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Examples: Pigott's Crack, Clogwyn dur Arddu ; Rickety inwards, 
Edwards' Route (Loops and the Helyg Poker) ;·Central Buttress, Scafell, 

· although this is really Grade V, as I believe Edwards has climbed the 
Flake Crack direct; the North Wall, Cima Grande; the Siscilla Route, 
Piccolo Dolomiti. 

No'v I ask you how any of these numerical gradations in anyway 
whatsoever can be applied to our English climbs. How can this 
classification be applied to the Monolith Crack, to the Vertical Vice, 
to Lot's Groove ? Our most masochistic routes of Wales are certainly 
not Grade VI, but they are certainly very severe. 

To my mind there is no place for the Continental numerical grading 
here at home or even in any granite mountains. Let us keep to our 
good old very difficults, our very severes, those descriptive words that 
came naturally to our forefathers and I am sure they were right. 
They are words full of meaning and description. They are suitable 
to granite, numbers to the Dolomite rock routes. 

Preuss, the maestro and father of Dolomite climbing and what a 
master he was ! scorned pitons and died through lack of using one. 
Not knowing pitons he also, perhaps incorrectly, in the Dolomites 
used our English classification. He was killed climbing solo a route 
which he called a ' very severe.' It is now classified a 5th grade climb. 
In memory of that famous Orientalist, I show you a photograph of 
the Preuss Camino on the Piccolissima what a beautiful climb, per
haps the most beautiful of the Dolomite climbs. It is Grade V and 
very severe. 

And now may I thank you for listening so patiently to this long 
diatribe and even if it has not been of the greatest entertainment 
value, at least you know that I for one do not desire the use of pitons 
at home, and shall rue the c;lay when very difficult, severe and very 
severe, those words I love so much, are used no more. · 
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BY BASIL GOODFELLOW 

Read before the Alpine Club, J11a1~ch 5, 1946 

HE war played some strange tricks with our lives. In a few weeks 
of mine the boundary of escape was shifted from British hills to 
the limitless possibilities of Asia. We were in Singapore, and 

while the war 'vas being won we could at least expect to reach the jungle
covered peaks of Central Malaya, or the bald volcanoes of Sumatra ; 
or perhaps with a bit of luck we might get to Kinabalu, the fantastic 
13,ooo ft. 'Chinese Widow' of North Borneo which I had seen from 
the air on the way out. And when the trouble was over we would visit 
the Himalaya on the "\lvay home ; that would be in about two years' 
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time, we thought, for in 1941 optimism was the fashionable and all too 
easy substitute for realities in the East. 

It did not happen quite in that way after Singapore fell. Chapman, 
it is true, saw plenty of the hills of Malaya, and came to know their 
sinister character more intimately than anyone before him ; but that 
is his story. J im Gavin reached Kashmir, but as a convalescent whose 
total recovery from wrongly diagnosed illness seemed at the time an 
impossibility. I found myself unwillingly stationed in Calcutta in the 
blackest period of the war, and India was in open revolt, hostile and 
cynical of Britain's power ; the enemy was on the least expected frontier 
and Calcutta was even le~s prepared for disaster than Singapore. Yet 
as that summer of exhausting heat passed by, the crisis seemed to be 
averted and it became possible again to think of the hills. Sikkim was 
just over the plain, and there were kindred spirits in Calcutta. It was 
not long before I was planning a minor expedition with John Blandy. 
We read all the literature there was, from Percy Brown's admirable 
guide to the ' tourist ' of modenl.te ambitions to Freshfield, Smythe 
and the Everest literature which in their early pages pass all too rapidly 
ov~r the country of their approach marches, with which we would 
have to be content. 

There is a world of difference between leave and holiday. At such 
a time one could not expect to arrive as at an Alpine starting post 
fighting fit after week ends of acrobatic training on homeland rocks, 
fully equipped, vvith plans all laid and with time in plenty. Nor could 
one now afford to return exhausted from the last climax, with a whole 
year to recuperate. We knew in Calcutta that 've should start drained 
of our energy by work and by climate, and that our first duty was to 
return from the hills refreshed. 

