
horizontally right for 2 pitches to reach another sheltered section below the
serac barrier. Move steeply left for 2 pitches, then climb a vertical section
near to a conspicuous steep black rognon of rock about 20m high. After this
crux pitch trend left to reach the ridge, then zig-zag through the seracs
(continuous steep ice work) to reach the Glacier des Violettes. (5-9 hr for
the ascent.) Descent: Via the Glacier des Violettes.

Round Annapurna
Club Meet: October INovember 1981

1. THE TREKKING PARTY Edward Peck

The inspiration for a Club meet in the Annapurna area came from Emlyn
Jones. The President was there in 1950 with Bill Tilman, Charles Evans,
Jimmy Roberts, Bill Packard (N.Z.) and Donald Lowndes. Charles Evai1s
and Bill Packard had then climbed out of the Manang valley up the N side
of the Snow Dome and to within 180m of the summit of Annapurna IV,
while Emlyn Jones crossed the Thorong La to Muktinath and back again.
The whole party also visited the Nar Khola area of Manang, towards the
Tibetan frontier, now closed to foreigners. (see A] 58 101.) The idea was
clinched when Jimmy Roberts, now resident in Pokhara, was in the UK,
and arrangements were put in hand with Explorasia in London and
Mountain Travel in Nepal for ajoint climbing and trekking party to circle
Annapurna from E to Wand angled, as the Meets Secretary tactfully put it,
'to the older generation'. There was an eager response, and in the end this
group numbered 18, of whom 10 were over 50. At the same time, John
Hunt and Hamish Nicol led another climbing party in the reverse
direction. The 2 climbing parties had as their objective one of the Chulu
peaks-in the event Chulu East (6059m). The joint group would travel up
the Marsyangdi valley to Pisang, where the climbing party of 6, led by
Ashley Greenwood, would break off for Chulu, while the trekkers would
continue over the Thorong La and return by the Kali Gandaki to Pokhara.
Accounts of the adventures of 2 climbing groups, by John Hunt and Ashley
Greenwood, are appended.

The group which assembled at Heathrow in the early hours of 20
October consisted of the President and Louise Emlyn Jones, Stuart Beare,
Peter Boydell, Ted and Alison Peck, Alan and Jacqueline Pullinger, Tony
Trower, Phil and Gill Weinberg (to be joined in Kathmandu by Dr Kevin
Doran from Tasmania) as the trekkers, and also the 6 members of the
climbing party. After over 24 hours on the way, and a day's sight-seeing in
Kathmandu, we felt, as dusk fell in the picturesque main street of Patan
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and the last rays of the sun lit up the distant snows of the Langtang Himal,
that it was time to leave the busy, traffic-ridden city, so different from the
memories of those of us who had been there in the 50s.

On 23 October, after a 5-hour bus journey, partly along the Trisuli
River, where we watched rafting parties shooting the rapids, we reached
Dumre, a bare 360m above sea level, on the lower Marsyangdi. We
followed this noisy, impetuous river, which drains the snows of the W sides
of the Himal Chuli and Manaslu massifs and the N side of Annapurna, for
the next 9 or 10 days. At Dumre, we met our Sherpas and the band of
porters who were to be our companions and supporters for the next 20
days. Of the Sherpas, we cannot speak too highly: led by the highly
efficient Pasang Kami-who had been with Chris Bonington on
Annapurna South-they were a most capable team. Pasang, mild
mannered, bespectacled, speaking excellent English, was a splendid
organizer with complete command of the complicated logistics needed to
get his caravan to the right camp-site in good order. These sites were
always well-chosen, varying from dry padi-fields to glades in the forest,
from river-beds to bare yak pastures. Nima Tensing, the cook, was a
master of the culinary art, producing delicacies like yak-liver, as well as
carefully observing such a good hygienic discipline that none of the
trekking party suffered any kind of intestinal trouble. The younger Sherpas
were delightful: Dorji, the assistant cook, bouncing like a rubber ball; the
ever-cheerful Kancha, ready to point the way or burst ahead with a smile;
and we all had a particular affection for the exuberant Ang Tsering, the elf
like clown who would come bounding up the hillside with plates of food on
a tray.

