thought better of it and returned to Bransfield. 

On the way I passed the team working by the FIC jetty on the half buried hulk of 
an historic sailing ship: Snow Squall.  The project had got to the point of lifting the 
bow section (35ft) with air lifting bags.  That's what they hoped to take back to 
Portland, Maine, USA.  After lunch I went ashore again and tried to phone Maureen, 
again no success.  It's a half hour walk each way from the jetty- not so good that day.  
I stopped in at Biscoe again, to talk with the University scientists who were engaged 
on a project with Biscoe support.  Ian Hamilton was the leader; he was very 
impressed with Biscoe and all the support he was getting. Even the Captain was 

299



involved in solving his problems.  "I've never had this kind of help in a NERC ship 
before", he said!  There was a problem with a defective load cell - to test the load on 
the dredge warp for bottom geology.  As the dredge catches on rock outcrops, the 
load cell records the increase in load, fixing the position and also enabling care to be 
taken not to lose the dredge.  Chris thought a piece of stretchy nylon rope would 
serve, but was having difficulty reassuring the team: "They can watch it; they have to 
watch the load cell pointer." 

I had a chat in the wardroom with Father Monahan and Chris, then a private talk 
with Chris.  He had been with BAS for 20 years now and was very loyal, but he was 
now thinking of starting up a tourist venture centred on a yacht which he could buy 
for £400k (it originally cost several millions!).  The idea was to provide trips, 
Falklands, South Georgia, the Peninsula for 8-9 people at a time at £300 a day per 
person.  I said I would sign up for a trip if I could afford it and he invited me along 
for free!  He was in it with David Rootes former Fid) and FI Development 
Corporation had provided money for a market-research study.  I wished them well.  
We had a slightly emotional parting - Chris saying that he and BAS recognized all I 
had done for the Survey and were very sorry that I was going.  He is one of the very 
best and it would be a great loss if his venture succeeded – but good luck to him!  

I returned to Bransfield  on the 6 o’clock launch and went ashore again at 7.30 pm.  
Myriam met us and took us in the Landrover to Cable & Wireless so that Eric and I 
could make phone calls; I managed to get through to Maureen at last and found all 
well.  Then at 8 o’clock to a party for me that the Stanley ex-Fids were giving, 
organized by Mike Harris, John Cheek and Brian Summers.  Others there included 
Myriam, Lewis Clifton, Pat Biggs, Bill Etheridge, Bill Roberts (he was at Signy when I 
arrived, now looking very well for his age); Steve Vincent, John Blythe (from 
Operation Tabarin, l944), Austin Wallace, Morris Somers, Adrian [ ? ] and wives.  
Nelson, Eric and David Matthews were invited too.  It was in Malvinas House - 
hotel/restaurant - in a former conservatory, a bit like an orangery and very nice.  
Wine and light cocktail snacks.  There was talk about the income from the new 
fishery: licensing, £6-8 million profit p.a., possibly £18 million.  How to spend it? 
Reduce income tax, increase research, support facilities etc.  I felt all right and we left 
at 10.45 pm, having had a very enjoyable evening.  Back via the Biscoe. Chris was on 
Bransfield, and a launch out to the ship.  

5 February was another fine day with splendid views.  We moved up the harbour 
to FIPAS at 9 o’clock.  Once moored Nelson and I went to the British Forces Hospital 
where I was X-rayed, but found not positive for gallstones.  Nelson was still 
confident in his diagnosis.  We talked about the Bird Island drinking water problem 
with their environmental health section who recommended a workable solution.  We 
walked back to the ship and began preparations for another set of X-rays next day – 
‘Picolax’ etc.  I spent the rest of the day writing, seeing people, including a potential 
hitch-hiker from Alaska who was seeking a lift on Bransfield to Rio (nothing doing); 
Myriam (by reason of family problems didn't want to return to Cambridge that year); 
and with Stuart on ship-matters.  I had a light lunch and avoided a party with the 
Military Hospital people, including the Colonel.  I did my packing in the afternoon 
and sampled the sun at intervals.  Took the last photograph and had a quiet evening.  

Next day I visited the hospital again for further X-rays, which confirmed Nelson's 
opinion!  (On returning to Cambridge I had a complete investigation, including 
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ultrasound and X-rays, which also confirmed the diagnosis).  Because I was due to 
retire at the end of April and because the condition might clear up, I postponed 
having an operation until after retiring.  (In the event I was operated on in June, by 
Sir Roy Calne FRS (who also removed my appendix!) and spent much of the summer 
recuperating.  Unfortunately the incision developed an infection and I had to have 
another operation for rupture in October which set me back again - so I lost most of 
the year).  My diary runs out on 5 February, but I assume that I flew back to UK as 
usual and was back at home within a few days.   
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Chapter 13 
 

Scientist among Diplomats 
 

                                    
 
ANTARCTIC POLITICS 
 
The Antarctic Treaty 
 
The United States was concerned in the late l940's over the developing strains in 
the Antarctic, particularly the East-West cold war and the dispute over the 
Antarctic Peninsula between Britain, Argentina and Chile; in l948 it proposed that 
Antarctica be ruled by an eight-power condominium or by United Nations 
Trusteeship.  This idea was not taken up and it was another ten years before there 
was progress. Then, such was the success of the IGY in promoting international 
co-operation in science that interested governments wished to establish a firm 
foundation for its continuation and development.  Their main concern was that 
the region should not become "the scene or object of international discord." The 
US government took the initiative in May l958 by proposing to the eleven other 
nations active in Antarctica that a treaty should be drawn up to set aside the 
continent for scientific use only. After sixty secret meetings a conference was held 
in Washington in October l959 which lasted 6è weeks; it was signed on l 
December l959 and after ratification by the twelve original signatory states 
entered into force on 23 June l961. The first Consultative Meeting was held in 
Australia in July l961 and meetings have been held at two year intervals ever 
since.  As we have seen Antarctica is unique as the only continent without a 
native population, free of war and entirely lacking in agriculture or 
manufacturing industries.  It has no national government and its temporary 
inhabitants are all concerned with investigating or supporting some aspect of 
science, or - a recent development - with tourism. The rules governing the 
international population, spread out over 14 million km2 in isolated research 
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stations, result from this unique international treaty.  The Treaty includes all land 
and ice shelves below 60√S latitude, but high seas are covered under international 
law.  It stipulates that Antarctica should "forever..... be used exclusively for 
peaceful purposes" and "not become the scene or object of international discord".  
Nuclear explosions and disposal of radioactive wastes are prohibited - the first 
international nuclear test-ban agreement - as are "measures of a military nature".  
There are provisions for exchange of information and personnel and for 
inspection of stations, installations and equipment by treaty-state observers. "The 
treaty does not recognize, dispute or establish territorial claims" and "no new 
claims shall be asserted while the treaty is in force".  Living resources - the treaty 
does not mention mineral resources - are to be conserved. There is provision for 
peacefully settling disputes, ultimately by the International Court of Justice. Any 
United Nations member state can accede but can achieve consultative status 
(participation in decision-making) only after demonstrating its involvement in 
Antarctica "by conducting substantial scientific research activity there.  Operating 
rules are set by Consultative Meetings held in alternate years and so far l64 
resolutions have been passed.  There are now 20 states with consultative status 
and a further 18 that have acceded; these governments represent 80% of the 
world's population, developed and developing countries, east and west, north 
and south, giving the lie to allegations that it is an exclusive club.   
 
The development of the Antarctic Treaty System 
 
Conservation measures have been an important concern of the treaty states and 
SCAR has played an important part in drawing up these measures, starting in 
l964 with the Agreed Measures for the Conservation of Antarctic Flora and Fauna.  
These prohibit killing, wounding, capturing or molesting any native mammal or 
bird except under a specific permit - to provide indispensable food for men or 
dogs, to provide specimens for scientific study or scientific information, or to 
provide specimens for educational or cultural institutions or uses.  Specially 
protected species of animals and birds are designated.  Specially Protected Areas 
(SPA's) are designated and afforded special protection; Sites of Special Scientific 
Interest (SSSI's) have management plans and are also subjected to protective 
measures. Harmful interference is defined and steps to alleviate pollution are 
required to be taken. The introduction of non-indigenous species, parasites and 
diseases is prohibited and certain precautions specified.  There is provision for an 
annual exchange of information between governments, including records of 
permits issued and the numbers of each species killed or captured annually.  
Finally, there are arrangements for the discussion of the status of species and 
need for protection.  
 
The Agreed Measures are generally working well and statistics have been 
exchanged and published by SCAR. However, a recent decision by France to 
build an aircraft runway in Adelie Land stimulated protests because of the 
alleged effects of construction and subsequent operational activities on seabird 
colonies.  It illustrates the potential conflict between the logistical needs of 
scientific activities and the need to minimize environmental impacts.  At the last 
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Consultative Meeting a Recommendation on environmental impact assessment 
requirements was agreed.  
 
These and other arrangements under the Antarctic Treaty could not give 
protection to seals in the sea or on floating ice, because the treaty expressly 
reserves the rights of states on the high seas. So separate agreement was needed 
and in l972 a Convention for the Conservation of Antarctic Seals (CCAS) was 
concluded; it entered into force in l978.  SCAR had a role in its drafting and - 
uniquely for a non-governmental organization in respect of an international treaty 
- a specific continuing responsibility as an independent international source of 
advice.  This convention applies to the seas south of 60√S, with provision for 
reporting of catches made in the pack ice to the north of this latitude.  It is 
complementary to the "Agreed Measures" and applies to six species of seals and 
fur seals.  An Annex specifies measures for conservation, scientific study and 
rational and humane use of seal resources and these measures may be amended. 
Permissible annual catches are specified in the Annex, deliberately set at low 
levels.  Ross seals, elephant seals and fur seals are specially protected and there 
are closed seasons for all species. Several Seal Reserves are designated where 
killing or capture is forbidden and of six defined circumpolar sealing areas one is 
closed to sealing each year in rotation.  There is provision for an annual exchange 
of information and for actions to be taken when an industry has started.  SCAR 
was invited to assess the information received, encourage exchange of data, 
recommend research programmes and data to be collected, suggest amendments 
to the Annex and to report on certain consequences of sealing.  Provision is made 
for action should commercial sealing reach significant proportions.  No industry 
has developed and there are no known seal conservation problems in the 
Antarctic apart from the adverse effects of the fur seal population explosion - 
resulting from protection - on terrestrial environments and the unexplained 
decline in elephant seal populations in the Indian Ocean sector.  This convention 
has been very successful and is a good example of a conservation agreement 
concluded before problems have developed.  Its operation was reviewed at an 
intergovernmental meeting in September l988.  
 
Overfishing of Antarctic fish, the expanding catch of krill and potential 
development of a squid fishery present the most important current problems. 
Any significant catch of krill would also affect the populations of krill predators 
and it is no longer sufficient to consider krill and its consumers as a series of 
separate species and to ignore the interactions between them.  A new theory of 
multi-species resource management needs to be developed and applied as a 
strategy.  Following the example of CCAS a Convention for the Conservation of 
Antarctic Marine Living Resources (CCAMLR) was concluded in l980 and came 
into force in l982.  Its objective is the conservation (including rational use) of all 
Antarctic marine living resources and it applies to waters south of the Antarctic 
Convergence (Antarctic Polar Front).  Harvesting and associated activities are to 
be applied in accordance with stated conservation principles: no harvested 
population to be allowed to decrease to levels below those which ensure its stable 
recruitment; ecological relationships between harvested, dependent and related 
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populations to be maintained and depleted populations restored; prevention of 
changes or minimization of the risk of changes that are not potentially reversible 
in a few decades.   
 
A Commission and Scientific Committee have been established and a permanent 
Secretariat set up in Hobart, Tasmania.  Their function is to facilitate research; to 
compile relevant data on the distribution, abundance and productivity of 
populations; to acquire catch and effort data; to analyze, disseminate and publish 
reports of the Scientific Committee; and to implement a system of observation 
and inspection.  The kinds of conservation measures that may be required are 
listed, including catch quotas, protected species, size, age and sex of species to be 
harvested, open and closed seasons, open and closed areas, regulation of fishing 
effort and methods of harvesting. Full account must be taken of the 
recommendations and advice of the Scientific Committee, concerning the 
achievement of the objectives of the convention, on all scientific aspects and the 
formulation of relevant research programmes.  Like the other measures under the 
treaty system the CCAMLR is unusual in addressing conservation needs before 
commercial activities have had a significant effect - except in the case of demersal 
fish around South Georgia, where an industry had already depleted the stocks.  
The approach based on the need to maintain the integrity of the Antarctic marine 
ecosystem is unique in international conservation agreements and the broadly-
based membership, ranging from support for complete protection to unbridled 
exploitation, is probably also unique.  
 
Finally, there was the knotty question of mineral resources.  The Antarctic Treaty 
makes no references to minerals because at the time it was drawn up it was 
recognized that agreement would be impossible. Also, the mineral resource 
potential of Antarctica remains unknown although speculative estimates have 
been made. It is not possible to predict if or when commercial interest will arise, 
but there is general agreement that exploitation if it occurs at all will be deferred 
for decades, while more accessible and economically viable deposits elsewhere 
are worked out. However, it is important to have a mechanism in place to control 
such activities, if they occur, having in mind the need to apply rigorous 
environmental criteria.   Any agreement needed to be acceptable to socialist and 
non-socialists countries, to developed and developing countries, to states 
claiming sovereignty in Antarctica and to non-claimant states.  It had to 
accommodate the interests of the international community as a whole and to 
maintain Antarctica as an area set aside for peaceful purposes.  It was clear that 
negotiations would be more likely to succeed if carried out before a serious 
commercial interest had developed.  Interest in the minerals issue began to 
develop in the late l970's; formal talks between governments began in l982 in 
Wellington, New Zealand, and after ten further sessions to January l988, the final 
meeting was held in Wellington in June l988. All 20 Antarctic Treaty Consultative 
Parties were involved and the l7 other parties to the treaty attended as Observers. 
The resulting Convention on the Regulation of Antarctic Mineral Resource 
Activities (CRAMRA), was adopted on 2 June l988; it remains to be signed and 
ratified before it enters into force. 
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CRAMRA applies to the area south of 60√S including the seabed up to the deep 
seabed beyond the continental shelf; it applies to fossil fuels (hydrocarbons) and 
metallic and non-metallic minerals, but not to ice - there was agreement that 
further consideration of harvesting icebergs (for fresh water) was necessary.  
Also, a separate protocol on liability is still needed.  This convention is much 
longer than other agreements within the Antarctic Treaty System, containing 65 
Articles, which cannot be considered here in any detail.  The basic concept is to 
agree obligations and machinery necessary to establish a legal basis as a means to 
determine where and under what conditions mineral resources exploration and 
development should occur. In view of the uncertainties attending this issue, 
instead of drawing up detailed provisions, a mechanism has been established 
under which detailed terms and conditions would be set if and when a need 
arises.  The objectives and general principles are set out; response action and 
liability if environmental damage is threatened is addressed; the legal position 
under Article IV of the Antarctic Treaty (sovereignty matters) is protected; there 
are provisions dealing with inspection, protected areas, respect for other uses of 
the Antarctic; exchange of information; the establishment of a Commission and an 
Advisory Committee; the possible establishment of Regulatory Committees; the 
possible establishment of a Secretariat; decision-making, liability, and provision 
for settlement of disputes; and an outline of mechanisms leading eventually to 
mineral resource development. 
 
In summary, prospecting, the initial stage, would not require prior authorization 
but would be subject to general environmental standards and safety standards. 
The next stages, exploration and development require authorizations by the 
institutions to be set up to grant exclusive rights to individual operators.  This 
includes provision that no minerals resource activities should take place until 
their possible impacts can be judged and it is shown that there will not be adverse 
environmental impacts.  As the need arises the Commission will identify areas, 
for resource management purposes, in logical resource management units.  Then 
specific requests for exploration and development would be elaborated and 
subsequently specific proposals would be considered.  A Regulatory Committee 
would be established for each area as it was identified, comprising the parties 
most interested in that area.  Each committee would be composed of about l0 
members, including one or more claimant states, up to 6 non-claimants, with 
adequate representation of developing countries (up to 3). The Regulatory 
Committee would set out the requirements to which the applicants must conform 
- subject to review by the Commission.  Each Regulatory Committee would then 
be responsible for judging the specific application, and if approval were given 
would monitor the conduct of any operations, including the review of proposals 
to proceed from the exploration phase to development.             
 
This then is the Antarctic Treaty System, which now applies to a tenth of the 
Earth's surface.  As human activities there have grown the Antarctic Treaty 
Consultative Parties have responded with additional measures and conventions 
to regulate the expanded activities.  Each time a new measure is agreed the 
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discussions must take into account the differing negotiating positions, 
particularly of claimant and non-claimant states.  In addition to the three 
conventions, l64 recommendations have been accepted at the biennial 
Consultative meetings.  These recommendations cover matters such as safety, 
environmental protection, regulation of tourism and exchange of information. 
 
The future arrangements 
 
From l99l the Antarctic Treaty, which is of unlimited duration and is open for 
signature by all states, may be reviewed at the request of any one Consultative 
Party.  It seems clear that it continues to serve the interests of the contracting 
parties; none have contracted out and indeed they are investing more political 
capital in it - as CRAMRA indicates.   Despite its undoubted achievements the 
Treaty has come under attack in recent years from some non-signatory 
governments and from non-governmental environmental organizations.  
Grounds for criticism are that it is exclusive, because it is based on the principle 
that only those countries making a significant (and costly) contribution to 
scientific research in the region are entitled to take part in decision-making.  Non-
governmental organizations have criticized the present arrangements as 
inadequate to protect the Antarctic environment and natural systems. 
 
A recent conference organized by the Ditchley Foundations, which I chaired, 
brought together interested diplomats, lawyers, scientists and environmentalists 
from the UK, USA, Germany, France, Australia and New Zealand, to address 
these problems.  It agreed that the treaty was conceived as a means of preventing 
conflict and avoiding super-power controversy over ten per cent of the Earth's 
surface.  The friction has gone and research has profited from its role in 
perpetuating the truce by receiving continued financial support from 
governments.  However, the avoidance of conflict remains the primary purpose 
and science had become almost secondary until very recently, when the crucial 
importance of Antarctic science in providing for early warning and monitoring of 
global problems, such as the ozone hole,  has suddenly come to the fore.  
Appreciation of Antarctica's importance in this respect will increase.   
 
Shared experience in the Antarctic is still the basis for membership of the 
Antarctic Treaty System, but the organizational consequences of increased 
membership could be serious and could carry the seeds of destruction; consensus 
decision-making could lead to future stagnation.   Perhaps the number of 
consultative parties to the treaty should be limited by more rigorous entry 
qualifications?  But new scientific procedures, such as remote-sensing and 
advanced computing, mean that countries without a base on the ground in the 
Antarctic (therefore not currently part of the system) can make significant 
contributions and will expect to have a voice in decision-making.  There may be a 
case for reviewing the qualifications for membership and for helping poorer but 
genuinely interested newcomers.  Much better integration of scientific effort is 
desirable, because the increasing costs of "big science" make cooperation and cost-
sharing imperative.  and so there is a need for an improved flow of information 
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both within the system and to the outside world. It has been argued that a greater 
"transparency" is needed in the working of the system, and an improved flow of 
information both within the system and to the outside world is needed.  
 
All this points to the need for a permanent secretariat to improve internal 
coordination; to increase the flow of information to the outside world; and to 
facilitate relations with other international organizations, including UN Agencies.  
Issues of compliance will become more important in the future and a secretariat 
could act as a buffer between governments in this respect - as exemplified by the 
CCAMLR Secretariat.  
 
It is uncertain whether the question of sovereignty is receding.  Certainly, in 
successive Antarctic Treaty System agreements sovereignty has become less 
relevant, but there is a worldwide growth of nationalism and a recognition of 
claimants' interests continues to be shown as in CRAMRA.   It seems unlikely that 
differences over sovereignty will be easily resolved, but perhaps they can be kept 
in check to ensure that the Antarctic will continue to be used for peaceful 
purposes.  Jurisdictional issues can be expected to become crucial, and could raise 
serious difficulties because of the increasing numbers of people in the Antarctic, 
including many tourists and private individuals not under direct government 
control. In short it is said that the ATS has been built out of agreement on "soft" 
issues and has still to show that it can cope with "hard" issues, such as jurisdiction 
and the expected pressures if mineral exploitation becomes a reality. It seems 
likely that the stand-off between consultative parties will continue, with 
jurisdictional issues a threat to this and with no currently identifiable means in 
sight of definitively resolving the latent conflicts over sovereignty.  
 
In the long run the need to maintain the Antarctic for peaceful purposes is likely 
to continue to take precedence over resource utilization.  There is now an 
enhanced value to this policy - that of knowledge - which has been historically 
under-estimated in the Antarctic context.  Recognition of the impact of Man on 
the physical and biological environment has been highlighted by the discovery of 
the ozone hole and the appreciation of the value of the Antarctic in providing 
early warning of such global disasters gives Antarctic science a new perspective.  
There is a recognition that it can make fundamental contributions to 
understanding global environmental processes.  The emerging concern about this 
suggests a rewarding monitoring role in the Antarctic, individually or in 
cooperation, for nations that lack sufficient resources for major programs.  These 
developments may present the ATS with a real opportunity to enlarge its 
influence.    
 
Returning to the question of l99l, it may be observed that the purpose of a 
meeting is "to review the operation of the Antarctic Treaty".  However, the 
operation of the treaty system has been on the agenda for the last three 
consultative meetings and there has been no call for modification or amendment.  
Against this view is the fact that there is a wider political interest in l99l, outside 
the treaty system itself.  Nonetheless, the consultative parties have shown great 
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ingenuity in adapting the system to meet new requirements - its strength and 
viability was very clearly demonstrated even during the armed conflict in l982, 
which did not spread to the Antarctic - and the review meeting might turn out to 
be a non-event. 
 
 
ANTARCTICA: A LAND OF SCIENCE? 
   
 The Antarctic Treaty powers have now embarked on a series of meetings with the 
purpose of reaching agreement on "Comprehensive Measures for the Protection of the 
Antarctic Environment", but despite the widespread recognition of the Antarctic as a 
"Land of Science", scientists are hardly being consulted on the future political and 
practical arrangements for the Antarctic.  
  
 In fact the Antarctic scientists' contribution to the solution of global problems and their 
sustained efforts - over thirty years - in relation to the protection of the Antarctic 
environment is being overshadowed by the recent media activities of vociferous, well-
financed environmentalist groups.  These groups increasingly purport to speak for the 
interests of Antarctic research while having little direct knowledge of either the 
Antarctic or research.  International science is represented by SCAR, the Scientific 
Committee on Antarctic Research which is a component of the non-governmental 
International Council of Scientific Unions (ICSU), and is the single international, 
interdisciplinary, non-governmental organization that initiates, promotes and 
coordinates scientific research in the Antarctic and provides scientific advice to the 
Antarctic Treaty system (ATS).  
        
 SCAR has always attached the highest importance to the protection of the Antarctic 
environment and has been an important element in the success of the Antarctic Treaty 
System, responding to many requests for scientific advice on, for example, conservation, 
use of natural resources, man's impact on the environment, facilitiation of scientific 
research, guidelines for experimental research on animals, pollution, and tourism.  
During l988 a SCAR Group of Specialists (GS) on Environmental Affairs and 
Conservation (GOSEAC) was constituted with representation from geologists, 
geographers, and logistics experts as well as biologists.  One of its current chief tasks is a 
special study of the role of environmental impact assessment in the protection of the 
Antarctic environment.   
  
 The SCAR/SCOR (Scientific Committee on Oceanic Research)  BIOMASS Programme 
(Biological Investigations of Marine Antarctic Systems and Stocks), which began in l976, 
is a major collaborative effort of scientists from many nations which grew out of the 
scientific community's concern for maintaining the essential nature of the ecosystems in 
the Southern Ocean.  This programme has been an important source of information for 
the intergovernmental Commission for the Conservation of Antarctic Marine Living 
Resources (CCAMLR) and an international data centre has been created. Other SCAR 
groups advise on the possible impacts on marine ecosystems from fishing and from 
potential mineral and hydrocarbon exploitation, on ecosystem monitoring and on the 
effects of marine debris. SCAR has unique responsibilities under the Convention for the 
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Conservation of Antarctic Seals (CCAS); and responds to requests for information and 
advice from CCAMLR as well as from the Treaty Parties.   
  
 Other SCAR WG's are concerned with Antarctic snow and ice in all its forms from the 
inland ice sheet to the outer reaches of the pack ice zone; with  Geology, which seeks to 
discover how the continent formed, the processes that shaped its past and will continue 
to shape its future, and its climatic history; with Solid-Earth Geophysics, essentially 
remote-control geology making measurements of the physical properties of regions that 
the geological hammer cannot reach.  (Some of the techniques of Earth sciences are used 
by industry to prospect for hydrocarbons and metallic minerals and some people are 
claiming that all such research is a preparation for minerals exploration and should 
therefore be banned.  In fact the Earth Science carried out in the Antarctic rarely if ever 
can be regarded as minerals exploration and is mainly concerned with targets and 
regions of not the slightest minerals interest.  Data are freely exchanged and published, 
the only concern being to safeguard intellectual priority.  
  
 There is a WG on Physics and Chemistry of the Atmosphere encompassing research 
from the surface up to 50 km.  This includes the springtime "Antarctic Ozone Hole", 
global airborne pollutants and their movement and dispersal.  Another WG is concerned 
primarily with the region of Geospace, surrounding the Earth, which includes the 
magnetospheric shield that protects all life on Earth from lethal radiation from the Sun. 
The Antarctic is particularly well-placed for continuous studies of deep-space 
phenomena from the ground.  
  
 In the ongoing intergovernmental discussions, scientific activity is almost all that is to 
be regulated in the Antarctic Treaty Area, apart from tourism, for it is clear that for 
whatever reasons (particularly economic ones), imminent damage from mining is a 
myth; commercial minerals-related activities will not take place in the Antarctic for a 
long time, if ever.  (Conservation of commercial living resources is the responsibility of 
CCAMLR and is outside the Antarctic Treaty area). Although I cannot detail them here, 
the achievements of international science in the Antarctic are impressive and of global 
importance.  In devising political and legal mechanisms to prevent or control damage to 
the Antarctic environment, the possible adverse effects of such measures on scientific 
research must be fully taken into account, for if the restrictions and delays imposed are 
too severe research will wither and decline. (The virtual cessation of international 
marine research over the continental shelves of the world, caused by such restrictions, 
serves as a strong warning).     
  
 For this reason I would like to give some perspective to concerns about the concept of 
ecological fragility and the significance, or otherwise, of environmental impacts due to 
scientific activities. First, "fragile" is a term often applied to Antarctic life forms and 
ecosystems, but is questionable.  The Southern Ocean ecosystem has been subjected to 
enormous perturbations due to commercial whaling, and other predator groups have 
increased to substitute for former whale predation on krill.  The marine ecosystem is 
demonstrably robust, not fragile.  On land the vegetation (and with it the associated 
animals) is easily destroyed, like forests in lower latitudes, but it is primarily composed 
of colonizing plants which therefore more easily renew the plant cover.  Destruction is 
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confined to the immediate vicinity of the impact, not spread by fire or flood as in lower 
latitudes.  The greatest impact on the few lakes is by organic waste produced by seal and 
penguin colonies.  Antarctic terrestrial communities are not in fact as fragile as those in 
many other regions - recovery is slow but sure.    
  
 Secondly, the potential for environmental impact by science should be viewed in a 
broader perspective than it has been.  What is in fact meant by "significant" impact?  The 
Antarctic, with a land area of 14 million km2 is one tenth of the Earth's land surface; it is 
a vast region.  If the average population density of the rest of the world obtained there, 
Antarctica would have a permanent population of some 550 million people; even the ice-
free coastal (therefore accessible) areas, say 0.5% of the continent, would hold some 3 
million people on this basis.  The actual population of scientists and their support is 
2000-3000 (the equivalent of a single village) but not year-round, nor is it likely to 
increase.  Where there is a permanent scientific station, while the impact may be 
relatively large it is extremely localized.  Even airborne pollution is very limited; for 
example ten years after the building and occupation of one fairly large station, 
monitoring showed accumulation of heavy metals in lichens - but only to 250 metres 
away, even downwind.  There are published examples of marine pollution sustained 
over long periods where there were shore whaling stations located in small coves, 
processing whales and receiving fuel oil, for up to sixty years, followed by active 
scientific stations.  Measured hydrocarbon levels fall off rapidly (to open ocean levels) 
outside these small coves and environmental impact is not detectable outside them.  
  
 I contend that the "footprint" of a scientific station, in terms of significant pollution, is on 
average probably no more than 2 km2.  It is impossible to portray these stations 
objectively on a map of the Antarctic because realistically, instead of a number of large 
black dots, they should be microscopic. There are about 50 occupied scientific stations at 
any one time, and so, according to this argument, round about 100 km2 of the Antarctic - 
out of a total area of 14 million km2 - is "significantly" impacted, and 99.999% remains 
virtually unaffected by human impacts originating there!  (From the barrage of 
misinformation the public could be forgiven for believing that the balance lies in the 
reverse direction). Is the moral principle alone sufficiently important to weigh against 
the value to the world of Antarctic science much of which has an essential global role?  
Remember that but for Antarctic Science humankind would still be in blissful ignorance 
of the thinning of the ozone layer!  The truth is that the case for widespread "significant" 
impact rests mainly on one very large installation and the unaesthetic appearance of 
photographs of scrap heaps from earlier times - though that is no excuse for not tidying 
them up and for changing practices, which is being done, at great cost.  
  
 My argument is strengthened by the fact that the major known impacts on the Antarctic 
are from outside the region.  A few examples suffice: CFC's introduced into the 
atmosphere outside the Antarctic led to the "ozone hole"; in Antarctic snow and ice 
heavy metals originating elsewhere are widespread and there are radio-active layers 
from atomic bomb tests; future effects of global warming, due to human influences 
outside the Antarctic, are predicted to have severe effects on ice shelf break up, pack ice 
extent and fast ice persistence; wandering albatross populations show a sustained 
decline of 1% a year and a recent study concluded that at least 44,000 albatrosses of this 
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species are killed outside the Antarctic in the long line tuna fishery each year, accounting 
for the observed decline of the breeding populations; there are other examples.   
  
 Also, within the Antarctic there are greater impacts on terrestrial ecosystems due to 
natural causes than from human activities.  For example, the increasing numbers of 
Antarctic fur seals have destroyed natural vegetation on a number of islands, including a 
Specially Protected Area, Lynch Island, where the grass Deschampsia, the reason for its 
designation, has been almost completely destroyed.  Guano and faeces from bird and 
seal colonies on land run off into the inshore waters on a scale compared with which 
human sewage is negligible.  In coastal waters ice scour and iceberg ploughing are more 
intensive and widespread than even commercial human activities would be.                     
  
 It is in the light of such observations that "significant human impact" should be carefully 
defined in relation to scientific activities in the Antarctic, for the vast majority of such 
activities have relatively low risk characteristics. SCAR has taken a responsible line; it 
has proposed, and most national programmes are already implementing, internationally 
agreed modern environmental protection procedures.  In essence criteria should be 
agreed and a simple system devised and enforced to ensure conformity, with minimal 
bureaucracy.  Before drawing it up in rigorous detail there should be an objective 
examination of the actual degree and true extent of the predictable impacts of scientific 
and logistic support activities and the controls should be realistically tailored to meet 
demonstrated needs.  One unrealistic proposal, that all activities should be considered 
high risk until proven not to be is quite unacceptable.  An expensive inefficient 
bureaucracy, enforcing unnecessarily stringent measures is not at all what is needed.  
  
 Finally, as I have said scientific research and its support, is almost the only activity in 
the Antarctic that is to be regulated and however the system is set up in the future, in the 
"Land of Science" there must surely be some provision for scientific advice relatively 
independent of governments.  SCAR's record speaks for itself and SCAR is the obvious 
body to provide that advice. In recognition of all the considerations I have summarized 
above, SCAR seeks a high profile involvement in an advisory capacity on Antarctic 
scientific and environmental issues within its competence. It would be wholly wrong for 
the international, interdisciplinary scientific organization to be left out of whatever new 
arrangements are implemented for the comprehensive protection of the Antarctic 
environment.  Left to themselves the diplomats and lawyers will do just that.  We have 
heard a lot about a "Land of Science" and now look for appropriate action and support 
from governments to give the concept substance.    
 Just a few of the questions about the World Park idea are:  
  
 To what area does it apply? (i.e. the continent or a wider area). What effect would it 
have on the existing Antarctic Treaty System? (i.e. could the two coexist?). What are the 
rules and regulations?  How would they interfere with other activities, particularly 
scientific research (which is important to the world)?  What kind of bureaucracy is 
envisaged?  What would it cost? (This must include the monitoring and policing of 
human activities which is presently implicit in the current arrangements, including the 
provision of ships, aircraft and field personnel). Who would pay for it? Is there a net 
advantage or, as I believe, disadvantage in such a system? 
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ANTARCTICA: RETROSPECT AND PROSPECT  
  
  
 From l992 there will be changes in the political background to Europe which will 
affect us all and are increasingly the object of comment in these columns. Few realize 
however that from l991 there could be changes in the political arrangements for 
Antarctica which could affect the whole world.  This is the year in which the 
Antarctic Treaty, which is of unlimited duration and is open for signature by all 
states, may be reviewed at the request of any one Consultative Party. Why should 
this be important and what are the possible developments? 
  
