he Summit

Maurice Herzog France

“That brown rock, the highest of
them all, that ridge of ice—were these
the goals of a lifetime? Or were they,
rather, the limits of man’s pride?”

When Maurice Herzog (her'tsék) and Louis
“Biscante” Lachenal (ldsh ndl’) stood atop
Annapurna on June 3, 1950, they were the first
mountaineers to conquer so high a summit. An-
napurna is one of fourteen peaks over 8,000 me-
ters (26,000 feet) in the Himalaya Mountains.
Often called “‘the roof of the world,”” the Hima-
layas stretch for sixteen hundred miles along the
northern border of India, their major peaks being
in Nepal.

The French Himalayan Expedition, led by
Herzog, arrived in Nepal in April, 1950, Since the
summer monsoon was predicted for early June,
they had only two months to accomplish their
task. By mid-May, they had located Annapurna
and had decided that the most practical route to
the summit lay along its northwest flank. Racing
against time, the mountaineers began their labo-
Fious assault. They worked in two-man teams to
establish a series of five camps between the
mountain base and the summit. The highest of
these camps, Camp V, was set up by Herzog and
Lachenal, who spent the night of June 2 there.
Their tent was perched on a dangerously steep
slope of Annapurna at 24,600 feet. The wind
threatened to blow them off the mountain and
heavy snows nearly crushed them where they lay.

As this account begins, Herzog and Lachenal
have just achieved the goal of the Expedition:
reaching the summit. Soon afterwards they must
face a new challenge: coming down.

én were on top of Annapurna! Eight thousand
seventy-five meters, 26,493 feet.

Our hearts overflowed with an unspeakable
happiness.

]

“If only the others could know . .

If O:G_wﬁi\oza could know!

The summit was a corniced crest of ice, and
the precipices on the far side which plunged ver-
tically down beneath us were terrifying, unfath-
omable. There could be few other mountains in
the world like this. Clouds floated halfway down,
concealing the gentle, fertile valley of Pokhara,
23,000 feet below. Above us there was nothing!

Our mission was accomplished. But at the
same time we had accomplished something infi-
nitely greater. How wonderful life would now
become! What an inconceivable experience it is
to attain one’s ideal and, at the very same mo-
ment, to fulfill oneself. I was stirred to the depths
of my being. Never had I felt happiness like
this—so intense and yet so pure. That brown
rock, the highest of them all, that ridge of ice—
were these the goals of a lifetime? Or were they,
rather, the limits of man’s pride?

“Well, what about going down?"’

Lachenal shook me. What were his own feel-
ings? Did he simply think he had finished another
climb, as in the Alps? Did he think one could just
go down again like that, with nothing more to it?

“One minute. I must take some photo-
graphs.”

“Hurry up

I fumbled feverishly in my sack, pulled out
the camera, took out the little French flag which
was right on the bottom, and the pennants. Use-
less gestures, no doubt, but something more than
symbols—eloquent tokens of affection and good
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will. 1 tied the strips of materlal—stained by

sweat and by the food in the sacks—to the shaft
of my ice ax, the only flagstaff at hand. Then I
focused my camera on Lachenal.

“Now, will you take me?"’

“Hand it over—hurry up!” said Lachenal.

He took several pictures and then handed me
back the camera. I loaded a color film and we
repeated the process to be certain of bringing
back records to be cherished in the future.

“Are you mad?”’ asked Lachenal. “"We
haven’t a minute to lose: we must go down at
once.”’

And in fact a glance round showed me that the
weather was no longer gloriously fine as it had
been in the morning. Lachenal was becoming
impatient.

“We must go down!”’

He was right. His was the reaction of the
mountaineer who knows his own domain. But I
just could not accustom myself to the idea that
we had won our victory. It seemed inconceivable
that we should have trodden those summit
SHOWS.

It was impossible to build a cairn: there were
no stones; everything was frozen. 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!

My joy was touched with humility. It was not
just one party that had climbed Annapurna today.
but a whole expedition. I thought of all the others
in the camps perched on the slopes at our feet,
and 1 knew it was because of their efforts and
their sacrifices that we had succeeded.

“‘Come on, straight down,”” called Lachenal.

