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THE ASCENT OF NANGA PARBAT 

BY W. FRA UENBERGER AND HERMANN BUHL 

[The following article is the substance of an address given jointly by the authors to the 
Alpine Club on May 25, 1954. We have preferred to keep to the authors' language, 
in spite of Dr. Frauenberger's apology for his English, as any attempt to standardise 
the idiom would lose the freshness and directness of the original. EDITOR.] 

E consider it an honour that we can give you a report of our 
success on the N anga Par bat, and that we can do so here 
in London, in your Alpine Club. Unfortunately we cannot 

give you a free lecture, as we are used to do. We never really learnt 
English properly and would probably already fail in the first class of 
your elementary school. We do hope that you will at least be able 
to understand us, if we try to speak to you in your own language, as we 
will surely ill-treat your beautiful English because the pronunciation is 
very difficult for us. But whenever we met high up in the mountains, 
we have also always understood each other, it was the language of the 
mountaineers, right from one heart to the other, which has survived 
all estrangement between the nations. So would you kindly accept 
our detailed report of to-day in this sense. 

Your nation has always been in the front line when men went out to 
conquer the mountains of the world. Its greatest success was the 
conquering of the Mount Everest last year by your expedition. May 
we express our sincerest admiration and congratulate you most 
heartily to this unique and noble exploit of Hunt's and his comrades' 
expedition. The news of this great result of your Everest team has 
reached us in the high camps of the Nanga Parbat, while we were 
still ascending. In our camp in 6,100 m. we cheered our English 
comrades of the Everest across the Himalayan mountains, with the 
canned beer from Munich ! Their victory gave us new buoyancy. 

Also in the history of ascent of the Nanga Parbat your great nation of 
mountaineers has played a big part. Your Mummery, the noble and 
blameless mountain-pioneer, probably the greatest mountain-climber 
of his time, the propagandist and victor of the Zmutt, Furggen, and 
Devil's ridge, over the Dychtau in the Caucasus, over Charmoz and 
Grepon he was also the discoverer of the Nanga Parbat in the year 
1895· He advances till 6,100 m. But already then the mountain 
fights his intruders. With two Gurkha bearers Mummery stays on the 
mountain missing ! 

Only 37 years later, in 1932, the German Willi Merkl takes an inter
national expedition to the mountain. Because of the prolonged search 
for the right way they come only very late to the Rakhiot Valley, the way 
to the Nanga Parbat. The monsoon has already started. One has to 
return unsuccessfully. On their trip home the mountain takes its 
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revenge again : Herron, a German from America, falls off the Cheops 
Pyramid and is killed. 

In 1934 Willi Merkl goes out again to conquer the mountain. The 
best of the German and Austrian mountaineers are \vith him and at 
that time one thought that the mountain would have to give in to this 
elite of <;limbers. But no again the giant strikes : Alfred Drexel dies 
in Camp 2 of pneumonia and above, on th~ J-Iigh Ridge, the Rakhiot 
Peak, .the Silbersattel the best of the team, Willi Merkl, Uli Wieland 
and Willo W elzenbach with five bearers pass away in the ceaseless 
snowstorm. 

1937 Dr. Wien tries the mountain. Again he has assembled the best 
German and Austrian climbers. But a single ice avalanche buries 
seven of them and nine bearers in the night to June 14, 1937. 

In 1938 Paul Bauer comes from Munich. He is the champion of 
Kangchenjunga and comes to try N anga Parbat. He cannot afford to 
sacrifice more men to the mountain. But probably no 8,ooo m. moun
tain in the Himalayas can be conquered without so many lives being at 
stake. His front group Hias Rebitsch and Herbert Ruths reach a 
height of 7,300 m. Then the monsoon is announced and Bauer takes 
his men off the mountain. 

Germans and Austrians explore the Diamir-Flank in 1939, where in 
his time Mummery ascended, to find out whether there was no possi
bility to find a shorter ascent to the main summit. But in a height of 
6,ooo m. the breaking of ice and the fall of rocks blocks the way. 

Then the war interrupts all further wooing. 
After the war your countrymen are again the first to come to the 

mountain. But two of them, Crase and Thornley, the crevasses or the 
avalanches hold for ever. 

Thirty-one victims, mountaineers and bearers, lie under the ice
cloak of the N anga Par bat ! And yet may be just because of that in 
1953 new columns of bearers go to the mountain. 

Organising leader of this new expedition is a medical doctor from 
Munich, Karl Herrligkoffer, a stepbrother of Willi Merkl, who stayed 
on the Nanga Parbat in 1934. 

He takes Peter Aschenbrenner with him as his alpinistic adviser, who 
is the hut-keeper of the ' Wilden Kaiser ' in Austria. Peter Aschen
brenner was already on the Nanga Parbat with both of Willi Merkl's 
expeditions and therefore he knows this mountain better than any 
other mountaineer. With another Austrian, Erwin Schneider, he 
came up to an approximate height of 7, 700 m. 

Of the Germans taking part in the expedition I further want to 
present Albert Bitterling, mountain-guide by profession, who is also 
our meteorologist. 

Fritz A.umann, administrator of the main camp, who is very good in 
all technical concerns as well. 

The two young mountain-climbers from Munich : Otto Kempter 
and his rope .. comrade Hermann Kollnsperger both having an excel
lent name as alpinists. Otto Kempter is the man, who besides 
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Hermann Buhl was highest on the Nanga Parbat. The last German 
member of our expedition was Hans Ertl, our cameraman. He has 
made a documentary colour film of our expedition like the Everest film. 

Besides Peter Aschenbrenner three more Austrians are on the 
expedition : Kuno Rainer and his comrade of many years Hermann 
Buhl, both from Innsbruck, who are perhaps the two best representa
tives of ropemanship which we could have furnished. What other 
mountaineers call most difficult climbing in summer, those two have 
made as a first-ascent in winter! Especially our Hermann Buhl was 
well known by his bold single-climbing through the most difficult 
sides and even in winter. 

The last of the team is my humble self, from the County of Salzburg, 
as the representative of the organising and of the a1pinistic leaders. 

Surely I can refrain to lose many words about the voyage as the 
English are a seafaring people. We leave Genoa in the middle of 
April on board the S.S. Victoria of Lloyd Triestino. The name 
' Victoria ' does not inspire us with much confidence because also Willi 
Merkl left in 1934 on a ' Victoria.' Of course that was the elder 
sister-boat of our ' Victoria,' but still they never saw their home-

• country aga1n. 
Food and recreation on the boat are excellent. Our young moun

taineers eat the abundant bill of fare in its Italian original edition 
backwards and forwards and also the English translation on the back 
of it. Especially our Kuno Rainer from Innsbruck is the real champion 
there. He kept two stewards on the go, around him all the time. 
And then the young gentlemen lie around on board, lazily and full to 
the brim and when we elder people like Hans Ertl and myself with 
our 45 years each started a run on board to get some training, they 
would remark with condescension : ' If one attacks the Himalaya with 
45, one must do some training. We young ones don't need to do that, 
of course ! ' 

The mountainous surrounding of Aden, where we ride at anchor for 
half a day, wakes us up to abandon our life of luxury, as of course these 
mountains must be crossed. 