 Antarctica, the so-called seventh continent is one of superlatives: it is the remotest; it 
has the most rigorous environment on Earth, for it is the highest, windiest, coldest, 
driest; it is surrounded by a wide, deep, stormy cold and ice-infested ocean which 
has ensured that it has no native peoples and only a small floating population of 
scientists, support personnel and tourists.  Although there are seven national claims 
to sovereignty, three of which (Argentine, Chile, Britain) overlap, the sector facing 
the Pacific Ocean is the only part of the Earth's land surface that remains unclaimed. 
It is the only continent with an international regime, under the Antarctic Treaty, 
which applies to the land and floating ice shelves south of 60√S latitude. Almost all 
who have been professionally involved in the Antarctic believe that this Treaty has 
been uniquely successful and should continue. It stipulates that Antarctica should 
forever 'be used exclusively for peaceful purposes' and 'not become the scene or 
object of international discord'. Nuclear explosions and disposal of radioactive 
wastes are prohibited as are 'measures of a military nature'; territorial claims are 
'frozen' for its duration. There are provisions for exchange of information and 
personnel and for inspection of stations, installations and equipment, so that Russian 
and American observers can at short notice inspect each others stations. There are 
now twenty states with Consultative status and a further nineteen have acceded. 
These governments represent 80 per cent of the world's population, developed and 
developing countries, east and west, north and south, giving the lie to allegations 
that it is an exclusive club.  
  
 Conservation measures have been an important concern of the Treaty states, starting 
in l964 with the Agreed Measures for the Conservation of Antarctic Flora and Fauna, 
which apply to the whole Treaty area and have generally worked well. A Convention 
for the Conservation of Antarctic Seals was concluded and came into force in l978. It 
was followed by the Convention for the Conservation of Antarctic Marine Living 
Resources which came into force in l982, has novel ecosystem-based conservation 
principles. The Convention on the Regulation of Antarctic Mineral Resource 
Activities, was adopted in l988 but has to be signed and ratified before it comes into 
force. Like the earlier conventions it was preceded by years of negotiations and is an 
attempt to foresee problems and have rules in place before they arise; it is not a 
license to exploit as misleadingly stated by environmentalist groups.  
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 Comprising about a tenth of the world's land surface and a tenth of the world's 
oceans, the Antarctic is the reverse of the Arctic, which is a relatively small deep 
ocean basin surrounded by the relatively low-lying northern continents, peopled by 
nationals of developed countries. The Arctic is closer to centres of population and 
subject to regional pollution from industrial complexes, whereas the remoteness of 
the Antarctic means that it remains more pristine than any other region. 
Nevertheless, the size and influence of the Antarctic, including the vast Southern 
Ocean, means that it cannot be ignored in a world which now realizes that global 
changes affect all peoples. 
  
 It is also a potential source of wealth and the marine resources have been exploited 
in the past so it is no longer completely pristine.  The seas contain sustainable living 
resources (krill, fish and squid) possibly exceeding the total annual world fish catches 
which have peaked at about 80 million tons, and are now almost all subject to 
national jurisdiction. The history of earlier over-exploitation of Antarctic living 
resources, first of seals in the nineteenth century and more recently of whales, is well 
known.  Over the years it led to the removal from the top of the food chains of some 
2-3 million seals and about 1.3 million whales, equivalent to some 70 million tons. 
This has had enormous consequences for the other components of the Antarctic 
marine ecosystem. For example, it has been estimated that formerly the whale stocks 
consumed some 200 million tons of krill annually, much of which is now presumably 
available to feed other groups, like squid, fish, birds and seals. Although the full 
picture is still unclear, some of these are known to have increased in abundance 
following the decline of the whales.  
  
 Antarctica was the keystone of the vast southern supercontinent, Gondwana, which 
began to break up by continental drift some 200 million years ago. Sightings in the 
Antarctic of minerals that occur in the other southern continents, indicate that there is 
potential mineral wealth, although the fact that 98% of the land is covered by a thick 
blanket of ice greatly restricts the commercial prospects. Large sedimentary basins 
are known to occur which may by analogy with other regions contain oil and gas, but 
on land they lie under the ice-sheet (averaging 2.5 kilometres in thickness); those in 
the continental shelf are covered by a depth of water roughly three times greater than 
other continental shelves due to the weight of ice depressing the bedrock. These 
problems are further compounded by a surrounding region of inhospitable pack ice 
which fluctuates seasonally between 4 and 20 million square kilometres, and also 
includes the largest icebergs known. As a final daunting obstacle, north of the pack 
ice zone are the consistently stormiest seas on earth. Minerals or hydrocarbons would 
have to be extracted and  exported northwards in the face of these extreme 
difficulties, at least an order of magnitude greater than those to be surmounted in the 
Arctic - where, many years after exploration began, there are still few mining 
operations and as yet no offshore hydrocarbon production. Exploration has not yet 
begun in the Antarctic and there is general agreement that exploitation, if it ever 
occurs, is probably 30 - 50 years away. 
  
 In fact the fundamental importance of the Antarctic to mankind is probably much 
greater, more immediate and quite different from that suggested by commercial 

314



considerations. Ninety per cent of the world's ice and nearly three quarters of all its 
fresh water is locked up there. It is the Earth's major heat sink, because of the extreme 
temperature gradient separating it from lower latitudes, and its extensive ice blanket 
which reflects incoming solar radiation. Consequently it is a major influence on the 
world's climate and drives major ocean currents. Changes in the Antarctic will have 
global impacts. Attention has recently been focused on the atmospheric warming due 
to the "greenhouse effect", possibly the most serious problem mankind faces. 
Warming will be greater nearer the poles and the Antarctic is crucially important in 
this context.  As they warm the oceans will expand, causing sea level to rise world 
wide. This could indirectly lead to the breakup of the West Antarctic ice sheet much 
of which is grounded below sea level. At the same time melting of the ice sheet and 
contraction of the pack ice could be expected as a direct effect of higher air 
temperatures. If the ice sheet melted completely - probably only a remote possibility - 
there would be a 60 metre rise in world sea levels. A rise of one meter is likely within 
a century and even such a minor change would have serious consequences for low 
lying countries like Bangladesh or the Andaman Islands; London and New York, like 
all other sea level cities would have major problems.  
  
 Nothing is certain however, for a global increase in evaporation rates due to 
warming might lead to increased Antarctic precipitation, expanding the volume of 
ice and possibly lowering the sea level. The various postulated effects could cancel 
one another out to varying degrees. Whatever happens the rate of change will 
crucial; mankind could react to major changes on a timescale of centuries but not if 
they are measured in decades. The ice sheet has preserved within it a record of 
changes in climate and of the greenhouse gases. It also records the changes in 
pollutant levels in the atmosphere - heavy metals, insecticides, CFC's and others. 
Because of its remoteness it is an indicator of global as opposed to regional change, 
and research and monitoring in the Antarctic can give early warning of adverse 
consequences. A special case of the value of the Antarctic is the recent discovery of 
the ozone hole by the British Antarctic Survey. If this academic research had not been 
initiated in l957 and continued for over thirty years the world would still be in 
blissful ignorance of a major threat to life on Earth due mainly to the release of CFC's, 
and no steps would have been taken internationally to phase out their production.                    
  
 It is therefore important that research continues in the Antarctic under the umbrella 
of the Antarctic Treaty System. So far the main incentive to nations to support 
research there, which is expensive, has been that under the Antarctic Treaty research 
has been the qualification for Consultative Status, which carries with it a vote at 
Treaty meetings. The general advancement of knowledge, and applied research in 
relation to renewable and non-renewable resources has been secondary, and concern 
about natural or man-induced environmental changes is an important but very 
recent development. Despite its undoubted achievements an attack on the Treaty has 
been mounted in recent years which may have not only political consequences, but 
equally importantly consequences for the continuation of research which is crucial to 
the world, particularly for early warning and monitoring of global problems. The 
attack has come from non-signatory governments and from non-governmental 
environmental organizations, which have different motivations. The former make 
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much of the arguments relating to the 'common heritage of mankind' which is 
essentially a claim for a share of the results of exploitation. Led by Malaysia they 
have put the question of Antarctica on the agenda of the United Nations and argue 
that the region should come under United Nations control. The latter claim that no 
further exploitation should be permitted for fear of the disastrous environmental 
consequences which it is held would follow, and call for the establishment of a World 
Wilderness Park.  
  
 In recent weeks Australia has indicated that they will not sign the Minerals 
convention, thus vetoing it, apparently under internal political pressure from 
environmentalist groups. It appears that France, another claimant state, is 
contemplating similar action. There is no prospect of negotiating a comprehensive 
environmental protection convention, given the diverse interests involved and six 
years of negotiations between 30 nations could be wasted. The Treaty itself would 
probably be endangered by this "breaking of the ranks" and tensions within and 
outside it deepen. If this happens one asks: What will take its place? Will mineral 
exploration and exploitation be accelerated, rather than prevented?  Can funds and 
the necessary resources be found to monitor and police the region as adequately as at 
present? Will the present level of research funding be maintained? Will it again 
become a source of political, even military conflict?     
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Chapter 14 
 

SCAR: Four Decades of Achievement 
 
 

                                       
 

One of the major enthusiasms and satisfactions of my life has been my 
involvement in Antarctic research, and with the international scientific organization 
known as SCAR. Forty or fifty years ago the emphasis of Antarctic work was still 
largely on geographical discovery. As recounted in chapter 5, half a century ago, in 
l948, I was experiencing my first of 3 winters in the Antarctic: man-hauling and 
camping at -40°C in the South Orkney Islands, with totally inadequate equipment. At 
the beginning I was 21 years old and newly graduated, the Base Leader of a team of 3 
men - the smallest wintering party since l922 - and none of us with previous polar 
experience. We lived in a hut c. 8m x 4m and initially had to build a laboratory from 
local material - the remains of an old whaling station. This was happening ten years 
before SCAR was formed and our way of life had much in common with the 
experiences of others during the "heroic era", decades earlier. My field research broke 
new ground but over the first two years was conducted in almost complete isolation 
and there was no other national component, let alone an international element. A few 
years later, however, the Norwegian-British-Swedish Expedition (1952-53) not only 
put scientific investigation before geographical discovery, but was the first large-
scale international Antarctic expedition ever to be organized.  

In the 50 years since my introduction to Antarctic work there has been a great 
expansion in Antarctic science and international collaboration is now commonplace. 
For 40 years SCAR has had a very significant role in all this. But what are my 
qualifications for writing about SCAR? My first SCAR meeting was in Paris in l962 
(the first SCAR Biology Symposium) and since l972 I have attended every Delegates' 
meeting and many other SCAR meetings as UK Delegate, member or Chairman of 3 
Working Groups, Member or Convenor of 2 Groups of Specialists, of the BIOMASS 
Executive and of that programme's various subgroups. I was President of SCAR from 
l990-94 and a member of its Executive until l998 and am now one of five Honorary 
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Members. Also for fourteen years I was director of one of the leading Antarctic 
research organization, British Antarctic Survey, so I was exposed to multi-
disciplinary thinking. Obviously this chapter is an account much-influenced by my 
personal experiences and views and I may have omitted matters that others would 
consider important, or demonstrated a personal bias on various issues. It is difficult 
to fill such a large canvas in a mere chapter or to present all points of view; and I 
make no apology for this.  

For some 40 years SCAR has also provided scientific advice to the Antarctic 
Treaty System and made numerous recommendations on a variety of matters, most 
of which have been incorporated into Antarctic Treaty instruments.  Foremost 
amongst these have been the advice provided for the many international agreements 
which provide protection for the ecosystems and environment of Antarctica. I 
represented SCAR or the UK at various Antarctic Treaty System meetings between 
l972 and l996.  

By now the reader may be asking: "What is SCAR?" It is the Scientific Committee 
on Antarctic Research, a committee of ICSU, the International Council for Science, 
and it is charged with the initiation, promotion and co-ordination of scientific 
research in Antarctica. SCAR is the single international, interdisciplinary, non-
governmental organization which can draw on the experience and expertise of an 
international mix of scientists across the complete scientific spectrum.  It is, therefore, 
the obvious source of advice on a wide range of scientific questions and it is ideally 
placed to provide the answers.  

 
 
Origins of SCAR 
How did this come about? SCAR's origin lies in the International Geophysical 

Year (IGY) l957-58, which followed the Second Polar Year l932-33. It was a 
worldwide scientific programme planned by the International Council of Scientific 
Unions (ICSU) (created in 1931 to promote international scientific activity in the 
different branches of science and their applications for the benefit of humanity).  
ICSU is a non-governmental organization with two categories of membership: 
scientific academies or research councils which are national, multidisciplinary bodies, 
and Scientific Unions, which are international disciplinary organizations. ICSU also 
has several interdisciplinary scientific committees of which SCAR is one. The 
planning for the IGY was undertaken by the Comité Special de l'Année Geophysique 
Internationale (CSAGI), which was set up by ICSU after an approach by Sydney 
Chapman and Lloyd Berkner. The plans for the IGY included a major Antarctic 
component and ICSU set up a Special Committee to coordinate the scientific research 
of the twelve nations which were active in Antarctica during this period.   

By l954 more than 20 nations had agreed to participate and Antarctica was 
selected as an area of special interest in geophysics and geography (primarily ice 
mass) - weather - atmospheric/ocean dynamics - aurora - ionosphere. In July and 
September l955 the First and Second CSAGI Conferences held. These decided that 
IGY was to be primarily about science - to be non-political; thinking was not to be 
financially restricted - scientists should develop ideas and worry about the cost later. 
Coordinated radio links would be necessary and World Data Centres for various 
fields of the science. A primary task was to decide on the distribution of bases in the 
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Antarctic which was agreed at the Second CSAGI Conference, when the location of 
35 Antarctic stations, with additional opportunities for biological and medical 
research, and geology, was decided. It is said that Belousov, the Soviet delegate to 
that meeting, arriving 3 days late, said the USSR would put a station at the South 
Pole, only to be told that it had already been agreed that the Americans would have 
the Pole site. The Soviets decided, that being the case, to go for the Pole of 
Inaccessibility (Robin, pers. comm.), which is the location of Vostok Station and the 
Vostok ice core.  

As the initial discussions proceeded interest in the scientific potential of 
Antarctica grew, so much so that in December l956 the US National Committee made 
a proposal to CSAGI, namely that the IGY Antarctic programme should continue for 
an additional year, to realize the full scientific benefit from the large investment in 
stations and equipment made by the twelve nations participating in the programme. 
The Fourth CSAGI Conference, met in Paris, 13-15 June l957, when a resolution was 
adopted: 

 
THE FOURTH ANTARCTIC CONFERENCE 
 
CONSIDERING the scientific importance of further observations in the Antarctic 

after the end of the IGY to best achieve the scientific investigations carried out on this 
occasion and to make use of the investments and observations made at the various 
stations 

 
RECOMMENDS that the Bureau of ICSU at its next meeting forwards to the 

ICSU Executive Board the recommendation expressed as follows: 
 
That ICSU appoints a scientific committee to examine the merits of further 

investigations in the Antarctic, covering the entire field of science and to make 
proposals to ICSU on the best way to achieve such a programme. That in view of the 
desirability of avoiding an interruption in the current series of IGY investigations in 
Antarctica, ICSU takes immediate action in order that the finding be available by the 
middle of August.   

 
The resolution was sent to the Executive Board of ICSU which endorsed it on 28 

June l957, and an ad hoc investigating Committee was created to flesh it out. The 
convenor was to be designated by the Bureau of ICSU, and each country carrying out 
or contemplating scientific operations in Antarctica would nominate a delegate - "to 
be a scientist already familiar with Antarctic problems".  

This committee met in Stockholm on 9-11 September l957, and "considered in 
detail some representative branches of Antarctic research: meteorology, aurora and 
geomagnetism, glaciology, and oceanography." Among the outstanding problems 
which an additional year of observations would help to solve were: "independent 
warming at many stations in the Ross Sea and Byrd Land" was associated with 
observed decrease in stratospheric temperatures in early winter; the question was 
"whether this was a normal situation and if so would it mean that the ozonesphere in 
the Antarctic is more cut off from the surrounding atmosphere than is the 
troposphere?" (This later came to known as the polar vortex, where the "ozone hole" 
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forms). Recent observations had shown that the inland ice was thicker than 
previously thought, which called for revision of estimates of the amount of ice locked 
up in the Antarctic, available for melting, with consequent rise of sea level over the 
world. Understanding of past climate should result from deep boring into the ice, 
"where the record of more than 10,000 years of past climate may be preserved...." and 
"may help in the study of present climatic trends." Detailed oceanographic 
observations from ships supporting the IGY had thrown new light on the Antarctic 
convergence and the processes  involved, influencing in turn the availability of 
nutrients for fish and whale populations. Such problems are still among cutting edge 
research forty years later; the ice core drilling has reached over 250,000 years into the 
past and illuminates thinking on global warming.  

So this committee concluded that "there was much to be gained from continued 
observations in Antarctica", that a need existed for further, long term, international 
organization of Scientific activity in Antarctica, and it therefore recommended that 
ICSU establish a committee to undertake this task. Such a body should consist of a 
delegate from each nation actively engaged in Antarctic research, and representatives 
of the International Unions of Geography (IGU), Geodesy and Geophysics (IUGG), 
Biological Sciences (IUBS) and Scientific Radio (URSI). The four CSAGI Antarctic 
Conferences had been characterized by a cordial spirit of cooperation and the 
experience should be taken into account in formulating the mode of operation of the 
proposed committee. The Bureau of ICSU met in New York on 18-19 September l957 
and decided to establish a Special Committee on Antarctic Research (SCAR). (In l961 
title was altered to the Scientific Committee on Antarctic Research). [footnote: In l993, 
during my Presidency, the SCAR Executive was entertained by the Swedish 
Academy of Sciences at a dinner to commemorate the l957 meeting that led to the 
"foundation" of SCAR. ] 

On 30 October l957, telegrams were sent to the twelve nations actively engaged in 
Antarctic research; inviting each to nominate one scientific delegate to SCAR. In 
December l957 the IUGG, IGU, URSI and IUPAP were also invited to nominate 
delegates to SCAR if they so wished. On 23 December l957 it was announced that a 
first meeting would be held in den Hague in February l958. The permanent delegates 
to SCAR were nominated as follows: IUBS, Dr A Bruun; IUGG, Ing Gen G Laclavère; 
IGU, Dr V Schytt; Argentina, Capt L de la Canal; Australia, Prof K E Bullen; Belgium, 
Prof J van Meighem; U K, Dr G de Q Robin; France, Mr B Imbert; Japan, Prof T 
Nagata, New Zealand, Dr E I Robertson; Norway, Prof L Harang; South Africa, Mr J J 
Taljaard; USA, Dr L M Gould; USSR, Dr M M Somov: Chile, delegate not yet 
nominated. (By October l958 the following changes had been made: delegate for 
Argentina, R N Panzarini; for Chile, D H Fuenzalada). 

 
 
First Meeting of SCAR 
The first meeting of SCAR was held in the Administrative Office of ICSU, Palais 

Noordeinde on 3-5 February l958. The Convenor was N Horlefsen and the following 
Delegates were present: Bruun, Laclavère, Schytt, de la Canal, Bullen, van Meighem, 
Sir James Wordie (representing Robin), Ing Gen A Gougenheim (representing 
Imbert), Prof R Rikitake, (representing Nagata), Harang, Gould, and Somov. Mr Luis 
Renard was Observer for Chile; Dr H Wexler and Capt F Bastin were present as 
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Advisers; R Fraser and E Herbays were representatives of ICSU. I understand from 
the report of Sir James Wordie (UK) that there was a preliminary "steering 
committee", drafted an agenda on the evening of 2 February.  

At this first meeting a Constitution was drafted and recommended to ICSU; and 
was ratified in October that year at the Eighth General Assembly of ICSU. 
Provisional appointments of Officers were made: President: G R Laclavère, Vice-
President K E Bullen, Secretary V Schytt, were elected in the first instance for 2, 1 and 
3 years respectively. (Robin subsequently became Acting Secretary during the 
summer of l958, during Schytt's absence in Spitsbergen). A Finance Committee was 
also elected: L M Gould; M M Somov; Treasurer of ICSU ex officio. The basic financial 
contribution for l958 would be $500 per nation, to cover the estimated overall cost of 
SCAR activities, $6,000. If a larger budget were to be required in future years, it was 
proposed that the excess should be divided between nations proportional to their 
activity in Antarctic, in five categories (1-5), defined by the numbers wintering in 
each nation's field programme (respectively 1-10, 11-20, 21-50, 51-100, and over 100). 
Using this formula should not result in a contribution of more than $2,000 from any 
participating nation.   

Plans were made for the scientific exploration of Antarctica in the years following 
IGY, by three Working groups meeting on 4 February: one dealing with meteorology 
and upper air studies; the second with geology, glaciology and cartography; the third 
(consisting of only one member, Bullen) with seismology and related matters. The 
three groups reported that afternoon and a comprehensive scheme was drawn up for 
future research in the Antarctic.  

[Science in the Antarctic covers diverse topics but it is customary to talk of 
Antarctic Science in the singular rather than the plural. This originated because 
shared logistics enabled work in remote areas, giving a characteristic holistic flavour 
from the start; the essential logistics component makes it "Big Science". A remarkable 
feature of Antarctic science, and a theme throughout the life of SCAR, has been the 
close involvement of Antarctic Science with Politics - in contrast with the situation for 
science in general. Also the politics of Conservation have had an increasing impact 
on Antarctic Science. I chaired the Committees that drafted the Scientific 
Conservation provisions of two international conventions, CCAS and CCAMLR. As 
its President I represented SCAR, and therefore the international scientific 
community, at the key 11th ATSCM when the Protocol for the Protection of the 
Environment was first discussed. ] 

 
Early SCAR Meetings: setting the pattern 
The meetings of SCAR from l958 to l998 are listed in table 1. Any new 

organization will take time to establish its working practices and SCAR was no 
exception; a sampling of the reports from the early years gives the flavour of those 
times. At the second meeting delegates approved publication of a SCAR Bulletin; 
published in the Polar Record it is widely distributed as a separate booklet and is an 
important source of information, both at the time and as an historical record.  

For the first three meetings, successively held in den Hague, Moscow and 
Canberra in l958 and l959 Working Groups were set up afresh at each Meeting. At IV 
SCAR (1960) the concept of Permanent WGs was introduced; several WGs were in 
operation (called Permanent WGs, but probably equivalent to later Sub-committees). 
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Fifteen National and Union Delegates were present, accompanied by 49 observers 
and advisers (the latter largely constituting the WG members). Thus there was a total 
of 64 participants at IV SCAR in Cambridge, England (l960) for a full 5-day meeting; 
a sizeable contrast to the 300+ participants who attended XXV SCAR in Concepcion, 
Chile. At V SCAR, Wellington, New Zealand (l961), 11 WGs were active. Amusingly 
now, in the computer age, a SCAR Recommendation noted with satisfaction that 
most members were committing their meteorological data to punch cards; the USA 
offered to punch at cost the data of those members without punchcard facilities! At 
VI SCAR, in Boulder, USA (1962), a Special WG on "Forward Scatter Observation in 
the Antarctic during the IQSY" - probably equivalent to a modern Group of 
Specialists with a finite life - was set up to examine a particular problem 

After the first year, l958, delegates' meetings were held annually, but at VIII 
SCAR, in Paris (l964), an ad hoc WG of Delegates decided that the next meeting 
should be in l966, setting a pattern for future biennial meetings. SCAR welcomed the 
Antarctic Treaty "Agreed Measures for the Conservation of Antarctic Fauna and 
Flora" and proposed that Ross Seal and fur seals should be designated Specially 
Protected Species. The SCAR Executive Committee held its first separate meeting in 
New York, Sept l965 (Dr L M Gould was President). IX SCAR, in Santiago, Chile 
(1966), recommended that full SCAR Meetings should be held every 2 years together 
with 2-4 WGs; also that the Executive Committee would meet in alternate years with 
some subsidiary groups present (involving a total about 20-30 persons). The meeting 
drew National Committees' attention to the need to appoint "active research 
workers" to WGs - a concern that was still being expressed at XXV SCAR over thirty 
years later.  

 
SCAR in the l970s 
SCAR continued to evolve in the 1970s. At XI SCAR, in Oslo, Norway (1970), the 

organization and structure of SCAR was reviewed; it was agreed that the Executive 
should revise the SCAR Constitution in light of the discussions; an ad hoc meeting of 
Officers of WGs present agreed to retain the then current WG structure; groups 
would meet in conjunction with regular SCAR meetings every 4 or 6 years. The 
Executive Committee Meeting noted the proposal to initiate a European Antarctic 
Programme 

XII SCAR, in Canberra, Australia (1972), was the first SCAR meeting I attended. 
The Delegates agreed that there should be a paid Executive Secretary for SCAR (in 
addition to the Secretary who was an elected member of the Executive). The WG on 
Biology recommended the Antarctic Treaty  Protected Areas under the "Agreed 
Measures" be divided into 2 categories: Conservation Reserves and Scientific 
Reserves and suggested a need for management plans. (These eventually became 
Specially Protected Areas (SPAs) and Sites of Special Scientific Interest (SSSIs). It also 
showed foresight in noting that "Antarctica can serve as a unique and useful baseline 
for monitoring global pollution" and recommended some monitoring programmes. 
Delegates proposed to establish a Group of Specialists (G of S) on Seals with myself 
as convenor (to facilitate the giving of SCAR advice to the recently signed 
Convention for the Conservation of Antarctic Seals (CCAS) and the promotion of seal 
research); members should "meet as a group of independent scientists rather than as 
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national representatives". A Quaternary G of S would become a G of S on Late 
Cenozoic Studies of the Antarctic, Dr Zinderen Bakker as convenor 

The Executive Committee meeting in July l973 moved towards formalizing the G 
of S in the form that is normal today. There were now 3 such groups - on the Ice Shelf 
Drilling Project under Zumberge; late Cenozoic Studies under Zinderen-Bakker; and 
Seals, under myself. The Executive also received a report of a meeting to establish an 
International Glaciological Programme for the Antarctic Peninsula (GAP) 

At XIII SCAR, at Jackson Hole, USA (1974), a WG on Human Biology & Medicine 
was formally constituted with M J Rivolier as Secretary, bringing the number of WGs 
to ten. A G of S on Scientific and Technical Problems affecting Antarctic 
Telecommunications was disbanded having completed its task. In future such 
matters would be considered by the WG on Logistics (then known as SCARLOG). A 
SCOR-SCAR Polar Oceans Conference (May l974) recommended that "efforts should 
be made to encourage marine ecosystem studies" (SCOR is the ICSU Scientific 
Committee on Oceanic Research).  

The Executive Committee met in June l975 and two significant developments 
were recorded: it discussed the formation of a new G of S on living Resources of the 
Southern Ocean (convenor El Sayed); and it  agreed to respond to a request from VIII 
ATCM for information on the possible environmental effects of mining operations. I 
was to become closely involved in both of these initiatives.  

XIV SCAR, in Mendoza, Argentina (l976), discussed a report from the G of S on 
Living Resources of the Southern Ocean and agreed to establish the BIOMASS 
Programme (Biological Investigations of Marine Antarctic Systems and Stocks); I 
became very closely and actively involved in this. It also agreed to establish the G of 
S on Environmental Impact Assessment of Mineral Resources  Exploration and 
Exploitation in the Antarctic (EAMREA) with J H Zumberge as convenor - on which I 
also served. The WG on Logistics reported on discussions on an American proposal 
for a Cooperative Air Transport System for Antarctica (CATSA). (It should be noted 
that the proposals, based on a generous US offer, were never put into effect, and 
whole question was revisited in April l995 at a SCALOP. 

At XV SCAR, in Chamonix, France (1978), the Federal Republic of Germany 
(FRG) and Poland were admitted as members of SCAR, the first new members since 
SCAR was established in l958 by the original countries taking part in the IGY. 
Executive Committee met in June l979,and the resignation of P Welkner as Vice-
President prompted discussion of need to increase size of Executive and to widen the 
eligibility of election to it beyond the Permanent Delegates.  

 
The l980s 
At XVI SCAR, at Queenstown, New Zealand (l980), the German Democratic 

Republic (GDR - East Germany) was admitted as Member of SCAR subject to 
establishment of a National Committee. The meeting decided to replace G of S on 
EAMREA with new G of S on Antarctic Environmental Implications of Possible 
Mineral Exploration and Exploitation (AEIMEE), with R H Rutford as convenor. The 
Executive Committee meeting in September l981, urged all National Committees to 
appoint Alternate Delegates and to send both Delegates to meetings, beginning with 
XVII SCAR, Leningrad. At XVIII SCAR, at Bremerhaven, FRG (l984), there was a 
proposal for having Associate Members of SCAR discussed for first time; Brazil and 
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India were admitted as Members; and Delegates received an account of plans for an 
ICSU International Geosphere-Biosphere Programme (IGBP). 

The Executive Committee meeting in August l985, commissioned the writer 
Richard Fifield to prepare a text reviewing Antarctic Science, and he submitted a 
draft for consideration. Interest was expressed in a first outline the proposed IGBP 
and a SCAR response was prepared. XIX SCAR (l986) was planned to be held in 
South Africa, but political upheaval led to a decision to move the venue to San Diego 
(l986). The Americans at short notice put on an excellent show.  China was admitted 
to membership. The new category of Associate Member was agreed and would be 
submitted to ICSU for approval. A proposal from the Executive to disband the G of S 
on Southern Ocean Ecosystems and their Living Resources was confirmed; the 
BIOMASS Executive should oversee the programme initiated by this G of S to its 
completion. It was agreed to establish new G of S on Southern Ocean Ecology, 
convenor J C Hureau. For land based biology a new programme, Biological 
Investigations of Terrestrial Antarctic Systems and Stocks (BIOTAS) was supported 
in principle. The establishment of a panel of experts on waste disposal, chaired by J E 
Bleasel, was agreed. Also two new G of S. one on the Lithosphere (convenor I W D 
Dalziel) and the other on Cenozoic Palaeoenvironments (P N Webb convenor), were 
established. A proposal to amalgamate the WGs on Geology and Solid Earth 
Geophysics was rejected, but the groups would work closely together. It was at this 
meeting that the first steps were taken to set up separate arrangements for logistics; 
this move was initiated by P. Wilkness and J Bleazel, both new to Antarctic science 
and logistics, who felt, wrongly in my view, that SCAR was dictating scientific 
programmes to them.  

The Executive Committee met in July l987, when it was noted that Managers of 
National Antarctic Programmes (MNAPs) had met in conjunction with SCAR WG on 
Logistics, a meeting to have great future significance eventually leading to the 
setting-up of a Council of Managers of Antarctic Programmes (COMNAP) with a 
subsidiary body, a Standing Committee on Logistics and Operations (SCALOP). It 
was proposed that a G of S on Environmental Affairs and Conservation (GOSEAC) 
be established, another very significant development, particularly with respect to 
SCAR's relationship to the Antarctic Treaty. Concern was again expressed at the 
growing number of stations on King George Island. At its next meeting in March l988 
the Executive Committee agreed to establish GOSEAC. It also agreed to establish a 
SCAR Steering Committee for the IGBP (co-chaired by C. Lorius and G. Weller). The 
establishment of the International Arctic Science Committee (IASC) was noted. Also 
it was felt that SCAR's public relations needed to be promoted and the holding of an 
Antarctic Science Conference was suggested to raise the profile of Antarctic Science 
among politicians and policy makers, and to stimulate media interest. This was 
SCAR's first venture into such fields.  

