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What is he doing there and what right 

has he to throw away the gift of life 

and 10,000 golden opportunities in an 

emulation which he shares only with 

skylarks, apes, cats and squirrels? 

The Times - 1865 
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EXPEDITION MELtBERS 

NICK GROVES (25) 

3 Alpine Seasons. Expeditions to 
Patagonia and Peru, 

BERNIE INGRALIS (27) 

Computer Programmer. 6 Alpine Seasons. 
1 Season in Kenya. 

1U SEMLE (25) 

Geologist. 1 Alpine Season. 
Expedition to Pata€onia. 

LiII STEAD (24) 

Petrochemical Engineer. 
1 Alpine Season. 

PETE TIXTON (25) 

Doctor. 4 summer and 1 winter 
Alpine Seasons. 
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DIARY OF EVENTS - EAST K1JLU 1918  ECPEDITION 

April 

26 Nick Groves and Mike Searle arrive in Manali 

May 

1 Nick Groves and Mike Searle leave Manali 

2-7 Walk in and load ferrying to Lemporary Base 

6 Main Party leaves U.K. 

8 Temporary Base established (12,6001) 

9 Nick Groves and Mike Searle make assault camp for Prow 

10 Nick Groves climbs the Prow (18,2301 ) 

13 Nick Groves and Mike Searle climb Shudra Par (c.18,0001 ) 
and establish assault camp for Tara Par 

14 :ack Groves climbs West ridge of Tara Par (19,4561) 

15 Arrival of Main Party at Temporary Base 

19 Base Camp (14,300')  established with all food 

21 Entire group make aau1t camp for Angdu Ri/Deception Peak 

22 Nick Groves and Mike Searle climb North West face of Deception Peak 
(19,7501) and Angdu Ri (19,450');  Pete Thexton and Bernie Ingrains 
traverse Deception from East to West; Mike Stead climbs Angdu Ri; 
Nick Groves and luke Searle make assault camp for White Sail (2191481) 

23 Nick Groves and Mike Searle climb White Sail via South ridge 

27 Nick Searle leaves for the valley 

29 All four remaining members make assault camp on South West ridge 
of Shigri-La 

30 Nick Groves and Pete Thexton attampt Shigri-La (20,4951)7  failing 
200-300' from summit 

June 

2 Nick Groves and Pete Thexton make assault camp on Sara Umga Pass 
below Sentinel 

3-6 Nick Groves and Pete Thexton climb South West face of Sentinel 
Peak (c.182 500') 

3 Bernie Ingrains and Mike Stead make camp at end of Tos basin 

4 Bernie Ingrains climbs Morning Peak (17,6001) 

5 Bernie Ingrains climbs Roberts Peak (19,243') 

8 Bernie Ingrains and Mike Stead leave for valley 

12 Nick Groves and Pete Thexton establish camp below Devachen 

13 Climb North face of Devachen (20,3001) 

16 Leave Base Camp for valley 

18 Arrive Manikarin - End of Expedition 
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INTRODUCTION 

The most harrowing pert of our spring Himalayan Expedition was undoubtedly the 
bus ride up the Beas River gorge from Mandi to Manali. After an age of 
travelling on Indian boats, buses and trains this final journey took the prize. 
The bodies were packed so tightly in that even a rat would have had difficulty 
getting aboard. We gave up and settled down amongst piles of sacks with the 
crowd on the roof. The single track apology for a road had been hacked out of 
the mountainside and was only kept open by gangs of Tibetan refugees, clearing 
away landslide debris that continually swept down to the torrential Beas River, 
over a thousand feet below. During one particularly awesome stretch the Punjabi 
ticket collector appeared out of a side window, and dodging the tunnels, climbed 
the overhang onto the roof and asked for our ten rupee fare. 

Our plans had started in summer 1977  when Nick Groves and myself decided to spend 
the spring of 1978 climbing in the Himalayas. Initially we thought of the 
Karakorams in North Pakistan, attracted by the photographs of a magnificent array 
of peaks around the Baltoro-Biafo glaciers. We were rapidly dissuac.ed from this 
by the strict limitations imposed by the Pakistani Government upon cimbing 
expeditions, notably high peak fees, compulsory insurance for porter. and the 
need for liaison officers; It seemed that small, low-cost Alpine-style 
expeditions could not function here where long-walk-ins left one at the mercy 
of strike-prone porters. 

After contacting the BNC the area of the Kulu Valley in the state of Himachal 
Pradesh in north west India immediately appealed. Here were ranges of Himalayan 
peaks up to 22,000 feet, many of which still remained unclimbed, within 
relatively easy access of a suitable town as base. We decided upon Manali as a 
good, well supplied town - an attractive hill resort at 7,000 feet in the Kulu 
Valley. 