It is the end of April when we arrive in Karachi, the capital of 
Pakistan. After the incredibly hot railway ride through the desert of 
Sind., we are very glad to arrive at the south base of the Himalayan pro
montory in Rawalpindi, where we find three aeroplanes at our disposal to 
take us to Gilgit. This is a kindness of the Pakistan Government and 
shortens our journey considerably. This flight in the small one-motor 
planes is wonderful ! Below us the rice-fields race by, then comes an 
alm region and close to it a belt of tr~es in which already the winter 
snow begins, and which leads to the Babusar Pass, 4,ooo m. high. 
When we fly over it, we look over to the east, there ought to be our 
high destination t And sure enough there our N anga Par bat rises 
in shimmering clearness above us t We fly already over 4,ooo m. high 
and another 4,ooo m. the mountain rises upwards. A lovely vision I 
We think we are dreaming, till the sharp-edged window-framing 

• 
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reminds me of reality because I scratch myself on it, when the aeroplane 
makes an unexpected movement. And now we drop down already to 
the Indus Valley and after another short hour's flight we land on the 
aerodrome of Gilgit. The droning of the motors stops. A new noise 
surrounds us : the bagpipers' band of the governor of Gilgit makes 
our reception a rather noisy one. In Jeeps we are taken to our beautiful 
quarters. Around us we see a tropical vegetation. But this abundant 
growth we find only in the immediate surrounding of Gilgit, because 
else the whole Indus Valley with all its spring-water is nearly nothing 
but desert. 

Now we are for three days the guests of the governor of Gilgit. He 
is a very dignified host and tries continually to entertain us. During 
the interval of a polo game the natives dance their simple dances to a 
monotonous tune. One banquet follows the other. 

After three days and three nights, during which we are hardly able 
to go to sleep, we are happy to push on towards the mountains. Our 

·Political Agent has ten Jeeps ready for us. Five of those don't start 
at all and are of no use to us therefore. We can only just reach the last 
road-house before the Rakhiot Bridge with the other five Jeeps, then 
these are also ruined. If you look at these roads, you will know why. 
Once they lead through hot desert-sand quite close to the Indus, then 
again into gorges, where enormous boulders only held together by 
clay hang down above the road, threatening to fall at any moment ; 
and finally the road goes through such steep rocks that the minutest 
carelessness of the driver will hurl the Jeep into the precipice. The 
rest of our loads we have to transport by donkey caravans. 

At the north pier of the Rakhiot Bridge we find the last traces of the 
terrible religious controversy between the Mohammedans and the 
Hinduists in form of barbed-wire barricades. On the top of the south 
pier we see the first traces of the fight for our high aim : a memorial
plate for the unfortunate expedition of 1937, nearly all members of 
which stayed on the mountain. 

Quite close to the Rakhiot Bridge, coming from the south, the Rakhiot 
Valley begins, which is the access to the N anga Par bat. The lower 
part of this valley cannot be traversed. Therefore we have to ascend 
across the Buldar ridge, z,ooo m. high, situated in the eastward direc
tion, in brooding heat. But then we are happy, when we march into 
the Upper Rakhiot Valley on a small path, where the first drink of a 
clear, cold spring is wonderfully refreshing, and where Hermann Buhl 
and myself sleep excellently on a green meadow. But how surprised 
we are, when waking up next morning, we find ourselves on this 
meadow lying in the water with frogs making their morning gymnastic 
on our faces ! The topmost peasant had opened his irrigation works 
and probably wanted to show us that these were his meadows. 

But we did not contend with him for them as we had another enticing 
aim which shone promisingly in the morning light. Now we go for 
two or three hours through high-grown forest then it clears and we 
step out upon the magnificent fairy-tale meadow. 
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When two hours above this meadow the winter snow begins, our 
porters declare that they have only been paid till here, although we 
had always spoken to them of the main camp only. But what :could 
we do if 300 porters put down their loads ? Now we must build a 
temporary main camp in a height of about 3,700 m. and work like 
beasts of burden together with our porters, whom else we had intended 
to use only from the main camp upwards. Ourselves we go the distance 
from the temporary main camp to the main camp, which is about 3 to 4 
walking-hours, also twice a day. But our ' gentlemen porters ' declare 
that they are going to walk this distance only once a day, because at 
home they had sworn to their wives by Allah that they would strain 
themselves only once a day. As a reason for this, they tell us that they 
wanted to return to their wives strong and healthy. 

Through the political difficulties between India and Pakistan we had 
unfortunately not been able to obtain the excellent Sherpas, whom your 
English Himalayan Club has trained to first-rate mountain porters. 
Therefore we have to content ourselves with porters from Pakistan, 
from the Hunza Valley. Their only good side is that by their high 
place of living in the Hunza Valley (3,ooo to 4,ooo m.) they were 
already a little adjusted to the height. But they had no idea how to 
handle ice-axe and rope. Therefore it was absolutely necessary that 
a Sahib had to accompany them continually from Camp I through the 
Rakhiot glacier. Only four of them in the high camps turned out to be 
our faithful and reliable helpers, who also enabled us to build the 
starting camp for the summit in about 7,ooo m. One of them, our 
faithful Hidaiat Khan, who finally became so attached to us that after 
our success on the Nanga Parbat on our return drive from Gilgit to 
the aerodrome, he ran behind our Jeep through many streets, only to 
be able to shake hands with me once more for a last farewell. 

Our main camp is in a height of 4,ooo m. in a moraine valley, open 
to the south. On our arrival there is deep winter snow. We have to 
shovel the snow away, to be able to put up our big tents. Amongst the 
moraine boulders our small tents in which we lived are scattered around. 

In one of our big tents, nicely and neatly, we stow away the cans and 
tins--and this· without female help and at last fabricate a table out of 
boxes, at which we could take our meals. A radio furnishes our 
entertainment but also the weather· forecast from the last radio station 
Rawalpindi, which for our expedition separately sends weather news 
twice a day. 

It is a gorgeous view from the main camp across the moraine hill, 
lying in the morning shadows, towards the north-east side of the 
mountain. Continually the avalanches thunder down its flanks. Then 
the storm pressure of these snow-slips sweeps up the back of the 
moraine hill and down again the 400 or soo m. height of the hill to our 
main camp, where it shakes our tents thoroughly. 

Always again the winter sp.ow comes down to the main camp. But 
we cannot afford to wait, lest the monsoon will take us unawares again, 
and we must leave unsuccessfully. On May 25 we had finished to 
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establish our main camp and already on May 26 the first two tents 
stand in Camp I, 4,500 m. high on the last moraine island. Timidly 
they hide behind a big moraine boulder, as we are already quite close 
to the N anga Parbat north-east side, out of which the avalanches 
thunder down permanently. Often their great air-pressure extin
guished our Primus-cookers and once even a big porter's tent fell 
together like a card-house. 