Too much moderation would haye taken the zest out of our planning, 
and we set ourselves a goal as high as we dared hope we inight reach. 
In the literature of peaks seen, admired and passed by on the big 
expeditions, we found exactly what we wanted in Lama Anden, a 
rn9untain of 19,250 ft. immediately above Lachen, in the bend of the 
Zemu valley ; Lachen was only four marches from the roadhead at 
Gangtok, and Lama Anden had not been climbed. It was believed that 
Dr. Kellas had looked at the mountain, and there had been· two recorded 
attempts, the last by G. B. Gourlay, who was defeated by impossible 
weather a good way from the top. He was fortunately in Calcutta 
and gave us his notes. We planned to follow in his footsteps ; that is 
precisely what we did. . 

The trouble was the monsoon. It was expected that the Japanese 
would open an attack on Bengal when it was over, and so we had to he 
back in Calcutta by October r. We could only hope for a break in the 
rain~, for such things have been alleged to happen even as far down the 
Himalaya as Sikkim. But it did not happen to us. We had eighteen 
days in Sikkim, and as a mountaineering venture it was a fiasco. We 
marched with mules up the track beside the Teesta's roaring flood, grey 
from the Kangchenjunga glaciers. The valley was like a tunnel with 
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sheer walls under low cloud. The forests were tropically humid and 
alive with leeches, and it rained every afternoon. At Lachen we 
engaged ten of the gay colourful locals, and after a wet camp by the 
·zemu, reached our base at I 5 ,ooo ft. just N. of the Kishong La exactly 
on schedule. It was our seventh day from the railhead, and we had 
four days in hand to climb the mountain. 

We saw it in the morning, dazzling in brilliant sun, 4ooo ft. above 
us. But it was too good to be true. The weather closed down again 
and we turned back at 17 ,ooo ft. in sleet, mist and snow from a recon
naissance for a high' camp. It might have been a December day in 
British hills. 

In this weather our four days passed. We were miserable in camp. 
Our tents leaked and we were wet and cold, and we both felt the height. 
It ·was bitterly disappointing. We were almost under Siniolchu yet 
never saw its incomparable pyramid of ice. So we sadly packed up 
and came down. Just below our camp we passed A. J. M. Smyth's 
party coming up. They climbed Lama Anden the following day in 
weather which held clear till they were within Iooo ft. of the top. · It 
was a remarkable achievement, for it was no easy mountain and they 
had had no time to prospect the approaches, and Smyth's R.A.F. 
companion had never been on a mountain. 

In spite of our own complete failure, Sikkim taught us a lot about 
organising porters and food and fuel, about tents and camp routine, 
and that stood us in good stead two years later. Above all we came to 
know Pasang. He had been Chapman's Sherpa on the Chomolhari 
exploit and had afterwards, I believe, gone very high \vith the Americans 

. on K 2• I shall have more to say about Pasang. 
In I944 I was back again in India, and took over my nevv job in Delhi 

early enough to be sure of three weeks' leave later in the year. The 
Himalaya from end to end were there for the choosing, and the seaso,n 
could be as I wished. The monsoon was not to be risked again, and 
there was no resisting the arguments so convincingly put forward by 
C. R. Cooke in favour of visiting the Himalaya late in the year· for 
weather so brilliant that the heat of the sun defeated the cold of the 
nights. Shipton had added weight to October by his vivid descriptions 
of the brilliance of the autumn colouring. And there would be 
practical advantages : the crops in, so porters easier to come by and 
little reluctance to let visitors have food from the newly won harvests ; 
and a final point, we should have our pick of the tents and equipment 
of the Himalayan Club by intercepting the parties who would be going 
out earlier in the year to escape Delhi's I I 5° summer. This was im
portant, for by 1944 the Club equipment was wearing thin. There 
can never until the war have been so many parties. going as we did for 
short expeditions into the hills. i\11 these arguments in favour of 
October proved to be right, but there was one thing which we had not 
been told, and it was that which defeated us on our mountain. 