After being greeted at Dumre by Jimmy Roberts, who had come over
from Pokhara, the caravan of 18 Europeans, 15 Sherpas and upwards of 50
porters splashed across a minor stream to wend its way on a hot afternoon
along the rough, jeep-able road traced through the still green rice-fields.
For the first 3 days, we continued gently upwards through the Gurung
villages, with their ochre-stained walls and thatched roofs, some showing
the orderly hand of a retired Gurkha. There were many new sights and
sounds to interest the botanists and bird-watchers among us. Their delight
at discovering new flowers (though they were few at this autumnal season)
or spotting a bird was matched by the intensity of the subsequent disputes
over identification that often went on for days. Noteworthy were the pink
lucullia blossom and two unusual varieties of gentian, Gentianamoena and the
fairy-gentian, as well as Himalayan flowering cherry, for the botanists and,
inter alia, lammergeier, griffon vultures, black-capped sibia. and yellow
bellied flower-peckers for the ornithologists. The topographers had
different cause for dispute: identification of the principal mountains was
helped by authoritative guidance from Emlyn, but the names of villages on
the 2 sketch maps supplied rarely agreed with 'each other or with the 2
trekking guide-books, while 3 rival altimeters with differing readings made
it difficult to plot our slow uphill progress.

On the 4th day we perceived, looming ahead, the deep, narrow cleft
driven by the Marsyangdi through the Himalayan Range between
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Lamjung Himal, the E outlier of the Annapurna massif, and the Manaslu
Himal Chuli range. Indeed, this gorge i so narrow and steep that the
mule-traffic which carries the considerable trade on the Kali Gandaki route
would be impossible here. The next day's march (27 October) wa much
more sensational. The trail, in part hewn out of the living rock, crossed to
the W bank by our first really photogenic suspension bridge. After a steep
climb up through forest past the small villages of Jagat and Chanje
(1370m), camp was made among the rocks on the E bank under another
high, swaying u pen ion bridge. When darkne s fell, the cene, with its
camp fires, might have been the setting for the 3rd act of Bizet's
Cannen-the brigands' den. Conver ation was hardly possible against the
roar of the downward-rushing Mar yangdi. The steep, unrelenting a cent
to Tal was made in the cool of the morning and the most pectacular part of
the gorge could be savoured. Tal (1650m) it elf was a surprise-the name
indicates a lake basin, and here in this vertical scene was a drained lake
with some flat land and a few tiny settlements. The gorge then closed in
again, and we mounted steadily before crossing back to the W bank to the
police check-point at Dharapani (1860m)(the first village of the Manang
area), where the big tributary of the Dudh Khola brings in the snow-melt
from the W face of Manaslu.

The presence of prayer-flags and a small mani wall gave a foretaste of the
Buddhi t country we were about to enter. Bagarchap (2170m)-the 'place
of the butcher' -was, with its flat-roofed houses and a well-appointed gompa
(monastery), our first Buddhist village. It justified its name by giving

ima, the cook, the chance to purcha e yak meat. That evening, we
enjoyed the unset lingering on the W face of Manaslu reconnoitred in 1950
by Tilman's party. We were now heading W into lower Manang, an area
thickly forested with pine, fir and some rhododendron trees, and the ea y
stages up to Chame and the following day, on to Pisang, were heer delight,
with views backward to Mana lu and forward to the steep, glaciated E face
of Annapurna II. We pau ed for lunch at the check-point of Kuparkodo,
opposite the narrow mouth of the steep-sided Nar Khola, leading to the
Phu Kola and on toward the frontier with China/Tibet-now forbidden
territory, though the 1950 party had explored the upper reaches.