He had already done up his sack and started
going down. I did up my sack, put on my gloves
and my glasses, seized my ice ax; one look
around and I, too, hurried down the slope. Before
disappearing into the couloir' I gave one last look
at the summit which would henceforth be all our
joy and all our consolation.

Lachenal was already far below; he had
reached the foot of the couloir. 1 hurried down in

490 NONFICTION

his tracks. 1 went as fast as 1 could, but it was

dangerous going. At every step one had to take
care that the snow did not break away beneath
one’s weight. Lachenal, going faster than I
thought he was capable of, was now on the long
traverse. It was my turn to cross the area of
mixed rock and snow. At last I reached the foot
of the rock band. I had hurried and I was out of
breath. I undid my sack. What had I been going to
do? I couldn’t say.

“My gloves!”

Before I had time to bend over, I saw them
slide and roll. They went farther and farther,
straight down the slope. I remained where I was,
quite stunned. I watched them rolling down
slowly, with no appearance of stopping. The
movement of those gloves was engraved in my
sight as something irredeemable, against which I
was powerless. The consequences might be most
serious. What was [ to do?

“Quickly, down to Camp V.”

Our associates Rébuffat and Terray should be
there.Z My concern dissolved like magic. I now
had a fixed objective again: to reach the camp.
Never for a minute did it occur to me to use as
gloves the socks which I always carry in reserve
for just such a mishap as this.

On I went, trying to catch up with Lachenal.
It had been two o’clock when we reached the
summit; we had started out at six in the morning,
but I had to admit I had lost all sense of time. I felt
as if I were running, whereas in actual fact I was
walking normally, perhaps rather slowly, and I
had to keep stopping to get my breath. The sky
was now covered with clouds; everything had
become gray and dirty-looking. An icy wind
sprang up, boding no good. We must push on!
But where was Lachenal? I spotted him a couple
of hundred vards away, looking as if he was
never going to stop. And I had thought he was in
indifferent form!

The clouds grew thicker and came right down

1. couloir (kul war"), a gorge on a mountainside.

2. Rébuffat (ra by f&") and Terray (te rd’) should be there. Gaston
Rebuffat and Lionel Terray were scheduled to advance from Camp
IV to Camp V the same day.




over us; the wind blew stronger, but I did not
suffer from the cold. Perhaps the descent had
restored my circulation. Should I be able to find
the tents in the mist?

Lachenal disappeared from time to time, and
then the mist was so thick that I lost sight of him
altogether. I kept going at the same speed, as fast
as my breathing would allow.

The slope was now steeper; a few patches of
bare ice followed the smooth stretches of snow.
A good sign—I was nearing the camp. How dif-
ficult to find one’s way in thick mist! I kept the
course which I had set by the steepest angle of
the slope. The ground was broken; with my cram-
pons® I went straight down walls of bare ice.
There were some patches ahead—a few more
steps. It was the camp all right, but there were
two tents!

So Reébuffat and Terray had come up. What a
mercy! I should be able to tell them that we had
been successful, that we were returning from the
top. How thrilled they would be!

I got there, dropping down from above. The
platform had been extended, and the two tents
were facing each other. 1 tripped over one of the
guy ropes of the first tent; there was movement
inside, they had heard me. Rébuffat and Terray
put their heads out.

“We’ve made it. We're back from Anna-
purna!”

Rébuffat and Terray received the news with
great excitement.

“But what about Biscante?” asked Terray
anxiously.

““He won’t be long. He was just in front of me!
What a day—started out at six this morning—
didn’t stop . . . got up at last.”

Words failed me. I had so much to say. The
sight of familiar faces dispelled the strange feeling
that I had experienced since morning, and I
became, once more, just a mountaineer.

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

.un.n"{fl] =S

as wood. The other two stared at them in dis-
may—they realized the full seriousness of the
injury. But, still blissfully floating on a sea of joy
remote from reality, I leaned over toward Terray
and said confidentially, *“You're in such splendid
form, and you’ve done so marvelously, it’s abso-
lutely tragic you didn’t come up there with us!”

