Annapurna – Herzog, Terray and Bonington
T: Lionel Terray: Conquistadors of the Useless

Herzog: Annapurna

J: Jerome

Terray Introduction

T237 Maurice Herzog was chosen leader. This appointment, which caused a good deal of argument both then and after, was in my view fully justified.

T233 Thus we could hope to field a very powerful team which ought to be technically capable of conquering an 8,000-metre mountain, a feat which had been attempted over thirty times by parties of various nationalities, but o far without success. The highest peak then climbed was Nandi Devi, at 7,816 metres.

T234 On (Lucien) Devies' recommendation Maurice Herzog, general secretary of the Groupe de Haute Montagne, had been appointed putative leader.

T234 And now at last I was going to see those fabulous giant summits, for me paradise where all was great, and beautiful, and pure. The Himalayas represented the total adventure, the gift of self to an ideal so often sought, so rarely found.

T237 (Maurice Herzog) He had come to the sport in childhood and had done most of the classics at an early age, subsequently making a large number of important ascents. Without any particular natural gift he had made himself into a good rock climber; and above all he was a complete mountaineer with all the right qualities for the Himalayas, including excellent ice technique and exceptional physical stamina.

T237 A graduate of the H.E.C., an officer in the reserve, a businessman of standing, he was thoroughly accustomed to organization and command.

T237 ... he possessed the virtue indispensable to any good head of an expedition: faith. He had been one of the project's initiators, and he brought to it the faith that could move mountains.

5 Eric Shipton Introduction: The expedition had not only to find a practical route to the summit; they had first to find a way of reaching the mountain.
11 (Herzog) The following pages record the actions of men at grips with Nature at her most pitiless, and tell of their sufferings, their hopes and joys.

Lucien Devies Preface
J: Lucien Devies, the President of the Himalaya Committee wrote the book's preface, and somewhat pontificates on the success of the expedition, and is clear in glorifying Herzog.

13 Lucien Devies: Maurice Herzog and his companions have crowned a long series of attempts and successes, by climbing not only the highest summit yet attained by man, but also the first summit of over 8,000 metres, the first to be climbed of the very highest mountains of the world.

13 Lucien Devies: With this victory, achieved at a first attempt and in an unknown region, they have succeeded in an enterprise which the most experienced travelers had considered impossible.

13 Lucien Devies: We give them (the whole party) in full measure the gratitude they have so richly earned; but at the same time we realize that the victory of the whole party was also, and above all, the victory of its leader.

14 Lucien Devies: His (Herzog's) remarkable physical fitness throughout the Expedition, which surpassed even that of Lionel Terray and Louis Lachenal, "the two steam-engines," considered by all to be in a class by themselves, was the reflection of his will in victory."

24 Lucien Devies: As soon as the party reaches Tukucha, your headquarters, you must begin exploring the two massifs. Only after you have become familiar with the lay of the land, and have drawn up a plan of attack, will the Expedition be able to launch the attempt.""

In the final meeting of the Himalaya Committee, President Lucien Devies "defined our objectives:

"Dhaulagiri, 8,167 metres (26,795 feet), or Annapurna 8,075 metre (26,493 feet).

Climbers

21 These men formed the assault teams, and no better men could be found in France.

T: In order to assure as tightly-knit a party as possible, the Committee selected by "ropes", that is by pairs who normally climbed together.

J Lionel Terray (28) and Louis Lachenal partnered many difficult Alps climbs, including the second ascent of the Eiger Nordwand in 1947 and the second ascent of the Walker Spur on the Grandes Jorasses, the most difficult climb in the Alps.

T296: In five years he (Lachenal) had to submit to no fewer than sixteen operations, an ordeal he faced with astonishing courage.

T297: As a mountaineer, Lachenal was a genius.

T298: Up on a glacier (Vallée Blanche above Chamonix) where thousands of skiers glide unharmed ... Suddenly a hidden crevasse opened under him (Lachenal), and in an instant the man who had defied death so often that he seemed immune was no more than a bundle of bone and flesh.

J: Terray would go on to become the most famous French mountaineer and possibly the best mountaineer of his time with first ascents of Fitzroy in 1952, Kangchungtse (7660m) and Chomolonzo (7797m) in 1954, Makalu in 1955, and Jannu in 1962. He died on a simple climb in the Alps in 1965 at the age of 44.

J Gaston Rébuffat, 28, climbed with Terray occasionally, and had already completed five of the six great north faces of the Alps.

J: He would go on to become an accomplished author and photographer, detailing his love of mountains in the Alps. His 1954 book Starlight and Storm detailed his climbs of what he calls the six great North faces of the Alps, the first person to do so. He died at the old age of 75 from cancer.

J Marcel Schatz, 29, was Couzy's normal climbing partner. Marcel would never return to serious mountaineering after Annapurna.

T303: Less than a year after the expedition he (Marcel Schatz) got married and gave up regular climbing.

T239: (Jacques) Oudot, who had an international reputation for his cardio-vascular surgery, was to be our doctor. As a first-class climber in his own right he would be able to play a part in the ascent.

T301 (Oudot) he continued to visit Chamonix regularly ... he skidded into an oncoming vehicle while travelling at high speed on a wet road.

T239: Ichac, who specialized in mountain photography, was to make a film of the expedition. ... He too was a fine climber, and had taken part in the 1936 expedition to Hidden Peak. He was the only person with any previous experience of the Himalayas.

T239: Finally there was François de Noyelle, a young diplomatist attached to the French Embassy in New Delhi. He was to be our interpreter and transport officer.

T238: (Jean) Couzy (27) was the youngest member of the expedition.

T238: Later he (Couzy) was to become one of my most valued friends and a companion on Chomolonzo and Makalu. Eventually he became one of the greatest mountaineers of all time.

J: With Terray, Couzy claimed 7796m Chomolonzo and the fifth highest mountain in the world, 8490m Makalu as first ascents

T303: When he (Couzy) was killed by a falling stone on an unclimbed face of the Roc des Bergers in November 1958, he already had one of the greatest alpine records of all time.

Trek To Tukuche

J I flew to Jomson via London, Bangkok, Kathmandu and Pokhara. If I had wanted, I could have been in Tukuche after only three days. The French took about four weeks to get to Tukuche. First they flew via Rome, Cairo, and Bahrain to Delhi. While Terray and Rébuffat accompanied the baggage by train to Lucknow, India, the others flew. Another train ride and a short bus ride brought them to the Nepalese border. They then hiked the rest of the way to Tukuche.