The first thing was to recruit a few more members and we had little difficulty 
in persuading Pete Thexton, Bernie Ingrams and Mike Stead to join us. The BMC 
supplied details of previous expeditions to have visited the area and Nick was 
given a lot of useful advice by Paul and Dawn Bean , including that to contact 
Tara Chand, a local hunter and keen mountaineer in Manali. 

The Journey to India 

I left England in November to spend the winter working in the mountains of Oman 
in south east Arabia. Nick left in January to join me there, so the remainder 
of the organisation was left to Pete, Bernie and Mike. Pete, being our doctor, 
organised a comprehensive medical kit whilst Bernie wrote off dozens of begging 
letters to firms for items especially required. Much of the heavy equipment I 
had out with me in Oman, now being faced with the task of getting this all up 
to Manali. 

We finally left Muscat on April 18th by British East India Co. ship to Karachi. 
Travelling 3rd class, unberthed, along with a veritable horde or Pakistanis and 
Indians who were returning home after working around the Gulf, we carried two 
rucksacs each, weighing around 100 lbs. Our two days on board were a physical 
endurance test, the main hazards being overcrowding (the only place to sit down 
we found was in the upper life-boat) and the red-hot Kerala curries. Arriving 
at Karachi was the culture shock to beat them all - from the empty deserts of 
Arabia to the seething hordes of the Indian subcontinent. 

A further day travelling 3rd class on the Hyderabad Express brought us to 
Lahore and thence across the border to Amritsar. Despite the travel weariness 
I shall never forget that first day in India when we were lucky enough to 
witness the holy procession of Sikhs in the magnificent Golden Temple. 
Travelling north to Patankot, the road then turns east and runs along the base 
of the great Himalayan chain. It is here that one glimpses the tremendous 
snowy peaks behind Dharamsala - the first view of the Himalayas and with it 
that magnificent surge of excitement for things to come. As our rickety old 
bus lumbered along the twisting lanes through beautiful wooded foothills, I 
kept snatching tantalizing glimpses of the snowy heights through the masses of 
swaying bodies and half-open windows. A further few hours brought us to Mandi 
- a picturesque hill town on the banks of the Beas. The next day we were on the 
roof of the final bus, hanging on for grim life as it careered around the 
corners on our way up to Manali. After six hours it felt good to leap down once 
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more onto terra firma with the thought of no more Indian buses for a while. 

We arrived at Manali on 21+th April and immediately met Tara Chand who proved 
immensely friendly and helpful in every ways We rented a small cottage in the 
village of Koshala on the opposite bank of the Beas to Manali, commanding a 
splendid view of the upper Kulu Valley. Much of the winter snows still lay low 
on the surrounding hillsides, and with the famous Kulu apple trees in full 
blossom and the early spring flowers splashing colour onto all the fields, it 
was a great contrast to the hot, barren dryness of the plains, preparing for 
their months of summer drought. 

We spent a delightful week in Manali, buying food and supplie, organising 
ponies and discussing the climbs of previous expeditions with Tara. Throughout 
the day the weather remained perfectly clear, occasionally clouding over in the 
late afternoon, and although it was pleasantly hot during the day, the temperature 
would drop abruptly once the sun sunk behind the valley sides. 

The Walk-in 

On 1st May we set off at last, humping our fifteen boxes of food, jerrycans of 
Kerosene and our own sacs onto the roof of the local bus (still not to be the 
last!). This took us back down the valley to Bhuntar where we had to off-load 
everything, carry it across the bridge and put it on another bus which took us 
up the Parvati Valley to Kasol. At Kasol we had our last night of luxury, 
staying in the forestry bungalow, sleeping on a bed and being waited on by the 
chaukidor. 

The next day we left Kasol with a local farmer, Durga, and his five ponies 1ade 
with our boxes and gear, managing about 40--50 kg on each beast. 'e carried our 
own personal gear and food for the journey - a somewhat lighter proposition. 
Just as we left, a Hindu procession from the temple at Manakarin passed by, 
accompanied by banging drums and blowing conch horns. Opposite Manakarin the 
road stops and a narrow mule track continues up the Parvati to the villages 
above. 

The walk-in was completed as far as the winter snows would allow the horses to 
travel, four easy days along beautiful Himalayan valleys where the trail passed 
through dense woods of blue pine, tall deodars and white oak showing a hundred 
shades of green. A few small villages clung to the hillsides, the houses being 
built of local stone and timber with hugej roofing slates of mica schist to bear 
the weight of heavy winter snows. Spruce sand silver fir clad the upper slopes of 
the Parvati and beyond the village of Barshani the path splits, we turned north 
to follow the steeper Tos Nala. 