Chame (2700m) proved to be part old-style Alpine wooden village,
reminiscent of 18th-century prints of the Alps, part of a developing
administrative headquarter , while over the Marsyangdi were hot springs,
and an old, walled, Buddhist village with a long mani wall, carrying some
50 prayer wheels. The next day, crossing and re-cros ing the Marsyangdi,
we climbed round a steep bluff (where 2 indigenous varieties of gentian
were seen) to a beautiful lunch-spot in a series of little glades-facing across
the river to the stupendous, 1000m high, smooth slabs of the bend below
Pisang-a fantastic geological formation split by a jagged crack. That
evening we camped in a wide clearing near Lower Pisang (approx 3050m)
below the steep ice-falls of the N face of Annapurna 11 and looking across
the valley to the snowy dome of Pisang Peak. On 31 October the climbing
group left us for Chulu, while the trekking party put in some
acclimatization with a walk up to a deserted 'alp' on the S side of the valley,
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under the Annapurna glaciers, redescending to camp a 2nd night at Pisang.
The next day the weather turned to a thin drizzle as we climbed up the

little moraine E of the Manang airstrip-the flats enlivened by the flaming
colours of berberis and tamarisk, as well as by the unexpected appearances
of Tibetan traders whose wares induced some members of the party to
spend their ready cash at this early stage. After visiting the curious village
of Braga and penetrating the darkness of its famous gompa, we soon reached
camp beyond the big village of Manang (3536m) proper, with its narrow
streets, stone-built houses and shops. Our camp faced the N side of the
Annapurna massif, from Annapurna IV in the E, by way of Gangapurna
with its immense ice-fall tumbling into a torquoise-blue lake just across the
river from Manang village, to Glacier Dome and the Roc Noir. The
summit of Annapurna I remained tantalisingly out of sight, but the
following morning (2 November) dawned clear and cold and, as we rose
above Manang, we were rewarded by splendid views of the Grande
Barrihe, the glittering, ice-fluted western extension of Annapurna towards
Tilicho Peak. Our route now trended NW, and for the first time for 10 days
we ceased to hear the roar of the Marsyangdi. This glorious day was spent
in reaching the yak pasture of Chaka-Dunga, with much photography en
route; some grazing yaks (or maybe they were dzos) were spotted on the
hillside above and the bird-watchers were thrilled at the sight of their first
lammergeier, unmistakable with its diamond-shaped tail. Blue sheep
(burral) and ibex were also reported hereabouts.

Shortly after setting off on the morning of 3 November we met, as
expected, the Hunt/Nicol party, who had just traversed the Thorung La
from W to E and were bound for Chulu. This brief day's march brought us
to the broad terrace of Leder, l300m below the Thorung La. The weather
showed signs of closing in and we were glad that the tents were up in good
time and that the porters had some kind of shelter in a ruined stone
building-the Himalayan equivalent of an Alpine 'hospice'. Snow fell
continuously from before dusk until dawn the next morning. Pasang was
up most of the night, either urging the Sherpas to beat the snow off the fly
sheets of the tents, or recovering from far down the hill one of the 2 ponies
we had hired from Manang as back-up transport for the climb to the pass.
The morning of 4 November revealed up to a foot of fresh snow, and
glimpses of blue sky alternated with swirling mist. Emlyn and Pasang
wisely decided that we would do well to wait another 24 hours. The day was
spent in short acclimatizing walks up to 350m or so above the camp.

November 5th dawned bright and clear but bitterly cold for a 6.15 start,
with porridge taken round a fire of scraggy juniper-hauled up from the
last bushes 300m below. Pasang was admirable throughout the day,
tirelessly helping porters and trekkers alike. After the first steep icy scree,
the track emerged into sunshine, but the snow, inevitably softer, made for
slow progress. The track wound into a deep ravine cut into moraine silt by
a stream from the Thorung Tse, the peak to the S of the pass. In the hollow
above this point, most of the party halted in the sun for a snack. I myself
pushed on up towards the elusive pass, outlined against the blue sky. In due
cciurse, a very tattered prayer-flag on a cairn appeared between the ice-
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slopes of the Thorung Tse to the S and the red pillared cliffs of the peak to
the N. Despite the brilliant sunshine, a fierce wind drove fine snow through
the gap, freezing nose and cheeks in a few instants-rather reminiscent of a
winter day on the Cairngorm plateau. It was bliss to run down the frozen
moraine to a sheltered spot and there await the arrival of the rest of the
party. My altimeter on the pass read 5225m, approx 17,400 ft, not far off
the map figures.

