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James Castrission (Cas), 30, is an author, writer, photographer and renowned Australian explorer. Most recently, on 26 January
         2012, alongside his best mate Justin Jones (Jonesy), he made history by completing the longest unsupported polar expedition
         of all time: the first return journey from the coast of Antarctica to the South Pole without assistance. In 2008, the duo
         became the first kayakers to cross the Tasman Sea. James has led mountaineering expeditions to some of the most challenging
         peaks around the world, run numerous ultra-marathons and sailed to remote destinations across the globe. He is now one of
         Australia’s mo st sought-after corporate speakers. Extreme South, the story of Cas and Jonesy’s epic Crossing the Ice expedition, is his second book. James lives with his wife, Mia, in Sydney.
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      To the Norwegian polar explorer
Aleksander Gamme, for showing me what adventure
is all about

   





         
         

         
            
            	[image: image]

            
        	Video journal
www.casandjonesy.com.au/extremesouth

            
         

         
      

     
      A picture is worth a
thousand words …


      

      If you own a smartphone you can scan the QR tags throughout this book to connect to our favourite short videos. These look
         like mini black and white Tetris puzzles, as shown above. These codes make life easier and save you having to type long URLs
         or short text codes. Here’s how to get up and running:
      

      


         1. Download the free tag app at http://gettag.mobi

         2. Open the application on your phone

         3. Hold your phone camera 10 centimetres away from the QR tag placed on the page

         4. It will automatically recognise the code and play the video.

      




      Simple! The videos are well worth a look and really enhance the reading experience.

      If you don’t have a smartphone you can still access the videos by visiting our website: www.casandjonesy.com.au/extremesouth

      J.C.

   



      A note from the author

      I am, first and foremost, an adventurer and my research stands proudly on the shoulders of the great works of many explorers,
         writers and historians who have gone before me. It was their stories of danger, of daring, of remarkable stamina that inspired
         me to head extreme south. The inclusion of information about previous forays in Antarctica is about humanising these mythic
         ice-men (a task made more difficult by the emotional reservedness of both that time in history and the nature of these men).
         In doing so, my intention is not to tarnish their memory, it is quite the opposite – I want to bring these great men to life
         and share their inspiring feats. Turning around at the South Pole and marching back to the coast has given me a unique understanding
         into the challenges explorers of yesteryear faced, which I have shared honestly throughout.
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In this book I have chosen to express all distances in kilometres. Distances used in past literature on Antarctica have traditionally
         been expressed in statute (standard) miles, geographic (or nautical) miles or, more recently, kilometres. There is little
         consistency between different accounts. For instance, Mawson’s diaries used statute miles while Scott wrote in geographic
         miles. Some purists may squirm, but most readers in Australia have a clearer understanding of kilometres – so kilometres it
         is!
      




         1 kilometre = 0.54 nautical miles = 0.62 statute miles

         1 degree of latitude = approximately 111 kilometres

      




      For similar reasons, I have used Celsius not Fahrenheit for temperature readings.

      I hope Extreme South gives you a fresh insight into the lives and motivations of explorers past and present, and that you enjoy reading our story
         as much as I have enjoyed writing it.
      

      James Castrission

      June 2012

      Sydney

   



      
      



Our expedition started at Hercules Inlet (altitude 130 metres) on
the edge of the Ronne Ice Shelf in the Chilean-managed segment
of Antarctica. The straight line distance to the South Pole from
Hercules Inlet is 1130 kilometres. Although this was not
         the
shortest route to the Pole, we decided it was the safest option to
take, avoiding major crevassed areas as much as possible.
      

      The South Pole lies at an altitude of approximately 2830 metres
(600 metres taller than Australia’s highest mountain,
Mount
         Kosciuszko). This means our journey to the South Pole was
almost entirely uphill. Although the majority of the route
was a
         barely perceptible incline, there were two major rises:
climbing out of Hercules Inlet, while we had our fully weighted
sleds
         (600 vertical metres); and the climb from approximately
86˚ 30’ to the Polar Plateau at 88˚ (1200 vertical metres).
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‘One hour of life, crowded to the full with
glorious action, and filled with noble risks, is
worth whole years of those mean
         observances
of paltry decorum, in which men steal through
existence, like sluggish waters through a marsh,
without either
         honour or observation.’
      

      SIR WALTER SCOTT






      PREFACE

      The relentless plodding had become familiar. I was no longer being as careful as I should have. When I’d seen the first crack
         in the ice a few hours earlier I cautiously poked it with my ski pole and gingerly shuffled across the delicate snow bridge.
         It was solid, and it held. I knew what lay beneath, and didn’t want either of us following the fate of explorers past who
         had been swallowed up by this white continent. But when the cracks became more frequent, I stopped being as prudent. We plodded
         on, one foot in front of the other, dragging our sleds behind us.
      

      All I could hear was my heart pounding as I sucked in the frigid polar air. Suddenly my leg punctured through the snow and
         I plunged downward. I might have screamed, but as quickly as it started the falling sensation stopped. I looked down. The
         trace-line back to my sled had saved my life, leaving me dangling above a gaping chasm. The hole in the fragile snow bridge
         allowed a shaft of light to dance off the contorted wall of the crevasse for a short distance before disappearing into a deathly
         blackness. In the fall my ski pole had snapped. I took a deep breath to calm the rising panic and shouted for Jonesy.
      






      PART I

      THE EARLY DAYS

      
      ‘We shall not cease from exploration, and the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started and know the place
         for the first time.’
      

      
      T. S. ELIOT

      




      
      
      Chapter One

      
      DREAMS OF ICE

      
      I thought I was content. It was 2010, two years since I had crossed the Tasman in a leaky kayak with my mate Justin Jones
         – Jonesy. We’d spent sixty-two days on the wild ocean and had become the first people to successfully kayak from Australia
         to New Zealand. I had gone from wearing a suit and crunching numbers all day as an accountant, to a sunburnt rogue in a kayak.
         Surely that was enough? That adventure had answered questions about myself that had plagued me for years, and when we pulled
         it off I was finally happy.
      