At Tos village wenegotiated with the-head man for two able-bodied porters to 
meet us at the snowline on the following day, and after considerable haggling we 
managed to procure Puran and Gopi Chand for twenty rupees a day .....providing 
them with bumper-shoes and goggles for the deep snow above0 

That afternoon we encountered the first snow drifts among the trees and the 
ponies began to flounder, with our preciOus loads threatening to be catapx1td 
down the slopes to the thundering Tos River below. After pushing the poor 
beasts through a couple of drifts we came out of the forest onto the upper 
meadows and unloaded. That evening our two porters faithfully arrived and we 
all sat around the campfire whilst Durga taught us the delicate art of making 
circular chapatties. The next morning Durga began the return journey to Kasol 
and we were sorry to see the last of his continually smiling face. The next 
three days saw all four of us ferrying loads up to Shamsi - a broad snow plateau 
at the snout of the Tos glacier where we decided to establish a temporary base 
camp. On 8th May the porters returned to their village while Nick and I moved 
up with the final loads to spend the first night of many sleeping on snow. We 
made two climbing trips to peaks below 20,000 feet while we waited for the 
arrival of the others from England, so by the time Tara arrived with Pete, 
Bernie and Mike a week later we were somewhat more acclimatised to the altitude. 
These first two trips I found particularly difficult with the sudden ascent to 
18,000 feet, the worst effect being a crippling headache made worse by the fact 
that Nick felt no ill effects at all. 
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By 15th May the whole Expedition was assembled at temporary base, some members 
meeting each other for the first time. Three days later with the additional 
help from Tara we had moved everything but a cache of rice and dal up to our 
Base Camp at 14,300 feet on the East Tos glacier, where we were to live for 
the next five weeks, Tara unfortunately having to return to the valley in order 
to attend to his crops. 

MIKE SEARLE 

THE PROW (18,230 ft) 9th-10th May 

Coming into view for the first time during the initial load carry to Temporary 
Base this fine peak looked all of its 18,230 feet, the summit jutting through 
wreaths of afternoon cloud which hung around its smooth granite flanks sweeping 
down to the glacier. Otherwise occupied with the 25 kg. load I paused only to 
take a photograph, with little thought of it as an ideal peak for acclimatisation 
once the donkey work was over. 

Only four days later, powered by a breakfast of hot chapatties and jam, Mike and 
I began the slog towards this mountain, having decided that its relatively low 
height, combined with its assumed virginity, would make it an ideal starter before 
the arrival of the others. Soon we found ourselves ploughing through knee-deep 
snow, the penalty for rising at a civilised hour, while further up the approach 
glacier unmelted snows of winter reached our waist-s. Mike's enthusiasm for this 
venture began to wane while trying to swim up a bottomless powder snow slope with 
only minimal success. 

At the first level, reasonably avalanche free section on the glacier we called 
it a day, Mike collapsing into the hastily erected hoop tent with a throbbing 
headache while I made supper and inspected a possible route on this, the 
northern side of the mountain. The original intention was to 'look around the 
back' for an easy way, since along much of its faces, the mountain is guarded 
either by smooth and very steep granite cliffs or else with bulging serac walls 
issuing from the hanging glaciers which pour off the summit ice field. But 
directly above our random bivouac camp the cliffs are cut across by an upward 
trending ramp of snow, this diagonal break looking considerably more inviting 
than a continual slog up the glacier tomorrow. Threatened by large seracs which 
end abruptly at the cliff edge directly above this exposed ramp, this line of 
approach would only be feasible first thing in the morning; a quick dash to 
reach the safety of the upper snow field which drops from th summits heavily 
corniced ridge. 

Unfortunately the whole venture was jeopardised by Mike's continuing headache 
and nausea .........obviously as a relt of the altitude (c. 16,000 ft.) and 
lack of acclimatisation. 

The morning looks perfect, as they all have since we arrived in the Tos Valley; 
a day too fine to miss, so while Mike gloomily announces that he doesn't feel 
up to the climb I decide to go up and look at the ramp. The greyness of 
approaching dawn spurs me to hurry up the initial snow slopes towards the base 
of the cliffs, gasping as the cold air painfully fills over-sensitive lungs; 
now it's my turn to feel the adverse effects of steep cramponning over 15,000  feet. 

