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On the seventh of November, sight of the westward range having
been temporarily lost, we passed Franklin Island; and the next day

descried the cones of Mts. Erebus and Terror on Ross Island ahead, with
the long line of the Parry Mountains beyond. There now stretched off to
the east the low, white line of the great ice barrier; rising perpendicularly

to a height of 200 feet like the rocky cliffs of Quebec, and marking the
end of southward navigation. In the afternoon we entered McMurdo
Sound and stood off the coast in the lee of smoking Mt. Erebus. The

scoriac peak towered up some 12,700 feet against the eastern sky, like a
Japanese print of the sacred Fujiyama; while beyond it rose the white,
ghost-like height of Mt. Terror, 10,900 feet in altitude, and now extinct

as a volcano. Puffs of smoke from Erebus came intermittently,

Then, in about an hour and a half more, came that doubly excited
message from Lake’s moving plane which almost reversed my
sentiments and made me wish I had accompanied the party.

“10:05 P.M. On the wing. After snowstorm, have spied mountainrange
ahead higher than any hitherto seen. May equal Himalayas

allowing for height of plateau. Probable Latitude 76° 15′, Longitude 113°
10′ E. Reaches far as can see to right and left. Suspicion of two smoking
cones. All peaks black and bare of snow. Gale blowing off them impedes
navigation.” After that Pabodie, the men, and I hung breathlessly over the

receiver. Thought of this titanic mountain rampart 700 miles away
inflamed our deepest sense of adventure; and we rejoiced that our
expedition, if not ourselves personally, had been its discoverers. 

























Pushing through the ice, which was fortunately neither extensive nor
thickly packed, we regained open water at South Latitude 67°, East
Longitude 175°. On the morning of October 26 a strong “land blink”

appeared on the south, and before noon we all felt a thrill of excitement
at beholding a vast, lofty, and snow-clad mountain chain which opened
out and covered the whole vista ahead. At last we had encountered an
outpost of the great unknown continent and its cryptic world of frozen

death. These peaks were obviously the Admiralty Range discovered by
Ross, and it would now be our task to round Cape Adare and sail down
the east coast of Victoria Land to our contemplated base on the shore of

McMurdo Sound at the foot of the volcano Erebus in South Latitude 77°9′.

The last lap of the voyage was vivid and fancy-stirring, great barren
peaks of mystery looming up constantly against the west as the low

northern sun of noon or the still lower horizon-grazing southern sun of
midnight poured its hazy reddish rays over the white snow, bluish ice
and water lanes, and black bits of exposed granite slope. Through the

desolate summits swept raging intermittent gusts of the terrible antarctic
wind; whose cadences sometimes held vague suggestions of a wild and
half-sentient musical piping, with notes extending over a wide range, and

which for some subconscious mnemonic reason seemed to me disquieting
and even dimly terrible.

There was
also a queer triangular, striated marking about a foot in greatest

diameter which Lake pieced together from three fragments of slate
brought up from a deep-blasted aperture. These fragments came from a
point to the westward, near the Queen Alexandra Range; and Lake, as a

biologist, seemed to find their curious marking unusually puzzling and
provocative, though to my geological eye it looked not unlike some of the
ripple effects reasonably common in the sedimentary rocks. Since slate is

no more than a metamorphic formation into which a sedimentary
stratum is pressed, and since the pressure itself produces odd distorting

effects on any markings which may exist.



















I was glad when the mirage began to break up, though in the process
the various nightmare turrets and cones assumed distorted temporary
forms of even vaster hideousness. As the whole illusion dissolved to

churning opalescence we began to look earthward again, and saw that
our journey’s end was not far off. The unknown mountains ahead rose

dizzyingly up like a fearsome rampart of giants, their curious regularities
shewing with startling clearness even without a field-glass. We were over

the lowest foothills now, and could see amidst the snow, ice, and bare
patches of their main plateau a couple of darkish spots which we took to

be Lake’s camp and boring. The higher foothills shot up between five and
six miles away, forming a range almost distinct from the terrifying line of

more than Himalayan peaks beyond them.




