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PREFACE
off places and unclimbed mountains must
always be the product of a co-operative effort. Although written from
a personal point of view, this book recounts an exciting year for two
people and a splendid three months for six, and I owe much to all for
making it possible.
Our objectives were brought within closer reach by the generous
assistance we received. The Mount Everest Foundation made handsome grants to both the Kulu and Jagdula expeditions and the Royal
Geographical Society lent survey instruments and provided valuable
advice on map-making. John Jackson, Warden of Plas-y-Brenin and
a very experienced Himalayan climber, was the outstanding friend and
counsellor of our Kulu expedition. We were also helped by the Holt
Education Trust and for lnformation on our chosen areas by A. E.
Gunther, Eve Sims and Eileen Healey on Kulu and by John Tyson on
West Nepal.
The Nepal expedition was inevitably a larger, longer and more
costly undertaking and we are most grateful to the members of the
Pinnacle Club, Ladies Alpine Club and many other good friends who
gave their support, and in particular to Lady Rootes. To two members
of the British team which conquered Everest we have special cause to
be grateful-Charles Wylie who organised for us such a fme team of
Sherpas and Charles Evans who gave so much help and whose name as
our patron worked wonders wherever we went. Many commercial
firms gave their products free or at a considerable discount. As some
of these would prefer to remain anonymous, it would seem invidious to single out any from among those who so generously
assisted us.
I am indebted to Barbara Spark and Nancy Smith for the use of some
of their photographs, to those who helped in the preparation and
typing of this book and to Frances Tanner who lent me her cottage in
Kirkby Lonsdale in which to write.
Like most other expeditions to the Himalayas, much has been gained
from and little contributed to the delightful people of the high mountains, so as a measure of our gratitude the proceeds of this book w d be
given towards a small aid project in the region.
Finally, while our expeditions were conceived and executed as a
women's venture, the same cannot be said of this book, for without the
E x P m I T r o N s TO P A R
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encouragement of my father it would not have been started and without my husband's help and enthusiasm it would certainly never have
been finished.
JOSEPHINE FLOOD
CANBERRA
1966
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CHAPTER I

THE R O C K C E I L I N G
getting tired. The rock was dry and warm but
very steep and I could not sec how to move up from the tiny toeholds on which I was poised. The strain of standmg on only a few
centimetres of boot made my legs begin to shake, a sure sign that
I must either move up quickly or climb down for a rest. About
twenty feet below there was a ledge wide enough to stand on comfortably, and I decided to retreat down to it. The first few moves
down were quite easy, but then came the place where initially I had
swung across from the ledge on a sideways hand-hold. Try as I might,
with my short reach it was impossible to swing back the other way.
Slowly came the nasty realisation that there could be no return, no
rest, the only way now was up.
Quickly I regained my previous position but my legs were trembling
like jelly and my finger-tips numb from gripping the minute handholds. A wave of panic swept over me, then I noticed a larger handhold out to one side. Perhaps this was the key to reaching the sloping
ledge above. Thankfully I gripped it, only to find that all feeling had
gone from my fingers. "I'm going to fall off," I whispered.
Looking down I could see Muriel sitting on the ground about
eighty feet below, paying out the rope and idly chatting to Doug.
Between us stretched the long white rope running through a series of
snap-links attached to spikes of rock by strong rope slmgs, running
belays put on to act as pulleys should the leader fall. And the leader
was going to fall. Anxiously I looked at the highest one fixed to a
metal peg about twenty feet below, and prayed that it would hold.
Three inches of steel lay between me and an eighty feet fall to the
ground. Slowly my nunib fingers uncurled and I felt myself falling;
there was a strange dreani-hke sensation of drifting through space and
then a sickening jolt on my waist as I was ~ u l l e dup short, bouncing
like a yo-yo on the stretchy nylon rope, about forty feet from the
ground. The peg had held and was acting as a perfect pulley: as I came
down Muriel had been pulled up and was now some way off the
ground, with Doug hanging on to her legs.
What do we do now?" I was wondering, when a an cash ire
voice sounded below, "Ee, what's going on 'ere, 'aving f~m?"It was
M
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another party of climbers who helped Doug retrieve Muriel and then
lowered me to the ground.
Neither of us were hurt but a bit bruised and shaken. I profusely
apologised to Muriel and we sat down for a cigarette. It was a Saturday
afternoon in the Llanberis Pass and there were crowds of tippers on
the road a few hundred feet below, but fortunately none of them
appeared to have noticed my spectacular descent.
"YOUknow, I'm sure that I could do it," I said, studying the sweep
of rock, "it was just that I got so tired and panicked. When I've had a
good rest I'd like to have another go." Doug and Muriel tried to
dissuade me, but I knew that if I did not try again straight away, it
would loom larger and larger in my imagination and I might never do
it again. Finally we agreed that I would lead it as before, but Doug
would belay on the ledge above the climb with a rope ready to drop
to me if I should again become exhausted. With the confidence of
these extra safety measures I climbed up without any hesitation, and
could not understand why I had found it so difficult before.
Difficulty, of course, is entirely relative. This route, Kaisergebirge
Wall, was graded extremely severe and would horrify a beginner,
but to the 'hard men' would be an easy climb for an off-day. It was the
hardest route that I had ever tried to lead and had never been led by a
woman before, perhaps partly because of its strenuous nature, but
mainly, I suspect, because very few girls climb and even fewer lead
climbs.
I have begun with Kaisergebirge because for me it was to be a
turning point. It was the first time that I had fallen off a climb, and
although I went on rock-climbing and subsequently did still harder
routes, it made me question just what I was doing and why, a question
which was to have far-reaching consequences.

It had all begun six years before in Yorkshire. One day in the library of
Boston Spa, I picked up a thick volume called Farthest North, Nansen's
account of his epic attempt to reach the North Pole. The story of men
against those vast expanses of snow and ice fascinated me, and led me on
to Shackleton, Scott, and thence to mountaineering books, but women
never seemed to take part in this world of exploration and adventure.
At school I was very mediocre at games, with no eye for a ball.
The only sports which I enjoyed were swimming and sailing on family
holidays at Abersoch. When I was allowed my first independent
holiday at the age of fifteen I went sailing with two school friends on
the Broads, and the following year took a boat on the River Severn at
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Tewkesbury. These were chaotic expeditions with the boat frequently
jammed under bridges or aground in the reeds, but they gave me a
taste for independence which was later to find an outlet in mountaineering.
At this time my energies were mainly concentrated on getting into
Cambridge to read Classics. It was a relief when I was offered a place
at Girton College, on the condition that I should learn a great
deal more Greek in the next nine months. I had left school but the
Classics Department of Leeds University generously allowed me to
join their first-year course for two terms.
By a lucky coincidence the only person whom I knew at Leeds,
a family friend, Frank Butler, was also secretary of the University
climbing club which was open to both men and women. Each day I
used to have lunch with Frank and his friends in the cafeteria and always
the talk was of climbing, not of mountains but of cliffs, pitches, 'hanging on' and 'peeling off'. None of this meant anythmg to me till one
afternoon when they were going out to the local gritstone cliffs I was
invited to go and watch. It was a revelation to see apparently sane
people acting like monkeys, swinging up overhangs and wrigglmg up
slimy chimneys, but it looked exciting and by the end of the afternoon
in skirt and stockinged feet I was doing my first climb.
From then on once or twice a week we would roar out of Leeds on
motor-bikes to Almscliffe or Ilkley for an hour or two's rock gymnastics. Frank and his particular group were all very good clunbers and
made few concessions to beginners. After only one or two easy routes
I was expected either to follow where they led or watch from below.
It was not the ideal introduction, it was not mountaineering, but it
was great fun and a new world to me.
The final months at Leeds University are one of the happiest times
I can remember. Almost every weekend we went up to the Lake
District. I suppose there must have been bad days and rainy days but,
in retrospect, it seems one long idyll of perpetual sunshine with not a
care in the world.
At Cambridge it was disappointing to find that the thriving Mountaineering Club was strictly men only, and although the Committee
were pleasant and helpful, it was made clear that there were enough
novices in the club without taking on any more. A few years earlier
someone had started a women's mountaineering club but this had now
almost petered out. There were so many other things to do in Cambridge that to persist against these odds seemed very contrary, but
already climbing had taken such a hold on me that to give it up was
unthinkable.
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At this stage I had never tried to analyse why I climbed. If questioned I would probably have produced the stock answers-for enjoyment, excitement, good exercise and companionship in beautiful
scenery away from the crowds. Yet even then after only six months
climbing there was more to it than that, much more.
Everyone has their own motives, conscious or unconscious, and
mixed in differing proportions at different times. Initially perhaps it
was the desire for the Unknown, something exciting outside ordinary
everyday life, but as I climbed I found that here at last was a field where
I could hold my own with other people. At school I had developed an
inferiority complex about sport, yet I had always wanted to get to the
top in some sphere. Now this ambition was transferred into the
field of mountaineering. As a sport it has the great advantage that it demands no superhuman strength or ability; all one needs is a reasonable
head for heights, a sense of balance and a great deal of determination.
The desire to go on climbing was strong enough to make me restart
the Women's Club, and begin to lead easy climbs. Mountains became
like a drug which I had to have to survive at all. Sunday after Sunday
from Cambridge I would endure ten hours' coach journey to Derbyshire and back, feeling bus-sick all the way, just for four hours' climbing on rock that was invariably wet, cold, and greasy. Occasionally,
we would hire a car and go to Wales or the Lake District for a weekend, driving all night Friday and Sunday, arriving back for lectures
on Monday morning dirty, tired-out, but happy. Looking back I find
it difficult to credit that I could ever have been quite so fanatical, but
then there seemed a great sense of urgency, as though the mountains
might disappear at any moment.
During the first long vacation I went rock-climbing in Scotland
with three friends and then abroad for the first time down through
France to the Pyrenees. Our entire experience of snow and ice climbing was confined to one fortnight in Scotland the previous winter, but,
deciding 'to have a look at' a few peaks, we climbed two 10,000footers, climbing on snow and even crossing a small glacier.
In retrospect this Pyrenean climbing seems distinctly rash. Our
mountaineering experience was woefully inadequate and our ignorance abysmal: I recall that when the guide-book described a cliff as
vertigineuse we expected something grassy. . . . It was a wonderful
holiday and nothing went wrong but it made me realise that if I
was ever to climb larger peaks in the Alps, I must have some proper
training in the techques of snow and ice climbing Accordmgly the
following year with another Cambridge girl I went to Austria on a
coluse run by the Austrian Alpine Club. There for a fortnight we were
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instructed by professional guides, climbing peaks or crossing passes
from one mountain hut to the next each day regardless of the weather.
The next summer again I went to the Alps-this time with a
Cambridge men's party to Switzerland. There I gained invaluable
experience of snow and ice, climbing on the 14,000-footers around
Zermatt, and we did some memorable routes, but I found my enjoyment somewhat marred by always being on the bottom end of the
rope. For this reason I began to climb more and more with other girls,
sharing the leadmg, and the next season spent a delightful month in the
French Alps and Dolomites climbing with just one girl companion.
Then came graduation, and the questioii-What now? I had little
idea of what I wanted to do apart from more and more mountaineering. I was chewing over the possibilities when I learned there was a
vacancy for a woman mountaineering instructor at a centre in North
Wales. I applied, went up to Plas-y-Brenin for an interview, and to
my great delight was given the post.
Plas-y-Brenin is one of the National Recreation Centres where the
Central Council of Physical Recreation run courses in outdoor activities both for the general public and for special groups. It was a small
but pleasantly mixed society, including instructors with a wide variety
of interests and backgrounds; a Hirnalayan explorer and science master,
an Antarctic meteorologist, an expert guitar-player and boat-builder,
and an ex-Marine commando.
W e all instructed a wide range of activities and I found myself
doing not only mountaineering, map-readmg, camp-craft, ski-ing
and canoeing, but also running courses on the history and legend of
Snowdonia and organising excavations on Roman roads and forts. The
composition of the courses was equally varied, one week it would be
Secondary Modern schoolboys, another a girls' Training College,
industrial apprentices, or youth leaders. Most of the courses lasted
only a week, but occasionally we would have a special group for a
fortnight or month.
After so many years of academic work it was very satisfying to be
doing a practical outdoor job and one that I enjoyed so much. It
was a congenial but exacting life, instructing six days a week in all
weathers and several evenings a week doing lectures or running
social activities for the courses.
Inevitably holidays were taken in the mountains, ski-ing in the
winter and climbing in the summer. In my fust summer holiday
again I went to the Alps, this time with three other women, ~ u r i e l
Baldwin, Pat Wood and Barbara Spark. Pat and Muriel were both
experienced alpinists, and Barbara, new to snow and ice climbing,
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proved an excellent climber. The weather was kind to us for once and
we had a very good three weeks around Saas Fee.