We descended steeply to Muktinath (3550m), into a fantastic barren
landscape against a background frieze of marvellous snow peaks,
Dhaulagiri gradually revealing itself to the left. All the party reached camp
before darkness fell at 6 pm-a time of 11-12 hours for the crossing, .which
was not too bad considering the snow conditions. Our t-day's rest at
Muktinath was spent wandering round the temple enclosure. The shrine is
sacred to Hindus and Buddhists alike, centring round the 108 water-spouts
and the holy flame of a natural gas jet. We found no difficulty in observing
the injunction that' Snapping of God and Goddess is Extremely Prohibited',
since the calm beauty of the spot under the wide-spreading chinar trees,
against the background of snow-peaks, was ample reward for us heretic
pilgrims. A short afternoon's walk downhill brought us to Kagbeni, on the
upper Kali Gandaki. On these barren slopes, in the rain-shadow of the
great Himalayan divide, precipitation is negligible, but water led along the
hillside in long leats irrigates the fields below, where, in addition to the
staple buck-wheat, apples, peaches and apricots flourish. The flat-roofed
houses, the juxtaposition of the desert and the irrigated, as well as the
eroded pillars of rock, put me in mind of the dry interior of Asia Minor;
with its vivid autumn colours and intense light. Kagbeni-the 'key to the
river junction' -is an interesting village guarding the entrance to the
forbidden land of Mustang to the N. We penetrated the maze of streets,
passages, steps and courtyards to see from the northern parapet of the
village a caravan of mules coming across the shingle-flats of the Kali
Gandaki, in best Central Asian style. From now onwards, we would follow
the long-established trade route between Nepal and Tibet; once, it brought
salt and wool S, but now iodised salt from India is carried N, and has done
much, as it did in the Alps early this century, to eliminate the disfiguring
goitre.

November 7th found us walking almost on the flat-down through the
deep valley of the upper Kali Gandaki, across the shingle flood-plains of the
wide river-bed, leaping the diminished streams from time to time, and
cutting round steep bluffs. At lunchtime, we reached the big township of
Jomsom (2700m), district administrative centre, headquarters of a brigade
of the Royal Nepalese Army, with an airstrip for twice-daily (sometimes)
flights to Pokhara. Quite a place, we thought, as we lunched on a flat roof
top, comfortably propped up against stacks of maize husks. Everyone had
warned us about the wind which blows up the Kali Gandaki every
afternoon, so it was soon time to be off. The stiff breeze did slow us up for
the next stage-and particularly affected 'Mr Chairs', the sturdy Temung,
who carried the mess table and a top-heavy load of our basket stools-but,
fortunately, the accompanying dust-storm failed to materialize. From
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Jomsom, for that afternoon and much of the next day, the huge bulk of
Dhaulagiri I towered on our right hand. The shapely pyramid seen from a
distance resolved itself into the unrelentingly steep snow of the E ridge,
flanking the tremendously steep E face, first climbed in 1980 by Alex
McIntyre and his Polish companions; further to the left was the even more
formidable corniced SE ridge, broken by a wickedly crooked horn. From
the basin below the E face, there tumbled down the heavily-crevassed
Dhaulagiri ice-fall. That night we slept at the astonishing walled village of
Marpha, huddled in a corner of the valley away from the wind. Sturdy
stone-built houses (all scrupulously white-washed by the town white
washer), with generous stacks of wood on their flat roofs, lined a curving
village street, constantly swept clean under pain of a substantial fine. A
stream ran alongside, providing water from stand-pipes, cheerful shops
sold apples, beer and other commodities, and the spotless look of the village
testified to the industriousness of the Thakalis. Marpha was the centre of a
government-sponsored fruit-growing development scheme and we
marvelled at the deep red apples growing profusely on the trees. Marpha
also held a special surprise for our party: for the only time during the trek
we slept under a roof-at the clean and welcoming 'Om's Home' hotel.
This was the first of many 'hotels', of varying degrees of comfort and
cleanliness, offering Tibetan meals, that we were to pass by during the next
few days-with names as strange as the 'See You Lodge' or 'Hotel
Infinity' .

