Annapurna

Introduction

In some of the footsteps of Maurice Herzog, Louis Lachenal, Lionel Terray, and Chris Bonnington, Dougal Haston and Don Whillans to climb Annapurna.

What is the most popular mountaineering book of all time? Jon Krakauer's Into Thin Air? No. It's Maurice Herzog's Annapurna with over 15 million copies sold worldwide since it was first published in 1952. It has been translated into over 50 different languages. This is the book that ignited interest in mountaineering or Ed Viesters, the most accomplished American climber, and the star of the Imax Everest film. Herzog's book details in straightforward language the first ascent of an 8000m peak, the tenth highest in the world, Annapurna I at 8091m.

I decided to trace the first ascent over two years because we North Americans don't get many holidays each year. I'm actually luckier than most with five weeks per year, but having taken some family vacations, I didn't have enough time. I also recognized that the Round Manaslu trek coincided with parts of the Round Annapurna trek, and many continued to Tilico Lake, over the Thorong La and flew back from Jomson to Pokhara.

Pokhara to Kagbeni
I met my guide Gyan Tamang after landing in Kathmandu, and we flew together to Pokhara. Inflight services consisted of a candy, some cotton for the noise, and some water, but served with a broad smile.

Pokhara is the second largest city in Nepal with a population approaching 200,000, sprawling around beautiful Phewa Tal lake, 200km west of Kathmandu. The elevation ranges from about 800m to 1000m.

We stayed at the comfortable xx hotel, with a great sunset across the garden.
The next morning I was up 6:00 to hot sticky overcast skies. The beautiful views of the Annapurna massif would have to wait for another day. We drove back to the airport and boarded out flight to Jomsom.

Gyan and I took the early morning 17-minute flight to Jomsom. You can easily see why these flights can only be run in good weather as we skimmed the tops of several ridges like Ghorepani, with a feeling you could reach out your hand and touch the top of the trees. The mountains came into view, although a little cloudy and hazy. It never stops shocking me how big these mountains are, as they reach for the sky from the low lying hills. Here is Annapurna South peaking out from the blazing morning sun.

On the other side of the airplane to Jomsom were perfect views of Dhaulagiri.

The view of Dhaulagiri from the flight to Jomsom were spectacular. The icefall xxx

With a jarring thump, the wheels of the plane touched down at Jomsom. Nilgiri North (7061m), Nilgiri Central (6940m) and Nilgiri South (6839m) shone in the early morning sun.

Gyan and I met the rest of our crew in Jomsom.

Jomsom (2760m) is the capital of the Mustang district, next to the Kali Gandaki River.
The summit of Dhaulagiri pokes up above an intervening ridge from Jomsom.

Dhaulagiri became more visible as I walked from Jomsom to Kagbeni.

The road from Jomsom to Kagbeni and Muktinath is now complete as of 2008, so you can take a jeep ride instead of walking.

The road also goes from Jomsom to Ghasa.

As I walked from Jomsom to kagneni I turned aroundaway f Just As we started

Although Jomsom looks like a modern town, the old ways still hold.

When I visited Jomsom by myself in 2002, I stopped for breakfast at the Jimi Hendrix rooftop restaurant, where Jimi stayed on his 'trip' in October 1967.

I walked around Kagbeni and visited the gompa.

Famed French climber Lionel Terray, along with Sherpa Wongdi, led three Dutch brothers Peter, Paul and Holger van Lookeren Campagne to the fist ascent of Nilgiri North (7061m) on October 26, 1962. Terray put a line up the north face to the west ridge, following the ridge the last 550m to the summit

Nilgiri Central (6940m) was first climbed on April 30, 1979 via the southeast ridge by Japanese Kohichi Sakata and Yasuo Tsuda. A day later, expedition leader Masaki Aoki, Jun’ichi Yuyama, and Toshiro Hamada also readied the summit.
Nilgiri South (6839m) was first climbed on October 10, 1978 via the east ridge by Japanese expedition leader Kazuo Mitsui, Taichi Fujimatsu, Yoshiaki Kato, Nobuhito Morota, Seiji Tanaka, and Hideki Yoshida.
We hiked along the 1km wide Kali (black) Gandaki River, flowing in different separate streams. For devout Hindus, this river is holy. In the riverbed there are black ammonites called shalagrams representing Vishnu. There are many legends that tell of Vishnu turning into stone and all of them are closely connected to Muktinath and the Kali Gandaki River.

Although it was sunny and a balmy 22C, with the wind, which started right on time at 10:00, and the riverbed rocks, the walk wasn't very enjoyable.
Kagbeni

Kagbeni (2840m) is a green oasis at the junction of the Jhong Khola and the Kali Gandaki valleys. It is an ancient town that has been involved in the salt trade for thousands of years. The town is a jumble of narrow streets and tunnels, all piled on top of each other. This photo was taken from above Eklai Bhatti.

The village of Kagbeni has a red-walled gompa and the terraced fields, seen from a plateau between Jharkot and Kagbeni.

The green fields of Kagbeni came into view as I approached the village walking from Eklai Bhati. 

In 2002 I stayed at the Red Lodge in Kagbeni, with my room on the roof, and a good view of the town. I went to the dining room and had some potato soup, very tired again after my hike. I am convinced my pack is too heavy. The dining room is all Buddhist with paintings, thangkas, photos of famous lamas, postcards of various monasteries, and of course Coke and Bounty bars.

In 2008 I stayed at a newer lodge just before the entrance chorten. The crew set up our kitchen in the courtyard.
My room in 2008 at a newer lodge just before the entrance chorten even with a flush toilet! Ahh luxury.
A large chorten with a low tunnel underneath greets us at the southern entrance to Kagbeni.

Kagbeni consists of a maze of narrow alleys and doorways that open to stables and houses.

Kagbeni is becoming more modern each year. No, this is not the official McDonalds, but it does have internet when the power cooperates.

There are two Kheni (ghost eaters), one male one female guarding Kagbeni. The male Kheni is a red figure with a white face and black curvy moustache, with two circular rings on a string around his neck and below, well, he had a large erect penis. The female Kheni …. 

The Keg Chode Thupten Samphel Ling gompa in Kagbeni was founded in 1429.
The statues inside the Kagbeni gompa statues were behind glass and hard to see. The monk turned on some lights so I could see the paintings on the wall. He mentioned that there were 35 Sakye monks currently there.
I went to the roof of the Kagbeni gompa and admired the view of the entrance to upper Mustang, and the village of Kagbeni. I could see the ruins of the Kagbeni ancient fort and how it now is used as the foundations for much of the present village of Kagbeni.

There is a long prayer wheel wall approaching the northern end of Kagbeni, with the restricted region of Upper Mustang beyond.
I walked to the north end of Kagbeni until I hit a sign that said that to travel further north I must possess a special (and expensive) permit and be part of an organized trek.

Here is a close up view from the northern end of Kagbeni police post looking towards Mustang.

Here is a view looking south towards Jomsom from Kagbeni, with the Nilgiri visible on the horizon.

Tilichi Peak blazed in the setting sun, seen from Kagbeni.

Muktinath and Jharkot

I passed through the village of Ranipauwa (3710m) where most trekkers and pilgrims stay. Around 100 years ago the queen (rani) donated a house for the hundreds of pilgrims coming every year to this holy place. The place was therefore called Ranipauwa.
The entrance gate welcomed me to the temples of Muktinath (3750m), a holy place for both Hindus and Buddhists, located in a walled complex among a sacred grove of poplar trees. After Pashupatinath, Muktinath is Nepal's most sacred Hindu site. The Hindus call the place Mukti Kshetra, which literally means the place of salvation, while the Buddhists call it Chumig Gyatsa, which in Tibetan means Hundred Waters.