From the temporary main camp we advanced to the main camp, 
then across the big moraine hill, which on our arrival vvas still covered 
with deep winter snow, up to Camp I, 4,500 m. high. From here to 
the Lower Rakhiot glacier, which becomes always steeper and rockier, 
upwards to Camp II in 5,300 m. besides the two Lager peaks. Finally 
in a large bow across the Upper Rakhiot glacier to Camp Ill in 6, I oo m. 
Former expeditions established an interim camp on this stretch of 
their advance and so our Camp Ill was then already their Camp IV. 
From here it goes over the very steep glacier-slopes, torn by many 
crevasses, up to the base of the Rakhiot Peak, where we erect our 
Camp IV in 6,700 m. This Rakhiot Peak, 7,070 m., is the biggest 
rampart before the ascent to the Silbersattel comes. Former ex
peditions tried to walk round the Rakhiot Peak in the glacier-hollow 
on our side. But if bad weather comes up then, I am convinced that 
here one would never come back. Therefore we choose the road 
which Aschenbrenner took already in 1932, across the ice flank of the 
Rakhiot Peak to the Rakhiot shoulder (about 7,ooo m. high) and from 
here first in a rock climbing and then crossing the sheer ice to 
the cornice ridge between Rakhiot Peak and Silbersattel, where we 
established Camp V, which is our starting camp for the summit, in 
the deepest hollow (not quite 7,ooo m. high). 

Beginning with Camp I the road-trouble begins. For six weeks we 
are now the prisoners of the Rakhiot glacier. We cross the crevasses 
along the margin, then the harmless looking middle part of the glacier, 
and at last we traverse the glacier-cracks which become always steeper 
and more ragged, up to a height of about 5,300 m., where we make our 
Camp II. For the distance from Camp I to Camp II we need about 
five hours if the weather is good and the road already marked. But 
when as it happened quite often the tracks were covered with snov~r , 
we could not even make it in a ·whole day and had to continue the 
tracking on the next day. 

But in the middle part of the glacier, which looks so harmless, is the 
most dangerous part of the whole ascent. Continually the avalanches 
rush down the mountain's north-east side. Now this snow itself 
usually remains lying at the base of the mountainside, but the storm
pressure of these avalanches, mixed with many snow-crystals, rushes 
with incredible speed across this middle-part of the glacier. Here we 
and our porters were often surprised by such snow-slips. We had 
impressed on our porters what they had to do in such a case : they had 
to throw off their loads immediately, dig themselves into the snow a 
little behind their load~ and stick mouth and no~e into the pullover and 
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Anorak, to make themselves a little breathing-hole. Because it took 
about four to five minutes till this storm had passed over us, and during 
this time one would not have been able to breathe in the open air.· Four 
to five minutes it was completely dark around us. Then the sun came 
slowly through again, while we were nearly covered by the snow-dust. 
Out of the snow-dungeons of the porters one could usually hear the 
murmuring of their prayers. Probably they mostly thought that they 
were already in their future life lying in the dust in front of Allah. 

After this spot, endangered by avalanches, we go up to Camp II 
across the glacier cracks, which always become more and more torn. 

The nearer we come to Camp II, the wilder and more rugged the 
glacier cracks become. Often we have to climb deep down into cre
vasses, climb the other side of it up again and find our further road 
across nearly crashed snow bridges. Of course here we fixed rope-· 
ladders everyvvhere, else the porters could not have gone on with their 
loads. 

At one point we put up a bridge. This bridge we made ourselves 
out of the boards of old boxes and poles which we carried up from the 
main camp. A broad, gaping crevasse divides the whole glacier and 
only with this bridge we can gain our way on. 

On May 3I we erect Camp II. It is our most romantic camp on 
the whole N anga Par bat expedition, but also the most dangerous one. 
I, 700 m. of ice hang here above the tents. ;Besides this threat from 
Rakhiot Peak our Camp II is also endangered by the' two hanging 
glaciers, which are embedded in the rocks of the Silver Peaks, I ,300 m. · 
ancj. I,soo m. high above the Camp. If a bigger part of one of those 
hanging glaciers would have come off, I'm sure our camp would have 
been brushed away. 

Below the camp an enormous crevasse traverses the whole glacier, 
which during the time of our expedition grew broader and broader. 
Right under this crevasse stand some odd ice-towers which crashed all 
of them, because of the continual movement of the glacier and the 
strong irradiation by the sun later on. Only one slender ' ice-needle ' 
remained standing and became more and more like a madonna, therefore 
we also called it ' our dear Madonna.' When the evening sun with 
his last beams gilded the ice-towers, nearest to our camp, we often 
wandered with our thoughts to meet our beloved ones at home so 
far, far away. 

On May 3 I we had established Camp II, but already we are getting 
on towards Camp Ill. At first downwards, crossing a dangerous 
course of an avalanche, we then have to track-upwards again, over steep 
and jagged glacier-slopes. The weather becomes always worse. 
Already in the forenoon the snowstorm begins and drives us back again 
and again. All tracks of the day before are covered up. Over and over 
again we have to make new steps and a new trace through the glacier. 

But then the weather god seems to think more kindly of us again and 
on June 10 our first two tents, the one of Hermann Buhl and my own, 
stand on the place, where Camp Ill grows up in 6,Ioo m_, From the 

• 
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southern Chongra Peak, 6,448 m., we tried to find the way on. The 
weather is so fine that already on the next day, we are on our way to 
Camp·Iv. In finest weather we reach the place for Camp IV, 6,700 m. 
high. And for the first time during our ascent we see, towering above 
the ridge between Rakhiot Peak and Silbersattel, with its 8,12 5 m. the 
main summit of the Nanga Parbat. 

Instead of the beautiful view down into the Rupal Valley, clouds 
come up from the south, envelop us up on the ridge and creep across 
the Rakhiot glacier down. Seeing this we are immediately on our way 
back. Of the bad weather which breaks in, we can only just take 
shelter in our tents in Camp III. 

For four days, from June 12 till June 16, the snowstorm rages 
around our two lonely tents in Camp Ill. The dream of a quick 
ascent to the summit was already futile in the first night. We also 
would have had no time to dream, because every two hours day and 
night we have to get out of our sheltering tents, to shovel the snow 
off, else we would be squashed by the load of the snow. One of the 
tent-poles bends and cracks, we make a scanty repair with the help 
of a ski-stick. Also the other tent-poles bend down under the pressure 
of the storm and the snow-load. Those we also support with ski-sticks. 
Any kind of communication with the camps below is disconnected. 
That is the time when our thoughts are more and more occupied with 
the dead comrades above, on the ridge- Rakhiot Peak-Silbersattel, 
who passed away in 1934 during a ceaseless snowstorm of many days. 