A fortnight later I fell off Kai~er~ebirge
Wall. For some time I had been
doing harder and harder climbs, but Kaisergebirge made me realise
that I had almost reached my physical limit in rock-climbing.
For men this problem does not arise to the same extent, if at all,
for almost all the existing climbs do not require more than the strength
of an average man. The limitation is more in the mind than in the
body. But a girl is limited by her lack of arm strength and even for a
girl I am not very strong, I have never yet achieved a single pull-up.
Up to the Very Severe class this did not matter particularly but on the
vertical walls or overhangs of the higher grades there was a very real
danger of becoming exhausted and falling off. And not all routes are
as safe to fall off as Kai~er~ebirge.
Of course there was great pleasure in doing easier routes, savouring
the pure joy of rhythmic movement up rock, but if I never tried anything new or more difficult I felt I was e v a h g the issue, rather like a
diver who never goes off the top board. At the age of twenty-four
I could not be satisfied with just doing things which I knew I could do.
There were only two alternatives: to go on banging my head on the
rock ceiling till I eventually killed myself, or to seek d&culties in fresh
channels.
In instructing I seemed to have reached much the same impasse.
I had learnt my job, I was doing it as well as I possibly could, but there
seemed no future, no progression. This is inevitable when one is constantly teaching beginners and in spite of its limitations the life was
remarkably varied, but I was too restless to stay in it year after year.
But what should I do?What could I do? The only job which I
thought I would enjoy would be teaching, but after Plas-y-Brenin I
would probably fmd the life very uncongenial.
I constantly puzzled over the problem, which was not eased by the
fact that I was really expected to stay three years at the Centre so would
have to produce a very good reason for leaving earlier. Then one day,
when 1 was taking two engineering apprentices climbing on Tryfan,
it s~lddedyoccurred to me-why get a job at all? Why not save up
and go on a trip somewhere, round the world, or climbing in the
Himalayas?

