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FOREWORD

No greater distinction could have been conferred on
me than Somervell’s request to write a Foreword for
his book. For he is the very salt of the earth. Of all
the Everest men I met I took to none more than to
him. And fortunately his book is very Somervell—
that is, it 1s human to the core.

Somervell is no mean mountaineer: he is one of
five who have reached the 28,000-feet level. He is no
mean painter: his picture of Everest adorns the walls
of the Royal Geographical Society’s House. He is no
mean musician: he has transcribed Tibetan songs and
played them in England. He is no mean surgeon:
he served as a surgeon in the Great War. He is no
mean lover of men: he has given up a lucrative
practice and devoted his life to alleviating the bodily
sufferings of Indians and putting new spirit into them.

Above everything he is a Christian. But he is a
thoroughgoing English Christian, with all the gay
courage of the unadulterated Englishman and all his
incapacity to see anything but good in the worst. He
is haunted to this day by the horrors of hospital scenes
behind the Battle of the Somme; but he marked
“ an unselfishness, a spirit, and a comradeship > that
he had never seen in peace-time. And instead of
appealing to men’s fears as a reason for efforts to
preserve peace, his conclusion is that “the very
gloriousness of the spirit of man is a call to the nations
to renounce war and give love a chance to bring forth
the best.”

Similarly, though he was devotedly attached to
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Mallory and was with him on Everest just befor
Mallory and Irvine were lost, he did not deplore ther
loss as being in vain. ‘ Nobody can hold that live
lost in fighting Nature’s greatest obstacles in the nam:
of adventure and exploration are thrown away,” It
says. “ The loss of those splendid men is part of th
price that has been paid to keep alive that spirit d
adventure without which life would be a poor thing
and progress impossible.”

And the true English spirit he puts into his work
the mission-field. It is no part of our work &
Christians to destroy Hinduism,” he says, “ nor t
go out to India with any feeling of racial or religiou
superiority, but to serve India in the spirit of Chris
Himself—to be servants of mankind.” This is on
much the same lines as the observation of Rev. A. G
Fraser at the World Congress of Faiths that the bus
ness of missionaries is not to convert but to contribute
And they may so act with all the greater confidenct
because of the very absorptive nature of Hinduism
Hindus most readily absorb the spirit of Jesus. They
would catch it from a man like Somervell without hi
or their knowing it. And though he regards them &
more disposed to talk than to act, that is as much 2
part of their nature as action is part of his. He may
be sure that in time deeds will follow their words.

They will also read this book. I do not foresee that
it will go down to posterity as one of the great classic
of English literature. But I am perfectly certain that
everyone who reads it will be wanting to climb moun
f(al.ns_, paint pictures, make music, do all the good that
1t is in him to do, and, in general, enjoy life to the ful
like Somervell.

Francis YOUNGHUSBAND.
September, 1936.
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AUTHOR’S PREFACE

THE first part of this book is a short account of adven-
tures on mountains, which finally led me to India.

Having once seen the sufferings of India, the only
possible reaction to them seemed to me that I should
stay there and try to relieve them. I did so, in a
thickly-populated corner of the country, and the
second part of the book is an account of the doings of
the Medical Mission with which I have been working
ever since 1923. I have read a good deal about
India, and it distresses me to find that books about it
—at all events those which are read by the general
public—are usually written either with a view to
causing sensation by reporting all the vilest things in
Indian life, or else taking the exactly opposite point of
view—that conditions in India are ideal, and that
the villain of the piece is the Westerner. Both these
points of view are unfair. I have, therefore, in the
last few chapters, attempted to give a short and read-
able survey of India as I find it and as I love it. I
have tried to be fair to both sides, and my sincere
hope is that the time will soon come when * sides ”’
will no longer exist, but the best of India and the best
of Britain will combine in true friendship to give
India a real freedom.

T. H. S.

ST. ALBANS
September, 1936.
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CHAPTER 1

BEGINNINGS

I was born in Kendal, Westmorland, in 18go. But
this event scarcely comes under the heading of
reminiscence, so we will have to take it for granted.
Nevertheless, I must say something about my parents,
since, if there be anything good in my life and charac-
ter, it is derived from them, and if there be but little
that is good, it is my fault and certainly not theirs.
For nobody could have had a better father and mother
than I had.

My father was of old Westmorland stock, full of the
better side of lowland Scots. He was of Presbyterian
and Quaker ancestry, a sterling character if ever there
was one, wise and thoughtful, strong and independent,
brimful of humour, a hater of cant, a lover of God
and of men. My mother came from the South. I
believe she could hardly understand the Westmorland
dialect when, after her marriage, she arrived to live
at Kendal. Though my father was by inclination
a Liberal, and by denomination a Nonconformist, my
mother had been brought up a staunch Conservative
of the old school in the Evangelical Low Church.
She is the most unselfish person I have ever met, full
of the best type of Christian love, given almost over-
much to good works, one of those people whocommand
universal love and respect simply by consistent un-

selfishness combined with charming personality.
I



2 AFTER EVEREST

Together, my parents stand for all that is best and
most honourable and upright in British life. Often,
even now, I experience the same feelings that I had
when, as a child, I was convinced that my parents were
perfect and sinless. The idea of Christ being uniquely
sinless was instilled into me at an early age; butit
failed to impress—for were not my parents sinless ?

My sister, Joyce, is two years younger than I, andin
our early childhood we were as quarrelsome as cat
and dog, but excellent friends all the same. My
brother was three years younger still, but I never
wanted to hit him. I was rather specially, I think, 2
mother’s son, devoted to my mother with a devotion
so passionate that if she were to be away for half a day,
I would count the hours, even the minutes, before she
was due to start. Later, when I went to a boarding:
school, I could not stand the presence of any third
person during the last few days of the holidays. !
must have my mother to myself, and even a casual
remark by her to one of her friends, or a brief cor
versation in the street whilst shopping, was bitterly
resented as taking her undivided attention from me for
a few moments.

The serious and contemplative side of me, as well
as my devotion to music, are probably the outcomt
of my very real intimacy with my mother, an ir
timacy of the secret places in my soul, possibly i
large measure unknown to her who was the object o
my devotion. .

My father was usually at his business most of the
day, but when he came home in the evenings—wha!
could have been more glorious than the games W
used to play with him? Rowdy games they were, if
which we were thrown on the floor and mauled and
mercilessly tickled; but he did it all with the gentlenes
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which only big, strong men can show when they play
with little children. And he told us the most fascinat-
ing stories—real good ones, with a plot, often full of
local colour connecting them with old buildings we
knew, or with the fells and dales of the beautiful
country in which we lived. Sometimes these stories
were continued from day to day. It was during the
summer holidays that the longest and best of them was
told. In fact, that was the time when we children grew
to know our father. Would that I had the ability to
give my own children something of the delight and
interest and friendliness which my father gave me.

Nearly half of my life has been spent away from
England, and hardly a week has passed but I have
received letters from both my parents. Yes; I owe
to each of them more than I can say.

What a glorious time is childhood—the golden age—
citizenship of the Kingdom of Heaven! How splen-
did to be simple, to want passionately, to dislike
intensely, to figure out the world on a straightforward
basis, to have no fear of the future! To take a simple
instance, we had our glorious hour every evening in
the drawing-room, where we played ‘ houses >’ with
the furniture. Screens and the space beneath the
piano were requisitioned for the purpose. Here we
set up our house and called on each other, occasionally
having a real meal with the aid of our miniature dinner
service. 'Then would come a dance of the primitive
order—a cross between the Sacre du Printemps and
the Mulberry Bush—while my mother played the
piano. And there was the big, dark cupboard, where
were kept the lamps and a few very special toys such
as the Japanese House, source of endless delight, and

where you could rub lumps of sugar together and
make them glow.
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The Noah’s Ark was allowed only on Sundays, a
wise provision of our God-fearing parents which was
very largely instrumental in teaching us not to hate
the Sabbath but to look forward to it. On Sundays,
too, my father was at home, and we had dessert in the
dining-room and an uproarious tea. How many
times, I wonder, have I rolled in an agony of help
less laughter on the floor during Sunday tea’
My father and sister were the soul of wit, and,
although not able myself to produce any origina
or funny remarks, I am thankful to say that I was
always blessed with enough sense of humour to be
able to laugh as loudly as anyone else when ther
was something really silly. I have found el
through life that the silly things are invariably the
funniest. |

In spite of all this fun—and did ever family havt
more of it, or a more splendid father to keep it going’
—I was, in some ways, a rather serious boy; in many
respects a most annoying and rather priggish little
creature. I adored Lewis Carroll, Grimm, and Shake-
speare, and loathed stories of adventure or history.
I was passionately fond of astronomy, and knew tht
sizes, speeds, and distances of the planets far better
the age of eight than I do now at the wrong side of
forty. My greatest delight where books were cor
cerned was the Encyclopadia; I remember giving
lectures to my long-suffering family with much cere
mony, which consisted of reading articles from thest
massive volumes on subjects which I understood
imperfectly myself. But the bugbear of pedantry wa
wisely kept under control by my father, who poked
fun at once if keenness on too great accuracy, or a pre¢

cociousness unnatural to the young, showed itsclf a
any time.
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We three children all owe a very great deal to our
nurse, who looked after us throughout our younger
days. It was she who taught me the songs and habits
of the birds, and where to find, but not to disturb,
their nests. She was a true lover of nature, and it is
due to her that I have always taken so much delight
in Natural History.

My parents made one great mistake in my upbring-
ing. That was to let me remain under a governess
until the age of ten, and then send me straight away
to a boarding-school. I was more acutely miserable
during my first few terms at that school than I have
ever been in any circumstances either before or since.
No boy should be sent to a boarding-school without
having had at least a few terms at a day-school pre-
viously. I was suddenly surrounded by other boys of
ten, and had never known more than a very few boys
of my own age before. I had always avoided them in
order to make paper models or to immerse myself in
my beloved astronomy.

Now, boys of ten can be the most pernicious little
devils in their dealings with each other, as we all
know. Although my preparatory school—the Leas at
Hoylake—was a very good one, for which I now have
a sincere affection, yet I loathed and detested it for
over a year, simply because of the sheer impossibility
of getting my earnest, rather priggish, and extremely
sensitive nature away from these little fiends. I was
quite appropriately called ¢ Rubber-face,” just as my
father in similar circumstances had been known in his
day.a.s “ Square-mug ’—and the combination of my
sensitiveness with the fact that I had never been broken
In to the ways of boys gave me the most acutely painful
agoraphobia.