29 These Sherpas whose loyalty and unselfishness is proverbial, would in fact be our climbing partners, and I determined to see that they were treated as such
31 The loads were gradually made up to weigh one maund each, eighty pounds. These were then distributed to two hundred coolies.
J: Supporting me to get to Annapurna North Base Camp were a guide, a cook, and four porters.

36 Each of them (the coolies) received six rupees and one packet of "Red Star" cigarettes, acknowledged it with hands clasped, Hindu fashion

36 With considerable ingenuity they made frames for the loads, out of bamboo and lianas. The coolies carry and balance the loads round their foreheads

T244 Then the miracle happened. Folded in light mist hill after hill rolled away into the distance from beneath my feet, and over this green ocean sparkled the vast ice-bergs of the Himalayas. Never in my remotest dreams had I imagined such beauty could exist on earth.

35 (from Baglung) Next morning Noyelle woke us early: "Look – look - Dhaulagiri! Dhaulagiri!"

35 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.

36 "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.

38 (Dana) We couldn't see Annapurna, but right opposite us there opened out the deep winding valley of the Miristi Khola.

38 Meanwhile our path skirted the cliffs. Looking down through the conifers we could barely make out the wild, rumbling waters of the Krishna-Gankadki. Tremendous waterfalls gushed here and there from limestone cliffs.

38 We craned our necks to get a view of the gigantic walls which disappeared nearly four miles up into the clouds and the blue sky. The rock was dark brown, the snow dazzling, and the light so intense it made us squint.

39 We came out on to a long stony lain formed during the centuries by the impetuous and irregular flow of the Gandaki river which had cut colossal canyon right through the great Himalayan chain.
38 At Ghasa it began to get chilly, for we were now about 6,500 feet up, with another 1,600 feet to climb up to Tukucha. There were no longer any bananas or rice, only a few poor-looking crops, mostly barley. A little farther on we saw the upper slopes of Dhaulagiri, streaked with blue ice. The south-east ridge running down towards us, of which we had some hope, extended endlessly, as sharp as a blade of a knife and bristling with ice pinnacles and snow cornices - absolutely impregnable.

39 At Lete we passed ... through a pine-wood which reminded us astonishingly of our mountains – the same trees, the same scattered blocks of granite and cool mosses.

73 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.

73 We came upon a number of prayer walls adorned with slabs of rock upon which we read the classic inscription: "Om mane padme hum." We were careful to respect the religious observances of these peoples, and to pass on the left of the walls.

39 ... Larjung with its sacred streamers flying from the housetops, their prayers agitated by the wind.

58 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.

T261 Above this stony desert Dhaulagiri rose into swirling clouds, vast and solitary. For twenty thousand feet there was nothing but the glint of riven glaciers, ridges that seemed like streamers in the wind, and somber rock buttresses higher than the Walker. The sight was so overwhelming that we sat down by the side of the trail feeling slightly numbed.

Tukuche

T261 The tents stood in neat rows on a wide terrace of scrubby yellow grass just above the village of Tukucha.

T261 (Tukucha) It was quite different from the towns of lower Nepal, with its roomy, flat-roofed stone houses, able to serve as stores and hostelries to the caravans that passed through several times a day during the season, coming and going between Nepal and Tibet.

39 In the distance, at the far end of the stony desert, we could see a village gay with hundreds of prayer masts and encircled by what looked like fortifications. "Tukucha, Sahib!" We all hurried on, forded the swirling torrent - the Dambush Khola, ... and so made our entry into Tukucha.

40 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.

41 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.

105 Ichac and I proposed to go up to the village spring, a little trickle of water which sprouted out barely a couple of hundred yards away, just beside the only tree in the neighborhood.

60 We were up very early in the morning, for every day the weather was liable to break any time after 2 P.M. Then the noise of the thunder would echo ceaselessly among the surrounding walls and rumble away until the evening.

Dhaulagiri

74 (North of Marpha) There in the distance, a beautiful and moving sight, was Dhaulagiri, rising solitary above the shadows and already lit up by the sun. Seen from this distance its massive grandeur stood out astonishingly.

41 The weather was superb, and this first day at headquarters, the mountains were looking their very best. It was marvelous to get at last a clear view of the peaks all around us! The Gandaki valley is a long rift between two immense mountain groups: The Dhaulagiri massif on the west rising to 26,795 feet, and the Annapurna massif on the east rising to 26,493 feet. A veil of mist lies in the depths of this rift, giving even greater majesty to these literally inaccessible walls that tower over us. The shapely Nilgiris, the 'blue mountains,' glitter nearly 15,000 feet above us. Towards the north, the sky is much clearer. As far as we could judge, vegetation is sparse up there towards Tibet.

57 In the morning Ichac, Noyelle, Rébuffat and myself (Herzog) took the opportunity to climb up a hillock south of Tukucha from which we had a perfect view of Dhaulagiri.

57 Dhaulagiri, as seen from here, was magnificent.

43 (Couzy) "The view is marvelous; Dhaulagiri towers above everything. The south-east ridge looks absolutely frightful. Very long, with lots of ice towers.

57 The morning mists were still lingering in the valleys, but high up the snow and ice glistened and made us blink.

69 (Terray) "Look here, Maurice, it's absolutely unclimbable, that Dhaulagiri! It's fiendishly difficult."

Dhaulagiri North Ridge

43 (Herzog) "What about the north ridge?" (Couzy) "Ice all the way. looks very seep. Certainly great tecnical difficulties. The ticklish part is toward the middle, but there is another snag, how to get to the ridge. From here the East glacier, which you expect to be the normal approach, looks extremely broken up."

43 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.

J: How right they were. The first ascent of Dhaulagiri by the Swiss would follow this route in 1960.

70 "It's all on such a terrific scale, it's a world in itself," added Terray: "As for the north ridge, which separates this (North) glacier from the East glacier up which you went, it's half rock and half ice, and very steep. The Northwest ridge, which we had never seen before, runs down into the canyon."

99 "The north ridge!" exclaimed Terray. "No one will ever get up it - it's bare ice and the angle is so steep that handholds would have to be cut."

Dhaulagiri East Glacier

44 Ought we to go up this East glacier of Dhaulagiri, which was in a chaotic condition and undoubtedly dangerous? Or skirt round the Tukucha Peak, which marks the end of the north arete and follow the Elbow Valley shown on the map, in order to reach the northern basin of Dhaulagiri?