Sarwa (also called Sangdo) Gompa is the first temple on entering the Muktinath temple complex. The building was reconstructed in 1981 by the villagers of Khingar and Jharkot. 
The main image of Sangdo Gompa is Shakyamuni Buddha. To the left of the Buddha statue at Sarwa (Sangdo) Gompa is Avalokiteshvara (Tib. Chenrezig), the bodhisattva of compassion, of whom the Dalai Lama is a manifestation in human form. To the right of the Buddha statue at Sarwa (Sangdo) Gompa is Padmasambhava (Tib. Guru Rinpoche), who brought Buddhism to Tibet in 8C.
The only purely Hindu temple at Muktinath is the Shiva Parvati Mandir, with Shiva, the god of generation and destruction, and his consort mountain-goddess Parvati.

The Shiva Parvati Mandir is surrounded by four small temples, this one dedicated to Vishnu, the preserver of the universe. The other three small temples are dedicated to Rama, the seventh incarnation of Vishnu, Krishna, the eighth reincarnation of Vishnu and finally Ganesh, son of Shiva and Parvati and the god of knowledge, wisdom and literature.

The Central Vishnu temple, also called Chumig Gyatsa, is shared by both Hindus and Tibetan Buddhists, and is the second most important temple at Muktinath. The temple is built in the typical pagoda style of a Hindu temple in Kathmandu Valley and is dedicated to the Lord of Salvation (to Mukti Nath), Lord Vishnu, or Chenrezig (Avalokitesvara) as the Buddhists call him. Alas, I wasn't allowed to enter because I am not a Hindu.

There was a hubbub of activity with the pilgrims lighting lamps outside the temple, ringing bells, and chanting. The Central Vishnu temple was build around 1815.

A Hindu pilgrim light candles outside the Central Vishnu temple at Muktinath.

Set into the wall at the back of the Central Vishnu temple are a set of 108 water spouts carved in the shape of boar’s heads. Some pilgrims fill water bottles, some put their hand underneath and out it on their forehead or head, and some practically immerse themselves in the water and leave soaked to the skin. The pilgrims believe this will wash away negative karma, the results of one's past negative actions. Me, I put my hand below each water spout and touched my forehead, kind of like the Catholic Church's 'holy water', I thought.

Muktinath contains a wall of 108 waterspouts in the shape of cow's heads spouting sacred water.

A big philosophical question in the western world is 'does god (or gods in the case of the Hindu religion) exist'? Watching these devout pilgrims, the answer is absolutely yes. After all, what is reality anyway, if not in the mind? In the mind of these pilgrims, the gods do exist and are very real.

The Narsingh Gompa (the Lamp Temple) has a famous statue of Padmasambhava (Tib. Guru Rinpoche), supposedly sculpted by Padmasambhava himself when he stopped and meditated at Muktinath on his way to Tibet.

The Jwala Mai fire temple (also called Mebar Lhakang) is the most important Muktinath temple, located in the southern corner of the Muktinath complex. It is famous for a fire that never goes out - miraculous?

The statues in the Jwala Mai fire temple in Muktinath are xxx. I kneeled on the floor with my forehead almost touching the ground to see the small 2-inch high blue flame that has been burning here for thousands of years. We now know that this eternal burning flame is actually natural gas. Pilgrims have been coming here for more than 3000 years to witness this natural combination of water, air and fire at one spot.

I slept in and had to jump out of bed to catch the last few minutes of a beautiful sunrise over Dhaulagiri and Tukuche Peak.

Yakgawa Kang ( 6481m), Thorung La, Thorong Peak (6144m) and Khatung Kang (6484m) along with some unnamed peaks from west of Jharkot on the way from Muktinath to Jomsom.

Leaving Muktinath, the trail descends past Jharkot (3500m) to Eklai Bhati and goes along the Kali Gandaki to Jomsom.

Along the opposite walls of the Jhong Khola I noticed many cave entrances. Supposedly there used to be a cave settlement here about 2700 years ago. In excavation it has been discovered that they were the homes of a highly developed and ancient Mustang culture. Apparently internal staircases connect many of the caves and some of them are up to nine stories high. In more recent times, lamas have used the caves for religious retreats.

Mercifully, the trail was mostly down hill to Khingar (3400m). Somewhere along the way I lost my watch even though I always look around before I took off after a rest stop.

I passed many pilgrims walking from Muktinath, the women in bright orange and red colours, and the men in drab western-style clothes.

It was a murderous uphill struggle for me to Jharkot. I was exhausted when I arrived in Jharkot (3500m) at 15:20 and decided to stay at the first hotel I found, the New Plaza. I rested, got organized, had a Fanta and then explored the town.

The Jharkot red Sakya gompa is supposedly 500 years old. The inside was the smallest I had ever seen, seating maybe 10 or 15 monks for prayers, but to me it was just right as I could focus without the urge to run around. Photos were allowed.

I met a 13-year-old boy at the Jharkot gompa.

Here are four of the main tantric Buddhist symbols at the Jharkot gompa: the drum, the bell and the vajra, a teapot with a peacock tail, and the scriptures.
Jharkot gompa has a few statues, including a golden Buddha.

The town also has a mostly demolished old fort. People were selling apples everywhere, and I saw why when I saw some apple orchards.

I went back to my room and rested in my sleeping bag. I didn't feel hungry and just wanted to sleep for the night. I knew this was due to the altitude. I forced myself to eat French fries and apple fritters, every bite forced down, almost like it was medicine. I hit the bag at 19:15.

The temperature in my room was a balmy 15C overnight. I got up at 5:40 and looked out my window to clouds. I had a delicious breakfast of chapatti, vegetable omelet, and coke and mineral water, and started my hike to Muktinath at 7:00.

021008 Jharkot to Muktinath to Kagbeni

As I ascended towards Muktinath, I looked back to catch a magnificent view in the early morning sun. There was Jharkot, with its typical red Sakya Gompa, situated on a hill. Alas with the cloud cover, l couldn't see Dhaulagiri and Tukuche Peak.

I skipped back down from Muktinath to the Jharkot New Plaza hotel in 30 minutes, packed and left at 10:30 to walk downhill for 660m to Kagbeni, arriving at 12:25.

021008 Kagbeni to Marpha

021009 Marpha to Lete

Up at 5:30 - it's overcast again and spitting rain. I had breakfast of oat porridge with apple and boiled eggs. I'm trying to find the right combination for my stomach and endurance. I left at 7:30 and luckily the rain had stopped. Well, not for long - just after crossing the bridge after Eklaibhatti I had to don my Gore-Tex coat and pants. I got to Jomsom at 10:15, and stopped to rest and refresh with tea, Fanta and a Bounty Bar. I left again at 10:45 in heavier rain and arrived in Marpha at 11:55.

I checked in to the Neeru Guest House with my room overlooking a tiny, sunny courtyard full of marigolds and a couple of fruit trees. I had my meals in their restaurant/sunroom that was always warm and cozy. 

Marpha (2680m) is situated in a little in a side valley and is protected from the strong winds, which blow in the middle of the river valley. The rooftops are bordered by neat stacks of firewood and provide a place where the women can work in the sun, drying and processing their produce. Everything in Marpha is clean and neat.

Herzog: Along our route to Tibet there straggled a number of caravans carrying salt and rice. We made a triumphant march through the little village of Marpha, where the prayer flags were fluttering and the people crowded cheerfully round us. These were more Tibetans here than in Tukucha.

Marpha’s main street is paved with slabs of stone covering an extensive drainage system. The flat-roofed houses are all neatly whitewashed along the busy narrow street, hectic with people, horses, and donkey trains.

