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  PROLOGUE




  BEN   A fierce wind scoured our faces, and ice snapped at our heels. The inside of my nose had frozen and icicles were

  beginning to form on my eyelashes. The cold cut through to the core, and my bones ached from the chill.




  On we trudged. I’d long lost all feeling in my fingers, and my toes felt like ice cubes. I shook my arms furiously in an effort to get the blood flowing again. Every breath stung as the

  freezing air burnt my throat, while the moisture from my exhalations formed ice crystals on my unshaven chin. I bowed my head into the wind, gritted my teeth and pushed on, straining into my

  harness.




  It was minus 40 degrees Celsius, a temperature at which, even in polar clothing, the body is pushed to its limit. I knew that my fingertips had dropped below freezing; the moisture in the skin

  had frozen and if I didn’t do something about it soon, I would be in danger of losing them to frostbite. Even my eyelids were beginning to stick together in the bitter conditions.




  I looked across at James. His hair was tangled with ice, his balaclava was covered in a thick layer of frost and his legs were buckling with fatigue. We had been going for twelve hours and it

  was time to admit defeat, get inside and warm up.




  Minutes later, we clambered into the tent and collapsed with exhaustion. Unzipping the door with my frozen hands had been like buttoning a shirt with an oven glove. The thin fabric gave us some

  protection from the wind chill, but even inside, as I struggled to light the stove, it was still minus 25.




  The lighter had frozen. I fumbled with a box of matches, but the stove was too cold to ignite. I started to feel the pressure of the situation. We had to get the stove alight, or we’d

  freeze. We were hungry and dehydrated, but above all we needed heat.




  Not a moment too soon, the match flared into life. I held it to the shallow pool of fuel on the freezing metal and there was a small puff, as a green flame engulfed the petrol. Slowly the flame

  grew into a flickering orange and then a thunderous blue as the metal sighed with relief.




  Lying on my back as the freezing air was replaced by a warm glow, I peeled the balaclava from my face and removed the gloves from my icy, white fingers.




  Needing water, and food, we scooped some snow into the small pan and placed it above the flame. The pan had a voracious appetite for snow as it disappeared in a plume of steam. I longed for the

  warmth of my sleeping bag and the escapism of dreams.




  I was worried about my fingers, though. They had been numb for too long. If I didn’t warm them up fast, would I lose them? I shook them violently, but they remained frozen like a claw. I

  squeezed them back into the thin contact gloves, then the outer gloves, and the thick mitts. I pulled my hat low over my ears and pulled the damp balaclava back across my face.




  I crawled across the tent towards the exit and once again wrestled with the door’s zip. Snow whirled into the tent as I stooped out into the cold.




  I looked back at the tent and saw the small blue flame and James’s silhouette against the tent’s fabric. I needed to find some help. I needed to save my fingers. I trudged off into

  the cold.




  I lifted my hand to the metal bar, looped my arm and tugged with my elbow. At last the huge steel frame began to move, and I was overcome by a dazzle of bright light. ‘This is it,’ I

  thought, as I moved towards the light.




  I hauled with my arm against the wind and the metal clunked behind me. Silence. The wind disappeared and I was overcome with a warm glow. I lifted my goggles and stripped the balaclava from my

  face. Half a dozen faces stared at me from behind their control screens. A scientist rushed over and began stripping the small metal thermometer probes from my fingertips. ‘We need to warm

  your fingers,’ she said, fussing round me, ‘they’re down below zero degrees.’




  I looked through the thick window at our tent, snapping in the artificial wind created by two huge, industrial fans. In a giant freezer in Oxfordshire we had had our first taste of freezing

  polar conditions. I began to wonder what we’d let ourselves in for.




  *




  JAMES   ‘What are you doing now?’




  That was my dreaded dinner-party question when I stopped rowing after the 2004 Athens Olympics. I had found it incredibly difficult to answer then, not because I wasn’t doing anything but

  because – in my mind at least – nothing sounded as worthwhile as the Olympics. After rowing across the Atlantic with Ben the question had changed slightly.




  ‘What are you doing next?’




  I didn’t feel under any external pressure to do something for the sake of it but I knew I wanted to do something similar again. It wasn’t just the journey and the physical and mental

  challenges that naturally came with it; I enjoyed the planning itself, the development and the training. I missed preparing for a long-term goal and the pressure that comes with having to

  perform.




  But though I wanted to get stuck into another big challenge there were a number of things I had to consider, the first being my family life. The Atlantic rowing race had nearly destroyed my

  marriage to Bev, and, for me, nothing is worth risking that. It had been a problem of communication rather than an impasse, however; I’d avoided talking about rowing across the Atlantic with

  Bev until the last possible moment, and not surprisingly she didn’t feel included in the decision-making process. I’d spent a lot of the previous year away training for the Olympics and

  I hadn’t explained why I’d wanted to do the row – I wasn’t even sure myself. So for Bev, when she thought we might start having a normal family life and share the

  responsibilities more evenly, I instead told her I was rowing across the Atlantic. As diplomatic skills go it was more Genghis Khan than Gandhi, so not surprisingly it caused some tension. The

  press exaggerated her displeasure at my forthcoming voyage, printing articles that were hard for both of us to read. Such was the media assumption that our marriage was over that, while I was

  crossing the Atlantic, there were photographers outside our house trying to get a picture of Bev having an affair. If I was to go away again for a long period of time I had to make sure I discussed

  it properly with her.




  I also had to consider where my career was heading. It’s difficult starting a career from scratch. I’d retired from rowing at thirty-two and, unfortunately, market forces meant that

  rowing didn’t pay enough for me not to work again. I needed not only to get a job but also to find a whole new career. I was lucky to still have plenty of opportunities because of my success

  at the Olympics, and a few new ones after the interest surrounding our forty-nine days at sea, but I still hadn’t settled into a ‘proper’ career. Could I afford to take a such a

  big chunk of time away again?




  The last point was an interesting one. Besides which, would I want to do something else with Ben again? Despite having very different personalities and goals for the Atlantic row we’d

  managed to find a way of working well together. Reaching that point involved a lot of frustration, tears and arguments but by the time we stepped off the boat we’d forged a close friendship;

  I was even best man at his wedding. Did we want to risk that friendship on another trip, and more particularly, given my competitive instincts, a race? When we rowed across the Atlantic there was

  no friendship to lose, but now there was. At the very least, if we did anything in the future we had to agree to commit to some serious long-term preparation.




