
 

TREKKING  WITH  TERESA 

Slow Trekking for People of All Ages 

 

TREK REPORT ς EVEREST APRIL 2013 

 set down in Kathmandu on a mild day towards the end of March, 2013 after a three 

month spell in an overheated Melbourne summer.  Netra was there to meet me and Muna 

had my usual room ready.  I felt immediately at home.  Due to a rather hasty connection at 

Guangzhou ς boarding time 1830, arrival time 1835 ς our bags did not appear on the carousel.    

A pleasant man from the airline showed me a fax which indicated that my bags would be on 

the next flight ς 2330 tomorrow night!  I had my Nepali clothes at Muna Cottage and my 

toiletries in my hand luggage; not a problem.  

Tony and Denise were already at Muna Cottage having done the horror jeep ride down from 

OkaldǳƴƎƘŀΣ ƴŜŀǊ 5ƻǊƧŜΩǎ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƻŦ tŀǘǘŀƭŜΦ  ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ŧƻr some off-the-beaten-

track trekking and to check out the clinic and scope the potential for eco-tourism up there.  I 

had trekked with them in 2009 to the Langtang, Gossainkund and the Helambu. 

I spent a couple of days shopping for handicrafts for my market in Germany.  ItΩǎ ŀ Ƨƻō L  enjoy.  

Colours, textures, sizes, designs.   New suppliers to meet, old ones to catch up with. 

Melissa was in good spirits when I picked her up on Saturday from her Malaysian Airlines flight 

ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Yǳŀƭŀ [ǳƳǇǳǊΦ   aǳƴŀΩǎ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ŦǊƛŜŘ ǊƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ǉƻǘ ƻŦ ǘŜŀ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ 

a pleasant afternoon.   Tony and Denise joined us for a walk over to Bouda for dinner around 

dusk.   The huge stupa glowed eerily in the fading light as swarms of Tibetans circled the stupa 

with prayer beads in one hand and prayer wheel in the other.   We had a curry dinner at the 

Kitchen Garden and a slow walk home through darkened streets.   Feels good to be back. 
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SUNDAY MARCH 31 

ony and Denise are off to Ghorka and Bandipur today and offered Melissa and me a lift 

ƛƴǘƻ ¢ƘŀƳŜƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦ   5ŜŜǇŀƪ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΦ  ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ 

fit in the car so Netra stepped up and took Deepak to his next appointment, in a very 

smart suit, on the back of his motorbike.   Melissa and I did a mass of shopping in Thamel.   

We found more great gear for my market ς ƪƛŘΩǎ clothes, funky tops, pendant necklaces.    We 

breakfasted at the roadhouse first and, when we could shop no more, we took a quick bite at 

the Weizen and then trolled through Tahiti Thole, Assan Thole and Indra Chowk, buying 

scarves and fabrics along the way   We just managed to resist buying beautiful shallow brass 

bowls for floating flowers.   We had a lassi at the tiny, hole-in-the-wall shop near Assan Thole 

and then found a taxi that would take us home for 500 rupees ς not so easy when you look so 

obviously like tourists as we do.   

Jon Bowden and John Hemsley were waiting for us when we got home.  Dorje had met them 

at the airport and settled them into Muna Cottage.    Jon had trekked with us in 2009 on our 

first full circuit of the Anapurnas.  Too tired to venture far we opted for dinner at the 

Shambala with Netra.  The fried momos were excellent.  Finally, an early night. 

MONDAY APRIL 1: 

orje took JB, John and Melissa over to Pathan while I went out to the airport for Helen, 
then Mark and Denise (D2 as she has been affectionately labelled, to distinguish her 
from Denise Rawlins).   Great to see old friends coming back again.  Helen has been in 

training and it really shows ς ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ǎƘƛǊǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǿƛƴƴŜǊ ǘƻƻΦ   Lǘ ǿŀǎ aŀǊƪΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ 
Nepal so I put hƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ΨƘƻǘ ǎŜŀǘΩ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǿŀƴ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ ǘǊƛǇ ƘƻƳŜΦ    Totally unfazed! 

I settled Mark and Denise into a nice apartment at the Shambala and took Helen down to 

Muna Cottage with the othŜǊ ΨǎƛƴƎƭŜǘƻƴǎΩ.   We all walked over to Bouda in fading light.  It was 

very atmospheric.  We had another good feed at the Kitchen Garden ς pity Mark had the 

chicken curry!     Could just as easily have picked up something nasty en route.     I slept like a 

log.  They tell me in the morning about dogs barking and shutters banging open and shut, 

builders with power tools.  I hear nothing. 

TUESDAY APRIL 2: 

 big day.   Ewa arrived on Malaysian Airlines, which was a bit of a surprise to me.  

Dorje took Helen, Mark and Denise down to Pathan.  Someone (possibly A.G.) took JB, 

John and Melissa into town.   Melissa took off on her own and seems to have been 

everywhere.  She is very independent and has already developed a habit of walking over to 

Bouda  for a cup of  Nepali tea in the early mornings.    The Johns got in a bit of advance gear 

shopping. 
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Rita and Lindsay, Ros and Rob and Tony and Denise all returned from their various travels ς 

Pokhara, Ghorka, and Bandipur.   Yet another walk over to Bouda, before dark this time, for a 

swirl around the stupa and dinner at our favourite cafe.  The group is all here! 