      
      Back on dry land, I was living a lifestyle that had eluded me for years – I fell in love and proposed to the most wonderful
         girl, Mia, established a successful business and was getting out climbing regularly and hard (well, that’s a relative term,
         but I was pretty stoked with my progress). Many of the motivations that had driven me to cross the Tasman had been put to
         rest. I did not have the same anger, nor was I dealing with the same self-esteem issues that plagued my youth. I had nothing
         more to prove to the world or to myself. I no longer felt like a prisoner of institutionalisation, and the anger and frustration
         that had helped spur me on weren’t driving me anymore. In fact, if you’d asked me five years earlier where I’d like to be with my life, I couldn’t have dreamt of being in a happier place than I was in 2010. I was a different
         person since we crossed the ditch. But even though so much had been resolved in my life, the magnetic pull of adventure and
         the thrill I got from pushing myself to see what I could achieve hadn’t been extinguished – within a few weeks of crossing
         the ditch Antarctica had begun to call.
      

      
      At first it was just a whisper, tickling and playing with me. Thoughts and questions popped into my head that had me daydreaming
         for hours: what is that place like – the coldest, windiest, driest place at the bottom of the earth? What does breathing air
         at -50° Celsius feel like? I wanted to experience the blizzards, ski over sastrugi and hear the dry snow crunch beneath my
         boots. Then other thoughts came into play too. The Tasman journey had taken four years to prepare for, and Jonesy and I learnt
         more about ourselves in those sixty-two days at sea than the previous twenty-five years had taught us. Looking back on everything
         that happened – the sharks that tore at our hull, the thirty-foot waves that crashed over our cabin, the extreme food and
         sleep deprivation – I couldn’t help but wonder whether we’d fluked the crossing. Had we just got lucky?
      

      
      Perhaps the most valuable lesson the Tasman taught us was how to tackle an objective that we had no idea about, and I wanted
         to test those skills again. Sure, I could have done that in lots of different ways, but I wanted to commit myself to another
         world-class objective, to push myself even further in a completely foreign environment and experience that knee-trembling
         rush of fear and adrenaline that comes with being out of my comfort zone. The very thought of putting together an expedition
         down to Antarctica made excitement flow through my blood, generating the same energy as when I first began to dream of the
         Tasman.
      

      
      
      With that in mind, in April 2008, a couple of months after returning from the Tasman, I was heading up to the Blue Mountains
         for a weekend of climbing when I made the call. I was a bit surprised by how nervous I felt. As with the Tasman, I knew I
         couldn’t do this expedition without Jonesy.
      

      
      ‘How’d you like to catch up for dinner?’ I asked.

      
      ‘You’re not really my kind of guy,’ Jonesy said and chuckled. ‘Anyway, this sounds ominous – I’m sensing déjà vu.’

      
      Jonesy could see right through me.

      
      We arranged to have dinner a few days later at the same pizzeria where I had asked Jonesy, back in 2004, to paddle to New
         Zealand with me. There was the same big barrel-chested man with the same moustache making the same pizzas. Returning from
         an adventure, I always seemed to be more aware of people who stayed with the same job year in, year out. I admired their commitment.
         Occasionally I wish I could be like that, and wasn’t as restless as I am (and so does my poor mother). At times I think a
         stable life would be so much easier.
      

      
      I could tell Jonesy had been partying hard. There were bags under his eyes and his skin had a grey tinge to it.

      
      ‘Don’t ask,’ he said before I had time to question him. ‘Had a couple of massive nights.’

      
      That made me laugh – we’d only been back a few months, and had so easily reverted to our same old habits.

      
      We spent a few minutes chatting about what we’d done the previous weekend, but before long Jonesy said, ‘Tell me what you’re
         thinking, Cas.’
      

      
      I decided to launch straight in. ‘Antarctica, mate,’ I excitedly belted out. ‘How ’bout it? I’ve got this idea to do something
         truly amazing down there.’
      

      
      His face lit up and, without hesitation, he smiled. ‘I’m in – let’s do it!’

      
      
      Signalling to the waitress to bring us a pen, we looked down at the paper tablecloth and started scribbling. We felt alive
         as the ideas hit the table.
      

      
      Our starting block was that we wanted to undertake a big adventure down south, but there were so many options of what we could
         do down there. For Jonesy and me, the attraction has always been in attempting a journey or voyage that has not been done
         before. Why? Because we get to write our own blueprint and try to solve problems that have stumped previous explorers. When
         it’s a worthy objective, we both find it incredibly inspiring and rewarding to make all the pieces of the jigsaw fit together.
         But the only way you can ever know if your planning and preparation are good enough is by following through. American explorer
         Robert Peary says:
      

      
      


         the process of reaching the Pole may be identified with a game of chess, where all the moves leading to a favorable outcome
            have been thoroughly thought of in advance, long before the beginning of the game.
         

      




      
      Sure, things can happen once you’re there, but that is what makes it all the more challenging, trying to foresee problems
         and come up with solutions long before you have to.
      

      
      Many people think that all of the big adventure ‘firsts’ have been successfully completed around the world, but I argue that
         improved technology, lighter gear and a deeper understanding of human physiology is allowing us to push boundaries that wouldn’t
         have been dreamt of twenty years ago. In 1984, explorer Roger Mear set out with Robert Swan and Gareth Wood in their In the
         Footsteps of Scott expedition to make an unsupported one-way journey to the South Pole. At the time, Mear said:
      

      
      
      


         A possibility excited me, why not dispense with all the clutter and go alone and unsupported, in one push with a minimum of
            food – no depots, no air support, no dogs, ponies or mechanised vehicles – just two men hauling sledges on the longest white
            walk in history? Of course, it could never be a two-way journey on foot as Scott’s journey had been, for no-one could drag
            the weight of five months’ food, but the thought of being out there, in such awesome isolation, with just a pair of skis,
            a sledge and a tent made the artificiality of a one-way journey acceptable.
         

      




      
      Jonesy and I wanted to push it further – why not a two-way journey on foot? Since Robert Swan’s In the Footsteps of Scott
         expedition, one-way trips to the South Pole have become the norm. But to us, the notion of marching to the South Pole and
         not provisioning for the return seemed incomplete. How can a trip be called ‘In the footsteps of’ when only covering half
         the distance of the original pioneers? In so many ways Swan’s expedition had beautifully romantic ideals. They had sailed
         out of London, wintered down in Antarctica and set off for the Pole with no communications gear, but had not provisioned for
         the return. This bugged me. How would it be received if climbers were flown off the summit of Mount Everest? Most mountaineers
         would be disgusted, as the climb back down is part of the journey. And how is that any different from getting a ride back
         from the Pole? Why had this become accepted? At the turn of the last century, the North Pole had been conquered a few years
         earlier than the South Pole. Similarly, the first and only unsupported return journey to the North Pole had been completed
         in 1995 by Richard Weber and Mikhail Malakhov. The same had not yet been done in Antarctica.
      