At the entrance to the Marpha Gompa, I spun a big copper-plated prayer wheel, which was a present from the Dalai Lama over 100 years ago.

I visited Marpha's large impressive gompa, Tashi Lhakhang, which was renovated and enlarged in 1996.  The gompa, as are all the buildings in Marpha, is painted with a whitewash that is produced from a special local stone

I peaked in at the chanting hall and was surprised to see a large electronic clock. A young monk came by and let me in. He told me the gompa was about 400 years old.

There were three statues behind glass: in the centre red Amitabha, on the left Avalokiteshvara, and on the right Padmasambhava.

There are 225 books of the Tenjur (the canonical commentary), the young monk told me, which were hand-written in Tibet.

The young monk told me the paintings on the walls of the Marpha Gompa were over 300 years old. There were several paintings of the fierce 6-armed Mahakala, embracing his consort. The monk pointed out his wings, his tiger skin, that the red figure is a woman, and his necklace of skulls. Fierce indeed!

On the other wall of the Marpha Gompa, I spotted a 1000-armed 11-headed Avalokiteshvara. Chug Gshel, Bazar Herouka. a guitar playing Buddha.
I went up to the roof of the Marpha Gompa courtyard and watched saw some young monks.

I went down to the courtyard of the Marpha Gompa in front of the chanting hall and sat down for a few minutes. About ten young monks came in with a small round ball the size of a softball - a game of soccer was under way. They kicked the ball with all their might and laughed heartily when it went to the upper floor of the courtyard. Soon, a proper soccer ball was produced and they played with both balls at once, doubling their pleasure, and tripling my chances of being hit.

I got up in Marpha at 5:30 to a cloudless sky, and after a breakfast Coke, Fanta and Snickers, I was on the trail to Lete at 6:30. After 50 minutes I rounded a bend in the trail, and lo and behold was the long white ridge leading to Dhaulagiri resplendent in the early morning sun.
Here is a closer view of the ridge leading to Dhaulagiri, taken from just before Tukuche. 

Herzog: The south-east ridge of Dhaulagiri ... gave us some slight encouragement ... Lachenal: "... To begin with, it's incredibly long, it's all very high up, and above all it's technically very difficult: great walls and towers of ice, some rock, broken ground, gendarmes - there's no end to it."

Here is a close up view of the Dhaulagiri east and north east faces, taken from just before Tukuche. Herzog: “Then there was the north ridge; it was undoubtedly ice, but, judging from the moderate angle and slight rise in height would make it very suitable for an attempt.” How right he was. The normal climbing route used on the first ascent goes from right to left up the northeast ridge to the summit ridge and then across to the summit.
Herzog: The village of Tukucha is a maze of alleys, and the houses, regular little fortresses, are mostly caravanserais where passing travelers can find lodging for the night. The majority of the five hundred inhabitants are Buddhists whose piety can be judged by the number of prayer wheels on the fifty-yard-long wall.

I stopped in Tukuche and enjoyed a coke in the sunny warm weather

Twenty minutes after the magnificent view of Dhaulagiri, I entered Tukuche (2580m) and stopped at a large meadow. Herzog: “We were through the village in a few minutes, and before us lay an open stretch. On a Buddhist temple with rose-colored walls, flags flapped in the wind. Although it was not a very attractive spot, with its naked gray cliff rising gloomy above us, it was the only suitable place for our camp.”

A porter, carrying what looked like a bedspring on his back, passes the mani wall in Tukuche. Not much has changed since 1950, I thought, except if you look closely you'll see a sign for a telephone nearby.

Tukuche was for many years one of the richest villages in the Kali Gandaki valley. It was the place where the caravans were changed, the goods stored and the custom duty taken. You still can see this on the big houses with their large inner courtyards where the caravans could stay during the night. After the decline in the salt trade, it looked like if the days of Tukuche had gone, but now with the tourism there is life again. Tukuche is the starting point for expeditions that want to climb Dhaulagiri.

After passing through Tukuche I walked along the broad riverbed until I noticed the other trekkers were using the trail on the cliff side. Luckily I crossed a few streams and scrambled back to the trail without getting my boots wet.

At the entrance to Khobang (2580m), next to a line of willows, I had another wonderful view of the ridge to Dhaulagiri. The clouds were coming fast up the face.

Here is a closer view of Dhaulagiri from Khobang (2580m).

Here is a close up view of Dhaulagiri Southeast Face from Khobang (2580m).

Here is a close up view of the Dhaulagiri East Glacier from Khobang (2580m). Herzog: "The East glacier's a great torrent of ice." Rébuffat explained. "Even supposing we did succeed in getting up the glacier," continued Lachenal, "I don't quite see how we should get on to the north ridge. My own view is that we shouldn't try. It's a regular Walker (The north buttress of the Pointe Walker on the Grandes Jorasses is perhaps the most difficult climb in the Alps) with seracs stuck on!" ... These mountains are unclimbable! No expedition could ever get through this way (Dhaulagiri Icefall).

Across the valley from Khobang I had a bright sun-in-your-face view of the west face of the Nilgiri peaks, with Nilgiri Central (6940m) and Nilgiri South (6839m) visible. Herzog: "What do you think of the Nilgiris?" Couzy: "Absolutely sheer. Not a hope from this side."

The houses of Khobang (2580m) are located in a central tunnel that passes through the settlement, to try and protect against the strong winds. Khobang, meaning Bottom Temple in Tibetan, marks the southern end Tibetan influence.
By the time I got to Khobang's twin-village of Larjung (2560m) the clouds totally covered Dhaulagiri. Larjung (2560m) is an architecturally exotic town with narrow alleyways and tunnels connecting houses, which are built around enclosed courtyards. This provides protection from the winds. From here on south the villages are now no longer so Tibetan-looking, and the prayer wheels are no longer to be seen so regularly.

Herzog: The Sherpas took us by way of Larjung, no doubt so that they could spin the prayer-wheels. This village, where the alleys are covered in by roofs - there must be a great deal of snow in winter - is extremely picturesque.

At the bend in the river between Larjung (2560m) and Kalopani (2530m) is the deepest gorge in the world. Annapurna I (8091m) and Dhaulagiri (8167m) are 35km apart on either side of the valley, while the bottom of the valley is at 2540m.

Donkey trains are a common feature on the west side of the Annapurna region and are used to ferry goods between the remote mountain villages.
Twenty minutes later, I entered Lete (2480m). It took another 25 minutes to walk the rest of the way to the Namaste Guest House at the end of Lete next to the Lete Khola.
Annapurna can be seen from Lete, poking up above the intervening hills.

From Lete, I looked up at a broad snow covered mountain. From left to right Nilgiri North (7061m), Nilgiri Central (6940m) and Nilgiri South (6839m) shone in the early afternoon sun.

Here I arrived at 13:15. I met my guide, cook and three porters. All seem very friendly. I had dinner and went to bed at 20:15.

The next morning, I had a wonderful; view of Dhaulagiri all the way to Tukuche Peak (6920m) from Lete. Tukuche Peak was first climbed on May 10, 1969 via the Dambush pass and northwest face by Swiss expedition leader Georges Hartmann, Alois Strictler, and Sherpa Sonam Girmi. Three days later Ruedi Homberger and Andreas Hirsbrunner repeated the ascent of the main peak.
Dhaulagiri and Tukuche Peak shine in the early morning sun from Lete. Herzog: Next morning Noyelle woke us early: "Look-look-Dhaulagiri! Dhaulagiri!"

Here is a close up of the Dhaulagiri South face in the early morning sun from Lete. Herzog: "What's the south face like?” inquired Ichac. ... Lachenal: "A monstrous slope, several miles high, and without a break, something like the north face of the Matterhorn, which as you know isn't exactly an attractive place, only this is three times as big." Herzog: "The best thing is just to write off the south face."