57 (Rebuffat on East glacier) "Judging from what we saw, it's a huge slope of ice cluttered up with seracs and seamed with crevasses. Avalaches sweep it continuously. I don't like te look of it."

57 Through the glasses I picked out the frightful obstacles of the East glacier.

59 Next morning at daybreak we proceeded rapidly in the direction of the great ice-fall. 

60 A glacier is like a river; the level places where it spreads out tranquilly are followed by turbulant falls.

49 "The East glacier's a great torrent of ice." Rébuffat explained.

49 "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!"

58 Numbers of yaks and cows were grazing hungrily on the lush grass. On the hillside our way was lined by trees covered with sweet-smelling blossoms that ranged from pink to red.

58 We left the tree-line behind, and some patches of snubby grass were the only sign of vegetation at this height. The névés inceased in number. The porters came up steadily with their loads, and when evening came we pitched our Base Camp on the last patch of earth. 

59 Next morning at daybreak we proceeded rapidly in the direction of the great ice-fall. From close at hand, and in the half-light it (icefall) was extremely impressive.

59 The day was one long search for snow-bridges over the crevasses. We wound in and out between immense barriers of ice or alongside gaping crevasses.

60 The slope steepened considerably; we had to cut a great many more steps.

64 "... These mountains are unclimbable! No expedition could ever get through this way (Dhaulagiri Icefall)."

Dhaulagiri South-east Ridge

64 Rebuffat and Lachenal will go on skis to a small point of about 18,000 feet on the south-east ridge of Dhaulagiri. From there they will be able to see the whole south face. 67 We were not long in discovering our friends at about 16,0000 feet, high up on the snowy peak we christened the White Peak.

68 (Rebuffat on south-east ridge) "To begin with, it's incredibly long, its 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."

43 The south-east ridge of Dhaulagiri ... gave us some slight encouragement ...

68 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."

Dhaulagiri South Face

67 "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."

Tukuche Peak

46 The Tukucha Peak, a "seven-thousander," completely blocked the view (of Dhaulagiri) with its grand and terrifying walls.

50 The light which poured down the immense north face of the Tukucha Peak overwhelmed us. 

Nilgiri

44 (Herzog) "What do you think of the Nilgiris?" (Couzy) "Absolutely sheer. Not a hope from this side."

To Tilicho Lake and Manang
74 Little by little the look of the country changed; it became far more desolate even than the regions we had just left. Northward the contours were softer; hills covered with reddish colored stones, a new luminosity in the atmosphere, and a growing feeling of desert country, showed beyond all doubt that we were approaching Tibet, through the frontier was a good day's march from this point.

74 At dusk we reached the wretched village of Tinigaon. The natives, extremely primitive and revoltingly dirty, stared suspiciously at us.

75 According to the map we ought to have been at the opening of a deep valley coming up from Manangbhot. Where was the wonderful view of Annapurna we ought to have on our right? In some bewilderment we gazed at a dazzling scene of snow and ice where a galaxy of summits scintillated against a clear sky. It was a winter landscape, with something fairy-like in its brilliance and clarity.

75 On our right, instead of Annapurna, rose a gigantic barrier of mountains with many summits of about 23,000 feet. Before us opened out no deep valley but a frozen lake covered with snow. On the left cliffs fell sheer to the immense white expanse of the lake.

75 "But where the devil is Annapurna?" asked Ichac. "It's almost certainly behind that handsome triangular peak, over there - look to the right, in the distance." "I'm not so sure," said Ichac. "Nor am I," said Rébuffat. "And the Tilicho pass - where's that?" went on Ichac.

76 "At the far end of the plateau, on the other side of the lake. It must overlook the Manangbhot valley, which lies just beyond."

76 "No sign of a lake on the map! And it's at least four miles long."

77 Safely across on the other side (of the lake), we climbed up the slopes and reached a pass that corresponded to the one we had reached earlier that morning. We christened it the East Tilicho, its height was about 16,400 feet.

80 At a bend in the path we suddenly came upon some habitations, sheltered behind a dip in the ground. A Buddhist chorten adorned with prayer flags marked the entry of the village of Khangsar.

81 ... Khangsar was very poor. not a pound of tsampa to spare, nor a handful of rice, much less a chicken. We must go on to Manangbhot; it was only an hour's march ...

81 A series of steps hewn out of the rock and a very steep slope, brought us down to the torrent again, and we made our way rapidly along its banks.

81 "Manangbhot!" said Pansy. The town was perched on the cliffs after the manner of the ancient towns of Tibet. From the river we could see nothing but walls, and it looked as if we were going up towards a fortress.

81 We followed a series of alleys which brought us to the center of the town where we found an immense prayer wall about fifty yards long.
81 Here all were Buddhists.

77 As I had suspected, there was no outlet here; this end of the lake was blocked. At our feet a deep valley opened out going down to Manangbhot.

77 ... miles of moraines ran steeply down from where we stood. The valley was blocked by a high mound of rock debris. The only outlet here was a narrow defile which gave passage to the Marsyandi Khola (now called Khansgar Khola), a torrent which rises at the Tilicho pass and flows down beside the Great Barrier on which we hoped to find Annapurna. Beyond this obstacle. the ravine widened out gradually and here and there among the gray of the stones, shale and moraines were a few patches of green, islets of native cultivation.

77 To the right, along the continuation of the Great Barrier, were other peaks even more graceful and elegant than those we had seen above Tilicho Lake. To the left, above the red cliffs, the Muktinath range rose to a number of 20,000-foot peaks. Behind us was the lake plateau over which we had just come, and at the far end the West Tilicho pass which we had crossed that morning.

80 After this ravine we had thought to find grass slopes, but when we reached the crest, a second ravine confronted us, then a third, and a fourth.

80 It was rough going along the banks of the torrent. At times we had to climb up several hundred feet in order to find a way through the thick jungle growth.

80This was a completely different world from the Tukucha valley; here it was much hotter, there was more vegetation and the contrasts were greater. From time to time flowering trees gave a softer and more friendly appearance to the scene.

But as for Annapurna, not a thing was known about it.

84 The sun was sinking; it had already gone behind the splendid summit - our Triangular Peak - which towered above Manangbhot. Through Pansy, who questioned the inhabitants closely, we learned that the mountain in question was Ganga Purna. The two other summits on the left were Tchongor and Sepchia.

Every time we met anyone Pansy would ask about the possibility of getting some provisions, but it was hopeless.