CHAPTER 2

T H E E N D A N D THE MEANS
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first person I approached as a possible companion for the trip. When we had been climbing together in Switzerland she had expressed feehgs of restlessness after four years' teachmg
in Liverpool, and I knew that if she could come she would make an
ideal companion. W e had met through Plas-y-Brenin. Barbara had
actually started climbing by going on a course there, had later gone
back on a more advanced rock-climbing course, and then had begun
to bring groups of girls up from the school where she was teaching
Physical Education. Immediately I had been struck by her red-headed
vitality and warm personality and, when we climbed together, by her
steadmess and wilhgness to have a go at anything.
Barbara's reply was swift and full of enthusiasm, tempered by
characteristic commonsense. The following weekend we met in
Liverpool to talk it over. We were both armed with wadges of travel
leaflets on India, Peru and New Zealand, but it was not difficult to
make up our minds where to go; we soon discovered that we could
not afford the fares to either New Zealand or Peru. It seemed unlikely that we would be able to work our passages to either of these
countries, whereas we could drive overland to India fairly cheaply.
We both wanted to do something active rather than just go sightseeing, but were uncertain whether our mountaineering experience
was adequate for even walking in the foothills of the Himalayas. The
only way to find out was to consult people who had been there and we
agreed that I should ask John Jackson, the warden of Plas-y-Brenin
and a very experienced Himdayan climber. During the war he had
spent a year instructing at an R.A.F. Mountain Centre in Kashmir and
since then had been on four Expeditions in Garhwal and Nepal,
includmg Kanchenjunga in 1955.
The d&iculty was that to consult John I would have to make known
my intention of leaving Plas-y-Brenin. With some jobs it would not
have mattered so much, but Plas-y-Brenin was different. In two years
the place and people had become a part of me, something that I could
not easily give up. If circuinstances had compelled the decision it
would have been easier, but how was I to explain this amorphous
inner compulsion that I hardly understood myself? I was afiaid that
WAS THE
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John might interpret my decision as a criticism of Plas-y-Brenin, but
I should have known him better for without any explanations he
understood perfectly.
John stood with his back to the log fire, gazing out of the window at
the green slopes of Moel Siabod, but in his eyes was that faraway look
that always came when he talked of the Himalayas.
"You could certainly go trekking, but why not climb as well?"
he said, "You know, there are hundreds, possibly thousands, of
Hirnalayan peaks just waiting to be climbed, and some of them would
be well within your capabilities. Peaks of 20,000 feet or so. And there
are passes that have never been crossed, glaciers that have never been
explored, there's endless scope. Just two of you is rather a small party
but you wouldn't be the first party of two to climb in the Himalayas,
and as long as you choose the right area you should be all right."
From this moment John gave us all possible help, advice and information, and, above all, continual encouragement which dispelled
most of our doubts.
As none of our other climbing friends were free to go we decided
to keep it a party of two and leave the following July as soon as
Barbara's school term ended. We both handed in our resignations and
began work on the detailed plans and preparations which were to
occupy us most evenings and weekends for the next seven months.
First we had to choose our area. We had no particular lodestone in
the Himalayas, and our choice was limited by our lack of funds and
experience. There were also political restrictions, which in the 1,500mde-long Himalayan chain reduced the possible climbing areas for a
foreign party to three alternatives: the Karakoram, Nepal, or the
Kulu-Lah~darea in the Punjab Himalaya.
The Karakoram peaks we dismissed immediately as too large,
difficultand remote, but for some time we seriously considered going
to Nepal. Everything we heard and read about its fine peaks and
colourful country made us want to go there, but there were innumerable dficulties. First we would have to obtain the permission of the
Nepalese Government, which they were most unlikely to grant to
such an unorthodox pair as us. Then even if we were given permission,
we would have to pay an Expedition entry 'tarfi' of about A70 and
also pay, feed and clothe the compulsory liaison officer. Moreover,
both the transport of equipment and food into Nepal and the hire of
local porters and Sherpas would be very expensive, certainly too
expensive for our slim budget.
There remained the KU~LI-Lahularea, which on investigation
seemed ideal for us. There were unclimbed peaks only three or four
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daysy walk from the roadhead, they looked neither impossibly huge
nor difficult, and several small expeditions had been there, inclu&ng
two women's parties, one trekking, the other climbing. I had met
members of both these parties at the Pinnacle Club (a ladies climbing
club in Wales), and at the end of November we drove down to
London for a weekend to see them.
First we went to visit Eve Sims. When at last we found the flat in
Putney and nervously rang the bell, Eve and her husband John gave us
a wonderful welcome. Installed in huge armchairs by a roaring fire,
blue and white pint mugs of tea in hand, we imnlediatcly fclt at home.
They had both been to Kulu, John on a R.A.F. Expedition in 1955, and
Eve in 1958 with two other women. From all they said Kulu certainly
sounded the perfect area, and we came away with a mound of useful
information, including Eve's expedition frles.
Our next call was on Eileen Gregory, who enthusiastically showed
us photographs of the Bara Shigri glacier where she had climbed as
a member of Joyce Dunsheath's party in 1956.
The Bara Shigri is the largest glacier in the Kulu area and is encircled by a whole chain of beautiful peaks, ranging from 18,000 to
21,000 feet. Since the glacier lies at 14,ooo feet the scale is actually
little greater than in the Alps. Moreover, the mountains looked reassuringly Alpine, as though a piece of Switzerland had been moved up
5,000 feet on to the Hilnalayan plane. Not only were most of the
peaks unclimbed but several of the tributary glaciers were still unexplored, which meant that we might be able to tread completely new
ground. It would only be exploration on a very small scale for the
general outlines of the area had already been well mapped and there
were no burning geographical questions to be solved, but it would be
something new.
Both Eileen and Eve urged us to make ourselves into an 'official'
Expedition, with headed note-paper, a patron, and a printed leaflet
outlining our plans. In this way they thought we should be able to get
some help with supplies from various firms, and also perhaps support
from the Royal Geographical Society and the Mount Everest Foundation. We were both very dubious, feeling that to call our trip an
Expedition would be rather a fraud, but when everyone whom
we consulted agreed that it was a good idea, we became 'The Women's
Kulu Expedtion, 1961'. I often had misgivings about it, and in my
own mind the word 'expedition' was always in inverted commas,
but in conlparison with some of the so-called Expeditions we met
or heard about afterwards, we were not so very presumptuous.
Before we could print a leaflet we had to finalise our plans, so in
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early December went down to London again to see Mr. A. E. Gunther
of the Alpine Club. He had twice been to Kulu on surveying-climbing
expeditions, and had collected together all available information on the
area. Soon the carpet of his study was covered with maps and photographs, on which he ~ i c k e dout two 20,ooo-foot mountains, named
Lion and Central Peak.
"These are two of the fmest peaks in the Bara Shigri area," he
told us, "and both unclimbed. We first saw them in 1953 but could not
reach them, then in 1956 Peter Holmes tried from the north and found
a way to them over an 18,000 ft. col, but had to turn back because they
were running out of food. He tried again in 1958 from the west but
went up the wrong glacier, so they're all yours. Look at this photograph. . . .
With as much enthusiasm as if he himself were going, Gunther
discussed ways and means of reaching our peaks. He also suggested
that if time permitted we should try to make the first crossing of the
Bara Shigri Divide by an ice-pass which he had seen and photographed,
but not actually crossed.
"I'm too old to go and do these things now," he went on, "but for
you to go and climb Lion and Central Peak and to cross the ice-pass
w d bring me as great a pleasure. And why not do a little surveying
too? You don't have to be a professional surveyor to do some really
useful mapping in this sort of country. You ought to get in touch
with. . .
The evening went all too quickly, and we came away with heads
full of peaks, passes, and glaciers. I m sure we're going to forget
something vital," Barbara said. "Remember, it's up the glacier, and
the first turning on the left !"
We had now become an 'expedition', we had an area to explore,
and a peak, in fact two peaks, as our objectives. All that we still
required was some money, some food, equipment, a few documents,
and a vehicle.
W e had d e f ~ t e l ydecided to do the journey to India overland,
for it would be much cheaper and much more interesting than going
by sea. It also seemed best not to send any of our equipment or food
by sea but to take it all with us overland. This would save considerable trouble and expense, especially at the Indian end, but meant that
we would need a strong, capacious vehicle.
Eventually we settled on a long wheel-base Land-Rover, secondhand of course. A very understanding Bank Manager let us buy the
and- over on credit, and we were fortunate enough to obtain a
one-year-old demonstration model from the Rover Company for half
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price. They also offered us a three-day Maintenance Course as guests of
the Company, and in June we found ourselves adjusting brakes,
checking ignition timing, disnlantling carburettors and trying to put
them together again. Desperately we tried to memorise it all, but it is
not easy to master the whole of motor mechanics in three days.
After explaining for half an hour how to do some vital repair, our
instructor would turn to us and say, "Don't bother taking notes on
this, you two, you won't have the strength to do it anyway".
Preparing for the overland journey involved much more work than
we had at first anticipated. There were tools and spare parts to be
procured, extra petrol cans to be fitted on the front bumper, a double
roof put on the cab to save us from roasting alive inside and a partition
fitted behind the front seats to hold all the luggage back. Then there
were maps, visas, travellers' cheques, the appropriate currencies and
documents to obtain, innumerable injections to comply with the
medical regulations of thirteen Merent countries, and insurance to
arrange, no easy task, for no one seemed to regard us as a good risk.
Eventually we had to pay a premiuln of E30 for Thrrd Party insurance
there and back.

Loolung further ahead, once we reached India and the roadhead at
Manali we would need ponies to transport our stores to the glacier
and porters to help us carry the loads up from there. Lucluly this was
fairly easy to arrange with the help of Major Banon, an Anglo-Indian
hotel-keeper who for many years has helped expeditions to obtain
ponies and porters. W e wrote and booked six ponies and three Ladakhi
porters (the local equivalent of the Sherpas of Nepal) for six weeks
starting about the fifteenth of September. This allowed us six weeks for
the 8,000-mile drive, arriving in Kulu just at the end of the monsoon
and climbing in the post-monsoon period when the weather promised
to be fine, if cold, until the onset of the winter snows in mid-October.
With regard to food and equipment our problem was a farmliar
expedition one: we could not afford to buy even the bare minimum
of our requirements. The only answer was to write pleading letters to
the various manufacturers. We would have had no qualms if we had
been writing on behalf of a good cause, but to ask purely on our own
behalf went very much against the grain. However, there seemed no
alternative, so very tentatively we wrote off; outlining our plvls and
asking if they might be prepared to help in any way. The response was
amazing. All the equipment firms offered us discounts varying from
10 to 50 per cent, and almost all the food fvms gave their products
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free, and even offered us things we had not requested. And most
did not want even photographs or a report in return, although we
sent these to all of them afterwards as a matter of courtesy. Barbara
succeeded in cutting the cost of equipment still further by using her
dressmaking talents to make sleeping bags and mountain clothing both
for us and the porters.
Yet even so we found that ends were not going to meet. W e had
each saved up L300 but already half of this had been spent on equipment, insurance, film and so on, our ponies and porters would cost
about another EIOO, which left less than E200 for the journey to
In&a and back and all other expenses.
The obvious people to approach were the Mount Everest Foundation, who allocate grants to deserving mountaineering expeditions.
But were we deserving? W e went down to Bangor to consult Charles
Evans, who was a member of the Everest team and on the comrnittee of the Foundation. Charles is very much in favour of small
u
and had known and
mobile parties, had himself been to the ~ u i area,
encouraged our plans from the beginning. Without reservations he
said that we certainly ought to apply for a grant, and also approach the
Royal Geographical Society for support, moral if not financial.
In April I went down to London for interview before these august
bodies.
The night before the intenriew I had a nightmare. A row of men
were sitting at a long table in the middle of a ballroom floor shining
like glass. As I walked towards the table there was a crunch at each
step; my high heels were going through the wood. When I reached the
men they were all staring at a row of little holes across the floor. Then
they stared at me, but I was already sinking fast through the boards.
When I was ushered into the interview room next day, the first
thing I noticed was its polished floor. I tiptoed across to the table. A
whole row of faces were looking at me but they looked kind and
relaxed. One very old gentleman, perhaps a contemporary of Scott of
the Antarctic I wildly thought, studied me carefully, and said,
If you don't mind my saying so, you look very young and small
to be going on a Himalayan expedition, my dear."
"Well, it's only a small expedition," I replied. They all laughed, and
asked me to tell them about it.
A week later a letter came offering us the oficial support of the
Royal Geographical Society and the loan of surveying instruments.
The following morning from the Mount Everest Foundation a cheque
for E I 50.
Meanwhile Barbara had approached the Holt Education Trust in
A
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Liverpool for a grant, and just as I was going to the telephone to tell
her the good news. the phone rang; it was Barbara to say that the Holt
Committee had given us
Now with a princely capital of L850 it seemed that our financial
worries were largely solved.