Delegates at XX SCAR, Hobart, Tasmania (l988) agreed that the SCAR WG on 
Logistics would be disbanded as soon as the MNAP Group, later to become known 
as COMNAP (the Council of Manager's of Antarctic Programmes), had established 
its Standing Committee on Logistics and Operations (SCALOP). (Both COMNAP and 
SCALOP were said to be "federated" to SCAR). The WG on Upper Atmosphere 
Physics was to be replaced by a WG on Atmospheric Sciences, with three major areas 
of interest: lower, middle and upper atmosphere; M J Rycroft was to be convenor. In 

325



practice this was unworkable because the interests of appointed National 
Representatives did not guarantee adequate cover of each of the three major areas of 
interest. GOSEAC was established, with W N Bonner as convenor. A Planning Group 
for the Antarctic Science Conference was established with G Hempel as chairman; 
the Executive would consider invitations to host the conference from Germany, NZ 
and USA. Discussions were held on a proposed SCAR Global Change Programme. 
Subsequently in June l989 the Executive Committee (June l989) noted that the first 
meeting of COMNAP was to be held in October l989. With establishment of 
SCALOP, the SCAR WG on Logistics would be disbanded. 

 
Some other key persona 
Events in the l990s will be discussed later. But first I should return to mention of 

other people who had a leading role in the evolution of SCAR, and to document the 
growth in its membership.  

Table 2 gives details of the Presidents of SCAR from l958 to l998. Laurence Gould 
was a geologist (?), the Chief Scientist on the first Byrd Expedition and powerful in 
US academic circles as head of the Antarctic IGY Committee. He had access to 
executive and legislative power. Col. Georges Laclavère was Secretary General of the 
International Union of Geodesy & Geophysics (IUGG) with great experience of 
international scientific politics. He had a forceful manner and was determined to put 
science before politics. Dr Gordon Robin is a physicist who did his PhD under 
Oliphant. He first visited the Antarctic in 1947, where I met him nine months later 
when he handed over his base to me! He was a member of the NBS Expedition (l952-
53) and later became Director of the Scott Polar Research Institute, Cambridge. He 
served as Secretary of SCAR from the beginning (for 12 years, the first as Acting 
Secretary) and was President from 1970-74. Professor Tore Gjelsvik, a geologist, is a 
leading Norwegian polar scientist, a former Director of the Norsk Polarinstitutt and a 
member of the Norwegian Academy of Science. Professor George Knox was 
Professor of Zoology at the University of Canterbury, Christchurch, New Zealand 
and is a former President of INTECOL. His personal research is on marine ecology. 
Professor Jim Zumberge, was a geophysicist, sometime President of several 
American Universities, most recently the University of Southern California. Claud 
Lorius, a member of the French Academie of Sciences, is a leading French 
Glaciologist, best known for his collaborative work on the Vostok ice core and the 
light it throws on past world climates. My own personal research has been mainly on 
large marine animals (seals and whales) and on large African mammals 
(hippopotamus and elephant). As a Fellow of the Royal Society, I was formerly 
Director of the British Antarctic Survey and more recently Master of a Cambridge 
College. Tony Rocha-Campos is a Brazilian geologist. Bob Rutford is a geophysicist, 
who was closely involved with the management of the Ross Ice Shelf Drilling Project 
(RISP). He has been President of two American Universities, most recently 
University of Texas, Dallas.  

Robin, Knox, Lorius and Rocha-Campos also served as Secretary of SCAR, Robin 
for 12 years, making him the longest-serving member of the SCAR Executive (20 
years as Secretary, President and Past-President!). Others, not already mentioned, 
who served on the SCAR Executive over the years were, as Secretary: G A Avsiuk, 
USSR; K Birkenmajer, Poland; V Schytt, IGU (Sweden). As Vice President: C R 
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Bentley, USA;  W F Budd, Australia; K E Bullen, Australia; J P de Witt, South Africa; 
F J Davey, New Zealand; Z Dong, China; G Hempel, FRG; E S Korotkevich, USSR; R 
M Martinez Abal, Argentina; O Orheim, Norway; R N M Panzarini, Argentina; P G 
Quilty, Australia; C A Rinaldi, Argentina; P Welkner, Chile; and R W Willet, New 
Zealand all served.  

From l962 the increasing workload on the Secretary was recognized by the 
creation of the position of Executive Secretary, a salaried post. George Hemmen, in 
the Royal Society Administration, served in this capacity, part time for 27 years and 
was followed by Peter Clarkson, full-time since l989.  
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Chapter 15 
 

Master of Saint Edmund's College, 
Cambridge l985-96 
 

 
St Edmunds College arms 

 
Cambridge University is one of the leading Universities in the world.  Its main 
purpose is to foster and develop academic excellence across a wide range of subjects 
and at all levels of study.  Cambridge is a Collegiate institution, one of few such in 
the world.  The Colleges are independent foundations whose main roles are to 
provide a stimulating and broadening educational environment for all their 
members;  to select students for admission in accordance with the University's 
overall plans; to provide undergraduate teaching on an individual or small group 
basis; to provide library and computer facilities for students' work; to look after the 
general welfare of their students, and to provide accommodation, meals, and other 
social amenities; and to support research through the provision of research 
fellowships, and studentships, and in other ways.  The main formal teaching is 
undertaken within the Faculties and Departments of the University, as is research.  
The Departments admit graduate students to undertake research for higher degrees, 
or for taught courses leading to higher degrees,  but each student must obtain a place 
in a College as well.  In fact the quality of the education provided by Cambridge  
depends greatly on the individual care and attention given to students through their 
colleges and the partnership is central to the future development of the University.   
 
My connections with the University had been slight since my graduate student days 
in the l950's and my African experiences. I had been made an Honorary member of 
my College, St Catharine's in l982, but this entailed no more than attending a few 
dinners a year.  Also I have recounted in chapter 16 the negotiations which led to the 
move of British Antarctic Survey (BAS) to Cambridge and the building of the 
Institute on University land on the West Cambridge Site; in this I had been greatly 
helped by the then Secretary General, Dr Ian Nichol.  However, despite these strictly 
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fringe interactions with the University, on 1 July l985 I became Master of St 
Edmund's House, a small graduate College of Cambridge University.  It changed its 
name to St Edmund's "College" in l986, shortly after my appointment., and I will 
refer to it here by this name.  St Edmund's College  is one of five Graduate Colleges 
of the University of Cambridge.  It was founded in 1896 by the fifteenth Duke of 
Norfolk and Baron Anatole von Hugel.  The College is dedicated to St Edmund of 
Abingdon, Archbishop of Canterbury (1233-40) and was until l986 known as "St 
Edmund's House".  It is the only Oxbridge College with a Roman Catholic Chapel. 
 
St Edmund's House became one of the new Graduate Colleges of the University in 
l965.  The Master and Fellows looked after its day to day running but ultimate 
responsibility lay with an Association, which had among its members some of the 
Fellows and several Catholic Bishops.   After having the status of an 'Approved 
Society' for ten years it achieved the more secure status of an 'Approved Foundation' 
in the University in l975.  Then, in l983, the relationship with the Catholic heirarchy 
underwent a significant change, when the ownership and running of the college was 
handed over completely to the Master and Fellows, who then constituted the new 
Association (a limited company under the Companies Acts, l948 to l981). The only 
member of the College who was required to be a catholic was the Dean who had to 
be a priest in holy orders because of his responsibilities for the Chapel services.  
 
The Master, Father John Coventry SJ,  and the more forward-looking Fellows, a 
majority of them catholics, wished to change the emphasis in the College towards 
academic excellence, while maintaining the catholic tradition.  The College intended 
to seek full collegiate status in the foreseeable future, preferably at the time of its 
centenary, l996, which would involve the granting of a Royal Charter.  This would 
have been difficult if not impossible under the previous arrangements.  It was in 
pursuit of these objectives that I was elected.  However, at the time of the transfer of 
responsibility from the former Association to the Master anf Fellows, there had been 
a conflict in the Fellowship and doubts had been expressed about the maintenance of 
the catholic tradition.  Although I did not realise it , this conflict was to break out 
again in the early years of my Mastership and put the fellowship, and above all 
myself,  under some strain. 
 
The College began its life with four students, rising to an average of ten in the early 
part of the twentieth century and then up to 40 by the mid-l960 s. The College had a 
very low profile in the University and when I was a Cambridge student in the l940s 
and l950s I probably didn't know that it existed!  Until St Edmund's became a College 
of the University in l965, students reading for Cambridge degrees had to be admitted 
by other colleges.  Since l965 St Edmund's has been able to admit its own 
postgraduate students and, since l973, undergraduates in two categories - Mature, 
namely over 25 (and now 21) years of age and Affiliated Students who are graduates 
of other universities  permitted to read for the Cambridge BA degree in two rather 
than three years.  Since l969 the College has admitted women as well as men.  Like all 
Cambridge Colleges St Edmund's admits students of all faiths and none, but it is the 
only Oxbridge College with a Roman Catholic chapel. .The students represent some 
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forty countries, giving the College a very strong international flavour.  At the time of 
my election there were about 25 Fellows and some 50 students.  
 
At this point I should mention the collegiate system.  The governance of  each 
Cambridge College is in the hands of the governing body, consisting of the Master 
and Fellows.  Most of the Fellows are University Officers, teaching and conducting 
research in their departments as Lecturers, Readers and Professors.  At the time of 
my election St Edmund's had 25 Fellows , including one Professorial Fellow.  The 
Fellows are elected to the fellowship by the governing body and some hold posts 
within the college for which they are paid a small stipend or honorarium in addition 
to their University salary; these are the College officers and the Tutors.  In St 
Edmund's the College Officers comprised the Vice-Master, the Senior Tutor, the 
Bursar, the Treasurer, the Dean, the Admissions Tutor, and the Secretary of the 
Association.  With the exsception of the Vice-Master their seniority is based on the 
date of their election. In addition there are privileges, such as a daily free lunch or 
dinner; some have rooms in College.  Each year the College elects a few Research 
Fellows, by open competition, who may take part in the committee work,  and there 
are other categories of Fellows - Honorary, Life, Emeritus, and Fellow Commoners 
who are not involved in the governance of the College. The ultimate authority within 
the College is the governing body comprising all other Fellows; it meets two or three 
times a term under the chairmanship of the Master.  The ultimate appeal provided 
for in the Articles outside the College, as in all Cambridge Colleges, was and is to the 
Visitor, in the case of St Edmund's the Archbishop of the Catholic Diocese of 
Westminster, during my Mastership this was Cardinal Hume.  
 
The constitution of the older full Colleges is set out in their Statutes, granted by 
Royal Charter.  St Edmund's, as an Approved Foundation has a constitution known 
as the Articles of Association; it is a limited company under the Companies Acts of 
which the Fellows are "directors" and the Master is "chairman".  These Articles of 
Association are ambiguous in places as we shall see later. Thus the Master's duties 
are not entirely clear, although there is a general catch-all article which states that 
"The Master shall have a general responsibility for the affairs of the College, and for 
maintaining and promoting its efficiency and good order and development in such a 
manner as to further the objects expressed in the Memorandum of Association, and 
for that purpose he may make such provision as he thinks fit in all cases not 
provided for by these Articles or by Ordinances or Resolutions made by the 
Association ".  
 
It means that the Master does not have much real formal authority and the extent to 
which he provides leadership and management is entirely up to him.  This was in 
contrast to my previous experience, for as director of a major research institute I had 
been used to discussing issues with my staff, hearing views and facts and making 
decisions - which I was quite good at.  As Master I soon learned that all major, and in 
some cases, minor issues had to be settled by vote of the Fellows.  This system could 
work quite well if, decisions having been taken by a majority vote, they were 
accepted by the majority, but this was often not the case in the ealy days of my 
involvement.  
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However, I took the chair at all meetings and could discuss problems in advance 
with senior Fellows; this meant that I could have some influence.  I was also expected 
to provide leadership, though this was resented from the beginning by some.  Even 
discussions with the elected College Officers were criticized in the difficult early 
years as promoting a clique within the Fellowship.  Such is the nature of a collegiate 
society!  All colleges' histories provide examples of such difficulties. leading to 
internal divisions.   
 
This appointment arose from my acquaintance with Simon Mitton, a Fellow of St 
Edmund's, whose wife Jacqueline had worked for me at the British Antarctic Survey, 
as Scientific Editor and later Information Officer.  I knew little about the College, but 
Maureen and I had attended two College Guest Nights as the guests of Simon and 
enjoyed those occasions.  Simon wrote to me in May l984 to ask if they could consider 
me in their search for a new Master.  "Although all previous Masters have been 
clergyman, our new consitution allows us simply to appoint the best person for the 
job, and we have therefore decided to break tradition".  He went on to say that "The 
Fellows have assumed that our new Master will view this challenging opportunity as 
a part-time appointment.  The essential requirements are to guide the strategic 
thinking; to represent our interests in Cambridge, as well as nationally and 
internationally; and to chair meetings of the Council and the major committees.  
Beyond that the duties are very much the choice of the individual." "The Heads of 
Houses have many opportunities to participate in wider issues within the University, 
if they are so inclined."  
 
Simon together with the Vice-Master, Geoffrey Cook and the Bursar, Derek Dowson 
came to see me at BAS.  I expressed a guarded interest, but suggested that I would 
not be available in view of my commitments at BAS.  They pressed me to let my 
name stand on the understanding that if elected I would be obliged to obtain the 
consent of NERC before I could accept.  
 
In September Simon organised a lunch party at Cambridge University Press, where 
he worked, and I met more of the Fellowship. The Dean of the College, Michael 
Winter wrote subsequently: "In view of the fact that the college has a long religious 
tradition, I wonder if I might ask what your views are on the general matter of 
religion.  May I ask if you are a member of a christian Church, and regardless of that, 
do you consider that the retention of a religious element in the life of the college 
would be an asset or a hindrance to its development?"  I responded frankly and he 
thanked me for stating my ideas "so clearly and eirenically."  This was a warning to 
me of the problems that lay ahead.  I was an agnostic being considered as the 
eleventh Head of a Roman Catholic College and all my predecessors in the post had 
been priests!  
 
In November Simon wrote again about progress and to tell me that they now had 
new statutes placing the absolute control of the College in the hands of the Master 
and Fellows alone.  They had also set up a separate endowment of £50,000 for 
religious purposes "so that in the future we shall operate with Church and State 

331



clearly separated; that will make policy and strategic planning much clearer."  In 
November too the Vice-Master, Dr Geoffrey Cook wrote formally to ask me to stand 
for election to the office of Master.  He suggested that if I agreed I should come to the 
College for lunch, then to meet the Fellows, individually and in groups of up to 
three, to inspect the grounds and buildings, and to stay for dinner.  Having accepted, 
Simon wrote to say he would miss this occasion and characteristically urged me "not 
to let our handful of reactionaries put you off!" Another warning!  In the event I met 
twelve of the Fellows on 4 December.  It was clear that there was a division of 
opinion on the principle of my election;  in fact three of the Fellows told me that they 
would resign if I were to be elected (and in the event one of them did).  
 
The election procedure continued in the College and in January l985 I was elected 
Master;  the Articles call for a two-thirds majority of the fellows.  I wrote to John 
Bowman, at NERC, explaining the situation, saying,"the extent of the commitment is 
less than I had thought.  Basically in a year there are 11 meetings of the College 
Council and 11 meetings of the Finance and General Purposes Committee.  They are 
held between 5.30 p.m. and dinner.  There is a limited number of other evening 
functions, mostly social.....They would like me to be a presence in the college for up 
to half a day a week in term time and say twice in each vacation..." John replied 
proposing a compromise, in view of developments within BAS, by  deferring my 
starting date with the College until 1 April l986.  (Meanwhile I had other 
responsibilities, and in the course of the negotiations, I had made a trip to the 
Antarctic). After further negotiations this was agreed and the College formally gave 
me leave of absence until 31 March 1986, although constitutionally I became Master 
on 1 July l985.  I would be informally involved with the College in the interval. I 
received a formal letter of appointment from the Bursar; the salary was £5000 and 
there was an expense account of £4000.  In most Colleges there is a Master's Lodge, 
often with house servants and gardeners which is a perk of the Head of House; St 
Edmund's had no Lodge, but there was a small study and bedroom for the Master's 
use - my predecessors had been catholic priests, without families and did not need 
more.  So the material rewards were hardly a consideration in my acceptance! 
 
A notice was published in the Cambridge University Reporter and a Press release was 
issued.  Immediately Professor Nicholas Lash, Professor of Divinity in the University, 
an ex-priest and former Dean of StEdmund's, resigned his Fellowship, accompanied 
by headlines: "Election of 'atheist' Master rocks Catholic graduate college" in the 
Catholic Herald, and "Storm rages around Antarctic appointee".  John Coventry, S J, 
the Master of St Edmund's wrote to the Catholic Herald to put the record straight, 
pointing out that I was not an atheist, supporting the election, objecting to the term 
"Catholic College" used in the piece, and saying that the College was "not the least bit 
rocked" - but the Editor declined to publish his letter.   
 
The other Fellows who had threatened to resign did not!  I was formally inaugurated 
by the Vice-Master as the eleventh Master of the College on 10 August.  I made a 
formal declaration as required by the Articles and in my inaugural speech, among 
other points, I recognised that a minority of the Fellows had reservations about my 
election and expressed regret that I had been the cause of a much publicised 
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resignation.  I hoped that I would be able to dispell most of the residual concerns.  St 
Edmund's was a small, close-knit, friendly community - both an academic 
community and a social grouping, with a broad ecumenical base, a special part of 
which was the Roman Catholic tradition. I did not wish by my actions to diminish 
this tradition and fully concurred in the decision of the Fellowship to make special 
provision for maintaining it.  One of my first functions as Master had been to chair 
the committee that recommended the appointment of the new Bursar and I 
welcomed John Holifield to the College in that post.  At this, my first  service in the 
College Chapel, the Dean, Michael Winter did not welcome me. I could not help but 
think he disappproved of my election.  
 
Why had I stood for election to the Mastership of a small college, and why, as an 
agnostic for many years, had I accepted the headship of a catholic college?  Knowing 
that there were potentially serious problems? And for a derisory stipend?  Well - 
among the reasons were that at the time my retirement from government service, as 
Director of BAS, was approaching; I did not want to become a nuisance to my 
successor, whoever that might be, by hanging around BAS.  I had been too long in 
full-time in administration with little time for research and I felt that I was unlikely to 
make further major contributions to biology.  I had been too long away from 
personal research, owing to the adminstrative burdens and it would be difficult to 
get back into serious research, either in BAS or attached to a University department.  
This was reinforced by the fact that my research interests had always been in field 
work in remote environments, and there would be practical problems in pursuing it 
seriously;  it was not like taking up research in a laboratory again.  I was not 
interested in doing superficial research.  I knew that I was a very good administrator 
and committee chairman and could probably achieve what I set out to do for the 
College.  It was a challenge to bring the Collgege out of the backwater it was in, and 
into the mainstream of the University.  
 
Another factor influencing my decision was that I had been on the fringes of the 
University since the days in Africa, without really understanding how it worked,  
and I thought I would like to see both its collegiate and departmental aspects from 
the inside.  It was one of the leading Universities in the world, a real centre of 
excellence, a concept which had always attracted me.  As a Head of House I would 
have access at a high level to the centre of the University.  Several things in particular 
attracted me to a graduate college and to St Edmund's in particular: its international 
flavour, the relative maturity of its students, the friendly social life and the 
personalities of the Fellows in general, its new primary objective of developing 
academic excellence  and the challenge of developing it, from a relatively low 
baseline,to become a force to be reckoned within the University.  It could only go up!  
 
Also, when our youngest son Andrew graduated from Oxford and took up a job, 
Maureen and I would be "rattling around" in our home and the additional social life 
of a College, with dinners and other events, would not be amiss, particularly for her.  
St Edmund's is one of the few Cambridge Colleges where "spouses" or "partners" are 
encouraged to participate in college life. - another attraction for both of us.  (Even in 
St Catharine's, another very friendly college, spouses are not able to take part). I felt 
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that all in all this would give me a satisfying part-time retirement job that was 
sufficiently undemanding to allow plenty of time to pursue other interests.  I would 
not have been interested in an undergraduate college, even if I had been approached.  
In the event, after my retirement from BAS at the end of April l987,  it became an all-
consuming activity, and for several years left little room for other interests!  Later it 
became more enjoyable and more relaxing.  
 
Initially, however, it was not very demanding for me, as I had formal leave of 
absence.  In the first year of my Mastership I attended social occasions and meetings 
of a few key committees.  In the first year power struggles continued within the 
Fellowship which were a burden for the Vice-Master, Geoffrey Cook, but in the 
second year I became more involved.  These two years coincided with the very 
serious problems over the very survival of BAS, as recounted in an earlier chapter, 
which absorbed much of my energies.  
 
I had chaired the Committee which interviewed candidates for the Bursar's post and 
then attended my first meeting of the Association on 4 September l985, when a 
decision was taken to appoint John Holifield as the new Bursar. His appointment 
began on 1 October l985.  
 
As I have explained, the Vice-Master, Geoffrey Cook, was deputizing for me in the 
early part of my Mastership.  He had a difficult time.  There were three main 
problem areas.  First, there had been the bitter struggle initiated by a minority within 
the Fellowship, comprising Bruce Elsmore, (Senior Tutor), Michael Winter (the 
Dean), David Brading, Julius Lipner (Tutors), and Mary Thatcher, who wished to see 
the practice of electing a Roman Catholic Master continue, despite the fact that I had 
been elected democratically by at least a two-thirds majority and had the public 
blessing of the retiring Master. This continued and grew when I took over.  
 
Secondly, again before I had formally taken up my duties, the problem of the 
Deanship ensued.  Some of the Fellows felt that the Dean was not performing his 
duties satisfactorily and was devoting too much time to his activities as a "peace 
protester" with the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament (CND) and other 
organisations.  He had been in prison for a short time for these activities and it was 
felt that his activities brought discredit on the College.  For these reasons it was 
proposed not to re-appoint him when he came up for renewal of his post; this 
proposal was carried first in the Nominations Committee and then in the 
Association.  Subsequently some Fellows had second thoughts and it was raised 
again in the Nominations Committee by Lipner and Brading ,and the Dean, 
supported by Mr Glazebrook threatened the College with legal action.  (Glazebrook 
was the Director of Studies in Law at another College, and had been a member of the 
former Association, superseded in l983; he had also drafted the College's 
Constitution).  Advice contrary to his, obtained from Queen's Counsel, was that the 
College's statutes were so imprecisely worded that there is considerable ambiguity 
that could only be tested in the courts; (so much for Glazebrook's capability in legal 
matters.)  The ambiguity was over the majority required for re-election, which 
became the proximate issue.  Legal opinion was divided, but it was eventually 
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decided that a simple majority would suffice, rather than three-quarters;  this was not 
tested in law.   
 
Brading had threatened a Visitorial intervention and probably this influenced the 
Fellows, because the new vote on re-election of the Dean  went 12 for and 8 against, 
the remainder abstaining.  The argument of the Dean's supporters, in November l985, 
included as a strong component arguing that the Dean should have received a 
warning and had not been given an opportunity to rectify any failings on his part; 
not to have issued one was a breach of the principles of natural justice.  Subsequently 
Michael Winter resigned his appointment, left the College, married and was expelled 
from the priesthood, bringing some adverse publicity to the College. - sufficient 
comment on him and his supporters!  
 
Thirdly, the previous Bursar (half-time), Derek Dowson, who was also Director of 
Studies in English, was strongly criticised by the dissident clique, and a blatant 
"smear campaign" was mounted against him. .  He had been one of the prominent 
supporters of my candidacy for the Mastership.  Again I was not closely involved, 
but knew of no evidence to support the allegations.  Dowson was malevolently and 
wrongly hounded by the clique  in a manner which sickened many Fellows at the 
time.  The pretext was an allegation that, as a Tutor,  he was not looking after his 
students properly and the evidence was a letter from a single disaffected student.  Dr 
Dowson was never confronted, shown the accusing letter or given an opportunity to 
reply.  However, he mad a more than adequate written defence to the allegations.  
Despite the campaign against him, so far as I could see Dowson had made a major 
contribution to the development of the College. However, there was vicious 
opposition to his re-election, led by Brading, which exposed the fellowship to much 
acrimony and led Dowson to resign; Brading's malignant nature was clearly exposed 
during these events.  Shortly afterwards Chris Moss SJ was elected to the Deanship.  
 
At the St Edmund's Commemoration in November, Dr Brading, one who had 
opposed my election and was to become the leader of the opposition to me, gave an 
address.  It contained no reference to the new Master, but made negative comments 
about the course of the College, which was exhorted "not to lose its birthright for a 
mess of potage".  (Another, wittier, Fellow later said that "failure to evolve would be 
to squander that birthright for a potted message").  He continued to make negative 
comments about the Fellowship as a whole and was "bitter and twisted" when 
several of his candidates for election to the Fellowship did not meet with approval!  
The dissident group claimed that they were excluded from office and that their 
talents were not used by the College.  This seemed illogical to me as, of their number, 
one had been excluded from office in recent years by illness (Mary Thatcher), two 
had indicated their wish not to hold office (David Brading and Julius Lipner), and 
one expressed a strong wish to step down from the office of Senior Tutor (Bruce 
Elsmore). 
 
In May l987 I had retired from the Directorship of BAS and was able to give more 
attention to matters at St Edmund's.  The performance of the Bursar was giving 
considerable cause for concern and I was under pressure from all sides - Fellows, 
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students and staff - to do something about it.  This I was reluctant to do, because 
Holifield had become friendly with the dissident group and action to control him 
might could be expected to exacerbate the continuing tense situation in the 
Fellowship.  
 
[During the year however, there were some enjoyable occasions to offset the gloom 
and despondency.  For example had a visit from the Duke of Edinburgh as 
Chancellor of the Univ ersity in July and in October we received the College's Grant 
of Arms at a splendid ceremony.   
 
By October l987, however, alarming trends were noticed in the l986/87 College 
Accounts and matters were coming to a head in the relations between the Bursar, the 
College staff, students and some of the Fellows.  The Dean, Chris Moss, wrote to me 
about the problem .  He had been approached by a group of the staff and there were 
two areas of concern: First still none of the staff had proper contracts, and the 
situation of the lowest paid staff gave cause for concern.; this involved dissatisfaction 
about the conditions and rates of pay, lower rates for special events and unsocial 
hours were considered to be exploitative.  One staff member claimed that for 13 
hours extra work his take home pay was only £8 more; the assistant chef claimed that 
for working 5 days and 5 nights he had been paid only an extra £18.  There were 
formal complaints about "time off in lieu" of overtime payments. The domestic and 
kitchen staffs were treated differently in respect of the rewards for their work and 
there was little consistency.  Not being aware of their resentment I had written to the 
staff to thank them for their contribution to the success of these events, including the 
visit in July from the Duke of Edinburgh;  this did not go down at all well! 
 
Secondly the attitude of the Bursar towards them was resented.  They claimed that 
there was manifest unfairness in his differential treatment of the various members of 
staff.  He had persecuted at least two members of the domestic staff.  It was alleged 
that the Gardener, Paul Hinton, was constructively dismissed, being forced to sign a 
letter of resignation provided by the Bursar.  He had received no written warning 
about his allegedly inadequate performance.  He sought legal advice and the College 
met his claim.  There were numerous reports of the Bursar being rude and 
inconsiderate to members of staff, students and visitors; although difficult to verify 
the Dean had him self experienced such rudeness.  In two instances he claimed he 
had queried a judgement the Bursar was making; the latter was alleged to have 
become abusive, bawling at the top of his voice.  I had similar letters from several 
staff, including the Housekeeper, a rather formidable "character" called Sylvia Merry 
who had been with the College for some time.  She had still not been issued with a 
job description, agreed orally in my presence between the Bursar and herself in m y 
presence in February, when I was attempting to resolve the problems. Later she came 
to me in tears to say she was resigning because she could no longer put up with the 
Bursar's overbearing attitude. However, it must be said that I also had a letter from 
Julia Rees, the senior member of the College Office claiming that the office staff were 
"not dissatisfied, but completely the opposite"  
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As mentioned above, the end of year accounts l986/87, gave cause for concern and 
the potential consequences for the College of inadequate control and 
mismanagement of its affairs, including the financial consequences were alarming.  
This led me to embark on an arduous and detailed enquiry.   
 
I set up a Working Party to look into the pay and conditions for College staff, 
consisting of myself, as Chairman, the Vice-Master, Geoffrey Cook and the Secretary 
of the Association, Bernadette O'Flynn.  The group also had a wider remit - to 
investigate the College's financial situation about which there was cause for concern; 
it held its first meeting on 5 November. By mid-November I was sending a memo to 
the Bursar to ask for information and data on wages and payments to staff, 
particulars of work and work rotas for each person, and statement of overtime paid.  
I explained that we needed to draw up good working procedures for the future.  I 
wrote that I did not mean it as a reflection on his work; I thought he was serving the 
College well as Bursar and if there were deficiencies I must share the blame.  The 
Working Party was also looking to set up a proper complaints procedure for the 
future, including his protection from unsoundly-based allegations.  We were looking 
at the need for detailed advance estimates from the various spending departments, 
including the College committees,"so that proper budgets and budget control will be 
possibnle and spending decisions made on less of an ad hoc basis - a necessary and 
overdue review of the way we do things"  He would have an opportunity to study 
and discuss the provisional conclusions with the Working Party, and we might 
possibly involve him in discussions at an earlier stage than that.   
 
I notified the Association in November that I was setting up the Working Party.  
Subsequently I repeately made clear to the Association the action I was taking and it 
was not challenged.  My intention was to act with discretion and not expose Holifield 
to a broader more public enquiry, in contrast to the way in which he had hiumself 
dealt with the junior staff.  
 
However, Holified continued to decline to cooperate and refused to accept that I had 
any authority over him.  The Working Party had a substantive meeting with the 
Bursar on 25 January, when I made some notes on my summing up of the discussion: 
 
There was a fundamental difference in interpretation between the Working Party and 
the Bursar about his role and performance of his duties and the original intention in 
appointing him was not being met.  He was showing a too-detached and academic 
attitude to his duties, a distancing of himself from his responsibilities; for example he 
avoided planning, budgets, dealing with staff face-to-face, and giving them contracts, 
because this involves difficult discussions.  The result was a complete lack of 
managerial control.  In particular the engagement of staff was done on a wrong basis, 
not being based on individual negotiation, agreed understanding pf pre-specified 
terms and conditions - determined by the employer.  In certain instances he allowed 
staff too much latitude and power of self-determination.  The agreed written 
particulars of employment had still not been issued; staff still determined their own 
terms, which led to much unnecessary argument and misinterpretation.  Grievances 
held by the staff were the result.  The contract issue was not just window-dressing, 
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but a basic practical requirement.  His whole attitude to the employer-employee 
relationship needed to change.  He should manage and control situations, not leave it 
to staff to determine their work as suited them.  He was inconsistent, interfering with 
some, not with others  He was acting like a paternalistic squire, giving cash-in-hand 
bonuses and salary increments outside the normal review dates and without 
authority.   
 
At a meeting of the Association on 15 February l988, I reported on the Working 
Party's progress in investigating the l986/87 accounts and the problems raised by 
staff about their employment conditions.  By now we were becoming very concerned; 
there had been six meetings with the Bursar present, and much work had been done 
in between them, providing considerable evidence on the state of affairs which was 
very damaging to the Bursar.   The half-yearly accounts for December l987 showed a 
continuing alarming trend.  I emphasised the need for proper estimates and 
budgetting in order to tighten up on expenditure and the need for vigilance and care 
in accounting.  Professional advice was being sought about working arrangements in 
the Kitchen.  
 
Matters continued to deteriorate; I invited Fellows to meet with me to talk about the 
issues and between 23 February and 8 March I had five meetings with groups of 
them and some correspondence. Then on 16 March, having taken legal advice, in the 
light of Employment legislation I issued a warning letter to the Bursar.  I had 
consulted an eminent authority on employment law, and also had the advice of 
Bernadette O'Flynn, who as a senior member of the University with responsibilities 
for personnel, was well informed.  I had acted procedurally as established by case 
law and recommended in the -----(ACAS) Code of Practice in such cases.  I had 
myself some relevant experience from my time at BAS.  I had done my best to help 
John Holifield; I even asked two colleagues in the fellowship to take him out for a 
drink - to attempt to remove possible feelings of lack of confidence.   
 