On 8 ovember our march led along the W bank of the Kali Gandaki,
through the big villages of Tukuche, with white-washed stone-built houses
like Marpha, and Khobang, where the road led through a series of tunnels
under the houses to avoid the wind. At Larjung, below the Dhaulagiri ice
fall, we lunched on a flat roof top, enjoying the delightful singing play of
our host's young family of 4. This was the last fully Buddhist village, and
from there downwards the two religions were mixed, Hinduism, with its
ochre paint-marks, becoming dominant as we descended. Beyond Larjung,
after crossing the outflow of the Dhaulagiri Glacier, we followed the
delightful track up and down bluffs through pinewoods. Here we saw an
unmistakable but depayse cormorant, some 1500m higher than the
maximum altitude allowed it in the bird-books. Eventually, we reached.a
new cable suspension bridge across the narrows of the Kali Gandaki.
From here to Kalopani it was possible to follow either bank: some of us took
the old track on the W bank, past the simple monument to the seven
Americans killed on Dhaulagil'i in 1969; most of us misguidedly crossed the
new bridge to find that the main trail was now invaded by the. mule-trains
which we had so far seen passing picturesquely on the distant shingle-flats.
For all their proud, red, yak-tail plumes, their jingling bells and the fine
carpet-.work of their harness, we soon found these strings of load-carrying
mules an intolerable nuisance, jostling the foot-traveller and reducing the
track to a jumble of stones, dust and mud.

We were now turning the corner of the Kali Gandaki and entering the
deepest gorge in the world, its base a mere 1000m above sea level, between
the two 8000m giants of Annapurna to the E and Dhaulagiri to the W. The
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forest cover increased with the rainfall, and we. were to forsake the clear
skies of the dry country for damp and mist. That evening, we dropped
500m to Choya, below Kalopani, and camped on the flat meadow where
Maurice Herzog, turning back from Dhaulagiri in 1950, had camped
before his historic march over the high ridges into the upper Miristi Khola
and so to the secret basin north of Annapurna I, but W of the Grande
Barriere. From Choya onwards, we were on the main trekking trail and,
according to our (tight) schedule, we had 4 days walking in which to reach
Pokhara. We found the descent of the Kali Gandaki wearisome, while the
gorge itself had only one precipitous passage that could stand comparison
with the deep clefts of the Marsyangdi. Down, down we went, under
lowering cloud, to Tatopani, at 1040m, the last police check-point,
renowned for its hot springs.

November 10th was a testing day. We had to leave the Kali Gandaki and
climb 1700m to the pass at Ghorapani (2770m)-from poinsettias and
bananas to rhododendron forest and frost. There had been rain on the way,
the porters were delayed and we were glad to huddle over the open fire in
the local pub until camp was ready. Ghorapani is the goal of short-term
trekkers out of Pokhara, offering a fine view of Dhaulagiri and Annapurna
South. We awoke on 11 November to a frosty dawn and, from our tents,
we were able to enjoy the superb distant views of these wonderful peaks.
We did not ascend to Poon Hill, for we had 2000m to descend and another
500m to climb that day. At first, the descent through the early morning
rhododendron forest, clad in mossy swathes reminiscent of the Ruwenzori,
was pleasant enough, and as we emerged from the trees we were greeted by
an unusual view of Machapuchare, the Fish-tail peak. After Ullere, with its
flowering cherry trees, the steep, rough staircase led 500m down to where
we could see our lunch tantalisingly set out on a terrace below us at
Tirkhedunga. It was quite a while before we reached it. From
Tirkhedunga, the way led gently downwards to the busy little town of
Birethanti, on the Modi Khola, but our pleasure was modified when
Pasang pointed out to us the prominent school building of-. Chandrakot,
500m above, where, he emphasized, we were to camp that night. This last
hot ascent brought some grumbles, but we were rewarded by a superb
dawn view of Annapurna South and Machapuchare.