LIOO.
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of our preparations an exciting new possibility
appeared when we were unexpectedly invited to join a further expedition in the spring of 1962. Countess Gravina, who had decided to
lead a women's expedition to Nepal, had heard of our trip and suggested the ~ossibilityof us joining her party.
Neither of us had met the Countess, and it was with considerable
interest that we went along to the Pinnacle Club cottage to hear her
plans. At once we were impressed by her drive and enthusiasm, vitality
and obvious long experience of mountains. Two years earlier she had
been a member of the international women's Himalayan Expedition to
Cho Oyu in the Everest area, and had taken over the leadership when
Madame Kogan was so tragically killed.
W e found that as yet plans had gone no further than the idea of a
party of six women exploring and climbing somewhere in Nepal.
Countess Gravina was hoping to persuade Denise Evans to go as
deputy leader, for Denise had an outstanding record as a climber and
had already climbed in Nepal with her husband, Charles Evans. Then
it would be necessary in such remote country to have a doctor,
preferably one who was also a mountaineer. If Barbara and I went,
that would make five and for the sixth we suggested Pat Wood, whom
we had climbed with in Switzerland the *previous summer. As well as
being a very competent climber, Pat's qualification as a dentist would
make her a valuable asset to the party. Nothing was settled then and
there, but afterwards we both agreed that it would be a wonderful
experience. W e had never really decided what we would do after
Kulu, but vaguely planned to teach somewhere in IncLa over the
winter and then travel home by a different route in the spring. The
Nepal expehtion would make the whole trip much longer and more
expensive, but we were not prepared to forsake our Kulu trip now.
Already we were too committed and too attached to our 'baby' to even
think ofjettisoning it at this stage. W e decided to go on both.
By May the Nepal party was complete, with Nancy Sinith as the
doctor. A member of the Pinnacle Club with many years' climbing
experience, she was the ideal climbing doctor for the trip, and it was
a great joy when she agreed to leave her Lancashire practice for three
months to join the expedition.
MIDST
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Our objective in Nepal was finally settled as the unknown Kajiroba Hirnal in the north-west, an area so unknown that it seemed
almost impossible to find out a n y t h g about it at all. . . . In June the
six of us got together for the first time and spent two days trying to
arrange equipment, food, finance, and a hundred and one other
problems. Barbara and I would not be able to help much with the
preparations once we left England in July but we were able to hand on
all the information we had collected on equipment and food, and
undertook to do the official photography and surveying.
The further expedition to Nepal would more than strain our
finances so as a last resort we decided to approach newspapers and
magazines for an advance payment against articles on our overland
drive and Kulu expedition. Most of those whom we contacted were
interested but too cautious to pay in advance but in the end we managed
to obtain a contract with The Observer and also with Fleetway Publications who publish many of the women's magazines. They were most
enthusiastic and gave us free colour film and a La00 advance against
later articles.
June and July were hectic months for both of us. As usual I was
trying to fit a quart into a pint pot, for as well as all the expedition
preparations there was often the temptation to go out rock-climbing
after the day's instructing. Wales had chosen this period to have a
heat-wave, something so rare that it was too good to miss. Then at
the end of June the Land-Rover arrived at Plas-y-Brenin and I drove
it home to Yorkshire, where I was spending the last three weeks before
departure.
These frnal weeks were as frantic as ever. We had vowed not to
leave things till the last minute but there had been inevitable delays,
and in the last week I found myself madly stuffmg goose-down into
the seven sleeping-bags that Barbara had made for us and the porters.
The house was full of feathers, the lounge fill of food and boxes,
every table covered with lists and files, and outside the huge LandRover blocked the drive. I don't know how my parents stood it, but
once they had accepted that I had made up my mind to go to the
Himalayas and would not be dissuaded, they gradually entered into the
spirit of it all. Barbara's parents were the same. Neither of us would
take a penny from our families towards the cost but were very glad to
have some practical help. Barbara's family knitted, sewed and typed for
us, and my father acted as our official agent, handling all our correspondence whilst we were away.
On 20th July I drove the Rover down to Plas-y-Brenin, then to
Bagillt the next day to meet Barbara. The fifty mile journey took five
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hours. O n the first steep hill the Rover stopped, belching clouds of
black smoke from the exhaust pipe. Carefully I consulted my notes
from the Rover Company course and the Instruction Manual but
nowhere was there any mention of this contingency. Feeling very
helpless I walked back to a garage a rmle away where I had filled up
with petrol. When I had explained the trouble the mechanic scratched
his head, looking puzzled, and then said brightly, "I know, we must
have put in diesel oil. . . .
It was late in the evening before we were back at Plas-y-Brenin and
able to start the great sort-out and pack, which went on throughout
the night and the next day. Whilst I was in Yorkshire and Barbara
in Liverpool all our food and equipment had been arriving at Cape1
Curig. First we had to break open the dozens of crates, then separate
the food for the mountaineering from the food for the journey and
sort it all into boxes of seven-day supplies. Then the boxes had to be
carried down four flights of stairs from the attic to the Rover, put in
and lashed firmly into place.
Using the students as Sherpas and with almost all the staff helping,
by 10.30 p.m. on zznd July the last items were in, and we were able
to stagger down to the Jackson's cottage where our farewell party
had already begun.
It was a fine Plas-y-Brenin send-off, with wine, folk music, presents,
and a farewell cake decorated with marzipan mountains, a baby
Land-Rover and a signpost marked-'Himalayas 8,000 miles'.
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being cool on a very hot day?
With a shady arbour of beech leaves overhead, luscious peaches,
honey-dew melon, crispy fresh bread and sharp crumbly cheese to
hand, and soft sand and blue sea only a few yards away, this verges on
paradise.
W e had reached Greece and the Mediterranean after twelve days'
driving, and this was the first sea we had seen since the grey gloom of
the English Channel. France and Germany had been wet and flat,
the Alps misty-moist with dripping green vegetation seemingly gone
wild. Then came the Dolomites, their jagged towers a glorious plnk
in the last Alpenglow, tempting a diversion just to stand and gaze at
them once more if nothing else. But studiously we ignored the signpost to Cortina, and pressed on along the dlrect route down the
centre of Jugoslavia, which was the first country entirely new to both
of us. W e did not linger, feeling that it was close enough to England
to be saved for a few weeks' holiday another time. Abruptly a hundred
d e s short of the Greek fiontier we ran out of tarmac, and had a
rough passage through potholes and mud before entering Greece.
Greece was as friendly and colourful as I remembered it; brown
MS,
grey-green olive groves, white-washed houses with mellow red
tiles, tobacco hung to dry in the sun. And, never far away, the deep
blue Aegean, Homer's 'wine-sparkling' sea.
W e drove west fiom Thessaloniki to find a beach, and in an hour or
so saw a small sign indicating the way. On the opposite side of the road
an arrow was labelled "To Olympos". Looking up, we could just see
through the heat haze the dim shape of a large mountain massif.
The beach was a tiny fishing cove, completely deserted. Blissf d y we swam and lazed, and gorged ourselves on peaches bought for a
halfpenny each. Stretched out in the shade I idly read the Guide Ble~r,
and just for curiosity looked up Olympus. Mitaka, the highest summit
of the massif, was 9,574 feet above sea-level, and could be climbed
from the nearby village of Litochoron in approximately thirteen hours.
Forgetting the heat, forgetting the fact that we were at sea-level
so that every one of those 9,574 feet would have to be climbed, we
decided it was the most natural thing in the world to leave our delightful beach and flog ourselves up 9,000 feet of mountain in the heat and
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the dust, for no better reason than 'to stretch our legs' after two weeks'
driving.
Masochism? No, for when we set out we expected it to be enjoyable. And in a way it was, at least in parts. When climbers cannot
justify their madness on the grounds of enjoyment or achievement,
''
one hears the phrase- It was an experience". I thlnk our ascent of
Olympus comes into this category. . . .
By Plas-y-Brenin standards it was a shambles. After two years of
impressing on students the necessity of always having a map and
compass on the hills and being thoroughly prepared for any contingency, we set off woefully inequipped. Maps were unobtainable
locally, and our only guide for the route was the few short lines of
description in our 1936 Guide Bleu, ending with the solemn warning:
''
Guides, mounts, camping materials and provisions are indispensable.'
We laughed this off as 'the old-fashioned approach'.
W e could not find a compass. W e could not find boots, anoraks,
or any other mountaineering equipment, for they were all carefully
packed in the bottomost recesses of the Rover, as items 'not wanted on
the journey'. We set off at 4 p.m. in blouses, jeans and gymshoes, our
provisions two peaches, some bread and cheese and a tin of fruit
drops. W e also had sleeping bags for we were intending to sleep out
for the night halfway up, and then go on to the summit and come
back down to our beach the following day.
Following the sign 'To Olympos', we drove to the small village of
Litochoron where we enquired for the Monastery of Ayios Dionisios,
which according to the Guide Bleu was four hours' walk from the
village. To our surprise we were directed on to a new tarmac road
winding steeply uphill. In fifteen minutes we came to a monastery
with whitewashed church and cobbled courtyard.
Surely this could not be the monastery? A black-habited monk
assured us that it was indeed the monastery of Saint Dionisios, and
when we asked for Mitaka, he pointed uphill. Repeating the question
to an old man sitting by a fountain, we received the same answer.
The only conclusion we could draw was that our guide-book with its
'four hours to the monastery' must be catering for aged classicists,
for on foot it would not have taken us more than an hour at the
most leisurely amble.
Leaving the Rover at the nlonastery we set off up a dusty muletrack windmg between prickly scrub and patches of parched yellow
grass. I have no idea what the temperature was for we never carried
thermometers, but the heat was stifling, with that airlessness which
often heralds a thunderstorm. After an hour of uphill plodding the
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track petered out on a broad grassy plateau where to our joy there was