I took every opportunity of avoiding my comrades,
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but such opportunities were few, and the little devis
harassed me and poked fun at me (or so it seemed)
simply for the fiendish delight of seeing me miserable.
It wore off in the end, and, I think, had no permanent
effect on my psychology—except perhaps to make me
mildly unsociable on occasion. Later on, in India, 1t
may have helped to make me prefer the society o
Indians (if unspoilt by education) to that of Europearns
But whilst it lasted it was torture.

After four years I went to Rugby, where we were
worked so hard that I had no time to feel terrified

other boys. My only terror was of the masters. Bul
of that more anon.



CHAPTER I1I

MUSIC

My mother played the piano very well, and a great
soul like hers was bound to come out in her playing.
I thank God that I was brought up from my earliest
years in an atmosphere of good music played with real
feeling. I wish she had continued; but the cares of
a family and a pair of fractured arms have decreed
otherwise.

Chopin’s studies, the Waldstein Sonata, and, above
all, Schumann’s Humoreske and Novelettes, formed
the musical environment of my youth. How often
have I asked her to leave the door open whilst I was
going to sleep, so that I might fall into the arms of
Morpheus to the strains of Schumann!

From my boyhood I rejected all the popular songs
(though they were much better then than they are
nowadays—*‘‘ Daisy Bell,” and things from San Toy
and the Geisha) as inferior to Schumann: who will say
I was wrong? It may sound precocious, but pre-
cocity had nothing to do with it. It was simply that
my ears had been trained to hear, and perhaps to
understand a little, the great composers. I believe
that any ears brought up to retire to bed with really
good music would similarly respond. I can never
understand people like Mozart, who write music down

at an early age. From the time I reached my seventh
7
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or eighth birthday I used to compose, in my head, the
most glorious music, at first abstract in quality, but
later, when I had heard orchestras a few times,
definitely orchestral in nature. Most of these com-
positions were done in bed, while waiting for sleep.
I cannot remember them, and I expect large portions
of them were imitations if not actual plagiarisms.
But they were a great delight to me. I still compose
the most magnificent music in bed. Often I dream i,
remembering a good deal when I awake. I have
never heard finer music in a concert-hall.

It is always orchestral, modern without being ouiré,
with just the right amount of emotionalism (like
Tschaikowski) and intellectualism (like Brahms).
The most glorious music! But, alas! I cannot write
down a note of it, nor produce any of it—except very
crudely on a piano. It will never be heard, unless,
of course, Mr. Dunme is right. Then we will all hear
it on the wireless in a few score years or so.

I was attracted to instrumental music quite early,
and my people suggested when I was seven years old
that I should learn the violin. Of course, I was over-
joyed. Unfortunately, I was no Kreisler, and my
violin has caused more domestic misery and parental
disappointment than any instrument I can think of.
A violin, unless played well, is an instrument of refined
torture to sensitive ears and nerves. On the other
hand, even a mediocre pianist is able to give a great
deal of pleasure to his or her friends. Would that I
had learned the piano, for I was mediocre! So now
I derive solitary pleasure from playing the violin parts
of symphonies to the gramophone, and I am still

une%ble to perform on a piano, save by ear and
entirely without technique.

These humble attainments in the world of music, in
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spite of their inadequacy, have brought me so much
pleasure that I am certain that it is very desirable for
all children who find themselves attracted to music to
learn to play some instrument. The present days,
when gramophones, wireless, and player-pianos give
us our music ready-made, are dangerous days for our
nation’s musical heritage. Although people develop a
real love for music without any ability to play them-
selves, I think that this is only a second-rate love,
lacking the intimacy in which all true love finds its
goal.

The beautiful violin-writing of Elgar and of Tschai-
kowski raises one’s respect and admiration for the
sentimentalists; unless you play the violin, I do not
see how you can possibly get that particular apprecia-
tion. Only those who have sung in Brahms’ Requiem
fully realise its wonderful appropriateness. Could
anyone sing in Bach’s B Minor Mass, and go straight
out to commit a theft or to forge a cheque ? But hear
it on the wireless, and however much you may enjoy
1t, you are merely wallowing in second-rate enjoy-
ment. You are receiving and not giving; a short way
to go and you will be a thief.

~ Whether or not my poor violin attainments or my
singing in the Rugby choir had anything to do with
it, I cannot say, but, around the age of eighteen, my
devotion to music rose to its height. Like many
others, once music took a grip on my imagination, I
preferred Beethoven to anyone else. Mozart seemed
trivial, except in the Requiem; the romantics, who
had been so much to me as a boy, took on Tennysonian
qualities; the glories of Franck and of early Stravinski
were as yet untasted; but Beethoven satisfied, and
provided as much virility and variety as anyone could
ask for. So keen on Beethoven was I that, whilst my
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family were staying at Rye in Sussex, I cycled (push,
in those days) twice from Rye to London in order to
feast my ears at two Friday-night Promenades. I
would not do that now for Beethoven, but I might fo
Brahms.

How I enjoyed those concerts! If turning a switch
had been sufficient to bring them to one’s drawing
room, one would no doubt have enjoyed them. Bu
when two days of a family holiday were sacrificed t
two hours of music, gained only by biking 150 mils,
those two hours were vitalised and intensified intoa
real spiritual experience. The value of that exper
ence could never have been known had it not been fo
the price paid to gain it. No wonder that at the agt
of twenty I knew the Beethoven symphonies by hear,
note perfect, I believe. Looking back on those dajs
I regret that I know now but few of their movementsin
this intimate way. What does one do nowadays!
One puts a record on a turntable, winds up a motor,
and out comes canned Beethoven. It is music no
by any means to be despised, music of real value It
life—but somehow incomparably inferior to that heart

in a concert-hall entered only at the expense of hard
work and sacrifice.



CHAPTER III
RUGBY, 1904-9

Having failed to get a scholarship at Rugby, I most
unfortunately obtained the top place in the Entrance
Examination. I was thus put into a higher class than
my brains could cope with. The result was a succes-
sion of impositions which not only ruined my hand-
writing, but, of course, left me with less time in which
to do my ordinary work. A vicious circle was created,
whereby my work became worse and worse and the
impositions more and more. The excusing by my
wise house-master, W. N. Wilson, of 15,000 lines, which
were at one time my overdraft, so to speak, was the
only thing which kept me from running away from
school. I remained at the bottom of my form in
almost every subject. My first report read: “ Un-
businesslike and forgetful,” words which have haunted
me throughout my life and have ever been an accurate
description of my mental make-up in relation to its
environment.

I never got on well on the Classical side, and my
career was saved through the medium of an attack of
scarlet fever which isolated me, in half of our house at
Kendal, for six weeks or more. My mother shared my
isolation, and the time I spent alone with her proved
the first of the great turning-points of my life. In-
timate association with so great a soul was bound to
have a profound effect on my psychology. I returned

11
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to Rugby with something akin to aspiration—some-
thing, that is, higher than ambition—in my outlook
I had been busy previously. My interest in science
had prompted me, during the time of isolation, to
obtain chemicals and apparatus. With these, I spent
most of my time performing experiments in the bath-
room, ruthlessly sacrificing both its paint and it
amenities on the altar of knowledge. Though I was
unable to realise it at the time, these efforts to educate
myself bore immediate fruit in a change of the deepest
nature in my abilities.

Dependent for six weeks on no one but myself (for
my mother was no scientist), I learned then how t
learn, a thing which years of so-called education had
never taught me. The upshot of it all was that, next
term, I returned to Rugby a member of the officially
despised * Science Specialists > class. I forged ahead
at once, becoming in the course of a few terms head of
the school on its science side, though a very junior
prefect, for Science was put below Classics. 1 now
really enjoyed my lessons, feeling them to be part of
my life and ambitions. From that time I have never
looked back.

Games were different. I tried hard, but was never
good at them, never really enjoyed them until years
later when Rugger became a delight as well as @
source of strength. But at Rugby, the home of this
best of all sports, my small size and insufficient muscle
prevented me from taking my fair share in the game
I was, as a matter of fact, never very good at it. The
natural result was that my popularity in house and in
school was never particularly high. This was just 2
well, for it meant that my head was never in any dangef
of being turned. Years later, after leaving Cambridge,
I developed the extra muscle required and a keenness
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for Rugger which even now makes me say that there
is no finer game in life.

Games are of little value except as pastimes, unless
they give you an opportunity of going hard and getting
hurt. Rugger does both. I shall not send my sons
to schools that play Soccer—not, at least, if I can help
it. For I want them to become men.

In one respect I was a complete renegade. I firmly
and conscientiously held that rules were made to be
broken. St. Paul, if I understand him aright, would
agree with me. The strength of sin is the law. That
is to say, the law makes harmless things—such as going
to a classical concert without leave, or being con-
sistently late for lock-up—into sins. Of course, my
excellent house-master and true friend, W. N. W,
did not see eye to eye with me in this.

Concerts were few and far between in Rugby in
those days, and, as I have already explained, I had a
real passion for music. Consequently, nothing was
allowed to interfere with a good concert. I used to
ask permission to go. If it was granted, I went. If
it was refused—I went just the same.

The return had to be made either by running the
gauntlet of the private part of the house, with the
awful possibility—which sometimes occurred—of
W. N. W. himself opening the door and letting me in
(as well as letting me have it); or a climb might be
made into an unauthorised entrance. In my house at
Rugby this was very difficult. But these were trifling
matters where a concert was concerned. 'The inspira-
tion of a Brahms quartet was quite enough to carry me
through the ordeal, rendering the writing of 200 lines
almost a pleasure.

Since I have recached mature years, I somctimes
wonder whether masters really treat delinquents
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seriously. I don’t believe they do. * Rules ar
rules ” when schoolboys are face to face with the
master. Nevertheless, I am inclined to think tha
““boys will be boys” is the general tone of ther
thoughts and of their confidences with each other
So I remain unrepentant.

Boys do get funny ideas at school. The super
humanity of their masters is in most boys an id¢e fir.
Strict, passionless, unsympathetic, hard—that is what
we think them. We never seem to remember that
they themselves were boys once. Many of them art
boys still.  *“ I’ll write to your father about it.” How
that used to fill me with awe! I don’t suppose that
it was ever done. If it was, I know now what my
father would think about it. But in the old schoolday
it was very different. I remember very well indeed
the wiles and machinations in which I indulged
during the holidays in order to prevent my father and
myself ever being alone together. For had he not on
three occasions during the previous term been written
to about it? At last, however, the dreaded time
came, and I found myself alone with him, in the
garden, or on the golf-links, or in the dining-room
after dinner. Anxiously I awaited the turn in cor
versation to: ““ Bye the bye, I had a letter.” But |
don’t remember that it ever came.