The warning matterformally recorded the result of the enquiry by the Working Party 
into the problems raised by staff and into the administration of the College.  I 
summarised the nature of his unsatisfactory performance. First concerning staff: the 
failure to issue writen particulars of employment and job descriptions to staff, 
despite repeated reminders, the failure to make annual salary reviews and making 
various kinds of ad hoc additional payments to staff without authority; a lack of 
regulation and control of overtime, particularly for the higher paid staff, resulting in 
other staff feeling that a double standard was in operation; a twofold increase in the 
cost of garden maintenance in l986/87, through using contractors instead of 
appointing a gardener to replace the one who left. Second a lack of planning and 
managerial control: no pproper budgets preopared; overspending on the garden; a 
14% increase in staff wages over l985/86 and an increase in the Kitchen account costs 
of 34% over the previous year; figures well in excess of agreed cost-of-living 
increases paid to staff. Laxity on fee and bill collection had led to an increase of 53%  
in debts owed by members of  the college; a 130% increase in the bank overdraft 
between the two years; unacceptably large fees paid to the architect for preliminary 
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work on drawings for the development; lack of prop[er vouchers for petty cash 
payments.  
 
Third, a lack of forecasting of cash needs, the most serious consequence being a need 
to withdraw from the Building Fund at short notice some £63,000 as a 'loan' to the 
Current Account; the Treasurer was not aware of this problem until it had reached 
crisis proportions.  This only emerged in the course of the Working Party's 
investigation. , an unacceptable practice Fourth, he had been giving cash-in-hand 
payments to staff, when tax should have been deducted beforehand.  
 
Fifth, his attitude to staff and students had led to grievances and resentment.  
Although the complaints were difficult to verify they came from all sides. . 
 
I outlined the improvement in performance expected, including stock control, 
inventories, general improvements in financial control and in relations with staff and 
students.  I gave him a timescale of three months to demonstrate some improvement, 
when a review of progress would be made.  Insufficent improvement could lead to 
more serious action which could include steps leading to his dismissal from the post 
of Bursar.  I offered him a right of appeal within ten days against the disciplinary 
warning.  
 
He responded in a brief letter repudiating the central charge that the performance of 
his duties had been unsatisfactoryand that he had not shown himself to be capable of 
discharging his responsibilities competently.  He did not accept the acuracy, balance 
or fairness of many of the detailed points made in my letter.  He would send full 
details of his responses when they had been prepared and assembled.  He did not 
accept that an appeal must be made within 10 days or in any way other than 
provided by his terms of employment, in accordance with Section 1 of the 
Employment Protection (Consolidation) Act l978. 
 
The sending of the warning letter rsulted in an escalation of the struggle.  The 
dissident Fellows claimed that I had no authority to give the Bursar a written 
warning and had acted unconstitutionally. One of them had earlier written to me to 
advise against a formal warning.  His main point he said was that a negative or 
punitive approach would not work, including the issue of a formal warning.  He 
considered that if the Association wanted to give the Bursar the sack then they 
should so so now.  A formal warning would be perceived by the Bursar as a prelude 
to his removal.  He would not react by improving his performance, but would 
become depressed and upset, with further deterioration in his job performance and 
conceivably on his health.  His philosophy was to use positive stimu, we were not 
dealing with a young graduate trainee who could be told to pull his socks up.  His 
main recommendation was that the College insist that he improve his professional 
qualifications by attending an appropriate management course.  He wrote: "My 
impression is that he is used to doing things in an intuitive sort of way without any 
system, and that somehow this habit must be changed."  and "It is not easy for a man 
in his fifties to change his ways; but we should give him  the chance, and my view is 
that the chance should be presented in the form of an opportunity to become a more 
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professional performer." "There are without doubt other ways in which the principle 
of positive stimulus can be applied."  Finally he suggested that there might be 
underlying medical problems.  "Was there any sign of that in the medical he took on 
appointment?  Should he be encouraged to see a psychotherapist."  Seen from my 
position, however, the problem was that we were in a crisis situation which 
demanded rapid action and it was clear to me that Holifield was unlikely to reform.  
As to the medical I had discovered that he had omitted reference to a previous 
medical condition, involving mental stress, which had we known of it, would 
probably have prevented us from offering him the job.  It was later to emerge that he 
was being treated for drug dependency acquired in treated the earlier condition, and 
which could explain his mood swings between euphoria/aggression and depression.  
 
A point seized upon by the opposition was that he had been elected into a 
Fellowship.  (This had been required by the Articles, as a consequence of his being 
appointed to the Bursarship.)  It was a seriously complicating factor.  My view, 
strengthened by the legal advice I received was that the Bursar was first and 
foremost, subject to a contract of employment, a contract that had been drawn up by 
Bernadette O'Flynn and was exactly the same as for University Officers.  But for this 
employment he would not have been a Fellow and the relationship Master/Bursar 
was consequently quite different from the normal relationship Master/Fellow.  Of 
course I could not constitutionally have given a written warning to a Fellow; the 
Articles make provision for the appropriate course of action in that case.  The Master 
has supervisory powers over the Bursar as an employee of the College first and 
foremost and this was spelt out in the Bursar's Particulars of Employment and job 
description.  In June l985, before the Bursar's appointment the Association had 
discussed and accepted a report recommending that the Bursar should report 
directly to the Master; it was included in the job advertisement and the job 
description.  The Bursar had not been given unrestricted delegated authority, as he 
was claiming, and no standing orders had been made on this subvject. Article 11 
gives the MAster power to exercise a supervisory role  and was intended for this 
purpose; Article 22(i)b makes clear that the Bursar shall comply with the instructions 
of the Master so that the Master can perform his duties.  The Bursar on many 
occasions had not complied with my instructions.  Article 22 (ii) is severe in its 
intention in this situation and gives the Master draconic powers over the Bursar, 
although he would after the event have to justify their exercise to the Association. .  
The Association itself was not in a position directly to exercise a supervisory or 
disciplinary function which was manifestly required in the current circumstances.  
 
Another of the opposition group made the point that before a formal warning was 
issued he should have a right to defend himself against specific charges in public, i.e. 
before the Fellowship, should he so desire.  "This will have the added benefit of 
apprising him of the seriuousness of the situation, if that be necessary." In my 
response I wrote that I did not feel that the issuing of a personal and confidential 
letter outlining the basis of my concern and making provision for an appeal, if 
desired, could be unjust.  There were real matters of substance  and ultimately it was 
my responsibility as Master to mainitainefficiency and good order.  If John appealed 
and won, this was not the first step leading to his dismissal.  If he is given the 
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opportunity to defend himself against specific charges before the Fellowship , and 
loses, his position immediately becomes much more serious.  In my view that would 
be more insensitive and unjust.  In any case Holifield was clearly aware that he was 
entitled to  raise a complaint to the Association and had chosen not to do so; nor did 
he subsequently choose to follow this route. 
 
The opposition invoked Articles 18 and 20 which are intended for the removal of a 
Fellow/Officer and only for gross misconduct.  They do not offer a procedure for day 
to day supervision and are not a disciplinary route.  A disciplinary warning is 
expressly for the purpose of seeking improvement in the performance of the person 
warned.  Contrary to what some Fellows claimed and had been telling others, the 
Bursar had not been dismissed and I was not seeking such power.  
 
The Bursar did not follow the greivance procedure, which formed part of his 
conditions of service on appointment.  It provides for raising a greivance with the 
Master,  and if not satisfied with the result, to lay a complaint before the Association.  
Instead, on 16 April the Bursar  wrote an insubordinate letter, disputing my 
authority, disagreeing with some of the interpretations made in my warning letter 
and offering a few new facts.  This letter did not constitute an appeal, nor an 
invocation of the first part of the greivance procedure, and in any case even if it did, 
he did not proceed to the next stage and did not seek to involve the Association.  
 
Next the Bursar wrote to me after taking legal advice.  He said that he was unclear 
about the status of the working party and had "treated the whole exercise as a group 
of three interested members of the College attempting to bring themselves up to date 
on sepcific aspects on the running of the College so as to assist with some 
constructive ideas as to its running."  He believed that the working party was 
unconstitutional and invoked the Article that relates to the Master ot any three 
Fellows serving a formal complaint to the Association, concerning his employment as 
an Officer of the College.  This relates to Fellows and points to another article which 
is concerned with coinduct that renders him "unfit to be a Fellow of the College".  
This could lead to suspension, an Appeal to the Visitor, who could terminate the 
suspension or declare the Fellowship vacated.  It is a much less sensitive way of 
dealing with such a situation , than the one I had followed.  
 
He wrote that he did not accept the criticisms in my letter, did not consider the time 
scale of three months reasonable to improve his performance, because it would take 
longer than this to show a change.  "I will continue to carry out my duties the way I 
consider that I always have done, that is for the good of the College while balancing 
all the many and complicated issues with which I have to deal." 
 
He attached a fourteen page (double-spaced) paper of comments on my 16 March 
letter.  This is an attempted exoneration of his actions, drawing continually on a 
supposed delegation of duties "under the Ordinances of the College and the Articles 
of Association." While he had some reasonable points of clarification to make (which 
he had neglected to make to the Working Party earlier) it was in general and only 
superficially an apparently plausible and reasonable justification    In effect he 
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claimed, as Bursar, full delegated authority under the Articles and Ordinances to 
take any action he saw fit, without consultation  with anyone. Repeatedly his 
comment was  on the lines of "I will bear these comments in mind and consider 
them."  He blamed much of the problem on the expansion of the College since he 
took up the appointment, and the fact that in some areas procedures had not been in 
place before.  It was written on the assumption that the Bursar is the "Chief 
Executive" in the College and the Master a mere figutrehead.  
 
This was followed on 25 April by a letter from the five dissenting Fellows, headed by 
Bruce Elsmore, taking me to task.  "we would never have imagined that a Master of a 
Cambridge College would write to a Fellow or Officer in such a peremptory and 
hostile fashion.  Our chief concern, however, is to express our disquiet at the way in 
which you conceive and have exercised your authority as Master. "  I had set up the 
Working Party without obtaining authorisation from the Association.  Its mode of 
operation was essentially inquisitorial. The governance of the College is invested in 
the Association, the Master and Fellows collectively.  College Officers are directly 
responsible to the Association.  I did not have the right to set up ad hoc working 
parties to investigate the conduct of individual Fellows or Officers, still less to issue 
formal warnings of dismissal.  No formal proceedings can be instituted without 
recourse to the procedures set out in the two relevant Articles.  (I have earlier 
explained how much more draconian these are than my formal warning). It totally 
ignored the requirements of Employment Law, so that, if the relevant Articles had 
been invoked and the judgement had gone against the Bursar, he could not have 
been dismissed by the Association, without going through the lengthy procedures of 
warning, opportunity to improve etc.   
 
They judged that "it will be necessary for you to frame a written statement which will 
clarify the constitutional pprinciples at issue.  Such a statement should include the 
follwoinbg three points: 1. Withdrawal of the letter to Holifield as unouthorised;  2. 
Confirmation of the principle that College Officers are directly responsible to the 
Association;  3.  Acknowledgement that the Master has no right to institute 
proceedings against any Fellow or Officer without prior authorisation of the 
Association and in accordance with the procedures set out in Articles 18 and 20.  Our 
purpose in all this is not to provoke controversy, but to prevent further conflict."  
 
In the light of the tone of this letter and of the previuous meetings I had had with 
them I declined to meet with them.  Elsmore wrote on 9 May to say that they would 
have no other course available but to raise the issues at a fiull meeting of the 
Association.  I wrote that a  discussion before their letter was sent would have been 
acceptable to me. However, as I totally rejected the points made in tat letter, and in 
view of the provocative and threatening statements  it contained I felt that no useful 
purpose could be served by such a meeting.  I regretted that further conflict seemed 
inevitable.  
 
On 21 May I received an invoice from the Bursar for a private party that I had held 
five months earlier and had repeatedly requested - a further example of 
incompetence.  
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On t23 May l988 the Association met.  It was almost exclusively concerned with these 
matters and other business was deferred to a later meeting.  The five moved a 
resolution: 
 
"That the Association re-affirm that: 
 
(a) Under its Articles and Ordinances College Officers are appointed by the 
Association and are directly responsible to the Fellows Council (Ord,VIII (6), X (2), 
XI,l.  
 
(b) No committee under whatever name dealing with College affairs should be 
established without the authorisation of the Fellows Council or the Association.  
 
(c) The only proceedings or inquiries into the conduct and performance of any 
Officer or Fellow that may be instituted by any committee or other body of persons 
within the College are those constituted in accordance with Articles l8 and 20 of the 
Association." 
 
They requested a vote by ballot with two tellers. The Association voted against the 
appointment of two tellers, as contrary to the implication of the statement from the 
five, there was no provision in the Articles for this.  
 
The resolution and the reasons for it were discussed in detail.  As I wished to refer to 
the issue which gave rise to the resolution presented asked the Bursar under Article 5 
(ix) to leave the meeting, but the Bursar objected and on a show of hands it was voted 
that he should remain, which iwas clearly in conflict with Article 5 (ix).  I then read 
out a detailed statement of the background issues , the matter under consideration 
and the consequences to the College of continued acrimony and dispute.  Among the 
points I made were : I announced the setting up of the Working Party in November 
l987.  Why was I not challenged then if it was thought to be unconstitutional?  I gave 
progress reports to the Association but not in detail; I did not wish publicly to expose 
his weaknesses before giving him the opportunity to put matters right. .  The Bursar 
accepted the findings of the Working Party at its final meeting, and so my final oral 
report to the Association had indicated that there were deficiencies, but let the Bursar 
off lightly.  He had then chosen to dispute my very lenient statement to the 
Associaition in  February, from which the rest had followed. At the series of informal 
meetings with Fellows I had made my intention to issue a warning letter clear. Only 
three fellows had questioned my intention to take disciplinary action, two on the 
grounds that it might lead to the Bursar's early resignation, one felt that it was unjust.  
Dr Brading, (the ringleader of the opposition to me) had not taken part in these 
meetings and made no effort to familiarise himself with the facts of the case.  He did 
not attempt to raise the matter until the letter of 25 April.  
 
The whole matter was complicated by employment law.  The College was bound not 
only by the Articles, but also by the Employment Protection (Consolidation) Act 
(l978) which gives an employee the right to a disciplinary procedure not expressed in 
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the Articles (of Associaition) l8 and 20.  What this means is that if the Associaition 
went through all the procedures  in Articles 18 and 20, suspended the Fellow/Offcer 
who then had an appeal rejected by the Visitor, in law Article 18 would be invalid.  
The disputaceous Fellows were well aware of this, from the earlier Winter case.  
Thus, the Emp[loyment Protection Act overrides the Articles in the case of a salaried 
Officer of the College and provides much greater protection than the Articles do.  If 
the College wished to dismiss a salaried Officer accepted procedures must be 
followed, invoking as a first step a written warning.  If that is acted upon there is no 
need to activate more serious procedures such as called for under Articles 18 and 20. 
The College must assure its position b y taking the necessary steps both under the 
law as well as under its Articles.  
 
The Bursar had not chosen to seek redress for his grievance as provided for under his 
terms and conditions of employment.  
 
No sensible person could doubt that it was more just to issue a warning, with an 
indication of the improvement expected, so that the person warned could take action 
to improve and so avaoid dismissal, than to go straighjt to the full dismissal 
procedure without a warning.  This is exactly what Dr Elsmore and the others had 
demanded in the case of the former Dean, Michael Winter.  In the specific case of the 
Bursar's alleged shortcomings I maintained therefore , and had been legally advised 
on grounds of constitutional and employment law, that I had done nothing wrong in 
issuing a disciplinary warning.  I had been guided solely by the need to protect the 
interests of the College and not at all by personal animosity. I sought a clear rejection 
of the resolution and a vote of confidence confirming my interpretation of the 
situation and the real though limited authority of the Master. 
 
To this end I proposed an amendment to the resolution:  
 
"Recognizing the ambiguity and conflicting terms in several of the College's Articles 
and Ordinances and the impracticability of the uncritical application of Ordinances 
VIII.6, X.2 and XI.l, and also the impracticability under the Employment 
(Consolidation) Act (l978) the direct application of Articles 18 and 20 , except in cases 
of gross misconduct; recognizing also the authority vested in the Master under 
Article ll and the need for disciplinary procedures where gross misconduct is not 
alleged; the Association 
 
1.  Affirms the general responsibility given to the Master under Article ll(i) and 
recognizes the need for a complimentary authority to  enable him to accept this 
responsibility and discharge his duties;  
 
2.  Confirms this authority as a supervisory role in relation to the Bursar; intends that 
the Bursar be directly responsible to him, and through him to the Association as 
stated in his job description; and that he may investigate his performance and 
exercise disciplinary powers in line with established codes of practice;  
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3.  Confirms that the Master has no power to dismiss any Fellow or Officer without 
the authority of the Association."  
 
The amendment was voted on by secret ballot and carried by 11 votes in favour, 10 
against and 2 abstentions.  This was of course very disappointing to me.  However, 
four Fellows unable to attend the meeting had written to express their support for 
my position.  Two Fellows approached me and said that they had voted against my 
amendment because they felt sorry for the Bursar, but stressed that they supported 
me!  Therefore, although disappointed by the close vote, it was  a majority which was 
sufficient and the true feeling in the Fellowship was at least 15 approving my actions, 
as against 10 disapproving (some of whom were clearly influenced by sympathy for 
Holifield, not antipathy to me).   
 
Paul Luzio, later to become a very successful Senior Tutor of the College, who was 
currently working at EMBL in Heidelberg, was one of those who had written in 
advance of the meeting that he was disappointed to hear about the problems I was 
having.  He wished to express his full support for my leadership and the directions in 
which I was trying to develop our activities.  Simon Mitton, the Treasurer, later to 
become Bursar, sent a friendly note to say that he was very distressed at the 
behaviour of some of the Fellows.  I had given an excellent presentation at the 
meeting, but some simply didn't want to hear it.  He supported me and would 
continue to press for the advancement of the College through robust management.  
He suspected that some of those opposed or abstaining would have voted down the 
Brading/Elsmore resolution  because it was provocative.  Eckhard Kaufman, a 
German Research fellow had also written before the meeting to say he could not 
attend, but expressed confidence in my Mastership and the actions I had taken.   
 
I also had a number of other letters, some supportive, others neutral, but concerned. 
There was shortly to be a party to mark the retirement of David Wallace, a founder 
Fellow (later elected the first Life fellow of the College on reaching retiring age), was 
concerned that I should feel free to cancel his retirement party in view of the 
conflicts.  I did not feel that this was necessary.  His wife Margaret also wrote 
supportively adding a personal note to David's. "Given the flavour of the recent 
episode, it would be understandable if you wished to retire as Master: after all the 
College is only one of your many interests.  However, as a Founder Fellow like 
David, but of another young College, it seems to me that such episodes are part of 
the growing pains of young colleges, and that what this one needs is your experience 
to help it through them to a more mature way of working together.  We would both 
be sorry to lose you, and Maureen".  This was a considerable support as they were 
both catholics, long established in the College and highly respected.  
 
Michael Hambrey (subsequently appointed to a chair at Liverpool) wrote to reaffirm 
his fullest support and to urge me not to take a hasty decision about resigning, 
bearing in mind that I got a majority, not to mention the four who supported me by 
letter.  It was clear to him that "at least some Fellows who voted against the motion at 
my end of the table were confused and not treating it as a vote of confidence in you. 
This is particularly true of the newer Fellows who have not been through the 
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traumatic arguments of the last few years, and therefore have little concept of the 
damage some of the signatories of the motion have inflicted on the Fellowship.  I 
think you will find that once they have thought through what they have done they 
will give you their support.  The feeling I have at present , knowing that you are 
considering whether or not to resign, is that without you the College's future is 
indeed bleak.  It will be seen to espouse incompetence, to apply double standards 
and be utterly narrow in outlook    if this is to be part of the College's future path, 
then I do not wish to be part of it.  After all the effort and really positive results you 
have achieved, for which I am immensely grateful, I will be deeply saddened if such 
a vociferous minority can have such a devastating effect on the College.  I hope and 
pray you will continue as Master".  
 
Helen Mason wrote to tell me that she had abstained on the vote because there was 
not time to make a valued judgement on the resolution and amendment proposed.  
She was not prepared to make a choice on personal grounds of loyalty to one set of 
Fellows or another.  She had respect for all the Fellows on both sides of the debate, 
but it was wrong of both sides to force a confrontation which could only destroy the 
Fellowship.  It was unfortunate that I had interpreted the letter from my critics as a 
challenge rather than as a starting position for negotiation.  My amendment was 
suggesting changes to the Articles without being specific. "Had you asked for a vote 
of confidence I would have voted for you.  I think that St Edmund's could not have a 
better Master - but I was not prepared to make a decision about the constitution of 
the College, without careful consideration and prior warning".  She was concerned 
that the wounds inflicted at the meeting were so severe that it was difficult to know if 
they could ever be healed. She felt that the five critics positions were not entrenched 
and they were not bitter and vindictive. Cambridge seemed to breed strong but 
difficult personalities!  
 
The six current Visiting Fellows (senior visitors of Professorial status, who are not 
members of the Governing Body, but some of whom had a long association with the 
College) were aware that there were serious problems in the Fellowship.  They wrote 
tactfully to express their concern and also that it was "regrettable that confidential 
discussions which take place in the Association and Committee Meetings quickly 
become known to the student body.  We are unsure whether or not this is associated 
with the difficulties mentioned above.  In any case, the apparent lack of 
confidentiality could erode the authority of the Association and is reflected , on 
occasion, in a lack of respect for rules, regulations and reasonable behaviour". They 
recognised and applauded what had been achieved in recent years and trusted that 
such progress could continue.  I took this as an expression of support.  (I was in no 
doubt that the leaking of confidential papers and information had been the work of 
my critics; it had backfired here).  
 
I also had a letter from the four members of the Executive of the Combination Room, 
representing the student body.  It had come to their attention, via rumours which 
were currently rife within the College, that there was a major disagreement amongst 
the Fellowship.  "Whether these rumours are true or not, or indeed which of the 
rumours are true, is not our concern.  However, be assured that , should you require 
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it, you have the full support of the CR Executive.  Furthermore we are sure you also 
have the support of the majority of the Student Body of the College."  This too was 
heartening at a very depressing time for me and also indicated that the rumour-
mongering of my critics had backfired.  
 
I was constrained not to let down my supporters, particularly Geoffrey Cook (Vice-
Master) and Bernadette O'Flynn (Secretary of the Association), who had put in many 
hours on Working Party business, particularly to establish to facts of the financial 
maladministration. In the light of the written expressions of support and many more 
conveyed in conversation I felt able to continue, though with a heavy heart.  I was 
also aware that these traumatic events had been unpleasant for Maureen, to whom it 
was anathema and who, while not at all concerned in the affairs of the College, had 
been ostracised in certain quarters because of her association with me, something she 
was very unused to (although reminiscent of events in Kenya many years ago).   
 
I had a letter from Bruce Elsmore expressing concern about "that dreadful meeting ".  
He explained that he had opposed my election as Master on the grounds that "the 
step pf goiing from the previous succession of Masters in Holy Orders to one who is 
a disbeliever was too large for St Edmund's at that time in its development", but 
when outvoted he had accepted the majority view; there was no connection between 
the recent disputes and the earlier issues.  He was distressed that I had expressed the 
view that there was some sinister connection between the events. He took up again 
the point about Fellows "not being paid employees, answerable to a boss figure who 
pulls the strings and runs the joint".  All this talk about the Employment Protection 
Act was an insult to him and a complete violation of the spirit of the Articles. The 
College should be run in a way based on trust and friendship. This was a gross 
travesty of my position and of course John Holifield was one Fellow who was a paid 
employee. It completely ignored all the valid points I had made about thre need for 
sound management of the College and the need to conform with employment 
legislation  It also overlooked the way that the previous Dean and the previous 
Bursar had been treated by the Fellowship, and so struck me as having an element of 
hypocrisy.  I felt sorry for Bruce, who is a gentle soul, and thought he had been used 
by the more forceful of my critics.  As the senior Fellow involved in the opposition 
Bruce was to become the figurehead of further actions by my critics, including 
bringing serious allegations about me in a petition to the Visitor.   
 
The next development came two weeks later.  On 6 June I had a meeting with my 
five critics; if I withdrew they would withdraw their resolution;  the Association 
should appoint  another Committee to look at the Bursar's performance.  I suggested 
that I make a statement to the Association - to the effect  that I had spoken with them 
in order to try to explain and discuss differences.  Although the basic difference 
remained  concerning the Master's authority vis-a-vis the Bursar, we should agree to 
look ahead  and try to work together...etc. Brading by his silence and Lehman in 
words disagreed.  I received two letters from Brading on the following day.  He said 
that our meeting had made clear to him that the controversy derived from two 
opposing principles.  For his part he accepted the Articles and Ordinances as the 
body of law by which the College had to be governed.  For my part I asserted that 
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national legislation had superior weight and has thus superseded the Articles and 
ordinances.  He (and other Fellows) defined the Bursar as primarily a Fellow and 
Officer of the College; (I defined him as primarily an employee of the College, his 
Fellowship derived from this.  His rights and contract were defined by reference to 
national legislation).  Members of the Association possess copies of the Articles and 
Ordinances, but few, if any, have read the Employment Act.  
 
He wrote that if the matter "drifts on without further clarification, it may well 
provoke further acrimony within the College.  The solution may well be an appeal to 
the Visitor for a ruling. This would end the matter since the Visitor's decision could 
only be challenged in the courts and I find it difficult to imagine a situation where 
such an appeal would be lodged..."  
 
He suggested however, that I might care to pursue another route - for me to request 
the Association to change Ordinance XI.l so as to make the Bursar directly 
responsible to the Master.  "It would then be open to me to make a written case for 
such a change.  This seemed a rather cheeky proposal!  In the meantime he said that 
"it was essential that my amendment be quashed". To settle the matter swiftly he 
enclosed a letter framed in the light of legal advice, which he trusted I would 
forward to the College Solicitors.  "You should not interpret all this as a challenge to 
your rightful authority, still less as a move to provoke further acrimony, but simply 
as a principled defence of the legal authority of our Articles and Ordinances of 
Association."  The attached letter on the legality of my amendment gave reasons for 
declaring that it was invalid.  However, I too had taken legal advice and saw no 
reason to change my position.   
 
I replied disagreeing with his statement that I did not accept the provisions in the 
Articles and Ordinances.  The case all hinged on the interpretation of some of them 
and the weight attached to the residual powers of the Master refreed to in Article ll.  
The Articles were "not unambiguous" and the advice I had received was that such 
differences of opinion as had arisen could ultimately be resolved only  by testing 
them in the courts.  I had not said that the Employment Protection Act supersedes 
the Articles and Ordinances, but that the overall position of the Bursar as an 
employee, Officer and Fellow must be assessed having due regard for the Articles 
and Ordinances, to his particulars of employment and job description, and also to the 
Employment Protection Act.  The Bursar was both an employee and a Fellow (the 
latter by virtue of his employment as Bursar);  but for that he would not be a Fellow.  
 
I did not think an appeal to the Visitor was in the best interests of the College, nor 
that it would be the wish of the Fellowship.  I hoped that it could be resolved 
amicably within the College, but saw no cause to request that Article ll should be 
channged; its intention to attribute substantial residual powers to the Master seemed 
quite clear.  I had received clear legal advice on the legality of the amendment, which 
was not in accord with his interpretation.  I believed that it had been and remained 
the intention of the majority of the fellows that the Bursar should be responsible to 
the Master.  I said that it was not my intention to treat the Bursar solely as an 
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employee.  While Articles 18 and 20 might ultimately need to be invoked they did 
not offer an initial procedure, for the reasons I had explained.  
 
I saw the the threat to petition the Visitor as blackmail and did not intend to 
withdraw my amendment.  My legal advice was firm on this.  I had done nothing 
wrong and there was no need to backtrack or take any further action.  It was by now 
clear that either the Bursar or myself would have to go.  The legal advice was that the 
easiest way to get rid of the Bursar was to let the contract lapse on 30 September l989 
because it did not need to be renewed then if his performance was unsatisfactory and 
he had already been advised of this.  I should let the Bursar know that this was a 
possibility. However, it seemed toi me that if the College was to recover this was too 
far ahead.   
 
I wrote to Holifield on 16 June pointing out that the passing of my amendment 
confirmed that he was responsible directly to me, as Master, and through me to the 
Association; and that I may investigate his performance in his job and exercise 
disciplinary powers in line with accepted codes of practice relating to employment 
matters.  He might therefore wish to reconsider parts of his response to my warning 
letter.  He had not sought to activiate the greivance procedure, or to appeal against 
my warning letter. It was my intention to review his performance and as a result of 
such a review I might feel obliged to make recommendations to the Association for 
further action in accordance with the relevant Articles of Association.  
 
To the reader this may all sound very childish and pedantic, but it was deadly 
serious.  A man's future was at stake, with effects upon his family,  and I was aware 
of this and did not relish the struggle.  But I had accepted the ultimate responsibility 
for the efficiency and good order of the College.  The exchanges were couched in 
civilised language, and it is difficult to convey the utter awfulness of this period of 
my life.  This cause celebre had split the Fellowship. I perceived a real feeling of 
malevolence towards me from some of the dissident Fellows, particularly from 
Brading whose primary agenda item , I was sure, had been and remained to get rid 
of me as Master.   I was convinced that he was the ringleader, and he had used the 
controversy over the Bursar's peformance to embarrass me.  He was one of the three 
who had threatened to resign if I became Master and he had been working against 
me all along.  This was not just my personal paranoia, but was the opinion of my 
supporters - all the College Officers (with the exception of Elsmore) and the senior 
Fellows outside the group of critics.  I felt committed to the positive forward-looking 
group of Fellows who were genuinely alarmed, as I was, about the way in which the 
College was running out of control, due to the inadequacies of the Bursar.  Had it not 
been for this feeling of responsibility, I would have cut my losses and resigned, but 
also my make-up was such that I could not  admit defeat by the second rate bunch 
that were gunning for me.  
 
There was a hiatus until the beginning of August when in response to an approach 
by Dr Peter Glazebrook, Director of Studies in Law at Jesus College, I met with him 
in College on 9 August, in the presence of Professor Brian Napier, who had been 
advising me on the legal considerations.  He is an expert on Employment Law.  I now 
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realised that Glazebrook had been the eminence grise behind my five critics in the 
Fellowship.  (This was to become much clearer later on).  He had in fact been a 
member of the former Association when it was under the control of the Church, and 
he it was who had drafted the Articles and Ordinances which by their ambiguity had 
contributed to the troubles.  
 
He spoke in a very patronising, donnish, way about the problems and gave me 
advice as to my conduct.  Like me Brian Napier was mainly a listener and we were 
fascinated by Glazebrook's assumptions and approach.  He followed this up by a 
letter on 24 August., in which he summarised this advice in a conciliatory but very 
condescending and patronising letter, marked "Personal and Confidential" (but see 
below!). Meanwhile I had departed on a long visit to attend Antarctic meetings in 
Tasmania!  So I did not see it until my return towards the end oif September and did 
not reply until 6 October.  
 
In his two and a half page letter Glazebrook made "one or two consequential points" 
and "a quite specific suggestion which may, I believe, go some way towards restoring 
harmony and reducing mistrust within the College".  The consequential points were 
his views on the relationships between Master and Fellows, - the role of the Master as 
primus inter pares .  I did not disagree with these views but found them annoyingly 
patronising.  However, he completely failed to comment on the employment law 
aspects of the present situation, treating the problem as solely concerning the relation 
between any Fellow and the Master.  I could not believe that he had missed its 
significance, and concluded that he cynically omitted reference to this element 
because it reduced the weight of his arguments.  
 
Another paragraph concerned the need for mutual trust and a readiness to work 
together, no matter what differences of opinion there may be on what was best for 
the College. (Again I found this patronising, but otherwise unobjectionable, though 
rather naive in the light of what had happened in recent years (referred to by Michael 
Hambrey).  There had been a complete breakdown in trust, if it had ever existed, 
between some of the five critics and myself; their number included people who had 
threatened to resign if I were appointed Master).  
 
He went on to propose a way of resolving the problems of the Bursarship, by 
suggesting that I should propose to the Fellows' Council that one of the five critics 
should join the Working Party monitoring the College's financial and domestic 
management, which would in due course make some recommendation about the 
future of the Bursarship.  He specifically suggested that that person should be Julius 
Lipner.  He then specified in detail the words of a resolution that I should put 
forward from the chair, on the composition of the Working Party and its terms of 
reference - briefly, to continue the monitoring; to make recommendations in the 
Easter Term l989 as to whether and if so on what terms, the present Bursar should be 
reappointed; to report on any related matter to the Fellows Council; and to direct that 
the Bursar should be directly responsible to the Working Party in respect of the 
performance of his duties.  
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He went on to say that he had looked into the question of whether the Fellows' 
Council did actually ever agree that the Bursar should be directly responsible to the 
Master rather than to itself.  He had been shown the relevant minutes and papers and 
could see how the misunderstanding had arisen. The Committee that had earlier 
advised on the appointment of the Bursar had made eleven recommendations and 
the last sentence of the report concluded  that "the type of appointment should be full 
time for an initial period of one year and the Bursar should report directly to the 
Master, or in his absence the Vice-Master". This was ambiguous he said, as to 
whether it applied to the probationary year "or to eternity";  it was also not among 
the eleven recommendations. He speculated as to how this came about and 
attributed great significance to it - naturally!  These decisions had been made before I 
became Master, but I still had no doubt, from what Senior fellows had told me of the 
intentions at the time, that it was not seen as ambiguous but as an overriding 
requirement..  
 