  I first heard about a race to the South Pole from a journalist, and it got me excited in a way that other events hadn’t. Since Norwegian explorer Roald Amundsen famously beat Captain Scott

  to be the first man to reach the bottom of the world in 1911, many others had mounted expeditions there, either alone or as part of a team; but the Amundsen Omega 3 South Pole Race would be the

  first time in a hundred years that teams would actually race one another to the Pole, pulling their provisions behind them as the early pioneers had done. Like many people I’d read

  about Amundsen’s achievement, which was overshadowed by the tragedy that befell Scott and his team on their return journey, but my imagination wasn’t capable of empathizing with what I

  was reading. I had no idea what it would actually feel like to be skiing in a whiteout at minus 50 – though it sounded horrendous. I had no skills to be able to cope with that. I wanted to go

  there and experience a place so few people have been to; but not being an explorer the options in that region are limited.




  There were several options. I could go as part of a guided expedition – something I didn’t want to do. Or I could acquire the necessary experience and go there as an unsupported team

  (there was no way I was going to do it on my own), which would involve a lot of training expeditions to reach the level where it’s safe to be totally isolated out there. Having always done

  events where there is a competitive element I wasn’t sure I’d find a trek sufficiently motivating – but racing to the South Pole sounded brilliant. It offered the chance to be

  isolated and self-sufficient out on the ice, man-hauling a sledge to the Pole in a competitive environment where you will be punished for making mistakes, though with a safety net in case something

  disastrous went wrong. I wanted to do it. Whether Ben was up for it I wasn’t sure, but we had promised each other not to sign up for another long adventure without talking it through with the

  other first.




  BEN   Life had been good since rowing the Atlantic with James. I had got married, inherited another dog, bought a new house and

  work had been good to me. What more could you ask for?




  I had started a new series for the BBC called Extreme Dreams in which I took members of the public on life-changing challenges around the world. I had led teams through the jungles of

  Papua New Guinea and Guyana, up the mountains of Kilimanjaro in Tanzania and Roraima in Venezuela and across the Sahara and Atacama deserts.




  I had loved the expeditions, but I wanted a real challenge – one I could sink my teeth into and, above all, one that would really test me to my limits. Unlike James I was looking

  for adventure. I wanted to taste that adrenalin and excitement. I wanted something with claws and teeth that would shake up my comfy life and remind me how lucky I was.




  James and I had become good friends. We had travelled the world giving talks about our exploits and in the intervening years I had begun to understand him. In many ways I had misunderstood him

  on the Atlantic. He is a complex character with an ability to over-analyse things, but he can also be incredibly thoughtful. One example will suffice: during our Atlantic row, we had run out of

  drinking water. It was Christmas Day and we had promised to raise a glass of water to one another every Christmas in homage to that dark moment of our voyage together. The following year, he sent

  me a Christmas present. It was an enormous box wrapped in sparkly paper. Inside, he had carefully placed a bottle of water with a red bow.




  James had a present of a different kind when he asked me to meet him in a Starbucks just off Portland Place, in London.




  ‘Have you heard about the South Pole Race?’ asked James.




  A smile streaked across my face and my eyes sparkled.




  JAMES   I outlined the reasons I wanted to do the race, and Ben was up for it too, so the plan was hatched.




  The race was 800 kilometres across the plains of Antarctica, divided into two 400-kilometre sections with a compulsory twenty-four-hour stay at a checkpoint. We’d be skiing and pulling

  everything we needed on our pulks (sledges), and even before the race started there would be a twelve-day acclimatization trek towards the start line. We would make our way with the other teams up

  through the mountains and on to the vast plateau, which would give us time to fine tune the skills we’d have practised throughout the year – skiing, camping, navigation, cold tolerance

  and temperature regulation – as well as allowing us to acclimatize to the low temperatures and altitude: the plateau we would be racing across was at a punishing 9,000 feet above sea

  level.




  BEN   I’m not sure why we met in Starbucks. James hates coffee, and I hate Starbucks. I wish I could say that we shook on

  our dashing plan in the Royal Geographical Society, or better still the Reform Club. I can’t imagine Phileas Fogg departing on a round-the-world adventure from a coffee shop.




  JAMES   On 17 September I paid the £650 race deposit and we were committed. We now just needed to find another

  £41,350 each that we didn’t have, and a third person for our team.




  The race rules (at that point) stated that teams must be made up of three people, with one member having polar experience. Ben managed to scrape in under the radar by having been to Spitsbergen,

  a Norwegian territory in the Artic Circle, with the BBC for his Extreme Dreams programme – not quite the polar experience the race organizers had in mind, but it ticked the official

  box. That was great news for us since we no longer had to look for someone with polar experience, which widened the search somewhat, but it still wouldn’t be easy. Ben and I already had a

  relationship after our row across the Atlantic, making it hard for someone else to come in, especially as they would be joining us on this trip, rather than the team being formed together.

  We’d find somebody, though, no problem. And if our three-way relationship disproved all the stereotypes about it being the worst number of people to have in a team, and if we managed to cope

  with the oppressive environment and the relentless hours of skiing, the crippling cold and the risk of frostbite and only very infrequently daydream about burying an ice axe in each other’s

  head – well, then we would have a chance of reaching the South Pole.








  

     

  




  PART ONE




  HEADING SOUTH




  

     

  




  1


  NORTH BY SOUTH-WEST




  JAMES   Three is an awful number to have in a team. The old adage ‘two’s company, three’s a crowd’

  wasn’t made up just because it sounded good, and any child who has two siblings will tell you that one always gets left out.




  What is the best way to select a team? When I was involved with British rowing the team selection had always been very simple and totally objective. Over an eight-month period we would be tested

  and re-tested on the water and in the gym. By the time crews were chosen for the championships, there was no doubt who deserved a seat in the boat. If there were personality clashes they were

  frustrating, but they didn’t affect the team’s overall performance. No matter how much you loved or loathed your crewmates everybody had exactly the same goal: to win – and that

  masks a whole load of issues.




  Teaming up with Ben to row across the Atlantic had been totally different. It went something like this:




  Ben said, ‘I’m rowing across the Atlantic next year, do you want to do it with me?’ I thought about the question for a second, then asked, ‘Can you row?’




  ‘Er, no.’ At least he was honest, I thought, and it helped form my next answer.




  ‘No thanks.’




  A month or so later, having decided that I wanted to do the race after realizing I was lacking a long-term goal in my life for the first time in over a decade, I got in touch. ‘Are you

  still up for the row?’ I asked.