90 (Herzog) "Don't worry, with a slab of chocolate I'll manage to get up to the Tilicho camp."

90 I was alone. With a slab of chocolate as my only food I should have to step lively to get up from 9,000 feet to over 16,000.

90 An hour later I was at Khangsar. Without losing a minute I followed the path which gradually faded out along the left bank of the torrent. I made my way between the cliffs, going up and down to avoid obstacles.

91 Then I started up the great scree-slope and at last came to the stream which had to be crossed.

91 The current was very strong. Suddenly I slipped, tried to save myself only to fall in deeper, and ended up going in altogether.

91 I looked for a grassy place where I could spend the night, and ended by sitting down on a tuft, spreading my cape so that it covered me completely.

91 I was lost in the heart of the mountains, over 14,000 feet up, soaked through, weary and hungry. Should I have the strength to climb up the last fifteen hundred feet?

94 In the past three days the snow which had formerly covered the ridge leading to the West Tilicho had melted. At the pass, we paused a little to look at the Great Ice Lake, the immense amphitheater surrounding it, and above all at the remarkable Great Barrier. Never would we see it all again. We ran down the hillside and came out on to the lower slopes in the middle of a magnificent forest of deodars. A strong wind arose, but it was blowing the right way, and soon afterwards we reached Tinigaon.

Muktinath
68 "You must come there," he (Buddhist Lama) began again, "every day there are miracles: flames come out of the ground, the priests make prophecies."

117 After leaving their horses at the door of the first building, they passed by a rock on which there was a vague imprint, something like the shape of a foot. "Buddha, Sahib!" Ang-Tharkey cried out, throwing himself on the ground.

117 They passed by a first temple, rather like the one in Tukucha, and came to the sacred fountains: water from the stream ran along a horizontal conduit and fed some sixty spouts in the form of cows or dragons. In the center of the square was a Nepalese shrine.

118 A little way to the south they visited another temple guarded by a dozen maidens, dressed in colored robes. A stone was lifted and Ichac and Oudot were shown two narrow apertures. Along them came the sound of the flowing water, and in them flickered the blue flame of a natural gas which burned perpetually. The vestals sang and danced; the sahibs offered their contributions.

To Shepherd’s Kharka
104 Actually, while Dhaulagiri rises alone like a monstrous pyramid, Annapurna dominates a mighty range comprising about fifty summits over 23,000 feet (7000m) high, some very high ridges, and an almost inaccessible upper basin, with probably only one line of weakness - a depression by which we shall make our attack.

109 We started off along a sparse track which struck off to the left and which, according to Couzy, should lead us to the hamlet of Choya.

109 (Choya) The sounds of laughter, singing and general hilarity led me to suspect that chang - rice-alcohol - was being generously distributed.

109 As darkness fell we skirted some large boulders and came out on an alp perched on the edge of a precipice. Sarki and Aila quickly got the tents up, unpacked the evening's provisions and lit a great fire. It was late, and we ate our meal in silence and afterwards needed no urging to get into our sleeping bags.

We're camped now at about 10,700ft (3260m) on a grassy knoll. We arrived here about five hours after leaving the village of Lete this morning. Initially we hiked through some beautiful fields of fresh, beautiful green wheat that was growing, pastures. 
J We descended down into a small stream valley ... and then began our very steep ascent, zig-zagging our way up through forests of bamboo interspersed with huge, gigantic rhododendron trees and now we're in stands of evergreen trees, here on this grassy knoll.

109 Next morning, we soon found ourselves all bunched together on a narrow track leading down to the river-bed. It was at this spot that, later on, Marcel Ichac and Jacques Oudot met a band on monkeys going up the valley. We now took to a path along the side of the cliff and after a steep descent found ourselves suddenly beside the Chadziou Khola, not, at this season, a very large stream. There was no difficulty about crossing it, but even for those who had been there before, 

109 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. Couzy informed us that this was the last water until the evening of the next day, so we filled up every available container.

110 The ascent began with 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. Couzy and I embarked on a long discussion: we had got as far as Bergson and Jünger when we came upon a delightful meadow bright with snowdrops and a variety of other flowers.

T271 Presently they descended steeply through a thick forest of bamboos until it reached the bottom of a gorge containing a clear stream, and started immediately up the other side. In places it was so step that it virtually amounted to climbing through semi-vertical jungle.

April 27 Pass to Miristi Khola

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.

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). 

110 Resuming our march, we suddenly found ourselves at a turning of the path, in a grove of trees resplendent with brilliant colored flowers whose names I did not know. No vaulted cathedral roof could have been more magnificent. The track went on across a beautiful clearing. Round us were a cemetery of charred deodars whose trunks rose well over a hundred feet high, and giant rhododendrons bordering our path, hung out great clusters of pink and red flowers. The Sherpas rushed up to some trees like red birches, made holes in the trunks with their ice-axes, fixed an empty tin underneath and so got a few mouthfuls of fresh water.

110 We now climbed painfully up a desperately long and steep couloir full of loose stones.

111 At the top, which must have been about 13,000 feet (4000m) high, we stopped again to smoke a cigarette while we waited for the porters. They had gone splendidly so far, but I could see they were tired. The ground was becoming more difficult and their loads, which were held by straps round their foreheads, tended to make them over-balance downhill. It was rough and painful on their bare feet and they didn't feel at all safe. Further on, we had to cross a large patch of snow where we enlarged the track and stamped it down, but our porters, doubled under the weight of the containers, looked most unhappy. I felt guilty as I walked along in my comfortable boots.

111 The weather turned really bad and it rained solidly. We kept together so as not to lose each other and advanced by guess-work over the gentle slopes of an alp, up the cairn, which marked the pass which was the goal of this day's journey. We pitched our tents in an indescribable muddle; our only thought was to get under cover the minute they were up. We climbed over 6,000 feet that day to reach the pass which we decided once for all to call "Pass of April 27."

110 "It was here that Oudot, Schatz and I bivouacked on April 27," said Couzy.

56 Oudot ... reported that on April 27 he had gone as far as the depression which we had first seen from Lete.

56 ..."From there we saw Annapurna - but a long way off. From the higher ridges a spur runs down into the Miristi Khola valley."

59 (Ichac) "They succeeded in reaching the bed of the Miristi Khola.” (Herzog) “Excellent!” They crossed it and then ran up against a subsidiary ridge coming down from Annapurna." "The same one they saw with Oudot on April 27?" "That's right. This ridge seems to be huge. After an easy beginning it probably links up with the main ridge."