Although he had marked the letter as "Personal and Confidential", he was he wrote 
taking the liberty of sending a copy to Brian Napier, since he had attended the 
meeting and was a party to our discussion.  I understand that the letter was in fact 
distributed more widely, a reflection on his devious nature.   
 
Even with hindsight, long removed from what was at the time a bitter struggle, I still 
find this letter extraordinary.  The patronising tone was irritating, the analysis rather 
subjective (coming from a lawyer), ommitted key considerations and was inaccurate 
in the light of the professional advice I had received.  The close involvement of a 
Fellow from another College in the affairs of St Edmund's, to the extent of having 
been given access to the confidential minutes of  meetings of the Governing Body, 
was unacceptable to me, as was the breach of confidentiality in distributing it to 
others.  It is difficult to convey the strength of the differences that existed between 
the five critics and the other College Officers and senior fellows.  Brading was a 
sinister and malignant force in the College.  Lipner was a pedantic but well-meaning 
ass, a  "sea lawyer" who made many Association meetings intolerable by his 
unremitting nit-picking pursuit of detail and his fondness for hearing his own voice.  
The proposal that he should be a member of the Working Party would have 
guaranteed its failure to agree on a report, as I did not believe there was any room for 
compromise in his mind.  (Mary Thatcher was a kind-hearted but naive soul.  David 
Lehman was a very intelligent maverick.  Bruce Elsmore was a gentle character, 
easily led.  All had different motives). As to the lecture on the role of a Master and 
the need for mutual trust and a readiness to work together, the critics had 
demonstrated to me over and over again that this did not exist, and had flatly 
refused in earlier stages to listen to my arguments.  Their motives were I felt, varied, 
ranging from friendship with Holifield, to a determination to get rid of me.  Two of 
them had told me right at the beginning that they would resign if I were elected 
Master; although they had not done so. I believe d that one or two of them had been 
working to achieve my departure and seized upon the problems with the Bursar as a 
pretext.  I don't think I was being 'paranoid' over this, because it was the opinion of 
several senior Fellows and College Officers.   
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I acknowledged his letter briefly, saying that I found it unacceptable that a Fellow of 
another College, whatever his motives, should involve himself so deeply in the 
affairs of St Edmund's.  In my opinion it was for the Fellowship  of St Edmund's, 
acting in a mature and responsible way to resolve its own internal problems.  Only in 
this way could a young College develop to maturity.  Accordingly I would confine 
myself to saying that I had carefully noted his views, some of which hardly needed 
stating, with some of which I was in agreement, but with others equally I disagreed.  
I am sure that Glazebrook is someone who has a high opinion of himself and no 
doubt made an enemy of him - if , as I suspected, he was not one already.  However, 
I could not let him get away with it.  
 
Meanwhile Holifield had written to me on 16 September, claiming that the 
constitutional issue had not been resolved, that his April letter had raised substantial 
new points to which the Working Party had not responded.  (Note however, that he 
and the critics claimed the Working Party was unconstitutional!). My comments 
about a possible appeal were wrong, as the constitutional issue had not been 
resolved  Furthermore it would be an empty exercise for him to follow the greivance 
procedure laid down in his Statement of employment as this had as its first point of 
referral the Master of the College.  (In fact the second point if he did not get 
satisfaction from the Master (which he claimed) was to raise a complaint with the 
Association.  This he still had not done, presumably because he did not think it 
would be to his advantage!).  A new point he raised was that it had not been made 
clear to him whether it was his capacity to carry out the work or his conduct as 
Bursar which was being criticised. He reserved his opinion on the constitutional 
questions and on the matter generally.   
 
In my reply I dealt accordingly with his failure to invoke the appeal procedures.  The 
main point he had made in his letter was his"refusal to accept my authoriuty in these 
matters, although he had never raised this question in the meetings of the Working 
Party. In answer to his new question I said that initially the Working Party concluded 
that it was his capability that was in question, but his subsequent conduct would be 
considered in the review of his performance which would be carried out, as indicated 
in my warning letter.  
 
On 16 August Holifield wrote to me asking me to confirm three matters  concerning 
the accounts which the Auditors were examining.  First I had agreed that the 
Admissions Tutor should be entitled to two meals per day, lunch and dinner, to be 
charged to the Fellows Allowances (The normal allowance was one, but the 
Admissions Tutor had made a case to me that he had to be in College at lunchtime 
and at dinn ertime to keep abreast of the work; he had a full time job as a Lecturer in 
the University). Second, I had agreed that meals provided on a few occasions to the 
Governors of St Bedes School, meeting in the College, should be charged to 
Entertaining on the Endowment Account.  Third that a dinner arranged for the Vice-
Master should be at no cost to him in light of the additional burden he undertook 
when deputizing during my period of illness.  I confirmed this; there was nothing 
wrong about these actions but they were to be held against me later on.  
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[I had asked the College Auditors when carrying out the annual Audit of the College 
accounts to submit a special report on the financial management of the College, 
submitted on 27 October.  This was to be considered at the Annual General Meeting 
of the Association to be held on 14 November, but four of my critics had sought to 
delay consideration both of it and of the Accounts for the Financial Year to 30 June 
l988, on the grounds that ithese reports had not been distributed by the required 
length of time before the meeting.  (The fifth critic, Brading, was away on sabbatical 
leave, or would presumably have signed it). The AGM was delayed until 5 
December.  At the 14 November Meeting Brading turned up and (having sought 
advice from the Registrary of the University)I ruled that he should leave, because he 
was on sabbatical leave, which he did reluctantly muttering dire threats.  This report 
from the Auditors confirmed the statements in the reports of the Working Party 
which investigated the accounts for the year to June l987.  At this meeting I proposed 
a resolution from the chair taking up Glazebrook's suggestion about the continuing 
work of the Working Party, to which one other Fellow should be added. By majority 
vote this was agreed as the forum for resolving the difficulties and Bruce Elsmore 
was appointed as the extra member.  
 
[The Bursar objected to the Auditors' report which he claimed had marginal interest 
in connection with the running of the College.  I had acted unconstitutionally in 
comissioning it (not so: it had been commissioned by me on l6 July during between 
terms when there were no meetings of the Association and it was my responsibility 
to keep College affairs moving in between meetings of the Governing Body).  On 21 
November he wrote a letter to all members of the Association, setting out his 
objections.  He claimed that in part it had been undertaken to justify my warning 
letter to him in March, that it did not support all of the criticisms that had been 
levelled at him then, and that it had cost £1300, which the College could ill afford.  In 
fact I had decided to bring in the professional auditors in view of the need to refute 
Holifield's criticism of Geoffrey Cook and Bernadette O'Flynn who had undertaken 
the earlier investigation.  It was not fair to burden them with further time-consuming 
investigations. In his "capacity as a Fellow of the College" he considered that the 
preparation of this report had been unconstitutional, and it undermined his position 
"as an Officer of the College and of the Fellows Council "to whom I am responsible".  
He was sticking to his guns in refusing to acknowledge my authority.  
 
Meanwhile a petition had been sent to the Visitor on 16 November, signed by Bruce 
Elsmore (Senior Tutor), David Brading, John Holifield (Bursar), David Lehmann, 
Julius Lipner and Mary Thatcher.  The petition requested the ruling of the Visitor on 
"four questions concerning the government and administration of the College which 
are presently the subject of a dispute within it".  The questions were: first, whether 
the letters of 16 March (the 'warning'), 16 June and 6 October written by the Master to 
Mr John Holifield, Fellow and Bursar, were ones which the Master had any authority 
to write; second, whether what was recorded by minute of the Association's meeting 
of 23 May l988 as an "amendment "given that it conflicted with Ordinances, was 
procedurily wrong, etc. Third, whether the Master had the authority on his own to 
commision a report from the College Auditors a report on whether the l986-87 
Accounts justified the allegations contained in his ealrier letter to the Bursar; four, 
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whether the Master had any authority to authorise the expenditure on meals and 
entertainment (which I referred to earlier). They much regretted the necessity of 
invoking his jurisdiction as Visitor, but all attempts to mediate a settlement within 
the College (including one made by two members of the Law Faculty) have been 
unsuccessful. (The two lawyers were of course Glazebrook and Napier and the latter 
had advised me that I was entirely in the right and should not "backtrack"; this 
statement was a cycnical lie by the petitioners).  
 
Next Brading wrote to me on 27 November saying that he had received legal advice 
that I was not entitled to exclude him from the meeting of 14 November.  I should 
acknowledge that a mistake had been made and assure him in writing that I now 
accepted that my ruling on 14 November was made in error and that I would make 
appropriate acknowledgement and apology at the outset of the meeting , which 
would then be recorded in the minutes.  It was his intention to attend the adjourned 
AGM.   
 
In fact I later learnt that Glazebrook had written to ask the Registrary (the senior 
officer of the University administration, responsible for the application of ther 
Statutes and Ordinances)  if he had recently advised a Head of an Approved 
Foundation - (me that is!) - that a Fellow of that Foundation, who was a University 
Oficer with leave of absence under Statute D.ll.4, would be in  breach of his 
undertaking to the General Board (Ord.p.730, Reg.2) if he were to attend the annual 
General Meeting of the Company of which he, by virtue of being a Fellow of the 
Foundation, is a Director.  He made an analogy between the Association of an 
Approved Foundation and the Directors of Limited Companies (which the 
Association is). The Registrary replied (24 November) that he had so advised me - 
that the practice followed by the General Board regarding consent  for attendance at 
College meetings by officers who were on leave of absence, was to give permission 
for attendance at College meetings concerned with the election of a new Head of 
House and at College meetings to vote on changes in College statutes, but that they 
did not normally give permission for attendance at other meetings. He had checked 
again and confirmed.  "The practice of the [General] Board is to regard attendance at 
College Governing Body meetings as falling within the requirement to give up 
administrative duties for Colleges.  The same would apply by analogy to meetings of 
the Company which governs an Approved Foundation .....All this depends on the 
extensive case-law developed by the General Board over the years." 
 
Glazebrook was wrong again and Brading had again attempted to "wrong-foot" me, 
knowing that he had no defensible case; so much for his integrity and appeal to 
principle.  
 
The fellowship was saddened and fed-up with all the intrigue and the lack of 
Christian values being shown.   One by letter exhorted the Fellows to settle the 
dispute which had become vindictive and distasteful; let us have an end to the power 
struggle, the dispute has gonbe too far, it is time for every one to step back, to find an 
amicable, workable solution before the fellowship was detroyed; it could not be good 
that the Visitor had been asked to step in because the Fellows were incapable of 
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living and working together; was there really no other way out?. Another wrote that 
the College claimed to be founded on Christian values, yet in the current dispute and 
earlier disputes (i e over the former Dean and Dr Dowson) these had been little in 
evidence  By majority vote in the recent Association meeting it had been , agreed that 
the expanded Working Party should be the route to resolving the difficulties.  It was 
surprising that at that stage it had been deemed necessary to appeal to the Visitor. If 
there were financial problems thay had to be resolved.  
 
About this time I also had a charming and encouraging letter from a former student 
of the College (now quite senior in the Roman Catholic Church).  He had heard of the 
troubles when he attended the St Edmund'Feast in the College and wished to assure 
me of his respect for me, that he felt the College would flourish under my 
Mastership, and that those things he held very dear about the College - especially the 
Roman Catholic tradition - "will not only be protected but promoted.  He had spoken 
to Alan Clark, Bishop of East Anglia, who had asked him to tell me that he endorsed 
this support and my leadership of the College.  This was as intended encouraging, 
since there was, I remain sure, a religious element to some of the opposition to me.  
 
The Archbishop, in his acknowledgement to Bruce Elsmore, said that he would need 
to take legal advice before pursuing tyhe matter, not only as to interpretation of the 
statutes, but whether there was a prima facie case which should involve him.  In 
view of the expense involved in this pprocedure, what provision had been made for 
meeting expenses?  Elsmore did not consult the College, but replied that having 
taken legal advice (no doubt Glazebrook's) they were able to assure him that "the 
legsal costs and other expenses that you (or your Commissioners) occur in 
discharging your functions as Visitor of the College are chargeable by you to the 
College..." (The legal authority was cited).  So much for their principles about the 
constitution!  The College Solicitors advised me that Elsmore had overstated the case.  
It was hard to see how substantial expense could be avoided, but a complainant who 
had acted vexatiously or out of malice could be required to bear the costs of other 
interested parties;  they advised me that the excercise could cost the College £10 - 
30,000. 
 
The College Solicitors also advised me at this time that there would be merit in using 
the occasion of the Visitor's involvement to review the entirety of the Articles of 
Association and the Ordinances.  It was clear from the recent discussions and from 
their earlier files that the wording frequently causes severe practical difficulties 
which a re-draft might avoid.  To me this was a reinforcement of my view that 
Glazebrook's drafting of the Articles and Ordinances was a basic cause of much of 
the trouble.   
 
In December David Lehmann visited the College Auditors.  He asked four questions: 
when they were briefed was there any suggestion that Holifield had a hand in the till; 
who briefed them; was it normal to conduct such an examination in secret; what was 
the cost?  The answers were: no; Simon Mitton; It would be strange if it were done in 
publich; its was done in a quiet manner; £1300.  He was told that these investigations 
are common and such questions are often asked.  
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On 16 December the Visitor's Solicitors wrote to Bruce Elsmore and sent me a copy of 
the letter.   He wrote that it seemed appropriate to advise the Cardinal that the issues 
he had been called on to resolve had their origin in the Master's criticism of the 
Bursar's performance of his duties.  First, It was clear from the Articles that the 
Master is entitled to enquire into the work of Officers of the College, to enable him to 
form reasonably, the opinion specified in Article 20.  This, subject to the Bursar's 
terms and conditions of employment , would entitle the Master to give the Bursar 
warning(s) that failure to improve (as seen by the Master) could lead to his dismissal.  
 
On the second question  in the petition he wrote that it might be answered by 
Ordinance XIV.2.  The third and fourth questions were matters that should be settled 
internally.  
 
Bruce Elsmore replied on 5 January l989, with a three-and-a-half page letter 
summarising the advice he had recieved from "a member of the University's Faculty 
of Law". The Visitor is asked to resolve not with questions of fact, but solely with the 
interpretation of the Articles and whether the Master had authority to act as specified 
in their letter.  They were not charging me with conduct rendering me unfit to hold 
office, but only claiming that , in acting as specified I had exceeded the powers 
conferred on me [under Article ll.l]. There could be no question of the Visitor's ruling 
on the interpretation of the Articles infringing any.  These questions affected the 
posiiton of all Officers and fellows, not just the Bursar ; if the Master can write such 
letters to the Bursar then he has authority to write similarly to them.  Likewise if he 
can legitimately authorise expenditure, "off his own bat" including to the benefit of 
an individual Fellow, he may legitimately benefit any Fellow he wishes to favour, 
and pursue at College expense any action he believes to be in the interest of the 
College.  The question was whether the Master had the powers not only of a Board of 
Directors, but also of the Managing Director of a Company; the latter would be 
contrary to the practice of all Cambridge Colleges.  
 
He went on to write that the petitioning Fellows did not dispute that the Master may 
himself make enquiries about a Fellow's or Officer's conduct with a view to deciding 
aboput possible proceedings under Articles 18 and 20.  They questioned my right to 
address the offending letters when I had decided not to institute such proceedings.  
[In other words it was all or nothing; a warning letter was not acceptable; this 
seemed strange to me, particularly in light of their position in earlier conflicts!] They 
agreed that the matters should be settled internally, but all their attempts had failed 
due to my intransigence.  They understood "from the member of the University's 
Law Faculty" that the usual procedure in a case such as this would be to seek from 
the Master a statement reasons for considering that he was entitled to act as had been 
done. Following this the Visitor decides whether to hear the arguments from the 
petitioners and the Master or to appoint Commissioners to act on his behalf.  Not 
least of the problems they had met was that while they had given detailed reasons for 
questioning the legal propriety of my actions I had merely said that I did not agree 
with them, even knowing that a petition to the Visitor would follow. [This was not of 
course true.  I had given reasons all along, including reading an eight-page statement 
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at the May meeting, and repeatedly in discussions with them.  The point they 
steadfastly refused to mention, let alone acknowledge, was the force of Employment 
Law, which had been the main and compelling reason for acting as I had.] 
 
The Cardinal's solicitors replied on 10 January.  They wrote that the cain of command 
for non-academic staff (by which they meant the Bursar) runs from the Bursar, to the 
Master thence to the Fellows Council.  In a disciplinary guide for non-academic staff, 
almost ceertainly , provision would be contained for warnings to be given.  For junior 
non-academic staff it could be the Bursar who would give arnings initially with the 
Master haviung that responsibility for more senior staff including the Bursar. The 
absence of a dsiciplinary guide does not preclude the issuing of warning letters by 
the Master although the most serious disciplinary sanction of dismissal, is a matter 
for the Fellows' Council.  If the Bursar feels sufficiently aggrieved by the letters from 
the Master he should appeal to the Fellows' Council.  The Council meeting formally 
should uphold, amend or overrule the Master.  
 
Article 29 specifies the requirements for making valid alterations to the College 
Ordinances; thus an alteration to Ordinances passed by a resolution of 11 votes 
infavour to 10 against would be ineffective.  On the other hand as the paragraphs 
numbered 1, 2 and 3 {in the Master's amendment, Minute A277] probably represent 
an accurate description of the status quo as regards the Master's authority {although 
they should be clarified in a proper guide to non-academic staff discipline].  Perhaps 
the constitutional dimension is being over emphasised, for the dispute is clearly more 
concerned with employment and disciplinary issues and possibly with personality 
differences.  The most appropriate method of tackling these difficulties is for the 
creation of a diosciplinary guide [if none exists], which is a matter for the Fellows' 
Council rather than the Visitor.   
 
I merely distributed copies of the correspondence between the Senior Tutor and the 
Visitor's Solicitors to the Fellows, for their information , in order that they should be 
aware of the views of the Cardinal's solicitors [which supported my interpretation].  I 
made no comment except to say that I deeply regretted that it had been felt necessary 
to involve the Visitor.  I also wrote to the Cardinal's solicitors to confirm that there 
was no formal disciplinary procedure for non-academic staff, although the Bursar 
was instructed to see to this in February l988; his report was still awaited. I sent them 
the standard statement  of Particulars of Employment and of the Bursar's Job 
Description.  
 
The Cardinal's solicitors wrote on 25 January noting that the Bursar's job description 
included a section reading; "The Job  Responsible to : the Master and through him to 
the Fellows' Council", confirming that the chain of command for non-academic staff 
runs from the Bursar, to the Master thence to the Fellows' Council.  Accordingly 
unless I or the Senior Tutor had any final observations to make, he intedned to close 
his file! 
 
There was a bizarre new development.  About this time the Bursar made a point of 
telling me that he had a drug-dependency problem, arising from earlier medical 
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treatment for a nervous breakdown.  Although this issue was not formally relevant 
to the alleged constitutional issues, of course matters fell into place as this explained 
his strange behaviour, of a manic-depressive nature, it explained why he had taken 
the stand he did, when he must have known that my warning letter was essentially 
correct in respect of his performance.  I tcontinued to take advice from the College 
Solicitor , as I had done all along, on this and other matters relating to how we 
should deal with the continuing problems.  
 
On 2 February the Cardinal's solicitor sent me copies of the latest correspondence.  
Brading had writtten to him commenting vexatiously and inaccirately upon this 
correspondence.  He had effectively ignored the points raised in Elsmore's letter of 5 
January (sent after taking advice from amember of the Law Faculty, i e Glazebrook); 
hre had failed to forward to Elsmore correspondence he had had with me - "to a mere 
laymen this is the weight the scales of justice unfairly." He again complained that I 
had failed to observe the correct procedures.  The Cardinal's solicitor in his letters 
had conceded the case on the validity of my amendment.  He had implicitly 
relegated the Bursar to the level of the non-academic staff of the College, which 
begged the entire question. [On the contrary it was the entire question!] Any 
derogation of the rights of the Bursar was a derogation of the rights of all the Fellows 
and Officers, etc. etc., as before.  The job description  given to the Bursar was not 
circulated to or approved by the Fellows' Council; the Master did not have authority 
over the Bursar etc etc.  He demandedthat copies of my letters should be sent to Dr 
Elsmore.  
 
The Solicitor replied that the problem would be more efficiently tackled if the 
correspondence were restricted to Dr Laws and Dr Elsmore at this stage.  The main 
point was that disciplinary matters even for senior members of the staff are not for 
the Visitor to determine in the way that had been suggested.  Staff grievances (or 
complaints) and employer disciplinary procedures , were matters for the College and 
not for the Visitor.  The point about my amendment was not relevant to the issue, 
namely whether or not the issue is properly referable to the Visitor.  Responding to 
Brading's choice of words he appreciated that St Edmund's was a College of 
Cambridge University with long established traditions but it is also an employer , 
subject to modern legal and practical rquirements.  These requirements include the 
need for warnings to be given to staff; most  practical situations require warnings to 
be issued by the individual with the general responsibility for the efficiency, good 
order and develkopment of the place of work; the Master was the apt person, by 
virtue of Article ll(i) which states that the Master has a general responsibility for 
maintaining the efficiency, good order and development of the College.  Until a valid 
resolution to the contrary was passed the Master was entitled to issue warnings and 
it was that which concerned the correspondence.  The question of whether the 
Bursar' had reason to complain was an employment rather than a constitutional 
matter.  He went on to say that the possibility of the Master giving warnings to 
Fellows , as distinct from Officers, was not directly relevant. "Nonetheless Article 
13(ii) specifically allows the Master to give written notice to the Secretary of the 
Association that in his opinion a Fellow has been guilty of unfit conduct and it would 
be absurd to suggest that the Master could not before taking such a drastic step, first 
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issue a warning to the offending Fellow, thus it is incorrect to say that this is a new 
found authority."  The job description was binding as between the Bursar and the 
College even if Brading's view that it was invalid on the grounds that it had not been 
circulated to the Fellows Councli, were correct.  If he wished the Bursar could 
complain to an Industrial Tribunal.  "The Tribunal would probably find that the 
Master was the person who should issue warnings to the Bursar at the first 
instance...."  He wrote in similar, but briefer terms to Elsmore.  These views of course 
completely meshed with those I had expressed from the beginning, to my relief and, 
no doubt, to Brading's fury!  The College solicitors concurred heartily with this view. 
Soon after the Solicitors sent me their invoice for £1035.; the College solicitors had 
informed me that their costs to date were £l,750 plus VAT.   
 
The Coillege solicitors advised that the College might well be responsible for the 
Visitor's fees to date, as a rresult of the Senior Tutor's l;etter to the Visitor, but the 
ultimate responsibility for costs may perhaps lie with the applicants.  Legal costs of 
the applicants themselves, including the Bursar, would not be the responsibility of 
the College.  They suggested that the College should make its position clear through 
the Association.  A resolution was therefore put to the Associsation' meeting on 20 
February "That in order to avoid the burden of future costs of this application fallling 
upon the College unnecessarily and subject to any overriding discretion of the Visitor 
in matters pertaining to the costs of the application in the event that a vidsitation is 
made, no further College funds should be expended by, made available to or put at 
risk by the applicants in relation to the present applcation to the Visitor." 
 
The next part of the exchange, which had long been tedious in the extreme, was that 
Elsmore , advised by Glazebrook, wrote to the Cardinal's solicitors on 8 February to 
say that the applicants did not accept the conclusions.  The reasoning was fatally 
flawed  in failing to take account of the "College" dimension and they intended to 
pursue the petition to the Visitor in respect of the four matters specified.  He asked in 
what capacity the Cardinal's solicitors were now acting.  They appeared to be doing 
more than expected and "to be debating with us the very matters on which we are 
seeking the ruling of the Visitor (or his Commissioners)."  
 
The solicitors replied the the Cardinal had put the matters into their hands, his role 
was clearly not limted to a secretarial function as the applicants had suggested, and 
as the fundamental level of the debate confirmed.  He had reached his conclusions 
from the Common Law, statute, St Edmund's Ordinances, Memorandum and 
Articles of Association and other papers provided.  From these it was clear that the 
problem should be resolved internally.  He took their reference to the "College" 
dimension to indicate that human relationships difficulties made an intenral solution 
impractical.  He would be pleased to assist from the human relations viewpoint etc.  
 
On 13 February Elsmore wrote on behalf of the five to the Master and Fellows.  They 
repeated the argument about the "College" dimesion and the fatal flaw, advised by a 
member of the Law Faculty.  They did not accept the views of the Cardinal's solicitor 
etc.  They rehearsed the former arguments again, and claimed first, that I had not 
replied to several of their letters, had not kept my promise to meet with them in 
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September, without saying why. Second, the Fellowship was divided and the 
meetings at which the issues had been raised had been acrimonious. {Whose fault 
was that?].  Furthermore.the Association did not have the final power of 
interpretation of its Articles.  "It is to avoid further acrimony and to safeguard what 
we conceive to be the constitutional rights of the Fellowship that we have decided to 
pursue our petition to the Visitor, with the aiom of obtaining an authotitative ruling."  
Finally they had been advised that in connection with the proposed resolution about 
costs, they had been advised that the payment of the legal costs referred to was a 
matter for decision by the Visitor, not by the Association.  
 
Elsmore, writing on 15 February, in response to The Cardinal's solicitor, informed 
him that a member of the University's Law Faculty, "who has considerable 
experience of advising on, and dealing with matter of, University and College law 
and practice to prepare a submission to the Visitor a comprehensive Opinion on all 
the issues raised by the petition and the correspondence.  It would deal with "(a) the 
powers and duties of the Visitor of a College; (b) the nature of the legal questions 
raised by the petition; 9c) the way in which the petition has now been handled, and 
(d) the procedure that ought to be followed before the Visitor gives his decision on 
it." 
 
On the same date Elsmore wrote to me a letter, copied to all Fellows but not to John 
Holifield.  He was most disturbed by the situation and the likely outcome of events 
in the coming months.  Even if the re-election of Holifield were confirmed at a future 
meeting of the Association, it would be extremely difficult for him to operate without 
radical changes in the attitude towards him of myself and some other Fellows.  "The 
present hostility is apparent to us all"  [but not eh hosility towards me?!}  Unless it 
should change a satisfactory working arrangement would be impossible both for him 
and the College.  If he was defeated, he would be advised by his lawyer to appeal to 
an Industrial Tribunal for unfair dosmissal on the grounds that undue pressure put 
upon him had rendered him unable to perform his dutiesproperly.  Or he might 
resign before the election and pursue a similar claim.  Both courses would involve 
the College in adverse publicity, with considerably more expense and cause more 
division within the Fellowship.  In pursuing the course of action first brought to a 
crisis by my letter to him in March l988, "the die was set and all attempts by some of 
use to break it have so far failed."  This was a travesty of the truth; the die was set by 
Holifield declining to take his complaint to the Association as he was entitled under 
his conditions of service, presumably because he judged that the Fellowship would 
not accept his claims.   
 
He went on to write that he believed the Fellowship should try to conciliate "by 
taking steps immediately to remove the pressure [on Holifield} , reduce the acrimony 
and attempt by every means possible to achieve a just solution."  We must get help 
for Holifield and reorganise the Office and expand the staff. [ This was something 
that Holifield had been asked to consider but had steadfastly resisted up to now].  
The aspect of the Working Party that was concerned with scrutinising the past 
should cease.  It seemed to him "that the College has very serious problems.  I am 
sure we should all pause and think again of what is the best solution for the College 
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to follow before it is too late.  I had been advised that there might be an attempt at 
"reconciliation" on the lines expressed to the Cardinal's solicitor (bringing in the 
Collgege/human dimension).  This might of course be an option which the middle 
ground would welcome, but it would be costly, time-consuming and would distract 
attention from the main issue at the moment , consideration of the Bursar's 
performance.  Next day there was a letter from another of the six to the Master and 
Fellows; the jist was that the welfare of each Fellow is the concern of the 
fellowship.......one Fellow from amongst the others cannot be picked out from the 
others as being under a special jurisdiction......that minimises the responsibility of 
that one Fellow to one person, and not to the elected committee responsible to the 
whole Fellowship...The Fellowship as a whole had to discuss this crucial issue.  
 
I had earlier been informed by one of the senior fellows that reconciliation was in the 
wind, but the same day as I received Elsmore's letter, I received one from this senior 
Fellow telling me that there had been a change of heart and reconciliation was not 
now on the agenda. The two letters dated 15 February were obviously conflicting; the 
decision to commission a legal opinion from Glazebrook, was hardly conciliatory!.  
 
As the date of the crucial 20 February meeting approached Lehmann asked that a 
representative of the College solicitors should be present, "because certain lergal 
questions will come up and his advice will therefore be needed." The solicitors were 
minded to decline such an invitation, because it seemed inevitable that they would 
be labelled as being a protagonist for one view; those who disagreed with that view 
would never threafter regard their advice as dispassionate; the same would apply to 
the body of the Fellowship "who are reasonably neutral in this matter." They did not 
believe that there were large technical problems of law involved, "it is essentially a 
matter of personalities where pure legal advice has little role to play. "  There might 
be some role for an independent outsider to "knock heads together, but everyone 
would have to agree in advance to abide by the result and it would be expensive.  
 
But in any case I was unlikely to agree to this because another senior member of the 
Law Faculty (Dr, by nowProfessor Napier), the College solicitors and the Visitor's 
solicitors had concluded that I had acted properly, constitutionally and in good faith.  
 
The 23 page legal Opinion from Glazebrook dated 6 March was sent by Elsmore to 
me on 7 March.; he had sent it to the Cardinal's soclicitors.  This Opinion relied 
heavily on many of the points that had previously been raised in the correspondence.  
The Opinion first referred to the four matters which were subject of dispute; then 
gave an essay on the powers and duties of the Visitor, with specific references to 
legal case-law; the Visitor was required by law to adjudicate.  Next the legal issues 
raised by the petition.  He claimed that the resolution voted on on 23 May was a 
nullity, but states that it could only take effect as an amendment to the Ordinance 
concerning the Bursar, which would require two thirds concurrence of those present 
and voting, with 21 days notice.  It discussed the interpretation of Article ll (i) 
concerning the Master's duties.  In seeking the Visitor's ruling on the letters written 
by me to the Bursar the petitioning Fellows simply challenge my authority to write 
them.  Only the Fellow's Council or the Finance and General Purposes Committee 
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could issue letters of the sort and in the terms that I had addressed to the Bursar. 
There was no reason why all the requirements of the Employment Protection Act and 
of good employment practice could not have been given effect to by the F & G P 
Committee and or the Fellow's Council. The Master should have brought this matter 
to the Committee.  There was no objection to the Master warning the Bursar under 
Article 20 [which could have quickly led to his dismissal]. He considered that I had 
acted improperly too as regards the other counts.  He went on to give his views on 
the procedure which should be followed by the Visitor (or his Commissioners) in 
adjudicating on the petition.  The Cardinal had been wrongly advised by his 
solicitors.  
 
The Opinion commented on the views expressed by the Visitor's solicitors. None 
touched on the fundamental issue of the wrongly claiming or exercising authority 
"and thus seeking to deprive the Fellows of the right to govern their own College."  It 
was unfortunate that the Cardinal's solicitors should have been so dismissive of the 
"constitutional issues, even when drawn to their attention.  This was due to their 
evident lack of familiarity about how such things were done in Cambridge Colleges!  
 
 He proceeded to give his (adverse) opinions on the Visitor's solicitors' arguments.  
These opinions had essentially been given earlier but not in formal legal language, 
which purported to give case-law precedents.  
 