As to where to go, Garhwal easily outdistanced all competitors. 
It is the nearest from Delhi, whence it is a mere hundred miles to the 
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foothills and two hundred to Nanda Devi's summit which, they say, 
has been seen on clear mornings after winter rain. It is a well docu
mented district, for many central Himalayan expeditions have passed 
through it. Of its chroniclers; perhaps Meade with his intimate feeling 
for the foothills and their peoples, and Gansser and I-!eim with their 
superb photographic commentary were the most convincing with their 
praises. Finally, 'Vilfrid N oyce was in Delhi, and he had been in 
Garhwal twice before us, to what excellent purpose he has described 
in the JouRNAL.l As we talked ambition gave colour to my plans: 
a mere ·walk to this or that famous viewpoint developed into a scheme 
for seeking climbs round the head Nandagini river amongst Trisul's 
western satellites. Even to attempt the 20,700 ft. peak of Nanda 
Ghunti seemed a possibility or at least an objective to give nobility of 
purpose to our visit as Lama Anden had done two years before. Shipton 
had written of Nanda Ghunti and Noyce had taken photographs of its 
southern face, and with these we were able to plan our approach in con
siderable detail, even to the siting of our camps in the event of our 
attacking the peak from that side. 

By the beginning of October we had everything ready. We had got 
Pasang again and he was on his way from Darjeeling with a Sherpa 

. friend o~ his own choosing. Innes Tremlett flew up from Colombo 
and John Buzzard, who had asked at the last moment if he could join 
us, came from Calcutta. By tapping every source we could think ·of 
we had managed to collect an astonishing assortment of gear. In the 
end there were a dozen tents to choose from ; Tremlett's last minute 
misgivings about Shiptonian living off the country resulted in a spate 
of tinned goods, and our friends in 'para-military' and other curious 
wartime organisations found for us emergency jungle rations, the 
famous American K rations, and iron rations designed for crews of 
crashed aircraft, which, for all we knew, might be equally suitable at 
high altitude. We had folding jungle knives, commando and parachute 
jackets, ingenious compasses and even a tiny broadcast receiver which 
weighed only about I lb. Cigarette tins were filled with brand new 
silver rupees from the bank of India. We worked on the principle that 
time was precious and labour abundant; we would take everything, hire 
plenty of porters, and sort it all out on the way. 

So in the early morning of October 8 we awoke to find our train 
passing through the jungle of the ,..ferai swamps below the foothills 
which rose in a sudden blue wall from the plains. Hills seem so often 
to be thus _in Asia and so seldom elsewhere. At Kathgodam, the rail
head, we sprang to action in the blinding morning sunshine and in no 
time we were off in a brand new bus, the pick of several dozen, with 
our half ton of baggage on the roof. We had found a masterly driver 
who surged up the magnificent road as if he had once been in one of the 
Italian road races Ofl:e used so alarmingly to encounter on the Stelvio. 
And let it never again be said that 1\1iddle Europeans have any leader
ship in the art of building mountain roads. We were soon in the scented 

1 A.J. 54· 166, 403. 
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pine forests, and then climbed up through the steep dry-terraced cul
tivation which is such a feature of the central Himalayan foothills. 
Then suddenly, over a shoulder, we were in Ranikhet, and all before 
us were the snows for which we were bound. We had three full 
weeks before us. . 

