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Salcantay: South West Face
Pete Leeming
Plates 10-13

The Quechua Indians of the Peruvian Andes believe in Apus. An Apu is an
Earth spirit, and the Apu of Salcantay is the most powerful in the Cordillera
Vilcabamba. Legend has it that, if anyone dares to climb on Salcantay, the Apu
will be angry and will make the weather turn bad for days ...

At 6217 metres, Salcantay, 'Mother of the Snows', is the highest peak in the
Vilcabamba. The whole of the Vilcabamba is shrouded in mystery and intrigue:
the deep valleys and high passes have been the scenes of many ferocious battles
between the Incas and the Spaniards. Thirty miles to the north of Salcantay, on
a saddle high above a bend in the Urubamba river, lies the Inca citadel of
Machu Picchu.

Hiram Bingham, who 'discovered' Machu Picchu in 1911, was the first
explorer to document the existence of Salcantay. In 1946, the Swiss geologist
Arnold Heim said of the peak: 'all the other mountains grow pale in front of the
brightness of Salcantay'. The first attempt to climb the mountain was made by
Piero Ghiglione in 1950. He reached 5600m on the SE face. In 1952, the Swiss
pair of Marx and Bwenniman climbed the E ridge to the summit plateau but did
not reach the true summit which lies about 1Y2km to the west. On 5 August
1952, George Bell and Bernard Pierre's French-American expedition reached
the summit via the NE face. During the intervening years, various routes on the
north, east and south sides of the mountain have been climbed. The Japanese
route on the S ridge is a particularly challenging line; the first ascent took 25
days. Fritz Kasparek, of Eigerwand fame, and his partner were killed in 1954
when a cornice collapsed during an attempt on the SE face. Until 1986, there
have been about 16 ascents of the mountain.

Salcantay first came to my attention in 1984. I had climbed in the Cordillera
Huayhuash for one month, before flying to Cuzco to visit the Inca ruins. From
the aeroplane, Salcantay appeared to be very close. I was captivated by its
brightness and the seeming inaccessibility of its summit, the snow slopes
dropping away steeply on all sides. Cesar Morales Arnao told me that the W
face was virgin, though it had been tried by German and Yugoslav teams. Both
attempts failed low down, and some climbers declared the need for fixed ropes.

In November 1985, Mark Lowe and myself were planning an expedition for
the following summer. We considered the Hindu Kush and the Karakoram,
but we were irresistibly drawn back to Salcantay. A letter from Morales in
January 1986 confirmed that the face was still uncliinbed. Mark and I carried
out an exhaustive literature search. We could find no record of an ascent of this
face, nor any record of a British ascent of the mountain. Some literature
referred to the face as the S face. (In fact, the face is very wide and convex, and
is really the SW face.) It also became apparent that, after Simpson and Yates's
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epic ascent of the W face of Suila Grande in the Huayhuash, the SW face of
Salcantay was one of the biggest unclimbed faces in the Peruvian Andes.

On 19 July Mark and I flew from Heathrow to Lima, and then on to Cuzco.
We were disappointed to see that Salcantay was enveloped in cloud. The
weather was obviously very bad. In Cuzco we met the rest of the team: Duncan
Francis, Paul Harris and Keith Milne. Cuzco is a marvellous base for an
expedition. It is sufficiently high to start acclimatizing; it has the most amazing
market near the San Pedro station; and it is steeped in Inca and Colonial
culture: the museums, cathedrals and ruins are an absolute 'must'. We were
befriended by the Cuzco 'in-crowd': the staff of Expediciones Mayuc and
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10 An avalanche thunders down the SW' face ofSalcall/ay. The route follows the rock-spur immediately L of
the avalanche cloud to the hanging glacier ill the amphitheatre alld then climbs the ice-slopes (R).
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Andean Adventures, who took us drinking and showed us photographs of the
face. A couple of the lads told us of an impossible ravine below the face. We
were not really impressed by this, especially when, a couple of weeks later, one
of the mules did a runner, and was headed off by a couple of our mule-skinners
who crossed the ravine in their tyre-sole open sandals! In Cuzco we made a
couple of radio calls to Mollepata to arrange the mules. The staff of Mayuc also
introduced us to Washington Delgado, who was to act as our Base Camp guard.