Harder and steeper than I had anticipated, this snow ramp occasionally petered 
out to reveal the underlying loose rock, frozen in a matrix of old, hard ice 

thankful of recently sharpened crampons and the decision to bring an ice 
hammer. Slow work along this break, early morning sun striking the seracs 
several hundred feet directly overhead, pretty only from a suitable distance. 
Combined with the vertical drop below, it was sufficient to keep interest from 
flagging and thoughts of what lay ahead at the back of my mind. A final pull 
over some rock signalled goodbye to the ramp and its associated pleasantries, 
now only a smooth slope leading to a beautiful sinuous line of cornices to 
contend with. Through these snow bulges at their only vertical break, time now 
to rest and bask in the early morning sun. A fine place to be on a day such as 
today, a first glimpse at the sea of snowy peaks to the south, surprised by 
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these dazzling multitudes since our area is supposed to be situated 'on the 
edge' of the Himalayas - a broad and impressive 'edge'. Wondering if the 
snow pyramid at the culmination of this ridge is in fact IT or whether hidden 
delights lie beyond, so deceitful these mountains can be. 

I discover my limits of accilmatisation on this final stretch to the summit 
counting paces to my next panting stop, their number decreasing with 

height gained until the Himalayan Slog Routine asserts itself (viz. 10 paces 

- stop - gasp - pant ...... another 10 paces and a repeat performance). And 
only at 18,000 feet? What will I feel like on some of our more elevated 
objectives during the next few weeks? A short icicle draped wall bars further 
progress in this manner, being forced to tunnel through the final soft 8 feet; 
belly-rolling onto the snow above; and then no more as the top suddenly appears, 
belying previous doubts about hidden summits. 

Views all around (what other reason to be there?), endless panoramas of white 
summits, some recognisable while the great majority merge to form a solid 
barrier of mountains - the Lesser Himalayas. Across the valley westwards is 
the rocky lump of Ali Ratni Tibba, then Dec Tibba and Indrasan, both over 6,000 
meters, and to the north the peaks whose lofty summits we hope the gods will 
permit us to visit the elegant snow cone of White Sail, the broad dome of 
Papsura, Devachens symetrical pyramid and Shigrilas rocky and complex south 
face. All over 6,000 meters with plenty of smaller but equally interesting 
peaks as neighbours should we dispense with the aforementioned summits within 
the first weeks 

Going down from altitude is always a pleasing experience, the pleasure, however, 
probably arising more from the prospect of that distant brew than from any 
altitudinal changes. Not wishing to repeat the morning's delicate traverse under 
the seracs I decide to look over the eastern peak for an easy way down. But with 
no rope and little desire to kill mybelf I spend a considerable time searching 
for a break in a sudden band of cliffs which appears, hidden from above, 
eventually rewarded with 100 feet of steep, nerve-wrecking scrambling and 30 feet 
of desperate leg-jamming finishing with an overhung layback to bring me sagging 
gently onto terra firma. 

Henceforth the day became one long, arduous descent down snow of every variety 
and consistency, heart-in-mouth snow bridges across gaping crevasses upon 
arrival at the glacier; the least attractive aspect of solo mountaineering. 
After collecting the tent and the rest of the gear Mike left behind in his 
hurried departure for lower levels, I followed suit myself, dreaming of that 
hot, sweet mug. of chai for the final boulder-strewn hours. This good day on 
the hill being further enhanced by punctually arriving back for tiffin; even on 
the East Tos certain aspects of the Raj live on. 

NICK GROVES 

TARA PAR (19,450 ft.) 13th-14th May 

Next came Tara Par while awaiting the arrival of the others; previously 
climbed but undoubtedly a fine viewpoint from which to study the peaks north 
of the Tos glacier. Yesterday Mike reached his first Himalayan summit, above 
the Cleveland Glacier, virgin or otherwise he named this peak Shudra Par 
(The Untouchable Mountain) (c. 18,000 ft.). 

But now it's morning and once again I leave Mike in the comfort of his pit as 
I set out on Tara Par's west ridge. I'd forgotten just how unpleasant early 
starts can be, fighting with frozen outer boots while Mike's singles were just 
too solidly refrigerated to get on, our nylon overboots having not yet arrived 
with the main group. The west ridge looked slightly more interesting than the 
obviously straightforward south ridge, and any deficit in technical difficulty 
being more than compensated for by the spectacular array of twenty thousanders 
to the north, a row of glistening bluish-white peaks all resplendent in their 
new coats of icing-sugar snow after last night's storm. This soft, dry powder 
snow helped keep my feet in perpetual deep-freeze only on the crest of the 
ridge was it blown clear, the wind sending great white plumes across the abyss 
on the left. 
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