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      Captain Scott took this photograph of one of the expedition members, probably meteorologist George Simpson, disappearing in
         fog.
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      So they took up Jonah and threw him into the sea; and the sea ceased from its raging. Then the men feared the Lord exceedingly,
         and they offered a sacrifice to the Lord and made vows.1

      
      Jonah 1: 15–16
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      PROLOGUE

      
      Lying in his sleeping bag, Captain Robert Falcon Scott was riven with anxiety. All he could hear was the ‘raging’ and ‘screaming’
         of the blizzard; there was nothing to do but wait. Outside the tent a scene of whirling drift rendered further progress impossible.
         Scott was facing complete failure. No amount of cold-weather training could have prepared him for this, he wrote, for this
         was no normal blizzard and Scott knew it. He was deep towards the heart of the Antarctic, heading for the South Pole, and
         it was far too warm. The temperature had risen to 33ºF (0.6ºC) and instead of the normal dry-powder, this snow was slushy,
         thick and sticky. It rendered everything sopping wet. The tent was soaked through, the bamboo tent poles were running water
         onto the occupants below, woollen clothing was waterlogged and men lay in their reindeer-skin sleeping bags in pools of water.
         It was the stuff of nightmares, one that haunts the dreams of every polar explorer: to find their gear saturated. Then its
         thermal efficacy is retarded and human life imperilled; and what if it froze before they had a chance to dry out? The sailors
         were getting restless. They knew a crisis when they saw one. To ease the tension, Petty Officer Keohane recited silly rhymes:
      

      
      
         The snow is all melting

         
         and everything’s afloat

         
         If this goes on much longer

         
         We shall have to turn the tent

         
         upside down and use it as a boat

         
         [Tuesday 5 December 1911]1

         
      

      
      Scott let his frustrations out in his diary. Why? What does this weather mean? How is this possible? His questions were not
         metaphysical but the frustrations of a scientific mind bereft of answers. And what of Amundsen, the Norwegian who was racing
         to beat him to the Pole?
      

      
      Is there some widespread atmospheric disturbance which will be felt everywhere in this region as a bad season, or are we merely
            the victims of exceptional local conditions? If the latter, there is food for thought in picturing our small party struggling
            against adversity in one place whilst others go smilingly forward in the sunshine. [Tuesday 5 December 1911]
      

      
      Food for thought. Scott could not know it but his second hypothesis was the more accurate. His team was bogged down near the
         bottom of the Beardmore Glacier. Amundsen, albeit in heavy snow rather than sunshine, was already hundreds of miles ahead
         on the Polar Plateau, in comfortable temperatures of -26°F (-15°C).2

      
      Outside, the imperturbable cavalry officer Captain Oates was sitting with the ponies. Not for him the sodden tent. Every time
         he had re-entered it for a rest, it was only to bring more dripping snow in to his companions, so he chose to go out into
         the blizzard and shelter with the ponies. They might only be 12 miles (22 km) short of the Beardmore Glacier but he knew that
         he was expected to get the ponies all the way there.3 Now the surface of the Great Ice Barrier (Ross Ice Shelf) was melting and covered with 18 inches (46 cm) of slush. Into this
         the ponies were foundering, while the swirling sleet covered them with ice. He laboured to keep them alive. A short distance
         away in the dog camp, Transport Officer Cecil Meares was watching the dogs. Huskies are bred for the cold and do not cope
         well with warm, wet conditions. Scott’s animal transport was in serious jeopardy. There was nothing that he could do but trust
         the experts to do their jobs and hope for the best. Along with these soggy conditions came a critical delay to their progress.
         They were obliged to eat into the special rations they had put aside for the Polar Plateau before they had even reached it.
         Scott and his team were, as he put it, ‘camped in the “Slough of Despond”’.
      

      
      After four days, the blizzard abated. Captain Oates shook himself off and grimly wrung the water out of his clothing, his
         sleeping bag and his tobacco. The others followed suit. Oates’ observations upon the situation were described by witnesses
         as ‘dry, picturesque and to the point’.4 Even the sailors looked at the dashing cavalry officer with considerable astonishment at the depth and quality of his ‘emergency
         vocabulary’. Captain Oates was clearly not the one.
      

      
      They could have picked anybody. The blue jackets of His Majesty’s Royal Navy were not shy in laying blame at the door of character
         weakness. Could it be the Skipper, leading them inexorably southward? Or Scorbutic Bill, the beloved Doctor Wilson, always
         on the lookout for signs of scurvy? Lieutenant Bowers with his birdie nose? Or one of their own? Perhaps Taff Evans, the giant
         petty officer and captain’s favourite? They would all lie dead before the tale was done, and for a hundred years following
         more reams would be written guessing the reasons why than on any other aspect of polar history. But the blue jackets knew
         the reason why. They knew it in their hearts and in their souls and they knew it at the time. It was always the reason that
         unexplained bad luck befell a ship at sea and there was no doubting that it was bringing bad luck upon them now. There was
         a Jonah among them.5

      
      As they dug the huge drifts of snow away from camp, and in the corners of their wet tents over mugs of tea, the sailors were
         muttering. The biologist Apsley Cherry Garrard noticed. ‘The sailors began to debate who was the Jonah,’ he wrote some years
         later.6 Yet who could he be? In the end it was obvious: during the expedition they had already witnessed several incidents of ‘bad
         luck’ brought on by the one with the evil eye. Who was the Jonah? ‘They said he was the cameras.’
      