On 25 July we took a minibus to Mollepata to begin our two-day walk to Base
Camp. Washington and the rest of the Delgado family did all the hard work in
loading and driving the mules. Don Victor Delgado, the head of the family, was
a sprightly 80-year old who impressed me with his warmth and serenity. We
quickly developed a good relationship with the Delgados, based on mutual
interest and respect. The journey was uneventful and leisurely, and we passed
through spectacular scenery. My first view of Salcantay's neighbour Human
tay, with two Andean Condors circling high above us, drove home to me that I
was at last back in the mountains after all the months of organization in
England.

From Pampa Soray we had our first view of the SW face: it really did look
very big and very steep. It dominated our view during the second day of the
walk-in. Late in the afternoon we arrived at a suitable site for Base Camp
Incachiriasca. It was bitterly cold, and flurries of snow fell as we pitched the
tents. Later on, we learnt that the name Incachiriasca is Quechua for 'the place
where the Inca froze his butt'.

The next morning was fine, with clear blue skies and warm sunshine. We had
a view to end all views of a mountain, probably the most impressive face any of
us had ever seen. Towering vertical granite faces and huge snow-covered
buttresses led up to the vast hanging glacier at half-height. Walls of seracs
stretched for over a kilometre, guarding access to the upper half of the face and
threatening the lower faces with avalanches. Above the hanging glacier was a
gigantic amphitheatre of precipitously fluted icy walls interspersed with hang
ing seracs, huge unbalanced cornices and menacing snow mushrooms. All in
all, it was a vastly complex face about 1800 metres high.

The next day we all climbed to 5000 metres on a rocky ridge opposite
Salcantay to inspect the face with binoculars. There were no obvious lines, but
we considered two possibilities: a ridge on the left edge of the face, and the
right-hand spur leading up to the right-hand edge of the seracs.

Over the next two days, Duncan, Mark and I walked round to the NE side of
the mountain via the Palcay pass to investigate the ~E face and E ridge as a
possible means of descent. The NE face was heavily crevassed and would have
caused route-finding problems, so the long E ridge seemed to be the best bet for
descent. There was no sign of the Peruvian expedition on this side-we
discovered later that they suffered heavy snowfall and were avalanched quite
low down. Keith and Paul had in the meantime walked toward the Salcantay
pass and reported that the line on the left-hand side of the face looked very
difficult and dangerous.

Back in Base Camp we discussed our options. The weather was excellent, and
we felt we should start on the face. However, after my experiences two years
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previously, I wanted to climb to 5500 metres to test my acclimatization before
committing myself to the face.

Whilst we were sorting gear from a training climb, a huge serac detached
itself from the top of the S ridge and caused an enormous powder-snow
avalanche to funnel down the large couloir just to the right of our proposed line.
As we stood and gaped, the snow billowed up over the moraine and descended
on to Base Camp in a short-lived but alarming blizzard.

For me, the 'training climb' was a fiasco. After six hours of exhausting
'climbing' through thigh-deep powder snow, we reached 5200 metres on the
continuation of the W ridge of Salcantay. (The W ridge will certainly be a route
for the future: it is long, steep, mixed, and there is no escape.) I hate this type
of climbing, and while the others patiently took turns at breaking trail, I ranted
and raved about how dangerous everything was and how I wouldn't go on
Salcantay if it was anything like this. I seriously questioned my commitment
during this stress. In mid-afternoon we abseiled from the ridge to the glacier,
and then floundered back to the bivouac site, reaching Base Camp in the
gathering darkness.

We decided to rest for two days before making an attempt. No one spoke
very much about the face, although, many times each day, we stopped what we
were doing to gaze up at it, lost in our own thoughts. None of us had committed
himself to anything so big before.

We left Base Camp at 6am on 4 August. Washington came with us to the edge
of the moraine. He had a disbelieving look on his face when we told him we
would be back in four days. He had been with the Japanese and Spanish
expeditions who had taken much longer on their climbs. At the bottom of the
initial snow-slope, we geared up and set off at intervals to the base of the first
rocky spur. Just as Duncan and I reached this, 20 minutes later, an avalanche of
ice-blocks thundered down the couloir to our right. The sight of Mark, Paul
and Keith dancing this way and that, fending off ice-blocks, would have been
amusing had it not been so serious. After checking that no one was hurt, I
continued soloing up the spur with Duncan. The climbing was straightforward,
though the snow was quite deep. I felt very calm and detached-even the
avalanche did not seem to be my problem. I guess I was too caught up in the
route-finding.