      
      
      By the time we left the pizzeria that night, we were grinning like idiots.
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      In the adventure world, the purist way to attempt any adventure is to do it ‘naked’, with no provisions or water and by hunting
         or gathering all your own food. Each element you add to that detracts from the overall purity of the adventure, but it also
         helps to manage the risks.
      

      
      Adventure is all about defining a level of risk that you’re willing to accept and going from there. Jonesy and I did this
         before embarking on the Tasman expedition, and were required to do the same for this journey in Antarctica. Understanding
         our risk profile allowed us to make decisions about the nature of the journey – where to start from, what means of transport
         we would use, and what style (unsupported versus supported) of expedition it would be.
      

      
      With all our past adventures, it had always been important to both of us for the journey to be as self-reliant and self-sufficient
         as possible. Nothing had changed in that regard, so we were keen for this Antarctic journey to be an unsupported one. This
         meant we had to carry all our food, fuel, medical supplies and equipment for the entire trip, and could in no way rely on
         outside support. The other option would have been for a support party to drop food and fuel caches that we’d pick up en route
         to the Pole, but this didn’t hold much traction with our adventuring beliefs.
      

      
      Another decision we needed to make was whether to harness the wind through the use of kites – after all, Antarctica is the
         windiest place on earth. In recent times, kiting technology has improved drastically and has allowed people to travel up to
         600 kilometres in a twenty-four hour period when the wind is right. It was something that could help us succeed, but would
         our journey be truly unassisted? On the Tasman we did not use sails, and after talking it through we felt the same way about
         this expedition. We wanted to do it under our own steam, with no wind assistance.
      

      
      Then there was the question of where to start our journey. The logical place for a sled-hauling expedition is from right on
         the edge of Antarctica, with one toe dipped in the water. Back in the eighties and nineties, expeditions started from a place
         called Berkner Island, as it was believed this was the true edge of Antarctica. But it’s not. The island is not accessible
         by sea and year round it is surrounded by the Ronne Ice Shelf, with its northern point approximately 20 kilometres from the
         ocean. This arbitrary start point (which would’ve cost an additional A$200,000 to get to) did not attract us any more than
         what had now become customary. The convention these days is to start from the coast, basically where the beach would be if
         there was no ice around. It is affected by tidal influence, but you’re never going to see the ocean, as it is covered in approximately
         130 metres of ice. This location is a place called Hercules Inlet. It was where others had begun the journey and so it seemed
         logical for us to leave from there too.
      

      
      Slowly our questions were being answered, and we named the expedition: Crossing the Ice. Now that we knew what we wanted to
         do, we had to work out how we were going to pull off a journey that had eluded so many before us. The first attempt of an
         unsupported return journey in Antarctica was by a team of three – Eric Philips, Jon Muir and Peter Hillary (son of Sir Edmund,
         the first person to climb Mount Everest) – in 1998. They set off from Ross Island but following one air resupply, their attempt
         ended at the Pole after eighty-four days. They not only failed to make the return journey, but their one-way trip to the Pole
         was the slowest in history. After reading all about their attempt, the importance of strong, positive team dynamics was really driven home to us.
      

      
      In 2006–07, Kiwi duo and good mates Kevin Biggar and Jamie Fitzgerald attempted the return journey from Hercules Inlet. They
         were fit, strong and were planning on using the prevailing winds to kite back from the Pole. Unfortunately, both lost an enormous
         amount of weight on the outward journey and Jamie tore both his hamstrings. Their bid ended after reaching the Pole in fifty-two
         days. We learnt from their attempt the importance of being efficient cross-country skiers and keeping sled weight to a minimum.
      

      
      Also in 2006–07, British explorer John Wilton-Davies attempted the return journey solo, but his attempt ended short of reaching
         the South Pole due to a whole array of reasons ranging from failed sponsor obligations, his gear not being ready in time,
         poor route finding and a lack of experience in the cold. He wrote on his expedition blog:
      

      
      


         Some of these problems could have been avoided in better planning. Primarily my experience in the crevasses cost me a lot
            of time. If I had more experience of the conditions I should expect I would have avoided most of those problems … To be realistic
            I failed because I went too slowly earlier on, and because I lost my confidence in the crevasses. After that episode I was
            certainly less driven to succeed.
         

      




      
      In 2008–09, UK paratrooper Mark Langridge set out feeling hopeful, but the weight of his sled and the intimidating prospect
         of the return leg saw him drop most of his weight at the beginning of the journey, leaving him only able to commit to a one-way
         trek to the Pole. More recently, in 2010–11, Chris Foot, an English ex-SAS soldier, attempted the return journey, but due to a late start from Hercules Inlet, he didn’t have enough time at the
         back end of the short Antarctic summer for the return.
      

      
      In a way, all these failed attempts added to the allure. The teams that had tried previously weren’t scrawny badminton players,
         rather they each had solid adventuring credentials. To be more successful than those who had tried before us, we’d need to
         haul all our supplies (which we estimated would weigh somewhere around the 150 kilogram mark) over 2200 kilometres. This distance
         was 500 kilometres further than had ever been achieved without support, and would probably take us about three months. Now
         we were talking!
      

      
      For us, this adventure really stood out as being right on the limit of physiological and technological endurance. It sat on
         the boundary of what was possible. In fact, with so many strong teams having tried and failed, was it just a little out of
         reach, and was failure inevitable? We didn’t know – but it was worth a shot. We were going to try to be the first unsupported
         team to travel to the South Pole and back, on foot, without kites or any assistance other than skis. This uncertainty is what
         made it an adventure. Jonesy and I had a lot of work to do, but we were determined to embrace that fine Aussie phrase yelled
         out by spectators at sporting events across the country: ‘Have a go, ya mug!’
      

      
      The rich history of that vast seventh continent lay like a dare just to Australia’s south. Known for its harshness, its beauty,
         its unforgiving and uncompromising rawness, it had beaten so many before us. It was the ultimate challenge – to follow in
         the footsteps of Scott and Amundsen and take on the world’s last great frontier.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      IN THE FOOTSTEPS OF …

      ‘Just before the turn of the last century,
mankind knew more about the surface of the
moon than it did about the seventh continent
at the bottom of the world, the frozen lost land
called Antarctica. In the famed Heroic Age of
Antarctic exploration that followed, the icy
veils that had so long covered the face and form
of this mysterious place were courageously
lifted, one by one, to reveal that frozen face
in all its terrible splendour and though many
men died in the process four men in particular
became legends.’
      