Ranikhet is a notorious bottleneck and we had determined to organise 
our way through quickly. Our sporting driver was persuaded to take 
us on the same evening. The two Dotiyals from Noyce's best, who 
were waiting for us, soon found eight others ; although they had only 
returned from the Pindari Glacier that morning they were ready to be 
off again at once. Food for the porters was bought, and wages arranged 
with their contractor. We were ready in five hours, and set off again as 
the sun set on Trisul in unbelievable splendour. We were feeling 
pleased with ourselves,. for had not others taken days to get organised 
and away from Ranikhet ? The rest house at Someshwar was filled by 
a ' Free English ' party, full of spirits and the spoils of the chase, so, 
by this final stroke of luck, our driver had unwillingly to take us on to 
Kausani. That had been my secret hope, but we were indeed tired, 
and the porters had had enough, for all the way they had been hideously 
sick as the bus swung round the narrow curves. 

Kausani is a famous Himalayan viewpoint. On this 7ooo ft. pine
forested ridge there used to live an Indian ~utiny veteran who, until 
some thirty years ago, planted China tea in his retirement. Now it is 
a rest house. The vast mountain prospect was there for us at dawn. 
Ice peaks filled half the horizon from Bandar Punch to the unknown 
distance of Nepal. Through a pass which we were to cross shone the 
spire of Kamet. In the centre was the immense rampart of Trisul · 
·and the rim of the basin, with t'vin N anda Devi its keep. As the sun 
rose, the rich brown valley of Baijnath unfolded beneath us. The nearer 
peaks were so vast that it was hard to appreciate that they were still 
forty miles away ; in fact as far as the J ungfrau from the terrace at 
Berne and double the size. It was not easy to leave, but at last our 
eyes and our cameras were satisfied. Whatever luck we might have 
in the rest of our travels, we had at any rate seen this view. I cannot 
believe that there is any place on earth where such a viewpoint can be 
reached so easily from civilisation. · 

A few miles down the hill was Gurur, the roadhead, as noxious and 
parasite ridden as only such places can be. In the village street, in full 
view of Trisul, we conducted our business. Loads were weighed and , 
of course, found to be more than our ten porters could manage, so two 
mules were hired. Respectable clothes and uniforms were left behind. 
Like herdsmen we moved off, one ahead and the others behind, un
certain as yet of our porters' character and feeling that the sooner we 
got our flock out into the country the better we should be able to keep 
them under closer supervision. It is only a half day's march up the 
hill to the rest house at Gwaldam on the next ridge, but even the tigers 
have complained of the heat, the dust and the toil of this simple ascent. 
To me, after a summer in the plains of India, when I had kept fit by 
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walking over the arid rocky hills around Delhi until even in the dawn 
the temperature was still near the nineties, this walk past the terraced 
fields and through groves of tall fragrant pines was fresh and cool. 

Gwaldam much resembles Kausani. A tea estate long since derelict, 
a bungalow which has now become an official rest house, a rose garden, 
and once more a vie\v that defies my powers of description. This 
was now narro\ved down to Trisul and the western end of the rim and 
Nanda Ghunti, ' The veiled bride of Shiva,' vvas standing up n1agni
fic.ently as a proud satellite. These peaks vvere now only half the dis
tance, and the impersonal panorama of Kausani had become a subject 
for intensive ·study through field glasses. We allotted ourselves 
respons~bilities. Tremlett looked after stores and supplies, Buzzard 
the porters, and I the planning of our route. \Ve had here our first 
of many sortings of stores, and each of us sa\v for the first time. what the 
other had brought. How very much better it was to spread them all 
out on the lawn at Gwaldam than on the platform at the railhead "'-ith 
all India looking on in the heat. 

Then there followed a series of days of march which were absolute 
"' 

delight. The country was very confused as is the way of these rain 
eroded Himalayan foothills and the rivers ran mostly across our route. 

· Our track ·went down to the Pindar river, a beautiful strean1 of pine 
clothed gorges and white sandy shoals whose clear celadon water is 
scarcely tinged with grey in spite of its many glacial sources. At a 
confluence where we left it there was a little Shiva temple in full view 
of Nanda Ghunti and Trisul, located with an eye for landscape which 
one had thought was a monopoly of the Chinese. 