We worked leftwards over awkward snowed-up rock to gain a shallow
couloir. A few moves over thin ice on rock took us to a point where the couloir
closed underneath a featureless slabby buttress. The climb up this would have
been possible, but time-consuming and difficult to protect, so we abseiled back
down for one pitch, and joined the other three floundering up deep snow
further right on the spur. After gaining a little more height, the route was
blocked by the same buttress. After roping up, Keith led an awkward and
poorly protected chimney. I found it even more awkward, guiding Keith's sack

~. up as he hauled. The chimney brought us to a snow-slope below a steep groove
which Mark led in good style. We rated this about Grade V.

In my experience in the Andes, the climbing is invariably steeper than
expected. The initial spur which we were climbing was not so very steep
overall, but the rocky steps on it were much steeper and slowed down our
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progress. Mark led Duncan and me up two more long pitches on rock covered
in deep snow. Clearing this snow in order to find holds and protection was
laborious and time-consuming. Paul and Keith, climbing as a pair, followed us.

The next section was much easier: two pitches of easy snow, which we
climbed together. As this snow-field narrowed, Duncan belayed, and I led two
excellent pitches on steep ice and rock. We gained height more quickly and the
hanging seracs came into view. I shouted down that we should reach them by
nightfall. As it turned out, we did-but it was 24 hours later! Three more
pitches up steep, soft snow took us to an icy ridge. I belayed in a horizontal
shelf in the ice, and, by the time Duncan and Mark had joined me, it was nearly
dark. We were really lucky: the shelf, with a bit of digging, would make a good,
if alarming, bivouac. Paul and Keith found a similar shelf 10 metres lower.

In the morning the weather was excellent, though it was very cold getting
started. I broke trail up the ice-crest for two pitches. The climbing was easy but
precarious, with big holes and cornices on both sides of the crest. We were
stopped by the steep mixed buttress below the seracs, which we had seen from
Base Camp and had expected to cause problems. As I belayed on the top snow
mushroom I felt very impatient. The seracs loomed large above us, and,
although the largest was to our left, we were not in a safe place. The previous
day, it had been a case of 'out of sight, out of mind': that was illogical, but it
had stopped me from worrying.

The next pitch looked difficult. Two high placements and an athletic jump
enabled me to surmount a small ice-bulge. I then followed a narrow snow-ramp
below a clean sweep of rock, where I arranged two runners. The ramp took me
to the bottom of a vertical IO-metre crack. I nervously scraped away some snow
at the back of the crack to find another runner-not sufficient for a belay, so I
had to carry on. I was on the extreme right-hand edge of the spur, with a huge
drop into the main ice-couloir which carried most of the previous avalanches. It
was deathly still now. As I made my first tentative moves up the crack, my
gloves fell out of my jacket and spiralled crazily into the depths of the couloir. I
was annoyed at my carelessness. I came down, hung my sack on the last runner,
and set off with more determination. I seemed to be taking ages, so I resorted to
aid climbing: clear snow, slot in a wire, clip in, rest, reach up, continue. As I
gained height, I could see some good jugs above. A few delicate moves off the
aid enabled me to reach these, so that I could pull strenuously out of the crack
on to a sloping ledge. As I knocked in a peg to belay, I did not know that I
would stand here for the next two hours. The route ahead looked feasible, and
this cheered the others who were obviously cold. I was slightly annoyed at
Mark: he hadn't filmed any of my aid pitch, claiming he was too cold!

Duncan and Mark followed fairly quickly, and Mark led through. The next
pitch was the most enjoyable on the face-a diagonal line across the mixed
buttress on excellent ice and good rock. Meanwhile" Keith, leading with his
sack still on, was trying to free the aid pitch! Mark belayed in the sun and, as we
warmed up, our spirits rose. I led through on a similar pitch, never very easy,
but with good solid placements and protection. We then 'swam' up another
pitch of very steep powdery snow to the ice-ridge just below the seracs. We
climbed this in three exhausting pitches, gradually drawing level with the
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seracs. I was alarmed by their appearance. The big cne on our left resembled a
100 metre high horn with huge cracks criss-crossing its base.

