
international xruscun of what is left of these things

e twentieth century would have to its credit enough to

.lance it with the eighteenth and nîneteenth for land

scovery. But the most the world knew of either was

at Amundsen had no ponies and Scott was not dependent

)on dogs. The personnel was different; just how much>

ay be gathered from the quartette that in each case got

the Pole. But whatever the rank each had the finest
Emen.
Then for more than a year the South swallowed Scott

id Amundsen ai-d the world suspended interest in the race.

H ear 1911 -swung along while 1,500,000,000 people

became richer and poorer, and the. world wiser and

igger-without the Poles; whcn in Fngland that had

,nt Scott out there seemed to be problemis enough to make

ie Souith Pole, whoever should find it first, only an item

f scientific interest.
Came 1912-aLnd as yet no story of the South Pole. A

lunldred men were on the way, down in the land of no law,

>nd for the last reaches of no life at ail. Wireless f ailed

o tell the world that three weeks before New Year's, 1912,

he flag of Norway was over- the South Pole. And Scott

,new -utst as little of Amundsen. Across those magnificent

4now-clad solitudes nio dog barked. AndI if some Andree

n! a balloon couild have blown over that shrubless land he

xvould have seen the sulent working out of an almost super-

iumnan drama. He would have seen the depots in two

-onverginig lines crawling down towards the Pole; straggled

,ines of dlots beating hack as the winter began to eome on;

ione line the ponies and the motor-sledges of Scott; in

the other the dogs and the sleds of the Norwegiang-all

back to the head camps mnany miles apart. there to stay

until spring camie in October.
Then the spring-wheni nû, buds burst

Winter quarters were abandonied The big party of

scientists indl geographers off the Terra Nova began to

uths of
ong the
e gulls;
summier
ure and
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rolled into the deerskin bags; past one depot which they

perhaps tapped for casual necessities.
In 'the stili of the white night with flot even a dog to

howl and nothing but the lowr hiss of the wid over the

snow, they may have listened for somne yelp of a Norwegiafl

dog; wondering how f ar from this trail was the trail of

Amundsen convergiflg to a point where sooner or later al

trails must meet like the meridians.

IT must have been the third day, in S. Lat. 88, when the

i man at the end of a sled-rope made out something

in the snow that caused him to stop pulling.
"What's the sign-?
His fur hood slipped back as he knelt in the snow.
"'By Jove!1 It's Amundsen'S dogs 1"

Snow had sifted over the faint web of tracks made by

the huskies which gradually on the return trip Amundsen

and&his four men killed for food as Shackletonl had done

his ponies. That was less than forty miles south of the

point where Shackletonl turned.
The two mysterious trails had met.

But fromt the drift none of the party could tell-

whether it was an outward track, or an inward-or both.

One thing certain-Amundsen had hlazed that trail.

Nobody can do more than conjecture what effect the

discovery may have had upon Scott and his men. Somne

say the captains were flot racing.
Anyway Scott had no intention of quitting the trail.

There was roomn on 'the Pole for two flags; the going was

good and the weather excellent-~though lower in tempera-

ture than might have heen expected at that season.

Seventeen miles a day-Scott and his four got down

past 89; another long, weird milestone. Here they planted

a cache-the last one. More dog-tracks. No dout of it.

And what man was superbuman enough in that little squad

flot to wiËh there were none?
On again; when every time they pegged the tent it~ was

seventeen minutes of latitude more out of the final 60. On

J anuary l7-perhaps five minutes more.

Hold on!1 Here at the edge of the Iast three minutes of

mneasurement-what?
Grey-white almost like a patch of cloud against th4 snow.

They knew what it was.
Tracks were thicker now.
"It's a tent, plain as can ke, s r-"e

"Yes," said the leader, "ît's-Amundsel's."
And they were shrewd enough of siens to, know that

neither man nor dog was left in that tent, but three miles

f rom.the Pole. Here it stood as they came up to it; tight-

lashed to the pegs and f eebly snowed in. Maybe by the

scuif of a fur boot on the snowv-_some blood-mark of a

dog killed for a dinner; some rough hubbly ice where

a n oil fire had mnelted the snow.
1Pass on. This grey, silent tent whiistling iný the wind

and devoid of even a blanket-was the hase from which

Roald Amundsen had made his dash with the dogs thre

miles south to the Pole. They who came after were wel-

come to examine it;. the sole landmark in miles of white.

From that on Scott and his men had ini their nind's eye

a clear picture; and there was but one left to behold as a

ent mockery to
ready to loose,

And ttiere it was.
Fiere by Amundsefl's reckoning was the end of the world

which before him no man had seen in ail the generations

of men upon earth. By the fleer of a sundog in a web

of grey cloud they saw it. And for half a mile ini a circuit

thereabouts the Norwegiaul had left landmarks to prove t0

them that came after that he had flot shirked s0 much as

a dog-track, nor left anythiug f0 doubt.

And Scott knew that 1the world would soon know this-
- - 1 , - .4 , , n o 'r n h s , t a k e i i b ! A m u n s n . - - . ý
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