“What I did was for the Expedition, my dear
Maurice, and anyway you’ve got up, and that’s a
victory for the whole lot of us.™

I nearly burst with happiness. How could I
tell him all that his answer meant to me? The rap-
ture I had felt on the summit, which might have
seemed a purely personal, egotistical emotion,
had been transformed by his words into a com-
plete and perfect joy with no shadow upon it. His
answer proved that this was a victory for us all, a
victory for mankind itself.

“Hi! Help! Help!”

“‘Biscante!”” exclaimed the others.

Still half-intoxicated and remote from reality,
I had heard nothing. Terray felt a chill at his
heart. Putting his head out, and seeing Lachenal
clinging to the slope a hundred yards lower down,
he dressed in frantic haste.

Out he went. But the slope was bare now;
Lachenal had disappeared. Terray was horribly
frightened, and he could only utter unintelligible
cries. It was a ghastly moment for him. A violent
wind sent the mist tearing by. Under the stress of
emotion Terray had not realized how it falsified
distances.

“Biscante! Biscante!”

He had spotted him, through a rift in the mist,
lying on the slope much lower down than he had
thought. Terray set his teeth and glissaded down
like a madman* and with a jump turn he stopped
beside Lachenal, who was suffering from concus-
sion after his tremendous fall. In a state of col-
lapse, with no ice ax, balaclava,® or gloves, and
only one crampon, he gazed vacantly around him.

3. crampons, spiked, iron plates that mountaineers fasten to their
boots to prevent slipping.

4. Terray . . . like a madman. Terray made a sliding descent of the
snow slope while in a standing position.

5. balaclava (bd’'le kla'va), a knitted cap that covers the head, neck,
and shoulders,
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“My feet are frostbitten. Take me down . .
take me down, so that Oudot® can see to me.”’

**1t can’t be done,” said Terray sorrowfully.
“Can’t you see we're in the middle of a
storm? . . . It'll be dark soon.”

But Lachenal was obsessed by the fear of
amputation. With a gesture of despair he tore the
ax out of Terray’s hands and tried to force his
way down, but soon saw the futility of his action
and resolved to climb up to the camp. While Ter-
ray cut steps without stopping, Lachenal, rav-
aged and exhausted as he was, dragged himself
along on all fours.

Meanwhile I had gone into Rébuffat’s tent.
He was appalled at the sight of my hands and, as
rather incoherently I told him what we had done,

- he took a piece of rope and began flicking my
fingers. Then he took off my boots with great dif-
ficulty, for my feet were swollen, and beat my
feet and rubbed me. We soon heard Terray giving
Lachenal the same treatment in the other tent.

For our comrades it was a tragic moment:
Annapurna was conquered, and the first eight-
thousander had been climbed. Every one of us
had been ready to sacrifice everything for this.
Yet, as they looked at our feet and hands, what
can Terray and Rébuffat have felt?

Outside the storm howled and the snow was
still falling. The mist grew thick and darkness
came, and we had to cling to the poles to prevent
the tents being carried away by the wind. The
only two air mattresses were given to Lachenal
and myself while Terray and Rébuffat both sat on
ropes, rucksacks, and provisions to keep them-
selves off the snow. They rubbed, slapped, and
beat us with a rope. Sometimes the blows fell on
living flesh, and howls arose from both tents.
Rébuffat persevered: it was essential to continue,
painful as it was. Gradually life returned to my
feet as well as to my hands, and circulation
started again. Lachenal, too, found that feeling
was returning,

Lying half-unconscious, I was scarcely aware
of the passage of time. There were moments
when I was able to see our situation in its true
dramatic light, but the rest of the time I was
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plunged in an inexplicable stupor with no thought
for the consequences of our victory.

As the night wore on the snow lay heavier on
the tent, and I had the frightful feeling of being
slowly and silently asphyxiated. I tried, with all
the strength of which I was capable, to push off
with both forearms the mass that was crushing
me. These fearful exertions left me gasping for
breath and I fell back into the same exhausted
state.

“Rébuffat! Gaston! Gaston!”

I recognized Terray’s voice.

“Time to be off!”

I heard the sounds without grasping their
meaning. Was it light already?

Outside the storm redoubled in violence. The
tent shook and the fabric flapped alarmingly. It
had usually been fine in the mornings: did this
mean the monsoon was upon us? We knew it was
not far off—could this be its first onslaught?