Here is a close up of the Dhaulagiri East icefall in the early morning sun from Lete.

Here is a close up of the Tukuche Peak (6920m) south face in the early morning sun from Lete.

021010 Day 1: Lete to Shepherd's Kharka

I got up at 6. I watched the sun rise over an intervening ridge with the triangular shape of Annapurna visible on the left from Lete.

We left Lete at &:40 and started our trek to Annapurna North Base Camp. Dhaulagiri shone in the early morning sun behind us.

We walked through a pine forest, and then to Choya (2630m), the last village we would see, with a magnificent sweeping view of Dhaulagiri to Tukuche Peak (6920m).

Here is my crew in Choya (2630m) with Dhaulagiri behind: Guide Gyan Prassad Tamang, cook Ang Phuri Sherpa, and porters Dhan Bahadur Tamang, Ram Bahadar Tamang, and Dhansing. I noticed that the local people were drining heavily, just like in 1950. Herzog: “The sounds of laughter, singing and general hilarity led me to suspect that chang - rice-alcohol - was being generously distributed.”

The massive Dhaulagiri South shines in the mid-morning sun from Choya. Herzog: An immense ice pyramid, glittering in the sun like a crystal, rose up more than 23,000 feet above us. The south face, shining blue through the morning mists, was unbelievably lofty, out of this world.

Here is a close up of the massive Dhaulagiri South shines in the mid-morning sun from Choya. Herzog: "Just look at the east arête, on the right!" "Yes. It's impossible." This was cold water on our hopes. The sight was utterly magnificent, but from a mountaineering point of view we hadn't a prayer on this south face.

Herzog: Initially we hiked through some beautiful fields of fresh, beautiful green wheat that was growing, pastures. We descended down into a small stream valley.

The porters moved quickly under their heavy baskets, and then rested often. 

A beautiful waterfall came down one of the side hills.

Whereas in 1950 “Marcel Ichac and Jacques Oudot met a band on monkeys going up the valley”, I saw the most amazing thing on a small side trail that we took in error - a red panda eating bamboo. And even better, he didn't even are as I took his photo. He must be a protected red panda because he had a tag in his ear. Hopefully when we get higher up we'll see a snow leopard.

We started our descent thru forests of bamboo, with a view across the valley to the climb we would have to do in the afternoon.

We arrived at our lunch spot next to the Tangdung Khola (2450m) at 10:40. Herzog: We now took a path along the side of the cliff and after a steep descent found ourselves suddenly beside the Chadziou Khola.

The porters rolled out a tent sleeping bag sheet on the ground out of the sun, and I rested as they busily made lunch: hot orange Tang, French fries, coleslaw, yak cheese and puri (bloated deep fried bread).
What did the boys have, you ask? Why dhal bhat of course. They have it twice a day - lunch and dinner. Lunch was over at 12:15.

Herzog: It was quite impossible to make out the slightest vestige of a track on the other side, where a stretch of thick and apparently impenetrable jungle seemed to run far up the mountain side.

Herzog: The ascent began a climb up a vertical slab of rock. The track went up in steep zig-zags, obstructed by bamboos, dead tree-trunks and trees which straggled over the path in an attempt to reach the light; the air was damp and heavy.

Terray: “In places it was so step that it virtually amounted to climbing through semi-vertical jungle.” I could tell it was very steep when the porters even went on all fours to climb thru extra steep parts of the loose, muddy trail.
As we topped out at 15:40 after climbing 1220m we arrived in stands of evergreen trees in a grassy hillock called Shephard’s Kharka (3760m). I looked across the deepest gorge in the world at Dhaulagiri and Tukuche Peak (6920m) resplendent in the mid-afternoon sun.
Here is a close up of Dhaulagiri from Shepherd’s Kharka (3760m) in the mid-afternoon on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

Here is a close up of Tukuche Peak from Shepherd’s Kharka (3760m) in the mid-afternoon on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

The porters quickly set up my tent, and I crawled in to rest and read. A half hour later, they brought me milk tea and biscuits for my afternoon snack. Now, this is living! The porters had walk for half an hour each way to get water for dinner and breakfast.

As the sun started to go down in the west, the clouds around Dhaulagiri started to dissipate.  I looked across the deepest gorge in the world at Dhaulagiri and Tukuche Peak (6920m) resplendent in the late afternoon sun.

Here is a close up of Dhaulagiri from Shepherd’s Kharka (3760m) at sunset on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

Here is a close up of Tukuche Peak from Shepherd’s Kharka (3760m) at sunset on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

For dinner, Phuri served me popcorn, and then soup and en enormous plate of vegetarian spaghetti. When I was finished, Gyan ate some of the spaghetti, and Phuri and the porters ate the rest. I enjoyed a cup of hot Tang while Phuri made their dinner of dhal bhat. The porters gave Phuri the food, chopped and washed while Phuri looked after the pot. When they started eating, I went to bed at 19:30 in my roomy two-person tent. The five members of the crew slept in the kitchen tent.

021011 Day 2: Shepherd's Kharka to Thulo Bugin River Camp
Up at 5:15. The kitchen tent woke at 5:30 and within minutes I could hear the propane heater. One of the porters brought me milk tea at 6:15, and then some warm washing water at 6:30. The boys then ate their breakfast, and then cooked mine as they started to get ready to leave. I ate my breakfast of eggs with some bread. They then cleaned all the pots, pans, cups, and cutlery. We left at 7:30.

I packed up my sleeping bag and day pack and then went outside to wait for the sunrise - beautiful!

The Dhaulagiri Southeast face and Tukuche Peak shone in the early morning sun from Shepherd’s Kharka on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.
Here is a close up of the Dhaulagiri Southeast face in the early morning sun from Shepherd’s Kharka on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.
Here is a close up of the Dhaulagiri Southeast icefall in the early morning sun from Shepherd’s Kharka on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

Here is a close up of the Tukuche Peak (6920m) south face in the early morning sun from Shepherd’s Kharka on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

Herzog: We left ... at about 7 o'clock in the morning and we climbed rather steeply and quickly to a pass which was at about 14,500 feet (4400m).
Herzog: Behind us, as we climbed today, we could see the full extent of the size of Dhaulagiri. It must have one of the largest reliefs in the world from the river valley at about 6,000 feet to the summit at 26,000 feet - 20,000-vertical feet within about seven miles horizontal distance.

The Dhaulagiri Southeast face and Tukuche Peak shine in the mid-morning sun from the large grassy field called Thulo Bugin on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

Here is a close up of the Dhaulagiri Southeast face in the early morning sun from Thulo Bugin on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

Here is a close up of the Dhaulagiri Southeast icefall in the early morning sun from Thulo Bugin on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

Here is a close up of the Tukuche Peak (6920m) south face in the early morning sun from Thulo Bugin on the way to Annapurna North Base Camp.

We climbed steeply and quickly to the pass the French called the Pass April 27 (1950) at 4310m, arriving at 9:30 (5300 steps). We passed thru the large grassy field called Thulo Bugin where we rested and snacked.
We left Thulo Bugin at 10:00 and climbed gradually to Top Ridge (4570m). Terray: The day following another five- or six-thousand foot drag brought us to a tiny notch on a secondary ridge of the Nilgiri massif. This pass, so insignificantly-seeming among the vastness of the mountains, proved to be one of the most important in the history of the Himalayan mountaineering, for it was here that on 26th (actually 27th) April 1950, Couzy, Oudot and Schatz discovered the amazing traverse of the walls of the Miristi gorge, without which Annapurna would never have been climbed.

Herzog: As we were cresting the final pass at 14,500 feet, we were suddenly rewarded with this amazing view of the north side of Annapurna - it was stunning.