      
      PETER FITZSIMONS, MAWSON AND
THE ICE MEN OF THE HEROIC AGE

      
      
      As a kid, stories from the Heroic Age of Antarctic Exploration awakened my imagination more than any novel ever did. Don’t
         get me wrong, I did enjoy The Adventures of Tintin; I followed Frodo Baggins through Lord of the Rings and was intrigued by the Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, but nothing entranced me more than the epic tales of Amundsen, Scott, Shackleton and Mawson, to name just a few. I daydreamed
         for hours about their adventures in the south, wondered about the conditions they faced, the decisions they made, and dwelt
         on the lives that were lost. The stories of the first men who tried to reach the South Pole had captivated me. Their heroic
         struggles and tales of mateship, their pain from frostbite, crevasse falls and cold injuries, and the tragic deaths that plagued
         their expeditions had me asking questions that books alone couldn’t answer for me.
      

      
      Interestingly, the only book prize I ever won at school – The John Coleman Memorial Prize for Meritorious Effort – saw me
         receive a copy of Extreme South: Struggles and triumph of the first Australian team to the Pole by Ian Brown. It is a book I treasure, and a title that eventually found its way back into my life.
      

      
      Now, I’m no general history buff but, when it comes to things Antarctic, I know some. The stories of that time captured my
         attention like nothing before or since. They helped spark my addiction to adventure. Stories like how in 1773, a few years
         after Captain Cook sailed into Botany Bay, the great mariner was overtaken by the urge to discover what lay below this great
         southern land. Over the next few years, while in command of the HMS Resolution, Cook pushed his men and his ship through the Roaring Forties and Furious Fifties, further south than man had ever dared
         go. As the air temperature plunged, the nose of his ship began nudging icebergs around a latitude of 70 degrees south. With
         only sails to provide forward momentum, navigating among these icebergs was fraught with difficulty and danger. The decks,
         rigging and sails needed to be constantly freed from ice to avoid the risk of the ship becoming too top-heavy and capsizing. During
         these forays into the Southern Ocean, Cook discovered that Antarctica was not connected to any other continent, but due to
         the pack ice he was unable to explore far enough south to view the seventh continent.
      

      
      Over the next one hundred years, few journeys of discovery were made to that part of the world. There was no reason for them.
         What drove ships at the time were commercial incentives and the money that came with transporting spices, fabric and food.
         Men didn’t strive to explore further south until the realisation dawned that there were vast quantities of fat and fur available
         from the well-insulated animals such as seals, elephant seals, penguins and whales. Their pelts and blubber were highly desirable
         for fur and to light lanterns in Europe and North America through the 1800s. Money is a big motivator and all of a sudden
         men of adventure had the backing to push themselves further and travel to the unknown south to hunt these beautiful creatures
         – unfortunately, as it turned out, to near extinction.
      

      
      Closing in on the end of the 1800s, the Sixth International Geographical Congress at the Royal Geographical Society’s Headquarters
         in London passed a resolution that ‘exploration of the Antarctic Regions is the greatest piece of geographical exploration
         still to be undertaken’. Antarctica was officially back on the agenda and with the recent invention of steam- and coal-powered
         engines, vessels had more manoeuvrability through the ice. Impetus and ability combined, and the next twenty-six years would
         become one of the most active periods of exploration and adventure the Southern Ocean had ever seen.
      

      
      In 1897–98, the Geographical Society of Brussels sponsored a scientific expedition to explore the long finger of the Antarctic
         Peninsula and spend the winter in Antarctica. Up until then, vessels had darted into these southern latitudes but had scurried
         north when the end of summer approached. The Belgian ship, the Belgica, was heavily fitted out and provisions considered as best they could be so that the men on board could survive being trapped
         in the floating sea ice through the twenty-four hour darkness of winter. But no-one could prepare a man for the strangeness
         of the experience. All on board suffered in their floating prison, the ship’s surgeon Frederick A. Cook wrote:
      

      
      


         The dense throbbing blackness of the polar night became ever more menacing, so too did a certain blackness show up in the
            morale of the men, matched only by a slowly enveloping blackness of mind.
         

      




      
      Many of the men suffered horribly with madness and depression. In early June, one young man died of heart problems, exacerbated
         by the lack of food, warmth and light. I read and I wondered – could I have withstood that?
      

      
      One of the men on board the Belgica was a strapping young Norwegian first mate by the name of Roald Amundsen. In his youth, Amundsen’s mother had pressured him
         to become a doctor and he had not wanted to go against her will. I understood the pressure of this type of expectation and
         had struggled with it myself. Reading of Amundsen, I learnt that when his mother passed away, when he was twenty-one, he quit
         university and headed to sea. Inspired by Fridtjof Nansen’s crossing of Greenland in 1888, Amundsen held a hidden desire to
         pursue a life of intense exploration. Once free to follow his desire, Roald Amundsen wasn’t to be stopped. He returned from
         Antarctica and immediately set to work putting an expedition together to be the first vessel to navigate the Northwest Passage.
         During this groundbreaking expedition, which charted the first sea route through the Arctic Ocean along the north coast of the Americas, Amundsen learnt many valuable polar survival skills from the indigenous Netsilik
         people that would prove invaluable in later years.
      

      
      After successfully navigating through the Northwest Passage (a voyage that had eluded sailors for hundreds of years), Amundsen
         returned to Norway and set the wheels in motion to undertake an expedition to become the first man to reach the North Pole.
         A familiar issue would dog him as it did me and Jonesy all those years later – problems raising the vast sum of funds needed.
         In 1909, while Amundsen was organising his trip, two parties claimed to have reached the North Pole – Frederick Cook, the
         surgeon from the Belgica, and an American explorer, Robert Peary. Their claims were not without controversy, and many questioned the truth of their
         achievements, but Amundsen did not. He owed a large part of his survival on the Belgica to Cook, and had no reason to doubt the news. He decided to change his objective and re-route to Antarctica to conquer the
         South Pole instead. No point being third when you can be the first! Much to the disgust of many British, he did not make these
         plans known and even kept his decision from his own crew, his sponsors and most of all from Robert F. Scott, who had already
         revealed his plans to set out to become the first man to reach the South Pole. In early June 1910, Amundsen left Norway and
         only when underway did he inform his men that they were heading south. A few weeks later he sent a short telegram to Scott
         informing him of his change of plans.
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      I had read a lot about Robert Falcon Scott. A military man, he was born in 1868, and rose through the naval ranks from young
         cadet to captain. He was from a relatively well-to-do family, however, later in life, his father made some poor investment
         decisions and found himself close to bankruptcy. At the age of thirty, Scott found his two younger sisters and mother were totally financially
         dependent on him. This pressure must have been immense. How could he focus on adventure when his family needed his financial
         support? Then, in 1899, Scott had a chance encounter with the president of the Royal Geographical Society, Sir Clements Markham,
         who a few days later invited Scott to lead an expedition down to Antarctica. The opportunity was too attractive to turn down:
      

      
      


         The authorities and public are apathetic and slow to be moved but he must be dull indeed who does not appreciate that there
            will be great glory for this man and for the country of this man who first of human beings stands on the axis of this world.
         