  ‘I’ve paid the entry fee and ordered a boat,’ he replied.




  Positive, I thought. ‘Can you row?’




  ‘Not yet,’ he said, in the most enthusiastic and positive way I’ve ever heard anybody deliver bad news.




  ‘If you’re up for it, I am; let’s give it a go,’ I said, and that was the selection process. No physical tests, no personality profiling to see if we were compatible.




  Rowing across an ocean had been hard, but the South Pole race was going to create stress at a whole new level. On the Atlantic Ben and I had taken turns at the set of oars and pushed ourselves

  hard, but in Antarctica we would have to move at the same speed, hour after hour – up to eighteen hours a day for anything up to a month. Keeping pace with each other with such little sleep

  was going to create massive tension, and only a good team would survive that environment.




  If that wasn’t enough, we were looking for quite a specific character, someone who complemented both our personalities. Too competitive, and Ben would feel bullied into adopting an

  aggressive race strategy; too passive and I’d be pulling my hair out in frustration.




  In the end we decided that we would look at fit, motivated people in the public eye who would want to do the race because of the challenge, and not to be famous. Ben thought Prince William would

  be a great choice, but getting hold of him was out of my sphere of influence, despite having met his grandma just after the Olympics. Gordon Ramsay was a keen distance runner and interested in

  principle, but was committed to filming in the States, so that left the guy at the top of my shortlist of one: the actor Jonny Lee Miller, a very private guy who runs marathons for fun. If he was

  interested, it would be for the right reasons.




  Ben got hold of his email address and dropped him a line introducing us and seeing if he was up for racing to the South Pole with us. A week later I got an excited call from Ben, saying

  he’d got a reply. Jonny’s email started off with the words ‘This is the best email I’ve ever had . . .’ Coming from a man who was once married to Angelina Jolie I

  somehow doubted that, but I took it as a good sign.




  *




  I couldn’t believe our luck: from a starting list of three people, we might have found our teammate. We told Jonny that we had found a sponsor, and that a documentary of

  the trip to Antarctica would be made, and he was up for the challenge, though with a caveat: if a show he was working on in the States was recommissioned, he wouldn’t be able to make the race

  in January 2009. That seemed a long way off though, so we agreed to meet before heading out to Norway for our first polar training session.




  I think that Jonny felt a little jumped on by the presence of BBC cameras at our first meeting, but otherwise it went well. Jonny was clearly a nice guy and had an intense, focused edge to him

  that I really liked. Norway was going to be an important week – we’d get to see what the race really entailed, be taught the basic skills we’d need to survive and see if we could

  operate as a team. It would also give us a taste of what was to come, and I couldn’t help thinking that the race director, Tony Martin, was in some ways giving all of the teams a chance to

  drop out, if the going got too tough.




  *




  Wandering around Departures at Heathrow, I tried to spot other competitors, which to my mind meant looking for anyone looking vaguely healthy with a rucksack. Unfortunately, of

  the 200 or so people boarding the flight I estimated that 180 had a rucksack and a fleece, so I decided to wait until we touched down in Norway and boarded the coach heading to Dombås, our

  destination in the north of the country.




  As we headed north, deep snow started appearing on the fields by the side of the road. Sitting on that coach with Jonny in front, Ben behind and snow all around, the race felt real for the first

  time.




  BEN   For the first few days at the army barracks we listened to lectures on crevasses and nutrition, clothing and emergency

  protocol, and had our first fiddly experiences with putting up a tent, and lighting stoves.




  Finally we moved from the classroom to the outdoors and it was time to put on some skis. James and I had both been cross-country skiing once before, but for Jonny it was his first time. We

  strapped the skis to our feet and took our first tentative steps into the Nordic snow. At this point I should remind you that we were the least experienced of the whole group. Just about everyone

  in the other teams had been to the North Pole and had spent a great deal of time on skis.




  All eyes were on us as we edged our way across the car park, arms flailing for balance, legs struggling for grip. One by one we collapsed in a pile as we slipped on the icy surface. We

  didn’t stand a chance of reaching the Pole. We couldn’t even ski across a Norwegian car park.




  The session was a steep learning curve with more than its fair share of bruising. I lost track of the number of times we fell, but it must have been in the hundreds. Jonny remained remarkably

  calm in the face of farce. He struggled, and eventually persevered. The focus on his face was incredible and both James and I were impressed by his drive and determination. He was like a sponge,

  soaking up everything we were being taught.




  JAMES   Having mastered cross-country skiing it was back to the base to pack for a four-day mini-expedition in the mountains

  where both the Norwegian army and our Royal Marines do their arctic training. It was our first experience of what would become a theme of the year: packing up food for a camping trip or expedition.

  Armed with food, a tent, sleeping bags, roll mats, stoves and pans, we were issued with our sledges, and the metal tracers that connected them to our harnesses.




  For novice skiers the pulk is brilliant, as it acts as a stabilizer and a brake . . . until you come to any kind of downward gradient, as we found out several times, the pulk propelling us down

  the hill and resulting in a series of comedy wipe-outs. We had a lot of work to do.




  Learning the skills we’d need in Antarctica was obviously important, but we could do that in our own time; far more important for now was the chance to get to know Jonny before he went

  home to Los Angeles.




  I could see Jonny’s excitement at getting stuck into the detail of what the race entailed – I doubt anybody’s ever paid as much attention to a snow wall around a tent before

  – but he clearly wasn’t enjoying the constant presence of cameras documenting our first steps in polar travel.




  BEN   I always knew the filming might be an issue with Jonny. I knew he was private man who didn’t like the press, but I

  had hoped that we’d get by somehow. The director of the documentary of our race was a brilliant man called Alexis Girardet, whom I had first met on BBC’s Animal Park seven years

  ago. We had clicked and he had gone on to direct and produce Through Hell and High Water, the film about James and I rowing across the Atlantic. Along with cameraman Keith Schofield and

  ‘the two Austrians’, soundman Roly and camera assistant Georg, they made for a lovely team – handy, because we would be spending much of the next year with them.




  Unfortunately, my fears were realized: where Jonny had thrived with the tuition, he felt pressurized by the camera lens. As Alexis quite rightly pointed out, a good documentary explores and

  follows ‘everything’, but Jonny was clearly a little uncomfortable being filmed all day, every day.