“Gaston! Areyouready?’’ Terray called again.

“One minute,”” answered Rébuffat. He did
not have an easy job: he had to put my boots on
and do everything to get me ready. I let myself be
handled like a baby. In the other tent Terray fin-
ished dressing Lachenal, whose feet were still
swollen and would not fit into his boots. So Ter-
ray gave him his own, which were bigger. To get
Lachenal’s onto his own feet he had to make slits
in them. As a precaution he put a sleeping bag
and some food into his sack and shouted to us to
do the same. Were his words lost in the storm? Or
were we too intent on leaving this hellish place to
listen to his instructions?

Lachenal and Terray were already outside.

“We're going down!”’ they shouted.

Then Rébuffat tied me on the rope and we
went out. There were only two ice axes for the
four of us, so Rébuffat and Terray took them as a
matter of course. For a moment as we left the two
tents of Camp V, I felt childishly ashamed at
leaving all this good equipment behind.

Already the first rope seemed a long way
down below us. We were blinded by the squalls

6. Oudot (u d&"), Jacques Oudot, the Expedition’s doctor.




of snow and we could not hear each other a yard
away.

Ahead of us the other two were losing no
time. Lachenal went first and, safeguarded by
Terray, he forced the pace in his anxiety to get
down. There were no tracks to show us the way,
but it was engraved on all our minds—straight
down the slope for four hundred yards, then tra-
verse to the left for one hundred fifty to two hun-
dred yards to get to Camp IV. The snow was thin-
ning and the wind less violent. Was it going to
clear? We hardly dared to hope so. A wall of
seracs’ brought us up short.

“It's to the left,”” I said. ‘I remember per-
fectly.”

Somebody else thought it was to the right. We
started going down again. The wind had dropped
completely, but the snow fell in big flakes. The
mist was thick, and, not to lose each other, we
walked in line: I was third and I could barely see
Lachenal, who was first. It was impossible to rec-
ognize any of the pitches. We were all experi-
enced enough mountaineers to know that even on
familiar ground it is easy to make mistakes in
such weather. Distances are deceptive; one can-
not tell whether one is going up or down. We kept
colliding with hummocks which we had taken for
hollows. The mist, the falling snowflakes, the
carpet of snow, all merged into the same whitish

tone and confused our vision. The towering out-
lines of the seracs took on fantastic shapes and
seemed to move slowly around us.

Our situation was not desperate; we were cer-
tainly not lost. We would have to go lower down;
the traverse must begin further on—I remem-
bered the serac which served as a milestone. The
snow stuck to our cagoules,® and turned us into
white phantoms noiselessly flitting against a
background equally white.

Were we too high or too low? No one could
tell. Perhaps we had better try slanting over to
the left! The snow was in a dangerous condition,
but we did not seem to realize it. We were forced
to admit that we were not on the right route, so
we retraced our steps and climbed up above the
serac which overhung us. No doubt, we decided,
we should be on the right level now. With Rébut-
fat leading. we went back over the way which had
cost us such an effort. I followed him jerkily, say-
ing nothing, and determined to go on to the end.
If Rébuffat had fallen I could never have held
him.

We went doggedly on from one serac to
another. Each time we thought we had recog-
nized the right route, and each time there was a

7. seracs (so raks’), ice pinnacles among the crevices of a glacier.
8. cagoules (ki gillz'), hoods. [French)

THE SUMMIT 493




fresh disappointment. If only the mist would lift,
if only the snow would stop for a second! On the
slope it seemed to be growing deeper €very
minute. Only Terray and Rébuffat were capable
of breaking the trail, and they relieved each other
at regular intervals without a word and without a
second’s hesitation.

We were well and truly lost.

The weather did not seem likely to improve.
A minute ago we had still had ideas about which
way to go—now we had none. This way or that.

Perhaps if we called, someone would hear us?
Lachenal gave the signal, but snow absorbs
sound and his shout seemed to carry only a few
yards. All four of us called out together: “*One
...two...three ... Help!’

We got the impression that our united shout
carried a long way, so we began again: “*One . . .
two . . . three . . . Help!”’ Not a sound in reply!