a spring of clear water. Our water bottles were also packed.
From here a narrow path led into green oak and pine woods which
should have been cool, but proved even more stifling than the open.
It was cheering to fmd dashes of red paint on rocks by the track, the
same signs that are used all over the Alps to mark the path to a mountain hut or peak.
W e decided to stop for the night as soon as we found a stream or
spring, but on and on we went without hearing even the faintest
trickle. Dusk gradually passed into darkness, and still there was no
water. It was ddfkult to keep on the track (we had no torches, of
course), and we had just decided to stop before we lost it for good,
when there was a low snarling close at hand.
"Heavens, wolves," I shouted, and picked up some stones in lieu of
any other weapons. Then they were nearly upon us, several enormous
creatures. W e hurled stones, shouted and punched at them; then
suddenly there was a whistle and they backed o C Rather sheepishly we
realised that they were not wolves but large dogs. Neither of us had
been bitten, but their master, a ragged small boy, was most apologetic.
In a rapid flow of Greek he kept saying something about h s Lther,
and led us up into an open glade where some men were sitting round
a campfire. Excited conversation followed, and in halting Greek I
explained that we were English tourists on our way up Mitaka.
"Ah, Anglika," they said, as though that explained everything.
With traditional Greek hospitality they spread thick goatskins for
us to sit on by the fire, and produced flagons of ice-cold water. This
seemed plentiful although we never discovered its source, and gratef d y we drank our fill.
The glade was full of bleating, everywhere there were goats, three
hundred we learnt, which were all driven into a brushwood pen
through a bottle-neck where two men sat milking two goats a minute.
This process was repeated at 6 a.m. next morning.
The shepherds insisted that we should share their supper of white
goatsy-cheese, with a sharp but pleasant flavour, and hot goats' milk
brewed in a large black pan. We eyed this rather dubiously and were
glad to see that they let it boil; surprisingly it was absolutely delicious
with a spicy flavour rather like cinnamon.
There were four men and a boy, ages ranging from twelve to
eighty. They were delighted that I could speak some Greek, and we
had a very happy evening by the campfire. Then they wrapped themselves in their goatskin coats, we retired to our sleeping-bags, and a11
bedded down amongst the dogs and the goats.
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For a long time I lay awake gazing at the myriad stars above. The
scene around might have belonged to the age of Homer, Theocritus,
or Biblical times. Once or twice I thought I heard faint Pan-pipes in
the distance, but a night out on the Throne of the Gods is heady stuff
for a Romantic and Philhellene. . . .
The next morning brought us down to earth again. Still the storm
had not broken, the sky was ominously grey and the heat oppressively
sultry. Only six hours to the summit, we consoled ourselves. But after
two hours' fast level walking through the woods, we emerged to see a
large group of ruined buildings below and a river cascadmg down from
a rocky gorge.
Slowly the horrible truth dawned-this must be the monastery
which the pide-book had said was four hours from Litochoron. The
topography tallied exactly with the guide-book's description, which
earlier we had made to fit the lower monastery by that tempting
process of making the map or guide-book say what one wants it to
say.
Now we were faced with another eight hours' climbing to reach
the summit of Olympus. With no food or water. I am surprised that
we did not turn back then and there, but we both have a very stubborn
streak in this sort of situation. Fortified by a good dnnk of the river
Mavrolongos (the ancient Enipeus) and some wild plums, we continued up, and up, and up.
The sun hardly pierced the clouds but it was roasting hot, there was
no more water, and we were bitten by horse-flies. W e did not talk
but kept plodding upwards, until, after four hours, by silent consent we
sat down and reviewed the situation. We had no idea where we were,
cloud floated over the tree-tops obscuring any view, and we had lost
the red paint marks somewhere down by the river. The Olympus
range is a huge wooded massif with several different summits, we
might be headng for any, or none, of them.
Do all Greek mountains grow bigger as you climb?" Barbara
asked, voicing my own feelings. Talking cheered us up and WC began
to laugh at our own madness, but decided to go on for one more
hour. Then if we were still lost, to turn back and head for the beach.
Fifty-five minutes had gone by when we struck a track with red paint
dashes. A shout came from above, and we saw two figures striding
down towards us, wearing boots and climbing clothes. Rarely have I
been SO pleased to see anyone. They were young Germans who told
us that only ten minutes away was a Greek Alpine Club hut. Then we
realised that they had seen us toiling upwards, and had come down
from the hut espccially to meet us and carry our rucksacks.
44
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The hut was modem, clean, and blissfully cool; we collapsed at n
wooden table and drank several pints of cold lemonade. Afterwards
it dawned on us that we had no money, but the Germans offered to
lend us some, or said that we could send the money to the hut-guarbn
later.
Over a salad lunch which they insisted on sharing with us, we found
that Benno and Helmut were both engineers on holiday from Munich.
They were obviously both experienced climbers and were rather
shocked that we should have set out to climb Olympus with no m p
or proper guide-book; we confessed that we had done a little climbing
before, but had not the face to tell them that we were en route for
unclimbed 20,000-foot peaks in the Hindayas.
We learnt that Mitaka was another three hours above the hut. They
had climbed it once, but were going up again in the hope of a better
view from the top. We decided that we had had quite enough for one
day; we would stay the night at the hut and go up Mitaka the next
day. W e lay on the terrace and went to sleep.
I woke later in the afternoon to frnd a young man standing over us,
proffering a plate of grapes with flashing s d e . He introduced himself as the hut-warden. The old line, 'I fear the Greeks bringing gifts',
flashed through my head, but Adonis (as we nick-named him) seemed
harmless enough, if rather self-satisfied. W e should have known better.
He was tall and dark, and in his early twenties must have been
heroically good-looking, but already at twenty-eight his classical
features were becoming slurred with sallow flabbiness. He was lonely
and wanted to get married, but told us that he had not as yet found a
girl who both shared his interest in climbing, was attractive, and
prepared to live on Olympus 7,000 feet above the nearest shops. . . .
Speculatively he eyed us, and asked whether we would like to go
out on to the near-by rocks with him. There was no chance to consult
each other, and when pathetically and insistently he told us how he
never had anyone to climb with, we eventually agreed.
As we were setting out I went back to get my camera; when I
caught them up five minutes later, Barbara was looking flushed and
angry. . . . When we reached the cl& she quickly organised things
so that I was on the middle of the rope, next to Adonis. The clfiwas
small and the climbing not very steep or difficult, but I thlnk it was the
most dangerous route I have ever done. The rope was mangy hemp,
which looked as though it would break if pulled too hard, and Adonis
went up the cliff rather like a dog scrabbling at a hole, his flailing legs
sendmg down a volley of stones.
When he reached a ledge he did not belay to the rock, but assuming
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a heroic stance, began to haul me up. The rope creaked ominously and
I climbed fast, wondering whether if I slipped the rope would break
before Adonis was dragged from his ledge. Arriving at the ledge I
saw that he had chosen the climb carefully: the ledge was only two
feet square. And I needed both hands to bring Barbara up safely. I
~ u l l e dher up so fast that her feet hardly touched the rock, strong
protests echoed upwards, but she grinned when I landed her like a
gasping fish on the ledge and she saw the situation.
It was the familiar problem of the cannibals and the missionaries,
but here there was no solution. I continued as second to Adonis, but
spent our spells together telling him that unfortunately I was 'engaged',
but Barbara would make him a wonderful wife. . . . Fortunately the
climb was not very long, but it's the last time either of us will go
climbing with a lonely young Greek.
He did not seem the least put out by our resistance and we all spent
a very convivial evening singing and drinking nectar (whisky and
sugar) with Benno, Helmut, and some Athenians who had arrived.
Our sleep in the women's dormitory was undisturbed, but next
morning Adonis came to wake us in nothing but his underpants. It
was a cold misty morning and he tried hard to dissuade us from going
up Mitaka, promising us coffee in bed and other delights, but we
insisted, and escaped at 6 a.m.
First came a scree-slope, then easy-angled rock, and finally ridge
scrambling rather like the Snowdon horseshoe. The cold made us
move fast, and we were very glad of the anoraks which the Germans
had generously lent to us. In two hours we reached the top, a wet mist
swirling round and the metal Greek flag eerily creaking on its rusty
pole. O n a fine day one would get a wonderful view from here, out
over the Aegean and the hills and plains of Thessaly and Macedonia,
and down the rock buttresses on the other, side which are said to
provide some of the finest climbing in Greece. But Zeus would not roll
the veil of cloud away, and we caught only a few tantalising glimpses
of the Abode of the Gods.
In six hours we were back at the monastery, foot-sore, sticky-hot
and dishevelled. The monks came out to meet us, and invited us into a
cool dark reception room with ikons on the walls. They gave us
Turkish delight and strong syrupy Turkish coffee accompanied by a
glass of water. I love this but Barbara dislikes sugar in any drinks and
could hardly get it down.
Meanwhile the Abbot solved the mystery about the two monasteries
of Saint Dionisios: the other monastery had been destroyed by the
Germans during the war, and this was a new one built to replace it.
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When we got up to go we asked if we might take some photographs
of the monastery, whereupon the kind old Abbot disappeared and
came back in his full ceremonial robes, with tall black hat and cross
encrusted with jewels.
After many photographs and farewells we drove down to the beach
where the two Germans were already encamped. It seemed much
longer than two days since we first set off 'to stretch our legs' on
Olympus, but dust, heat, thirst, and horse-flies were all forgotten as
we lazed in the cool water. Supper was a huge meal of soup, onion
omelette, tomatoes, green peppers, toast, peaches and coffee, which we
persuaded Benno and Helmut to share with us.
Later we all strolled along to the tiny beach restaurant incongruously named the Cafk Honolulu, and lingered there till the early
hours, sipping retsina, samphg fresh-caught fish, watching the lights
of fishing boats dancing on the water, and listening to plaintive
bouzouka music in the distance.

