
























































16 The Coldest Place on Earth

worked hard. They looked after their dogs, and worked on
their equipment — the sledges, skis, tents. Every day they
thought about their journey to the Pole, and talked about it.
And every day, Amundsen thought about Scott. One day, in
midwinter, he talked to his men.

'Let's start early, before Scott,) Amundsen said. 'Remember,
Scott has more men than us, and he has motor sledges, too.
Perhaps they can go faster than us.'

Bjaaland laughed. 'Oh no, they can't go faster than me,' he
said. 'On snow, nothing can go faster than a good man on skis.'

'We don't know,! Amundsen said. 'You're the best skier in
Norway, but you get tired, and dogs get tired, too. Motor
sledges don't get tired. They can go all day and all night.'

Johansen laughed angrily. '"That's stupid,' he said. 'Perhaps
the motor sledges can go all night, but the Englishmen can't.
The English can't win, Roald — they don't understand snow,
but we do. And they're too slow.'

'Perhaps,’ Amundsen said. 'But I want to win this race. So
we're going to start early! Do you understand?’

It was quiet and warm inside Framheim. Bjaaland looked at
Amundsen, and though about the long, cold journey in front of
him. He thought about the dogs in their holes under the snow,
and listened to the wind over the house. 'When, Roald?' he said
quietly.

'On August 24th. The sun comes back on that day. We start
then.'

'But we can't!' Johansen said. He looked angry, and















A Bad Start 21

Then, on Monday, the temperature went down — to —56°
Centigrade. There was white fog in front of their faces. They
couldn't see anything. But they travelled twenty-eight kilometres.

That night, in their tents, they nearly died of cold. Next day,
they stopped and made snow houses. Inside the snow houses, it
was warm. But everyone was unhappy.

T told you, Roald!" Johansen said. 'Even September is too
carly! We can't travel in this cold. Do you want us to die? Let's
go back and wait for better weather.'

Amundsen was very angry. He was angry with Johansen, but
he was angry with himself, too. He knew Johansen was right.

'All right,' he said slowly. 'We can go on to the depot at 80°
South, leave the food there, and then go back. Wecan't do more
than that.'

It was thirty-seven kilometres to the depot. The wind was in
their faces all day. Two dogs died on the way. At the depot,
they did not stop. They put out the food and the flags, turned
round, and went north.

At last the wind was behind them. The dogs ran quickly, and
the men sat on the empty sledges. They went faster and faster.
It was like a race. Amundsen was on Wisting's sledge, and soon
he, Wisting, and Hanssen were three or four kilometres in
front. Soon they were alone. They travelled seventy-five
kilometres in nine hours, and they reached Framheim at four
o'clock that afternoon.

Bjaaland arrived two hours later, with two more men. But

the last two— Johansen and Prestrud — went more slowly. Their




































































http://www.oup.com/elt