  JAMES   On the positive side, we were at least seeing how the team coped with pressure, but more than anything we faced in

  Norway, the tension over the filming made me wonder whether Jonny, Ben and I could work together. As we stood around in minus 20 degrees giving interviews, it certainly made us ratty with each

  other. Jonny didn’t hold back in letting Alexis know how he felt about the intrusion of the cameras – a man after my own heart in that respect – but even with feelings aired and

  the situation clarified, it wasn’t an easy atmosphere, just a nervous ceasefire. The cameras weren’t going to stop filming and Jonny wasn’t suddenly going to love having them

  around.




  When the cameras weren’t there, though, we had a great time; hardly surprising as we were getting to be kids again, camping, mucking around in the snow, skiing at midnight and jumping into

  freezing lakes. We started to work pretty well as a team. The group was set a navigation exercise, using a GPS to reach ten checkpoints. The points were numbered one to ten but as Jonny quickly

  worked out, there was no rule that said you had to visit them in numerical order . . . The Norwegian men’s team were by far the quickest skiers in the group, but we’d visited every

  point and pitched our tent before they arrived. Clearly, speed of thought would turn out to be just as important as the ability to ski – though unfortunately the Norwegian female team had

  both and were already in their tent by the time we arrived.




  *




  Despite our minor victory in the navigation stakes, the assessment camp in Norway highlighted a few areas where we were less than proficient. Let me rephrase that: it bought

  home to us that if we were dumped in Antarctica with all the required equipment, the chances of us surviving would be slim and the chances of us actually getting to the South Pole would be

  none.




  We couldn’t cross-country ski, roll mats had blown away when we were pitching the tent, we were about as good at regulating our temperature as an old stately home in the country, and when

  it came to lighting the stove Neanderthal man with a couple of sticks would have cooked, eaten and been busy drawing on the side of the tent before we’d boiled some water.




  As for our team, a last night of beers in Dombås without the cameras did as much to bring us together as a week in the tent. The filming issue was still a worry, but we would just have to

  spend more time together and get over it. There was only one thing for it: Ben and I had to go to Los Angeles. Well, that’s not strictly true; Jonny could have come to London, but LA in March

  got my vote.




  BEN   The flight was filled with typical LA types, but one pretty woman caught our eye. It was only after the pilot asked James

  and I to sign a bottle of whisky for him, that she ventured over.




  ‘Are you Ben?’ she asked in an American accent. ‘I think you’re going to the South Pole with a friend of mine.’ It was the actress Natasha Henstridge, who just

  happened to be starring alongside Jonny in Eli Stone, the TV series that, if it was recommissioned, would break up our team. ‘Jonny’s totally psyched about your trip,’ she

  added, ‘I was there when he got your email, he was jumping up and down.’ Suddenly things were looking more promising.




  We touched down late at night and the next day we headed to Hollywood to catch up with Jonny. He and his girlfriend Michelle lived in a pretty part of LA, just a stone’s throw from

  Hollywood Boulevard. We had met Michelle and Jonny for dinner in London, where we had presented him with a team ‘emergency’ watch. James and I had worn them on the Atlantic and it

  struck me as a welcoming gesture, not least because of its potential to cost me a great deal of money. The emergency watch was developed for pilots, with its tiny emergency radio transmitter called

  an EPIRB. Pull the button in a genuine emergency and a helicopter will rescue you. Pull the button when drunk in the pub, and the helicopter will come with a £20,000 fine. It was certainly a

  brave gesture on my part to give a near-stranger such a watch, since I had taken responsibility for the cost if he ever pulled the button.




  JAMES   My hunch was proved to be correct: Los Angeles is preferable to London or northern Norway in March, and we arrived to

  find beautiful sunshine.




  The weather reference above may have tipped off the observant reader that we weren’t going to be cross-country skiing. We’d decided instead to go rock climbing in the Joshua Tree

  National Park, to polish up our rope skills for the crevasses of the Antarctic.




  We picked up Jonny at his flat in downtown LA and headed east. It was great to see him after only having had a couple of conversations and a few emails since Norway but the three of us seemed to

  pick up where we left off. We travelled together in one car with Alexis and the camera in the one behind, and the atmosphere was relaxed; but when Alexis came into our car to get some shots of us

  travelling, things definitely changed.




  The difference may have been exaggerated by the fact I was looking for it, but Jonny definitely got quieter and Ben louder as he seemed to switch into TV presenter mode.




  As we left the main road and the classic landscape of the National Park came into view I was determined to stop looking at how we were all interacting and just enjoy being in a place of such

  rugged beauty. When I say ‘classic landscape’ my knowledge of the park starts and ends with the 1987 U2 The Joshua Tree album. I was hoping to get a photo by the tree that

  adorned the front cover but as the park is 789,745 acres and the tree apparently died in 2000, there wasn’t much chance of that happening. Rock climbing and team bonding it was, then.




  We headed into the park early the next morning, with boulders the size of blocks of flats springing out of the dusty ground, and set about learning to free climb. It was great fun. If you

  can’t enjoy the sun beating down from a bright blue sky in a stunning location whilst doing something exciting for the first time, it’s probably time to check out of this world for

  good. The climbing itself was good for reminding us of the knots we learnt in Norway, but more importantly we really seemed to be bonding as a team. The slightly forced atmosphere of the day before

  had disappeared along with our inhibitions as we helped each other up the cliff or caught each other with the safety rope if anyone fell.




  An hour later, the old doubts were back. Alexis wanted to do an interview about how the day had gone, which raised similar issues to Norway. We’d been filmed throughout the day and it

  hadn’t been a problem, but Jonny didn’t agree with having an interview. ‘How can it be an observational documentary if we’re doing sit-down interviews?’ he said. It

  was very hard to argue with his logic and resulted in a lot of me staring at my feet and shuffling about until the camera was set up. The mood had changed and the reality was that we would be doing

  interviews in Antarctica. Could the team take this atmosphere every time we did one?




  I tried telling myself that each time it would get easier and have less of an impact, but deep down I felt it wasn’t going to work. What made it worse was having had such a great day

  together the effect of the camera was highlighted by the fact that as soon as it was away the atmosphere lifted again.




  BEN   My mother, the actress Julia Foster, once highlighted to me the difference between my job and hers. The role of a

  presenter is to be yourself, to use your own character and personality to purvey information to an audience, whereas an actor must always be someone else, hidden behind the mask of another

  character. This is one of the reasons presenters tend to be more outgoing and sure of themselves, while many actors are rather more reserved and shy. I really warmed to Jonny as we climbed and ran

  and laughed together, and I think that I began to understand him a little more. I was impressed by how he had shunned the celebrity limelight for a happy, quiet life in a leafy suburb of Hollywood.