If such a letter ever had come, he probably had lon§
ago made up his mind to say nothing whatever abO}lt
it. Such was respect for our elders—a droll affa
based on misunderstanding and very often on a Jack of
frankness and an unreasoning fear. But, like all the
other things which provide us with discipline in life, 1t
is an excellent thing. Let it remain. Woe to our Jand
and to our generation if the modern boy should become
too familiar with either his father or his masters.
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My father entrusted me with money and a latch-
key when I was seventeen, making me an allowance
out of which I educated myself and paid all expenses
except those of holidays. The object of this was that
I should learn the value of money and, while young,
get into the habit of not squandering it. I was ex-
pected to donate a tenth to charity and good works,
and I hope I did so. My father set a supreme example
in this direction. He considered all money as a trust
from God, giving away ten per cent. of the first few
hundred pounds of his income, any excessincome above
that amount being made to provide a larger and larger
proportion for beneficent purposes, so that eventually
about half was given away, I believe.

All this was done so unostentatiously that I person-
ally do not know to this day exactly what proportion
of his total income was * given back to God, whose it
really was.” All I do know is that very few of those
who call themselves Christians—or anything else for
that matter—give away anything near the sum they
might. If they did, our hospitals, orphanages, and
missions would never lack, and ‘ this week’s good
cause ”’ could close down, for it would be unnecessary
to ask for subscriptions. The trouble about Christian-
ity, as has so often been remarked, is that it has never
been tried. Least of all, perhaps, has it been tried in
the sphere of giving up money. I always wonder how
God takes the insults which most of us offer Him in
church collections and subscription lists.



CHAPTER 1V

MOUNTAINS

I oncE gazed enviously at some climbers on Pavey
Ark in Langdale, whither I had gone for one of my
solitary walks. I was between eighteen and nineteen
at the time, and for years I had strolled about the
Lakeland fells, enjoying them to the utmost. It is
God’s country, and it is best enjoyed alone.

But fell-walking, however delightful, is not adven-
turous enough for a youth of eighteen, and my first
sight of the rock-climbers I had heard so much about
struck a new chord in my heart. I followed them up,
experiencing great delight in matching my strength
against the difficulties of the rocks. To my joy I
found that I didn’t mind looking down the steep bits.
When I finally arrived at the summit of the climb, I
fell into conversation with the party in whose footsteps
I had trodden. A short talk with them convinced me
that I had done something which I ought not to have
done—climbed without a companion and a rope.

I straightway bought a book about climbing—one
of Abraham’s—and discovered that I had done 2
climb which was classified as ¢ difficult.”” Naturally,
I felt quite pleased, and determined to do all the
climbing I could, but under proper and disciplined
conditions. I managed from time to time to find
companions for a few climbs, and, one Easter, went
with a reading-party to Blea Tarn and spent a happy

week there—working in the morning and walking or
16
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climbing in the afternoon. Once, I asked my great
friend, Lionel Studd—son of Sir J. E. K. Studd, late
Lord Mayor of London—to spend a week with me at
Wastdale. It was that week which laid the founda-
tions of my climbing.

I don’t know how many rock climbs we essayed
during those half-dozen days, but such was our keen-
ness on this new-found sport that we certainly polished
off some six or seven * text-book > climbs each day.
Then followed a meeting with members of the Fell
and Rock Climbing Club, and soon the joining of
this club.

Among my early climbing acquaintances, those to
whom I owe most are the Woodsend brothers, who
actually led me on my first climb and who were
friendly to me when I was a raw recruit. A little
later I met Herbert Cain, who became one of my
staunchest friends. He was one of the best of men,
and, although his home was seventy miles away, he
had a more intimate knowledge of the English Lake
District than anyone I have met, including many
who have lived in it all their lives. He was a real
lover of mountains, as he was also of all that is best
and truest and most noble.

For some years I contented myself with British
Mountaineering—which is surely second to none as a
Sport—but naturally I had yearnings for the Alps.
These were increased by a visit to Switzerland in
winter. I could hardly bear to ski and skate at
Villars and look across the valley of the Rhone to Mont
Blanc and her satellites, simply waiting to be climbed.
So by means of gentle persuasion I managed to bring
my people round to a family holiday in the Alps.

None of my family climbed, and I had an amusing
—and very trying—time attempting to secure a part-
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ner. I wasinformed that there was a certain Brazilian
gentleman staying at a village some ten miles distant,
who wanted a climbing companion. 1 telephoned to
him, only to find that he seemed most unwilling to
conduct anyone on his first Alpine climb. So I got
hold of a guide, Armand Pernet, of Diablerets, who
offered to take me up the mountain of the same name
for the usual fee. He was to call for me at five.
When at seven he had not turned up, I went along to
climb it by myself. I was sensible enough to know
that I must turn back at any danger, real or apparent,
in my then immature state of mountain knowledge.

About half~way up what seemed to me to be a very
easy walk, though partly over glacier, I encountered
a guided party returning from the top.  Vous étes
fou! ” and similar remarks they made to me, so, after
a discreet interval, I turned back homewards, return-
ing from Diablerets richer by an ice-axe which I had
bought there, but without having done my peak.

Soon afterwards we moved to the Montenvers,
where the serious business really began.

The Col des Grands Montets was my first Alpine
expedition, as it has been to many others. Though it
is a simple climb, it affords beautiful views, and is 2
reasonable introduction to snow work. At Monten-
vers I found two other climbers—a parson called
Buxton, and the Bishop of Sierra Leone—who were
quite glad of a partner. With this ecclesiastical party
and Jules Simond I started on my second Alpine climb
—the Moiue by the north aréte.

This was a different business altogether, much more
to the taste of a British rock-climber. I found that
the hardest passages in its rocky parts gave no more
difficulty than those in some of the Cumberland climbs.
At one place, where there was an overhang—the
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order being Simond, Buxton, myself, bishop—the
bishop slipped off and dangled in mid-air like a
pendulum. Fortunately I had the rope over a good
belay of rock, and started to let him down to a
slippery-looking bit of snow just below the overhang.
The rope around his waist was loose, and he inad-
visedly put up his hands to grip the rope above him.

At once the noose came off, leaving him to hang by
his hands alone. Certain death was beneath him if
he could not hold on. I lowered away as fast as I
could, and just got him down to the snow-slope
before his strength gave way entirely. He crossed to
some rocks and there lay panting. We revived him
with some brandy, and inside ten minutes he was
climbing again up the overhanging rock. This time
he did it without mishap—a plucky bit of work which
more than atoned for his former lack of skill.

The Aiguille de ’'M, Petits Charmoz, Col du Geant
(with my sister, who fell into a crevasse and thereby
learned the safety of a rope), and a few more minor
summits completed my first season’s Alpine climbing
and whetted my appetite for more. The conquest of
this modest assortment of peaks was no great achieve-
ment, but I had entered fairyland, and thenceforward
every holiday of my life (except a few at hill-stations
in India) was to be a climbing holiday, either at home
among the crags of Cumberland or Skye, or farther
afield among the glories of the Alps, Norway, and the
Himalaya.

Moreover, I had learned the importance of holidays.
To this day I believe, firmly and conscientiously, that
God means man to enjoy himself. Holidays should be
worked for and should be a relaxation and a rejuvena-

Fion for further toil, but they are undoubtedly of real
Importance in life.



CHAPTER V
CAMBRIDGE AND RELIGION

FroMm quite early youth I had wished to be a surgeon,
and the question of choosing my profession never
came up at all. At Cambridge, having got a science
scholarship at Caius College, I began at once those
studies which were more immediately connected with
my profession. But more important than these were
my experiences in the realm of religion.

I met at Cambridge a man who persuaded me to
join the Heretics, a society with no religious pre-
dispositions, bent on investigating religious problems
without bias, if such a thing be possible. We took
ourselves very seriously, as is the wont of undergrads
of the thoughtful type. All my cherished religious
beliefs were perforce dashed to the ground, for com-
plete open-mindedness was a necessary condition of
membership of this really up-to-date society. One
must be up to date—not to be that was an unpardon-
able sin. For two years I strenuously refused to
believe in God, especially in a revealed God. Butin
time I discovered that there was something missing
from life, something which made life, with all its
interests of science, music, and fun, to seem hardly
worth while.

I had nearly completed my second year at Cam-
bridge when I met someone in the Anatomy School
who said to me: “ Come and have lunch.” “ Right-

0,” I agreed, and we left the dissecting-room together.
20
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“T hope you don’t mind; I’ve got to go to the Daily
Prayer-meeting first,” said the other. * Will you stay
outside, or would you care to come along ? > Civility
demanded that I should ¢ come along,” and there, in
contradistinction to my friends of the Heretics, who
seemed to be wallowing in an intellectual nowhere,
I found some forty or fifty undergrads—healthy,
sporting, normal human beings—praying as though
they really meant it. I had considered that prayer-
meetings were things which old women went to. Yet
here were young men, obviously sincere, praying and
expecting answers, talking to God in a business-like
way, not like the parsons in church.

When it happened, I do not know, but I do know
that within a few weeks my whole life was changed.
I would, I told myself, live in future for God and for
man’s sake; I would try to put self and self’s poor
ambitions in a very secondary place. I became for a
time a passionate evangelical. My new-found Christ-
ian friends wisely saw that if I was to start on a new
life I must make a break with the old, and it was not
long before I was preaching, with shaking knees and
beating heart, at an open-air meeting in Cambridge
market-place. Several of my late boon-companions
were in the audience. I always wonder what they
thought and said when they discovered that their
quondam friend had ¢ got religion, and got it bad.”
But this first open-air meeting was another real turn-
Ing-point in my history. It did me a lot of good; it
made a drastic separation from the past; but I know
now that it was not the way to carry my friends
with me. Instead of having any helpful influence
over them, I simply passed on to another * set,” and
dropped them.

During the next two or three years I was an out-and-
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out revivalist. My theology, so recently heretical,
became completely and rigidly evangelical. It in-
cluded the verbal inspiration of the Bible and an idea
of Atonement based on an angry and most unChristian
God, together with several other beliefs which I have
since felt to be of the nature of superstitions rather
than spiritual truths. I am now conscious that this
period of my life represented the sowing of a kind of
spiritual wild oats, an alternative—and no doubt a
desirable alternative—to the more usual sexual
variety, but a natural expression of youthful energies
transferred or sublimated into spiritual channels.

At this stage, however, my experiences proved to my
own satisfaction that God answers prayer, and that
these prayer-meetings which had been the means of
turning me inside-out were not merely vain babblings,
but actually did ““ do things.” 1 discovered shortly
afterwards that for years my mother had been praying
that I might be converted before the age of twenty-
one. This experience of mine was just two months
before my twenty-first birthday. Moreover, 1 took
the Science Tripos (Part I) that same year. After
sending in the papers, I prayed hard that they might
be successful in getting me a first class, promising that
I would use my brains for God. This prayer may not
have been strictly in accordance with the psychology
of the Almighty. But at any rate it was very sincere,
and continued for at least a half-hour. I afterwards
discovered that my marks had failed by one from
being in the first class, but that, during the actual
time that I was praying so fervently, the board of
examiners was (unknown to me) meeting. After long
discussion, it was decided to give me the extra mark
and to admit me to the first class. These two in-
cidents were enough to satisfy me that prayer is
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answered, a conviction that has never been shaken in
later years; rather has it been strengthened by further
similar experiences.