This is also the time when .we turn always more towards the dead 
comrades, who only in a distance of 200 m. in the horizontal line 
from us were buried by a single ice-slip off the slopes of the Rakhiot 
Peak in the night to June 14, 1937. The same cover of new snow, 
which slowly buries us in the glacier, it is the same blanket which also 
covers the graves of the dead comrades. 

But with the triumphant sun, life gets again the better of us ; we 
are still shovelling our tents out of the snow, when Peter Aschenbrenner 
and the other younger boys come up, who had to spend the stormy 
days down below in the Camps I and II. A regular tent-town is now 
growing up here. We put even an extra cooking-tent up for our use, 
which eventually was burned up because of the carelessness of one of 
the porters. 

Already on the next day we are up again in Camp IV and dig a 
snow-cave for days with heavy storms. Then our youngsters, Hermann 
Buhl and Otto Kempter, prepare the ice-side of the Rakhiot. Step for 
step they hammer into the steep ice and on the following rocks firm 
ropes are fixed, as we have to climb up there and also take those porters . 
along with us, who were especially chosen for the last and highest part 
of the road. It shows how enthusiastically our two young ones think, 
that they can still make the Rakhiot Peak besides their hard work 
(7,ooo m. approx.), and Hermann has even to climb upon the ice-tower 
which commands the snow-summit and offers the most difficult 
climbing. He sits on its top, otherwise he would not be satisfied. 
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In these days I had been obliged to take over the supplies from 
Camp II to Camp III because one of the Sahibs fell out. With a heavy 
heart I had descended, knowing that up there they planned to attack 
the summit some time soon. 

Four days later another one comes down to Camp II with deep 
melancholy in his heart. It is our faithful Kuno Rainer. He, who 
never spared himself in the beginning,.when tracking in the deep snow, 
who also fixed all the security catches in the glacier-cracks, had strained 
himself so badly in doing all this that he got a phlebitis and now of 
course had to stay in one of the camps lower down. But the pressure 
of his hand is as strong as always and his voice as firm, when he says to 
me: ' Go up again to the young ones, Waiter, perhaps you are still 
going to accomplish it.' 

So I am on my way to the high camps with great buoyancy. But my 
buoyancy soon diminishes when I find all the young ones in Camp III, 
whom I had expected to be at least in Camp IV if not already in Camp 
V, and they declare that because of the bad weather in the afternoons 
- it had been impossible to get any further above the Rakhiot ice-side. 
They also tell me that the best of our porters on sight of that ice-side 
had declared spontaneously that they would never go up there, because 
they intended to return to their wives strong and healthy. 

And my buoyancy has utterly come to nothing, when we get news 
from Radio Rawalpindi that the monsoon is going to begin sooner this 
time and will flood the Nanga Parbat Massif already on June 28. 
Our meteorologist picks up this information through the radio in the 
main camp and passes it on to us by means of a wireless Teleport
Apparatus to Camp III. On June z6 I receive this report in Camp 
III and already on June 28 the monsoon should be here ! Shall 
we again have come in vain and have to leave unsuccessfully ? 

But perhaps the weather-prophets have once more been mistaken ! 
It wouldn't be for the first time ! And may be the monsoon decides 
differently after all, who knows ? And so I persuade the three young 
men, Hermann Buhl, Otto Kempter and Hermann Kollnsperger, to 
come with me and to try to establish Camp V. Hermann Buhl, 
doubtlessly our best man, even wants to stay without tent in Camp V 
and put up with a snow-cavern. Hermann Buhl tracking on in front
without burden, as we want to spare him for the attack upon the 
summit and we other three like beasts of burden, because of the 
refusal of the porters, behind him, thus we try again and track upwards 
over the Rakhiot ice-side. Traversing the West side of the Rakhiot Peak, 
we see that we have lost the race with the monsoon. With terrible 
clouds and masses of snow it arrives and it was lucky that we had still 
turned back on the same day to Camp IV, because on the following 
day our tents in Camp IV are so deep in the snow that we can hardly 
get out of them. Hermann Kollnsperger made a bad fall in the icy 
West side of the Rakhiot Peak ; although we held him on the rope in 
saving him, we needed his help too, and he had strained himself 
badly, so that he did not sleep a wink during the night in Camp IV. 
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He was in such a weak condition that I could not take the responsibility 
to keep him any longer in Camp IV at 6,700 m. And so, in spite of 
the dense snowfall we dig down through deepest snow, treading 
avalanches off and then using their course as the easiest way down, 
down to Camp Ill. Ertl receives us there, he would never have 
expected us to find the tents of Camp Ill at all during such stormy 
weather. 

Meanwhile Aschenbrenner had descended to the main camp. He 
had to leave sooner for private reasons. Also Hermann Kollnsperger 
could not be of any use to us in his present condition. With the sick 
porters we sent him to the main camp. Therefore we were only four 
comrades left up in Camp Ill : Hans Ertl, Otto Kempter, Hermann 
Buhl and I, and four of the special porters, the rest of them had all 
given up already. 

At this time we get the information from the main camp through 
the Teleport-Apparatus, to return to the main camp, because we 
would all need a thorough rest already. 

And then it clears up in the evening of June 30, most surprisingly, 
too ! The clouds withdraw from the ridges. By means of the 
Teleport-Apparatus we explain to the main camp that we want to 
await the decision which the weather of the following day will 
make. 

And glorious is the weather of July I, I 9 53 ! .A.gain the Rakhiot 
Peak glitters above us in the morning sun and the cornice ridge to the 
Silbersattel shines promisingly. Then we inform the main camp 
that we want to try one more attack to conquer the summit, and after 
some talking, Peter Aschenbrenner, the alpinistic adviser, gives us 
his blessing to our scheme. So on the Ist of July already we are track
ing upwards again. Opposite of us stands in full sunshine, the 
Rakaposhi, 7,8oo m., the goal of the German-Austrian team, which left 
only a few days ago under the leadership of Hias Rebitsch from 
Innsbruck. And in the golden morning light the Silver Peaks are 
shining. Then we can't do anything else : we must try once more to 
attack the summit, even if the monsoon is already in the country . 

We track upwards through deep snow: and immersed in deepest 
snow we find our tents in Camp IV in 6,700 m. Only like small toys 
the tops of the tents look out of the snow. One tent of the porters has 
vanished altogether and we find it only after a prolonged search with 
poles. In the afternoon of this July I, Hans Ertl and Hermann Buhl 
prepare the Rakhiot ice-side once more. They knock veritable tubs 
into the ice, so that may be we can get the bearers over the ice-flank 
on the following day. I am preparing the porters on this afternoon in 
Camp IV : I fit their climbing-irons to their feet, I cook the best of 
everything for them, and treat them altogether as only the father of a 
family could treat his most beloved children. Then .they promise
and by Allah, otherwise it doesn't mean a thing that they will go up 
the Rakhiot ice-side with me next day. I still believe it is too good to 
be true and long for the decisive day, and I believe that I also came so 
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far as to pray to Allah during this night, that I may succeed next day 
to get his followers up over the ice-flank. 