The path led us up large and small valleys and over several passes 
between 6ooo and Io,ooo ft. ; the trident of 1"risul was like a star to 
guide us and from the passes we got ever nearer views of our objective. 
Herds of goatlike sheep passed us trotting down the hills laden with 
potatoes in little saddle packs and tended by handsome Bhotias from 
the borderland of Tibet. The days were cloudless till the late after
noon, when light mists crept up round the skirts of the big peaks, and 
vanished again before dusk ; the weather seemed settled and absolutely 
consistent. Only once did the porters manage to commit us to a bad 
camping site when we let them get too far ahead of us and had to peg 
our tents into three inches of goat dung. But even the flies for .which 
Garhwal is notorious earlier in the season were no longer there. 

The countryside was full of happy golden-brown people, draped 
rather than clothed in rough woollen homespuns. They were busy 
bringing in the harvest from the elaborately terraced dry fields. The 
hillsides were brilliant, for the buckwheat (A~aranthus ), which is their 
staple autumn crop along vrith a millet (Madua), ripens to the richest 
maroon. We bought fresh grain from the villagers and waited while 

. it was ground in the little watermills which they have one below 
another down every village stream; the miller would keep a small 
portion of the flour in · payment by immemorial custom. Pasang 
bought us onions and potatoes, and a local kind of turnip. The villagers 
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would give us oranges, and offer us the melons which grew on the roofs 
of their well built houses. .LL\.s we approached one village, to our 
astonishment we heard unmistakably the finale from the Sleeping 
Princess . . It proved that a recruiting officer from the Royal Garhwal 
Rifles was there with a wireless set, and he was collecting his crowd 
before addressing them. 

So on the third day we reached Wan, and pitched our camp at 
8 soo ft. on the famous site high above the village in the little meadow 
surrounded by tall deodars. Soon after this we were to leave the 
Badrinath pilgrim route whi~h we had been following and our muleteer 
would come with us no further. We had an immense and semifinal 
sorting of our stores, and left what we needed for our return w\th the 
village headman. But this took a long time, for he was so stupid that 
he was unable to comprehend Buzzard's Hindustani ; this consists of 
a small vocabulary of words constantly repeated and addressed loud 
and direct, with English words filling the gaps, which ~ as any British 
traveller knows, is the best way to address a foreigner in his own 
country ; in the end it succeeded here. 

That afternoon we crossed our last pass into the valley of the N anda
gini river, or N'andak Ganga, a head stream of the Ganges which we 
were to follow to' its source in Trisul's western glaciers. We camped 
at Kanol , and the follo~ing morning took a short cut over a shoulder 
and down through the forest to Sutol, the last village in the valley, and 
for us the end of tourism and the beginning of adventure. 

By tradition this source, being of course sacred to ·the Hindus, has 
been a place of pilgrimage, but when Longstaff visited the district in 
1907 during the monsoon he found the upper valley reputed to be so 
difficult of access, the weather so bad, and the forests so infested with 
leeches, that he did not pursue his journey. 2 Longstaff returned in 
1927 with Ruttledge and went up the valley with some difficulty. 3 

Shipton and Tilman came down the valley on their way back from the 
Nanda Devi survey in October 1936 4 and found a faint and overgrown 
track, and Noyce went up this with a local guide in May 1943 5 and 
found as Shipton had done that to find the track was the only real 
trouble. He warned us to take a guide and told us about Amrao 
Singh who would arrange everything for us. The first thing we did 
was to seek him out. Amrao Singh is indeed a remarkable character. 
He served overseas as a Subadar in the last war, has an excellent com
mand of English, and a phenomenal knowledge of current European 
politics. His eloquence warmed as our few precious bottles were 
opened. We discussed Hitler, Stalin, and in particular Balkan royalty. 
One thing he could not understand was how we could maintain a King 
of German descent when at war, and twice at war, with Germany; 
however, his community 'vould be satisfied when Princess Elizabeth 

2 A.J. 24. I 3 I. 
3 A.J. 40. 285- 291, in which he describes the topography in detail and gives 

a glowing account of the scenery. 
4 H.J. ix. 86 ; A.J. 49· 39· 5 A.J. 54· 169. 
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married an Englishman ; he asked us to convey his views to Parlia
ment. So great indeed was his interest in the world outside that we 
learned nothing from him of the country we were in ourselves. 