Finally the Opinion gave advice on future action.  This called for the College's 
(Cambridge) solicitors should be authorised to enter into discussions with 
Glazebrook, acting on behalf of the petitioning Fellows, "to see whether an amicable 
settlement of all the matters raised  by their petition might be reached so that it could 
be withdrawn. " The Opinion , which had been commissioned by the petitioners, 
recommended that if this proposal was not accepted, or if an amicable settlement 
could not be reached, a formal application should be made to the Visitor for his 
decision on the proposed procedure.  My supporters were not too keen on this, 
because it was clear that Glazebrook wanted not to reach an amicable settlement, but 
was out for a fight.  The College solicitors also felt this but considered that 
nevertheless it was probably the only way forward that would not involve the 
College in great expense. By now the Fellowship was getting increasingly fed-up and 
wanted the dispute settled in a satisfactory and if possible amicable way.  They 
suppported the idea that the College solicitors and Glazebrook should attempt to 
settle the matter, partly on the grounds that refusal could be used against me, so I 
instructed them to take up Glazebrook's proposal. 
 
The Visitor's solicitors in acknowledging receipt of the Opinion, had perceptively 
enquired; "Incidentally, was Dr Glazebrook in any way involved in drafting/settling 
the College Ordinances or Constitution?" Elsmore replied that he was. By now the 
costs charged by the Visitor's and College's solicitors had risen to nearly four 
thousand pounds.  Both considered that the applicants were acting in a vexatious 
way and the Cardinal's solicitors wished to close their books. The Association in  its 
meeting of 23 March, passed the resolution about costs mentioned earlier.   
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On 11 April Elsmore wrote to me saying that more than a month had passed since he 
had sent me a copy of the legal Opinion, together with a recommendation from the 
petitioning Fellows; when might he expect to receive a reply from me?  This was a 
specialised legal document, quoting case law and had been sent to the Visitor's 
solicitors with a request that it shouold be submitted to the Visitor for his personal 
consideration. For obvious reasons I had not responded; this was a further attempt to 
put pressure on me.  I wasn't taken in.  However I wrote to Elsmore that I had asked 
the College solicitors (on 23 March) to enter into discussions with Glazebrook. 
Elsmore should have been aware of this because a letter had been distributed to all 
Fellows.  
 
At this time too attempts were made by relatively neutral Fellows to resolve the 
impasse.  Meetings were held between some of them and some of the petitioners.  I 
think that it was recognised that I couldn't move because of the confrontational 
attitude of my critics.  How to break the "log jam" ?  It was reported to me by a senior 
Fellow that most of my critics did not want me to go would like to get out of the 
situation they found themselves in; Brading wished to hang on.  
 
Towards the end of Aprll the Visitor's solicitor wrote to me that he had considered 
Glazebrook's Opinion, but that it did not alter their conclusions described in the 
correspondence.  He pointed out that even if there were no question of an appeal by 
the Bursar to the Fellows' Council (on the grounds that there was no effective 
disciplinary procedure in force), the Bursar, under the Employment Protection Act 
could complain to an Industrial Tribunal.  He disagreed with Glazebrook over the 
interpretation of a case quoted by Glazebrook, quoting from the case as follows: 
"Parliament has by the Employment Protection (Consolidation) Act l978 implicitly 
provided that Industrial Tribunals are to have concurrent jurisdiction with 
University Visitors in matters relating to unfair dismissal of University staff and if in 
the course of proceedings under that Act a question arises concerning the 
interpretation or application of the internal laws of the University it must be resolved 
by the Tribunal hearing the case.  To the extent that the l978 Act affords wider 
protection, the jurisdiction of the Visitor has been largely superseded."   In brief he 
said, "the substantive issue turns not on the domestic internal laws of the College but 
upon employee relations and disciplinary procedures", with which the Visitor should 
not be concerned except if there was an appeal.   He sent copies to Elsmore and the 
College solicitors and trusted that the problems would now be resolved by 
negotiation.  
 
The reconstituted Working Party had held its first meeting on 5 January l989.  At a 
meeting of the Association on 20 February, the minutes of a recent meeting of the 
Finance and General Purposes Committee meeting were discussed.  This meeting 
had shown, that although the fight was going on in terms of the petition for a 
visitation,  the Bursar was still performing unsatisfactorily, with serious 
consequences for the health of the College's finances.  The committee reported that it 
had met on 6 February, and adjourned the meeting because the Bursar had produced 
an unacceptable set of minutes  which did not reflect the true position and had 
"failed once again to produce the fiunancial data necessary to the work of the 
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Committee".  The Committee reported to the Association that its work was severely 
hindered by the lack of financial information which it had requested from the Bursar 
repeatedly since October l988.  No six-monthly operating statements had been 
produced, and the Committee was not able to monitor the budget.  It went into 
further detail and concluded that after this length of time it would be extremely 
difficult to take the necessary remedial action to bring expenditure into line with the 
previously agreed budget.  
 
The Bursar responded that his position was undermined by a hard core of Fellows on 
the Working Party and the Committee .  There was an oppressive element of 
concentration on the past rather than on current problems.  The College was close to 
the brink of collapse because of the numbers of staff employed.  He felt he was in a 
situation of over management with too many chiefs asking for too much information 
from too few indians.  No consideration had been given to the size of the College and 
its growth [it was one of his responsibiulities to advise on such matters].  Other 
Colleges had a higher complement of management staff than St Edmund's.  There 
had been criticism of the Kitchen account, but he claimed that half the Cambridge 
Colleges showed a deficit on their Kitchen accounts; St Edmund's was in a reasonable 
position in the league table.  He tried to explain why he had not produced minutes 
and agenda by set dates.  There were conflicting prioriities.  He had argued for a 
computer, but this had not been taken up by the Committee.  The College had a new 
Bursar every three years and he believed that if he were replaced it would be by 
someone on a higher slary scale who would be told imm ediately to recruit more 
staff.  He believed that no positive suggestions were being made to help him, but that 
criticism was being heaped upon criticism. Nevertheless he hoped to get it on the 
right lines soon! 
 
The Treasurer, as Chairman of the Committee,  replied to this statement. In the past 
when the College had 70 students and Visiting Scholars, two Fellows who both had 
fulltime posts in the University had managed to return a surplus on the Kitchen 
account each year.  It was misleading to claim that the College had a new Bursar 
every three years.  Paid Bursars had been half time, also acting as Treasurer and 
combining the work with academic work.  The present Bursar was the first to fill a 
full-time post.  The fact that there were only two part time secretaries in the College 
Office reflected on the Bursar's management;  there was a budget for two full time 
and one half time secretary.  The F & G P Committee had only asked the Bursar to 
provide information that already existed; at most it would take only half a day's 
work to extract the information required from the accounting books.   
 
The Auditors had said that one of the secretaries was capable of running the accounts 
and the College did not need an Accountant.  They also said there was no need to 
install a computer system, since the scale of operation was not large enough; the 
present computer could produce what was needed; it was nonsense to talk of 
spending £40,000 on a computer for the accounts.  [The Bursar replied that his 
suggestion for a computer would cost about £16,000]  
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The Treasurer commented adversely on the Bursar's management and interference 
with the Kitchen.  The reason for conflicting priorities between producing the 
accounts and issuing student bills was because he had not produced the accounts on 
time.   
 
It was abundantly clear to me that all this was further cause for concern, since the 
Working Party was also having difficulties with the Bursar.   
 
The Treasurer had instructed the College Auditors to carry out a Special Audit for 
the year to June l988.  This would match income and expenditure for the Kitchen 
against the agreed budget, report on present spend on staff wages, overtime, agency 
fees, the explanation of increases in recent years and suggest methods of controlling 
these costs.  Rport on method of student billing and collection of bills from all 
members.  What controls of any need to be introduced. A further eight points to be 
looked into including whether the introduction of computerised accounts would now 
be beneficial; had increased student numbers and activities in general led to a major 
increase in the workload of the Bursar and two office staff so that costs could not be 
properly monitored and controlled against the agreed budget?  If so, what steps 
should be taken to correct it.  Their estimated fee would be £2650 plus VAT.  
 
The Auditors submitted an eighteen page report on 28 April, l989.  They pointed out 
that they had had to rely on much of the information given them without 
independent verification.  They had criticisms of the state of the finnacial records, 
which mean that the half yearly Kitchen accounts are of limited value to the F & G P 
Committee.  They recommended that the Bursar immediately improve their quality; 
this can only be done by the direct involvement of the Bursar.  They recommended 
that the Bursar should set up a student bills ledger and to administer it properly he 
must take responsibility for its preparation and control.  There were deficiencies in 
matters concerning the bank accounts; the effective daily current account 
management was left to the part-time secretary and book keeper; the Bursar was only 
informed when there were not enough funds in the current account to pay creditors.  
They recommended that daily cash management be re-established by the Bursar and 
the current account be run without an overdraft facility.  On staff salaries there was 
an urgent need to complete the records and submit them to the tax office; sums paid 
to staff should have tax deducted.  On computerisation the quotations obtained by 
the Bursar were premature; (and the quotation was £26,000, not £16,000). 
Computerisation does not solve the problems created by poor financial records; the 
audit trail was often inadequate and controls incomplete.  They recommended 
instead to use spreadsheet software on the current micro-computer; that the Bursar 
must exercises greater control over the financial record keeping and institutes basic 
procedural controls, such as the student bills ledger, monthly bank reconciliations, 
quarterly management accounts and preparing statutory accounts.   
 
This report by professionals confirmed our worries as a result of our own 
investigations.  It could not be ignored. 
 

365



On 8 May Holifield wrote to the Fellows attempting to justify his actions.  He had 
been saddened to note that both Working Parties had misunderstood the points he 
had made to them.  The real question was the way ahead for the day to day running 
of the College.  The last 18 months had been very traumatic for him; his performance 
in his job had been affected by all the extra stress.  It was simply not true to to say 
that he had not accepted the Master's proper authority when the essence of the 
problem was to clarify and determine what properly lies within the Master's 
authority.  His only concern had been for the good of the College. Once the position 
in relation to management inside the College was established he would clearly abide 
by whatever was decided.  It was his most sincere concern to be allowed to play his 
full part in the running of the College.  Such hypocrisy!  He also wrote to me to say 
that he would not attend the meeting of the Association on 9 May; this was in 
contrast to his earlier attitude.  
 
An Extraordinary general Meeting of the Association was held on 9 May.  Prior to 
this Brading and Lipner wrote to say that they would propose the Working Party 
should be disbanded  and its report shelved.  They would also propose that the 
Auditor's Report be accepted and when feasible, implemented.  There was a diatribe 
about the way in which the Working Party had constituted itself as prosecutor, judge 
and jury. The evidence dealing with the Bursar's relations with staff, students and 
resident Fellows was not accepted and it had not supplied the Association with the 
data necessary for an informed judgement.  Unlike the unauthorised secret report 
commissioned by the Master last year, the present Auditors' Report was useful and 
should be accepted. However, the generation of up-to-date, accurate information  
would not necessarily improve the balance between income and expenditure: good 
accounts were one thing, management of business quite another.  They attempted to 
justify the Bursar's failures in terms of increasing workload.   
 
At the meeting on 9 May the Auditors' report was accepted.  There was predictably 
resistance to accepting the Working Party report and Elsmore, who had signed it, 
reneged, losing all credibility in the process!  No doubt he had been talked round by 
the opposition. Rather than take a divisive vote another resolution was put to the 
meeting, acknowledging that there were serious problems in the management of the 
College, thanking the Working Party for its efforts  and asking it to submit 
recommendations to the Association.   The Nominations Committee met on 18 May 
and recommended that the contract of the Bursar should not be renewed when it 
expired.  Brading wrote again before the 5 June meeting of the Association claiming 
that there was really no serious charge against the Bursar.  There was of course a bad 
reason why he should not be reappointed: "he has been subjected to a carefully 
orchestrated campaign of harassment and defamation, all designed to make his 
position untenable....I will not be party to a grave act of injustice."  [This was of 
course nonsense; the Bursar was in  the position he found himself, because of his 
own inadequacy and intransigence, egged on by my critics. There had been no 
orchestrated campaign; in fact, since issuing the warning letter in March l988, I had 
merely been reacting to events orchestrated by the opposition.]  Brading pointed out 
that Holifield had incurred considerable legal costs and the Association should 
consider what terms of compensation to offer him.  The Working Party's notorious 

366



report was "a gallimaufry of tittle-tattle, not supported by hard evidence, one-sided, 
obtruded into constitutional matters still being negotiated."  It ended with a personal 
attack on one of my supporters about to be elected Senior Tutor! 
 
Meanwhile the College solicitors had arranged for their Senior Partner, who had not 
until then been involved in the dispute, to meet with Glazebrook for negotiations.  
On 10 May Mr Horwood Smart reported to me on his meeting with Glazebrook and 
submitted a written report on 15 May.  They had not discussed the conduct of the 
Bursar, but the action that I had taken.  "The petitioning Fellows do not question the right 
of the Master to reprove or warn the Bursar . (my italics).  Their  concern is to establish 
beyond doubt that any such action must be done in accordance with the provisions 
of the Articles and, in particular , to establish that no Official Fellow can be dismissed 
by the Master." (This had repeatedly been made clear a year before, and directly to 
the Association and by the questioned amendment of May l988!).  
 
Horwood-Smart had pointed out that I had always acknowledged that I must act in 
accordance with the Articles and maintained that I had done so having regard to the 
terms of the Bursars contract; he described the petition for a Visitation as an 
extravagant over-reaction.  Glazebrook conceded this but argued that I had been 
tactless and apparently unwilling to discuss the matter.  When the Fellows approved 
the Bursar's contract of service, their attention had not been drawn to the provision 
that the Master was to be an intermediary between the Association and the Bursar.  
 
It was agreed that the application for a Visitation should be withdrawn and that the 
applicants' apprehensions, which Horwood-Smart contended were without 
foundation) should be dispelled by a memorandum which would record that : the 
Master had always accepted that only the Association had the power to dismiss or 
refuse to re-appoint a Fellow, whether or not that Fellow was also an Officer.  The 
Master's letter to the Bursar, to which the applicants had objected was no more than a 
warning to the Bursar, in accordance with Employment Legislation and written to 
protect the position of the College.  (This had been my position from the beginning).  
It was recommended that the Bursar should be given express limited authority for 
disbursing College funds; payments in excess of this limit would have to be 
approved by the F & G P Committee, sometimes retrospectively.   
 
The Fellows would be allowed to withdraw without losing face or being expected to 
make any contribution to the costs incurred.  "The Master however, has acted with all 
propriety and will not admit the case to be otherwise".  Horwood-Smart told me that 
it was agreed that nothing of a more formal nature was necessary.  Such a 
Memorandum could be agreed and then circulated among the Fellows before the 
June meeting of the Association.  Because Horwood-Smart was going on holiday 
Glazebrook would draft the memorandum and send it to Horwood-Smart for 
approval.   
 
On 26 May Glazebrook wrote to Horwood-Smart enclosing the promised draft, 
entitled "Explanatory Note", running to six pages, for signature by Horwood-Smart 
and himself.  It was couched in the terms he had formally repeatedly used in 
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correspondence and in his celebrated Opinion dealing only with the powers and 
duties of the Master as compared to the powers and authority of the Fellows' Council 
or of the Association as defined in the Articles.  He did however, "back-track" a little 
on exercise of authority during vacations or other intervals between meetings of the 
Fellows' Council or its Committees.  In short it bore or no little resemblance to the 
agreeement outlined in the memorandum which Horwood-Smart had drafted.  This 
came as no surprise to me, having been in  the firing line for so long; it confirmed my 
earlier views that it was a waste of time to talk with such people.  
 
Horwood-Smart was extremely "miffed" when we spoke; he thought Glazebrook was 
"trying to bully us" - and he wasn't having it.  Subsequently he wrote to me 
explaining that it would not be possible for an agreed statement to be prepared in 
time for for the next meeting of the Association.  He also said that it was clear that the 
petitioning Fellows were not at all anxious to persist with their application for a 
Visitation, but it was also clear that the matter of my letter to the Bursar [of 16 March 
l988] was not the real ground for their concern but was simply the event that 
triggered their action.  Again this had been my view all along, also that  in the 
process they had used John Holifield and put him under extreme pressure while 
hypocritically talking cant about principles and the "College" or human dimension.  
It was all very sad.  
 
Next a copy of a handwritten draft note "To all Fellows" from Bruce Elsmore was 
brought to my attention.  It began: " "I understand that although agreement has been 
reached between Mr Horwood Smart, acting as solicitor for the College, and Mr Peter 
Glazebrook, the Master has indicated his unwillingness to accept their memorandum 
of agreement aimed to resolve the current dispute."  This was of course totally 
inaccurate! This must have been pointed out to Elsmore because it was not issued.  
 
In the event the Association met on 5 June There was a wide ranging discussion on 
the unanimous recommendation from the Nominations Committee at their meeting 
on 18 May, not to re-appoint Holifield on the expiry of his fixed-term contract on 30 
September l989  The Association voted (10 for 8 against) not to reappoint Holifield.  
This was entirely in line with the constitution. That evening Lipner wrote to the 
Master and Fellows resigning his Fellowship.  In explanation he claimed that this was 
"the culmination of a long and ruthless campaign to discredit this Fellow on grounds 
only partly connected with professional competence.  Owing to the enormous 
pressure deriving from personal attacks on his character and competence he had not 
been given a fair chance to defend himself during the production of these 
indictments.  He found the vote by the majority "an act of the gravest inhumanity 
and injustice".  The Master's stance and actions throughout had lain at the centre of 
this conflict.  He could continue to belong to the College only by crippling his 
integrity.  He sent a copy to the Visitor.   
 
Such hypocrisy!  This was nonsense; it was their actions that had put the Bursar in 
his present situation, by egging him on.   Elsmore wrote to tell me that a notice I put 
up concerning the non-re-appointment of the Bursar had been taken down "by 
persons unknown". "In the student body of the College, feelings are running high 
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about the decision reached." If true this was because of the misleading leaks and 
lobbying done by the opposition.  
 
On 8 June Brading wrote to resign his Fellowship, saying that the decision not to re-
appoint the Bursar "was but the concluding act in a carefully orchestrated campaign 
sustained over 18 months.  Throughout this period Dr. Laws pursued his quarry with 
implacable resolve, not hesitating to violate College Statutes and Ordinances, 
heedless of the reasoned protests of senior Fellows."  This too was nonsense; their 
protests were not reasoned in the generally accepted sense and many senior Fellows 
took the other view.  
 
On 9 June Robert Gordon wrote to resign his Fellowship, saying that this was a 
decision that had grown gradually over the past months.  His was a civilised and 
friendly letter; although he had distanced himself from the politics, he was clearly 
unhappy about the way things had gone.  I think that the bitterness, division and 
distrust was too much for him and he just wanted a quiet life.  I was sorry to see him 
go.  He had earlier written to say that he would probably vote "'for the defence', but 
then we shall each have to act according to conscience and think no less of one 
another for that."  What a contrast to the behaviour of the opposition!  His resignation 
was later used with the Press as if it was in protest at my bad behaviour.   
 
There was also a letter from the President and Vice-President of the Combination 
Room (CR) Executive, representing the student body.  At an extraordinary meeting 
of the CR a motion had been passed expressing deep concern at the sequence of 
events which had led to the resignations of two of the most prominent members of 
the College fellowship.  The student body was perturbed by the negative 
repercussions this would have on the academic life of the College, and was 
disappointed that it could not have been avoided.  Although the CR appreciated the 
complexity of the issues involved, nevertheless it felt that the resolution of the matter 
gave cause for concern about the future of the College.  I knew that the critics had 
been feeding misinformation to the students to elicit sympathy for their views; 
neither I nor (so far as I am aware), my supporters, had discussed these confidential 
matters with the students, and so I was pleased that they had not been more 
prejuduced against me personally.  Their letter was reasonable but I did not share 
their concern about the future. 
 
On 12 June Mary Thatcher wrote to resign her Fellowship. She was to retire in 
September in any case, but wished to make her protest clear and public.  She found 
the procedures and methods leading to the Bursar's non re-appointment "lacking in 
justiuce, compassion and honour."  
 
Four Fellows had now resigned and two of my critics remained, Elsmore and 
Lehmann.  
 
Bernadette O'Flynn, Secretary of the Association and a catholic, wrote to congratulate 
me on the way I had handled the meeting.  She believed the result was a "major 
breakthrough of 50 years of conservative catholicism in the College.  I now had 
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around me the strongest team of officers that the College had ever had... and this 
must surely be the launching pad for future progress.  She realised that it must be 
disappointing to me to find some Fellows still voted against on the important issues. 
They were not voting against me, but  on misguided loyalties and misplaced 
compassion   "The other side played to the gallery on the sympathy ticket - you won 
the stalls and the grand circle on the responsibility ticket!"  The Fellows who were 
won over on the sympathy ticket were Fellows who are not engaged with the College 
and do not understand the importance of the issues they are asked to take decisions 
on and far less do they understand the implications of their decisions.  "I believe they 
would be shocked if confronted with the idea that their vote was not actually in 
support of you....You are witnessing the worst elements of College politics - it is a 
forum for the generation of collective individualism!"  So far my Mastership had 
been bedevilled by a few disaffected Fellows who trumped up unsupported charges 
and managed to manipulate the weak ones.  
 
What I had been through with my critics was the equivalent of the debate: is it better 
to be loved than feared, or the reverse?  She quoted Machiavelli to me: "The answer is 
that it is desirable to be both, but because it is difficult to join them together, it is 
much safer for a prince to be feared than loved, if he is to fail in one of the two.  
Because we can say this about men in general: they are ungrateful, changeable, 
simulators and dissimulators, runaways in danger, eager for gain; while you do well 
by them they are all yours; they offer you their blood, their property, their lives, their 
children, when need is far off; but when it comes near you, they turn about.....men 
have less hesitation in injuring one who makes himself loved than one who makes 
himself feared, for love is held by a chain of duty, which, since men are bad, they 
break at every chance for their own profit; but fear is held by a dread of punishment, 
that never fails you.  Nevertheless, the wise prince makes himself feared in such a 
way that, if he does not gain love, he escapes hatred; because to be feared and not to 
be hated can well be combined .....A wise prince, then, is not troubled about a 
reproach for cruelty by which he keeps his subjects united and loyal because giving a 
very few examples of cruelty, he is more merciful than those, who through too much 
mercy, let evils continue, from which result murders or plunder, because the latter 
commonly harm a whole group, but those executions that come from the prince 
harm individuals only."  (Of course, she said, as a strong supporter of womens' 
rights, Machiavelli excluded women from this discourse!).  However a twentieth 
century Master is far from a sixteenth century Prince, and I had was saddeened that I 
should have attracted such hatrred.  Nor had I been cruel, quite the reverse.  
 
I was also heartened by a letter from Paul Luzio, (later to become an extremely good 
Senior Tutor) who had been an active member of the Working Party. He regretted the 
resignation of Fellows and the closeness of the vote on the re-appointment of the 
Bursar, but believed it was right for matters to be brought to a head.  He was pleased 
to note that the newly elected and re-elected officers were all supportive of my 
position and in this sense, the Committees were likely to be stronger.  "In reality there 
is now a much clearer mandate for the development of the College under your 
leadership than there has been at any time since I have been a fellow."  Paul later was 
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extremely effective in bringing the matter to an end by negotiating, between Elsmore 
and Lehmann and myself,a resolution accepted by the fellowship 
 
The fellows who had resigned made a splash in the Press, giving their familiar, 
slanted, vindictive version of events in the College.  Some of the Press and notably 
the Independent gave the libellous version of events which I have recounted earlier.; 
the Telegraph's lack of impartiality was disappointing too; under a forbidding 
portrait of me,it named me the 'Iron' Master"!   It was said that the exodus was in 
protest at my behaviour,  and the Times reported that it was "unprecedented at 
Cambridge this century".  Brading was reported as saying that "It is a tragedy for 
such a small college.  And it is a tragedy too for Dr Laws, who had such a 
distinguished career as director of the British Antarctic Survey."  How extraordinary!  
Holifield was reported as saying that he was considering taking the matter to an 
Industrial Tribunal and "Dr Laws's management style has been extremely 
authoritarian...he employs a rod of iron." They also fed their line to the Tablet (a 
Catholic newspaper).   
 
Geoffrey Cook, the Vice-Master, Christopher Moss, the Dean and Terence 
McLaughlin, Admissions Tutor, pointed out the blatant inaccuracies in the Tablet 
account.  Their colleagues had resigned because they could not accept the majority 
decision of the college's governing body not to reappoint the bursar on the expiry of 
his fixed term contract.  They noted that they were Catholic fellows who had every 
confidence in the governance of the college, in its Master and, not least, in its future.   
Later, writing on 7 July, Elsmore had the effrontery to take them to task, deploring 
the way they had purposely chosen to mislead readers of the Tablet - (words fail 
me!); the three found the tone of his letter both offensive and totally unacceptable.  
This letter as much as anything brought home to me the impossibility of ever 
reaching any amicable settlement.  I chose not to comment on all this other than to 
say that I was confident that the University would draw its own conclusions in the 
matter, and was confident of support.  
 
I received many expressions of support from St Edmund's  Fellows and from senior 
people in the University.  One Head of House wrote to say: "I am sorry you are 
having to cope with sedition.  Resigning dons, however, are far less trouble than non-
resigners." A very senior university officer wrote to say he was sure that I was "right 
to be absolutely firm in response to "the pressures from the doctrinaire element. The 
departure of discontented fellows should help to clear the air and create a much 
better atmosphere in the College in the future.  Although it was claimed in the press 
that four resignations is unprecedented, this is not so.  There were four resignations 
at Downing in the early 70's followed by a further resignation on the same issue, and 
things soon quietened down. Historians looking back will see this as a necessary 
prerequisite to the modernisation of St Edmund's.  I am sure there will be solid 
support in the University for the stand you have found it necessary to take."   
 
I also received support from students.  A former student wrote to say that she 
couldn't believe that the decision not to renew the Bursar's appointment was a 
mistake and "must say I am pleased by it.  I know how badly treated by him were not 
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only a good number of my fellow students  but also most of the staff, whose 
unhappiness was an upsetting thing to be aware of while I was in the College.  I 
surmise a major cause of the resignations was the two-facedness in the Bursar that I 
had personal experience of, with [the resigning fellows] likely to have seen only the 
ingratiating side of him." I had of course seen both sides.  
 
However, on 22 June twenty students (out of a hundred or so) signed a letter to the 
Cardinal, expressing their fear that as a result of the resignations, the academic 
quality and balance of the College had been seriously damaged.  The resigning 
Fellows had served the College well and their resignations were a considered 
response to what they deemed to be an intolerable situation. They appealed to the 
Cardinal, as Visitor of the College to investigate the situation.  The Cardinal replied 
that he had always considered the problems to be domestic ones which should be 
resolved within the College itself without the intervention of outsiders.   
 
It got "curiouser and curiouser". On 5 July Elsmore wrote to the Cardinal's solicitor to 
say that he and Lehmann, the two remaining dissidents intended to proceed with 
their petition to the Visitor!  Glazebrook would act for them. Glazebrook wrote to Mr 
Horwood-Smart a few days later, again complaining at length about my behaviour.  
He also enclosed a letter to the Visitor, which drew attention to points he had made 
in his Opinion, was misleading about Horwood Smart's actions, strongly and at 
length criticised the actions of the Cardinal's solicitor and advised that such 
professional and legal advice and services as he might require in discharging his 
duties as Visitor "should henceforth be sought from someone other than Mr H, or 
anyone connected with the firm of which he is a partner (and incredibly, named another 
solicitor that the Cardinal should retain to advise him ).  Also by implication he 
threatened the Cardinal with a challenge in the High Court.  What overweening and 
unbalanced arrogance this displayed!  It demonstrated so clearly what I had been up 
against, confirmed the low opinion I had formed of the opposition, and the 
misleading unprofessional and low-grade advice Holifield and my other critics had 
been acting upon.   
 
The Visitor wrote to Glazebrook at the end of July in response to his letter 
maintaining the application for a Visitorial decision.  He asked whether all steps 
capable of being taken by the College to resolve the matter internally were taken.  
Would Glazebrook confirm that the actions the Master was alleged to have taken 
were not such as to warrant involving the Visitor, or that a majority of the Fellows 
desired the Visitor to take action.  Te enable him to review the opinions earlier given, 
would he let him know whether or nopt the Association had met and passed 
resolutions either limiting the Master's authority under ArtIcle ll (i) or otherwise, 
either limiting the Master's authority or supporting or criticising any action alleged to 
have been taken by the Master.  If not why should such steps not be taken before 
referring the matters to the Visitor?  
 
Meanwhile other Fellows were looking for a way out of the mess. At my request Paul 
Luzio became involved in negotiating a settlement between myself and Elsmore and 
Lehmann, which would result in the latter withdraweing their appeal to the Visitor.   
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As one who had been away when much of the acrimony occurred, he was relatively 
untainted.  A solution could come only from looking forward and not too much 
raking over the past.  They indicated several areas of continuing dispute with me, a 
need to further discuss the management relationship between the Bursar and the 
Master and the need for expennditure to be approved by the F & G P Committee.  
Ironically he said that there was a need for the College to be run by consensus rather 
than confrontation. [Coming from one of the arch confronters this was a bit thick!]  In 
response I accepted that the issue of the management relationship between the 
Master and the Bursar needed to be further discussed by the Fellowship.  It could be 
done conveniently when the new Job Description was discussed.  I would be happy 
with a resolution to the Association fixing limts to expenditure that could be incurred 
by College Officers without F & G P Committee authorisation.  Such a resolution 
could also indicate the need for F & G P Committeee authorisation before 
expenditure above these limits in term time and, retrospectively, in vacations.  A 
more difficult area was the question of the Master's general responsibility for the 
affairs of the College, and the question of government by consensus.  
 
Paul Luzio wished to make progress and achieve a situation where they felt able to 
retire with grace from the confrontation which they had engineered, and to withdraw 
their Petition.  He pointed out that it would be sensible to try and do this within the 
College, if possible without further recourse to lawyers, "since it would undoubtedly 
help develop confidence and trust within the Fellowship."   During July he put much 
effort into trying to narrow the gap between Elsmore and Lehmann's demands and 
my position.   On the management relationship between Master and Bursar they 
were still plugging away on the earlier lines.  I was concerned that there should be a 
need for the Bursar to keep the Master (and other Officers as appropriate) informed 
on a frequent and regular basis.  Also I was particularly concerned that there should 
be a mechanism whereby any serious problems with a Bursar could be dealt with in 
the early stages without moving directly to disciplinary action under Articles 18 and 
20, involving the whole Association and the Visitor.  We needed a disciplinary 
mechanism for all our paid staff that protected the College as well as the individual 
under the terms of the Employment Protection Act.  I was concerned that any 
statement should contain recognition of the need for Fellows to bring matters to the 
Association before taking them outside.   
 
In the event a draft statement to be approved by the Association, went through a 
number of revisions.  Paul was able to write to me that he had been sucessful in  
persuading Elsmore and Lehmann to accept the draft statement. On the last revision 
one minor change by me was accepted; but Glazebrook, writing to Horwood-Smart 
could not resist the temptation to blame me unfairly for delay because I "had 
subsequently proposed further amendments which were not acceptable...". It went to 
the Association on  16 October as a formal resolution proposed by Paul Luzio and 
seconded by the Vice-Master.  It read as follows:   
 
That the control and management of all the College’s affairs lie with the Association.  
College Officers report to the Association or to one of the Committees to which it has 
delegated responsibility.  The Master has “a general responsibility for the affairs of 
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the College and for maintaining and promoting its efficiency, good order and 
development in such a manner as to further the objects expressed in the 
Memorandum of Association, and for that purpose he may make such provision as 
he thinks fit in all cases not provided for by these Articles or by Ordinances or 
Resolutions made by the Association”.  Article 11(i). 
 
In this capacity he exercises a general oversight of the manner in which other officers 
discharge their duties and is entitled to ask for explanations of, and to caution them 
about, matters within their sphere of action about which he feels any concern, to be 
informed and consulted, and to offer advice on novel or problematic matters.  The 
Master has not, and has never claimed, power to dismiss any Fellow or Officer 
without the authority of the Association.   
 
At present there is no specific mechanism for dealing with the early stage of warning 
as required under current employment legislation.  It is proposed to recommend to 
the Association that in future in any case where the Master is concerned about the 
performance of an Officer, the Master after consultation with the Nominations 
Committee is able to issue a warning letter. 
 
The Association has not delegated the ordinary day-to-day management of the 
College to the Master not has the Master sought to assume this.  The Association 
may, however, specifically seek to delegate day-to-day management to the Master in 
relation to any particular matter.  The Master or any Officer may incur expenditure 
up to respective delegated limits to be set by the Association.  This includes the 
amount in the budget head for expenses incurred by the Master in the exercise of his 
duties.  Above these delegated limits the Master or any other College Officer may, as 
has always been done, in consultation with the Treasurer and Bursar, or either of 
them, authorise or incur expenditure without prior approval of the Finance and 
General Purposes Committee in circumstances where such prior approval is not 
possible, but approval in retrospect should be sought from that Committee at the first 
opportunity. 
 