  Sure, he’s friends with some of the most famous people in the world, and through Trainspotting was part of a film that changed British cinema for ever, but you’d never know it.

  He’s fantastically discreet and unassuming.




  *




  It was our penultimate night in California. We had returned from the desert and Jonny wanted to show us LA’s nightlife.




  We began innocently enough in a little sushi restaurant where we sat at a table next to Vince Vaughn. It was only on our tenth shot of tequila that James and I finally realized Jonny was

  our man. We had been deliberating for weeks and now, watching Jonny squirt a lemon in his eye, we both realized it was our destiny. We were meant to be a team and Jonny was coming to the South

  Pole.




  JAMES   Out of the three of us Ben didn’t seem to be getting on with the tequila quite as well as we were. He disappeared

  for a while and the next thing we knew a bouncer was approaching us, dragging something by the scruff of the neck. ‘Is this anything to do with you?’ he asked, depositing a rather

  deflated Fogle at our feet. Ben had been in the toilet, and apparently the poor lighting made it difficult to see which way the cubicle door opened. Convinced he was locked in, he started climbing

  over the door . . . at which point the bouncer walked in and with his finger pushed the door, which swung in with Ben on top of it. Where was Alexis with the camera when you needed him? Ejected

  from the nightclub, we walked out into the warm air on Hollywood Boulevard and I took Ben back to the hotel.




  The trip had been worth it. The steps we’d taken as a team gave me reason to believe that we could develop a relationship that would work, and that we could cope with the constant filming.

  All we needed now was the green light from Jonny’s filming commitments with Eli Stone, and we were there.




  BEN   We returned to the UK confident that Jonny was the right choice, and above all Alexis had made significant inroads in

  gaining his confidence in front of the camera. It was March 2008 and we were back on track. Our next team-training outing was the London Marathon just three weeks later, and things were really

  looking good for our team, and for the race.




  It was early June when we got the news.




  ‘It’s Jonny,’ announced the distant voice. He was in Cape Town starring in a new Channel Four film about apartheid. ‘Eli Stone’s been recommissioned,’

  he said. There was a long pause. My heart sank. ‘That’s great news,’ I lied through gritted teeth. It wasn’t great news, it was terrible news. I felt sick as the South Pole

  dream disappeared in a mist of disappointment. We had invested so much time and emotion in it and now, suddenly, with less than six months to go, it looked like we were back to square one.




  JAMES   I was genuinely very happy for Jonny. More than a teammate, he had become a friend, and this was brilliant for his

  career. But there was no way of getting away from the fact that three had become two, and Ben and I still couldn’t ski. It was back to the drawing board.
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  PLAINE-MORTE




  BEN   ‘You’ve got malaria,’ announced the doctor with certainty after taking one look at me in the waiting

  room of the London School of Hygiene and Tropical Medicine. After almost eighteen months of preparation for the race to the Pole I had recently returned from eight weeks’ filming in South

  America, and I hadn’t felt well for a while. Nausea, fatigue, the sweats, a permanent headache – it all pointed to malaria, a disease that kills millions every year, and which I was

  very proud to have avoided in over twenty years of extensive travelling in malarial zones.




  The doctor examined me more closely, and took a blood sample. My lymph nodes were all swollen and my skin jaundiced. ‘Any lesions?’ he asked. I pointed to a small, unusual spot on my

  arm. ‘It’s nothing,’ he said.




  Incredibly, the results for malaria came back negative, and I was discharged with a diagnosis of extreme exhaustion and an unidentified tropical lurgy. I needed to rest.




  I called James and cancelled our training camp in the Brecon Beacons. We had fast-tracked the selection process for a replacement for Jonny, and planned to spend a week trekking in the Welsh

  mountains with our brand-new teammate, Ed Coats; but the doctors had warned me that the week would seriously affect my recovery time and that I risked becoming even more ill if I didn’t rest.

  With only a matter of weeks to go before we left for the Pole this was a worry, but I was fitter than I’d been for a long time. If I could just shake off whatever I’d caught in Peru, I

  should be back in training soon enough.




  I’d been working for months without a holiday and my wife, Marina, organized a surprise weekend break on the Amalfi coast in an effort to get me to rest. There was still so much planning

  to do back at home, but there was nothing for it but to lie in bed for three days, listening to the ebb and flow of the Mediterranean sea.




  JAMES   While Fogle relaxed with his Peruvian man flu, I was hauling ass up various peaks in the Brecon Beacons with Ed.

  Ben’s tiredness didn’t worry me, but his mental state did. According to Marina, Ben had come back from training in Devon saying he didn’t want to go to the Pole any more. He is

  prone to the odd dramatic statement and I had no problem with that, but we all needed to knuckle down for the next few months. My trip to the Brecons with Ed took on a whole new meaning. It might

  just be the two of us going to Antarctica.




  BEN   I felt like a new man on my return from Italy, began working out once again and agreed to race the Royal Parks Half

  Marathon with Eddie the following week. The headaches and nausea had disappeared, and although the mysterious spot on my arm had blistered and was beginning to feel rather sore, I was the picture

  of health. I completed the half marathon in 1 hour 35 minutes – a personal best by ten minutes – and was back on track. There was time to prepare for our first serious taste of

  everything the Antarctic might throw at us: in this case a training camp in Switzerland.




  JAMES   We had settled on the dates for a snowy camp back in July 2008. When I say we, it was Ben’s wife Marina, Ed and

  me. Ben was away on his South American jaunt, and Marina was the gatekeeper to his diary. Unfortunately, she’s more of a Winston Churchill than a Neville Chamberlain when negotiating for

  dates in Ben’s diary, but eventually ‘peace in our time’ was reached and dates were nailed in.




  Next came the venue. What did we want to get out of the camp? This would be our best, and final, chance to hone the skills we had acquired since we had signed up for the race. Should we

  concentrate on getting some miles under our belts on the skis? Sledge-pulling technique? Navigation? Or make it a full-blown practice expedition? Recreating any of these was going to be difficult

  in October in the Northern Hemisphere, with little daylight and no snow – the polar opposite (I know, poor pun) to the conditions we’d be facing in Antarctica.