The last day of our trek began pleasantly enough, with a stroll through
populous villages to emerge at the head of the valley leading down to
Pokhara. Dropping down to the big village of N audanda, we had a splendid
last-day lunch-site on the top of a hill looking over to the whole Annapurna
massif, partially shrouded in its midday cloud. As for the afternoon, it is
better not to dwell on what was a depressing anti-climax-the march
through dry, shadeless padi-fields, the leafy garden-suburb of Hyengja and
under the quarries on the outskirts of Pokhara, where we were met by a
ramshackle bus, which delivered us, after an adventurous journey through
the streets of the city, to the calm of the Chinese-style New Crystal Hotel.

The following day dark clouds obscured the mountains and it was
evident that snow was falling to below 3000m. We visited]immy Roberts's
phea;ant farm to admire his numerous silver and gold birds, as well as the
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rare Himalayan Monal, with its fine crest, and the superb Satyr Tragopan,
with its deep red ornamented breast. In the evening, Jimmy Roberts
organized a sophisticated and polished performance by Gurung dancers.
This was the occasion to thank and say goodbye to our faithful Sherpas,
who, under Pasang's leadership, behaved superbly throughout. All might
be thought to be over, save for the dramatic coup de theatre on the morning of
13 November: the clouds van'ished and the whole Annapurna massif stood
out in the dazzling splendour of new snow, with Machapuchare to the fore.
A memorable close to a memorable trek, before we all went our separate
ways to Kathmandu, Agra, Biratnagar, South India and London.

Given that all the older members survived with no ill effects, and that
any minor maladies were remedied by the expedition doctor, Kevin'Doran,
the Club should give serious consideration to repeating this trek, or a
variant thereof, in future years.

2. THE CLIMBING PARTY. CHULU EAST AND AFTER.
Ashley Greenwood

The climbing party, conslstmg of George and Chris Rhodes, Jane
Gamble, Michael Low, my wife Rosemary and I, parted from the trekking
party early on 31 October, and they generously got up at 7.0 am on their
rest day to see us off. It was cloudy and too warm as we walked to the
Mountain Travel depot at Manang airstrip, where we were joined by 2 new
Sherpas plus an incredible amount of climbing gear. We now had 7
Sherpas with Pemba Norbu as Sirdar.

From the airstrip we took a valley leading N to the Chulu peaks,
accompanied by an unwilling sheep purchased at Chame and soon to be
slaughtered. A gentle ascent brought us to a pleasant glade among pine
trees and juniper by a river and close to Chulu village. Here at 3500m we
had an extended lunch while Pemba and some porters went to dump loads
further up the main track. They did not rejoin us till evening and our lunch
place turned into our camp. It was a pity that we could not have pressed on
to another equally good camp site 250m higher, but this turned out to be
our lunch spot next day, after which we were faced with a very steep climb
of 1000m on a narrow path through prickly bushes, followed by a steep
traverse on scree and mud, in which the Sherpas scraped steps for the
porters. This brought us to a pass at 4710m, and a descent of a few hundred
feet and a short climb led to a grassy moraine where base camp was
established at 4600m. There we sat around a yak dung fire waiting 1t hr for
the porters to arrive very tired with the tents and wood. It had geen cloudy
and snowing lightly all day without the snow lying, but now it turned very
cold and cleared up, revealing superb views across the valley of Annapurna
II and IV and Lamjung HimaJ. The mercury disappeared from my
thermometer as it sank below 14°F. Most of us had headaches that night.