All help was promised for our journey up the valley ; he would find 
a guide his brother and plenty of food and extra porters, for the 
difficulties of the route would restrict the loads to half. We thought 
it prudent to confirm it all in the morning. 

He was as good as his word. Atta was ground in the village mill, 
and a guide (Prem Singh) and four other finely built men of the village 
ioined our band of porters. ~ All these men my brothers,' said Amrao 
Singh ; it is of course a less narrow relationship than with us. The 
first day's march was so straightforward that we doubted the need for 
the guide and the extra men, for a good path led past the summer 
pasturages in clearings in the forest which had only recently been 
vacated. . 

That evening we reached a large meadow called Lat l(upri. It was 
grazed bare, and had a kharak or temporary shepherd's hut for the 
porters. Above us a sunlit ice ridge of one of Nanda Ghunti's outliers 
gleamed unbelievably high through the evening mist. There were 
monal pheasant screaming in the oak forest round about, too wild to 
shoot, and running jungle hen which 1~remlett picked off with his 
carbine. We had our first frost that night, and made the largest and 
best log fire I ever remember. 

We were getting to know our porters now. Most of them had our 
nicknames (and no doubt we had theirs) and it seemed inconceivable 
that we should have ~o mistrusted them only a few days before. The 
ten Dotiyals kept very much to themselves, and their Hindu principles 
made th.em prepare and eat their food apart. They were a most 
attractive crowd, very young and almost effeminate. Their homes 
are in western Nepal (Doti-yal man of Nepal), and they come to 
the hill stations and pilgrim routes as porters in the season. They 
wore little white skull caps and cotton jodhpurs, and went barefooted. 
As we got higher the S herpas collected the clothes and light boots 
which we had used in the lower valleys, ancl those we had in reserve, 
so in turn the Dotiyals acquired boots and more garments. 

The two Sherpas, Pasang and Nuri, had showed themselves at once 
to be the natural leaders, and never for a moment lost that position. 
It was always they who did the heavy work of making or breaking camp, 
buying. food, and weighing loads, and all the cooking for themselves 
and for us. The local men from Sutol were different again, and very 
fine Bhotia types quite different in character and in garb from the men 
of Wan over the pass to the S. Our handsome guide was most eager 
for our welfare but never really understood why we should have come 
for anything but shikar. 

We fed extremely well. Our staple meal was a large stew of local 
vegetables thickened with American soup powder, fortified either with 
tinned meat or with whatever birds had been shot. This was followed 
by chapatties with butter and marmalade. For breakfast, Quaker oats 
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and chapatties. We were not able to buy eggs or milk in any of the 
valleys. We never suffered in the slightest from locally ground flour 
which, like glacier water, is alleged to injure the digestion with grit. 
Nor did we suffer from not wearing topees, or indeed any form of hat, 
much of the time. We drank freelv from the hill strean1s as soon as 

~ 

it seemed unlikely that there were villages above us. Of all the 
pleasures of this way of life, there is none perhaps to equal the feeling 
that, when pitching camp, ~hat one has one holds. How tedious by 
comparison is the loss of height when after an Alpine excursion one 
must return to the valley for food and rest. 