CHAPTER

S

ACROSS T H E MIDDLE EAST
time for the occasional stopover here and
there out of the six weeks we had allowed to reach India we could not
linger too long, for we wanted to make the most of the good climbing
weather customary between the end of the monsoon and the beginning
of winter. The most direct and straightforward route was through
Ankara, along the Black Sea coast of Turkey, into Iran and down
through Baluchistan to Quetta, Lahore and into India. A year later,
on the way back, we were able to take just as long as we liked, and
deviated through the Khyber Pass right round the north of Afghanistan, along the shores of the Caspian Sea, and round the magnificent
Mediterranean coast of Turkey.
Most nights we camped, using the special home-made box tent
fitted to the back of the Land-Rover's canvas hood. It had just two
poles and guy ropes at the outside corners and could be pulled out and
erected very easily each night, giving six feet of headroom for cooking
on the tailboard. W e cooked on primus stoves, using mainly the tinned
and dried food given to us in England. The Rover was far too full to
allow us to sleep in the back, so we bedded down on camp beds in the
tent. As a deterrent to intruders, we had tried to get a revolver before
leaving England but had not been able to get a licence. Perhaps it is
just as well or we might have shot someone. For protection we had to
make do with an ice-axe and a carving knife, which fortunately we
never had occasion to use.
Camping in the bigger cities was virtually impossible but in one
way or another we managed, with the help of Y.W.C.A. hostels and
occasionally friends who put us up. Accommodation troubles were
over once we reached Pakistan and India for there in each small town
one finds Government Rest Houses or P.W.D. bungalows. Originally
built by the British for the use of travelling officials, they are now open
to any traveller for only a few rupees a night.
In Turkey we were fortunate to be given an introduction to the
Karyollari, the Turkish Highway Department, who have camps and
compounds scattered throughout the country. Invariably when we
reached a Karyollari camp and requested a place to camp away from
crowds of onlookers, we were not even allowed to pitch our tent or
cook our own food, but were entertained in the canteen and given
W H I L E THERE WAS
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guest rooms for the night. If such hospitality had been confined to the
Karyollari we might have supposed that they were merely obeying
instructions, but everywhere in Turkey we met thc same helpfulness
and generosity. Often people invited us into their homcs, and in banks
and garages we were always offered tea, served in small glasses with
sugar and lemon. The only difficulty we experienced was the excessive
curiosity of the local people, espccially along the Black Sea coast
where tourists seem comparatively rare and two girls driving a LandRover a very strange phenomenon. Each time that we stopped for a
picnic a crowd seemed to materialise from nowhere, and here as elsewhere Barbara's auburn hair attracted much envious comment from
local women, unused to such colouring.
From the narrow streets and old mosques of Istanbul we had
crossed the Golden Horn and climbed on to the high plateau of
Anatolia with its bare rolling hills. A good tarrnac road led over
several passes before dropping to the fine modem city of Ankara, its
tree-lined streets and gardens making it something of an oasis. Since
Palaeolithic times there has been a settlement in this basin, on the
junction of the main north-south and east-west ancient trade and
modern road routes, and not far away lies the great Hittite capital of
Hatusha.
After the glaring heat of the desolate interior ranges it was pleasant
to drive down through green hills and fertile valleys to the Black Sea
coast, along which Jason and the Argonauts sailed to find the Golden
Fleece 3,000 years ago. The steep shores are still clad with roses,
myrtle, figs, tobacco, fruit orchards and nut trees as they were in
classical times, and one can still wander through the cherry orchards
fiom which Lucullus brought the first cherry to Europe. Before tuming inland one reaches Trebizond, the last capital of the Byzantine
empire. Once it boasted a thousand churches, but now only a few
remain, fast disappearing beneath the brambles and fig trees.
It was sad to leave this beautiful and historic coast, but the gravel
road inland took us through some spectacular mountain scenery,
skirting mediaeval castles perched high on rocky towers, sliding
through gorges and mud villages, and then hairpinning its way over
two 9,000-foot passes before descending into the Armenian plains. The
dusty grey-brownness was relieved only by the occasional village with
dark-geen cypress trees and circles of gold where corn was being
threshed and winnowed. The threshing was done by women wearing
head scarves and the typical ~easants'baggy trousers, ridmg on flat
wooden sleds drawn round and round by ~onderousbullocks.
A few miles fiom the Iran border we suddenly saw Mount Ararat,
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a fairy-tale snow-capped peak in a sea of undulating bareness. Remembering that it was almost 17,000feet high and we were only at 5 , 0 0 0
feet, we were not tempted to climb it, even to try to find Noah's Ark
which traditionally rests there.
In Iran we had our first trouble with the Land-Rover when we began
to get one puncture after another, including as many as five in one day.
Most of them were caused by sharp stones or nails from camels' shoes
and all were in the back wheels, for the Land-Rover was too heavily
loaded for the rough roads, which were unsurfaced and worn by the
heavy lorry traffic into deep corrugations. At any speed below 45
m.p.h. we bounced and jolted over each hump individually, the hardsprung Rover shaking and vibrating so much that it sounded llke a
pneumatic drill, making all conversation impossible. Above 45 m.p.h.
we skimmed along the crests with a delightful f e e h g of flight until
we encountered a particularly large bump or deep pothole, when
there would be a resounding crash and we would climb out, convinced
that something must have given somewhere.
On the return journey our punctures were more evenly distributed
and were caused mainly by tyre-fatigue. In our two spare tyres daylight
was visible in several places. This did not perturb the Iranians who were
wizards at getting the last ounce out of any tyre; first they would put
pieces of old tyre inside to block up the holes, then an old inner tube
as a protective sheath, and finally the proper inner tube, usually
scarcely visible for patches.
We found the road between the Turkish fiontier and Teheran the
worst stretch on the whole journey. The country was sand-grit desert
deeply corrugated like the road. As we first dropped down from
Turkey it had looked like rippled sand but proved to be an endless
series of dips down into dried-up river beds and steep little hills which
forced us into bottom gear. The road was so dusty that each vehcle
trailed an impenetrable cloud for at least a quarter of a mile behmd.
Trying to overtake anyone was a horrifying business. One crept up
in the swirling dust-cloud, the passenger peering out to try to see what
lay ahead, then with horn blaring and head-lights fill on drove blindly
into the cloud, just praying that no one was conling and that the road
would not suddenly narrow or dip down into a river bed at the
crucial moment.
On this stretch we had our worst day of the whole journey, with
intolerable heat, glaring sun which burnt the eyes even through sunglasses and gritty dust that found its way into everything, borne
through the open side-windows by a wind hot as an electric hair-dryer.
In addition, poor Barbara was feeling ill. And then we had a puncture.
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W e had considerable experience of changing the wheel by now, but
our jack always caused difficulties-it was so high that we invariably
had to dig a small trench in the road to get it under the back axle or
spring and had such a short handle that one had to lie half under the
vehicle to wind it up.
An hour later we had another puncture. This was not disastrous
as we had a second spare tyre, but it was packed in the back of the
Rover and very awkward to get out. Before starting the struggle I lit
a primus to make a brew of tea, for Barbara was feeling even worse
now and could not face the lukewarm lemonade which was our
usual midday dnnk. Unluckily there were some mud huts near by,
and soon men and boys began to trickle across till there was such a
crowd that tea-making became impossible.
They were no help with changing the wheel but would not leave us
alone. Moreover, they began to demand money and cigarettes and to
try to get inside the cab. The situation was looking distinctly nasty
when Barbara saw a lorry approaching and determinedly flagged it
down. W e could not have been luckier for the Iranian dnver and his
two companions were wonderful; straightaway they got rid of the
locals with much fist-shaking, had the wheel changed in ten minutes,
and refused even cigarettes for helping us. Fortunately, Barbara felt
much better next day, and was able to enjoy two days relaxing in
Teheran before we drove the thousand miles south to Pakistan.
In Teheran there was much to see, palaces, mosques, museums and
bazaars, but our enjoyment was marred somewhat by a feeling that
foreign women were unwelcome. Perhaps our relative freedom
offended against the traditional attitude to women. Iran is a strong
Muslim country and many of the Iranian women are still kept in
purdah and never venture out without wearing the chowdhur, a long
shawl draped over the head and held together to reveal little more than
the eyes. In Afghanistan these purdah gowns covered the head and
body completely with a gauze mesh across the face. Wearing the
chowdhur is being strongly discouraged in Iran but outside Teheran,
especially in the holy cities of Meshed and Qum, it still seems to be the
rule rather than the exception. Although in Teheran one sees a few
women in western clothes driving cars, elsewhere in Iran we never saw
a woman driver and even inside banks and offices the girl secretaries
had their heads covered. Barbara and I tried to be very discreet in what
we wore, always keeping our arms covered, never wearing jeans or
shorts which Muslims consider highly indecent, and in the holy cities
donning head-scarves as well just for safety.
Two hundred and sixty miles south of Teheran lies Isfahan, a green
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oasis in the desert and architecturally the highlight of our journey to
India. The whole town is full of palaces and mosques, decorated with
beautiful mosaic tile-work in turquoise blue and gold. Most of them
were built by Armenian craftsmen under the great Shah Abbas in the
early 17th century, but are still perfectly preserved. Everywhere
one turned there was brilliant yet subtle colour and exquisite design
and craftsmanship, both in the mosques and in the covered bazaar, where
bearded craftsmen sat cross-legged, delicately engraving brass, copper or
filigree silver, painting and hand-printing cloth, or weaving carpets.
There was so much to see that we stayed three days in Isfahan,
camping inside the compound of the British Medical Mission to whom
we had been given an introduction in Teheran. The doctors and nurses
were very friendly and showed us round their hospital and school for
the blind. To see such worth-while work being done made both
Barbara and me feel very selfish to be spending hundreds of pounds on
a trip principally for our own pleasure. This thought must occur at
some stage to most travellers and mountaineers, especially in povertystricken countries, and we found it difficult to convince ourselves that
we were doing any more than having a long holiday.
For two days in southern Iran we did not see another vehicle. The
desolation was eerie, especially in the salt desert of Baluchistan where
not even the silhouette of a grazing camel broke the flat horizon. The
only mark of man was the straight white gravel road stretching on and
on. Earlier we had actually lost the road. W e had come to a fork,
unsignposted except for a scribble in Arabic on an old petrol can, and
had chosen what appeared to be the main road only to find that it
petered out in a series of sand dunes. Fighting our way out of these
with four-wheel dnve, we found that drifting sand had covered all
our wheel marks and we could find no trace of the road. It was a
frightening experience to be lost alone in that featureless waste, but
when we had just calculated that we had enough water to survive for
five days at least, we chanced upon the petrol can and our original road
As we crossed into Pakistan and entered Quetta it seemed strange to
find a good tarmac road, cars and camel trains keeping strictly to the
left, road signs and street names in English and bungalows called
'Apple-tree Cottage' and 'Chez-Nous', yet not a European facein sight.
We had been invited to stay with Captain Niazi, a Pakistani Army
officer, whose brother we had met in Ankara. As we had tea and
chapattis on the terrace of his leas ant bungalow in the cantonment he
told us that it would be necessary to spend some time in Quetta since both
roads to Lahore were closed to all traffic. The main road was under six feet
of water and would not be openagain till the floods subsided; the other
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road was under fire from hostile tribesmen along the Afghan border.
This was bad news as it was already 1st September and we wanted
h , if we were to be held up at all it was
to be in Kulu by the ~ ~ tbut
fortunate that it should happen in Quetta, one of the cooler places in
Pakistan and where we had so kind a host.
At last, on 4th September, the road was declared jeepable and we set
o E Dropping down from Quetta into the northern fringes of the Sind
Desert, we found the heat overpowering and gradually it became more
and more humid as we neared Sukkur, one of the hottest places on
earth. There were three of us in the cab for we were giving a lift to
Mahmud Khan, a friend of Captain Niazi. He was a big, broadshouldered man and as we sat cramped together on the front seat
perspiration ran off us in streams. Even under fans in the Rest Houses
it was impossible to get cool, and our clothes were dripping wet as
soon as we put them on. In the daytime we were plagued by flies, in
the evening by mosquitoes. Under.such conditions we had no desire
to go sight-seeing but simply to reach the Himalayas as quickly as
possible. Knowing that we would be covering the road from Lahore
to Delhi again on our return journey, we decided to drive the rest of
the way to Delhi by night to avoid the heat, and reached the Indian
Customs Post at 5 p.m. This was an excellent time to arrive, for it was
too early to be kept waiting till morning but too late to allow a lengthy
inspection of our baggage.
En route we had encountered little difficulty at the various customs
posts, being merely in transit, but we expected problems getting
into India. W e were uncertain whether our food and equipment was
dutiable but we knew that another expedition entering by sea had had
to pay E200 duty on a similar quantity.
"What have you got in the back?" the chief Customs officer asked
suspiciously.
Oh, camping equipment, clothes, and so on."
"And men?" asked a grinning Sikh.
The Customs officer began to undo the back flap but fortunately
desisted when a dirty pan fell out and covered his white jacket in dust.
Offering us tea, he then asked if we could give him a lift home to
Amritsar. W e had no idea how far away Amritsar was but readily
agreed, whereupon he signed all documents and off we drove. On the
way he obviously began to have second thoughts but it was too late
then, we were safely in India.
The Grand Trunk Road was thronged with bullock carts, bicycles,
and wandering animals but at last we arrived in Delhi, crawling
through the crowded narrow streets of the old town into the spacious
(C
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tree-lined avenues of New Delhi. Here we spent just one day collecting
mail and money and completing the necessary formalities and then
drove up the Grand Trunk Road again to the mountains.
It was good to leave behind the hot dusty plains and climb into
the cool grecnness of the Ms. In gentle rain we reached Simla, the
old summer headquarters of the British Raj and now a large summer
resort and winter sports centre. From here the road became little
better than a cart track and we saw no other traffic for several hours.
W e were beginning to wonder whether our road was a dead-end
when a bus appeared from the opposite direction. This was a cheering
sight but soon afterwards we rounded a corner to see a large river
ahead but no bridge. The road led straight into the water and, presuming that the bus had crossed it, we were about to drive in when some
workmen rushed up to stop us. It seemed that the buses were merely running a shuttle service to the banks from where the passengers had to wade
or, if they could afford it, be carried across. The road had been closed for
five weeks since the bridge was swept away in the monsoon floods.
If we could not get across it meant a 200-mile detour so we
waded over to inspect the ground and see if there was any chance.
Luckily a local Inspector wanted to dnve his jeep across the next day
so about fifty inen were working to make a ford. The water was three
feet deep with a fast current and shifting boulders on the bottom, but
on either side there was a good ramp for entry and exit. With so
many volunteers to help if we got stuck, it seemed worth trying and
whilst Barbara stood in mid-stream talung photographs I drove in.
In magnificent style the Rover ploughed through and churned up
the steep ramp to the cheers of the crowd, but then proceeded to slnk
in the mud on the narrow track beyond. Slowly mud oozed over the
wheels, the Rover tilted towards the river below and the outside
bank began to crumble, but just as I was about to leap out to safety the
men succeeded in lifting up the whole vehicle and carrying it along to
safe ground.
It was with some relief that we finally reached Mandi and the last
lap to Manali. From Mandi there is an extraordinary road cut out of
the rock face on the side of a spectacular gorge. There is no room for
two vehicles to pass so for twenty-five d e s the road is one way, being
open to up and down traffic in alternate four-hour shifts.
u
W e drove up in the late afternoon and emerged into the ~ u l valley
as the sun was setting. On either side of green pastures rose pine-dad
slopes, monsoon clouds still hung over the tops but here and there
there was a glimpse of icy walls, tinged p& in the sunset, our first
view of the Himalayas.