111 Couzy, Oudot and Schatz, who discovered it, deserved great credit for picking out the various vague tracks and following them up to the end.

111 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

112 Early in the afternoon we got to a point from which any further progress appeared very difficult. ... On a small boulder ... was a pennant of the Club Alpin Français, which marked the beginning of the descent to the Miristi Khola. We started down very steep grassy slopes where the porters, whose morale was not very good, kept on slipping. It rained and snowed and the way seemed interminable.

112 The slope continued over steep rock slabs, and then skirted along cliffs in which we could make out some enormous caves. Couzy assured me that the previous time he had been that way, a herd of thar, taking things easy by the entrance to these grottoes, did not even trouble to move as he went by.

112 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.

T267 They came to a shoulder on the south-west ridge of the Nilgiris. Thence a four-mile traverse along the sole ledge between a couple of three-thousand foot precipices brought them back out into a valley again. 

T271 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.

T272 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.

It was a long hard day. It took us some six-and-a-half-hours to reach the camp which we are at now. Other people are still coming in after eight or nine hours.

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.

T272 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.

Miristi Khola to Base Camp
T272 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.

T273 The end of our valley was occupied by an enormous glacier which descended in cascades of toppling seracs between titanic walls.

T277 We finally came to realize that what appeared to be no more than an inclined snow field was in face a complicated face, bristling with monstrous seracs and interrupted by bands of rock three hundred feet high. The frequent rumblings of avalanches were a constant reminder of the objective dangers.

More of a gradual rising traverse along the edge of this slope.

Annapurna Northwest Spur:

100 (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.”

T273 The great north-west spur which rose above me into the clouds looked much more attractive.

T 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.

T The ascent of Point 19,685 ft. on the north-west spur of Annapurna was probably the hardest piece of climbing done at such an altitude up to that time.

119 We were up and doing before dawn on May 19, in our provisional base camp at the foot of the spur. ... across the moraine

120 When we reached the saddle the sun had risen ...

121 We could also see the glaciers flowing down on both sides of our ridge.

121 The ridge narrowed and put us in mind of our own splendid Chamonix aiguilles.

127 The last slopes, of bare ice, gave us some trouble; and then we found ourselves at the top of the ridge, at about 20,000 feet (6100m).

127 Our spur continued towards the summit of Annapurna, but the jagged ice ridge, that looked like a cluster of cauliflowers, was scarcely any nearer to us now than when we had started up the spur.

127 No Alpine climb had ever presented us with the number of difficulties we had encountered here.

147 Quite close above us was that jagged ridge which we called "Cauliflower Ridge." It was a continuation of the north-west spur on which we had spent ourselves to no purpose. We could now see its whole length; we had, in fact, only climbed about a tenth of it! And to our surprise there was an enormous gap in the center cutting off all possibility of progress.

Annapurna Base Camp

... earlier today we arrived at Base Camp at 13,500 feet (4115m).

We're in a nice spot. We're on a lateral bench of a moraine covered with flat areas of sand and grass - very nice place to camp - a lot of sunlight, relatively calm and a beautiful view of the north Annapurna glacier.

The bulk of the mountain itself is being blocked by an intervening ridge. We can just see the summit poking up above and from here our route makes a large T-shaped approach, skirting the icefall of the Annapurna glacier along some rocky ledges and that will put us higher up above most of the icefall and onto the glacier itself.

Sun hit the camp about a quarter to eight. And then we loaded up some gear to see if we couldn't establish and find a route on the dry moraine part of the glacier, as we make somewhat of a rising C-shaped traverse toward the foot of the climb.

We did that; we dumped some gear at the base of some ledges.

113 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.
114 Schatz and I arrived at Base Camp which was pitched among the moraines in the midst of a vast stony desert with little blue-green lakes dotted about in the hollows. From here it would be a day's march to the Great Barrier which blocked the horizon to the east, or to the Nilgiris on the north.

120 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.

120 We were in a savage and desolate cirque of mountains never before seen by man. No animal or plant could exist here.
133 The tiresome and monotonous moraines stretched out for miles, and several times one of us slipped on the stones which were treacherously covered with hard black ice.

134 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.

Annapurna North Face

We left early this morning at about 6:30 in the morning and retraced our steps as of yesterday, and then climbed higher on the rocky slab and ledges and gullies which carried us up and to the left of the main icefall of the Annapurna glacier. We did some fixing of rope along the way.

135 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.

135 "You see," explained Lachenal, "the problem . . . is to get to that sickle-shaped glacier high up on the mountain.

136 (Herzog) "So why not go straight up in line with the summit (through the couloir), skirt round the seracs and crevasses, slant over to the left to reach the Sickle, and from there go straight up to the top?"

137 The weather was magnificent; never had the mountains looked more beautiful. Our optimism was tremendous, perhaps we were over-optimistic for the gigantic scope of the face set us problems that we had never had to cope with in the Alps. And above all, time was short. If we were to succeed not a moment must be lost. The arrival of the monsoon was announced for about June 5. We had just twelve days left. We'd have to be fast, very fast indeed.

138 Move Base Camp as rapidly as possible and reorganize it, about two hours farther on from present site, on a very big and very comfortable site just below an avalanche cone.

141 The reconnaissance was now being transformed into a definite assault.

147 Far above, so high that one had to tilt one’s head backwards to see it, was Annapurna, resplendent, dominating everything as a goddess should.

Summit

175 "I'm certain, from the way I've been going at 23,000 feet, that I'll do fine at 26,000, and without oxygen too."

176 "Listen, I'm absolutely certain - unless there is some unforeseeable catastrophe - we'll succeed."

191 "We're going up," I said without the least hesitation. "When we come down it'll mean the top's been reached - it's all or nothing."

203 "Let's go, Biscante," I muttered. "Can't stay here (camp five) a minute longer." "Yes, let's go" repeated Lachenal.

205 Lachenal: "We're in danger of having frozen feet. Do you think it's worth it?"

206 Suddenly Lachenal grabbed me: "If I go back, what will you do?"
206 (Herzog) "I should go on by myself." (Lachenal) "Then I'll follow you." Yes!

208 A fierce and savage wind tore at us. We were on top of Annapurna! 8,075 meters, 26,493 feet. Our hearts overflowed with an unspeakable happiness.