And here it was in splendor - the Annapurna massif from Annapurna I on the far left, then Fang, and on the far right Annapurna South.

If I turned my head I could see Dhaulagiri standing 5627m above the valley, making it one of the greatest reliefs in the world. Everest by contrast only rise less than 4000m from the valleys around it.

This is the deepest gorge in the world with Annapurna I (8091m) and Dhaulagiri (8167m) 35km apart on either side of the valley, while the bottom of the valley is at 2540m.

Terray: We now began the intricate six miles of interconnecting ledges across the high south-western face of the south-east peak of Nilgiri. Sometimes the ledges were steep and narrow, sometimes broad and easy.

Terray: And after climbing up over the pass, we then did a gradual descending traverse along grassy, rolling slopes and we're now camped on a grassy ridge looking at some peaks, which are directly behind us and Annapurna looms in the distance. It's an amazingly large mountain. As we were cresting the final pass at 14,500 feet, we were suddenly rewarded with this amazing view of the north side of Annapurna - it was stunning.

We then began a gradual descending traverse along grassy, rolling slopes. We stopped at 11:00 for a lunch of bread, yak cheese and cold potatoes, and left again at 11:30. We continued our rolling descent, arriving at our camp spot (4500m) at 13:00.

Herzog: And after climbing up-over the pass, we then did a gradual descending traverse along grassy, rolling slopes and we're now camped on a grassy ridge looking at some peaks, which are directly behind us and Annapurna looms in the distance. It's an amazingly large mountain.

After tea and biscuits I read a book. Dinner was soup with shrimp chips and momos. The temperature dropped below freezing, and it snowed. When I went to bed at 19:20 the snow had stopped and the weather was clear.

Hum Khola, a tributary of the Miristi Khola.

021012 Day 3: Thulo Bugin River Camp to Miristi Khola

Up at 7. The Annapurna massif is beautifully clear!.

Our camp has a light covering of snow with the Northwest face of Annapurna to Fang slightly covered in early morning fog.

The fog slowly disappeared, allowing us to see this close up of Annapurna.

He is a close up of Fang.

We decided to leave a little later today to let the sun melt the snow and make it safer for the porters. The warming sun came right over the top of Annapurna I at 7:45. Breakfast of bread, omelet, noodle soup, and Tang at 8:30. All the snow has already melted. Left at 9:15.

We continued our rolling traverse in 2C temperature, crossing one stream with just a hop on the rocks sticking out of the water. We finally crested the ridge of the Miristi Khola at 11:40.
I could finally see the massif from floor to ceiling - man, it's huge. Clouds and mist covered it for the most part, but it peaked out once in a while for me.
I was also able to see the Grande Barriere with Tilicho Peak.

We continued our descending traverse and stopped for lunch of bread and yak cheese at 12:30.

Herzog: The day's route was planned to cross the buttresses of the Nilgiris, always keeping well above the Miristi Khola. Where impossible ravines barred our way we went higher up and then descended again right to the river's edge where the gorges became practicable once more. Endlessly we carried out these flanking movements, going up and down the ravines, crossing streams, large and small. Here and there, by good luck, we found boulder which had been up-ended. These guiding marks were dotted along the route taken by the first party the day before, and on a patch of snow I read the time at which they had passed, written by Schatz. Roughly speaking, we were keeping to the same timetable

Terray: Without batting an eyelid he (Schatz) marched confidently towards the edge of all things. Miracle of miracles! At the precise moment when al else failed a couloir opened at our feet, and a steep but relatively easy descent of somewhat over two thousand feet took us down to the Miristi Khola just a few hundred yards above the beginning of the gorges.

From there it was steeply down, down, down, sometimes falling down, and then down some more until my knees hurt. We finally reached the Miristi Khola (3600m) at 14:30. What seemed such a peaceful stream from up high turned out to be a torrent. Our campsite and the route to ANBC, alas, was on the other side.

Herzog: A few minutes later we were all assembled on the banks of the Miristi Khola, a turbulent river that drains all the waters from the upper basins of Annapurna, the Great Barrier and the Nilgiris. From now on the route lay along the opposite bank, so we had to cross over.

The turbulent Miristi Khola drains the water from the upper basin of the Nilgiri peaks and the block wall of the Grande Barriere.

Not much has changed since 1950. Terray: “An attempt to wade the torrent gave rise to some picturesque scenes, with a cowboy Lachenal lassooing coolies as they were swept away. Eventually we solved the problem with an improvised bridge of branches.” The boys found an old log with some two or three inch stumps sticking out put laid it cross the river. It tilted downward at an angle of about 20 degrees, about 10 feet above the river.

"Are you willing to try it?" Gyan asked. "Can't I walk across the river?" I asked, thinking back to my K2 trip the previous year. "It's too deep and cold." Gyan replied. By this time Phuri was fixing a climbing rope across the divide.

"Can I use that for a handle?" I asked. "Yes." "Then I'll do it," I stated. I started deep breathing to get ready. Obviously I wasn't too stressed because I gave my camera to Gyan and asked him to take a photo when I was in the middle.

Meanwhile, Phuri had fixed the same rope both ways across the river, so I could have handles on both sides. And across I went. I smiled and thanked Phuri.

The porters with their heavy loads then came across backwards, also using the ropes.

We were all on the other side where they started to make camp at 15:20.

The usual milk tea and cookies for snack, followed by soup with papadam, and macaroni with some veggies, followed by Tang. The boys had noodle soup, no Dahl Baat tonight. Bed at 19:50.

021013 Day 4: Miristi Khola to Annapurna North (not French) Base Camp

Up at 6:45, temp in tent 2C. Phuri lit a Juniper fire to honour the mountain gods. Breakfast: omelet on pancake. Left at 8:40 in clear cold -2C weather. We reached the sun at 9:10 and the layers came off.

We hugged the Miristi Khola, bushwhacking our way thru low thorny bushes, clumps of grass, and big rocks. Up and down, crossing small side streams - the toughest hiking I have ever done! As a treat, I had a few skittles that Charlotte and Peter gave me just before I left. But, as I looked to my left the vista of Annapurna kept me going.

Herzog: ”… first, the north-west ridge, and it is on this ridge that, in theory, we ought to launch our first attack. Secondly there is the west glacier of Annapurna – it looks as if we ought to be able to follow a couloir from it up to the spur with the main ridge.”

Terray: What ignorance of Himalayan conditions! What an accumulation of errors of judgement! In the event it took Maurice and I three days of top-class climbing to reach even the first pinnacle of a fantastic ridge of purest snow lace, utterly invisible from below. We were beaten again.

Herzog: We were completely overwhelmed by the Great Barrier whose average height I estimated at nearly 23,000 feet. Its defenses culminated in a gigantic and inaccessible keep, right in the center, and its precipitous walls rose 10,000 feet above the camp. ... Annapurna was a giant fortress and we were still only on the outer defenses.

But then it ended, and we started walking in rocky clear terrain - easy. I could clearly see the Northwest route completed by Reinhold Messner and Hans Kammerlander in 1985. Fang came into view and distanced itself from the surrounding ridges.

We stopped for lunch of bread, yak cheese and cold French fries at 10:50. We continued on and came to the first French Base Camp (4190m) at 12:15.
The first French Base Camp is in a nice location next to a beautiful aquamarine glacial lake, the beginning of the Miristi Khola. It's on an area covered with brown covered gray sand and scattered strands of grass. There is a good view of the north Annapurna glacier.

Here is a view of the icefall leading to the north face of Annapurna.