  A shortlist of options was drawn up: Norway – not enough snow, expensive, limited light; Greenland – long travel time, the wrong type of snow (too wet, apparently), expensive and

  again limited daylight. At a loss I thought of Bernie Shrosbree, former Royal Marine, Special Boat Service (SBS) commando, British Triathlete and Great Britain Biathlete (cross-country skiing and

  shooting).




  I first met Bernie in Lanzarote at Club La Santa (a training venue, not a nightclub) in 2000, where the British rowing team had a training camp and Bernie was training Formula One drivers Jenson

  Button and Mark Webber. Bernie is an easy guy to hit it off with and one of those annoying blokes who’s not only done everything you have done (and a hell of a lot more), but more quickly to

  boot. Two years later, when the rowing team went on a cross-country skiing trip, Bernie was our coach. It was an almost impossible task – we were just glad to be out of the boat for a few

  weeks and were more interested in racing each other than learning more than just the rudiments of technique. In fact the one person who put Abraham Lincoln’s famous line ‘If I had six

  hours to chop down a tree, I’d spend three sharpening the axe’ into practice was gliding past us at the end of the camp, despite being the slowest skier at the start – much to

  Bernie’s delight. Bernie is all about getting the technique right.




  With Bernie’s Arctic warfare experience, racing mind and attention to detail, he was the perfect person to help us out. I had phoned him in late July 2008. I was calling from a campervan

  on the dockside at Calais with my son Croyde hanging out of the window shouting ‘Bonjour, quel âge avez-vous?’ at anyone walking back to their car, and proudly offering them

  ‘a piece of pain’. So pleased was he that a little bit of French had managed to wrestle its way into his vocabulary that it was difficult to hear the speaker at the other end of the

  phone.




  A long dialling tone told me Bernie wasn’t in the UK. A few rings later: ‘Who is it?’ answered a panting Bernie down the phone.




  ‘Bernie, it’s James, can you talk or is it a bad time?’ I asked, more than slightly put off by the heavy breathing at the other end.




  ‘I’m halfway up Alpe d’Huez, call you back at the top.’ That was that, not even a goodbye. The situation summed up Bernie perfectly: not only was he cycling up one of the

  most brutal mountain climbs in the Alps, but felt able to take a call at the same time.




  Thirty minutes later the phone rang, and an annoyingly fresh voice chirped out from the earpiece.




  ‘Lovely view at the top, mate, what are you up to?’




  I explained the situation.




  ‘I know just the place; let me make a few calls.’ And that was that.




  I dragged my little French linguist back inside the campervan, apologized to the adjacent car for being offered the full range of bread and dairy products from our fridge, and boarded the ferry

  back to the UK. I was only home for a day before heading off to Beijing for the Olympics and I wanted to make sure that I had the venue for this snowy camp sorted. I felt it was going to be the

  most important week in our whole preparation for the Antarctic.




  Unfortunately, this premonition turned out to be true. Since Ben had missed both a tyre-pulling session in Croyde Bay and the camping trip to the Brecon Beacons this was the first time all three

  of us were going to spend a night under canvas together, with less than eight weeks until we left for Antarctica. To think that when I organized the trip it was just the skiing and pulk-pulling I

  was worried about!




  Bernie and I had spoken about what we wanted to get out of the trip. There were a number of areas I thought we needed to focus on, and so having Bernie with us on the trip was going to be

  invaluable. As we’d discovered in Norway, some of the other teams in the race were Scandinavian and we’d never hope to match them on skis, but I wanted us to come out of our trip with

  Bernie being able to move efficiently both in terms of energy conservation and injury prevention.




  If we could be efficient within our skill range and even develop some glide, then we’d have taken a massive step forward. As I’ve said, Bernie is relentless on technique and he was

  going to be vital in making sure we improved in this area. I also wanted us to nail our tent routine – both the way we erected the tent and our efficiency within it. Finally, we needed to try

  to get used to hours of skiing without much rest. Having no experience in this I’d spoken to polar explorers, who were typically on the move for about eight hours at a time before resting up.

  People who race in these environments would expect to be skiing for twice as long in a stretch, but with a similar amount of rest. This massive difference in volume of skiing is down to the length

  of expedition, with explorers typically being on the move for seventy-five or more days whereas we would be racing for around thirty. Theoretically, we could ski for longer, and get away with less

  rest.




  ‘Right, leave that with me,’ was Bernie’s slightly worrying response.




  BEN   I was dreading our training camp. Marina and I had just found out, to our delight, that she was pregnant, and suddenly

  here I was, having to leave the country again. I knew we needed to test ourselves, but I was worried how it would affect us in the run-up to the race – and suffice it to say, Bernie

  Shrosbree’s reputation went before him.




  James and Bernie had discussed our requirements for the week, and James had briefed him about each of us and what we needed to get out of it. I was nervous about this, given James’s

  propensity to push everything a little too far: I was worried what sort of programme a former member of the SBS would put together for us – especially as Ed still hadn’t been on a pair

  of cross-country skis and James and I had long forgotten the lessons we learned in Norway at the beginning of the year.




  I was also concerned that James had given him the brief. James has always had an uncanny ability to push himself to the limit, and the prospect of a former member of the SBS and Cracknell

  setting the agenda for the trip could mean only one thing: Ed and I were in trouble.




  ‘Bernie says to get as much sleep as you can before you leave, because we won’t be getting any in Switzerland,’ said James with a twinkle in his eye.




  The three of us met at Heathrow Terminal 5 and exchanged last-minute pieces of kit. I had been put in charge of thermals, James was in charge of goggles and sunglasses and Eddie had a bulging

  bag of scientific kit from QinetiQ, our space-aged sponsors for the race, to monitor our progress.




  JAMES   We headed for Crans-Montana, two neighbouring ski resorts in Switzerland that, according to the guidebook, ‘Sit

  on a sun-drenched plateau high above the Rhône Valley with an impressive view of the chain of mountain peaks from the Matterhorn to Mont Blanc.’ Obviously that location sounded too good

  to be true; we were going to be training on a 10 kilometres-square glacier sitting at 3,000 metres with the inviting name of Plaine-Morte: Death Plain – funnily enough, that translation

  wasn’t in the guidebook.




  

     

  




  3


  CIRCUIT TRAINING




  JAMES   Ben might have been expecting boot camp, but Ed was by far the most positive of all of us. He couldn’t wait to

  get up the mountain and into the action – ah, the naivety of youth!