208 The summit was a corniced crest of ice, and the precipices on the far side which plunged vertically down beneath us, were terrifying, unfathomable. There could be few other mountains in the world like this.
208 Our mission was accomplished. But at the same time we had accomplished something infinitely greater. How wonderful life had become! What an inconceivable experience it is to attain one's goal and, at the very same moment, to fulfill oneself. I was stirred to the depths of my being. Never had I felt happiness like this - so immense and yet so pure.

209 "Well, what about going down?" Lachenal shook me. ...

209 "One minute, I must take some photographs."

209 "Hurry up!"

209 "Are you mad?" asked Lachenal. "We haven't a minute to lose: we must go down at once." And in fact a glance showed me that the weather was no longer gloriously fine as it had been in the morning.

210 Lachenal stamped his feet; he felt them freezing. I felt mine freezing too, but paid little attention. The highest mountain to be climbed by man lay under our feet! The names of our predecessors on these heights raced through my mind: Mummery, Mallory and Irvine, Bauer, Welzenbach, Tilman, Shipton.

211 It had been two o'clock when we reached the summit: we had started out at six in the morning.

211 "My gloves!" Before I had time to bend over, I saw them slide and roll. They went further and further straight down the slope. I remained where I was, quite stunned.
211 The clouds grew thicker and came right down over us; the wind blew stronger

Retreat First Night
212 Rébuffat and Terray put their heads out (of their tents at camp five). "We've made it. We're back from Annapurna!"

213 Rébuffat and Terray received the news with great excitement. "But what about Biscante?" asked Terray anxiously.

213 Terray, who was speechless with delight, wrung my hands. Then the smile vanished from his face: "Maurice - your hands!" There was an uneasy silence. I had forgotten that I had lost my gloves; my fingers were violet and white and hard as wood.

T287: … to greet Maurice, who was alone. With his beard and his clothing all strangely coated in rime and his eyes shining, he told me of victory. I seized him by the hand, only to find to my horror that I was shaking an icicle. What had been a hand was like metal. I cried out: "Momo, your hand is frostbitten!"

T287: Lachenal had obviously had a long fall. I found him hatless, gloveless, axeless and with only one crampon. With staring eyes he called out” “I peled. My feet are frozen stiff up to the ankles. Get me down to Camp Two quickly.”

214 ... it was a victory for us all, a victory for mankind itself. "Hi! Help! Help!" "Biscante!" exclaimed the others.

214 ... Putting his head out, and seeing Lachenal clinging to the slope a hundred yards lower down, he (Terray) dressed in frantic haste.

214 But Terray was a first-class skier, and with a jump turn he stopped beside Lachenal, who was suffering from concussion from his tremendous fall. In a state of collapse with no ice-axe, balaclava, or gloves, and only one crampon, he gazed vacantly around him.

214 (Lachenal) "My feet are frost-bitten. Take me down . . . take me down, so that Oudot can see to me." "It can't be done," said Terray sorrowfully. "Can't you see we're in the middle of a storm . . . It'll be dark soon."

T: My heart sank at the sight of the feet (Lachenal's) inside, white and utterly insensible. Annapurna, the first eight-thousander, was climbed, but was it worth such a price?

215 They rubbed, slapped and beat us with a rope. ... Gradually life returned to my feet as well to my hands, and circulation started again. Lachenal, too, found that feeling was returning.

The night was absolute hell.

T288 So began a night more deeply dramatic than any ever described in fiction.

T289 Outside, the hurricane had risen to unheard-of-heights, threatening to tear the tents from their moorings.

Retreat First Day

216 I recognized Terray's voice. "Time to be off!"

216 Outside the storm redoubled in violence.

217 We were blinded by the squalls of snow and we could not hear each other a yard away. 

219 We were well and truly lost.

220 Time passed, but we had no idea how long. Night was approaching, and we were terrified, though none of us made any complaint.

T291 The flakes fell thick and fast, building up so quickly on the ledges that you could see it happening. It was getting harder to break the trail; we sank in up to the thighs, then to above the waist.

T: We wandered backwards and forwards for hours and hours, constantly thinking we had found a way out of the maze only to meet each time with the same bitter disappointment.

T: "While we fought for our lives time had gone by unnoticed, and now, suddenly, it was almost night. The essential thing was to find a crevasse which would shelter us from the rising wind.

T: We were in an ice cave the size of small room and perfectly sheltered from the wind.

T: . . . since I knew that only fine weather could save us. Yet, hope springs eternal, and so we concentrated all our energy on surviving until daybreak.

Retreat Second Night Crevasse

220 "We must find a crevasse."

220 Night had suddenly fallen . . . if we remained on the slope, we would be dead before morning. We would have to bivouac.

220 Lachenal went over to a snow-filled crevasse a few yard further on, then suddenly let out a yell and disappeared before our eyes.

221 "It'll do for the night! Come along." This shelter was heaven-sent.

At least we should be sheltered from the wind, and the temperature would remain fairly even, though the damp was extremely unpleasant 

229 We had bivouacked two hundred yards from the camp.

223 After hours of torpor a voice mumbled "Daylight!"

T: Lachenal: "It's fine! It's fine! We're saved! We're saved!"

224 The boots had to be found, or Lachenal and I were done for. On all fours, with nothing on my hands or feet I raked the snow, stirring it around this way and that, hoping every second to come upon something hard. I was no longer capable of thinking - I reacted like an animal fighting for its life.

225 My hands were stiff and hard right up to the wrists and my feet had no feeling up to the ankles

T: As he lay there (outside the crevasse) gasping it was his turn to feel a moment of despair, and he said: "It's all over, Lionel. I'm finished. Leave me and let me die."

T: Obviously we were still far from saved. Maurice and Louis were frostbitten and exhausted, Gaston and I had lost our sight.

T: And just as in an old-fashioned film script, this was the precise moment at which the miracle occurred. ... Suddenly Schatz emerged from behind a serac fifty yards away

252 That same day (June 6) began the incredible work of transporting the injured, which ended only after a long and painful retreat, lasting five weeks, beneath torrential rain and over dangerously steep ground.

Bonington

(Clint Willis from Introduction): Team leader (Chris) Bonington ... had made the first British ascent of the Eiger's North Face in 1962 and had joined expeditions to Annapurna II (26,040) in 1960 and climbed 25,850-feet Nuptse as a member of a 1961 British military expedition. The Annapurna trip was his first effort to launch and lead a major expedition.

Bonington went on to become perhaps the central figure of a generation of great British climbers.