      




      
      Scott willingly took command of the Discovery expedition of 1901–1904. The participants were predominantly comprised of British
         Navy personnel and men from the merchant navy who had never been on skis and had no idea how to use them. Many of the expedition’s
         scientific and discovery objectives would be hampered by their inexperience in polar environments and confusion on how to
         manage a dog team and horses. Still, Scott along with Ernest Shackleton, who was described by a fellow crewmate as being ‘the
         most popular of the officers among the crew, being a good mixer’, and Edward Wilson set out for the South Pole. Their journey
         was described as ‘a combination of success and failure’. On one hand they pushed further south than any other expedition to
         date but, on the other, they still fell roughly 800 kilometres short of the South Pole. They suffered from snow blindness,
         frostbite and, ultimately, scurvy and, on the return journey Shackleton broke down. Wilson’s diary entry for 14 January 1903
         reads:
      

      
      
      


         Shackleton has been anything but up to the mark, and today he is decidedly worse, very short winded and coughing constantly,
            with more serious symptoms that need not be detailed here but which are of no small consequence one hundred and sixty miles
            from the ship.
         

      




      
      Although they maintained a public façade of mutual respect, Shackleton’s attitude to Scott was one of ‘smouldering scorn and
         dislike’. Shackleton set to work trying to launch his own expedition to the South Pole. Forget the goal of stamping the Union
         Jack at the South Pole for God, Queen, country and good ol’ British sportsmanship; these two military men were focused on
         outdoing each other. On hearing of Shackleton’s intentions, Scott sent him a letter immediately:
      

      
      


         I see by the Times of Feb 12 that you are organising an expedition to go on our old tracks; and this is the first I have heard
            of it. The situation is awkward for me as I have already announced my intentions to try again in the old place. You see therefore
            that your announcement cuts right across my plans and to an extent … I needn’t tell you that I don’t wish to hurt you and
            your plans but in one way I feel I have a sort of right to my own field of work …
         

         Yours very sincerely,

         R. F. Scott

         P.S. I feel sure with a little discussion we can work in accord rather than in opposition.

      




      
      As the tension between the two explorers escalated, Scott wrote again:

      
      
      


         It must be clear to you now that you have placed yourself directly in the line of my life’s work … two expeditions cannot
            go to the same spot either together or within the compass of several years …
         

         Yours ever,

         R. F. Scott

      




      
      This was close to the bone. In 2006, Jonesy and I wrote a similar letter to Andrew McAuley when we found out about his intentions
         to also kayak across the Tasman Sea. It was a shock to all involved to realise we were aiming for the same goal. I sympathised
         with where Scott was coming from. He justifiably felt there simply weren’t the funds, public interest or expedition members
         around to support two big endeavours south.
      

      
      Claims to a ‘first’ adventure or climb have plagued explorers for generations. Does an individual have the right to claim
         sovereignty of an objective? Of course they don’t. But it doesn’t make the notion any less fraught or emotionally charged
         for those invested in a goal. In rock climbing, climbers who prepare a new line often tag the bottom of the climb with a red
         flag which marks a ‘closed project’ – it’s symbolically like a dog peeing on a lamp-post. A red flag says to other climbers:
         ‘This is my line, back off’. Sure enough, there have been plenty of disputes over the years and it leads to many debates on
         such topics as to how long you can lay claim to that climb.
      

      
      There are no hard and fast rules about exclusive rights to an adventure. But there is pride. As the French polar explorer
         Jean-Baptiste Charcot said:
      

      
      


         There can be no doubt that the best way to the Pole is by way of the Great Ice Barrier, but this we regard as belonging to the English explorers, and I do not propose to trespass on other people’s grounds.
         

      




      
      The squabble between Scott and Shackleton did not impede on the latter gaining traction and heading to Antarctica in 1907
         on the Nimrod expedition. Using the knowledge attained from the Discovery expedition, Shackleton pushed the ‘furthest south’
         benchmark to only 180 kilometres from the Pole. He established a route up the treacherous Beardmore Glacier that connected the Ross Ice Shelf
         to the Polar Plateau – the gateway to the South Pole. Turning back from the Pole a mere 180 kilometres short was a decision
         that surely saved his life.
      

      
      When Shackleton returned to Britain, the only comment he made to his wife, Emily, about not reaching the Pole was: ‘I thought,
         dear, that you would rather have a live ass than a dead lion.’
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      It was now or never for Scott. Public interest was at an all-time high. A route to the South Pole had been established, so
         Scott got to work raising the £40,000 needed to launch an expedition (that’s equivalent to about A$4.5 million today). When
         he announced his plans to recruit a team of men, no fewer than 8000 from around the world applied.
      

      
      While Shackleton was living down in Antarctica, Scott had been busy progressing his naval career when a beautiful young bohemian
         sculptor entered his life. Swept away by love, Scott quickly proposed to Kathleen Bruce and the couple married a few short
         months later. But marriage was not going to stop Scott from pursuing his dream.
      

      
      In July 1908, while Scott was tossing around the logistics of the expedition, Kathleen wrote to him:

      
      
      


         Write and tell me that you shall go to the Pole. Oh dear me what’s the use of having energy and enterprise if a little thing
            like that can’t be done. It’s got to be done, so hurry up and don’t leave a stone unturned – and love me more and more, because
            I need it.
         

      




      
      When I’d first read about Scott, Kathleen’s part in his life had barely registered with me. I was a young bloke and love stories
         weren’t my thing. But re-reading many of the stories closer to travelling to Antarctica, I couldn’t help but see some similarities
         to my own circumstances. It’s hard enough to organise an expedition, raise funds and get your body and your head right, but
         it would be even harder if you had to battle with your girlfriend, your wife or your family as well. I was lucky that Mia
         fully supported my expedition just as Kathleen had supported Scott.
      