Without warning, the soft snow changed to glass-hard ice. Duncan and I
belayed to ice-screws as Mark led the next section. His crampons, now blunted
from two days of mixed climbing, skated on the hard surface, and axe
placements required energy as the ice only occasionally yielded. Our progress
slowed, and, as the sun dipped below the S ridge, it became very cold. Mark
then led seven metres of near-vertical ice, which necessitated another round of
sack-hauling.

The scenery was impressive: we were confronted on all sides by vertical and
overhanging glacial ice. I assumed that Mark would take a direct line straight
up to the top of the seracs, but instead he traversed right for 20 metres, to the
corner of the serac-wall overhanging the top of the main couloir, and then
climbed out of sight. Duncan and I hung from the single ice-screw and
shivered. Paul and Keith were at work two or three pitches below us. After
what seemed like ages, a shout drifted down from above and my rope went
tight. I followed Mark's traverse and was appalled by what I found-lO metres
of loose ice-blocks resting on top of each.other. As I climbed precariously up
these, I became very frightened. Mark and Duncan were out of sight, and I felt
that one careless move would send all the blocks down the couloir. The rope
then disappeared to the left and I was forced to swing blindly around an icy
bulge, flicking my Chacal hammer in hope, and leaning out, half falling into a
more secure position. As I traversed towards Mark, I cursed his route-finding.
By now it was nearly dark and bitterly cold. We brought Duncan up, and while
he lowered a rope for Keith and Paul, Mark and I climbed a little higher, to a
large flat area at the bottom of the hanging glacier halfway up the face.
Thankfully we were at last above the seracs. Paul and Keith climbed the ice
directly (the way I expected Mark to go), saying that it overhung for most of the
way. Wrong again, Leeming! We spent a cold but comfortable night on the
level snow. In the morning we noticed a dramatic change in the weather. The
sky was overcast and large cumulus clouds were rolling in. None of us really
considered retreat from here, so Duncan led us all up the 45° glacier. We could
now see the summit high above us, but with a lot of difficult climbing in
between. Trudging up the snow-slope was desperately tiring. I was feeling very
lethargic-probably a combination of fatigue and dehydration.

Towards the top of this section we stopped to consider the way ahead. A
direct line up the summit couloir seemed the obvious choice, but a huge volley
of rocks and ice had us running for cover and changing our minds. We opted
for a narrow ice-couloir resembling a chute on the right of the amphitheatre.
This was just to the left of a wider brown couloir where we had seen a few
avalanches. The two couloirs were separated by a crenellated snow-ridge.

I led across the snow-field towards the chute and belayed by a bergschrund.
The next pitch was extremely awkward, forcing me to leave my sack behind. I
was trying to force an entrance into the chute by climbing a bulging ice-wall
with masses of soft snow stuck to it. After many contortions and curses, I
managed to 'boulder-out' the wall and emerge snow-covered in the chute. I
hung exhausted on my axes, my whole body lying on the steep cold ice of the
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chute. After controlling my breathing, I climbed a further 15 metres to belay.
Duncan followed, pushing my sack in front of him as I was too exhausted to
haul it myself. This was the only time Duncan lost his composure on the whole
climb.

Looking up the chute, we could not see its top, and saw only weird snow
formations on either side, preventing any escape and pointing steeply up
towards the ever-darkeni~g sky. Route-finding was no problem, apart from
minor deviations to the left to fmd the best ice. I felt incredibly tired, and
although the angle was only about 600

, I found the next lead very difficult and
intimidating. It was the sort of ice that one would solo in Britain without
thinking about it. My excuse for handing the lead to Mark was that we were at
nearly 6000 metres, with a heavy sack and on our third day out. We soon
developed a rhythm, with Mark leading, and Duncan and myself following at
the same time, five metres apart. It was now snowing, and we kept to the left of
the couloir to avoid the spindrift avalanches that frequently fell. After seven
pitches, the climbing became steeper, and then the largest fall of spindrift hit
us. We hunched up to avoid the snow entering our clothes, and waited. Just
when we thought we would be swept away the avalanche stopped, as suddenly
as it had started. We were concerned about Keith and Paul who were two
pitches below us. They had to contend with the chunks of ice that we
dislodged, in addition to the falls of spindrift. As we climbed higher, we heard
larger avalanches spewing down the brown couloir a few metres to our right.
We got the impression that there must be vast snow-fields above us which
funnelled the snow into the chute, so we continued in the knowledge that the
chute could not last forever. I was so tired that I could not climb more than a
few metres without resting for a couple of minutes. I felt guilty about not
pulling my weight, so I led one more shaky and nerve-racking pitch before
Mark took over again.