Now and again Terray took off his boots and
rubbed his feet; the sight of our frostbitten limbs
had made him aware of the danger, and he had
the strength of mind to do something about it.
Like Lachenal, he was haunted by the idea of
amputation. For me, it was too late: my feet and
hands, already affected from yesterday, were be-
ginning to freeze up again.

We had eaten nothing since the day before,
and we had been on the go the whole time, but
men’s resources of energy in face of death are
inexhaustible. When the end seems imminent,
there still remain reserves, though it needs tre-
mendous will power to call them up.

Time passed, but we had no idea how long.
Night was approaching, and we were terrified,
though none of us made any complaint. Rébuffat
and I found a way that we thought we remem-
bered, but were brought to a halt by the extreme
steepness of the slope—the mist turned it into a
vertical wall. We were to find next day that at
that moment we had been only thirty yards from
the camp, and that the wall was the very one that
sheltered the tent which would have been our sal-
vation.

““We must find a crevasse.”””

“We can’t stay here all night!”
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A hole—it’s the only thing.”

“We’ll all die in it.”

Night had suddenly fallen, and it was essential
to come to a decision without wasting another
minute; if we remained on the slope. we should
be dead before morning.

With his ax Terray began to dig a hole.
Lachenal went over a snow-filled crevasse a few
yards further on, then suddenly let out a yell and
disappeared before our eyes. We stood helpless:
should we, or rather would Terray and Rébuffat,
have enough strength for all the maneuvers with
the rope that would be needed to get him out?
The crevasse was completely blocked up save for
the one little hole which Lachenal had fallen
through.

“Lachenal!’” called Terray.

A voice, muffled by many thicknesses of ice
and snow, came up to us. It was impossible to
make out what it was saying.

“Lachenal!”

Terray jerked the rope violently; this time we
could hear.

“I'm here!”

*“ Anything broken?”’

“No! It’ll do for the night! Come along.”

This shelter was heaven sent. None of us
would have had the strength to dig a hole big
enough to protect the lot of us from the wind.
Without hesitation Terray let himself drop into
the crevasse, and a loud “‘Come on!”” told us he
had arrived safely. In my turn I let myself go; it
was a regular toboggan slide. I shot down a sort
of twisting tunnel, very steep, and about thirty
feet long. I came out at great speed into the open-
ing beyond and was literally hurled to the bottom
of the crevasse. We let Rébuffat know he could
come by giving a tug on the rope.

The intense cold of this minute grotto shriv-
eled us up, the enclosing walls of ice were damp
and the floor a carpet of fresh snow; by huddling
together there was just room for the four of us.
Icicles hung from the ceiling, and we broke some
of them off to make more head room and kept

9. crevasse (kre vas’), deep crack or crevice in the ice of a glacier.
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little bits to suck—it was a long time since we had
anything to drink.

That was our shelter for the night. At least we
should be protected from the wind, and the tem-
perature would remain fairly even, though the
damp was extremely unpleasant. We settled our-
selves in the dark as best we could. As always in
a bivouac!® we took off our boots; without this
precaution the constriction would cause immedi-
ate frostbite. Terray unrolled the sleeping bag
which he had had the foresight to bring, and set-
tled himself in relative comfort. We put on every-
thing warm that we had, and to avoid contact
with the snow I sat on the movie camera. We
huddled close up to each other in our search for a
hypothetical position in which the warmth of our
bodies could be combined without loss, but we
couldn’t keep still for a second.

We did not open our mouths—signs were less
of an effort than words. Every man withdrew into
himself and took refuge in his own inner world.
Terray massaged Lachenal’s feet; Rébuffat felt
his feet freezing, too, but he had sufficient
strength to rub them himself. I remained motion-
less, unseeing. My feet and hands went on freez-
ing, but what could be done? I attempted to for-
get suffering by withdrawing into myself; trying
to forget the passing of time, trying not to feel the
devouring and numbing cold which insidiously
gained upon us,

Terray shared his sleeping bag with Lachenal,
putting his feet and hands inside the precious
eiderdown. At the same time he went on rubbing.

Anyhow the frostbite won’t spread further, he
was thinking.