Nobody could possibly be in touch with Miss Car-
michael’s orphanage in Dohnavur, South India, with-
out seeing that prayer is answered again and again,
often in unmistakable and specific ways. It may often
be answered by telepathy or thought-transference
or some such process, but the point is that it is
answered, providing that the conditions—clearly laid
down by Jesus in His teaching—are fulfilled. I have
known many people to say that they have * proved ”’
the uselessness of prayer, simply because certain
carnest and sincere requests—such as those for the
preservation of their relatives during the War—have
not been granted.

But have the conditions been observed ? That
prayer is often apparently unanswered, or that
requests to God, however genuine and sincere, seem
to leave the situation unchanged, proves nothing at
all. IfI ask my father for a hundred pounds and he
refuse to give it to me, does that prove either that my
father is non-existent or that he is incapable of re-
sponding to my petitions ? By the logic of some people
it is made to prove both—witness many modern books
In which the writer’s opinion of the Almighty succeeds

Onl.y in calling attention to his or her own limitations
of intelligence.



CHAPTER VI

WAR

A FEW more seasons of climbing in various parts of the
Alps were brought to an abrupt conclusion by the
outbreak of the European War.

In August 1914 I was unqualified. I was studying
at University College Hospital, within a few months of
the final examinations. I had had a number of years’
experience of playing at soldiers, in the O.T.C. at
Rugby and Cambridge, and I was anxious to discover
where lay my duty to my country. Should I join a
combatant unit at once or qualify first as a doctor and
enter the R AM.C.?

One day I bearded Sir Frederick Treves in his dep
at the War Office, and put my question to him. His
answer was clear; I must qualify, for the need for
doctors was going to be great. This I did in 1915
during the early months, attending the College of
Surgeons to hear the result with my application for 2
commission all ready in my pocket. I was posted to
the West Lancs. Casualty Clearing Station (a Ter-
ritorial unit whose headquarters were at my native
town of Kendal).

With them I served during the whole of the War,
under Lieut.-Col. Cockill, the kindliest of martinets,
and one of the best officers I have ever known.
Later, his health compelled retirement to England, and
our brilliant surgeon, G. E. C. Simpson of Liverpool,

took command of the wunit and thereby left 2
24
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large share of the surgery to my juvenile and inex-
perienced hands. But the amount of practice I
obtained was so large and so intensive that before
long I was ready—not merely in a foolhardy way, but
really ready, and, in a measure, able—to tackle any-
thing that came along.

This is not a war book—there are already too many
of them. But it may be worth while to jot down two
or three of the things which seemed most striking
about the four years of carnage on the Western Front,
in which I was playing a minor part.

My first job was at a depot for convalescents at
Boulogne. The chief work of the day was, of course,
the spotting of “ skrimshankers’ or malingerers.
We got rather good at that. Major Moriarty, the
commanding officer, made good use of hypnotism in
the curing of stiff joints and similar disabilities, and
this was the only time I have ever seen it used exten-
sively. Since I saw its results at the time, I have felt
that its use should be far more prevalent among the
medical profession. I cannot conceive why it is not
taught, at least to those who are psychologically
suited to perform it, in the ordinary course, or as a
post-graduate subject. Moriarty’s skill in getting
patients ““ under >’ was very considerable, but very
likely many other doctors could do the same if they
would only try. Why should they not be taught ?

On the Somme Front our C.C.S. was first stationed
at Vecquemont, between Amiens and Albert, and
here we prepared a large hospital, mainly of tents, for
one thousand patients, which we were told might be
the extent of casualties per division on the first day of
the battle projected for the beginning of July.! We

1 . . ™
_ -C.asualty Clearing Stations were mobilised to the extent of one per
Division, though often acting as Army Troops.



26 AFTER EVEREST

awaited this fight with anxious anticipation, and after
dealing with several hundred victims of our own artil-
lery fire—which went on for four or five days before
the actual attack was launched—we suspected that our
resources would be a bit slender for the casualties of
the coming push.

As a matter of fact, the first forty-eight hours of
work after July 1st brought us nearly ten thousand
wounded. Never in the whole war did we see such a
terrible sight. Streams of motor-ambulances a mile
long waited to be unloaded. Though many ambul-
ance trains went out at one side of our camp, the
wounded had to lie not merely in our tents and shelters
and in the adjacent farm-buildings, but the whole area
of the camp, a field of five or six acres, was completely
covered with stretchers placed side to side, each with
its suffering or dying man upon it. Orderlies went
about giving drinks and food, and dressing wounds
where possible. We surgeons were hard at it in the
operating-theatre, a good hut, holding four tables.
Occasionally, we made a brief look around to select
from the thousands of patients those few fortunate ones
whose life or limbs we had time to save. It was a
terrible business. Even now I am haunted by the
touching look of the young, bright, anxious eyes, as we
passed along the rows of sufferers.

Hardly ever did any of them say a word, except to
ask for water or relief from pain. I don’t remember
any single man in all those thousands who even
suggested that we should save him and not the fellow
next to him. Silently beseeching they lay, as we
rapidly surveyed them to see who was most worth
while saving. Abdominal cases and others requiring
long operations simply had to be left to die. Saving
of life by amputation, which can be donec in a few
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minutes, or saving of limbs by the wide opening of
wounds, had to be thought of first. There, all around
us, lying maimed and battered and dying, was the
flower of Britain’s youth—a terrible sight if ever there
was one, yet full of courage and unselfishness and
beauty.

At the height of the carnage the Director-General,
whom I knew well, came round. *Well, Somervell,
my boy, how do you like this ? > “ Sir, I think it’s
the most terrible thing I have ever seen, or am likely
to see.”” ““ Ah, this is war, my boy, this is war!

Yes; it was terrible—those thousands of battered,
bleeding bodies, but their courage and unselfishness
were glorious. I am now a pacifist, in a measure, but
am I right? Mere pacifism is rather materialistic;
the mutilation of the soul must always be far more
terrible than any mutilation of the body. It is not
easy to establish a balance. I know that, again and
again, when, sick of the continual casualties and the
wilfulness of man that maims these poor bodies, I did
see an unselfishness, a fine spirit, and a comradeship,
that I have never seen in peace-time.

But in spite of all that, the very gloriousness of the
spirit of man is a call to the nations to renounce war
and give love a chance to bring forth the best that is
In mankind, in international as well as in personal
relationships.

One day I went for a short walk on the battle-field.
I sat down to rest on a sandbag. Just in front of me
was a lad asleep, looking very ill—sallow skin—quite
stil. My God, he’s not breathing! He’s dead! 1
got a real shock. I sat there for half an hour gazing
at that dcad boy. About eighteen, I should say.
He lay on his back, not mutilated, perhaps not dead
many hours. Strange that, with corpses and bits of
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them strewing the ground for miles around, I should
be so impressed by this one dead body. But so it
was. For the moment he personified this madnes
called War. What did it mean to him? What were
diplomacy, national relationships, commercial in-
terests, to him? Why should he be cut off before
really tasting the joys and hardships and glories of
life? And he was just one out of tens of thous
ands. Who killed him? The politicians, the High
Command, the merchants and financiers, or who?!
Christian nations had killed him by being unChristian.
That seemed to be the answer.

The delights of a frosty, fine November week at
home with my parents, among my beloved moun-
tains; the terror of air-raids on the coast of Belgium;
the elation of Cambrai, the first really successful
“show ”; a thousand memories crowd upon me.
But others have described them better than I can
ever hope to do, and they must remain as memories.

There were several things which the War did for
me, and for many others besides. First, it was 2 fine
education, showing one the good in men as well as
some of the evil. It forced one into companionship,
or even friendship, with people whom one would never
have dreamed of choosing as friends. It showed how
much good there is to be found in the worst of us, &
well as how much bad in the best. Secondly, it was
humbling, for it taught us that none of us was really
essential, and that the show goes on just the same
without us. Besides these, there were many other
things I never learned at school or university, and
I still look upon the War as my real educator.

Then again, war-time enlarged one’s outlook. My
narrow, rather legal and dogmatic religion may have
lost some of its definition and force, but it gained
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tremendously in breadth of outlook and charity. It
became much more Christian; that is to say, dogma
was supplanted by the desire to love God, and narrow-
mindedness by the desire to love one’s neighbour as
oneself.

Further, it was during the War that Sir William
Rothenstein stayed for many months in our Casualty
Clearing Station, and I got to know him well. We
often went out sketching together, and his care in
drawing accurately everything that he drew at all
impressed itself on my young and rather careless mind.
From him I learned to approach even the humblest
objects in nature with respect, and his influence has
ever since been with me, leading me to appreciate
beauty to an extent I never could have reached had
he not become one of my friends.

Finally, the War gave me an unrivalled introduc-
tion to surgery, such as was given to few men of my
age. Also, I learned how to carry on a radiographic
umt, which I did for over a year. In these two
branches of medical science I obtained an amount of
experience which has been of the greatest possible

yalue in my subsequent career, especially in my work
1n India.



CHAPTER VII

CLIMBS IN BRITAIN AND
ABROAD

For over four years I had done no climbing, with the
exception of a few odds and ends whilst home on
leave, and a few scrambles on the limestone crags
around Marseilles. I was actually climbing when the
Armistice occurred. My brother happened to be home
from Salonika just at the right time, and with him1l
was returning from a few days’ climbing, walking
over Langdale Pikes to Dungeon Ghyll Hotel, when
we noticed that the hotel flag was flying. We ran

down to congratulate mine host. ‘ Many happy
returns, Mr. Fothergill! I suppose it’s your birth-
day?” “What? Haven’t you heard?” “No
what?”  “ Armistice! Eleven o’clock this mor-
ing.” ‘“Damn. Just when we’d got Jerry on the

run. Now it’ll be a stalemate sort of peace, and
we’ll have to make harsh terms to show them we've
won, as most of them won’t know whether we have of
not. But if only we’d had a few weeks more, we'd
have got them back to the Rhine, and showed the
country people who was winner! Then we could
afford to show great clemency in the peace terms and
everyone would be happy. But now—I don’t know
what’ll happen. I fear the worst. We’ll have to put

the screw on, and there’ll be perpetual ill-feeling and
distrust. Oh, damn!

30
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Such, roughly speaking, was our argument on the
Armistice as far as I remember it. I still firmly
believe that we were right.