The day's march after leaving Lat Kupri was a very different matter. 
We were soon in forests of bamboo whose slender stems 20 ft. in height 
and as tight as a field of sugar cane spread for hundreds of yards at a 
time. Once found, the track in the bamboo was there, well blazed: 
and it did not need much clearing. Bu~ in the overgrown rough hill
sides under the bigger trees it needed an expert woodsman to follow 
it and we were indeed glad of our guide. The bamboo gave way to 
rhododendron, and finally to birch. Then at last we began to see the 
last gorge of the upper valley ahead of us. This looked formidable 
enough to call to mind at once the Rishi Ganga, the next main valley 
to the N·. of us which leads to Nanda Devi. The walls ahead seemed 
to fall sheer to the stream, and the head of the gorge \vas blocked by 

· the stupendous W. face of Trisul, now only 3 miles away, and at least 
12,000 ft. above us. The view which from Gwaldam had scarcely 
filled my field glasses, now needed the widest angle lens of my camera. 
But this valley proved to be an impostor. After a little trouble with 
the porters, who wished to stop while there were still trees to give them 
shelter and fuel, we pushed on quite easily, and in our first shower of 
rain pitched camp amongst juniper under the shelter of a sheer wall of 
rock just below the snout of the glacier which drains Trisul to the W. 
We calculated our height to be 12,ooo ft. It had taken us all day to 
cover less than 3 miles on the map. 

We now had to decide how we were going to attack the mountain. 
It would be tedious to repeat the technicalities of our reasoning 6 ; 

let it suffice to say that we preferred to face up to the difficulties we 
had seen than to fly to others which we knew not of, round the other 
side of the mountain. So we turned N. up the valley, now straight 
and open, deep in long autumn-withered grass. We were soon amongst 
the moraines of the glaciers that flow from Nanda Ghunti's southern 
face, and in the evening mist Buzzard came upon an ideal camp site, 
a saucer just where moraine merged into stone-covered dry glacier. 
We were at 15,000 ft., as near as we could compute, and this was to be 
our base camp. We were exactly on schedule, we felt phenomenally 
fit, and had scarcely noticed the altitude ; the weather was faultless, 
our peak stood above us no higher than any first class AI pine peak 
above its hut, and it looked as deceptively easy. 

But our troubles were catching up with us. The first became ap-
6 See A.J. 54· 202. 

• 



• 

• 

• 

• INDIAN LEAVE 

parent when we settled down to calculate our l9ads for the higher camps. 
Our inferior sleeping bags, our army rucksacks, our blankets, our own 
clothing, and our hawser-like ropes were all too heavy. Several pages 
of my notebook were filled with arithmetic, but the weight would not 
come out below 6o lb. per man. And even with that allowance of 
bedding we were already feeling the cold at the base camp. However, 
for the next day it was all right, for our two best Dotiyals came too. 
Above the sharp moraine we were soon on dry glacier. We worked 
our way up slowly, for they were unfamiliar with ice, until it was time 
for them to return before dark. Tremlett, to our great regret, went 
down too, most unselfishly. He had had little experience and he feared 
he might hinder us. So now there were four of us. We chipped out 
level platforms for our two tiny bivouac tents in an old ice-filled crevasse 
in the icefall at about 17 ,zoo ft.. Here we slept sardine-like, Buzzard 
and I in one and the Sherpas in the other. I found sleep difficult. The 
ice beneath was hard now that we had cut our loads to the minimum : 
light snow sho\vers rustled down the tent walls and the hoar frost from 
our breath was shaken into our faces by little gusts of wind. It was 
cold enough for my water bottle to freeze under my pillow. i\.t dawn, 
deep under the shadow of Trisul, it was so cold that we could not bring 
ourselves to rnove till the sun reached us. We lay in inexcusable idle
ness while Pasang brought us hot porridge. Then at last we got going, 
and set off unroped up the lower icefall. · It was no good. As soon as 
difficulties began the loads were too great. · We left nearly half to come 
back for later and roped up. Now for hour after hour we were cutting 
steps. What we had hoped would be a walk up easy glacier proved 
to be pure ice, blue and transparent and quite unlike the translucent 
crumbling neve of the Alps. The weather had been too good for too 
long. 7 By late afternoon, when we had climbed less than 1ooo ft., a 
great crevasse stopped us. We turned it with some difficulty only to 
find another. This time there was no hope of getting across, and 
several more were ahead. The buttress by which we hoped to get on 
to our peak seemed only a stone's throw ahead, but the base of it, which 
we had not before been able to see, was overhanging and we could see 
no way of getting safely on to it. The situation was superb, for ~e 
were right under the hanging glaciers of Nanda Ghunti's southern face, 
and the scale was so vast as to be intimidating. I was conscious of a 
certain lightness in the head, perhaps from lack of acclimatisation, even . 
to this modest height, and this feeling made for caution. A sharp and 
heavy snow shower finally made up our minds for us and we turned 
bitterly in our steps. The descent was quick and easy, slithering on 
snow-covered ice, for the angle was not so high, but a foot of snow had 
fallen, and the moraine crest in the dark was as unpleasant as any I 
.remember . 