It seemed to get dark very quickly. There was no possibility of a bivouac, and
no end was in sight to the chute. We began to wonder if we would actually be
able to climb out of the chute at its top, or whether the route would be blocked
by seracs. Mark moved into a leftward slanting gully and climbed a pitch of
loose rock and ice (of about grade IV). He then made a difficult traverse left
into another. couloir and belayed a little higher. As Duncan followed I got out
my head-torch, all the time hanging from a single ice-screw. It was bitterly
cold. I began to think that we were gradually losing control of our situation, and
I remembered the old joke about the squaddie who, when under fire at Goose
Green, said, 'For God's sake, beam us up Scottie'. From above there was a
shout and a curse: Duncan had fallen through an unstable snow-rib. Mark's
vigilant belaying checked him before he fell any distance, and he recovered
quickly. I had never climbed a pitch of such difficulty by head-torch. It was
hard. As I made the awkward moves left to reach the snow-rib, I fell through at
exactly the same point as Duncan. Mark said nothing. When I reached him I
looked at his belay-an ice-stake wedged sideways into a hole!

Mark led off again into the blackness. By this time Duncan and I were almost
hypothermic. As I took off my helmet to put on an extra balaclava, a brick-sized
chunk of ice hit me square on the top of my head. I reeled and literally saw stars
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for a couple of minutes. Mark was taking forever. We yelled upwards and were
eventually answered by a faint cry of 'I'm changing my head-torch battery'. I
followed gladly as my rope went tight. A chance to get warm. The initial ice
slope was straightforward, but was followed by an awkward five-metre vertical
chimney between two ice-blocks. As I hauled myself on to the taller one, I
raised my head to be confronted by a vertical ice-arete soaring away above me. I
despaired. I doubted my strength and the belay. The ice varied between glass
and frozen candy floss, and very quickly my arms got 'pumped'. I could not get
a good placement with my left hand, and my right foothold broke away. A
desperate lunge just before I parted company brought me on to off-vertical ice
where I could rest. How Mark led this pitch with virtually no protection and
managed to fix his head-torch in the dark is still beyond my comprehension.

I led past Mark's ice-bollard belay up a leaning ice-slope towards a ghostly
serac. After 40 metres a small level ledge appeared in front of my unbelieving
eyes: a true 'Thank-God' ledge. I couldn't have cared less if the serac fell during
the night, at least we would have a decent bivouac. It was past midnight when
we were in our sleeping bags and brewing up. It had already been dark for six
hours. We were all exhausted and shakert- by the last two pitches. We hadn't
seen Paul and Keith since about 3pm. Mark's altimeter read just over 6000
metres.

We woke at about 6am to an unforgettable panorama. I felt that I was in a
very high place looking down on the world. There was a lot of low cloud far
below us in the valleys and some high grey cloud above us. As the sun rose, it
cast a magical shadow of Salcantay on to the clouds beyond Humantay. We
were still concerned by the weather and considered waiting for Paul and Keith,
to see how the weather would develop. However, as we got organized, the sky

.cleared to promise a good day. Duncan was away first, breaking trail up the
summit snow-slopes. It was extremely cold. Mark sat around listlessly, whilst I
belayed. Neither of us could feel our feet. We climbed on and on towards the
boundary of snow and sky, across the occasional crevasse. Above us, a wind
screamed across the top of the mountain, blowing billions of ice particles with
it. Initially, we headed for a shaft of sunlight on our right, but finding our way
blocked by a larger crevasse, and not wanting to end up on the S ridge, we
climbed leftwards: Duncan leading, me second, Mark following, by his own
admission, liKe a zombie.

I now realized that we had climbed the face and that we would reach the
summit of Salcantay. Duncan sensed this too, but he let me lead through. In
my exhausted state, I managed only 14 steps before Duncan had to take over.
Eventually the angle of the slope eased, and we unroped. After a few more
metres, I came across Duncan panting heavily, lying on a narrow, horizontal
snow-ridge. The mountain fell away steeply on all sides down to the cotton
wool clouds far below. It was 1O.30am, 7 August.

