I am writing this, I think, to stay sane. We have failed to reach the Pole. We have failed to reach the Pole. I dreamt of eclipsing the deeds of Amundsen, Scott or Shackleton, but instead I have failed utterly. A storm struck us as we left Marie Byrd Land, and our compasses have failed. Dunfield insists that we must retreat back to the Narwhal, but I cannot go home in disgrace. What would father say? The thought of his eyes, burning with disappointment and hate, consumes me. I would sooner die here in the ice that return empty-handed.
Later - Each step I take is harder and harder. A black mood is on me, thick and choking. I eat little (but our supplies run thin, and there is little to eat anyway), and I do not feel cold or thirsty or tired. I just feel empty. Like a hollow shell, or an engine that has consumed all its fuel and its fires have gone out. Dunfield has father’s eyes now, his Yankee voice grates in my ears as he exhorts us to yet more futile effort. Better to die here that return in ignominy, surely? The others seem stirred by Dunfield’s words. It is as though they hear a different language to me, or discern another meaning. What hope is there?
Later – I feel myself drawn to the mountains, as if guided by an angel or a presence. I am called to the peaks – and it has brought good fortune. Today, Lindahl and I made the ascent of one of the nameless titans of this range, and from its upper slopes we saw an even taller mountain, one we had noted earlier on our outward journey. We have failed to reach the pole, but we have found the way home. Earlier, this would have filled me with despair, but now a strange euphoria grips me. We must press on!

Later – another strange waking dream. I thought I saw a figure, a man, in the snow. He was bowed, as if carrying a heavy burden, and his cowled face was half-hidden by his oddly knotted beard. He looked at me, his eyes burning, and I could have sworn I heard him speak in a strange tongue. I felt an odd kinship with him in that moment, a sense of shared purpose.
Later – we have found stairs.

Later – INCREDIBLE. In our wanderings, we have come across something astonishing; wondrous. We have found a city, or the ruins of one at any rate. Strange buildings, half-buried in the ice. Pier insists they were not raised by human hands; Higgins clings to the Piri Reis Map hypothesis, and believes we have found the ruins of a hitherto unknown civilisation. The value of this find is incalculable. It seems I am fated not to be mentioned in the same breath as Amunden or Shackleton, but as Carter or Schliemann, as the finder of one of the greatest archaeological of history!

Later – the bas-reliefs on the walls of these ruins intrigue us all. They depict star-headed creatures engaged in some sort of war with hostile shapes. The shapes were originally, I think, servants or slaveshatethepiperschainedbloodboundstone  slaves of the other entities, but rebelled. Some carvings depict the cause of this rebellion in a very cryptic way – it was something in the tall mountains to the east that caused it, something terrible. The star-head civilisation was destroyed, but they managed to imprison the greatest of the slaves with some sort of binding stone or spell. Fives, the five-pointed star.
Later – images from the reliefs haunt my dreams. I am frozen in ice, unable to move, while hateful things wall me in with five cold-burning anchors. I scream ceaseless and silently, opening a hundred mouths but to no avail. I dream of eyes beneath the ice, of my father’’s eyes atop a mountain bound by ice and fire. What strange fancies! The black mood sometimes threatens to return and plunge me into ennui and sorrow, but I fight on! The Narwhal is near, and we shall soon be steaming back to New Zealand and civilisation. I shall show them the wonders taken from the ancient city, and my fame is assured!

Later – disaster! We were – inconceivably – ambushed by savages, human savages, cannibals! They seemed to be Polynesian or Maouri by descent, but how they came to dwell in this frozen wasteland I cannot begin to conceive. The expedition is scattered or dead, with all the treasures and evidence of our discovery gone with them. Dunfield, the fool, saved me instead of the evidence, and to what avail? He is dying, crippled, and I am sit in this cave awaiting rescue. How has it come to this? Do I dare