July 2 begins with wonderful weather. Already very early in 
the morning I stand in front of the porters' tent with steaming tea. 
But now our dear porters declare that they had slept so badly, they 
could not possibly go up over the ice-flank with me. I remind them 
of their oath by Allah ! But they say their mind was very strong 
anyway~ only their flesh seemed to be very weak, but Allah would 
surely excuse them, as it was also he who had given them their flesh. 
They complain to have a bad headache. So I dispense some medicine 
against headache to them and into this I mix a harmless stimulating 
remedy and with this I have finally also envigoured their flesh. At 
last I have them all four on my rope, and when I have them above the 
mountain crevasse in the steep Rakhiot ice-side, the first rope-length 
upwards, I know that I have won. Because soon the porters have lost 
their dread of exposure, and are following me willingly. I even have 
to warn them to tread into the steps only, because if they would slip 
here, they'd fall4,ooo m. deep down into the Rupal Valley if my rope 
wouldn't hold them. More and more willingly they follow me and 
here we have already reached the 7 ,ooo m. border on the Rakhiot 
shoulder. Deep down below one can see the tents of Camp IV and 
beside them the precipice into the Rupal Valley. Also in the adjoining 
traverse of rocks the porters keep up well. Here we have fixed two 
ropes everywhere, to which they can hold on to in the rocks, and 
besides this they are also secured by me as well. 

But in the following traverse of ice our biggest porter, Madi, cannot 
keep up any more. He had had such big shoes that I simply could not 
fit any climbing-irons to them. Additionally to my own, I have to 
take his load now, too. 

Finally we stand on the seam of the cornice which leads to the Silber
sattel and for which we have all longed so much. Only once its 
glittering shine is interrupted by a black, blackish rock-tower, the 
Moor's Head. 

This 1\!Ioor's Head is the silent wit11:ess of a dreadful struggle between 
man and nature. Willi Merkl, the leader of the expedition of 1934, 
had had to live through the death of WilloW elzenbach and Uli Wieland, 
his comrades, during the descent from the Silbersattel over this 
cornice ridge, in a terrible snowstorm. With his last bit of strength 
he had made his way into the deepest hollow in front of the Moor's 
Head, and with a superhuman effort dragged himself up the counter
height towards the Moor's Head. But there his strength was at an 
end. At the foot of this black rock he died. 

But this Moor's Head also is the mute witness of the greatest readi
ness to sacrifice. Gay-Lay, Willi Merkl's porter, could perhaps have 
saved himself, with the only surviving Sherpa Angtsering together, 
down to the lower camps. But Gay-Lay stayed with his master and 
died with him. Both were found four years later by the expedition of 
Paul Bauer at the foot of the Moor's Head, completely uninjured. 
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Gay-Lay was still leaning over his master, as if to shelter him ; probably 
he had tried to hold the last warmth of life in him a little longer. Paul 
Bauer has buried both at the foot of the Moor's Head, in the eternal ice, 
for their last rest. 

We go round to the Moor's Head on its right side and make up our 
Camp V in the deepest hollow behind the Moor's Head. It is supposed 
to be the starting Camp for the summit in a height of not quite 7,ooo m. 
With our few porters we had only been able to carry up one tent and 
two sleeping-bags, which was just right for our two young attackers of 
the summit, Hermann Buhl and Otto Kempter. Hans Ertl and I must 
descend again with the porters to Camp IV, after we shook hands with 
our young friends once more. At night a bad storm comes up. I 
am already afraid for our scheme, but with the young sun the storm 
subsides and in his first shine we can distinguish two small dots, moving 
upwards on the cornice ridge to the Silbersattel. At 7 o'clock the 
first dot vanishes in the blue of the Silbersattel and at a quarter to eight 
the second. Our best men are on their way ! For the rest of the day 
we see nothing of them. 

The whole forenoon I am busy, trying to make the porters ready to 
start. I would like to take a further tent and especially also an oxygen 
apparatus up to Camp V. Hermann and Otto went on their way 
without oxygen apparatus. But the porters tell me again that it is 
impossible to-day because of the strain of yesterday, but they promise 
me their help for the following day. To take up the connec~ion 
somehow with those two on their way to the summit, I climb in the 
afternoon quite alone up to the Rakhiot shoulder. There I sit for a 
long time. The evening-shadows descend already from the Silver 
Peaks, and with them a lonely figure comes down from the Silbersattel 
-what's the matter with the second attacker of the summit ? 

Together with the returning Otto Kempter I reach the tent in Camp 
V. Otto tells me that he left the tent in the morning only three-quarters 
of an hour after Hermann Buhl, thinking that he would catch up with 
Hermann in the latter's tracks pretty soon. But he did not catch up 
with him, and in a height of 7, 700 m., one hour above the Silbersattel, 
he could not go on because of the height and the strain, and so he 
turned back finally. Both young men had our orders that they were 
not to wait upon each other, except in case that help was needed. 
Otto Kempter and I spend the night in Camp V. Thank God it 
is completely windstill. In the morning Hermann had not yet re
turned. We communicate with Ertl in Camp IV that he should turn 
up as soon as possible with the porters and an oxygen apparatus, 
because to me an effective help for Hermann seemed only possible by 
means of an oxygen apparatus. The whole forenoon our eyes hang 
on the Silbersattel. Yet there is nothing to be seen of Hermann. 
Noon-hour comes. Hermann is not yet back. At this time Hans 
Ertl appears with the porters : they had taken very long because of the 
great heat. At this noon-time we measured 40 degees (Centigrade) of 
warmth in Camp V, in about 7,ooo m. At night there were usually 
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20 degrees below zero, if there was a snowstorm also 30 and 40 of cold. 
An immediate help with oxygen apparatus seemed impossible to us in 
this heat ; none of us would have made it, up to the Silbersattel. 

The afternoon goes by. There is not the least trace of Hermann. 
Then Hans Ertl and I decide that we will wait for the colder hours to 
come, and then we want to follow the way our Hermann went, and, 
taking the oxygen apparatus with us, go up across the Silbersattel to
wards the main summit of the Nanga Parbat. Maybe we can still 
help him. 

Then we all assemble at the Moor's Head, where I attach a memorial 
plate, which we brought with us from home for our dead comrades, 
Willi Merkl, Uli Wieland and Willo W elzenbach together with the five 
porters, who died in I 934 in the terrible snowstorm on our cornice 
ridge. While fixing the plate in its place, I must think continually 
whether there isn't one name missing, the name of a young comrade of 
the expedition from 1953. This thought is tormenting me. It will 
not leave me. The evening shadows come down again from the 
Silver Peaks and also around the Moor's Head we feel the sharp cold 
coming. Hans goes to the tent of Camp V and cooks the tea, that we 
intend to take up with us. I try to fasten the plate better with a rock
gimlet. But always again my glance wanders upwards, away from the 
plate and up to the Silbersattel. 