None of us could make any movement with-
out upsetting the others, and the positions we had
taken up with such care were continually being
altered so that we had to start all over again. This
kept us busy. Rébuffat persevered with his rub-
bing and complained of his feet; like Terray he
was thinking: We mustn’t look beyond tomor-
row—afterward we’ll see. But he was not blind
to the fact that “‘afterward’’ was one big question
mark.

Terray generously tried to give me part of his

e ————— —

sleeping bag. He had understood the seriousness
of my condition, and knew why it was that I sajd
nothing and remained quite passive: he realized
that I had abandoned all hope for myself, He
massaged me for nearly two hours; his feet, too,
might have frozen, but he didn’t appear to give
the matter a thought. I found new courage simply
in contemplating his unselfishness; he was doing
$o much to help me that it would have been
ungrateful of me not to g0 on struggling to live.
Though my heart was like a lump of ice itself, I
was astonished to feel no pain. Everything mater-
ial about me seemed to have dropped away. [
seemed to be quite clear in my thoughts and yet I
floated in a kind of peaceful happiness. There
was still a breath of life in me, but it dwindled
steadily as the hours went by. Terray’s massage
no longer had any effect upon me. All was over, I
thought. Wasn’t this cavern the most beautiful
grave I could hope for? Death caused me no grief,
no regret—I smiled at the thought.

After hours of torpor a voice mumbled “*Day-
light!”’

This made some impression on the others. [
only felt surprised—I had not thought that day-
light would penetrate so far down.

“Too early to start,” said Rébuffat.

A ghastly light spread through our grotto and
we could just vaguely make out the shapes of
cach other’s heads. A queer noise from a long
way off came down to us—a sort of prolonged
hiss. The noise increased. Suddenly I was buried,
blinded, smothered beneath an avalanche of new
snow. The icy snow spread over the cavern, find-
ing its way through every gap in our clothing. I
ducked my head between my knees and covered
myself with both arms. The snow flowed on and
on. There was aterrible silence. We were not com-
pletely buried, but there was snow everywhere,
We got up, taking care not to bang our heads
against the ceiling of ice, and tried to shake our-
selves. We were all in our stockinged feet in the
snow. The first thing to do was to find our boots.

Rébuffat and Terray began to search and real-

10. bivouac (biv'wak), an outdoor camp without tents.
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ized at once that they were blind.!" Yesterday
they had taken off their glasses to lead us down
and now they were paying for it. Lachenal was
the first to lay hands upon a pair of boots. He
tried to put them on, but they were Rébuffat’s.
Rébuffat attempted to climb up the chute down
which we had come vyesterday, and which the
avalanche had followed in its turn.

““Hi, Gaston! What's the weather like?”’
called up Terray.

“Can’t see a thing. It’s blowing hard.”

We were still groping for our things. Terray
found his boots and put them on awkwardly,
unable to see what he was doing. Lachenal
helped him, but he was all on edge and fearfully
impatient, in striking contrast to my immobility.
Terray then went up the icy channel, puffing and
blowing, and at last reached the outer world. He
was met by terrible gusts of wind that cut right
through him and lashed his face.

Bad weather, he said to himself; this time it’s
the end. We're lost . . . we’ll never come through.

Lachenal decided to go out without his boots.
He called frantically, hauled himself up on the
rope, trying to get a hold or to wiggle his way up,
digging his toes into the snow walls. Terray from
outside pulled as hard as he could. I watched him
20; he gathered speed and disappeared.

When he emerged from the opening he saw
the sky was clear and blue, and he began to run
like a madman, shrieking, “‘It’s fine, it’s fine!”

I set to work again to search the cave. 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, stirting it around this
way and that, hoping every second to come upon
something hard. I was no longer capable of think-
ing—1I reacted like an animal fighting for its life.

1 found one boot! The other was tied to it—a
pair! Having ransacked the whole cave, I at last
found the other pair. But in spite of all my efforts
I could not find the movie camera, and gave up in
despair. There was no question of putting my
boots on—my hands were like lumps of wood
and I could hold nothing in my fingers; my feet
were very swollen—1I should never be able to get
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boots on them. I twisted the rope around the
boots as well as I could and called up the chute:

“Lionel. . . . Boots!”’

