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seeming timid manner one would exvect in s mathemeticisn. But like
a mathemetician he apparently does his bold adventuring in leass
fragileveymhués than language. A few sentences with him is o long
conversation: but when it comes to belng able to teke it,  there
are few men even smong this herd-bitten company who can spproach him
for stamina, physicsl strength, end pertinacity. He has the

trunk and shoulders of a lumberjack, end we still talk of the
mstonishing weights he heaved ebout when we were building Little
America.

That's the manner of man who completed this splendid 3ourney
to Advance Base - who quietly declined to be discouraged by two
failures - who blr-sted the ancient supersition than a wrotracted
winter journey in the éntarctic 1s a bold invitation to disaster -
send who finally fought his way through darkness, bitter cold,
snow storms, overcoming the mechanlcel incertituies of his
vehicle, to the feintly burning light marking Advence Base. On
the first unsuccessful asttempt, when he was reluctantly obliged
to retpemt from 50-Mile Depot, he sat for nearly a day and a half
on the hood of the tractor, directing Skinner, the driver, with
a searchlight. The temperature wess 71 degrees below here and colder,
but the only time he left his post wes to duck into the cabin for
a few minutes to thaw out his face msask over a stove. Unlike
his comprnions he lmdn't the protection of fur pants. He is the
biggest man on the expedition, and supply officer Corey couldn't
fit him. Under his windproofs he wore ordinsry woolen pents,
none too skilfully patched.

The brief conversstions with Advance Base late vesterdevy and
this morning confirmed what we kmmixxxmmix lesarned shortly efter
midnight, Saturdesy: that Admiral Byrd was poisoned by fumes from
his kerosene stove in June, that as a result of it he was so
badly weakened he lacked the strength to give croper attention to
the preparation of his food and the regulstion of his diat. His
stomach was constently upset, and the odor of the fumes were

./ so upsetting together with his spprehensions he might again
be Wercm* g the stove as little as possible.

The cold weskened him further, eand as his strength diminished

he found it an incressingly heavy tax upon his physical resources
even to fulfill hbs houvsehold duties, &and he was in kmgéxxx his
sleeping beg a good pert of the time. For wh a while he thought
his strength wes slowly mending, but in July he had another
setback and after that his xkxmmgxl he alth steadily sank.

The conversations confirmed, tco, what we had already known:
that he wss too proud to c¢all for help s#nd expcse men to the risk
of & winter journey on his behalf alone. Even in his direst
axkxExintkxx extremity haxhmXsdxkex Byrd he 1d to his personal code of
honor end to the code of his profession. To repeated questions
from your correspondent, who baidleed to him twice & week over
redio telephone, &s to the state of his health, he persistently

and steadily replied: "ok - ok - ok"s No metter how thten the
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question was repested, nor how it was fremed, he never
changed hls answer.

Still, for some time it was evident something was wrong.
Your corresnondent has hed a long snd intimete acquasintance with
Admiral Byrd: and as these conversations progressed during
June end July he sensed, more through intuition then snything
else, that something had gone wrong et Advence Bsage.

However, before leaving for Advence Base in Merch YPr. Poulter
haed left definite instructions with Dr. Poulter that under no
circumstances was & journey to the base be attempted unless

he called for it. )

On June Z28th

Emxiyxinx&mix Dr. Poulter took up with Admirel Byrd a recuest
for permission to meke = tractor trip to Advance Bage in connection
with meteor observationsy "We hsd previously dieclosed to him
that the tractors were being overhauled &nd ecuipped with wboden
superstructures which would give the crew adequate protection
ageinst coldy, and this had tempted him kxxsskxRrxxXowikmmx 28
we had hoped it might, t¢o ask Poulter how soon he thourght a
southern, journey might be attempted, aftar the light grew
better. Poulter pepdhed he didn't want to wait fortthe sun:
that he wes anxious to get two observers out there in time for
Aurust me teor showers, and that he was ready to attempt the
trip daring the moon period towasrd the end of Julve

would be

Admiral Byrd assented to the plan, saying he wa=z esger to
return e Little America in time to take active direction of
spring nreparations. "I'm mighty glad the sun has started back,"
Admiral Byrd remarked towards the #nd of that conversation. "What
I miss most of #ll is light as I can only use a lentern on
aceaunt of fumes."

Here at Llttle /America preparations for the trip were pushed
at full speed. The details were discussed over radio telephone
with Admirel Byrd, and he responded by telegraphe His solicitude
was entirely for the welfare snd safety of the party. Repeetedly
he warned Poulter under no circumstaences to take any chances
with the lives of ,the men: and under no circumstances to lose
the trail. That meant that if the flaks marking the originsal
gouthern treil couldn't be found, the party was to retrest to
Little America, rather than risk adventuring through a hesvily
end den-erously crevassed areas

The first attempt wes mesde July 20. After stubbornly persisting
past 50-Mile Depot, 1in the coldest temperatures of the winter,
the party, which comprised Poulter, Skinner driver, Weite radio
operastor, and Petersen esnd Fleming meteor observers, found
that for a distance of five miles to the east the flags were
wholly buried, and in 1light of Byrd's instructions, Poulter
had no alternative but to withdraw.
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by two observers for Advance Base in the tractor, although
he wented those meteor observaetions badly. Extra men mesnt
extra weight, extra rations and equipment, extra hszards:

The oppressive thing here was not knowing: not being
sure Byrd was in distress: not kno'ing whether to trust
to Intuition and fly in the face of his instructions. In
the end it was decided it ras better to err on the side of
honor and affection rather than prudence«

Poulter, Demas, and Walte were ready to leaswe July 30thg,
having been prepering since the return of the first tractor:
but weather wes uncertain and Haines, the meteorologist, advised
delay. On August 1 we unexpectedly reestablished contact
with Advence Base. "Where is tractorj "Byrd ssked. "I hawe
heerd nothing for dsys".

Apperently he had misunderstood us to =ay it had slready
left. Our telephon=d rePorts, he ssid, he could barely
hear - "only a few words". He repeated that he would keep
the 1light burning on top of his shack repeated that
constent phrase: "take no chences with 1ives .of men" and
signed off, saying: "sorry to be so much trouble - will
try to hear you again - then see you tomorrow."

He didn't come on next day, but on the following day
reported in, ssying he was trying to repair the receiver and
advising the light would he kept burning. Over and over
again we reported to him the trector was msking ready for
a fresh attempt - that i€ would leave as soon as Haines' gave
the word on weather.

The second start was made August 4. On the 5th we were
in contact with Byrd again. Directly he came on the air he
asked where the tractor wes. We reported it was having _
difficulty finding a passage across #“mundsen Arm. He then
slowly sent a message about exercising csution end not teking
chances with the men which &t first we haed difficulty deciphering.
When we asked him to repeat - these questions were fremed ¢
over snd over again to be hesrd through the defecﬁ in his receiver -
hbke answerwas a long time coming: end it said: heven't ’
strength to crank more."

It was a dismaying thing to see in black and white:
and your correspondent asked him again end yet egain - at lesast
fifteen times - are you 111 - heve you been hurt - are
you in distress - to which the only enswer wes: "pleese
don't ask me to crank sny more - thanks .

That was 211, but it was enoughe. Our fpprehensions and
the lingering, uncertain whispering of intuition were all
seemingly confirmed.. A message was dispatched to Poulter on
the trail. Mechanical failures drove him and his two men back
to Little America for repairs - but when they cleared agsin and

pointed that vehicle into the Bleck tide of night, it was with