And there doesn't there a dot move away from the left Silver Peak, 
(but no, it is sure to be another deception, as it has been so often during 
the day). But now the dot becomes a line below the Silbersattel, and 
this line is moving downwards ! Then I send a shout of joy over to 
Hans Ertl and another one to Otto Kempter, who is starting to descend 
to Camp IV with the porters. And I, myself ? I am laughing and 
crying and hastening with my work on the plate : Hermann is 
coming ! The appearance of this tiny dot up there seems to me nearly 
like the return of my own child from another world. Dear Hermann, 
whether you reached the summit of the Nanga Parbat or not, is quite 
unimportant to me at this moment. The main thing is only that you 
have come back to us alive. 

To give him and Hans an adequate possibility to sleep we have 
only two sleeping-bags in Camp V I decide to descend to Camp IV 
while there is still a little daylight. I only ask Hans to give Hermann 
my heartiest greetings and also to call down to me to the Moor's Head, 
where I want to delay my descent a little, how things went with 
Hermann up there. 

And then, in the dusk of this fourth July 1953, I stand in front of 
the plate at the foot of the Moor's Head, which has only been attached 
there a few hours ago and I see how two men embrace each other, 
beside the tent of Camp V, and I hear that our Hermann comes_from 
the summit of the Nanga Parbat! 

In deepest emotion I report to Wi~li Merkl, Uli Wieland and Willo 
W elzenbach, whose names are engraved on the plate in front ef me, 
that herewith their bequest has been accomplished. 

• 
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Hans sees me standing at the Moor's Head. It has grown rather 
dark. He and Hermann call me back to the tent in Camp V. Some
how or other we will be able to manage for one night only, even the 
three of us in the small storm-tent in nearly 7,ooo m. 

For a long time we don't think of sleep, because for three hours 
continuously our Hermann tells us about his way up to the summit. 

W. FRAUENBERGER. 

In the early afternoon of the second of July we reached the connecting · 
ridge between Rakhiot Peak and Silbersattel, breaking trail in deep 
snow, passing wonderful galleries of cornices, passing Mohrenkopf the 
Moor's Head, a black tooth of rock, gravestone of Willi Merkl in 
order to erect here at 6,goo m. altitude our last camp, the fifth one. 
The porters had only little to carry so that they should be fit for the 
next day. We gave them both one tent and only two were thus able 
to spend the night here while the others had to go back to Camp IV. 
The two older climbers, Ertl and Frauenberger, volu-ntarily renounced 
the summit-climb and offered to support our attempt. It was ex
tremely important to know that behind us there were two comrades we 
could entirely rely upon, since between the four of us at 7 ,ooo m. alti
tude and the rest of the expedition in the base camp, there was a vacuum 
of 3,ooo m., all camps in between being empty. Communications 
had been interrupted. 

Because of the trouble with porters we were now, in order to reach 
the summit, driven to a forced march never yet performed in the 
Himalaya at those altitudes. The route represents about one-third of 
the total ascent a way on which we would normally erect two to three 
camps since a difference of altitude of 1 ,400 m. has to be climbed in a 
horizontal distance of 6 kilometres. The farther ascent from Camp V 
leads across the eastern ridge to the Silbersattel, then across the high 
plateau towards the small white pyramid of the false summit, and then 
from there, down into a deep notch and up to the 300 m. higher final 
summit of N anga Par bat. The summit ridge of N anga Par bat is a 
sharp and needly crest with technical difficulties that perhaps no other 
peak of 8,ooo m. has. The greatest risk, however, on the descent is the 
long ascent of the secondary summit which has to be surmounted to 
return to the camps. 

The evening of the second of July passed at Camp V in making 
preparations. Cooking is already at these altitudes a problem in 
itself. Hours passed to get a few litres of water warm. The night came 
quickly ; finally we were in our sleeping-bags. Impossible to think 
of a night's rest for soon a sinister storm came up, rattling at our tent, 
threatening to throw it over the ridge, so that I finally got up to fasten 
the tent with ice-axes and ski -sticks. But even then there was no chance 
to sleep. My thoughts revolved around the summit, they concentrated 
upon the following day that had to bring the final decision whether we 
were to return successfully or not. We had fixed the departure for 
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two o'clock. At one o'clock I got up and one hour later I was ready 
to start while Kempter did not feel fit to get up. He was slightly 
indisposed. He was of the opinion that it was still too early, while I 
declared that there was absolutely no time to lose if we were not to be 
caught by night, for the route to the summit was still a long one. At 
half past two in the morning I left our little tent. I stepped out into 
a wonderful bright night, stars were gleaming and the storm had in the 
meantime calmed. It was extremely cold, the crescent of the moon 
threw a phantom-like light on the route to the Silbersattel. 

The way led across sharp snow and ice crests, higher and higher
like a J acob's ladder into Heaven yet past horrible precipices, the 
Schaumrolle a gigantic overhanging snow-drift where in 1934 stood 
Camp IV, then again steeply up to the crest of the left Silver Needle 
which I reached at five o'clock in the morning. 

I ate a little, while opposite me in the Karakorum the sun rose 
wonderfully, promising a fine day. Otto Kempter was just appearing 
behind the ridge, a small black point. He was following me at an 
hour's distance. 

The route to the Silbersattel seemed to be quite short, but the air 
at this enormous elevation was thinner so that the traverse seemed 
never to come to an end. What I thought would take me half an hour 
had now become two full hours. Amid wind-swept snow-ripples, 
compact snow, and white ice I proceeded only slowly for I had to cut 
steps, always had to be most careful since any slip would have thrown 
me down 2,ooo m. toward Camp II. At seven o'clock I reached the 
Silbersattel, the gate to the summit and I sat down at 7,450 m. for a 
short rest. But I am not able to stay long for the summit is still distant 
and every minute is precious. 

A plateau of about 3 km. extends from the Silbersattel, a snow
covered, wind-swept surface, full of snow-ripples, furrowed and 
ploughed by the storms which gave me only a suggestion of the un
imaginable power of the blizzard that sweeps continually across and up 
to the secondary summit of 7,190 m. altitude. From there a steep slope 
drops 100 m. down into Bazhin notch, then comes the most difficult 
part of the whole mountain-formation, the 200 m. high crest up to the 
shoulder, then the shoulder and beyond, the top summit with its 
8,125 m. altitude. 

The climb beyond Silbersattel was extremely strenuous. I was 
continually stumbling amid metre-high snow-ripples and climbing over 
them, so that beyond Silbersattel at about 7,500 m. I felt myself near 
to my limit. One gets into a zone in which without any artificial 
breathing, without oxygen apparatus, men can hardly exist. It is the 
so-called zone of death. If up to now I breathed twice for every step 
I had now to breathe five and more times. Every moment required 
enormous will-power. My body was leaden, I could hardly take 
another step. Hours went by until I finally climbed 200 m. of altitude. 