We had a day of rest at base camp and by evening everyone was feeling
better and the weather still looked promising. It was a disappointment
therefore when the next morning it began to snow soon after breakfast. The
porters soon left for advanced base camp and we climbers followed them
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afte~ an early lunch. It continued to snow hard and some of the porters
dropped their loads. However nearly everything reached advanced base at
5270m, by dint of some noble work by the Sherpas and Chris and George.
The last 200m were through deepish snow and it continued to snow hard
for the rest of the day and all night. By morning there was some 2 ft of new
snow around us, and though it had stopped snowing we were still in thick
cloud. This was the day fixed for our summit bid-another 900m-but
there was no question of attempting it. Our wood had been used up and no
primuses had been brought. There was no possibility of the porters coming
up again in the near future. We clearly had to return to base camp, and as
the same tents and cooking gear had served for both camps these had to be
carried down by the Sherpas, and we climbers carried all our personal gear.
We got back to base at about 11.0 am and now had to resign ourselves to
quitting the mountain.

Next morning dawned fine. The Sherpas had done wonders to the track
and even fixed a rope in one place, so that all the porters were able to cross
the pass and descend in safety, though not without difficulty. At our
previous lunch place we met the Hunt party to whom we transferred our
climbing gear and the two climbing Sherpas. I also handed over to John
Hunt the President's A.C. tie, which he-had given me. This was duly
photographed on the summit. We then regained the main track, spent the
night at Braga, and continued on the same route as described by the
trekking party.

The weather remained fine for 4 days. We were all in fighting form and
stormed over the Thorung La thoroughly acclimatized. The two Rhodes
even went ahead from Leder, ascending the pass in 2 hr 5 min, to climb up
to a high viewpoint near the pass, taking a tent and stove and a Sherpa and
porters to enable them to spend a night on the pass if necessary. Rosemary
and I remained on the pass watching them for nearly 3 hours.
Unfortunately their watch stopped and, being uncertain of the time, they
turned back rather earlier than they need have done, some 500-600m above
the pass, and with a 2nd remarkable spurt, rejoined the rest of us at
Muktinath before dark. Had they known the time they could probably have
attained their objective.

As we now had 2 days in hand we diverged from the Kali Gandaki after
Marpha to visit the Dhaulagiri ice-fall. We camped in a lovely glade in the
woods near a little lake at 2700m and next day we walked up to a point near
the foot of the E ice-fall at about 4000m, the last part in rather wet snow.
But here again the weather thwarted us, as thick clouds drifted across and
prevented us seeing the ice-fall. The weather continued rather unsettled for
the next few days, and between Dana and Chitre we struck heavy rain
which turned into hail and snow as we got higher. We all got miserably wet
and cold, and for the only time tents were not pitched that night and we all
slept in a lodge at Chitre. Next day and for the next week till we left Nepal
it was cloudless, clear and windless. From Ghorapani we climbed Pun Hill
(3193m)-our only peak! Our last camp was at Khare, where we had a
sing-song with the Sherpas and porters and exhausted the local supply of
rakshi. On our final day the climbers took a high level route to Pokhara
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along ridges and over 2 splendid grassy viewpoints-the second called
Sarangkot-which gave us the finest views on the whole trip, and in the
opinion of some, the most glorious walk of their life.

Through bad weather at the wrong moments, and through some flaws in
the planning, we had failed to accomplish what we set out to do.
Nevertheless we had found it a fascinating, varied and worthwhile journey,
and of the organization of all but the climb, and of the performance of the
Sherpas we cannot speak too highly.