A few months in the Army of the Rhine, chiefly
noted for concerts and operas at Cologne; two years
doing orthopzdic surgery at Liverpool (under that
dear old soul and truly great surgeon, Sir Robert
Jones) and at Leeds; and then, in 1920, I felt that I
was forgetting too much of my “ civil ” surgery and
must chuck this military job. I went up to London
to my old hospital and became a house-surgeon to the
charming intellect of Wilfred Trotter, who first taught
me that man made God in his own image, a truth
which everyone ought to know but which had some-
how escaped me. Trotter also instilled into me a
great many fundamentals of surgery which lesser men
seem to ignore but which have straightened out my
surgical thoughts ever since. To his clear thinking
and wise, if sometimes cynical, instruction, I owe
more than I can say.

I then became a house-physician, learning a lot
about stomachs from my friendly fellow-northerner,
Charles Bolton, and about hearts from that great
cardiologist, Sir Thomas Lewis. That I have been
flble, I hope, to absorb and make real use of the teach-
Ings of these great men is principally due to the fact
that the real foundations of my medical and surgical
knowledge had been well and truly laid down by two
men to whom I am eternally grateful. They were
my house-physician and surgeon, *“ Tubby > Horton
and Julian Taylor. Salvete! It was you who really
taught me.

During these years I was able to get some fairly
good holidays and, as may be imagined, these were
Spent entirely among mountains. Skye and the
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north-west of Scotland provided one of the most
enjoyable months of my life, in company with my
brother, Billy, and his three-wheeled Morgan. In
Ross-shire, Skye, and Sutherland—that most beautiful
of all the counties of Britain—we found peaks and
precipices of varied severity. We began with Buch-
aille Etive in Glencoe, and a few days on the north
face of Ben Nevis, and worked our way to Suther-
landshire, staying at a different place each night and
making no plans save that if we saw a likely mountain
we would stop and climb it. Some such arrange-
ment is the best way to enjoy a holiday if you want to
see the country, and I recommend it to readers.
The weather smiled on us and was set fair throughout
those three weeks of June.

Each year I managed to wangle enough leave to
enable me to visit the Alps. I had some delightful
holidays there. The first was in 1919, when the
veteran Solly took in hand four youngsters—G. 5.
Bower, Meldrum, Beetham, and myself—and really
started us on guideless climbing. That year we
climbed a number of the principal peaks in the
Chamonix and Valais districts, one of the most
memorable ascents being that of the Chardonnet, of
which we never reached the summit. But we had 2
great day on the mountain and learned that it is the
climbing that counts, whether the top be reached or
not. Without Solly, we might have gone on to gain
the summit at all costs, and who can say that the
costs might not have been disaster? We traversed
the Grépon, Bower leading, with Solly; his under-
taking this strenuous climb at a good age and when
not too fit was a stout bit of work, and in every way
typical of the man. Later, fortified by his tuition,
we left him and his charming wife—who had been just
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like a mother to us—at Chamonix, and departed to
the Valais to try our skill with the Matterhorn, the
Rothorn, the Dent Blanche, and other famous
mountains.

Our luck was in, and we found that most of the
climbing on these peaks was technically easy to those
trained in the Lake District; but then it was a good
year for ice and snow. We have realised in later
years that there were many gaps in our snow- and
ice-craft. No mere rock-climber should lightly under-
take big expeditions in the Alps unless led by someone
who has had experience of ice and snow; though I
firmly believe that any reasonably strong and sensible
climber can, with practice, become capable of leading
almost any standard Alpine expedition in good
weather. It is when bad weather arrives that ex-
perience is put to the test.

This is not a handbook of mountaineering, and the
present is not the place to impart information which
has been done so well by better pens than mine can
ever be; but I may be pardoned for mentioning in
passing that such books as G. W. Young’s Mountain
Craft and the Lonsdale Library mountaineering
volume should be read, marked, learned, and acted
upon by everyone who would fit himself for leading an
Alpine climb in any but perfect weather. One may
be a super-climber on the British rocks and yet totally
lack that experience and judgment which alone give
safety in bigger mountains.

Ice, snow, and weather can be learned only by
experience, and experience is the only sound foun-
dation of mountaineering judgment, the only real
safeguard of any climbing party, however skilful the
members of it may be.

In 1921, I had the most varied of all my climbing
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holidays. At the beginning of July, I joined Dr.
McCleary and Symons at Bonneval and crossed the
Colle Perduto—an awe-inspiring sight in the mist,
The first few hundred feet are very steep, and as mist
concealed the remainder it looked as if the steepness
went on for ever. However, it did not; we were
soon enjoying one of the longest glissades in the Alps,
and in the evening we arrived at Ceresole. Next day,
a fearsome ride in a dilapidated car, down hairpin
bends, and often within three inches of the edge,
brought us to Ronco. From here we made—by
mistake!—the first ascent of the south ridge of the
Punta Rosa dei Banchi—quite a good rock climb, far
preferable to the ordinary south-eastern ridge up
which we had intended to go.

Later on, after climbing the Grivola, the Herbetet,
and the Gran Paradiso, we were lucky enough to find
another virgin peak—or, at least, a new way up 2
peak which had never been climbed before from the
south. The Cresta Gastaldi, next mountain to the
Gran Paradiso, provided this ascent, and we started
off in high spirits on a lovely day to force our way up
the somewhat precipitous rocks of its southern face.
At one point was a slab of evident severity, presenting
a small crack at its left-hand side and a vertical
corner on its right. I chose the lattery and went up a8
far as a step where extreme caution was essential in
the matter of balance. I came down, as my rucksack,
like that of the hero of Pilgrim’s Progress, must b
removed before the Hill Difficulty be surmounted. I
tried again, didn’t like it, and came down. But the
prince in the fairy tales has never been known to fail at
his third shot, so I had another try. The problem
was, after climbing for 20 or 25 feet of steep slab, 10
preserve enough strength in one’s fingers to allow of
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one’s weight to hang a good deal outwards while a
knee was placed on a small shelf at an awkward height
to the right. By rushing the whole slab in order to
save one’s strength, the difficulty was surmounted.
The others climbed up by the crack on the left, which
seemed to go all right. Above this slab the subsidiary
aréte was easier going, and in a short time the snowy
slope at the top was attained. Steps were soon kicked
in this, and the summit was reached about four and a
half hours from the start. Soon after this, we went on
to Courmayeur, and after disporting ourselves on the
Géant we did a traverse of Mont Blanc by the Rock
Route—a most glorious climb, straightforward and
devoid of real difficulty.

The Grépon followed, and then I left the McCleary
party with whom I had had such a delightful month’s
holiday, and rushed off to join Roberts and Beetham
at Saas Fée. One day we went to the Britannia Hut,
climbed the Allalinhorn, and on the following day
traversed the Rimpfischhorn by the north ridge—a
very fine climb, and, as far as the big gendarme is
concerned, a very hard one. We managed to climb
down it without abseiling, but I remember thinking
1t was harder than anything on the Grépon. We then
crossed back into the Saas valley by traversing the
Dom and Taschlrorn, just getting into Saas, after a
terrific struggle with the crevassed glacier above the
Langenfluh, before nightfall.

We found at Saas that the local guides had informed
everyone that some amateurs had gone to the Britannia
Hut, and were still there, as they found they couldn’t
get back without guides, much less do any climbing.
So our accounts, albeit modest, I hope, of our four
days’ wanderings were received with about as much
credulity as usually attaches to the conversation at a
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golf-club tea, or at dinner at a Scotch fishing centre.
Our last climb was a traverse of the Weissmies and
Portjengrat from north to south.

The traverse of the Monte Rosa from Macuguaga
would, we thought, make a fitting finish to such a fine
holiday. But unfortunately two other powers thought
otherwise. The Italian Government, as represented
by an illiterate gendarme who could not make head
nor tail of our passports, prevented us from crossing
into Italy, and even if we had got across the pass,
the weather would not have allowed the climb, for it
broke up and sent us all home. We could not com-
plain, as we had had a first-class holiday, and had
done nearly thirty peaks in four different districts of
the Alps in almost uninterruptedly glorious weather.

What more can any climber wish for than a holiday
like that ?



CHAPTER VIII

TRAVELLING TO EVEREST, 1922

EvErRYONE who is keen on mountains, and especially
he who has felt the fascination of them and has been
lured to pit his strength and his skill against their
difficulties and dangers, must have been thrilled at the
thought—which only materialised late in 1920—that
at last the world’s highest summit was going to be
attempted. And by no means the least thrilled was
myself, for I had not only spent most of my holiday
time in climbing mountains, but I was told, too, that
there were not many young men who had had much
mountaineering experience, and that I had at least a
chance of being selected to go on the expedition which
was then being planned for 1g21.

As a matter of fact, I was not chosen, though I
believe I was in the running; but I resolved to do all I
could during 1921 to gain mountaineering experience
of various kinds, and to qualify myself to some extent,
if possible, for subsequent expeditions, if any should
occur. I must confess to an altogether selfish and
unsporting, if perfectly natural, delight in ascertaining
that the expedition of 1921 made no attempt actually
to ascend the mountain; and the reader must be left
to imagine the transports of joy which overwhelmed
me when I was asked to join the expedition of 1922
which, it was hoped, would actually get to the top.

.The winter of 1921-2 was occupied very largely
with preparing, in one way and another, for the

37
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climbing of Everest. The question as to whether
oxygen should be carried was discussed at length, and
I as a physiologist could not help feeling—in con-
junction with many physiologists much more ex-
perienced and distinguished than myself—that it was
extremely doubtful whether human beings could
live and move upwards at a height of anything much
above 23,000 feet, the highest point attained by any
mountaineer up to that time.

It was known by experiments in evacuated chambers
that it was possible to exist at a height equivalent to
that of Everest, but whether man could move himself
against gravity by his own energies at that height was
a matter for speculation; the safest thing to do seemed
to be to take oxygen, and my friend P. J. Unna and 1
had several discussions about the form the apparatus
was to take. G. I. Finch, then teaching chemistry
at the Royal College of Science, was associated with
the British Oxygen Company in the actual lay-out of
the apparatus, and later, with its aid, went to a greater
height (with Capt. Geoffrey Bruce) than man had
ever been before 1922.