There, where the slopes steeply extend to the secondary summit 
I nearly felt too weak to move on. I decided to leave here everything I 
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could. Since I would be back in the evening I left the little food I had 
taken, for I was simply unable, on account of my thirst, to swallow 
anything solid. My ice-axe, the flags, my camera, the two ski-sticks, 
some warm clothes and a flask with half a litre of cocoa-tea were all 
I took with me. 

Somewhat alleviated, I continued my route, but soon the old fatigue 
came back. On the northern side of the secondary summit I crossed 
endless troughs between high and hard wind-swept ripples. Finally 
toward mid-day I reached a small notch below the secondary summit. 
I could hardly see Otto Kempter, a black speck on the Silbersattel 
who did not move any more. I made up my mind to continue alone. 

This was a complete new land, entirely virgin. At first I got quite 
easily down into the clefts, but' then I came again to invincible walls 
forcing me to turn back. I would have· so much liked to sit down in 
the snow, but I would have fallen asleep. And there was on the other 
side a seducing goal ! An inner impulse drove me farther and again 
I continued stumbling step by step toward the secondary summit. I 
looked out for other routes, but only after a long time of zig-zagging 
did I finally reach at two o'clock in the afternoon the notch of Bazhin. 
Here I became aware of the difficulties which the ridge, up to the 
shoulder, was offering. Everyone had up to now greatly under
estimated this part of the mountain. A sharp, serrated ridge goes on 
from here with jumbled rock-towers breaking off into steep, snow
covered icy walls on which snow-drifts form most beautiful filigree 
work. On the north side, a 400 m. wall of rock-slabs drops into the 
steep Diamir-flank and here, on the left, there is the greatest unbroken 
slope in the world, the s,ooo m. high south wall ! 

When sometimes I was able to look down from the ridge, past my 
feet, directly on to the green meadows of Rupal Valley I did not feel 
thrilled. I was too apathetic to be able to be impressed. Hours were 
passing and the summit had not come nearer. I was hopeless ! So 
I started now to pick out smaller points of an objective. I looked for a 
resting-place 1o-2o m. ahead, chose a rock or a platform and when I 
reached it I sat down, thus dividing the whole route. I thought I had 
nearly reached the shoulder when all of a sudden a single towc;:r blo<;ked 
any farther ascent. I did not want to be defeated and tried to pass by 
overhanging rocks that formed again a new obstacle. I had to go back 
and to look for the last way out which was to get over the walls that led 
so-6o m. upward. It was the hardest climbing ! I had to concentrate 
to devote my whole attention to my moving on and thus forgot all my 
surroundings. U·sing all my strength and pushing forward to the limit 
of utmost danger I finally reached with my last forces the ridge I had 
set out for. A steep, snowy ice slope led on from here to the shoulder. 
But again breathlessness and fatigue were so intensive that I nearly gave 
up. At six o'clock in the evening J finally reached the shoulder with 
its 8,o6o m. altitude. In front of me there was the summit, nearly 
seizable I But I had the feeling that even this small distance was too 
much. It seemed beyond my limit. Again I left behind all I could, 
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taking only the flag for the final summit, the ice-axe and the camera. 
A last sip out of the flask with cocoa-tea refreshed me a little so that 
I could attempt the last ascent. Difficulties were definitely decreasing 
now. But any movement required a tremendous effort. At last I 
reached the crest of the final summit which toward the south fell down 
in steep, snowy ice walls while its north side had astonishingly little 
snow. Steep rock buttresses led here to the peak. Thinking it 
preferable to climb that way I took the north side. I was more creeping 
than walking. With hands and feet I pushed myself forward, looking 
out for the highest point, a cliff, beyond which I knew the summit to 
be situated. As I reached the cliff I was surprised that there was only 
a short slope now, a climb of a couple of metres. I stood then, at 
seven o'clock in the evening, on the summit of Nanga Parbat, at 8,125 m. 
altitude. 

Seventeen hours had passed since my setting out from Camp V. 
Every step had required enormous will-power. Now I was exhausted. 
I did not realise the importance of the moment. I fell into the snow 
and was simply relieved that at last strains had come to an end, that I 
had not to bother how to move farther. I felt no triumph at having 
conquered the summit, of being victorious. I was actually on the 
top summit of Nanga Parbat, but even this name meant nothing to me. 
Automatically I drove the ice-axe into the icy snow, fastening the 
flags of Tirol and Pakistan. Then I took a couple of coloured snapshots 
so to have later documentary pictures, since I had no companion. I 
had to hurry, the sun had already disappeared. One more look from 
the peak across the drop of the south wall to the plateau of the Silber- .. 
sattel. The evening was getting later. Shadows of the Silbersattel 
to the right and the east ridge in the direction of Camp V became longer 
while in the background the Karakorum looked considerably lower 
and smaller. 

I took some more pictures in the direction of the secondary summit, 
towards Rakhiot Peak, Camp V and Rupal Valley. After that I finally 
rested to enjoy the panorama. Th~ summit of Nanga Parbat rises like 
an island more than 1 ,ooo m. above all its satellites. From the rather 
narrow top of the crest, drop gigantic walls. In the depth one sees 
boulder-covered glacier streams stretching out into the valley. Still 
farther below one could recognise from their snowy crests the highlands 
of the s,ooo m. summits. For a hundred miles around there is only 
a sea of peaks and the summits of distant countries. In the south I 
could perceive in shadow and haze the plains of India and Pakistan. I 
was not able to remain. I had to leave, the sun had disappeared and 

· it became frosty. I left the top summit at half past seven, leaving 
behind the ice-axe with the Pakistan flag, symbol and proof of the ascent 
and, after having put a couple of stones on each other, I took as a 
souvenir my Tirol flag and a stone from the summit. Then began 
the descent along the route I had come. 