We spent an hour taking photographs and warming ourselves in the sun. It
was a glorious day and we could see for hundreds of miles in every direction.
Mark changed his socks and warmed his feet. I didn't bother: I knew that one
of my toes was already frostnipped. An Aero Peru DC-8 on the Lima to Cuzco
route flew past, quite close to us: I wondered what the passengers thought as
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they saw three dots on the top of that very bright, inaccessible mountain.
The true summit of Salcantay was 1Yzkm to the west, about 30m higher. We

all looked across at it. I remembered Georges Bettembourg once saying, 'You
can if you want, so why bother?' So we didn't bother. To reach the highest
point and return would have taken an extra day of tricky climbing. There was
no sign of Paul and Keith, so we reluctantly left the E summit and began our
descent down the E ridge. I knew that this would be a long descent, but within
half an hour of starting it, I was sitting down to rest every lOOm. Duncan forged
ahead, breaking a trail through the sticky deep snow. He was soon far ahead,
and occasionally he was lost in the light mist that sometimes blew across the
ridge. Mark followed us, as he was filming. The route-finding was easy, and
although it was tiring we seemed to lose height quite quickly.

At about 2pm we reached a col above what appeared to be a more difficult
section of the ridge. I was grateful for the drink that Mark and Duncan
prepared, as I lay exhausted in the sun. 500m below us we could see another col
and the E ridge continuing below it. We knew of a couloir which avoided this
difficult section to reach the next col, and, although Mark thought he had
found the top of it, we decided to descend the steep face below us. I wasn't
entirely lucid at this point and was content to follow the others. The face was
steep enough to warrant four abseils, the first one from a huge icicle. We then
traversed unroped across hard icy slopes covered by loose snow, beneath an
unstable rock-face. I found this section very tedious-the sort of dangerous
place where accidents happen if your concentration fails. To remind us of this,
a wheelbarrow-sized rock missed Mark by only a few metres. After a few more
difficult, diagonal abseils, for which anchors were scarce, we reached the col in
the gathering darkness. I was too tired to eat and had no appetite anyway. Mark
and Duncan tucked into Cheese Florentine, or was I hallucinating? After our
last cold bivouac, we awoke to a brilliant sunny morning. We could see all the
remaining 700m of the ridge, and we realized that it would not present any
serious problems. We allowed ourselves a lie-in, until the sun had warmed us
sufficiently to get moving. There was a marvellous view of Nevado Veronica,
30km away across the Urubamba valley.

As we left the bivouac site, we saw the tiny figures of Keith and Paul
beginning their abseils, 500m above us. Relief-we knew that they had reached
the summit safely. After trudging down through very deep snow, and making a
couple of very unorthodox glissades, we reached the edge of the glacier at noon.
It was unbearably hot, so we all stripped out of the clothes of the last five days.
Needless to say, Mark filmed it all.

A short rest, and then down to the Palcay Pass and our food dump for a brew.
Over the col and down into the upper Cusichaca valley. Hide the sacks-too
heavy to carry back. Slow trudge up to the Incachiriasca Pass, and then stagger
into Base Camp at dusk to embraces from Washington and Don Victor. I was
particularly touched by their obvious delight and relie(at our climb and return.
Washington had watched us every day through my binoculars, saying that we
looked like tightrope walkers as we climbed the summit ice-fields. Paul and
Keith returned the next afternoon, on their sixth day out.

The next day, as we lounged around Base Camp feeling pleased with
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ourselves and the climb, a loud crack rent the air. We looked up to witness a
thought-provoking scene. The section of serac that we had climbed four days
earlier had detached itself from the hanging glacier. With astonishing speed, it
fell down our line of ascent on the lower spur, removing all traces of our
footprints and our first bivouac site from the mountain. I wondered if this was a
manifestation of the Apu's anger. A parting shot? Duncan's voice broke the
silence of the scene: 'You lucky, lucky bastards!'
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BY THE CRAGS

Hamish M. Brown

A good brew
for the two
linked for hours
by the powers
of a rope
to their hope.

After?

Rest
the next best:
a wind, kind
to tired mind,
a pool, deep,
grassy sleep . .

Tomorrow
we'll borrow
one more climb
of tight time.
We'll belay
one more day
that yields this
borrowed bliss.
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