Dougal (Haston) climbed the North Wall of the Eiger in 1963, then the Eiger Direct, still the hardest route in the Alps, in 1966.

(CWI): Haston (died) in the Alps in 1977

B6 It was like four different Alpine faces piled one on top of the other – but what a line! Hard, uncompromising, positive all the way up. A squat snow ridge like the buttress of a Gothic cathedral leaned against the lower part of the wall.

B8 (Don Whillans) is undoubtedly the finest all-round mountaineer that Britain has produced since the war, but in the last few years he had let himself slip into poor physical condition, developing a huge beer-drinker's pot belly through lack of exercise and a steady intake of beer.

B9 We first met in 1958, when I had set out to make the first British ascent of the South-West Pillar of the Drus

B9 We ended up by making the first ascent of the Central Pillar of Frêney, then hailed as the Last Great Problem in the Alps.

B9 We then went to Patagonia together on the Towers of Paine

B8 I first approached Ian Clough. I had done some of the best climbing of my life with him, on the first ascent of the Central Pillar of Frêney in 1961; then in 1962 we had climbed the Walker Spur of the Grandes Jorasses, one of the most beautiful rock climbs in the Alps, finishing it by doing a complete traverse of the Jorasses and Rochefort Ridge, and then two days later climbed the North Wall of the Eiger.

B17 Lt.-Col. J. O. M. Roberts, an officer in the gurkhas and a very experienced mountaineer, was the first European to penetrate the Sanctuary, the huge glacier basin to the south of Annapurna. 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, showing on its flank a sheer rock wall leading up to the summit, and on the other side by Hiunchuli, a 21,000-foot ice peak, still unclimbed. From its Christmas-cake summit a razor-edged ice ridge curls round the summit of Modi Peak (also known as Annapurna South, 22,999 feet); from there the basin is contained by a fluted wall of ice, broken by steep rock buttresses, past the Fang and on to Annapurna, whose three huge buttresses, reminiscent of those of the north side of the Grandes Jorasses in the French Alps, dominate the basin. Beyond Annapurna I the wall becomes more broken, with a whole series of subsidiary ridges and peaks jutting into the sanctuary. There is Glacier Dome (23,191 feet), the squat triangle of Ganapurna (24,457 feet) and Annapurna III (24,787 feet), whence the eastern retaining wall of the Sanctuary curves don to embrace Machapuchare. 

B18 (Annapurna II) We used oxygen, and the final assault was long and exacting, three miles of ridge from the shoulder just below the summit of Annapurna IV, and then a 2,000 foot climb up the final pyramid, a mixture of snow and rock scrambling.

B48 hidden by the guardian bastions of the Sanctuary: Machapuchare, a gothic cathedral; Hiunchuli , only 21,133 feet but still  virgin and very shapely; Modi Peak, squat and massive. Somewhere in front, the gorge of the Modi Khola snaked through these high walls.
B50 On the third day we reached the village of Ghandrung, its solidly built two-storeyed houses nestling on a terraced spur high above the Khola, with a superb dress-circle view of Machapuchare and Modi Peak.

B52 The following morning the walk from Ghandrung wound its way up the Modi Khola; we were no longer skirting the mountains, but plunging into their midst. Machapuchare dominated the skyline, its airy rock and ice ridges making an open invitation to the modern climber. They were easily accessible, obviously difficult yet not too high in altitude. Machapuchare is 22, 942 feet, an ideal height for a small, compact party. It is sad indeed that the Nepalese Government has placed a firm ban on an expedition’s attempting this magnificent mountain.

B52 We reached the small village of Chomro, the last human habitation we should pass, in the gathering dusk of a storm-bound evening.

B53 (leaving Chomro) Next day we entered the gorge proper of the Modi Khola. It was an incredibly impressive place, dense forest of gnarled trees and dead bamboos that looked like skeletons in its bed and lower flanks, huge walls towering on either side. Waterfalls cascaded down and the river in the bed of the gorge set up a restless thunder.

B54 As I walked up towards Hinko Cave I kept getting tantalizing glimpses of the peaks at the head of the Sanctuary. The South Face of Annapurna was still hidden around the corner, but Ganagapurna’s classic triangular summit was framed by the sheer sides of the gorge

B59 (Don Whillans): "It was on all fours and it was bounding along very quickly across the snow, heading for the shelter of the cliffs. That was the point at which I thought, That thing is an ape or ape-like creature."

J: Thirty years later Reinhold Messner argues convincingly that the Abominable Snowman is actually a Tibetan Bear.

B64 I scrambled up the moraine ridge and gazed for the first time at the entire South Face of Annapurna. My own reaction was the same as Don's: the first impression was one of size - it was a really huge face, one of steepness and then, as I examined each feature through the binoculars, I realized that the Face could be broken into arêtes, ridges, gullies, separate snowfields and rock walls. This was something that we could climb, and from that moment I felt confident we had a good chance.

B67 Our little valley pointed straight up to the Face which towered above us about three miles away. It formed a magnificent centrepiece to what must be one of the most impressive mountain cirques in the world; the ridge  linking Modi Peak with our mountain was like a turreted wall linking two fortresses and never dropped below 21,000 feet.

B67 Modi Peak from the Sanctuary looked impregnable. Steep, furrowed ice flutings led up to summit cliffs capped by bulging ice walls that threatened to engulf any midget men struggling on the lower slopes. The wall between the two mountains was ploughed with ice flutings that swept down gracefully between angular rock buttresses; its turreted crest was dominated by the Fang, well-named, for it was shaped like the tooth of a wolf and framed from forbidding black rock. There seemed no lines of weakness in the wall and certainly no line free from threat of avalanche.

68 To the right, or east, of the Face, the retaining walls of the Sanctuary were less uncompromising. A tumbling glacier swept down from the rounded hummock of Glacier Dome, which in turn thrust out a subsidiary ridge that jutted out into the centre of the Sanctuary, with its minor summits of Fluted Peak, a classic wedge of 21,330 feet, and Tent Peak, an undistinguished jumble of ice and rock at 18,580 feet.

B111 The average angle of the Face from Camp III to the top of the Rock Band was 55º; this compared with the Brenva face of Mont Blanc (44º) and the Walker Spur (61º).