T O T H E GLACIER
of the Kulu valley at 6,000 feet lies the village of
Manali. The village street was a b t y but picturesque clutter of openfronted shops with cows lounging around and children playing in the
dust, but above this bazaar were Alpine-style houses in green appleorchards, and highest of all, Sunshine Orchards, Major Banon's hotel
and our journey's ending.
It was a rambling old buildmg of wood and stone, with wooden
balconies and a wide overhanging roof. Below the stone terrace in
front of the house was a lush green lawn, and, beyond, acres and
acres of apple trees. Everywhere there were flowers, one could not be
sure whether wild or cultivated, and with the wooded hillsides above
and the sparkle of distant snows we might have been in Switzerland.
The manager was expecting us, in fact he reproached us for being
late-two months earlier we had written that we hoped to arrive about
the eleventh of September, and it was now 10 a.m. on the twelfth.
Proudly he told us that our porters and ponies would be ready to set
off in two days time. This was good news as we had expected delay
but it meant two days of very hard work, since as well as the task of
sorting out all our food and equipment, there were innumerable
letters to write before we left.
The next morning the manager brought along our three ~ a d a k h i
porters. As they stood in an awkward row he told us their names and
'quallfications', and each produced his testimonials from previous
expeditions. U d k e Sherpas the Ladakhis are not yet organised into a
union, but no doubt this will come as more and more expeditions
employ them as high altitude porters in the Kulu area instead of
bringing Sherpas from Darjeeling or Kathmandu as used to be done.
Our three were all very different and none quite as I had visualised a
mountain porter. Jigmet, small, wiry, and very dark-skinned, came
closest to my pre-conceived notions, but his eyes were small and shifty
and he had a moustache. He was a dapper little man, and instinctively I
distrust dapper little men.
Wangyal was the exact opposite. Large and broad, with a round
face and permanent grin, he ambled round like a benevolent bear.
Always cheerful, always shouldering the heaviest loads and doing the
worst jobs, he was the personification of simple good nature, and
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very intelligent and full of initiative; d e h t e l y the best of the trio and
quickly he became the established leader.
The third was Atchuk. With his long greased hair, flashy pointed
shoes, and cigarette permanently drooping from one corner of his
mouth, he looked as if he would be much inore at home in a Piccadilly
coffee-bar than in the Himalayas. He was older than the other two,
about thirty-five I think, but this was only his second expedtion.
From what we could gather he had spent nine years farming in Tibet
and then had worked as a photographer's assistant in Calcutta before
coming to Manali. He spoke Hindi, Tibetan and the Ladakhi lalect of
Urdu but only a very little English, Jigmet spoke even less and Wangyal none. It was a shame that we had not had time to learn Hindi
and Urdu, but we picked up a great deal in the next few weeks and
with this vocabulary, gestures and sketches, managed to communicate
tolerably well.
Because of our dficulty in giving instructions we could not make
much use of the porters to sort food and equipment, but on the
morning of the fourteenth, the day before departure, they helped
us pack it all into kitbags and boxes and then divide them into six
pony loads of two nlaunds each (roughly 160 pounds). We had
absolutely no reason to believe that it would split into six loads: the
number was based on only the roughest of calculations made months
earlier. But to our great surprise it all worked out perfectly. Until we
discovered that the spring balance was weighing ten pounds light. . . .
We decided to ignore this. A torrential downpour put an end to the
packing and it rained for the rest of the day, the last of the rnonsoon,
everyone assured us.
That afternoon we went along to meet Major Banon, the owner of
Sunshine Orchards. No one seemed to know exactly how old he was,
but he must have been well over eighty; he was already hotel manager
when General Bruce visited Manali in 1912. An Anglo-Indian, in his
old age it seemed that he had turned more and more to the Indian way
of life. We found him sitting in a wheel-chair in a bare Indan-style
room, two women squatting at his feet. They were both darkskinned local women, but one was old, toothless and arthritic, the
other young and demure. Neither spoke English but sat quietly chatting whilst Major Banon talked to us of Lord Curzon, Younghusband,
and days gone by.
When we returned to our room (a cubby-hole over the garage
rented for three shillings a day), we found another visitor waiting for
us, the local police officer. In his sing-song Indian English he asked us to
tell him exactly where we were going and what we were going to do.