The French moved their base camp to the icefall when they decided to attack the north face. Gyan and I trudged along, sometimes on the lateral moraine, but there was a regular volley of falling rocks coming down the steep side of the hill opposite the glacier. One ricocheted cross the path only 10m in front of us - I thought this must what it's like on the Eiger.

About 14:00 we made it to near the bottom of the icefall, where we halted. We took a few photos and then made it back to camp at 15:20.

Dinner: soup with prawn chips, extra large vegetable spring roll  Bed at 19:30.

021014 Day 5: Annapurna North Base Camp to High Ridge

Up at 6:15. I heard it lightly rain last night. This morning it's cloudy with low-lying mist. It slowly cleared to be a beautifully sunny morning. Breakfast: Fried egg on chapatti.

Herzog: Near the Base Camp the moraines flattened out, the valley of the Miristi widened out and there was a better view of our surroundings. The spur which ran down and petered out a few hundred yards from where we were did not look too bad.

Herzog: The walls of the Great Barrier, in whose direction we were going, gradually came nearer. They were smooth and unclimbable, a salty somber gray. The moraine on the true right bank of the glacier, as so often happens, offered a quick easy route. Adjiba was guiding us now, and by mid-afternoon we came to a sort of flattening of the moraine which spread out and abutted against the Great Barrier.

Herzog: The huge north face with all its rivers of ice shone and sparkled in the light. Never had I seen a mountain so impressive in all its proportions. It was a world both dazzling and menacing; the eye was lost in its immensities.

The bulk of the mountain itself is being blocked by an intervening ridge. We can just see the summit poking up above. Mountaineers continue on from here by making a large C-shaped approach, skirting the icefall of the Annapurna glacier along some rocky ledges and then onto the glacier itself.

Sun hit our camp at eight as we were breaking camp. Left at 8:15.
We hiked back down to the Miristi Khola, and crossed it again on the log, arriving on the far bank at 10:30. We had an early lunch of Tibetan momos, fried potatoes in curry sauce, and coleslaw

We left the Miristi Khola at 12:15 and climbed up and up, forever up until at 14:30 we reached the first stream, where we set our camp. The weather on arrival is hail and 2C.

Dinner: soup and popcorn, fried spaghetti noodles and mushrooms Bed at 19:30.

021015 Day 6: High Ridge to Shepherd's Kharka

Up at 6:00, -1C in tent, -5C outside, it lightly snowed again last night. Breakfast: fried eggs on pancake. Sun hit our camp at 8:20, left at 8:30.

After the trek to Annapurna Base Camp, I didn't think it could get worse, but it did. This morning's trek was worse. First of all, the snow covered the trail making it worse to walk. Secondly, where the snow had melted, it was slushy slippery mud. Thirdly, it was mostly downhill, steeply downhill. Add to that crossing raging streams, and a few falls (mine, that is), and by the time I arrived at our lunch stop at 11:50, I was both mentally and physically spent.

After a lunch of French fries, pan-fried bread and yak cheese, we left at 13:25, arrived at the April 27 pass at 14:55, and down to the Shepherd’s Kharka camp at 16:15.

When we arrived we were surprised to see two trekkers here. I briefly spoke to them. They are Stefan from Vienna and ? from Holland. They work in Kathmandu for the U.N.. They want to hike to the Top Ridge to acclimatize for their attempt on Dhampus Peak. They are ill-prepared: they thought they could make it to the North Base Camp and back in three days, they didn't even know where to get water for this camping spot. That's not my idea of an adventure - it's folly.

Dinner: soup with vegetables (best on trip) with prawn chips, macaroni. Bed at 19:30.

021016 Day 7: Shepherd's Kharka to Lete

Up at 5:40. Sun hit the summit of Dhaulagiri at 6:12 - another perfect sunrise. Breakfast: Noodle soup, fried egg on chapatti

Left at 8:00, arrived at the Tangdung Khola (2450m) at 9:30, Choya at 11:00, and arrived at our lunch stop at Namaste Guest House in Lete at 12:10.

After a lunch of potato omelet and coleslaw, we left at 14:35.
We crossed a large landslide just south of Lete, and could see an even larger one on the other side of the valley. This happens in the short rains at the beginning of the monsoon.

We arrived at the No Name Lodge, the last one in lower Ghasa (2010m) at 15:55.

Dinner: soup and papadam, mutton momos, green beans and myro tempura. Because it was the last night of the trek, Phuri baked me a cake with the following inscribed: 'Happy V (Visit),  NABC, Successful, O.M.P.O. (om Mani Padme Om). Bed at 20:30.

021017 Annapurna Treks Day 8: Ghasa to Tatopani to Chitre

Up at 6:15. We left Ghasa at 7:40 and walked down the Kali Gandaki valley. I passed a beautiful waterfall at Rupse Chhahara (1560m) at 9:30.

We entered Dana (1450m), a long and prosperous village at 10:20. In the centre of Dana are several impressive houses with delicately carved windows.

Dana was the capital of the Mustang District until the early 1970s, when Jomsom succeeded it. This resulted in wealth that can still be seen in the richly carved windows.
In one of our breaks, I gave the crew their tips: Gyan $41, Phuri $31, Dhanzing, Dhan and Ram $21.

As I approached Tatopani I could see banana trees reaching over the trail.

As I approached Tatopani I could see marijuana growing wild by the side of the trail.

Having seen the beginning of the Miristi Khola at Annapurna North Base Camp, I now saw the end - it splits in two just before it enters the Kali Gandaki. One part is used to power the hydroelectric plant that supplies power for the region, and the other remains the river.

I reached Tatopani (1190m) at 12:00. The name Tatopani means hot water, and there are wonderful hot springs along the river. In the background is Nilgiri South.

I said goodbye to the Gyan, Phuri, Dhanzing, Dhan, and Ram. I was happy to be on my own again. I continued on my way towards Ghorepani, crossing the Kali Gandaki and then the Ghara Khola. At 12:45 the steep climbing began again.

It started off a hot 25C and I sweated steeply up the first 300m. From there on, the ascent was made on rocky steps. I rested, physically beat. But, I had miles to go before I sleep.

I passed Ghara (1780m) at 14:15, and arrived in Sikha (1950m) at 15:30. Luckily it started to cool down a little.
I reached the New Dhaulagiri Hotel in Chitre (2420m) at 17:25, just as it getting dark and starting to rain. That was 1230m of ascent in 4:40. My book says it should take between 3:45 and 6:00. So, I'm on the fast side, but not the fastest.

Dinner: Toasted tomato, cheese and onion sandwich and potato soup. Bed at 19:45.

021018 Chitre to Chomrong
Up at 5:45. I had a great view of sunrise on Dhaulagiri from the dining room window at the New Dhaulagiri Hotel in Chitre (2420m), which is the same view from Poon Hill.
Here is a close up of Dhaulagiri taken from the dining room window at the New Dhaulagiri Hotel in Chitre (2420m).

Breakfast: Egg and tomato sandwich.

Left at 6:45. I decided to bypass Ghorpani and go straight for Chomrong. I climbed from Chitre (2420m) on a muddy trail, gentle at first, and much steeper later. I didn't see anybody, and I felt a little claustrophobic with the tall trees all around. It was with great relief that I finally emerged at 9:10 at Deurali (3090m).

From Deurali it was steeply downhill first to Banthanti (2650m), arriving at 10:15, and then to Tadapani (2710m), arriving at 11:25. There was a good view of Machhapuchhare, but Annapurna South and Hiunchuli weren't visible.

I descended from Tadapani once again with a forest canopy to Chiule (2170m). I was pleased to finally leave the forest behind as I emerged into the open. The descent was steep again all the way to the bridge over the Khumnu Khola at 1930m, arriving at 13:00.