      
      On 13 September 1909, Scott made his plans public: ‘The main object of the expedition is to reach the South Pole and secure
         for the British Empire the honour of that achievement.’ The very next day a son, Peter, was born to Kathleen and Scott.
      

      
      There was a lot going on in Scott’s world and many critics argue that he was woefully unprepared for his journey. I disagree.
         He had learnt many valuable lessons on the Discovery expedition of 1901–04 and had always carefully considered alternative
         methods of transport. On his most recent foray south during the Terra Nova expedition, Scott planned on using a variety of
         modes of transport, including white horses from Siberia (they had to be white because apparently they performed better on
         the snow!), motor sledges, dogs and manhauling. He even examined the use of sledges with small roller wheels. Scott had spent
         years developing his skills and exploring ways to achieve the best results in the frozen, unpredictable southern continent.
         He was determined to become the first man to reach the South Pole.
      

      
      
      In June 1910, Scott’s ship, the Terra Nova, farewelled England to a cheering crowd. Scott remained behind to keep fundraising for an additional six weeks before leaving
         with Kathleen to join the ship in South Africa en route to Melbourne for final preparations before heading south. It was here
         he found out Amundsen was also aiming to reach the South Pole.
      

      
      The Terra Nova left Melbourne and darted across the Tasman to Dunedin, on New Zealand’s south island, before heading full steam ahead to
         the south. Most of the men on board were sick, and they were battered by Southern Ocean storms including one that ripped ten
         tons of coal overboard. By early January 1911, the Terra Nova had docked in Cape Evans, and the men began construction on the hut in which they planned to spend the twenty-four hour darkness
         of polar winter, before their attempt at the Pole in the coming summer.
      

      
      By late January the depot laying was underway. Captain Scott led a team of twelve men, eight ponies and twenty-six dogs out
         onto the ice to lay caches for the return journey. They made poor progress, averaging less than 19 kilometres a day, and in
         mid-February Scott made the call to establish their furthest cache away from their winter quarters 74 kilometres short of
         where they initially intended to do so. One of the men under Scott’s command, Lawrence ‘Titus’ Oates, strongly believed that
         this was foolish, as it would be too far for the Pole party to get back to. But Scott was worried that pushing further south
         would cost them the lives of a few of their ponies. ‘I have had enough of this cruelty to animals and I am not going to defy
         my feelings for the sake of a few days march,’ he wrote. Oates was immensely frustrated and with remarkable foresight said,
         ‘I’m afraid you’ll come to regret not taking my advice.’
      

      
      ‘Regret it or not, I have taken my decision as a Christian gentleman,’ Scott replied. He would not be swayed and so the men established One Ton Depot 74 kilometres short of where Oates wanted to bury the 2000 pounds of food and fuel. After
         enduring the harsh winter in their hut, the Brits began their assault on the Pole on 1 November 1911. Following a gruelling
         seventy-seven days, the British team finally reached their destination. Scott and four companions – Oates, Henry Bowers, Edward
         Wilson and Edgar ‘Taff’ Evans – were dragging their sledge across the coarse snow crystals of the Polar Plateau when they
         saw something fluttering in the wind. Tied to a sled runner, they found the Norwegian flag and a tent left behind by Amundsen.
         The Norwegians had arrived over a month earlier and were at that very moment only a week away from arriving back at their
         ship the Fram. The Norwegians had nailed it. They’d travelled quickly and efficiently, and incredibly Amundsen arrived back at the ship
         weighing more than when he left. By this stage Scott and his men were starving and devastated – the impact on morale shouldn’t
         be underestimated.
      

      
      Tragically, one by one, the men in Scott’s Pole party began to collapse and perish in their tracks. First to die was the largest
         and strongest – Taff Evans. It is suspected that a blow to his head in a crevasse fall a few days earlier was the primary
         cause of his death. The explorers faced extremely difficult conditions on the return journey, mainly due to the exceptionally
         adverse weather, poor food supply, injuries sustained from falls, and the effects of scurvy and frostbite, all of which slowed
         their progress. The next to go was Oates, at the foot of the Beardmore Glacier. He walked from the tent into a blizzard, with
         his famous last words, ‘I am just going outside and may be some time.’ His death is seen as an act of self-sacrifice when,
         aware his ill health was compromising his three companions’ chances of survival, he chose certain death rather than hold them
         back.
      

      
      Unfortunately, his self-sacrifice wasn’t enough to save his three other desperate companions. On meagre rations, Scott, Bowers
         and Wilson trudged on towards the biggest depot established on the southern journey – One Ton Depot. Cruelly, Antarctica unleashed
         its fury when the men were a mere 18 kilometres short of the depot – if only Scott had listened to Oates the summer before,
         things could have turned out very differently. A blizzard forced them to set up tent. Knowing that he was nearing the end,
         with frostbitten fingers he scrawled in his diary a note to his beloved Kathleen:
      

      
      


         The worst aspect of this situation is the thought I shall never see you again … How much better has it been than lounging
            in too great comfort at home – but, oh, what a price to pay – to forfeit the sight of your dear, dear face.
         

      




      
      With the storm raging for days, they consumed all of their food and fuel and with no energy left, became entombed in their
         iced-up sleeping-bags and heavily frosted tent. Scott’s last diary entry haunts me. I struggled to understand why he didn’t
         keep fighting. Surely curling up in your tent is admitting defeat?
      

      
      


         Had we lived, I should have had a tale to tell of the hardihood, endurance and courage of my companions which would have stirred
            the heart of every Englishman. These rough notes and our dead bodies must tell the tale.
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      While Scott’s men were attempting to claw their way back to the Terra Nova, Douglas Mawson, an Australian geologist who had accompanied Shackleton on the Nimrod expedition, had launched his own Australasian Antarctic expedition. Mawson – a strong manhauler, talented scientist and well-liked crew member – had
         turned down a position in Scott’s Pole party as he showed no interest in a ‘boy’s own adventure’ attempt on the South Pole.
         Mawson was a man of science and wanted to explore the geographic coastline of Antarctica below Australia. His dedication to
         science was quite unique among explorers, as Sir Edmund Hillary once said:
      

      
      


         Nobody climbs mountains for scientific reasons. Science is used to raise money for the expeditions, but you really climb for
            the hell of it.
         