BARA

A

Peaks climbed

o

Camps

-.-m

/:iJI-f.r:

SHlGRl

Route (except climbing
routes )
Glaciers and icefalls

KULU A R E A

GLACIER

TO T H E GLACIER

49

Tourists are not usually interrogated like this, but this C.I.D. man had
learned from the porters that we were going over the Rhotang Pass for
three or four weeks and had become suspicious, since a few L y s
walking from there in any direction would bring us to the Inner Line
whlch foreigners are not permitted to cross. This is the Indian Government's security frontier which runs between fifty and a hundred
mdes inside the Indian border with Tibet.
We were well aware that no permits were now bcing issued to
foreigners to go beyond the Inner Line, but since our objective, the
Bara Shigri glacier, was only a d e on the wrong sidc of the Line and
it seemed unlikely that a glacier which did not lead anywhere would be
parded, we were just hoping to sidle up unobserved. Howevcr, we
could not tell the C.I.D. man this. Climbing peaks a few mdes inside
an imaginary inner frontier would hardly endanger Indian security but
technically it was an offence, punishable by expulsion from the area
and possibly from India.
W e told the C.I.D. man that we were just going camping and birdwatching. Eyeing the pile of ropes and ice-axes in the corner, he told
us that we must delay our departure until he had time to consult his
superiors in Delhi. Our flat refusal dismayed him and without any
proof of sinister intentions (he had been searching for weapons and a
radio transmitter without success),he hadnot the confidence, or perhaps
the authority, to stop us leaving. Unfortunately he hit on the obvious
solution. He would come with us ! He could not leave the next day, but
assured us that he would follow. The trek to the Bara Shigri promised
to be interesting.
10 a.m. 15th September. Departure. In accounts of other expeditions
one frequently reads of the sahibs waiting impatiently for the porters,
Sherpas, ponymen, camel-drivers or whoever it is; with us it was
always the other way round. When at last we were ready, we found
our cavalcade had given up and set off without us. We were not even
sure which way they had gone, and sheepishly had to go and ask the
hotel manager. Following his directions, we found a track (obvious of
course) leading down to the river, and in a few minutes saw the porters
ahead. Immediately they came back and insisted on carrying our small
rucksacks for us, leaving us with nothing heavier than a camera and
our vividly striped 'golf' umbrellas, purchased in Manali bazaar.
Light-heartedly we wandered along, drinking in the sunshine, the
brilliant blue sky and scudding clouds, the tall deodars climbing
towards dark rocky ridges, the lush meadows and sparkling river.
Starting as a tiny spring just below the Rhotang Pass the River Bear
surges down the Kulu valley, carves a tortuous passage through the
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foothills and emerges, muddy but triumphant, to roll across the Indian
plains. W e had crossed it north of Delhi on a mile-long pontoon
bridge, we had crossed and re-crossed it in the gorges of the foothills,
foaming hundreds of feet below slender suspension bridges, and now
we were crossing it on foot over a narrow wooden bridge, a line of
coloured Buddhist prayer flags strung over the torrent to protect the
passage of the devout.
I cannot remember the details of that first day. I was too full of that
heady relief which comes when at last all the worry and rush of
preparations are over, and for better or worse one shuts the door
behind, and goes. I had known the feeling many times before, but
never so intensely as this. I walked along in a dream, and of all there
was to see I have only a few hazy impressions.
There was the dusty brown track, and lots of people moving in both
directions; Indians in pyjama trousers and grubby shirt tails, holding
huge black umbrellas, hill people driving herds of sheep and goats or
caravans of laden donkeys.
There was our ponyman's puppy, a tiny Tibetan terrier with sleek
black coat and long wavy tail. Several times she was nearly trampled
under ponies' hooves, and, after three or four d e s of the dust and heat
was panting as though her heart would burst. Barbara picked her up
and carried her.
The first five d e s were almost level, the track winding through
green fields and deodar forests. Then there was open ground and the
village of Koti, with an impressive new P.W.D. bungalow above the
row of shacks. The track from Manali to Koti is jeepable, and once or
twice on our way up we rapidly had to scatter as P.W.D. jeeps came
bouncing along, horns blaring and dust flying. Above Koti we crossed
the Beas again, and started the 6,000-foot climb up to the Rhotang
Pass. This seemed endless, our legs ached and it began to rain, but at
last we stopped on a dung-strewn expanse of dingy grass-our camping ground. The ponies were unloaded and set loose, the porters put
up the tents and blew up our air beds, and in ten minutes had a brew
of tea ready. Life began to look rather better.
Jigmet quickly dispelled my earlier hasty reservations about him by
showing his capabilities as a cook; he knew all about dehydrated food
and pressure cookers and in his hands ours worked properly for the
first time since we left England. . . . Whilst Jigmet cooked an excellent
supper of dried meat, vegetables, and rice, Wangyal and Atchuk dug a
channel round our tent to drain off the rainwater. We felt rather p i l t y
to be so pampered but if we tried to do anything for ourselves they
became most upset. They did much more than was necessary, but
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after a few half-hearted attempts to clean our own boots or put up our
own tent we gave up and accepted our role of memsahibs.
As well as our three Ladakhis we had with us a ponyman called
U z i n , and a Tibetan donkeyman. U z i n was small, wiry, and
extremely agile. He came fiom Kulu but had flat Mongolian features,
curly dark hair, white teeth, and eyes sparkling with devilment. He
had been on several trips as a porter, but now, at the age of twenty-five,
was a ghora-wallah with three ponies. If he was a rogue he was a most
attractive one, and a great social asset to the party. Like the others he
spoke almost no English but this did not seem to matter.
The donkeyman was a complete contrast. He kept well away from
us-something we appreciated as he had fleas. He scratched and sniffed
incessantly,and, unlike the others, never seemed to wash even his hands.
Nor did he ever take off his battered Tibetan hat, with its embroidered
crown and fur-hed ear flaps. He was a small man and, in the enormous
baggy garment that hid his hands and feet, a clownish figure.
The second day took us 2,000 feet up, over the 13,050 foot Rhotang
Pass, and 3,000 feet down again to camp near Khoksar in tlie Chandra
valley. The pass was a bleak spot in mist and a cold wind. By Himalayan standards it is quite a low pass, but has a reputation for sudden
vicious storms; in one storm seventy-two porters are said to have died
of exposure in less than a day. The sides of the track were strewn with
the white bones of dead animals, and in one place vultures were massed
around a carcase below the track.
On the summit tattered Buddhist prayer flags fluttered on poles set
into a square stone monument known as a la-tso. The flags are coloured
pieces of cotton on which prayers in Tibetan script are block-printed;
each traveller carries a supply of them and on each pass ties one to the
la-tso to ensure a safe crossing. I was reminded of a bus journey up a
steep mountain road in Crete, when at the top all the Greek passengers
climbed out and lit candles in a little chapel.
A little way down on the north side of the pass we dropped out of
the cloud into hot sunshe. It was a different world, a mountain desert
of brown and grey. In only a few miles one might have passed from
the greenness of Switzerland to the desolation of Tibet. There were no
trees, no vegetation, only grey scree and rock and the snow and ice peaks
of Lahul. Opposite us we recognised the Kulti Nullah, which John Sims
had explored with the R.A.F. party in 1955. If we were re vented
from going to the Bara Shigri the Kulti was our alternative but it would
be very much a second best. John had said that it was an uninspiring area
and they had climbed the only peaks conceivably worth climbing.
Winter comes early in the Kulu area and Gom about mid-~ctober