The trail went steeply up before leveling off as I passed thru Ghurjung (2010m). Once again I had to huff and puff steeply up before the trail finally leveled off all the way to Chomrong (2210m), arriving at 15:00. I stayed at the friendly Himalayan View.

Chomrong (2210m) is a large town built in two sections on a steep hillside with more than 100m difference in altitude between the new (upper) and old (lower) villages, with hundreds of steps linking the two.

Dinner: Potato soup, tomato-onion sandwich. It's thundering and lightening with the most rainfall since I arrived. Bed at 19:30.

021019 Chomrong to ASBC: 510m descent, 2460m ascent

Up at 5:30. Breakfast: Snickers bar. I lightened my load slightly by leaving behind some of my luggage at the hotel. I hope that makes it easier to climb. Left at 6:20.

From Chomrong, I had a great view of Annapurna South and Machapuchare before sunrise.

The sun slowly started to rise, shining very brightly on Annapurna South, taken from Chomrong.

From Chomrong, you can see why Machapuchare got its name ‘fishtail peak’.

I descended a couple of thousand stone steps to lower Chomrong and then crossed the Chomrong Khola (6:50, 1860m). Then it was uphill, steeply to Sinuwa (bottom 7:25, top 8:00, 2340m). I looked back at Chomrong shining in the early morning sun.

From Sinuwa I passed the abandoned ACAP office at Kuldi (8:50, 2470m). Then it was descent time on a stone staircase through a tall bamboo forest, arriving at 9:25 at the appropriately named Bamboo (2310m). From here on baby it's ascent only! The trail was steep, again thru bamboo to Dovan (10:30, 2540m), with Machupuchare poking its head above the intervening ridge.

From Dovan, it was into the deep forest again, which seemed to go on forever. About 30 minutes from Dovan is a temple dedicated to the Hindu deity Baraha, with offerings of rice, flowers, incense and coins.
Finally I reached the Himalayan Hotel (2840m), a collection of two lodges at 11:50.

The trail became rocky and the gorge narrowed, until I eventually came to the famous Hinko Cave (12:50, 3100m), a huge overhanging rock that used to house a lodge. It was here in 1970 that Don Whillans saw a yeti, later argued by Reinhold Messner to be a Tibetan bear.

The trail crosses a ravine and another avalanche track to Deurali (3140m), arriving in the sun at 13:15. Deurali sits in the middle of the two peaks, Hiunchuli and Machhapuchhare, although you can’t see them.

Leaving Deurali, the mist rushed up the valley and it started to rain. I couldn't see the narrow entranceway into the Annapurna Sanctuary. Lt.-Col. Jimmy Roberts, an officer in the gurkhas and a very experienced mountaineer, was the first European to penetrate the Sanctuary. Its only exit is the Modi Khola, a narrow gorge leading down into the foothills and eventually to the plains of India. This is one of the most incredible glacier basins in the world. Its entrance is guarded on one side by the towering spire of Machapuchare and on the other side by Hiunchuli.

The trail was unrelentingly steep as I struggled onto Machapuchare Base Camp (3700m) at 15:05 for some soft drinks.

The first attempt to climb Machapuchare (machha meaning ‘fish’ and puchhare ‘tail’) in 1957 failed only 50m from the summit. After this attempt, the government prohibited further climbing, the mountain being sacred for the Gurung people who live in the Annapurna area.

It started to hail heavily as I set off for ASBC. It was steep at first but then leveled off, as the hail turned to light snow. I ambled on in the mist to Annapurna South Base Camp (4130m). I arrived at 16:30 and checked into the Paradise Garden Hotel, the only one with a room, sharing with another man. Dinner: Tomato soup, mashed potatoes, fried eggs Bed at 19:30.

021020 Annapurna Sanctuary to Chomrong
ASBC to New Bridge, 510m ascent, 3330m descent

Annapurna Base Camp is a collection of stone huts surrounded by mountains and glaciers at around 4130m. This was the site of Chris Bonington’s Base Camp in the 1970 British expedition that climbed the South face. The main peaks right behind ABC are Annapurna South, Annapurna I, and Hiunchuli, but you can also see Machhapuchhare, Tent Peak (now called Tharpa Chiuli 5663m) and above Fluted Peak (now called Singu Chiuli 6501m), and Annapurna III.

Up at 5:20. The stars are still out and the views of the mountains are spectacular. I walked in the -1C clear weather for ten minutes to the monument hill. It was a fantastic sunrise, and I could clearly see Bonnington's ascent route from 1970.

Before the sun started rising, I looked back to the east of Annapurna Base Camp to see the ridge connecting Annapurna III to the Gabelhorn to Machapuchare.

Here is a close up of Machapuchare before sunrise from Annapurna Base Camp.

Annapurna South was one of the first mountains to receive the rising sun.

I watched the rising sun illuminate more and more of the mountains for over an hour. Here is a view from Fang to Annapurna Main, Central, and East summits and the 7.5km long ridge to Roc Noir (7485m). In 1984, the Swiss climbers Erhard Loretan and Norbert Joos climbed the Roc Noir, crossed the east ridge to Annapurna and then down the north face. Roc Noir was first climbed on May 9, 1969 by the Germans Reinhold Obster, Pit Schubert, and Karl Winkler. 
From Annapurna South Base Camp, here is a close up of the main, central and eastern Annapurna summits at sunrise.

Tharpa Chiuli (Tent Peak, 5663m) shone brilliantly above Annapurna Base Camp.

Singu Chiuli (Fluted Peak, 6501m) shone brilliantly above Annapurna Base Camp.

Here is a close up of Annapurna III from Annapurna Base Camp.

Here is a close up of Gabelhorn from Annapurna Base Camp.

As I left Annapurna Base Camp, I could see Annapurna III shine ion the early morning sun.

I walked over to monument hill to have a moment's silence for Anatoli Boukreev, 39, who died Christmas Day, 1997 in an avalanche on Annapurna. Boukreev had moved into the media spotlight in the wake of the tragic Mount Everest climb of May 1996, as written in Into Thin Air by Jon Krakauer. Boukreev then wrote his side of the story in his book The Climb. His epitaph reads: “Mountains are not stadiums where I satisfy my ambitions. They are cathedrals where I practice my religion”

Left at 7:40. MBC 8:13, Deorali 9:18, Himalaya 10:13, Dovan 11:00, Bamboo 11:45-12:05, Sinuwa upper 13:15, lower: 13:40, Chomrong Khola 14:05, and then up a couple of thousand stone steps to the Himalayan View in Chomrong, arriving at 15:00. Phew.
I decided to push on and make tomorrow shorter. I collected the luggage I had left, and continued on my way down, down, down to cross the river. It seems like such a pity that I had to climb up to Chomrong, only to have to descend to the river again. My pack was uneven and I struggled all the way to New Bridge (1340m), arriving at 16:40, and staying at he Hiunchuli Guest House.

Dinner: Tuborg, tomato soup, veg egg fried potatoes. Bed at 18:50.

021021 New Bridge to Kathmandu

Up at 5:15. Breakfast: Snickers. Left at: 6:05

After leaving New bridge, I looked back to see Annapurna South and Hiunchuli glisten in the early morning sun.

After leaving New bridge, I looked back to see Annapurna South glisten in the early morning sun.

After leaving New bridge, I looked back to see Hiunchuli glisten in the early morning sun. Hiunchuli (6441m) was first climbed on October 10, 1971 by Americans Craig Anderson, Peter Cross, Jim Richards, John Skow, and Lane Smith.
As I trekked from New Bridge to Naya Pul, I turned around and had a great view of Machapuchare. 

I hiked up and down the banks of the Modi Khola to Beehive (7:00), thru terraced fields to Syauli Bazaar (8:25, 1140m), to Birethanti (9:50, 1000m), Naya Pul (10:15), climb up steeply to road.