7 It is interesting to note that A. R. Leyden encountered similar conditions 
of exceptional ice zooo ft. higher on Bandar Punch in the same month (October 
1944). This seems to have been an unusually brilliant spell of weather, but it 
is a risk to be set against the many advantages of autumn climbing . 
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We realised in the morning that we were simply not yet fit for this 
sort of thing. .l\.t least we had the satisfaction of knowing that this side 
of the mountain was beyond our powers in any circumstances. So we 
rested, and Tremlett left us with Pasang to make a trip to the Ronti 
pass, the 17,ooo ft. saddle between Nanda Ghunti and Trisul which 
Longstaff and Ruttledge visited in 1927 and Shipton crossed in 1936. 
He was rewarded for his previous disappointment by; an interesting 
expedition and some magnificent views. 

In a day of rest Buzzard and I thought it over. We had no time to 
attempt another route on Nanda Ghunti, and no minor ascents near 
by seemed by contrast worth doing. Let us then, we thought, abandon 
our ambitions and enjoy this glorious country. It was a happy decision. 
At our base camp we looked now the other way, and for a whole day 

· feasted our eyes on the ice buttresses of Trisul, now glittering in new 
· snow. Then we started back. We had a week left, and I can re

member no week in mountains so full of beauty and so free from care. 
Under the clear skies, which we had come to take for granted, the 

autumn colourings of birch and sycamore were more than one can 
describe and be believed. The routine of making and breaking camp 
had long since ceased to be a labour. Nuri revealed his true passion, 
and went off with Prem Singh in quest of bharal ; an enterprising 
fellow, Nuri, for he had applied to go to England as an industrial. 
trainee under the Bevin scheme. 

From a camp above Wan we walked up to the 12,000 ft. shoulder of 
. J atropani, in the footsteps of many from the big expeditions. At this 
incomparable viewpoint we lost count of all time. The porters were 
by now getting a scent of home, and had tired of waiting for us below, 
and we \J.ad to march far into the night to catch up with our beds. 

So it went on to the end. When we bade our farewells I wrote of 
Pasang, in his book, that' we felt constantly throughout our tour that 
to have him with us was an experience to be likened to the travels of 
the early pioneers in the Alps, for he has the qualities which have made 
the names of the first great Alpine guides go down into mountaineering 
history.' · 

Indeed, in other ways our journey seemed as a tour in the Alps 
must have been a hundred years ago. We had been off the track 
trodden by others, only a little way it is' true, and \Ve had been on a 
new mountain. We had recruited men from the last villages and had 
taken them in their own hills to places they had no cause to explore 
themselves. If we had done practically no climbing, what did it 
matter, for it had been a magnificent holiday in country in which we, 
like others of wider experience before us, found beauty surpassing 
any we had seen. 

• 

• 
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