There was no answer, but he must have
heard, for with a jerk the precious boots shot up.
Soon after the rope came down again. My turn. I
wound the rope around me. I could not pull it
tight so I made a whole series of little knots. Their
combined strength, I hoped, would be enough to
hold me. I had no strength to shout again. I gave a
great tug on the rope, and Terray understood.

At the first step I had to kick a notch in the
hard snow for my toes. Further on | expected to
be able to get up more easily by wedging myself
across the tunnel. I wriggled up a few yards like
this and then I tried to dig my hands and my feet
into the wall. My hands were stiff and hard right
up to the wrists and my feet had no feeling up to
the ankles; the joints were inflexible, and this
hampered me greatly.

Somehow or other I succeeded in working my
way up, while Terray pulled so hard he nearly
choked me. I began to see more distinctly and so
knew I must be nearing the opening. Often I fell
back, but I clung on and wedged myself in again
as best I could. My heart was bursting and I was
forced to rest. A fresh wave of energy enabled me
to crawl to the top. I pulled myself out by clutch-
ing Terray’s legs; he was just about all in and I
was in the last stages of exhaustion. Terray was
close to me and I whispered:

“Lionel . . . I'm dying!”’

He supported me and helped me away from
the crevasse. Lachenal and Rébuffat were sitting
in the snow a few yards away. The instant Lionel
let go of me I sank down and dragged myself
along on all fours.

The weather was perfect. Quantities of snow
had fallen the day before and the mountains were
resplendent. Never had I seen them look so beau-
tiful—our last day would be magnificent.

Rébuffat and Terray were completely blind;

11. Rébuffat and Terray . . . blind. They were experiencing snow
blindness, a temperary condition caused by the reflection of sunlight
on snow or ice.




as he came along with me Terray knocked into
things and I had to direct him. Rébuffat too could
not move a step without guidance. It was terrify-
ing to be blind when there was danger all around.
Lachenal’s frozen feet affected his nervous sys-
tem. His behavior was disquieting—he was pos-
sessed by the most fantastic ideas:

“I tell you we must go down
there. . . ."”

““You've nothing on your feet!”

“Don’t worry about that.”’

“You're off your head. The way’s not there
. .. 1t’s to the left!”

He was already standing up; he wanted to go
straight down to the bottom of the glacier. Terray
held him back, made him sit down, and though he
couldn’t see, helped Lachenal put his boots on.

Behind them I was living in my own private
dream. I knew the end was near, but it was the
end that all mountaineers wish for—an end in
keeping with their ruling passion. I was con-
sciously grateful to the mountains for being so
beautiful for me that day, and as awed by their
silence as if I had been in church. I was in no
pain, and had no worry. My utter calmness was
alarming. Terray came staggering toward me,
and I told him: “‘It’s all over for me. Go on . .
you have a chance . . . you must take it . . . over
to the left . . . that’s the way.”

I felt better after telling him that. But Terray
would have none of it: ““We’ll help you. If we get
away, so will you.”

At this moment Lachenal shouted: ‘‘Help!
Help!”

Obviously he didn’t know what he was do-
ing. . .. Or did he? He was the only one of the
four of us who could see Camp II down below.
Perhaps his calls would be heard.

I joined in with the others: “One . . . two .
three ... Help! One two . .. three
Help!”” We tried to shout together, but without
much success; our voices could not have carried
more than ten feet. The noise I made was more of
a whisper than a shout. Terray insisted that I
should put my boots on, but my hands were dead.
Neither Rébuffat nor Terray, who were unable to

. down

see, could help much, so I said to Lachenal:
“Come and help me to put my boots on.”

““Don’t be silly, we must go down!"’

And off he went once again in the wrong
direction, straight down.

Terray resolutely got out his knife, and with
fumbling hands slit the uppers of my boots back
and front. Split in two like this I could get them
on, but it was not easy and | had to make several
attempts. Soon I lost heart—what was the use of
it all anyway since I was going to stay where |
was? But Terray pulled violently and finally he
succeeded. He laced up my now-gigantic boots,
missing half the hooks. I was ready now. But how
was I going to walk with my stiff joints?

“To the left, Lionel!”

“You're crazy, Maurice,”” said Lachenal,
““it’s to the right, straight down.”’