The past division in the Fellowship is deeply regretted and it is agreed that in the 
future Fellows should bring any matter of concern or grievance to the Association 
and exhaust all that body’s procedures before taking such matters outside the 
College.  In a collegiate body the aim should be to achieve consensus but there may 
be occasions when it is necessary for Fellows to accept the result of a majority vote of 
the Association even if they disagree with it." 
 
The Resolution was passed unanimously.  "The Association thanked Dr Luzio for 
acting as mediator and the Master for his co-operation." (Minute A372). The 
Association also formally and unanimously agreed the job description for the new 
Bursar.  Unfortunately David Lehmann then went home and wrote me a very short 
letter resigning his Fellowship; he gave no explanation and everyone was very 
surprised, since the outcome was marred by this action.  In fact I viewed it (and still 
do) as rather underhanded to have negotiated the statement essentially under false 
pretences.  However, I hoped that that was the end of this sorry matter, although 
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there was still the small possibility that John Holifield would apply for an Industrial 
Tribunal to appeal against wrongful dismissal.   
 
On 16 September Glazebrook wrote to the Cardinal informing him about the 
agreement reached.  He wrote that "it must be a matter of the greatest regret that 
such an agreement was not reached before four Fellows had felt obliged to resign 
their Fellowships, and a decision not to continue the Bursar's appointment had been 
reached by such a narrow majority".  He blamed the Cardinal's solicitor for the fact 
that it had taken so long to resolve the dispute.  "The dispute, already old last 
November , has dragged on for ten more months, it has attracted widespread, 
divisive and damaging publicity, [due to the actions of the petitioners and himself], 
and not only has a lot of money been expended, but the College is now faced with 
the prospect and cost of defending legal proceedings brought by the departing 
Bursar."   Of course, with his enormous ego, it never occurred to him that his own 
actions might have been largely responsible for this situation.  
 
Two months later, in a belated but typically aggressive missive, on l9 November, 
Glazebrook wrote to the Cardinal to inform him the Dr Elsmore now wished to 
withdraw his Petition, for Dr Lehmann too had resigned his Fellowship, "having 
found the atmosphere prevailing in the College this term too distasteful for him to 
wish to remain a Fellow."  The distasteful atmosphere was of course as much due to 
Glazebrook's actions as anyone's.  He could not resist a final disagreeable paragraph 
reproaching the Cardinal for not appointing Commissioners as provided for in the 
Articles (drafted by Glazebrook)! The Cardinal replied briefly with two comments; 
first  that for a person to be appointed Visitor and then have to work through 
Commissioners was not a way of proceeding that he believed to be sensible; second 
that he had always regarded - and still did - that the problems that arose at St 
Edmund's were matters which could and should have been settled on the spot by the 
persons concerned.  It seemed to him that "a Visitor had a right to exercise his 
judgement having had the opportunity to make preliminary investigations."  Rightly 
the Cardinal had had the last word in this extraordinary matter.  Glazebrook had 
lost!  What a monumental ego he had.  
 
In November final accounts were received from the College solicitors and the 
Cardinal's solicitors, totalling £3852.50, raising the total legal costs to £6900 (check).  
 
Looking back I can see that my critics had set out early on to make life difficult for 
me and seized upon the Bursar's problem as a way to do this.  They formed a clique 
whose criticism of me was fired by emotion and bigotry.  They had wilfully 
misunderstood the situation - and ignored the Employment Law element of the 
problems.  They had resorted to dirty tactics throughout.  The fundamental 
difference between the two active elements in the College lay in how they saw the 
future of the College.  On the one hand my critics; the core of this group represented 
ultra-conservative catholicism, and they prosecuted the struggle with undiminished 
acrimony until the bitter end.  Not one new idea came from this group and they 
made no real attempt to resolve the differences.  On the other hand, my supporters 
represented the forward-looking element in the Fellowship, and included seniors 
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members of the catholic heirarchy, the Archbishop, some bishops, including Alan 
Clark, Bishop of East Anglia, the former Master and the present Dean. The problems 
were strongly rooted in the past and at root was a schism between two kinds of 
catholicism.  There had been an orchestrated campaign against me which was very 
anarchic and divisive, with personal attacks on my integrity;  I did not descend to the 
level. of the opposition.  
 
Of course, with hindsight I have to acknowledge that I made some mistakes in 
handling this very difficult situation.  It ran unremittingly for two years and for some 
seven months of that time I was unwell having had two major operations in the 
summer and Autumn of l987.  I may have misjudged the motives of some of my 
critics, although I still do not think so.  Strictly speaking, I may on occasion have 
over-reacted, possibly even acted unconstitutionally on a strict interpretation , 
although I took legal advice on most actions, and the unconstitutional actions, if any, 
were on minor issues, where some latitude might have been given.  On the major 
issues I am satisfied that I acted entirely correctly.  And after all, my actions were 
vindicated by the negative response of the Visitor to the 'vexatious' petition.  But it is 
not an experience I would wish upon anyone.  I was buoyed up by the conviction 
that I was right, my previous experiences in Africa and government service had 
prepared me for the bitter struggle, and I enjoyed strong support from people in the 
Fellowship and more widely in the University whose opinion I respected.   
 
However, personal considerations aside, I certainly have no doubt that this 'catharsis' 
was essential to the future destinies of the College.   
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Chapter 16 
 
 

Last Antarctic Journey, in Retirement:  
2000 - 2001 
 

      
       Killer whale pod 
 

In 1999 Chris Rapley, Director of BAS, wrote to invite me to go to the Antarctic as 
the guest of the Survey. I wasn’t able to take this up because of the short notice and 
other commitments, but he renewed the offer the next year and I was able to accept. I 
discussed the three possible options with John Hall and Richard Hanson – namely 
Rothera, Halley or Signy/South Georgia - and decided on the latter.  This meant 
flying via Ascension Island to the Falkland Islands, Joining RRS James Clark Ross and 
heading for Bird Island, Grytviken/KEP and Signy, then back to Stanley and home. 
There would be two 2-day periods at sea doing ship-board science projects.  BAS 
would cover all the costs of my trip.  Accommodation on the JCR would be the Chief 
Scientist’s cabin.  It was very generous! Eventually I was kitted out with Antarctic 
clothing etc., to be sent on ahead by sea. And I attended parts of the BAS 
Introductory Conference.  I would be away from 16 October to 17 November.  

So it was that, on 16 October, I Left BAS by bus at 5 o’clock, reaching Brize Norton 
at 7.30 pm; checked in for flight to Ascension and hung around.  ETD was 2400, but 
we learnt that it was postponed until 1300 tomorrow, due to bad weather at 
Ascension.  Ted Clapp, formerly in charge of BAS operations in Stanley, and his wife 
were on the flight and we had a chat.  Overnighting in the Gateway Hotel I had a 
room to myself.  

Next day after breakfast we walked to the terminal. The plane departed about 1 
o’clock.  The seats were comfortable with plenty of legroom – in Tristar jet (having a 
third jet in tail).  I sat next to Amanda Lynnes – a penguin biologist working on 
penguin foraging biology – feeding and diving telemetry – at Signy. This was her 
fifth season with BAS, now working for a PhD.  We had a deep conversation and I 
enjoyed her youthful enthusiasm and her company.  It was a good flight, but with 
poor food, and the bar ran out of drinks – as  I had postponed ordering so didn’t get 
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any.  The lighting was bad for reading the Times newspaper, and Jeremy Paxman: 
The English. At 9.0 pm we arrived at Ascension Island and walked to the “cage” for a 
1.5 hr refuelling stop.  

Then at 10 pm it was announced that the flight was postponed to 12 noon on 18 
October – due to bad weather at Mt. Pleasant Airfield, FI. I had a beer and chatted 
with Martin Davey (BC Signy Island).  A bus took us to “Bunkroom City” and very 
basic accommodation – four to a room, separate toilet and a washroom block.  I made 
my bunk-bed and managed to acquire a towel from a maid.  Washed and to bed at 
11.30 to the sound of cicadas.  

We had a comfortable night, not too warm, but the odd mosquito and cockroach 
made their presence felt.  I shaved and showered before breakfast in the mess. We 
filled in the time before the bus left for the airport, chatting and looking at the 
scenery.  The heavy rain cleared and revealed volcanic terrain – red ash with pointy 
cones and black lava flows – some colonised with bushes /lichens, others bare earth. 
Some Acacia species were still in flower, but most had set seed.  A few birds were 
calling including ubiquitous Indian Mynahs.  The bus came to take us to the 
terminal, where we checked in again and waited in the “cage”.  

After a good flight we arrived at Mount Pleasan  airport at 4.45 pm (four hrs 
behind UK time).  I was given VIP treatment and called forward to disembark first. I 
was met by Gordon Liddle (Fishing Authority), the immigration procedure was 
facilitated and we drove to the James Clark Ross, arriving about 6.30 pm.  The country 
was familiar Falkland Island scenery – stone rivers, rocky hills and lakes etc., 
although I hadn’t been over it before.  At the James Clark Ross gangway I was met by 
Hamish, the Chief Steward and taken to the Chief Scientist’s cabin on the Bridge 
Deck, where I was installed. I met the Captain, Jerry Bergan, who I had appointed as 
a junior officer some years before.  He was very welcoming.  There was a formal 
invitation to dinner at 7.30 at Government House, confirming an earlier invitation 
from the Governor, Donald Lamont “to meet Dr Guido Di Tella and family” – former 
Foreign Minister of Argentina.  

So I had a hurried shower and put on a suit.  Jerry drove me to Government 
House – arriving bang on 7.30 pm, whew!  Other guest included Quentin ----, 
Conservative MP and Shadow Spokesman for Defence.  Donald Lamont and his wife 
were both very charming.  Drinks, then dinner, on a very enjoyable evening.  I sat 
next to Di Tella’s son, trained as a Botanist, now a businessman; we had an 
interesting conversation reflecting our interests.  On my other side was a pleasant 
Dutch biologist, involved in the management of the Fishery.  

I had a long conversation with the Governor and Di Tella after dinner, over 
Laphroag malt whisky and was driven back to the ship by the Government House 
Driver (formerly Royal Marines) and to bed just after midnight.  Feeling fine after a 
very long day – it was still 4 am for me! 

Next day I had talks with various people. The ship was moored at FIPASS – a 
floating port facility miles out of town, so I took the bus at 10 o’clock.  I noticed many 
changes since my last visit in 1987, including a bypass road.  The town was extending 
eastwards with many new Scandinavian homes.  It was a day of sunshine and 
showers.  I did a little shopping for essentials and bought a toy penguin and a seal 
pup for Madeleine and Reuben [grandchildren].  I walked along Ross Road, past 
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Hambledon (formerly Don and Marjorie Clarke’s home – friends from 1947!), 
Cathedral and whale jawbone arch, Post Office etc.  

I looked in at the ‘Falklands Conservation’ office and had a chat with the four 
girls working there, including two biologists – Becky and Angela, both had degrees – 
doing wildlife surveys.  I continued on along past the bright blue-roofed hospital and 
along the shore, where there were steamer ducks and drake, upland geese, gulls, 
giant petrels flying. So to the Battle Memorial and then returning in showers, to catch 
the 11.25 am bus back to the ship.  

In the afternoon I unpacked and stowed my gear.  I had been invited, by the 
Commissioner for South Georgia and the South Sandwich Islands and Mrs Lamont, 
to a reception for 6.30-8.0 pm, I  changed and about ten of us were taken to GH in a 
minibus.  The room was packed.  I met among others: Gerald Cheek, Graham Bell 
(Australian vet who had worked on elephant seals at Macquarie Island), Myriam 
Booth (BAS representative in Stanley) – upset that she hadn’t been notified in 
advance by Cambridge about my visit - Sally Poncet, John Barton, Lewis Clifton 
(who used to work for BAS), Ted Clapp and others were there.  The Deputy 
Governor/ Principal Secretary asked me to talk with a group of Fourth Form 
students and two teachers.  They seemed very nice kids; two planned to become 
doctors, one a vet.  

Donald Lamont spoke and introduced Di Tella and myself to the throng, photos 
were taken of the three of us and we conversed.  Back to the ship by bus and then 
chatted in the saloon with Jerry Bergan and one of the South Georgia construction 
team, coming with us – over four malt whiskies.  To bed at 11.30 pm after another 
long day, but feeling fairly resilient. 

A beautiful fine clear day followed.  Breakfast was at 7.30, with the officers, 
scientists and a commercial construction team being taken to South Georgia, under 
contract to build new facilities there - all messing together. Then we had a talk from 
Graham, the Chief Officer, about the emergency drill – a very clear and competent 
exposition.  At 9.30 we left our moorings and went through the Narrows to anchor 
off Sparrow Point, then embarked upon the drill.  We went to muster stations in the 
lounge, an alarm sounded and we donned life jackets (for the real thing we had also 
been issued with survival suits), and went to lifeboat stations. We climbed into the 
very modern, covered, motor lifeboats, each of which could take 80 people – even so 
it was very crowded and cramped inside.  We were lowered into the water and 
drove around before attaching to the ship. I climbed the rope ladder to the deck.  

This all took us to 11.30 am and I occupied the rest of the morning on further 
organising myself.  Lunch was fish and chips and peas. Then the impressive 
motorised ‘scow’ was launched – weight 14.5 tons – by crane with a 20 ton capacity 
and 30 m reach, an improved facility since my active involvement; it scow drove 
around us as a test.  It was a beautiful day and I talked with Jerry on the bridge about 
operations.  Then at c. 4 pm the anchor was weighed and we set sail for South 
Georgia.  I read and wrote until dinner at 6.30 pm.  I finished reading Jeremy 
Paxman’s “The English”, which I’d enjoyed; it was detailed, witty and stimulating.  

We continued in fine sunshine and calm seas, hitting the ocean swell as we 
passed Cape Pembroke lighthouse.  The distance from Stanley to Bird Island, our 
first landfall, is c. 750 miles.  It was a very rough night, and overcast on rising in the 
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morning.  The wind increased to storm force 9 (up to 45 knots).  I was on the bridge 
before breakfast and later stood in on Neil’s (Third Officer) watch 8-12 am). I spent 
the day reading and writing, with breaks on the bridge, weather continuing rough, 
but getting better. I went down to the bond store and made a few purchases.  Also 
looked around the ship including the gym and sauna – rowing machine, bicycle, step 
machine, multigym.  Meal times were 7.30, 12.30, and 6.30 pm, but somehow I was 
put onto a 6 o’clock meal sitting, so was out of touch with officers and BAS people.   
A lot of people were sleeping or relaxing. Noon position 52º 05, S; 52° 27’ W.  

Next day was a Sunday.  Andy Woods gave me a tutorial on the computer e-mail 
system and afterwards I sat near the stern and watched birds flying in bright 
sunshine - black-browed albatrosses, giant petrels, fulmars, Cape pigeons, Wilson’s 
petrel etc.  Graham (Chief Officer) gave a talk on Bird Island procedures and showed 
a video demonstrating handling heavy weights – to avoid back problems during 
relief.  Jerry Bergan looked in and we had a chat.  We crossed the Antarctic 
Convergence during the morning and the sea temperature dropped to a chilly 2.7°C.  
Satellite sea ice maps showed our Signy Station in the South Orkneys surrounded by 
4-6 tenths pack ice, Rothera Station on Adelaide Island by 9-10 tenths pack.  

I spent more time on deck watching the birds, and sent an e-mail to Maureen, 
Andrew & Martelle, Richard, Chris.  My kitbag was delivered and I unpacked and 
stowed the contents.  In the afternoon I began Annan “The Dons” (about Cambridge) 
and later went up on the Monkey Deck.  The movement was less, but there were still 
whitecaps on the waves. I talked with Jerry on the bridge, and had drinks with Jerry, 
Duncan (Chief Engineer), Keith, Colin – very sociable and dinner with them.  As I 
stood on the bridge the masthead searchlight (maximum range about 2 miles) was 
turned down to hit the sea surface about 200 m ahead.  It picked out the foam on the 
wave crests as brilliant white and where it shone into the wave was a beautiful 
luminous blue.  Snow blizzards drove across the beam.  Earlier I had watched the 
water drops on the bridge windows. They were dense like stars, of different sizes, 
occasionally coalescing and running down the glass – like shooting stars with a tail.   

Up at 6.45 am after a night of violent rolling and pitching.  I must have got some 
sleep, but was woken at times by the movement.  I went onto the bridge when the 
Willis Islands, snow covered, were abeam to starboard, visible then blotted out by 
snow storms.  Bird Island and the main island of South Georgia and the rocks Sorn 
and Bernt appeared too.  The land was snow-covered down to sea level apart from 
some steep rock exposures – it was October after all.  Seabirds included: Wandering 
albatross, BBA, Light mantled sooty albatross, Giant Petrels, Cape pigeons, Black-
bellied storm petrels and snow petrels – very elegant.  No penguins or seals were 
seen.  

We had breakfast and I chatted with Jane Tanton – going to Bird Island as a Field 
Assistant.  She knew John Skinner, S. Africa, and Rudi van Aarde, having done an 
MSc at Pretoria and was now going to Bird Island for 2 1/2 years.  We came abreast 
Bird Island Sound about 9 o’clock, but the sea was too rough for a landing, so we 
carried on along the north west coast of SG, past Elsehul.  I stood on the bridge for an 
hour watching it go by and then got on with some writing.  

We moved along well offshore from this rocky coast in winds of force 10 (50 kts), 
not seeing the shores because of the clouds of mist and occasional blizzards.  But we 
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could see the coast on the radar screen.  The wind whipped the sea into white spume 
forming in the water, then blown horizontally off the tops of the waves on the wind.  
There were few birds – GPs, BBA, Cape pigeons.  Our ETA Grytviken was 2 o’clock, 
but as we nosed into Cumberland Bay snow squalls limited the visibility we could 
see the coastline only occasionally through the mists and spray.  Our average sped 
was just under 12 knots.  

We anchored about 2 pm near Hobart Rocks, still in a white blankness.  About 4 
o’clock I looked out and saw King Edward Point, with Shackleton House black 
against the snow – about half an inch of new snow which came down to sea level.  
The other buildings were less easily identified, some of them, painted white, faded 
into the background.  On the beach I could see the black slug-like shapes of the 
breeding elephant seals (c.40 of them).  Beyond, still in the white shroud was the 
Horse Head and Hestesletten shore, with more elephant seals just to be seen.  
Visibility varied in the snow squalls and williwaws, but didn’t extend for far along 
the Hestesletten shore; we couldn’t see Grytviken whaling station itself.  I chatted on 
the bridge with the Captain and others until 5 o’clock.  ‘Pippa’ Browning, the Doctor, 
gave me sun lotion (factor 30 UVA protection) and some UVA lip salve which later 
proved too be necessary.  A few blue-eyed shags flew by.  There were discussions 
with Pat Lurcock ashore (the Civil Administrative Officer) and at 5.30 pm the first of 
three trips in the army’s ‘rigid raiders’ took the Morrison’s team of builders ashore.  
They were to construct a new research station for BAS fishery scientists.  

Before supper I sorted out computer problems over the e-mails.  There was an 
one in from Maureen; the weather was poor in Estoril and they are heading north 
that day.  I hoped she received my e-mail before leaving.  After supper I chatted in 
the lounge with Les Whittamore, BAS Coordinator for South Georgia.  We expected 
to be here for 3 days.  The path to Grytviken whaling station was closed because of 
the avalanche danger, so the only way off KEP was by boat! Later JCR moved out of 
the cove and kept to a position in East Cumberland Bay just north of KEP.  I 
continued reading “The Dons”.  Visited the bridge, the wind gusting to 40 kts and 
two searchlights were lighting up the drift snow.  

At 6.30 am on 24 October we were coming alongside the KEP jetty. I stood on the 
bridge as the vessel was mooring – a lengthy process with two lines, bow and stern, 
to shore, two lines midships to the jetty.  After breakfast I kitted up and went ashore.  
It was cold with a bitter wind, but clear and the Barff Peninsula was shining in the 
sunshine, also Dartmouth Point, Hestesletten, Brown Mountain and Mt Hodges.  I 
went down the gangway about 8.30 am and there I met Pat Lurcock and Dave 
Mitchell (formerly BAS) down with Morrison’s team as an electrician.  I walked 
through the ‘settlement’ past the Post Office, (former) Radio Office, Discovery House 
(my erstwhile home fifty years ago) Quigley’s, the Jail etc. to Shackleton House and 
on to Shackleton’s cross among the tussocks.   

I stopped to watch the elephant seals on the way and noted there were many 
black pups c. 7-10 days old.  A large dominant male and several subordinate males 
put on a display. There were some attempted matings, but it was too early in the 
season – the cows would come on heat in about ten days time.  The pups ranged in 
age from a few days to c. 15 days.  I took in the well-remembered behaviour, smells 
and sounds.  Overall, there was little activity.  Some males were ‘fighting’ in the sea, 

382



others making threat displays on land. Classical! Sheathbills and Dominican gulls, 
one or two blue-eyed shags, terns and skuas were about.  Reaching the cross I met up 
with Alasdair Ried, Rod Strachan, and Mark Belchier.  Returning we were invited 
into Larsen House for a cup of coffee and a chat in the bar of ‘Arkright’s Pub’, where 
the Morrison’s people were staying.  I watched the elephants again at length from 
their windows.  The C-130 from Stanley flew over for the mail drop, preceded by two 
‘rigid raiders’ speedboats racing out to the dropping zone.  We watched the 
parachute falling.  Then back eventually to the ship – a bit cold from the wind – and 
in to lunch.  

It cleared more in the afternoon and eventually I saw the peak of Mt Paget (c. 
10,000 ft) emerge from the clouds.  Jerry had invited guests from ashore for dinner – 
Tim and Pauline Carr (who ran the Museum), Pat and Sarah Lurcock, Capt. Brown 
(CO Army detachment) and the Army doctor a woman.  We had drinks in the bar 
and wine with the meal; then more drinks in the bar until late.  It was a convivial 
evening.  

A fine morning followed and at 9 o’clock the cargo tender took us across the cove 
to Grytviken, on top of cargo for the Museum.  We had tea and coffee with the Carrs 
and then looked around the Museum.  I was very favourably impressed.  It really is 
excellent and a tribute to Nigel (Bonner)’s efforts in setting it up and developing it 
and to the Carr’s now.  Photos and artefacts covered all aspects of the island and its 
history.  Some of the old photos took me back to 1951, particularly of the sealers and 
sealing.  A very lifelike stuffed wandering albatross flew beneath the ceiling.  There 
was a reconstruction of a 2-man whaler’s bunkroom, the products of the industry, 
scrimshaw and skulls, birds, vegetation, expeditions and so on.  Superb!  I was 
pleased to see a very good photo of Nigel and one of Peter Prince, both of whom had 
display rooms named after them.  A small Museum shop stocked clothes, jewellery, 
postcards, books etc.  

I had a chat with Pauline Carr and then walked through the snow, very deep in 
places up to my waist, to the Church.  The interior was more austere than I 
remembered.  Simple pine pews and bare wooden floors, a simple altar with 
communion rail – curved – an organ and a gallery at the back reached by stairs.   It 
was now very well maintained.  From the church I walked through the station, past 
the various workshops and living blocks, again in very deep snow at times – to Petrel 
and Curlew (the Carr’s yacht). Petrel had sunk by the stern.  I went on board and 
Martin Bell took photos of me standing by the harpoon gun.  There were a few bull 
elephants ashore, sleeping, one of them quite large.  

So passed an enjoyable morning, although a tiring one struggling through the 
deep snow.  The boat came for us at c. 1.15 pm crewed by Niell and Pippa and took 
Martin, ‘Sevvy’ (BAS Electronics wizard) and me, back to JCR.  Unfortunately we 
had to don immersion suits and life jackets, which was an awkward struggle.  Back 
on board about very tired, I had missed lunch. I had torn the nail off my RH little 
finger – about half way down.  It was painful and Pippa cleaned it and put on a 
dressing.  Martin Bell lent me a battery operated equipment – TENS from Boots – 
that he said should help my operated knee, which was also troubling me.  He 
showed me how to use it and I applied it for 30 mins to my knee.  It delivers a pulsed 
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electric shock with different patterned programmes.  In use the strength is gradually 
increased until the shock is at a maximum.  It seemed to help.  

Jerry and I had been invited to dinner with the Lurcocks and I didn’t realise that 
shore time here was an hour ahead of onshore, so when J. rang to check I hadn’t 
changed and hurried over it.  Pippa was there just for drinks and the other guests 
were Tim and Pauline Carr, Peter Wilmott (i/c the main Morrison’s construction 
team who reached King Edward Point two weeks ago).  We had an excellent meal, 
starting with toothfish cheeks – delicious – then lamb cutlet stew and vegetables, 
followed by a choice of desserts – I had a fruit salad.  Good wine and talk.  Wilmott 
had been 18m in Azerbaijan on a project and had some interesting experiences to 
recount.  Back to the JCR about 11 o’clock and Jerry came in for a nightcap and 
further chat.  

A perfect day followed.  All the mountains were snow-covered and clear and new 
ice had formed in the bay.  I took a few photos from the bridge. I kitted-up, applied 
the sun block and went ashore.  The unloading continued.  I walked to the Lurcock’s 
house to see Pat, and we talked until about 10 o’clock about his job, plans for KEP 
development etc.  We consumed coffee and cake, while the elephant seals roared 
outside.  He showed me around Discovery House where I lived and worked in 1951 
as Base Commander.  It was now rather sad, very untidy, filled with rubbish, planks, 
broken windows, stripped of furnishings.  I identified my bedroom, office and 
wetlab, also the kitchen and lounge, of the FIDS base but it was difficult to visualise it 
all as it used to be, because walls had been pulled down or moved, so the layout was 
not as I remembered it.  There are now several large rooms where before there were 
many small ones, etc.  It was to be reclaimed, refurbished and converted, probably 
into a visitor centre and museum.  

I walked over to the elephant seals and spent some time watching their activities. 
I counted about 95 including five bulls and in addition about 60-70 pups.  Pat 
pointed out one pup that had been ‘weaned’ at 14 days – rather early.  I saw two 
bulls attempting to copulate with cows, unsuccessfully.  One also made advances 
towards a pup, biting its neck and trying to draw it into a mating position.  The pup 
was yapping all the time and its mother became very agitated.  I took a few photos, 
but the light wasn’t good – it had begun to snow – and I returned to the ship and 
signed in again.  It was fairly calm but the weather deteriorated throughout the day 
and by mid afternoon even Susa Point and Hestesletten were obscured.  

I lunched, bought some first day covers from Sarah, who set up the PO on board 
and stamped my passport.  In the afternoon I read the SG Development Plan, which 
is a worthy attempt – some inaccuracies though.  Around 4 o’clock I went up onto 
the bridge and watched the elephants again.  Two large bulls were fighting fiercely, 
slashing and biting at each other; the vapour on the air from their mouths indicated 
they were roaring.  It was violent action.  But then another large bull approached 
them – one of the first pair broke away and the others engaged in an even more 
violent struggle, each stretching very high to gain advantage and menace the other.  
This fight went on for c. 15 minutes, one of the most sustained and vicious I could 
remember seeing.  Both bulls were covered in blood – head, chest and back down to 
the fore-flippers – bright red.  Eventually one got the upper hand and drove the other 
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down to the water’s edge and into the sea, following closely as he swam away out of 
sight! 

We’re invited by the Army to Shackleton House for drinks at 6.30 pm, but that 
would mean missing dinner, so I decided not to go.  Some drinks in the bar and a 
long talk with ‘Sevvy’ – an electronics technician, Russian-New Zealand.  He seemed 
to be doing very impressive work developing loggers to track bird movements over 
periods as long as 5 years!  But unfortunately he had a large chip on his shoulder 
about lack of recognition of his work by BAS.  Dave Mitchell, former BAS (Fid), now 
with Morrison’s looked in for a drink and chat in my cabin.  We had last met when 
he was at Faraday in [    ]. Tim and Pauline Carr took a party skiing to Echo Col etc. 
that day, with views over West Cumberland bay – leaving at 3.30 am.  The party 
included Amanda, Alistair and Rob.  

Another quiet night with new snow which had fallen on the thin layer of sea ice 
around the ship turning into apparent fast ice. I seemed to have collected two insect 
bites, bleeding, on my face!  I went ashore to have a last look at the elephant seals 
and take some pictures.  Pat Lurcock came up for another chat in my cabin and gave 
me a South Georgia armorial shield – and very attractive it is.  

We left at 10.0 am to move out opposite Sappho Point – near the buoy.  Jerry 
needed some time there for work to be carried out on the ship.  I read and wrote and 
appeared on the bridge from time to time to view the scenery – lovely it was, but not 
all clear.  Paget and Sugartop were almost clear.  Then we headed out past West 
Cumberland Bay and tantalising glimpses of the Three Brothers. We were all rather 
red from yesterday’s sun and UV exposure due to the Ozone Hole – despite liberal 
application of sun screen, protection factor 30.  I couldn’t remember anything 
remotely like this in the past – but of course I hadn’t been south so early for many 
years and the Ozone thinning occurs in October/November.  

The visibility dropped and for most of the day we steamed northwest, out of sight 
of the coast.  In the afternoon I did a large laundry load in the automatic washing 
machine and tumble drier.  But we passed close to a lovely little pale blue iceberg 
with three turrets.  So we came up to Elsehul and Bird Island, Bird Sound, c. 5 
o’clock.  It was still foggy, but cleared to about one mile visibility and two inflatable 
were launched – four people in each – to take four people in to Bird Island, including 
Andy Woods and Jane Tanton.  They disappeared into the murk in quite a heavy 
swell.  When the boats returned we headed out to sea, so as to be ready for a 6 
o’clock start on the planned hydro-acoustics lines.  Cathy Goss would have led this, 
but in her absence Mark Belchier was filling in.  Our company was reduced at dinner 
and I provided wine for our table.  Later I talked with Mark Belchier, then to my 
cabin to finish the ‘Beowolf’ translation and listen to CDs on the hi-fi.  There were no 
more incoming e-mails that night.  

Heavy seas hit us during the night.  My face was still red from UV burns.  On the 
bridge Graham (CO) showed me the six acoustic survey lines on the chart, each c. 43 
miles long; CTDs would also be deployed and if conditions permitted, some near-
surface hauls for krill – a net deployed from a small crane.  A long breakfast was 
extended by Jerry and I who were last to leave.  We’ll need to prepare for heavy seas 
(ie tie things down) when we turn round into a cross sea, then meet it head-on later 
in the morning.  
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I wrote until 10.15 am, then went up onto the bridge as we changed course. 
Predictably heavy rolls followed, waves now c. 10m high with 100m between crests. 
Much spume and foam.  We took a lot of water over the bow.  The Captain decided 
we couldn’t continue on course; it was obviously no use going to Bird Island, so we 
would stay in offshore waters until the sea ameliorated. The wind was force 9-10, 
some 40-50 knots.  There were plenty of birds about - some effortless, graceful flying 
by the wanderers, BBA, LMSA, GHA, fulmars, snow petrels, GPs, blue petrels, 
prions, white-chinned petrels.  The bridge was flooded at one stage – the scuppers on 
the bridge wings were inadequate to drain it and so water came in under the side 
door.  I enjoyed watching the waves approaching, with effortless grace until they hit 
the ship and she shuddered violently under the blows.  On a smaller scale the wind 
produced a lace-work of small irregular white crescents from the breaking wavelets.  

Sunday, 29 October came.  We rolled quite heavily during the night and at 8 
o’clock we changed course to the next acoustic leg on a beam sea – resulting in more 
heavy rolling.  I attempted to type an e-mail to Maureen (cc. the others) but with 
difficulty.  I took frequent breaks from reading, up to the bridge, to the saloon for a 
coffee and chat – a long talk with Alistair.  When reading I tended to fall asleep with 
the rocking motion!  We saw our first real iceberg, though small.  In fine weather I 
watched the birds, including several beautiful snow petrels.  I finished and sent the 
e-mail.  

Up and down, to and from the bridge.  In bright sunshine most of the day I 
watched the birds soaring above the waves so effortlessly.  I specially love the snow 
petrels.  There were many GPs that day too. The heavy rolling continued throughout 
the day.  Mark tried to get his krill net out and I watched the team preparing the 
forward crane, but they aborted due to the sea-state.  I wrote and read in between – 
and slept for a couple of hours that afternoon to escape the rolling.  An e-mail came 
in from Maureen – delighted.  She was having a good time in Portugal with Sheelagh 
and Eric: to the Minho, Porto, Serra D’Estrella, Viseu etc. in good weather.  I was 
relieved because I’d had no way of knowing whether my messages get through until 
now – and I’d been asking Jeremy (Technician) and Steve (Radio Officer) whether it 
was possible in the system to check receipt – it wasn’t!  Not like sending e-mails from 
home.  The BAS relays messages due to the cost of the satellite link (Inmarsat), so 
there has to be a time limit to the schedule less afternoon and evening - 10 min 
periods for sending and receiving.  Still nothing from the others.  