The apparatus weighed over 30 lb., and could not
be cut down to less than this, either in 1922 or two
years later. But we all hoped that the additional
power given by the oxygen it supplied would more
than counterbalance the awkwardness of so heavy 2
load, and would make up for the actual extra work
expended in raising it along with our own body-
weight. Anyway, we decided to take it with us. The
experience of the 1921 expedition, and of other
Himalayan and Polar explorers, was as far as'possible
pooled with regard to many items of equipment, and
the claims of a few thick clothes as against many thick-
nesses of thin ones were discussed again and again, no
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definite conclusion being reached. Personally, I was
for many thin ones, and have retained my preference
after half a dozen expeditions to the Himalaya; but
there are still some who prefer eiderdown suits and
the like to a multiplicity of Shetland cardigans and a
thin windproof overall. With regard to footwear, I
was always convinced that at least four pairs of
thickish socks should be worn for extremes of cold,
and I think my boots were the largestin the expedition.
They were certainly clumsy, though by no means
heavy; but I can at any rate say with truth that
although I am one who often suffers in ordinary life
from cold feet, and sometimes from chilblains, I have
never yet had frostbite in any of my ten toes.

At last, in February, 1921, all was ready, and with
a thrill of anticipation we embarked in the old P. & O.
ship Caledonia for Bombay. On the way out, I dashed
up to the top of the mountain at Aden, and just
arrived down in time to catch the boat before it went
out. Skipping, medicine-ball, and tennis did their
best to keep us fit on the voyage, and at last we arrived
at Bombay—a beautiful harbour, but what an ugly
town! Good heavens! I thought, if the real Taj
Mabhal is anything like the Taj Mahal Hotel, I'm off
Indian architecture for good. And surely Victoria
Station must have been built in 1851. I have ever
since felt, though I have seen it many times, that
Bombay is one of the eyesores of the world; the
ugliness of West and East combine to spoil a lovely
harbour.

But we were not long in Bombay. The fastest but
dustiest train in India soon brought us to Calcutta,
and in a day or two we found ourselves going up the
romantic railroad to Darjeeling, which gets up to
6,000 feet without using cog-wheels. General Bruce



40 AFTER EVEREST

was awaiting us, having collected most of the coolies
required—and a fine-looking lot of toughs they were,
small of stature but broad of shoulder and beam—and
in grin too, for Bruce knew just how to laugh and joke
with them, and get the very best out of them. Itisa
surprising thing that so few people realise that the best
work is done by the cheerful worker, whether it be
carrying loads in the Himalayas, plucking tea in
Ceylon, or working a machine in a factory in Britain.
But General Bruce knew it, and cracked jokes with the
men, and pulled their legs, and altogether treated
them in a way which would shock the old-fashioned
upholder of “ British prestige,” that awful, soul-
destroying bugbear that has done so much to ruin
friendly relations between East and West. Alas, some
Europeans are still such fools as to think that you
cannot be a friend and a boss at the same time. Yet
I believe that men like Bruce, who love their men and
are in turn loved by them, are just the ones who do
maintain the real prestige. It is only good comrade-
ship and friendly feeling which can bind the Indian
and the Britisher into one family.

We were seen off on our trek across Sikhim and
Tibet by poor Heron, who was the geologist with the
1921 expedition. In pursuit of his researches, he was
wont to remove small bits of rock with his hammer;
but the Tibetans unfortunately believed that in so
doing he let out devils. The fact that an epidemic
started in Tibet in 1921 was put down quite definitely
to Heron and his hammer and chisel, and he was
stringently forbidden to enter Tibet in 1g22. So he

had to be content to come up to Kalimpong and wish
us God-speed from there.

Of course, the Tibetans are right in this as in many
other of their beliefs. Although the connection
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between the chipping of rocks and an epidemic of
scarlet fever may be obscure to modern bacterio-
logists, yet one cannot help feeling that if man had
never chipped bits off rocks—never done any mining
for gold or coal, never buried his soul in the shaft of a
pit—the world would certainly have been very differ-
ent . . . and is it likely that it would have been even
worse ? The Tibetans say no; and who dare say that
they are wrong ?

Those of us who had never been East of Suez
before were fascinated by the life of the streets and
market-place of Darjeeling. A varied population,
immigrants permanent and temporary from Nepal,
Sikhim, Bhutan, Tibet, and many parts of India,
barter their wares, push rickshaws about the hilly
streets, and keep little, ramshackle shops. Near by,
the drone of lamas at their worship can be heard,
and at times a dance can be seen, full of good-
humoured pathos and picturesque attitude, accom-
panied by melody and wondrously syncopated rhythm.
The women in these parts are more free-and-easy
than some of their Indian sisters, and walk about the
bazaars resplendent with barbarously heavy jewellery;
and little children, gloriously dirty and picturesquely
ragged, in the streets and on the slopes play much the
same games as do their cousins in the streets of British
towns.

Hard by the squalid fascination of the market-place
are large hotels full of European and American
tourists, and the residence of the Governor of Bengal
(at that time Lord Lytton), whose family entertained
us most delightfully and made us feel really at home
In a strange land.

After a few weeks of preparation we set off through
the wonderful forest country of Sikhim, a large caval-
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cade with some 400 loads of equipment and food,
carried partly on the backs of mules and donkeys,
partly by the cheery hill-folk, whose women carry
heavier loads than do the men—in fact, we were told
of a woman who carried, single-handed, an upright
piano from the Tista valley up to Kalimpong, a
height of 5,000 feet, and arrived fresh at the top!

Our first day’s journey brought us to Kalimpong,
where Dr. Graham and his family entertained us, and
where the boys of his orphanage (an excellent institu-
tion, where sound Christian training and teaching are
given to the Eurasian children whose origin is the
result of the injudicious and imperfectly controlled
affection of European traders and others for the
womenkind of India) gave us a rousing send-off the
next day.

Sikhim, with its continual mists and heavy rainfall,
is one of the most fertile countries in the world.
Something grows on every square foot of ground, and
the jungle is so thick below the immense and stately
trees as to be well-nigh impenetrable. But the old
trade routes from India to Lhasa, the capital of Tibet,
traverse the steep gorges and mountain passes of
Sikhim, and are kept up as well-engineered and well-
paved pony tracks, and it was over these that our way
led for the first week of the expedition. Every ten
miles or so there is a bungalow where good shelter and
a roaring wood fire can be obtained ; and many happy
times have I spent, on this and other expeditions, in
these dak-bungalows.

Getting higher day by day, we pass first through the
tall forest trees with dense undergrowth below them,
and verdant, fertile clearings where the villagers grow
their crops. In a day or two the trees are smaller, the
jungle less thick, and the clearings less productive.
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By the fifth day from Darjeeling, the only trees are
pines and rhododendrons, and even they are so
exposed to the weather that many have been struck
by lightning and killed from exposure. On the sixth
day we cross the Jelep La pass, 17,000 feet high,
where there are no trees at all, and only dwarf juniper
and rhododendron bushes, the pass itself being usually
under snow until April.

We descended into a deep valley where slushy snow
lay beneath the pines, then went gradually up the
grassy, open valley of Chumbi until we suddenly came
out on a good-sized town, with a friendly-looking
Union Jack flying from the house of the Trade Agent
of Yatung. Here we spent several days going through
stores, and preparing for a very long march up the
desolate vale to Phari Dzong. The treeless, almost
plantless scenery was relieved by magnificent views—
when the top of the valley was reached—of Chomal-
Hari, one of the most shapely of all peaks. Among
other incidents on'the march to Phari was an immense
frozen waterfall, in its way one of the most beautiful
things I have ever seen.

Phari is a quaint, dirty, walled town, much more
pleasant in winter when the muck in the streets is
frozen hard so that you can walk on top of it, than in
summer when the said mixture is a slimy mire about
3 feet deep. On our return to Phari in summer, we
found it better to walk on top of the walls than in
between them.

On one occasion I was called to see a patient in
Phari; a rich young lady had broken her arm. The
house was a strange mixture of sumptuousness and
peglect ; priceless objects of Chinese and Tibetan art
Jostled with dirty hessian and cracked plaster; but
some of the rooms, notably the private temple, were
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very beautifully kept. Three priests were supporting
my surgical efforts by their incantations, the strangest
mixture of reverence and slyness shining in their beady
eyes.

I approached my patient. Her ladyship was clad
in silk brocade, her broken arm wrapped in a brown,
treacly mess. I was informed that this was bear’s
bile, a cast-iron proof against devils. On removing it,
I found beneath, beautifully applied by the local
medicine-man, a splint on the principle invented by
Gooch a few decades ago in Europe, but used probably
for many centuries in Tibet. This curious mixture
of periods set aside, the fracture was dealt with in
accordance with modern surgical practice, and effici-
ently splinted—but hardly more efficiently than it had
been before. A generous presentation of two carpets
and a fine fox-skin ensued, after which the élite of
Phari saw me courteously through their magnificent
gateway into the filthy street.

Here, tripping over the carcases of goats and horses,
and dodging broken pots and heaps of manure, I
finally reached the bungalow half a mile outside the
town where the Expedition was encamped, busy with
the changing of the transport animals. The mules
that had carried our many tons of equipment across
the Sikhim passes could not face the rigours of
Tibetan heights, where no fodder grows. So our
many boxes and tents had to go on the backs of yaks,
and the engaging of these trusty and slow burden-
bearers was not done in a moment. For hours
General Bruce and others were arguing with the local
officials, with polite suspicion on both sides. It was
a scene, repeated several times at other places, which
combined the inconsistencies of Gilbertian farce with
the remorseless length of a Wagnerian opera; the
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whole dressed as the ballet in Prince Igor. The
dénouement consisted invariably in the bestowal on
the local authorities of Homburg hats from London,
while they in turn invested our party with khaddar
scarves. Thus all were happy, and we parted on
each occasion the best of friends.

Travelling in Tibet is unlike most other travelling.
The weather is nearly always fine and sunny, but
miserably cold, with a strong west wind continually
blowing little dust-devils over the sandy plain. There
is “ no tree, nor leaf of green,” hardly any flowers, and
no visible grass. The yaks manage to find sustenance
somehow, grunting and grazing as they go their steady
two miles an hour. But the country is almost all
beautiful. The limestone and granite crags with
rolling sandy slopes exhibit a variety of colour—greys,
reds, yellows, and even greens, unhelped by any
vegetation: it has to be seen to be believed. All the
time we travelled to the west we had upon our left-
hand the great Himalayan chain with its blue shadows
and white caps of eternal snow, its ever-changing out-
lines and its foregrounds of nomad encampments or
well-built villages and temples.

Often we had to go over twenty miles from one
camping-ground to the next where water was avail-
able. Several times we climbed over 17,000-foot
passes on well-worn yak-tracks which on the plains
were as smooth as a road. In all the months of
travel in 1922 and 1924 I never once saw a wheel,
and I doubt if there is one in Tibet, except the
prayer-wheels which provide the country with one
of its chief industries. Like the famous village where
they live by taking in each other’s washing, and
like the South Indians who live on one another’s
law cases, the Tibetan lives apparently by twisting
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prayer-wheels and waving bits of white cloth inscribed
with prayers.