Terray did not know what to think of these
conflicting views. He had not given up like me:
he was going to fight, but what, at the moment,
could he do? The three of them discussed which
way to go.

I remained sitting in the snow. Gradually my
mind lost grip—why should I struggle? I would
just let myself drift. I saw pictures of shady
slopes, peaceful paths, there was a scent of resin.
It was pleasant—I was going to die in my own
mountains. My body had no feeling—everything
was frozen.

““Aah . .. aah!”

Was it a groan or a call? I gathered my
strength for one cry: “‘“They’re coming!’’ The oth-
ers heard me and shouted for joy. What a mirac-
ulous apparition! “*Schatz'? . . . it’s Schatz!”

Barely two hundred yards away Marcel
Schatz, waist-deep in snow, was coming slowly
toward us like a boat on the surface of the slope. I
found this vision of a strong and invincible deliv-
erer inexpressibly moving. I expected everything
of him. The shock was violent, and quite shattered

12. Schaiz (shatz), Marcel Schatz, who had moved from Camp [Il to
Camp IV the day before. On the third of June he unexpectedly
decided to make a track between Camp IV and Camp V to guide
Herzog and Lachenal on their descent. Thus he happened to be on
the right spot at the right moment to rescue the lost party.
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me. Death clutched at me, and I gave myself up.

When I came to again the wish to live re-
turned and I experienced a violent revulsion of
feeling. All was not lost! As Schatz came nearer
my eyes never left him for a second—twenty
yards—ten yards—he came straight toward me.
Why? Without a word he leaned over me, held

me close, hugged me, and his warm breath
revived me.

I could not make the slightest movement—1I
was like marble. My heart was overwhelmed by
such tremendous feelings and yet my eyes re-
mained dry.

‘It is wonderful—what you have done!”’

Discussion

1. (a) Contrast Herzog's and Lachenal's feelings
as they stand on the summit. (b) Why is Herzog
so happy about Terray’s later comment that the
conquest of the mountain was “a victory for the
whole lot of us”?

2. (a) Describe Herzog and Lachenal’s descent
to Camp V. (b) Why do you think Herzog did not
react sensibly to the loss of his gloves? (c) How
do his friends at the camp try to help him?

3. Describe the condition and concerns of the
following as they spend the night in the crevasse:
(a) Herzog; (b) Lachenal; (c) Terray; (d) Rébuffat.

4. In aiding their teammates, Terray and Rébuf-
fat unintentionally create an additional hardship for
the four the next morning. Explain.

5. (a) Who is the first to discover the approach
of Schatz? (b) Given this person’s physical and
mental state, why is his noticing Schatz ironic?

6. (a) Explain some of the dangers mountain-
eers face in high-altitude climbing. (b) Give at
least three examples of how cooperation helped
the men of this expedition deal with their dangers.

7. (a) Would you agree or disagree that Herzog
regards the conquest of Annapurna as an act of
heroism? (b) Which climber do you think comes
the closest to displaying heroic qualities? Explain.
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Context, Dictionary

Look up the words in the next column in the
Glossary. Choose the correct word to complete
each sentence. You will not use all the words, but
be sure you can pronounce and spell them all.
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domain resplendent hypothetical
insidious unintelligible persevere
1. Within the of criminal investigation,

Manuela Ortiz is the best.

2. Manuela's success demonstrates that one
must to reach a difficult goal.

3. She has the imagination to construct endless

situations to explain a criminal’s motives
or actions.

4. She can also understand clues that seem

to others.

5. In one rare interview, Manuela stated, “| un-
derstand completely the workings of the
criminal mind, and | have no patience with misdi-
rected intelligence.”

Maurice Herzog 1919-

Born in Lyons, France, Herzog spent
his boyhood on the dizzy heights of
the Alps. His skill in rock, ice, and
snow climbing earned him the
leadership of the French Hima-
layan Expedition when he was
thirty-one. An engineer by profes-
sion, Herzog also holds a law de-
gree and a degree in business admin-
istration. He commanded mountain
troops during World War Il.

Herzog began writing Annapurna, the book from
which this selection is taken, in 1951, while recov-
ering from the severe injuries he incurred on the
descent from the summit. The book had to be dic-
tated, for Annapurna had cost Herzog his fingers
and toes.
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