  BEN   A short flight and train journey later and we were met by Bernie at the station. He was exactly as I expected: a

  no-nonsense, straight-down-the-line kind of guy. He drove us to a hotel at the bottom of the mountain and briefed us on the days ahead.




  With the aid of a simple flip chart he explained the plan. As a gentle warm-up we would hike 1,500 metres up the mountain to the glacier, where we would then begin the training. We would start

  with a six-hour session, followed by a six-hour break. Then another six-hour session, and a further six-hour break. We would then be launched into an eighteen-hour cross-country session with a

  six-hour rest, another eighteen hours on skis, and so on.




  My heart sank. I knew we needed to immerse ourselves, but eighteen hours without rest? We had often talked about our planned routine during the race, and eighteen hours had often been mooted by

  James as the daily target, but until now it had all been hypothetical. The reality of continuing on an eighteen-hour cycle with just three hours’ sleep in between suddenly seemed impossible.

  Bernie’s eyes sparkled at the sight of us shuffling uneasily at the unfolding plan. He had scored a psychological bull’s-eye with all of us. We were scared. Really scared.




  JAMES   If we got through all that, it was up to us what schedule we set ourselves for the last three days. Having every hour

  of the next four days laid out came as a shock; it shouldn’t have, but six hours earlier we had been in the UK, and my mind was having trouble catching up with my body.




  Half an hour later that didn’t really matter because my body was in the same situation – not knowing what had hit it. As we left the hotel for the glacier, it was dark, raining and

  we were staring down the barrel of a three-hour hike up the mountain to our glacial home.




  BEN   Jean-Yves Rey, one of Switzerland’s top cross-country skiers, joined us for dinner: ‘Jonny Boy’, as

  Bernie referred to him, was an old mate, and the two were thick as thieves.




  After dinner the five of us set off up the mountain. We were walking up partly because the cable car hadn’t yet opened for the season, but also because Jean-Yves only ever ran up the

  mountain. His record time was an hour and a half. We were carrying our heavy packs and estimated a more leisurely three hours for the ascent.




  JAMES   Poor old Jean-Yves wasn’t really used to walking up the hill so slowly.




  I used to go altitude training with the British rowing team. To have any significant benefit such training has to be done over 2,000 metres, so we would typically train somewhere between that

  and 2,300 metres. I’m not sure whether our training height was a scientific choice or the fact that there is a distinct lack of lakes any higher. The first day on such a training programme

  went something like this:




  

    

      DAY 1


    


  




  

    

      	

        A.M.


      



      	

        Walk round lake – acclimatize


      

    




    

      	

        P.M.


      



      	

        20 kilometres of endurance training


      

    




    

      	



      	

        90 minutes heavy weights


      

    


  




  

    We used to laugh about the impossibility of acclimatizing in a morning, despite what the coach wrote down. Now I was having a flashback, except it was worse – Bernie wanted us to

    acclimatize as we were walking up. In Europe the tree line (the height above which trees don’t grow) is around 2,000 metres, and as the trees disappeared beneath us I knew it was going to

    get significantly harder from this point. Jean-Yves was champing at the bit to push on, claiming that the pace was ‘Too easy!’ and he was getting cold. I kindly offered him my

    rucksack, but my selflessness must have got lost in translation.


  




  BEN   Up we trekked as, right on cue, the heavy cloud cover that we had seen from the hotel turned to a steady rain. The

  temperature began to drop as we ascended above the 2,000-metre level, and it wasn’t long before the bright colours of a crisp Swiss autumn faded to the stark white of the snow line.




  JAMES   As the wind got stronger and the snow harder I could see Bernie’s spirits rise. ‘Excellent! The weather I

  ordered has arrived.’




  BEN   The snow was thick under foot and our hiking boots disappeared into the white powder as we descended on to the glacier. I

  suddenly understood why it was called Plaine-Morte. It was bleak and eerie as the wind howled around the icy bowl. It was at this point that everything began to unravel.




  JAMES   Sheltering from the wind we put down our packs and searched for our warmer gloves, hat and jacket, only to be faced

  with same problems as the Allied troops had in Gallipoli in 1915: the guns they needed to fight their way up the beach were handily buried beneath the chests of tea. Nearly a hundred years on, my

  gloves were hidden underneath my food, sleeping bag and spare socks. I could see Bernie shaking his head with a mixture of sympathy and despair. In hindsight, I might have imagined the

  sympathy.




  We hadn’t even got to the training base yet and already we’d been taught valuable lessons: regulate and react quickly to changes in body temperature, and have the necessary kit

  within easy reach. Conditions can change in an instant at altitude.




  As we continued up the glacier, I was struggling to keep up, while Ben, clearly having thrown off his bout of ‘malaria’, was skipping up the hill, which he graciously attributed to

  the time he had spent at altitude in South America over the summer. Ed was steadily stomping up, whereas I felt like the last boy to be picked for football at school – somewhat ironic, as I

  really was often the last to be picked; funny how life comes full circle.




  It was past midnight when we arrived at our campsite and were ordered to put up our tent. This was going to be difficult in the daylight, as we had packed up the pulks to be shipped out over a

  week ago and weren’t exactly sure where everything was – not ideal when the temperature was dropping, we were no longer moving and it was snowing.




  BEN   ‘Don’t take off your gloves, Ed,’ hollered James as Eddie removed his mitts. If there was one thing we

  had learned in Norway, it was the importance of always ensuring a ‘contact’ layer between skin and objects. Without it, the skin quickly cools and eventually freezes.




  ‘I can’t feel my hands,’ bellowed Eddie as James and I wrestled with the tent in the wind. ‘I’m getting frost nip – I can’t feel my fingers.’




  ‘Put your gloves on,’ we shouted.




  ‘Warm your hands, Ed,’ barked Bernie. ‘Stick them under your armpits or into your groin.’




  I left James with the tent and went to help Eddie.




  JAMES   It’s fair to say it wasn’t our finest hour. The tent had been split into a couple of bags so it could be

  divided between packs in the Brecon Beacons, and hadn’t been repacked in Antarctic ‘style’ where the poles are already inserted for quick erection. In fact the poles were nowhere

  near the tent, but that wasn’t the problem – it was the lack of communication between us. Everyone was busy, but I didn’t have a clue what the others were doing.




  BEN   We had been on our training camp for less than four hours and already our composure as a team was falling apart. The tent

  was tangled and it took us more than an hour to pitch it in the howling storm. It was a disaster.