Some prayer-wheels are as large as the boiler of a
locomotive. Others are held in the hand, whilst some
are propelled by the arms of the faithful, and yet others
moved by water-power. In Shekar Dzong are some
colossal ones which one can just turn by pushing with
all one’s force.

Shekar Dzong was one of the many temples where
the lamas received us and entertained us to tea
(daintily served in cups with lids, mixed with salt and
bad butter, the latter often several years old). The
interiors of these temples are very quaint and often
very impressive. A maze of living-rooms surrounds
a courtyard, in the centre of which is a large, dark hall,
probably leading to several others, the innermost one
containing a colossal image of Buddha, flanked with
various departed lamas or boddhisattvas, often of fine
workmanship overlaid with gold. Rancid butter
burns in myriads of little lamps. Fantastically-
arranged offerings decorate the altars like a bizarre
harvest thanksgiving service, and priests accompany
the scene with a droning of ritual mantras or the
rhythmic beat of drum and cymbal. All is immersed
in the same smell of stale butter and unwashed
humanity.,

There is something tragic about the childish faith
of the lamas, and still more tragic is the touching
trust which the Tibetans have in some of the more
unscrupulous ones. Priesthood is the same the world
over. A real faith in a god, however mistakenly con-
ceived, has always something noble in it. But there
are few things more abominable than the exploitation
of the faith of the masses by priests who hold them in a
condition of spiritual blackmail. We saw both kinds
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of priests in Tibet. The head of the Rongbuk
Monastery at the foot of Everest was one of the better
sort, a fine man and a born leader. Others were too
often among the more crafty and vicious, though I
never saw priests in Tibet who appeared to be one-
hundredth part so steeped in vice and iniquity as
some of the priests of Benares, the Holy City of
Hinduism.

Some Tibetan monasteries are marvels of archi-
tecture and carpentry. Many of their decorations
and banners are of real beauty and purity of line and
colour. The Tibetans are not by any means un-
civilised, although quite un-Westernised. Both in
the towns they live in, and in the organisation of their
state, they have a very definite, though characteristic-
ally Oriental civilisation. Several of their ideas of
justice are amusingly crude. Among them is the
cutting off of a thief’s hand. In one village we heard
of a long-drawn-out inquiry, the purpose of which
was to discover whether a criminal had committed
robbery with his right hand or his left, in order that
the correct one might be removed. We had some
goods stolen one day, and the local Dzongpen (mayor)
found the thief’s brother but not the thief himself.
The poor brother was bastinadoed, and upon our
exclaiming that this seemed rather rough justice, it
was pointed out that the brother would see to it that
the real culprit did not go unpunished, so that the
beating would be rightly administered in the end.
In comparison with the corrupt justice dispensed in
many Indian villages, where the poorest man invari-
ably gets the worst of it, this Tibetan system seems to
have a healthy side to its crudity.

One other amusing feature of Tibetan public life is
the way in which prominent officials keep *“ doubles,”
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or, in the case of the truly great, several impersonators.
If the eminent man gets into a scrape or becomes in-
volved in political trouble whose seriousness demands
a disappearance as expedient, several wild-goose
chases can be started immediately, for the ““ doubles ”
will scatter in different directions and go to ground if
possible. The original will, with luck, escape.!

As for our journey from this point, it has been
described in detail in other books. But I must relate
one more incident, characteristic of the East, where
cruelty to animals is not recognised as such, though
the taking of animal life is frequently considered a
serious crime. One of our overloaded donkeys
collapsed while descending a pass near Shekar Dzong.
Its driver, in true Oriental fashion, tried to pull it up
by the tail, causing the poor moke a certain amount
of pain. I have always been particularly moved to
indignation by cruelty to all sentient beings, and
waxed very wroth with the driver, whom I regret to
say I knocked down. He apologised humbly for not
pulling the tail harder and more efficiently; the only
explanation of my anger that occurred to him !

1 For an outline of Tibetan culture, see Ch. XIV of The Assault on
Everest, 1922, and an article in The Musical Times for February 1st, 1923
both by the present writer.



CHAPTER IX

FIRST ATTEMPT ON MOUNT
EVEREST

AT length, after a month’s journeying, sometimes on
a pony, but for the most part on one’s feet—for we
had to arrive in a fit and muscular condition—we
reached the foot of the valley which descends from the
north side of Everest itself. Here, at the Rongbuk
Monastery, the head lama blessed our Nepalese and
Bhotia porters, and we set off in good spirits to make a
camp some sixteen miles from the mountain. For this
we chose an ideal site, a small, flat, grassy meadow—
the only one among miles of bare stones, rocky slopes,
and glaciers—fortunately close to the place where
ended the possibility of taking animals to carry our
loads. A good spring of water made us independent
of the glacier stream which was frozen over every night
until the warmer weather set in.

In this delightful spot we set up our Base Camp and
dumped all our goods. Beyond this point all carry-
ing had to be done by men. Strutt, Longstaff,
Norton, and Morshead spent several days choosing
sites for higher camps, whilst the rest of us unpacked
and checked the stores.

So far, the thing which struck most of us who were
strangers to these parts was the extreme clarity of the
atmosphere. Mountains thirty miles distant were just
as clear as those not more than a mile or so away.

4 49
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Everest from the Base Camp—a continual delight to
the eye by reason of its changing shadow and cloud
effects—though sixteen miles off, seemed to be almost
impending. Some of us felt that it was not a beautiful
mountain. Its outline is stately rather than fantastic,
and its dignity is the solid dignity of Egyptian build-
ings rather than the dome-like grandeur of some of the
Kangchenjanga’s satellites. Everest is, on its northern
aspect, rather a cubist mountain, and to one who, like
myself, is of modern tendency in artistic appreciation,
it offered constant satisfaction as a subject for numer-
ous sketches. I did some six oil-paintings and over
ten water-colour drawings of this view of Everest, and
never tired of its pylon-like stateliness.?

The more decorative mountains below it, Ling-
Tren with its furrowed slopes of snow, Pumo-ri with
its white cupola and incredibly steep precipices,
Gyachung-kang with its colossal overhang, may be
more striking than Everest in purely individual
features; but Everest, so obviously higher than any of
its fellows, overtops them with a dignified repose,
majestic but not sensational, fitting to the highest peak
in the world.

After a few days, the pathfinders returned, and the
work of setting up the camps began. The limited
amount of time at our disposal made it essential th'flt
this should be done quickly. We had only five or six
weeks before the monsoon would almost certainly put
a stop to our climbing for that year. Three camps,
capable of housing some thirty people at least, had to
be established between the Base Camp and the foot of
Everest itself, which rises from the foot of the West
Rongbuk glacier at a height of about 21,000 feet.
I will not describe in any detail here the topographical

! “ Pylon-like ”’ =Theban, not electric-gridian.
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and other details which can be found in the books of
the Everest Expeditions and Sir Francis Young-
husband’s excellent summary The Epic of Everest.

My chief recollections of this part of the expedition
are of our Sherpa porters. They showed themselves
superior to the Tibetans, who were frightened to set
foot on the ice of the glacier, and who, though very
useful as far as Camp No. 1, did very little work above
that level. The Sherpas, on the other hand, were
indefatigable, and did extraordinarily little grousing.
The Gurkha N.C.O.s who led them smiled so con-
tinuously that their demeanour kept both ourselves
and the porters in good humour. The general
atmosphere was one of good temper and smooth
working.

I remember no great cold during this time. In fact,
I even recall having a bath and basking in the sun
afterwards, though, of course, it was very cold by
night. But our warm eiderdown sleeping-bags were
almost impervious to cold. Even when the thermo-
meter was below zero (as it often was at Camp No. 3)
we managed to keep quite comfortable in bed.

I usually shared a tent with Mallory, in whom I felt
that I had found a kindred spirit. Sometimes we
played card games for two, such as picquet, but more
often we read selections from the Spirit of Man, by
Robert Bridges, or bits of modern poetry, each reading
aloud to the other passages of which we were par-
ticularly fond. We discussed climbs in the Alps and
planned expeditions for the future. We made, among
other things, a detailed plan for the first complete
ascent of the Péteret ridge of Mont Blanc. Alas!
the sad accident of 1924 put a stop to all the plans
that Mallory and I had made of conquests of the Alps.

But during this and the subsequent Everest Expedi-
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tions, George Mallory was the man whom I always
felt that I knew the best, and I have seldom had a
better or more intimate friend. When one shares a
tent for days on end throughout the better part of
six months with a man, one gets an insight into his
character such as is vouchsafed to few other men.
These many days of companionship with a man whose
outlook on life was lofty and choice, human and loving,
and in a measure divine, still remain for me a priceless
memory. [ forget the details of George Mallory’s
views on most of the many subjects we discussed, but
in general he took always the big and liberal view.
He was really concerned with social evils, and recog-
nised that they could only be satisfactorily solved by
the changing and ennobling of individual character.
He hated anything that savoured of hypocrisy or
humbug, but cherished all that is really good and
sound. His was a great soul, and I pray that some
of its greatness may live on in the souls of his
friends.

Once the first three camps were established, it fell
to my lot to spend most of my time at No. 3 Gamp,
which was in a place at the foot of the North Col
where the glacier was fairly flat, and provided good
ground for going on solitary walking expeditions to
the smaller neighbouring peaks. I used often to do
this if there were no duties to be carried out in the
shape of making the way up the North Col, or con-
ducting parties up the steep and wearisome ice and
snow that led thither.

These walks gave one a good knowledge of the
topography, and occasional magnificent views of the
splendid and relentless southern face of Everest. This
is one of the most tremendous mountain-faces I have
ever seen, comparing with the northern face of Nanda
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Devi and the southern precipice of Nanga Parbat.
Although during this and the next expedition I made
a number of walks to the col* which leads over to the
Kangshung glacier and the peak on its eastern side,
only once did I see the south-east side of Everest free
from cloud. Whatever may be the route by which the
world’s highest mountain is eventually scaled, I am
certain that it will not be by these south-east cliffs of
grooved ice and pounding avalanche. A more
terrible and remorseless mountain-side it would be
hard to imagine. It extends in vertical height for
more than 10,000 feet, and is one of the finest sights in
the world, altogether more impressive than anything
on the northern side which engaged our attention as
climbers simply because it had no such formidable
appearance and provided—still provides—a hopeful
and possible way to the summit.

At length, the camp on the North Col at 23,000 feet
was established. There were four tents, each capable
of holding two people, and a few porters’ tents
besides. In fact, it was a quite considerable encamp-
ment. But we had already taken a long time. The
North Col was not hospitable enough, and not
sufficiently equipped, to permit of any attempts on
the climbing of the mountain until May 2oth.