      




      
      Mawson set an ambitious scientific agenda and took charge of the Far Eastern expedition, with two other companions. When the
         team was 499 kilometres from their hut, one of these men, Belgrave Ninnis, crashed through the bridge of a large crevasse
         with a sledge and dog team and was completely swallowed. This left Mawson and Xavier Mertz with seriously depleted provisions.
         They quickly began their return, progressively using their dogs to supplement their food supply. What they didn’t know was
         that the dog liver they had been eating was very rich in vitamin A and toxic. After twenty-five days on the return journey,
         and the combined effects of hard physical exertion and starvation, this toxicity led to Mertz becoming ever weaker and, just
         before his death, suffering from oppressive madness. Mawson, himself seriously debilitated, discarded everything that was
         not essential for survival, except his geological specimens and records of the journey. Using a pocket saw, he cut his sledge
         in half and dragged it unaided the last 160 kilometres, taking another thirty days to reach Main Base. During this epic struggle
         for survival his body was failing but he kept on going:
      

      
      
      


         The thickened skin of the soles had separated in each case as a complete layer, and abundant watery fluid had escaped into
            the socks. The new skin underneath was very much abraded and raw.
         

      




      
      Clumps of hair fell from his head and infections burst all over his body. The same fate that stole the life of Ninnis, Mertz
         and the dogs was perilously close. Yet he kept inching forward, at times having to crawl. Two things drove Mawson on: the
         motivation to get back to his fiancée, Paquita, and the outer-world theological experience that Mawson describes as ‘Providence’.
         Crevasse falls were frequent and his daily mileage slipped.
      

      
      Finally, when all the other men back at Commonwealth Bay had given up hope, Mawson stumbled into camp two and a half weeks
         late. At first glance, the men at the station thought they were seeing a ghost, before realising it was a human – but who?
         Mawson had returned! Heartbreakingly, the relief ship, Aurora, which was destined to carry Mawson and his men back to Australia, had left that morning. Attempts by the skipper to find
         Mawson and his team were hampered by gales and the impossibility of getting the ship close enough to shore. Making one of
         the most difficult decisions of his life, Captain Davis made the call to leave a rescue party behind and sail north for the
         winter, before the ship froze into the pack ice. Mawson and the rescue party endured their second winter in darkness before
         finally returning to Adelaide in December 1913 where he was met with a hero’s welcome and his beloved Paquita.
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      After Shackleton’s Nimrod expedition, he returned to Britain a national hero and was knighted for his efforts. He took kindly
         to his new status and filled his diary with public appearances, lectures and social engagements. He also tried his luck with a couple of high-risk business ventures and money-making schemes that
         all seemed to peter out. After the Pole had been reached by Scott and Amundsen in 1911–12, he believed there to be only one
         final great journey left in Antarctica – the crossing of the continent. It was a highly ambitious, dangerous journey that
         was a logistical nightmare. It meant using two ships – one on either side of the continent – with the men of the ship Aurora laying depots across the Ross Ice Shelf up to the Beardmore Glacier for Shackleton’s team who would start from the other
         side of the continent, then pick up these vital provisions after having passed the Pole.
      

      
      Unfortunately, the journey ended before it even began and the attempted crossing never eventuated. Shackleton’s vessel, the
         Endurance, became locked in ice in the Weddell Sea and the crew had to prepare to survive the long dark stormy winter aboard the ship.
         Then, to their horror, the ship began to be crushed. It sank leaving the men stranded with what provisions they could throw
         overboard before it disappeared into the depths. Their odds of survival were slim to none.
      

      
      No-one was coming to rescue them – if they wanted to live they would have to fight for it. Shackleton left most of his men
         and went for help. He sailed north in a small, open boat, the James Caird, through some of the most treacherous and freezing waters in the world to a known whaling settlement on South Georgia Island,
         over 1500 kilometres away. This perilous journey was near-suicide but somehow, after fourteen days at sea, the weary explorers
         stumbled into the settlement. The rest of Shackleton’s team were eventually rescued, after having survived off seal meat for
         105 days. Shackleton didn’t ever get to attempt the crossing of Antarctica but the rescue of all of his men has gone down
         as one of the greatest survival stories of all time. It was the final chapter in the Heroic Age of Antarctic Exploration.
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      I knew all these stories. I had read about the hardships and the conditions faced in Antarctica, I knew the worst-case scenarios,
         and I knew that not much had changed in one hundred years. Though there are now satellite phones, GPS tracking devices and
         EPIRBs, there is no technology or rescue available when you are trapped in your tent by a wild Antarctic storm, or dangling
         down inside the yawn of a hidden, bottomless crevasse. Like Scott and Mawson, I had a love waiting for me. Like Amundsen,
         I had shaken off expectation and embraced adventure. But did I have the spirit, the determination and the mental toughness
         to achieve what no-one had before? Mawson once described the characteristics that made Shackleton such a great explorer as
         being his ‘never failing fund of optimism, great determination, unknowing of fear, ambition and a fine physique’. Did we have
         any of these traits?
      

      
      All these great men had travelled to the South Pole, but no-one had yet claimed the prize for the unsupported return journey.
         Amundsen had returned, but he had used the assistance of dogs and pre-laid depots established the summer before. Back then
         there was little to no emphasis on the style of the journey. Polar explorers were judged on being the first to reach the Pole
         and making it back alive. If they were available at the time, aircraft would have been used.
      

      
      I had already shown I could put in the hard yards of preparation needed to tackle the unknown. And now, with Jonesy, I was
         going to push myself once more. And this time we’d both be taken to the limit. We were heading to 90 degrees south, a place
         that had always held a starry-eyed fascination for me – it was the factory of adventure and home to some of the most inhospitable
         beauty on the planet. This time we were going to push ourselves further than we’d ever gone before.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter Three

      
      FIT, FAT AND FLEXIBLE

      
      Fighting the urge to throw snowballs at each other or lie down to make snow angels, we strapped cross-country skis to our
         feet down at the Aussie Alps in the winter of 2010. Having grown up in the suburbs of Sydney, neither Jonesy or I had ever
         skied before, so we thought now was a good time to learn.
      

      
      Cross-country skis are about half the width of regular downhill skis, and have scales (or skins) on the bottom that grip the
         snow as you step forward but still allow you to glide efficiently between steps. By this stage we knew we wanted to attempt
         to travel to the South Pole and back, but we were still working out the finer details, like how to ski. It took a few minutes
         to figure out how to clip the bindings to our boots, then, like someone learning to ice-skate in a slapstick movie, neither
         of us could stay on our feet – let alone ski! After more than a few minutes of laughter, propping each other up we finally
         gathered enough confidence to try to move forward.
      