I tried to reach the same evening the Bazhin notch and soon came to 
the shoulder. The ridge leading to the Bazhin notch seemed too hard for 
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a descent. I had no adequate equipment and no rope. So I looked out for 
another chance. I chose the north side where I got down without diffi
culty to the bottom of the ridge and from there to the traverse that leads 
to the secondary summit. Across a steep snow and ice slope I climbed 
down quite well when all of a sudden my right crampon fell off my 
boot. The strap had got loose and I could just get hold of the spike. 
I thus stood on this steep flank with one iron, supported only by my 
ski-sticks, not knowing how to get out of the trap. Even nowadays 
I wonder how I ever did find a rock. Twilight soon surprised me. 
Still climbing I was just able to find a small ledge, large enough to 
place my feet. Leaning on a rock-slab with an inclination of about 
50 degrees I was forced to spend a night here. I had no equipment 
for a bivouac, nothing to eat, nothing to drink. My woollen wear was in 
the rucksack I had left beyond on the secondary summit. And I had no . 
rope to fix myself somewhere. I did not much worry. I felt indifferent 
as if it all had to be like that. To prevent freezing I took some Padutin 
tablets, improving blood-circulation. Fatigue was now very marked. 
Several times I dropped asleep and woke up again, terrified to find 
myself at an altitude of 8,ooo m., leaning on a steep wall where the 
slightest loss of balance would have thrown me into the abyss. The 
moon came out and lit the slopes of the peak and the north summit. 
But my wall was still shrouded in darkness. I waited for the night to 
pass, giving way to the early dawn. Hours went by, very slowly !
Despite being in a sort of trance I felt clearly that the cold was gradually 
taking possession of my body, that my toes became already insensible. 
I did not worry for many times my feet had been cold when I climbed 
mountains. The weather was still wonderful, a gift of Providence ! 
At five o'clock in the morning I started the descent, climbing down 
between rock crags that held me up for a couple of hours. Repeatedly 
I had the feeling of having a companion. As I had taken off my glove 
for a better grip on a wall I became aware that I had lost it. I asked 
my comrade if he had picked it up and heard the answer: 'You've 
lost it ! ' Turning around there was nobody I could see. The situation 
was not so bad since I had a second pair of gloves. Again I was 
overcome by the feeling of not being alone. It was even agreeable 
because I had the definite impression that nothing could happen, that 
if I were sliding or falling my companion would hold me. Toward 
mid-day I reached the Bazhin notch, after having traversed a steep and 
hard slope. In a snow trough I had a longer rest. I soon fell asleep 
and woke up after an hour's time. Now everything was familiar to me. 
I thought I was at home, on a ski-tour. I saw steps and trails, stones 
that climbers had piled on top of each other. But then I realised that 
this was the N anga Parbat, that I was all alone at 8,ooo m., that the 
tracks were wind-swept snow, the stone cairns only rocky crags. There 
was in front of me the long ascent to the secondary summit. Every 
step was now a torture. And after each step I sat down for a rest. A 
distance of 30 m. took me an hour. I wondered how I had ever been 
able to climb the summit on this long ascent. Since there was no 
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other chance, I climbed up again, standing now at the beginning of the 
plateau. 

Once more I looked out to the Silver Saddle. My eyes searched the 
horizon for help. Thirst was now a hell of a torture and I believed 
that somebody would come to meet me with a flask of tea. I thought 
I saw some dark specks I wanted to call them, stumbling quickly 
forward. Had I not heard voices ? Did they not call my name ? . . . 
Hallucinations I The game repeated itself a couple of times till I realised 
that they were only the rocks of Chongra Peak in the background_. 

Over there, beyond the secondary summit I had left my rucksack · 
that contained some Dextro-Energen. I had not eaten for two days. 
I had to cross long slopes, stumbling amid high snow-ripples until I 
finally discovered the old track of my ascent which led me to my 
rucksack covered by snow. 

I ate some Dextro-Energen, together with snow, although I knew 
that if one starts eating snow thirst gets unbearable, depriving the body 
of its last reserves. The route across the high plateau was now a 
true martyrdom. I moved on like a snake, breathing ten to twenty 
times at each step. What pushed me forward was solely the idea not 
to spend another night at this altitude. My ski-sticks seemed to me 
my life-savers. 

At half past five I had reached the Silbersattel. I could now look 
for the first time down Rakhiot glacier to the base camp. I could 
discern the various tents, dug into the snow or leaning on a slope. 
Down there nothing was moving. What a heavenly calm. 'The 
mountain seemed desert, the camps abandoned. But opposite me, 
toward Rakhiot Peak I definitely recognised two dark moving specks, 
my comrades, still waiting for me. . . . The feeling of being nearer to 
them gave me new strength and the descent seemed now easy. 

In the old track, quite well preserved, I climbed down, crossed the 
ridge, passed Schaumrolle and returned to Camp V where at seven 
o'clock in the evening I reached the small tent from which I had set 
out for the top summit over 40 hours ago. 

My comrades hurried to meet me. We fell into each other's arms 
and none of us could utter a word. Both of them were just happy that 
I was back, that we were again together. They had feared the worst. 
That evening they tried again to look for me. Two hours ago a 
warning voice from base camp had put responsibility on their shoulders. 
My comrades did not ask if I actually reached the summit of not. It 
was at that moment of secondary importance for they were glad to have 
me back alive~ This meeting became one of the most impressive 
events of the whole expedition. Ertl, Frauenberger and I had been 
comrades for this exploit, but now we had become comrades for life. 

They of course immediately took care of me. One gave me litres of 
tea to drink while the other attended my frozen feet of which the toes 
showed already serious consequences. During my bivouac I had not 
felt much of the freezing, but now, in the security of the tent, the 
pains increased. We clung to each other in the small tent and I 
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started talking of my route to the top summit. Toward midnight I 
saw that my companions had fallen asleep. But I could not rest yet. 
My thoughts were still with the summit, I was too excited and could 
not conceive that I had stood on the summit and spent a night on a 
bivouac. 

Then came the next day, cloudless. With a sad feeling in our 
hearts we took leave of the mountain. We had to depart in order not 
to be caught by the monsoon. 

We then climbed over Rakhiot Peak down to Camp IV where we met 
Kempter and the porters. Otto Kempter had remained on July 3 
at the Silbersattel where he waited for me. As I did not return he 
climbed down in the evening and went the next day back to Camp IV. 
We now climbed all together down to Camp Ill. Here I could 
finally sleep. We spent two more days in terrific heat getting down 
Rakhiot glacier. Our trails had broken up and were covered by the 
snow of avalanches. Ice-towers had fallen, · crevasses were opening. 
We had to find a new route amid this labyrinth in which for a week 
nobody had set foot. Camps were abandoned. The descent was 
extremely difficult because I could no longer get my foot into a boot. 

The route from Camp I, from the snow and the ice of the glacier into 
regions of vegetation was to us a marvel. After weeks, spent in snow 
and ice, we felt grateful for the flower carpets on which we were walking, 
for the scent of vegetation and the splendour of colours. Intoxicated 
by the delights of nature we soon forgot the fatigue of the past weeks. 

We spent some more days at the base camp where we soon recovered 
from all the hard work and exhaustion. My thoughts however were 
still up in higher regions and my eyes wandered back up to the gigantic 
north wall, to the Silbersattel, to the plateau which rose with its white 
ridge toward Heaven. All I had seen came back into my mind and I 
felt it strange to realise what had actually happened, that a dream, 
inconceivable, had at last come true. 

I want to thank Providence that I have had the chance to stand alone 
on the summit of Nanga Parbat. I conclude with these words: 

We did not vanquish this mountain but we climbed it because it was 
merciful to us ! 

HERMANN BUHL . 
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