      
      
         
         Portrait of Captain R. F. Scott in front of Mount Erebus, 26 January 1911 (Ponting 148)

         
         It was Scott who conceived a radical imaging programme for his expedition and he invited the renowned photographer Herbert
            Ponting to make photography an integral part of scientific exploration in the Antarctic. Ponting took several famous portraits
            of Scott during the expedition, including this one.
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      INTRODUCTION

      
      Lost. How could Captain Scott’s photographs ever have been forgotten and lost? It seems somewhat careless, to say the least.
         They form an invaluable record from one of the greatest epic tales in the history of human exploration. Yet, for all the biographies
         and newspaper articles about Captain Scott over the past hundred years, these important images became neglected, gathering
         layers of dust in the basement of a major photographic agency, until they were quietly sold off in a New York auction room
         in 2001. They re-emerged in London some years later, during a conversation over a glass of gin and tonic: 109 small silver-gelatin
         contact prints, 4 inches by 3.25 inches (10 cm x 8 cm) in size and stored in a standard black plastic photograph folder, three
         to a page.
      

      
      The folder is not the original housing for the photographs but a sign of the cursory manner in which they were marketed. Other
         signs of casual treatment are also evident. Each photograph had once been carefully developed, ordered and labelled, being
         given its own unique S-number: ‘S’ for ‘Scott’. They formed part of one of the greatest photographic catalogues ever compiled,
         the Ponting-Debenham index.1 All this is gone. The S-numbers now used are self-evidently not the original numbers, their identifications are absent and
         their ordering almost unaccountably misguided.
      

      
      For all their disorder, at least the prints have survived in good physical condition; their negatives have simply disappeared.
         The most likely fate of the original negatives may be guessed from notes on the backs of the photographs: ‘neg. missing, May
         ’67’. This implies that, like so many other nitrocellulose film products from the period, their perpetual survival was taken
         for granted while they quietly disintegrated, or, perhaps worse, spontaneously combusted. The chemical instability of early
         film in poor storage conditions is notorious. It is a miracle, then, that these photographs have survived at all. Investigate
         them closely and it becomes clear how much of a miracle. Some of the photographs known to have been taken by Captain Scott
         are missing from the collection, perhaps stored as negatives rather than prints. Some of the Scott photographs seem to have
         been lost for ever.
      

      
      Lost and forgotten. Perhaps it is not surprising. Captain Scott lost the race to the South Pole to Roald Amundsen and then
         died on the way back. Careless, that, or so the story goes, as for a hundred years legions of authors have thrown up numberless
         overexcited theories as to why. Somewhere in the muddle of it all, the truth was obscured. Since Scott’s reputation has been
         treated somewhat perfunctorily over the years, why not his photographs? Or perhaps, if Scott’s blue jackets were right, something
         more sinister has been at work. ‘The sailors began to debate who was the Jonah. They said he was the cameras.’
      

      
      A Jonah. In that eerie thought psychological worlds collide, archetypes challenge rational enterprise, the brooding power
         of the subconscious threatens chaos out of order: ‘Cast the cameras away!’ ‘The evil eye brings the curse!’ Barely vocalized,
         yet brooding in the sailors’ minds. What fate awaits cursed photographs and a pole venture stalked by bad luck? It is rumoured
         that sailors had killed Jonahs for less, even officers.
      

      
      Yet Scott’s was always intended as a scientific and rational endeavour and the cameras an important part of it. Throughout
         his career Scott was employed within the progressive vanguard of the Royal Navy; indeed, it is hard to truly grasp Scott’s
         character without understanding that he was a successful naval officer with all that this entails. He served as a torpedo
         lieutenant when torpedoes were still a pioneering military development; also in naval intelligence, and he thrived through
         the modernization of the navy during the Fisher reforms, which replaced hereditary privilege with meritocracy.2 He had a promising career ahead of him, being the most junior officer in command of an independent battleship, HMS Bulwark, shortly before he took leave, in 1909, to lead his second and final Antarctic expedition. For this, he pioneered the development
         of tracked motor sledges from which were derived the tanks of the First World War and many contemporary forms of polar transport.
         The demand of the blue jackets to cast the cameras away, if it had been seriously vocalized, would have been a charming old
         superstition, an alien enigma to Scott as much as to us – and laughed off.
      

      
      So much for Jonahs. Besides, carelessness with important images of exploration has contemporary equivalents. In the United
         States, NASA recently had to admit that it had lost invaluable primary image data of the first landing of men on the Moon
         – and in just forty years.3 That too seems somewhat careless … and not a mention of a Jonah anywhere. Yet – and yet – the invocation of the ancient ways
         of the sea are enough to raise hairs on the backs of necks, and we cannot help but wonder …
      

      
      
         
         Previous page and left: 
The discovery of Captain Scott’s long-lost photographs allows us to view the crucial months of September–December 1911 through
            his eyes, including the first stages of the journey to the South Pole. They also show Scott’s personal development from amateur
            cameraman to a photographer worthy of his teacher, Herbert Ponting.
         

         
      

      
      
         
         TERRA NOVA EXPEDITION
         

         
         1910-1913
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      THE JOURNEY SOUTH – NEW ZEALAND TO THE ANTARCTIC

      
      At the turn of the twentieth century, expeditions to the Antarctic were long and challenging voyages into the unknown. It
         took four months for Terra Nova to sail from Cardiff to Lyttelton in New Zealand via South Africa and Australia, and then a further five weeks’ sailing from
         New Zealand to reach Ross Island. With storms at sea and thick pack ice to navigate, these were dangerous undertakings in
         themselves.
      

      
      Keeping a large expedition supplied so far from civilisation and in such extreme conditions required Terra Nova to make multiple relief voyages from New Zealand to the Antarctic between 1910 and 1913.
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