      
      Slam! Back on our bums again.

      
      
      The jokes and laughter began to subside as we started to get incredibly frustrated and concerned by how bad we actually were.
         It was beyond funny; it was embarrassing.
      

      
      Cross-country skiers are fringe dwellers. They’re the sinewy bearded types wearing scruffy ‘Where’s Wally’ thermals, their
         ears popping out of their woollen beanies. They have never been (and are never likely to be) as cool as snowboarders, with
         their pants down near their knees, or as competent as downhill racers in their colourful lycra. The only people less cool
         on the slopes than cross-country skiers are hopeless wanna-be cross-country skiers. That was us.
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      Trying to keep in mind a lesson I’d learnt boxing at university – it doesn’t matter how many times you get knocked down, so
         long as you get back up – we kept at it. Pretty soon we felt comfortable standing up on the skis. Then we started to waddle
         like ducks (on dead-flat ground) in the kiddies’ learn-to-ski area at Perisher. Progress on the first day was slow, but by
         the time the sun was setting, our bodies were aching and it was time to head back to our accommodation in Jindabyne for the
         evening. In the car we talked about what we’d get up to the next day.
      

      
      ‘How about we ski up Mount Kosciuszko?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Are you crazy?’ Jonesy replied.

      
      I thought it was a really good idea. Besides, if we couldn’t ski up Kosci, how were we ever going to ski to the South Pole?
         And Jonesy couldn’t argue with that kind of logic.
      

      
      So, the following morning we woke early, took the Kosciuszko Express chairlift to the top of Thredbo and began waddling over
         towards Australia’s highest mountain, which really isn’t all that high at all. Our progress was slow with frequent falls,
         but by lunchtime, we began to scale its final slopes and before long we were on top! The feeling of elation was quickly dashed
         when we looked at the terrain we were meant to ski down – oh boy, what a lesson to learn: skiing up is much easier than skiing down steep terrain. The snow was icy, which meant we couldn’t just take off our skis and walk, so after
         a quick ‘godspeed’ and ‘good luck’ we pointed our skis downhill for a kamikaze-like descent. Fortunately, we couldn’t stay
         on our feet long enough to build up proper speed. Perfect!
      

      
      That was the first weekend of many that saw us driving down to the Aussie ski fields and slowly, but surely, learning to ski.
         Early on, we were fortunate enough to meet our Ski Yoda – Bruce Easton from Wilderness Sports in Jindabyne – and we quickly
         became his young naïve padawans. Bruce began to teach us how to travel over snow with the correct technique – snow ploughs,
         sidesteps, tip turns, kick turns and herringbones all became part of our vocabulary, and some even became part of our ski
         repertoire. By the end of winter we were regularly making day-long excursions into the back country and even managed a two-day
         jaunt with our camping gear up to Blue Lake.
      

      
      Jonesy and I come from a bushwalking background, and just like sea kayaking had opened us up to ‘walking on water’, cross-country
         skiing had now given us access to the beautiful back country of the Snowy Mountains. Once we could stand up long enough, we
         loved it! Skiing in the back country through contorted snow gums, their boughs dusted with ice and glistening in the late
         afternoon spring light, quickly became one of my favourite things to do in one of my favourite places in the world. The way
         the snow sits on leaves and the light bounces off streaked trunks in crazy prisms of colour depending on the time of day is
         breathtakingly beautiful.
      

      
      
      After a while, we were spending more time upright than on our bums, but learning to ski was only a tiny part of the physical
         preparation required for our Antarctic expedition – we also had to get fit, fat and flexible.
      

      
      Reinhold Messner, the world’s greatest mountaineer, once described sledging as ‘the work of horses, not humans’. We’d read
         countless Antarctic stories where the weight of explorers’ sleds initially shocked them, then proceeded to almost tear them
         in half. As mentioned earlier, two mates of ours from across the Tasman – Kevin Biggar and Jamie Fitzgerald – attempted the
         return journey back in 2006, and were one of the fittest teams ever to head down to Antarctica. They trained hard and were
         in prime physical condition when they attempted their trip. Their advice to us was: ‘Fellas, the best way to train for pulling
         heavy things in cold places is to pull heavy things in cold places.’
      

      
      That’s all well and good, but unfortunately in Australia it’s not always easy to find cold places to pull heavy things. Even
         so, we put together a training regime as best we could. Structured training for expeditions is a relatively new concept. Up
         until the last ten or fifteen years, adventurers had tried to fit in a few jogs, the occasional tyre drag and that was about
         it. We understood how critical it was to get ourselves physically ready for the journey and we’d learnt from the Tasman preparation
         that a structured training regime was the best way to do this.
      

      
      Enter Action Man. Tipping the scales at over 120 kilograms and towering at a height of 200 centimetres, we found probably
         the most qualified person on earth to design our program. Perth-based adventurer Tom Smitheringale started his career in the
         army before moving to the personal-training arena. Recently he’s been pushing boundaries of adventure under the branding of
         One Man Epic. For most of us, a title like this might be considered a little presumptuous, but for Tom it couldn’t be more accurate. In 2010, Tom almost became the third man in history to ski solo and unsupported
         to the North Pole. After skating across thin ice (literally), suffering frostbite and dodging polar bears he dramatically
         fell through the ice and required rescue. From the lessons that Tom learnt in the Arctic, he designed a brutal six-month program
         that was aimed at increasing both our strength and endurance. Training up to thirty hours a week, the phases and cycles involved
         a range of activities and exercises – pack marches, swimming, gym sessions – but at the core of all our training were the
         dreaded tyre-pulling sessions. This involved strapping two truck tyres together and dragging them along the streets and beaches
         of Sydney for up to eight hours a session. It’s hard to think of a more painful, heartbreaking and soul-crushing experience.
         Cyclists would pass us and sling comments our way like:
      

      
      ‘You know it’s easier to put them up the other way.’

      
      ‘You’ve lost the rest of your car.’

      
      ‘Mate – there’s something behind you.’

      
      Yeah, ha ha, very funny.

      
      And at times, people would innocently ask what the hell we were doing. To be honest, some days I wasn’t sure! But having spent
         so much time out on the streets strapped to these instruments of torture we came up with some replies.
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