3. HAMISH NICOL'S GROUP John Hunt

While the 2 groups organized by the Alpine Club were trekking round
the Annapurna massif from Dumre to Pokhara, a 3rd party undertook the
less popular journey in the opposite direction, from Pokhara to Dumre.
The necessary co-ordination of these and other groups under the auspices of
Mountain Travel was complex; our own programme had been arranged so
as not to coincide with the climbing time-table of one of the Alpine Club
groups, which intended to climb Chulu East Peak (6059m); and also to
enable our porters to take over warm clothing and footgear from yet
another (French) party at Muktinath, before we crossed the Thorung La.

We were a group of 8 friends, 5 of whom are members of the AC;
Hamish and Mary Nicol, Michael and Sally Westmacott, my wife Joy and
myself had long planned to return to Nepal, after our successful trek from
Darjiling to Khumbu in 1978, to mark the 25th anniversary of the first
ascent of Everest; Alan and J anet Wedgwood also joined our party. Our
decision to make the circuit in a clockwise direction was made, in part,
because it would give us a longer period to get fit and better opportunities
to acclimatize before beginning the climbing programme. In effect, the
time-table arranged by Jimmy Roberts was such that, by the time we
reached the hamlet of Chulu in the Marsyangdi Khola, we had been
travelling for 3 weeks and had made a number of ascents and descents
admirably suitable for acclimatization: over the Ghorapani Pass and up to
Pun Hill (3193m) involving a rise of 1200m and a descent of 2500m; a visit
to the SE Dhaulagiri Glacier, up and down 1750m in one day; the crossing
of Thorung La (5476m) on 31 October, which again involved 1200m ascent
and descent.

We were most fortunate with the weather on each of these memorable
occasions, despite the fact that a good deal of rain and (above 4000m) snow
fell during this period. Our luck again held good when, following heavy
snowfall while camping above Manang, the skies cleared and provided us
with an almost perfect spell of weather for 4 of the 7 days all;cated to our
climbing programme. This was a piece of good fortune which the AC
climbing group did not, unfortunately, enjoy; we learned of their failure to
climb Chulu when our parties crossed above Chulu village on 6 November.
When we reached the base camp, the site was still covered with several
inches of fresh snow.

By this time, our group was in excellent shape: we found no difficulty in
making the steep climb of l300m to base, and no exceptional discomfort
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during the following days at a higher altitude. With 7 days available for the
climbing programme, however we decided to pend our first day
reconnoitring above base. Hami h and a Sherpa, Hakpa, climbed a notable
rocky eminence on a snow ridge to the W of the camp: Mike and SaIJy went
up to the col between Chulu Central and Chulu East; Joy and I, with the
Wedgwood and herpa Sonam, climbed another rocky tor some 500m
above base, to the E. From these vantage points, we enjoyed superb views
of the Annapurna ma sif and Lamjung Himal: away to the E were
Manashe, Peak 29 and Himalchuli. The Westmacotts were able to confirm
our doubts about the prospect of climbing Chulu Central without an
additional high camp, for which we were inadequately equipped.

The weather held good on 7 November when we moved to a high camp
beneath Chulu col. On 8 November, another perfect day folJowing an
intensely cold night, our climbing party of 7, with our Sirdar Tenzing
Gyalzho and Sherpas Hakpa and Sonam, reached the summit of Chulu
East Peak (6059m) in 4 hours from the camp. All 10 of us crowded together
on its exiguous snow dome, where I had the pleasure of holding aloft an
Alpine Club tie provided by the President, Emlyn Jones, before burying it
in the snow in a plastic envelope, with our names to record the event.

We were just in time. Next morning, Our camp and the surrounding
peaks were enveloped in cloud and visibility was poor. This precluded the
tentative plans to make a further reconnaissance towards the E ridge of
Chulu Central. With 2 days to spare, we paid a fleeting visit to the site of a
base camp from which Pisang (6091 m), an attractive neighbouring peak, is
climbed. There would, in fact, havejust been time to climb this as well; but
I fan y that most of u were content enough to achieve one nice 6000m
peak. Certainly, this was the case with the two geriatric members of the
party, whose combined ages amount to 140 years!

73 The summit of Chtdu E (Photo: A. Wedgwood)
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