I caught a taxi for 800 rupees (about $16cdn) for the 42km trip back to Pokhara, in luxury.

I was back in Cosmic Air office at 11:30 and checked in at the airport at 12:00. Left at 12:45, arrived Kathmandu 13:15. I had some good views of the mountains. I'll have to wait until I get the photos back and look on the Internet to see what they are.

Hotel Garuda at 14:00.

Travel agency downstairs at 14:30 - Thai doesn't answer the phone.  Bought Buddha Air Mountain flight for 6:30. Ordered embroidered t-shirts for Peter and I. Walked to Thai office, arriving at 15:10. I can't believe it - I'm confirmed!

Kathmandu has certainly become more cosmopolitan in the last two years. It appears cleaner and the cows are almost nonexistent. There are newer and bigger hotels and a plethora of new stores like North Face, French Hot Breads, Nike, Wimpy, and Movenpick ice cream.

I went to KCs for dinner and had the sizzling steak with baked potato, tomatoes, carrot, green bean, broccoli, and cauliflower.

Bed: 21:30.

021022 Kathmandu to Toronto

Up at 5:15. Took taxi to airport.

The fog was especially heavy this morning. You probably already know I used my credit card for Buddha Air. As you know, with only 'sight' flying, my mountain flight was delayed to wait for the fog to clear. I felt like I was back in Newfie again. While I was waiting, I walked around the waiting lounge just jam-packed with trekkers - almost all are from France, just a few English people. It's also surprising how many people are wearing brand new hiking boots - they'll pay for not breaking them in before leaving home.

I was supposed to leave at 6:50, but the airport was still closed at 9:00, and not looking that good. So, I cancelled, had a sizzling breakfast at KCs, and got ready for my Thai flight.

I was at the airport, all checked in and in the waiting lounge by 11:15. So this is what it's like to not go standby - amazing. Left at 13:50 on Tuesday, October 22, 2002.

Saw great view of the Himalayas in the distance, including Cho Oyu, Lhotse, Everest, Makalu, and Kanchenjunga.

Walked around Bangkok airport and bough Charlotte two things. Tried in vain to find Tom Yam Kung in the airport to no avail. So, I settled for KFC instead.

The flight to London was uneventful, followed quickly by the flight to Toronto, arriving at 11:15 on Wednesday, October 23, 2002. They were only half way thru North by Northwest starring Cary Grant and directed by Alfred Hitchcock when we started our descent. I'll have to rent it to see the rest.

Deleted

After changing planes twice, I finally landed in Kathmandu. I walked out of the terminal building looking for Nima Sherpa, who would be holding a sign with my name. My brain wasn't working so well because I passed by him. Seeing as I was alone and looking lost, Nima guessed it was me and yelled my name. He gave me my airline tickets and I paid him the rest of the money for the trek to Annapurna North (French) base camp. Within minutes I was alone again, waiting for my flight to Pokhara.

A trail to the Dhaulagiri icefall begins just south of Larjung and climbs the south bank of the Ghatte Khola. Herzog’s expedition explored this route and abandoned it because it was too dangerous. The North-east Col, on which he Swiss expedition of 1960, landed their single-engine Pilatus Porter aircraft, is the dip in the centre, and to the right climbs Tukuche Peak (6920m).

Kalopani (2530m) is situated nearly between Dhaulagiri and Annapurna. It is one of the few places where you can see Annapurna I on the normal circuit. Today wasn’t to be, however.

Kalopani was sunny and picturesque with views of snow peaks everywhere you turned – Dhaulagiri and the icefall, and Tukuche Peak (6920m) one way, Nilgiri Central and South, Annapurna I, and The Fang (Baraha Shikhar) the other way. The high-pitched roofs of the houses and the pine forested slopes were another world away from the barren plateau around Marpha

Trek Crew:

All are Buddhists

Her is my crew. Guide Gyan Prassad Tamang,  - guiding for 6 years, moved To Kathmandu in 93, 2 children - boy 9 girl 11 public school. P.O Box 7429, Kathmandu, Nepal, gyanbdr@hotmail.com

Cook: Ang Phuri Sherpa - 21, single, did climbing course last year, just started trekking, lives 3 hours from the Bahadars

Porter: Dhan Bahadur Tamang 22 - nephew of Gyan - from Kerung in Solu Kumbu - going to college in Kathmandu studying Humanities. His I1 exams are in May (2 years). After that he'll need another 3 years to get BA. Arranged marriage two years ago. They've had one baby that dies during childbirth. I gave him A Painted House to read.

Porter: Ram Bahadar Tamang - 17, Dhan's younger brother, class 9 Shree Changesthan Sec. Schol Kerung

Porter: Dhansing  - nephew of Gyan, 19 (looks like a 15 year old Michael Jackson), Gora villageJomsom To Mesokanto La

After lunch, we climbed just above Jomsom to Thini, a large village, and the gateway to Tilicho Lake.

The trail climbs up the valley, keeping to the left and away from the Nepalese army in the restricted military area. We stayed the night at a kharka at 3460m.

Nilgiri and Nilgiri North shine at sunset from the kharka (3460m) above Jomsom on the way to Tilicho Lake.

The trail continues up the side of the valley from the kharka (3460m) and then splits in two – the left going to the Tilicho eastern pass (5200m), while we took the right path to try and cross the Mesokanto La (5100m).

Whew! It was a really hard morning climbing from the kharka (3460m) up 1500m to have our lunch.

The way from the base of the Mesokanto La at around 4800m is very steep at first.  Gyan scrambled up part way to confirm that the was too dangerous to ascend. I was glad when he got safely back down to us.

We turned around and camped at around 4900m just up the northern hill above the base of the Mesokanto La. I guess if I try again I’ll use the other eastern pass.

The next day we descended in one 4-hour push from below the Mesokanto La to Jomsom. The 2100m descent was brutal on the knees.

Along the way from Mesokanto La to Jomsom we stopped to get a team photo. Kneeling down are guide Gyan, me, cook Kumar. Standing are cooks helpers Pemba Rinji and Tenzin and porter Nima Dorje.

Marpha To Hidden Valley

After lunch in Jomsom, it took us only an hour to trek along the river bank much of the way to Marpha (2680m).

The toilet and shower in our lodge in Marpha was next to the cow pen. Cozy.

The trail ascends steeply out of Marpha, with a good view of the village.

We stopped at the lower part of Yak Kharka for lunch.

We met two mountaineers descending from Dhaulagiri who mentioned that there was a lot of snow on Dhaulagiri.

After lunch we ascended very steeply to the ridge to Hidden Valley at about 4200m, but retreated in the face of 150km/hr winds and blinding snow.

We camped just under the ridge to Hidden Valley in the upper reaches of Yak Kharka at around 3800m. Snow was falling as Gyan put my tent.

We didn’t get away the next morning until after nine o’clock because the weather was still bad. We climbed up extremely crumbly trail to the ridge. The wind hadn’t started yet, so I was hopeful.

A few minutes after reaching the ridge to Hidden Valley at around 4500m, the trail entered snow. We could see more people descending the snow slopes ahead. Hmm, what to do. The trail plodding though the snow would be much slower, so I was worried that we might not reach Hidden Valley by the time the wind explodes. I decided once again to retreat.

Just before we turned around and retreated from my attempt to trek to Hidden Valley, we took another team photo. Kneeling down are guide Gyan, me, cook Kumar. Standing are cooks helpers Pemba Rinji and Tenzin and porter Nima Dorje.

We quickly trekked back down to Yak Kharka and had lunch, and then descended to Marpha. The 1800m descent was brutal on the knees. It was a brief one hour trek from Marpha to Jomsom.