B68 But the entire cirque was dominated by the bulk of the South Face. From this aspect - and, for that matter, from any other aspect - Annapurna could never be described as a beautiful mountain in the sense that Machapuchare undoubtedly can. Annapurna has no real shape or form. It is like the body of a great octopus, its tentacles of subsidiary peaks thrown higgledy-piggledy from the central mass - yet its South Face is immensely impressive. It reminded me of the North Face of the Grandes Jorasses with its three huge buttresses, but it was three times the size and very much more complex.

B64 ... Rognon, or rock island, where we hoped to establish the first camp.

B65 Don had made an estimate in planning tentage that we should need six camps: Camp I on the top of the Rognon (16,000 ft), II at the side of the ice Ridge (17,500 ft), III on the Col (20,100 ft) half-way up, IV below the Rock Band (21,300 ft), V immediately above it (22,750 ft) and VI (24,000), the top camp, just below the summit.

B67 Modi Peak from the Sanctuary looked impregnable. Steep, furrowed ice flutings led up to summit cliffs capped by bulging ice walls that threatened to engulf any midget men struggling on the lower slopes. The wall between the two mountains was ploughed with ice flutings that swept down gracefully between angular rock buttresses; its turreted crest was dominated by the Fang, well-named, for it was shaped like the tooth of a wolf and formed forbidding black rock. There seemed no line of weakened in the wall and certainly no line free from threat of avalanche.

B68 To the right, or east, of the face, the retaining walls of the Sanctuary were less uncompromising. A tumbling glacier swept down from the rounded hummock of Glacier Dome, which in its turn thrust out a subsidiary ridge that jutted out into the centre of the Sanctuary, with its minor summits of Fluted peak, a classic wedge of 21,330 feet, and Tent Peak, an undistinguished jumble of ice and rock at 18,580 feet.

B68 But the entire cirque was dominated by the bulk of the South Face. From this aspect – and for that matter, from any aspect – Annapurna could xxx be described as a beautiful mountain in the sense that Machapuchare undoubtedly can. Annapurna has no real shape or form. It is like the body of a great octopus, its tentacles of subsidiary peaks thrown higgledy-piggedly from the central mass – yet its South Face is immensely impressive. It reminded me of the North Face of the Grandes Jorasses with its three huge buttresses, but it was three times the size and very much more complex. And there was a beauty in the way the line up the left-hand buttress was so positive, and yet in places tenuous.

B106 Back at Base Camp it was time for lunch - salmon, oysters, tuna fish, anchovies and Russian salad, accompanied by smoked cheese and pâté, washed down with pint mugs of coffee. Such was the comparative luxury of Base Camp living.

B106 Life at Base Camp fell into a placid routine. Early-morning tea was brought around at about 6:00 am, just before the morning sun had crept above the ridge linking Machapuchare with Annapurna III. At about 6.30 the warm rays of the sun touched the big mess tent

B165 A stretch on ice followed by a few moves on rock, with good ledges for foot- and handholds, then some more moves on ice. The angle was as steep as that of the Third Icefield on the North Wall of the Eiger; the situation infinitely more impressive

B165 Above him (Mick Burke) the brown rock of the band reared endlessly, but to the left the Flat Iron, which he was trying to reach, jutted out like the prow of a monster battleship out of the wall. He could only. ... see its top, which looked sheer and unclimbable.

B181 The rock now arched up into the vertical, there were no footholds and an icy armour encased every crack. He (Mick) draped a sling over a rock flake and tentatively stepped into it, swung across out of the groove and into another line of holds - rocky encrustations sticking out of the ice. As he delicately balanced from one to the next, his ankles were trembling like those of a jitterbug, threatening to dislodge him from his holds. His arms barely had the strength left to make those last final pulls towards his haven, a small ledge on the crest of the ridge. When he reached it, Mick had run out two hundred feet of rope and had undoubtedly climbed the most exacting stretch of rock that we encountered on the South Face of Annapurna.

(team effort, Mick had now been 28 days on the face, ref photo 49, route at back)

B197 We also heard tantalizing news from the other side of the mountain. The Army expedition ... had kept up their assault, and on the previous day (20 May) Henry Day, the climbing leader, and Gerry Owens had reached the top of Annapurna using oxygen. (J: This was only the second ascent)
B209 'Hello, Dougal, this is Chris at Camp IV: Did you manage to get out today?' 'Aye, we've just climbed Annapurna:'

B217 (written by Dougal) There was an icefield leading up to a sharp snow ridge which in turn led to a mixed face of around eight hundred feet. At the top of this face? Annapurna.

Whillans on the summit of Annapurna, which he and Haston reached at 2.0 pm, on 27th May 1970.

B218 Over the ridge and suddenly it was calm. There was no wind on the north side. Long, relatively flat spaces led down into the cloud. Don was already fixing a rappel peg. We didn't speak. There was no elation. The mind was still too wound up to allow such feelings. Besides the supreme concentration was needed to get down. The real problem was the actual summit. We were on a ridge. The snow peak to the left looked highest so Don plodded up the thirty feet or so to its top while I filmed the historic moment. Vague traces of what must have been army footprints showed beneath the snow. I, in turn, stood on the peak. The view was disappointing. Only the east summit was clear. I had looked forward to seeing Dhaulagiri on one side and right down to Base on the other but there was only a vast sea of grey cloud about a thousand feet beneath us. The greatest moment of both our climbing careers and there was only a feeling of numbness.

B225 He (Mick) looked up, face contorted with shock, grief and exhaustion. 'It's Ian. He's dead; killed in an ice avalanche below Camp II.'

B228 We buried Ian (Clough) about a hundred feet above Base Camp, at the foot of the slab of rock where he had spent so much time watching the T.V. team and our Sherpas and cookboys how to jumar and abseil. ...

B228 The Sherpas placed a wooden cross at the head of the grave and decked it with wreaths made from alpine flowers collected by the porters.
B228 we turned down into the gaping jaws of the Modi Khola gorge. We had been there too long and had given too much, and yet we had known some of the most exciting climbing of our lives, had reached a level of unity and selflessness that had made success possible.

B228 Maurice Herzog, in his story of the first ascent of Annapurna, finishes up his book with the words: 'There are other Annapurnas in the lives of men.' This is still true today, both in the realm of mountaineering and in one's progress through life. Our ascent of Annapurna was a breakthrough into a new dimension of Himalayan climbing on the great walls of the highest mountains in the world - this represents the start of n era, not the end. Climbers will turn to other great faces, will perhaps try to reduce the size of the party, escape from the heavy siege tactics that we were forced to employ and make lightweight assaults against these huge mountain problems.