Life at No. 3 Camp had become irksome. Mallory
and I had made two expeditions with carrying parties
to the North Col, including the actual blazing of the
trail thither. Of this last, my chief recollection is of
pounding through deep snow, taking turns with
Mallory to go first and do the donkey-work. While
on this job I remember breathlessness, fatigue, and a
longing that my demeanour should not betray my
feelings—to an extent to which I have never felt it

! Rapiu La.
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before or since, not even whilst actually climbing
Everest itself.

We were at first insufficiently acclimatised, but a
few rather wearisome days, of lying in the tent await-
ing the next meal, or going short walks and ski-runs
on the glacier, soon put this right. We were really
pretty fit when we started in earnest to do the actual
climbing, exactly one week after we had felt so breath-
less on the way up to the North Col.

We had decided, on the advice of Strutt, that
Mallory, Morshead, Norton, and I should make the
first attempt on the peak, and with hearts full of antici-
pation we trudged up the slopes of snow and ice which
led to our camp at 23,000 feet. We spent a good night
at this camp, with excellent and varied food, starting
off on a fine, calm morning to get, if possible, 2,000
feet higher and there pitch a couple of small tents.
We had filled half a dozen thermos flasks with hot
coffee and other liquids, made from snow melted the
previous night, and we had roused our porters, dis-
covering that only four of them were fit to accompany
us. However, these four stalwarts were sufficient to
carry the required loads. We had no time to be
pessimistic over the fact (which we hardly realised at
the time) that all our reserves of porters were exhausted
before we had set foot on the mountain itself.

We all carried rucksacks full of warm clothes, a little
food and drink, and, in my case, sketching materials
and a vest-pocket Kodak, with which all my photo-
graphs were obtained.

My first recollection of the actual ascent was the
suddenness with which the west wind sprang up-
We stepped onwards up the easy shoulder of the
north-east ridge, which was covered in places with
good, firm snow. On the lower part of this ridge we
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kicked steps, but on the upper and steeper portion it
became necessary to use the axe; progress was rapid,
a single chip or two being all that was required.

As soon as we were conveniently able to get off to
the left (east) side of the ridge we did so to avoid the
wind. At a height of some 24,500 feet we traversed on
rough rocks and over snow-filled gullies to attain a
stony slope (25,000 feet) at an angle of about thirty
degrees. This could not be called an ideal camping
ground; but everything else was steeper and more
rocky. So we built two little platforms and pitched
our tiny camp, weighting the tent-ropes with large
stones, as pegs would have been useless, and here,
after pemmican soup and coffee, we proceeded to
spend the most uncomfortable of nights, two of us in
each tent. Wherever we lay, and in whatever posi-
tion, there were always a few sharp stones sticking into
the tenderest parts of our anatomy. We obtained
sleep in snatches of the most fitful and unresting
variety, so much so that on the following morning we
were quite glad to get up and stand on our less tender
feet.

When we crawled out of our shelters we had a bitter
disappointment. The wind was not too bad, but
fresh snow had fallen during the night, and our
chances of getting to the top seemed very doubtful.
Moreover, we had gone only a hundred yards or so
when Morshead announced that he was not feeling at
all well, and could not come with us. We knew that
It was unwise for him to overtax his strength, and we
knew Morshead well enough to realise that if he com-
Plained of his health he must feel pretty bad; so we
went on without him, leaving him to go back to his
tent and there to await our return.

For six hours ‘or more we climbed steadily on,
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taking the lead by turns, as we did on all our climbs,
thus sharing the responsibility and fatigue in truly
democratic manner. We could progress only some
300 feet! in an hour, and every attempt to go faster
than this for a few yards was perforce followed by a
rest for a minute or so in order to regain breath enough
to proceed. Our tempers were getting a bit edgy,
and though no actual quarrels broke out, we were
each feeling definitely quarrelsome. Our intelligence,
too, was not at concert pitch. When, at a height of
just under 27,000 feet, we discussed whether we should
go farther or not, we chose the course of wisdom and
retreat with the minimum of regret at not having
reached the top of the mountain.

It was obvious that we must get back to Morshead
in time to take him back to the North Col before
nightfall if possible. The decision to go down at 2.30,
wherever we might be at that time, had been made
without disappointment and without disagreement.
It was the right decision. Another night at 25,000
feet might have made it well-nigh impossible for
Morshead to walk at all. That meant a risk of his
losing his life, for the active movement of body and
limbs is the surest preventive of frostbite, and a
certain prophylactic against being frozen to death.
At 2.30 we had reached a sheltered ledge behind a
large rock. Here we stopped for half an hour to eat,
do a rapid sketch, and take some photographs.

Truly the view was magnificent, and the north
peak of Everest, itself 1,000 feet higher than the highest
summit previously attained by man, was almost
another 2,000 feet below us. Away to the north,
beyond the cloudy and unsettled weather of southern
Tibet, was a range of snow-covered peaks, some 80

1 Of vertical height.
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miles distant. In the foreground Cho Uyo and
Gyachung Kang, only 10 miles from us and each over
26,000 feet high, were actually below the place where
we stood. Of all the mountains we could see that
day, only Everest, the one we were on, was higher than
ourselves. However irritable and unintelligent we
may have been rendered by the altitude, we were all
enthralled by the magnificence of the view.

Yet we could not stay to enjoy it too long, and down
we went, following our tracks, to the little camp 2,000
feet below. Morshead was not too bad—or so he told
us with his wonted optimism; but he was by no means
fit, and we started off right away in order to get back
to Camp No. 4 at the North Col before nightfall. The
fresh snow had obliterated our tracks of the previous
day, and we made a mistake which almost cost us our
lives in traversing back to the ridge at too low a level.

I was going last, and Mallory first, at a place where
we had to cross the steep head of a long, wide couloir
which swept down to the foot of the mountain, 3,000
feet below us. The man in front of me slipped at a
time when I was just moving myself, and I, too, was
Jerked out of my steps. Both of us began sliding at
increasing speed down the icy couloir. The second
man checked our progress for a moment, but could
not hold us. He, too, was dragged off his feet. But
Mallory had had just enough time to prepare for a
pull on the rope, digging his axe firmly into the hard
snow. It held, and so did the rope, and the party was
saved.
~ Iremember having no thought of danger or impend-
Ing disaster, but experimenting, as I slipped down, as
to whether I could control my pace with the pick of
my axe in the snow and ice of the couloir, and whether
the rest of us could do so, too. I had just decided that
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my pace was constant, and was not accelerating, and
was feeling rather pleased with myself when the rope
pulled me up with a jerk. My experiment was stopped,
for Mallory had saved my life and the lives of us all.
It is strange how much of one’s common sense and
judgment is warped by the effects of high altitude;
but, looking back on the incident, which we hardly
noticed at the time, I am convinced that, by having
the time and sense to do the right thing, Mallory
prevented a serious disaster that day.

Chastened, and cursing at the effort required, those
of us who had fallen kicked steps wearily in the snow
and slowly ascended to join Mallory on his sound
stance. From then onwards we were much more
cautious. This was doubly necessary, for Morshead,
though he stoutly endeavoured to appear normal, was
obviously getting worse every minute, and we soon
discovered that he had hardly the strength to walk.
He kept suggesting a glissade or a slide, either of
which might have spelt disaster to him, if not to us all.
We had to use every possible persuasion to keep him
moving and using his legs, and he was getting worse
and worse. It was now dark and we were still some
distance from the tents on the Col. A jump of 10 feet
down an ice-cliff was successfully negotiated, Mors-
head being lowered on the rope. On we went
through deeper snow, pushing and pulling our invalid,
who persisted that he was all right, but was obviously
not far from death.

We reached the tents at about ten o’clock—not a
moment too soon. A great disappointment awaited
us. We found all sorts of food, but no sign of stove or
fuel. What had they done? Where had they put
the stove before they left the camp in readiness for us
to occupy ? We were so indescribably thirsty that
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to eat a single morsel of food without a drink was
unthinkable. And would Morshead last until the
morning without sustenance ?

A few spoonsful of strawberry jam, to stave off danger
of actual collapse from hunger, were all that we could
manage without liquid refreshment, and on the next
morning we hurried down to Camp No. 3. Again we
were forced to use the utmost caution, for in many
places an avalanche of the newly fallen snow seemed
almost inevitable. Fortunately it never occurred, and
before noon the four of us trudged into the camp on the
glacier, all alive, but one of us only just snatched from
death and already badly frostbitten in all his fingers
and toes.

The lesson we learned from this episode is that a
camp to which a party is returning, or is likely to
return, should never be left unsupported. Did the
Nanga Parbat Expedition of 1934 realise this? If
they had acted upon it, the appalling disaster they
underwent would most probably never have occurred.

What Morshead suffered during the next few weeks
will never be known. Although outwardly and in
company he was always cheerful, yet he used to get
away by himself as often as he could, and cry like a
child. After two months of torture his hands and
feet cleared up, and though he lost portions of most
of his fingers he was not seriously crippled. He was a
stout fellow, an ideal member of a party of adven-
turers. Nevertheless, on the outing just recounted,
he was at grips with death. Fortunately, we all
realised it, or we might have been just a little careless
or thoughtless, and given death the victory.

Anyway, we all arrived at Camp No. 3 alive—but
with what a thirst! For thirty-six hours we had been
struggling and panting in a dry, cold climate, losing
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pints of water from our lungs, and without any drink
to repair the deficiency. I have never been so thirsty
in my life; they tell me that I had seventeen large cups
of tea without stirring from my seat. I expect we all
did much the same.

It had been a fine and stimulating experience; we
had been higher than the feet of man had ever trod
before ; but the mountain was not ours. It must
be conquered, and it was now the turn of Finch and
Geoffrey Bruce. It had been arranged that they
should make the second attempt, and it was their own
wish, as well as an interesting experiment, that they
should carry with them oxygen apparatus. Without
it, we others had been unsuccessful. Would its use
make a difference of 2,000 feet and get them to the
top? It was possible, though nobody in the world
could have answered the question definitely. We had
high hopes of their success as we bade them good-bye
from No. 3 Camp on the following day, when they
started on their gallant bid for the summit.
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CHAPTER X

STORM AND AVALANCHE ON
EVEREST

THEY set off with a good number of porters, oxygen,
and provisions, for the camp we had just vacated.
From the top of the North Col, taking with them a
Gurkha N.C.O., Tejbir, and some porters carrying
food, tent, and oxygen, they camped higher than we
had done and on a more exposed part of the mountain.
Here they met with a most unpleasant experience.
A storm arose in the night, threatening each moment
to blow the tent down about their ears, and the follow-
ing day had to be spent inside the flapping, draughty
canvas. Both the tent and themselves were frequently
lifted clear of the ground under the onslaughts of the
gusts of wind. Snow blew in at every crevice, render-
ing almost any sort of comfort impossible. But their
spirit 