  JAMES   Bernie went away to rest his neck from what must have been a Repetitive Strain Injury, as he’d been shaking his

  head for most of the last four hours.




  On a positive note we got the stoves up and running very easily, and made a hot drink. The storm blew itself out in the early hours of the morning and despite the way we’d pitched the

  tent, there were no dramas during the night. I didn’t need to see the tent in daylight to know that we’d pitched it on a pretty steep slope; Ben and Ed had proved that point perfectly

  in the night by continually rolling on to me.




  BEN   We lay in silence as the wind buffeted the tent. Our attempt to pitch it had been an unmitigated disaster, and I

  didn’t dare to imagine what the consequences might have been out in Antarctica; but we were finally here, on the long-talked-about training expedition. It was the first time the three of us

  had been in the tent together, and we had just faced our first team crisis together.




  *




  The storm had passed and we woke early to a winter wonderland. It was as if a chunk of Antarctica had been dropped into the Swiss Alps, desolate and deserted.




  The plan was simple: Bernie would give us some skiing tuition with Jean-Yves throughout the morning to perfect our technique, and, in Eddie’s case, teach him to ski from scratch.




  The morning passed swiftly and before we knew it we were packing up camp and setting off on our first six-hour circuit. Jean-Yves and Bernie had marked out an 11-kilometre route around the

  glacier that avoided the hundreds of crevasses that criss-cross the valley; the body of an Englishman remains somewhere on the plain, twenty years after he went missing, the violence of his death

  swapped for a slow, stately journey to the bottom of the mountain.




  I had been nervous about the question of the team’s pace ever since James and I both agreed to take part in the race together. On the Atlantic we had been able to row at our own speed, but

  out here we would have to travel at a group pace. Many people like to say you are only as fast as your slowest member; Bernie preferred to say ‘You’re only as fast as your team.’

  Given that I would be skiing with a former double gold-winning Olympic rower and Eddie, who had competed at international decathlon, there are no guesses as to who would be the tortoise of this

  team.




  What I worried about most, however, was whether we would set a realistic pace. It was all very well going hell for leather, but we needed to keep it up for eight days in this instance, and for

  at least a month in the case of the race for the Pole itself. I could but hope that in such a slow grinding race, a tortoise might have just as much chance over the long haul as a thoroughbred

  hare.




  JAMES   The glacier appeared a different place in the light and the sun. It was our own private playground for a week and if we

  couldn’t improve our standard here, then we deserved to be shot. From the look in Bernie’s eyes, it was clear he felt the same way.




  We harnessed ourselves to the pulks for the first time. Within a few pushes of the skis we found that skiing with a pulk removes virtually all the glide on the skis. My theory was that if we

  could even get one centimetre of free movement every time we pushed off, that was going to make a huge difference in Antarctica – and Bernie was going to be vital in that process. It’s

  not just about banging your head against the wall and plodding on, but doing things in the right way.




  Two hours later the sun went down and with it a lot of our energy, though mentally I still felt pretty positive. We completed our first lap and headed off round the circuit again. Ed took his

  turn at the front, and the pace dropped slightly. He was obviously knackered, but I was lost in my own private world as I tried to come to terms with exercising deep into the night. I was snapped

  out of it by Bernie shouting: ‘Stop! Stop! What’s going on? Has anyone noticed the drop in pace? I’m hardly moving!’




  We all had, but I wasn’t aware it had been that dramatic.




  ‘Are you all right, Ed?’ I asked.




  ‘I’m not feeling great,’ he replied, ‘I think I’ve got a bug or something, I feel a bit virally.’




  I was annoyed at the disruption to the training, but our rapid ascent to altitude had clearly taken its toll on Ed. He wanted to press on, but Bernie wasn’t so sure.




  ‘Why don’t you ski back to base camp and pitch the tent?’ Bernie suggested.




  ‘Why ski for another forty minutes? If Ed’s ill, let’s pitch the tent here and let him recover,’ I reasoned.




  ‘That’s the first positive team decision you’ve made since you’ve been up here,’ Bernie stated. That mildly encouraging statement was followed up by probably the

  most hurtful comment he could have made.




  ‘You guys aren’t ready for this. There is no way I’d be on your team. All of you get your heads down. Ben and James, up in five hours and knock on my tent when you come past

  base camp.’




  We put the tent up in silence, and forced a shell-shocked Ed into his sleeping bag, laid low by the altitude, dehydration, exhaustion and what lay ahead of us, both here on ‘Death

  Plain’ and at the South Pole. It was clear he wanted to be left alone with his demons.




  Helpful comments like ‘Don’t worry, mate, we’ll get through it’ were muttered before Ben and I got our heads down.




  BEN   It was humiliating and frustrating that we had just failed the second task of the training camp. It was also a blow to

  lose Ed so early. We still didn’t know each other and this would set us back even further. We hadn’t even managed six hours and we still had the prospect of an eighteen-hour shift

  looming. We were all quiet as we pitched that tent in the dark. We had learned from the previous night’s experience however, and were able to pitch in just thirteen minutes. I lit the stoves,

  and we boiled up three litres of water each.




  At 2.30 a.m. James and I got up, lit the stoves, made breakfast, boiled up another few litres of water each and then set off on another attempt at a six-hour circuit.




  It was strangely familiar, setting off with just the two of us. I had flashbacks to the Atlantic as we skied around the course largely in silence.




  I have always enjoyed working through the darkness. I find something comforting in moving while others are sleeping, thinking about Marina and the dogs all tucked up in bed. James, on the other

  hand, has always struggled with night-time exercise. It had been the same on the Atlantic, and he was certainly feeling it again now.




  Together we got through the first six hours before returning to camp and to Eddie, who had drunk six litres of water to rehydrate his body.




  JAMES   We stripped off the harnesses attaching us to the pulks and collapsed into the tent; Ed had the stoves on and looked

  like a different person. Bernie popped his head through the door.




  ‘Viral Eddie, how are you?’ he asked with his usual gentle bedside manner.




  ‘I was just really dehydrated,’ Ed said, adding, ‘I’ve never been to altitude before,’ by way of a caveat.




  Bernie rolled his eyes. You can clearly take a man out of the Forces, but you can’t take the Forces out of the man. Viral Eddie was born.




  Ed wasn’t the only person with problems. Apart from being physically knackered, dehydrated and hungry I was suffering from massive blisters. Ed had kindly patched them up after the first

  morning’s skiing but now they needed further treatment. I lay down in the tent as Ed pulled off the zinc oxide tape.
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