There was another violent night with much rolling and a dull start to the day, still 
a heavy sea and winds to 30 knots.  We continued with the scientific programme – 
acoustic survey in the ‘box’.  Few birds were around, including snow petrels.  About 
10 o’clock we were near Willis Islands, Bird Island and Cape Paryadin.  The sun 
came out later, but the heavy motion continued.  I went down to the lab to see the 
acoustic traces.  Then I tried to write, but didn’t get far, due to the motion.  At one 
point a particularly violent roll threw me out of my chair – at the desk – and I hit the 
deck with my shoulder as one of the armchairs came unfastened and charged down 
on me.  Fortunately it caused no serious damage.  So I gave up and read wedged in 
an armchair.  Icebergs were now coming into view.  

After lunch, at 1 pm Duncan (Chief Engineer) took a group of us on a tour of the 
engine room – from control room to all the machinery and electrical systems.  It was 
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very interesting and impressive.  Watertight doors, auxiliary engines, main engines, 
shaft, water system, balancing tanks etc.  We also saw the tail-thruster unit, winches 
etc.  It took about 2 1/4 hrs. Afterwards I did another load of washing and lay down 
for half an hour – standing upright was rather tiring in the movement.  I did more 
reading and writing. Dinner with the Captain and Officers – accompanied by wine 
and good talk.  Afterwards I went up onto the bridge and found the acoustic survey 
completed, and the CTD (Chemistry/Temperature/Depth) stations were being 
attempted – but the winch was misbehaving.  I saw the control system in operation – 
with video observation and co-ordination from the bridge.  It was dark by now, with 
the after-deck lit-up and plenty of colourful monitors informing on activities.  I 
reflected on the beginning of it all on my voyage in 1971 when we undertook the 
South Orkneys Benthic Survey (SOBS) and SGBS from the John Biscoe.  That was the 
start of BAS oceanographic research, and it had come a very long way since then, but 
it needed my strong initial push to get it started.  Also I had initiated the planning for 
commissioning the James Clark Ross and had obtained a commitment from the 
government to provide her – before I retired in 1987.  I was really enjoying the 
experience of seeing how the ideas sketched out by Chris Elliot and me in 1986 {?] 
had come to fruition.  Although I had been around the JCR before, in dock, I hadn’t 
had the opportunity to see here committed at sea until now.  It was great! 

 
I had an invitation from Maggie, BC at Bird Island, to come ashore next day if the 

conditions are right.  I did a full laundry load, and read again.  Then I went up onto 
the bridge again after dinner to see the deployment of the CTD.  The sea was still 
quite rough, but conditions were acceptable.  The bridge was in pitch darkness, with 
multi-coloured lights from all the equipment consoles and screens.  I watched the 
launch from the after starboard side of the bridge on a TV screen, while Jerry, Justin 
and Neill communicated by phone with the seaman working on deck.  Something 
seemed to be wrong with the winch, for it would only let out 40 m of wire.  This led 
to much speculation about the cause of the problem and repeated attempts to correct 
it, but without success, so the operation was aborted.  I stayed chatting for a while, 
then down to my cabin to read Colin Thubron’s “In Siberia”.   

I slept to 4.30 am., then woke to increased motion and slept fitfully for the rest of 
the night.  The sea was still very high, with strong winds and much movement – but 
the sun came out.  We’d been hove-to most of the night.  Blue sky patches were 
enlarging, but no reduction in sea and wind strength.  It was getting tedious – the 
motion and hanging on during the rolls.  There’s nothing we could do about it except 
sit it out, or perhaps run for shelter in Elsehul.  There was no possibility of science or 
Bird Island that day.  In the event we sat it out most of the day, but eventually began 
CTD stations through to 5 o’clock, when complete. It was a rough night again and I 
didn’t sleep at all well – a disadvantage of having a VIP cabin!  But by 6.30, when I 
got up, it was calmer.  

Next a better day seemed in prospect.  We headed for Stewart Strait and the main 
Willis Islands came in sight, emerging from the clouds, shining in a coat of new 
snow.  The usual birds were about, including snow petrels (a few), fulmars (a few), 
many Cape pigeons, GHAs and LMSA (a few). I went up on the Monkey Island c. 
9.45 am as the Willis Islands began to disappear behind cloud again. Jerry thought 
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we should be in Bird Sound c. 4 o’clock, possibly able to land, but the weather was 
variable.  Up and down to the bridge as a variation.  We continued through Stewart 
Strait and around the SW end of Bird Island, getting good views of the big Macaroni 
penguin colony on the inlet – opposite ‘Hibitane Hut’.  Turning the corner the SE 
side of Bird Island came into view and then Jordan Cove (where the base lies).  In fact 
we anchored c. 11.40 am close inshore near the fringing kelp. 

At 1 o’clock we went ashore in the cargo tender, through the biting wind wearing 
life jackets.  The cargo was unloaded and taken by the Fids up to the base – 100 yards 
or so.  There were some fur seal bulls, one elephant, two king penguins and two 
gentoos on the beach.  I decided not to get involved in the unloading – at the end of 
the jetty, then pushing wheeled trolleys up a wooden walkway to the base.  There 
were plenty of strong young people about!  So I had a good look around the base, 
met Maggie the BC, formerly GA and Winter BC at Rothera.  She seemed very 
pleasant, in her 30s?, slight, athletic, pleasant smile, ‘in control’.  Dafydd, a large 
quiet Welshman, very charming; Nick with blond dreadlocks and rapid interesting 
talker; Martin an Australian was also very pleasant.  Dafydd is a seal biologist, Nick 
and Martin also.  All good chaps and we had plenty of interesting conversation.  We 
entered the base and looked around, had a cup of coffee.  All very impressive.  The 
main base hut was open plan, with plenty of character, and comfortable office chairs.  
Various ancillary huts  - for generators, biostores, chippy, travel stores, compactor 
(for waste), workshop – all in one.  It was much as I remembered, but larger with 
more facilities and more comfort than in 1987, my last visit.  It was very pleasing to 
see the progress made.  

Outside there were numbers of fur seal males around taking up stations, also one 
or two elephants, two king penguins and two gentoos.  Several loads came in on the 
cargo tender and were transported to the base.  I got very cold just standing around 
talking to people – Martin, Dafydd and Nick.  The wind was biting and brought 
snow.  Eventually we were taken off to the JCR in the tender – me feeling very cold 
indeed!  The meal had been put back to 7 o’clock and I had a few G & Ts and some 
wine, so quickly warmed up and the evening ended in mellow fashion.  There was a 
lovely sunset over the hills with blue sky showing.  The Fids were to start again at 4 
o’clock, but I would choose a more civilised hour.  E-mails from Eric and Martelle.  
Maureen now safely back home.  

Another fine bright morning arrived with the hills shining in the sunshine, but 
cold. A small swell was worsening, and the tender was loading when I went up to 
the bridge.  The work had begun at 4 o’clock and they had done three boatloads so 
far.  Jerry thought he would have to up-anchor and retrieve the shore party when it 
got back.  Yesterday we did three loads and in all there are 12-15 to be taken ashore, 
including some very heavy packages.  In a swell the operation could become 
dangerous, the block of the cargo crane swinging about, and uplifting the tender 
difficult with the motion.  The wind was increasing too.  I took some photos of the 
operation and went down to breakfast.  

However, conditions improved a bit and I had a chance to go ashore in the 
inflatable with Niel, Pippa and Steve (RO).  Kitted-up in immersion suit, life jacket 
and helmet it was a cool, rough ride into the calm waters of the cove.  I found 
everyone ashore relaxing in between scow loads.  Martin (Australian) said he would 
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take me over to the SSB (Seal Study Beach) and Amanda and Jane came along as 
well.  We took seal ‘dodgers’, essentially broom handles, to fend off aggressive male 
seals.  On the way to the SSB we came to an enclosure plot which showed how much 
the seals had degraded the tussock outside it.  Around it were bare ‘stools’ of tussock 
grass but inside the fence normal tussock clumps grew.  

The route down the cliff to the beach was a bit ‘dodgy’, with ice patches, but 
Maggie had fixed a line, with hand loops, to make descent easier.  We watched the 
seals from the scaffolding walkways set in, but above, the seals in this colony, for a 
while.  We discussed points of interest, then back along the beach, fending off the 
bulls with our ‘dodgers’.  The scenery was splendid.  In addition to the usual birds 
we saw a number of blue-eyed shags.  Time didn’t allow a visit to the albatross nests, 
but perhaps that could be fitted in tomorrow. I took some more photos.  The last 
cargo tender was full of planks and 45 gallon drums of fuel – 43 of them which had 
to be rolled up to the base.  There were another 77 to go!  This is one great 
disadvantage of a remote field site.  We returned to the JCR in the tender for a late 
lunch. Despite the sunshine it was bitterly cold and it took us a little time to thaw 
out.  

Friday was a fine day, the island and mainland hills shining in the clear air.  I 
went ashore in the inflatable to join the team ashore who had been up at 4 o’clock 
and working for two hours on the relief.  We broke off occasionally for a cup of 
coffee and biscuits, in between scow loads – quite a lot of hanging around, but a 
chance to talk.  The sea was calmer, but still a big swell.  I looked around when the 
others were working, watched the fur seals and birds.  There were eight South 
Georgia teal at the water’s edge and in the sea, feeding on invertebrates.  Four king 
penguins, immaculate, wandered over.  The seals were constantly displaying , 
lunging at each other when their personal space was infringed.  They have a dense 
coat of guard hairs, silver-tipped, and thick warm under fur.  The neck and chest is 
very large and muscular, but they make an effeminate ‘whiffling’ sound – a whimper 
– and rarely come to blows.  Others were coming ashore and ‘running the gauntlet’.  
Skuas bathed throughout the day in a shore pool among the seals and a few 
sheathbills pottered around in the stranded kelp.  The numbers of bull fur seals, 
mostly of a similar size, are increasing, some smaller ones and a few of the first 
females to haul out.  

It was very cold and as I was being careful not to move cargo (back and knee 
problems!) I got very cold, although I was wearing more than the day before. 
Coming in the boats approach the narrow entrance to the perfectly rounded Jordan’s 
Cove, kelp-fringed, and do a right-angled turn between the kelp beds to negotiate the 
narrow entrance.  Inside it is suddenly calm and smooth.  The cargo tender had a 
stern wheelhouse and very capacious cargo space, with a drawbridge ramp at the 
front and a crane to handle cargo.  It came alongside the small narrow jetty, which 
had perched on it a ‘loo’- according to David Attenborough “one of the top ten most 
interesting loos in the world”.  On its door was a painted white albatross and there 
was a superb view of Roche Peak (the highest on Bird Island).  The JCR was anchored 
further out today to obtain some shelter in the lee of the main island, the wind 
coming from the SE today.  
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The three winterers went out to the JCR for lunch on board.  We had a late lunch 
ashore of Cornish pastry and chips, out in the open.  The relief was going well – the 
drum roll completed, then endless quantities of scaffold tubing and metal decking 
and rails for enlarging the jetty; cement, wood panels, planks, etc.  A new fuel tank 
came in on one trip, doubled skinned to prevent leakage, which presented a problem 
due to its weight; it was on skids.  Martin Bell brought out his small tracked vehicle, 
which pushed and pulled it along the walkways to the generator shed.  A final stint 
of man-hauling and it was in place – all 600 kg of it.  Altogether there were 75 tons of 
incoming cargo and 40 empty drums, more drums of waste, and bags of cardboard 
packaging to go out.  

Nick and Andy took us up Wanderer Valley to see the young albatrosses still 
sitting on their nests. They would have been there all winter, being fed every week or 
two by the parent birds.  Satellite tracking studies of the adults show that they forage 
for squid on the Patagonian Shelf, anywhere south of the Falkland Islands to Rio – a 
round trip of at least 4,000 km – just to feed the chick back on Bird Island.  Studies 
have shown the populations in decline for 20 years or so – due to commercial long-
lining fisheries.  The chicks were huge now, with grey down in places over a white 
face and head and dark grey – even black – backs. Their huge feet and legs are 
ungainly too.  They were spreading their wings and flexing their muscles, getting 
ready to flyaway. Impressive indeed.  The evening colours were turning from white 
to cream to pink.  Standing on the shore the surrounding low hills had a number of 
fur seal males silhouetted against the sky and we could see some wanderer chicks on 
the skyline, spreading their wings.  On the beach the seals were quieter now, most 
lying sleeping.  The four king penguins were still there.   

It felt bitterly cold now in the long twilight as the last outgoing cargo was loaded 
and we set out for the JCR – reaching it in the gathering darkness, but with still a 
colourful sky – at 8.05 pm.  It had been a long and eventful day and everyone had 
given their all.  The cargo tender was hoisted alongside without much difficulty and 
we scrambled aboard.  Dinner was for 8 o’clock – time for a quick wash and change 
(tie) and a G & T and then down to the mess at 8.15 pm.  Much talk over dinner with 
tired Fids slipping away one by one to bed.  

We passed a quiet night heading SW for the Inaccessible Islands, South Orkneys.  
About 8.30 am we passed through a band of small thick floes in a calm sea.  During 
the morning I again noticed that the cape pigeons were the most abundant birds, 
flying close to the ship, near the water and in bands of up to 50-100 birds.  A few 
snow petrels and Antarctic fulmars, white-chinned petrels and GPs too.  I sent an e-
mail to Maureen, others to Eric and Martelle.  I felt very tired, after the cold 
yesterday, and had an hours sleep in the afternoon.  

The dinner that night was rather special. We met in the bar for G & Ts and I was 
photographed with the Signy Fids.  It was an excellent meal – smoked salmon and 
salad, pepper steak, croquet potatoes & beans, cheese and biscuits and wine.  I was 
with Jerry and other officers and we got through two bottles! To my surprise Martin 
Davey stood up and made a speech, which I thought was to thank the Captain and 
the ship, but was to thank me for all my support for Signy and to say they had 
enjoyed my company.  He presented me with an attractive and very relevant old 
map of Patagonia, Falkland Islands, South Georgia and South Orkney Islands, 
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beautifully framed.  I was very touched and made a short speech in reply.  Later 
Amanda came along to tell me the Quiz had been brought forward to 8.30 pm.  I 
found myself in one of the teams, with Andy Woods, Dave, Steve, Rod and Martin.  
We came second!  After more talk I managed to get away at 12.30 am; the party went 
on until 2.15 am! 

Passing through patches of pack ice next morning, I saw my first pack ice seal – a 
crabeater.  The sea had been flattened by the presence of ice and I noticed that the 
ship had a marked list to port.  By 9 o’clock the pack was denser and the floes larger. 
Throughout the day we saw numbers of Cape pigeons, some Antarctic petrels and a 
few snow petrels.  There were two minke whale sightings in leads.  It was dull and 
overcast with dark grey mist, except where ice blink showed.  After the rough going 
it was a change to be on a level keel. I did some editing of Yasu Naito’s papers on 
seal and penguin diving behaviour and made various visits to the bridge. The water 
here was very clear – no plankton – and the underwater ‘ramps’ of the floes are a 
beautiful electric blue.  As we entered the pack I noted six bull fur seals lying like 
slugs on the ice.  There were a few crabeaters during the day.  At noon the Fids came 
up to my cabin for a drink and chat, which was pleasant.  The afternoon passed 
quietly, reading, writing, interspersed with visits to the bridge.  The pack thickened, 
but there were large open leads. Two more minkes were seen – these really do seem 
to be the most abundant whale here - and a few penguins were porpoising. Dinner 
was quiet and the evening passed slowly.  We found a large lead and stopped for the 
night, with the Inaccessible Islands in sight about 15 miles SE, using the bow 
thrusters to maintain position.  At one point I thought a whale was near, but it turned 
out to be the turbulence created by the thrusters.  Turned in at 10 o’clock.  

Bumps announced movement again as we nudged through the pack next 
morning, quite large floes with open leads of flat leaden rippled water.  We were 
making about 6-8 knots, our course south of Signy and then north into the sound.   
The pack thickened and we began to wonder if we could get ashore to relieve the 
base.  It remained overcast but bright due to the snow and many icebergs.  No sign of 
land.  

We slowly made progress through bands of dense pack and leads of open water, 
the route taking us S of Signy, then N.  At 10 o’clock we sighted land – vague 
markings of darker grey rocks against the snow.  It cleared a bit and slowly I made 
out the land of Coronation Island, topped by dense grey cloud.  It was slow going, 
even with the propulsion power at 6000 kw.  Sunshine Glacier and Shatttered Ridge 
became identifiable and then parts of Signy Island E coast. Seals had been seen, but 
numbers now increased. I counted 82 crabeaters – two with pups, two Weddells and 
one leopard before 11 o’clock.  There were solitary penguins, then groups.  The ice 
closed its grip and it became clear that this could become a very slow progress – 
which it did.  The heeling system pumping 70 tons of water from tanks to tank was 
deployed to rock the ship – up to 15 degrees – and reduce the grip of the ice.  For half 
an hour around noon I counted only eight crabeaters, one Weddell and two leopards, 
probably/possibly because the ship was making slow progress.  The low cloudbase 
of grey persisted until 4.30 pm or so, when it gradually cleared and revealed the 
mountains of Coronation Island – a beautiful, well remembered view.   
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What was different was that the ice had receded markedly since my last visit in 
1987.  Sunshine Glacier and Laws Glacier had both lost depth, revealing moraines, 
previously covered, and their fronts had receded.  Instead of a steep snowslope 
giving access to Sunshine Glacier, there was a chaotic region of crevasses stretching 
well into the glacier and a big curve in the ice front, a small bay, was visible.  Similar 
processes applied elsewhere – most notably perhaps Wave Peak had lost the cornices 
that used to top the ‘crest of the wave‘.  Some of the rock features emerging from the 
inland ice are much more prominent and rock exposures generally seem more 
prominent.  

 
I spent a lot of time on the bridge as Jerry took the ship through dense pack 2-3 m 

thick.  We passed some five crabeater seals, one with a pup, two leopard seals and a 
Weddell.  There was a number of large floes that were c. half a mile across.  One of 
these he broke through after repeated attempts - rushing forward, reversing, then 
forward again to gain a few yards.  It took a long time and eventually he called it a 
day at 7 o’clock, when about two miles from the base.  The sun went down and the 
pack ice and mountains assumed a flat whiteness in the long twilight.  There was not 
to be a colourful sunset.  

Next day when I rose, the ship was moving fairly fast through smallish floe, 
edging closer to Signy.  Eventually we came to rest about 120 yards from Bare Rock, 
having cut out a channel through the fast ice which extended to Retthval Point. 
Martin Davey talked to the Signy Fids about the relief and I listened in. We had two 
skidoos on board, bound for Rothera, and two small cargo sledges to move the cargo.  
Andy and Alistair checked a route to base and marked it.  It crossed several cracks in 
the fast ice.  After breakfast the relief began and about 9 o’clock I went ashore in a 
sledge towed by Amanda on a skidoo.  Soon after we started she turned a bit sharply 
and the sledge overturned throwing Rod and me onto the ice.  It was quite violent 
and painful, as I fell on my lower back onto hard ice (which felt like concrete) going 
quite fast.  Rod suffered similarly, but he’s younger and tougher!  I picked myself up 
and checked that I was all right. I saw Jerry watching through binoculars from the 
bridge. Everyone was concerned – a message from the Captain – etc., but I pushed 
on.   

There were elephant seals on Drying Point beach – four females  and a male, plus 
another bull, and some pups.  Arriving at the base I saw the changes.  The ‘plastic 
palace’ and Tonsberg hut were still there and also the old genny shed (now a store) 
and the fuel tank.  But there was a new living hut and science hut, a generator shed, 
with reverse osmosis equipment to make fresh water, workshop etc.  A fuel store 
stood behind.  The Cape pigeons were ‘chirring’ loudly on the Bluffs behind as of 
yore.  I walked up to the old base site near Berntsen Point and wandered around 
over rock and snow, having a taste of nostalgia.  The full view was obscured by low 
cloud. I walked over to Gash Cove and up to Berntsen Point, where a new collapsible 
anemometer tower stood.  

I looked around inside the new huts.  The living hut has photos on the walls of 
the base for many years of its life including 1947, but sadly not 1948. There is a 
portrait of Signe Sorlie and I was pleased to see the flag from my time:  
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“SIGNY ISLAND FLAG 
WINTER 1948 

 
Presented by the Widow of D H Maling” 

 
A very tattered and torn Union Jack!  There was also a brass porthole from the 

wreck of the Tioga .   
There are four bunkrooms each with two bunks, a shower, flush toilets, large 

living room with comfortable chairs and a library in glass fronted bookshelves, a 
large kitchen - well-fitted out.  There was a BCs Office, other facilities, and several 
laboratories, well equipped, and a computer room.  

 
I climbed about half way up the Bluffs to see the Cape pigeon nests and 

photograph the base and the ship.  Jerry was getting worried about a crack in the ice 
and decided to bring the ship in much closer, which speeded up the operation.  By 
now my back was painful and stiffening up from the fall, and so I took a lift on the 
pillion with Alistair – back to the ship about 4 o’clock and was hoisted aboard, 
clinging to the ‘net’.  I had a very hot shower, two Paracetamol/ codeine tablets and 
a small whisky and felt better!  As I was dressing Pippa came to see me.  She agreed I 
was taking the right treatment and she told me she had put her back out too lifting 
boxes.  Hamish (Purser) also came to see me for a chat.  I read a little and went up 
onto the bridge.  Chatted with Jerry and then down for a G & T and dinner.  We 
moved out of the fast ice at 7 o’clock to deeper water and would move in again next 
day.  A splendid solar halo enveloped the sun.  

E-mails from Chris & Elaine, Don Siniff, Maureen (via Elaine) and Laura Burrows 
– return flight 15 November, arriving home on 16th.  Andy Wood sent a reply, 
confirming the flight and asking Laura to arrange a hire car, which he would drive to 
Cambridge.  I watched a beautiful sunset lighting up Coronation Island mountains, 
changing through many tones of cream, pink and then grey.  A lovely sky too.  

On 8 November, I rose at 0300 to see a superb dawn sky.  It looked so lovely that I 
part dressed and went outside to take photos!  The sky was multi-coloured, almost 
like a rainbow.  It was a lovely morning at breakfast time, except for wisps of bright 
cloud frothing over the mountain ridges from the north.  Superb view of what we 
used to call “The Cuillins” eastwards.  At 10.00 o’clock we came to rest between Bare 
Rock and Small Rock.  Half an hour later I went over the side in a basket and walked 
to base over the fast ice.  I bought polo shirts, badge and pin on the base.  I walked to 
Drying Point over the sea ice with Alistair, Andy and others.  There were only four 
elephant seals females with three pups and one pup carcass, which a GP was pulling 
apart.  Another bull lay in Cemetery Bay, together with one cow and pup.  (What a 
decline from 1948-49, when a hundred or so pups were born each year!)  There was a 
few Weddells. We looked at the five crosses representing whalers’ deaths.  Then over 
to Orwell Glacier, much receded since my last visit in 1987.  From the height of the 
peripheral moraine it must have lost 20 ft in elevation and had undergone a 
substantial recession of the front.  

We climbed the moraine and I pointed out the garnets in the rocks, and took in 
the surrounding features.  We climbed to Point 111, where Sevvy was standing 
proprietarily next to his time-lapse camera for recording ice in the bay, ready to 
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demonstrate it.  It records the ice cover on film four times a day, and is powered by 
solar panels that recharge two large batteries.  It runs for a year without attention, 
and had been running for five years now without any problems.  Then up to Point 
121 and Point 93.  We had lovely views of Paal Harbour and out to sea, returning via 
the snow chute near Factory Bluffs.  I was quite tired because the snow was very 
deep in places and my knees/legs were failing, but enjoyed it all though, glissading 
in places.  The sun gradually hazed over. We chatted with people on base, said 
farewells to the shore party, walked out to the ship and were hoisted aboard.  

We departed, weather still lovely, no wind all day and the colours of ice and sky 
perfect – and reflected in the ice pools.  We saw two leopards, and some ten 
crabeaters, one with a pup – the same as yesterday?  Initially it was easy going, then 
we met some big ice, and then a large area of open water.  Jerry showed me on the 
GPS computer plot how he was able to track our incoming course in reverse, to avoid 
heavy ice.  The sea to south and east was packed with icebergs of all shapes and 
sizes, creating their own cold misty climate.  And when the open water came to an 
end we plunged into the pack ice, threading our way through a maze of bergs.  

The night was spent hove-to in the pack and we started again at 4 o’clock.  When 
I went up to the bridge a few hours later we were still in the pack, but, with water 
sky ahead, moving steadily towards open water.  By 8 o’clock we were in open 
water, very calm heading towards Burdwood Bank and the squid fishing “box” we 
were to sample.  Sevy showed me around his empire, an array of electronic 
equipment, modems etc.  He demonstrated the device he had made to download the 
data from the albatross loggers - two types, depending on the battery size, weighing 
9-12 g.  The box, about 3.5 x 3.5 x 1.0 inches is clipped onto the two gold pins on the 
logger, itself about 3.5 x 3.5 x 0.25 inches, and interrogates the user on the modem 
screen, simple yes/no, finally quickly coming up with the data on the screen.  

I was going to do a load of laundry, but both machines were in use. Eventually I 
managed to get through them. The open water and calm sea continued through the 
day, with occasional bergs.  Saw Antarctic petrels usual other birds, but not 
abundant.  At 4 o’clock there was an emergency drill – man overboard.  The 
inflatable was launched and approached a life jacket simulating a man overboard.  
Two whales now appeared – probably false killers (or ? killers, but no positive i.d.).  
We watched a film on the dangers of falling overboard, and the steps to take in such 
an emergency.  The usual good dinner, then a long conversation with Jerry over 
glasses of port, joined by Pippa. I retired at 9.45 pm, and to bed at 10.30 pm.  

Another day of calm sea and sunshine followed, the air much warmer.  After 
breakfast we lower the CTD in a test run of the cable and electronics.  I watched from 
the after winch control room.  Then on deck to see the two conical ‘bongo’ nets 
deployed and towed at 50m depth, speed 3 knots for half an hour.  The catch was 
disappointing - some crustacea etc.  Later we had a fire drill – to muster stations and 
were shown a film about an inquiry into a fire at sea, flashbacks to the ship and 
people’s actions and mistakes.  A boat drill followed and we gathered at muster 
stations and boarded the lifeboats.  It was all very efficient as I would expect.  So the 
morning passed. (Noon position: 56° 44.8’S, 54° 34.8’W).  

We continued through a light swell in smooth seas, with few birds about.  I sent 
other e-mails and hoped they would get through OK.  Pippa asked me to write a 
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piece for the ship’s Newsletter, on Signy, which I did.  A convivial dinner with the 
Captain and Engineers. I provided the wine, a Mouton Cadet, and arranged with the 
Hamish, the Steward to supply the wine for the following night.  Much talk and 
good company.  

11 November, was a bright but overcast morning with moderate sea.  Mark was 
successful with his four stations and actually caught some squid larvae!  At breakfast 
I ended up talking with Jerry and Duncan long after the others had gone. The day 
passed reading and writing, including my piece for the JCR website.  I went out onto 
the after deck to see a bongo net tow – and the results – not very impressive and no 
squid larvae were obtained, the object of the exercise.  Some 23 hauls in all were 
planned over the Burdwood Bank and we would end up near Beauchene Islands, 
south of the Falklands, which I had of course seen before.  This happy voyage would 
end soon. In the evening a party developed, with free drinks at the bar from 6.0 
o’clock and the dinner that followed was very good.  Jerry stood up and made a 
speech about all I had done for BAS and that everyone had enjoyed my company on 
board.  Then he presented me with a teakwood plaque which was a brass cut-out of 
the Antarctic and brass plate, on which was engraved:  

 
“To Dick Laws: 

 
Best wishes from all on board James Clark Ross 

 
Voyage 10 – 2000. “ 

 
It had been made by ‘Rags’, the Third Engineer. I was greatly pleased. The 

convivial evening continued for me until midnight, when I left – after much more 
talk.  

Unsurprisingly, there followed a dull wet day outside and a rising sea.  I visited 
the bridge before breakfast as usual, when we were doing a bongo haul, no. 18 – 5 
more to go.  The day was uneventful, filled with writing and reading. The seas get 
worse and then at 7.30 pm we turned broadside on to the waves and suffered heavy 
rolls for two hours or so, before changing course again. The squid netting had been 
completed and at 8.0 o’clock Beauchene Island lay abeam, just a grey silhouette five 
miles away. We had curry for dinner and a bottle of red wine. I went up to the bridge 
for half an hour, being tossed around and then down to my cabin to read. It’s too 
tiring to do anything else. Stuart Lawrence on the Shackleton, the BAS logistics vessel 
sent me his regards. It was going to be a rough night with winds of force 9 or 10.  

The night lived up to expectations. I slept until 3.30 and fitfully thereafter, being 
tossed around and a particularly vicious roll threw me out of the bunk onto the cabin 
floor about 5 o’clock.  Later I checked that it was a 38° roll! So eventually I woke to 
the alarm still feeling a bit tired.  It remained very rough -holding-on weather all 
night - which is tiring in itself.  But I had escaped bruises.  After breakfast I went up 
to the bridge when we were off Cape Pembroke, Falkland Islands, still in heavy beam 
seas from the South, but these dropped as we felt the shelter of the land.  Through 
the Narrows after passing a Spanish long-liner and tied up alongside FIPAS about 9 
o’clock.  Myriam Booth came aboard about 9.45 am and had a chat in the Captain’s 
cabin.  She said the BAS Dash-7 (a larger aircraft than the Twin Otters, but from the 
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same stable) was held up in Stanley due to bad weather. 27 Fids were waiting to fly 
on to Rothera and the Dash-7 can take 16 a trip.  Delays to the Science programme 
were inevitable.  

After lunch I phoned Maureen and Christopher from the shore, using an FI phone 
card; it was a very clear line.  Maureen was her own dear self, confident, a little 
distant in her telephone manner, but well and finding plenty to do.  It was lovely to 
be close again.  Chris sounded tired – plenty of work and the aftermath of the floods 
that had affected him and Elaine.  

 
Then I took the bus up to town and was dropped off at the Museum – beyond the 

Battle Monument, only to find it was closed all day Monday.  So I walked back, my 
knee giving me hell and took a yellow taxi back to the ship.  The wind was cold but 
bracing and I acquired more suntan! There I read and had a sleep before an early 
dinner at 6 o’clock. Some rain, but it cleared later.  

Now there was a restful night with no rolling!  I woke to a bright morning and it 
looked promising for the flight tomorrow.  After breakfast I packed my kitbag – to go 
home on the JCR – and put a last load of laundry in the washing machine.  I placed 
some heavy items: books, boots, shoes, some clothes in the kitbag, and wrapped the 
picture and other fragile for packing tonight.  My knee had been painful; so I spent 
the morning on board and hoped to visit the Museum that afternoon. I could get a 
taxi back. It continued fine, so I took the bus in at 2 o’clock and had an enjoyable visit 
to the Museum: Falklands Social History, including rooms, workshops etc,, coverage 
of the 1982 war of course, ships, natural history etc. It was very well done and very 
comprehensive.  Miss Shirley Hurtle was looking after the place and we had a chat.  
She mentioned that Una Sedgwick was back, but I didn’t feel up to paying a visit.  I 
went out to the Portal Point FIDS hut from the 1950s, which had been brought back 
and re-erected in the garden.  Then I took a taxi back to the ship. I tried to phone 
Maureen but had no success, so went aboard and continued packing.  

Wednesday 15 November was departure day: up at 5.30 am for an early breakfast 
and the bus to Mount Pleasant Airport.  Jerry and Graham saw us off – just Andy, 
Jeremy and me.  There was a long wait at the airport and we took-off about 11 
o’clock.  The plane was just over half full so there was plenty of room – and I 
appreciated the legroom again.  

We reached Ascension in the late afternoon and had a 1 1/2 hr stopover, arriving 
at Brize Norton c.7.30 am next day, where a minibus collected us.  We reached BAS at 
c. 11.00 o’clock, phoned Maureen, who collected me in the car.  So ended a most 
enjoyable and eventful trip.  
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