WEDNESDAY APRIL 3: 

 

aos Tag went surprisingly well.  Everyone got the gear they needed and exchanged 

their money at reasonable rates.   Some beautiful cashmere pashminas and sweaters 

were bartered for and then Ros/Rob/Denise/Rita taxied home while the rest of us ate a 

very large pizza lunch at the Roadhouse.   Mark and Lindsay stayed home under doctors 

ƻǊŘŜǊǎ όǿŜƭƭΣ ΨƴǳǊǎŜǎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΩ ŀƴȅǿŀȅύΦ   aŀǊƪ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴ ǳǇǎŜǘ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ŀƴŘ [ƛƴŘǎŀȅ Ƙŀǎ ŀ Ǌather 

grotesquely-swollen leg. Otherwise no serious casualties and  patients improving rapidly. 

We ate in at Shambala tonight and covered most of the pre-trek briefing.   About half the crew 

had a sensible early night but the rest of us drank far too much wine considering what we had 

to do next day.   I was still drying my hair at 1.30 am and far too excited to sleep. 

THURSDAY APRIL 4: 

ŦǘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΩǎ sleep my alarm rang with a hideous new ringtone 

which was impossible to ignore.   In the pitch dark I fumbled around for my gear.  

Luckily I had packed everything the night before ς pity about the tooth brush.   

The two small vans sent for the drive to the airport could only take 7 people each.  Luckily a 

taxi came by ς this was only 4.45 am remember ς and we reached the domestic terminal at 

рΦнрΦ  bƻǘ ōŀŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ ŘŜƭŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΦ  ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ Ŧƛǘ ƛƴ 

one 16-seater plane so Helen, Ewa, Tham and A.G. caught the next flight.   
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It was a stunning morning to arrive.  The crisp, clear air was bracing as we stepped off the 

plane at Lukla ς such a contrast to the sultry pollution of Kathmandu.     It is an airstrip that 

leaves an impression.     There were lots of familiar faces to greet us, especially Bir.   That is a 

smile you really want to see after a scary flight.    

Over breakfast at the bƻǊǘƘ CŀŎŜ wŜǎƻǊǘ όǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨǊŜǎƻǊǘΩ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀƳōƛǘƛƻǳǎύ  we 

tried to allocate the porters to the customers while we waited for the rest of our group to 

arrive.  Rita wanted Tham again, Denise wanted Bir, and I ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ [ŀƘŀǊΦ   YŀƧƛ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

make it this time and Sunder is back at college.   There are some beautiful new faces.  Mostly 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜǎ ƴŜŀǊ 5ƻǊƧŜΩǎ ƘƻƳŜΦ   L ǘƘƛƴƪ wŀƳŜǎΣ wŀƧŀƴΣ  tŀǎŀƴƎΣ {ǳōŀǎ ŀƴd Akal had been 

with us sometimes before on previous  treks but the young new guys were great ς Dawa, 

Nima, Subas JrΣ  DŜƭƧŜ ό9ƭǾƛǎύΣ YŀƴŎƘŀ όƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ [ŀƪƛΩs brother) and Amit.  

Beautiful young men with strong shoulders and broad smiles. 

We set off on the trek at 9.30 and had no trouble along the way.   The weather was fabulous 

for our first day and the scenery breathtaking.   Lunch at a new place at Cheplung was quite 

convivial.  Great to see that nobody at all was struggling.  In fact, with my extra kilos I was 

probably the weakest link although John looked pretty tired towards the end.  The Kala Pattar 

[ƻŘƎŜ ŀǘ tƘŀƪŘƛƴƎ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ΨŀǘǘŀŎƘŜŘ ōŀǘƘΩ ǊƻƻƳǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ƎǊŜŀǘƭȅ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘ ōȅ 

those who go them.  The rest of us, using the outside sink with freezing cold water tried not to 

look jealous.  Some of our group went over to the gomba across the valley and were delighted 

to find evening prayers in session with lots of chanting monks.   



 

An early night all round.  The new steri-pens which sterilise your drinking water with a 90-

second swirl of u.v. light, were a great success.  Slept fantastically well and woke at 7 am when 

the tea arrived. 

FRIDAY APRIL 5: 

reakfast was good and we had no need to hurry.  We started at 9 am and took a long, 

sunny tea-break before Benkar.   The trail here is brilliant.  Not too hard, just a bit up 

and down through small farming communities along a beautiful river bank.  It is a bit 

drier than usual though there was late snow this year;  perhaps that is why the 

rhododendrons look so good.   Fruit trees blossoming along the way.   We lunched in a new 

place again today, at the end of CƘǳƳƻŀΦ  Lǘ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘ LΩǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ 

way back.  Further along than Jorsale but not as far as Phakding ς perfect. 
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We were in the aptly-named Nirvana Lodge by 3 pm.  I am closing now to go and take the 

dinner orders.   I am betting on a large number of apple pies with custard.  (I was right). 

SATURDAY APRIL 6: 

he Fire was lit in the dining room this morning which encouraged a fairly leisurely 

breakfast.   I was in no hurry as I knew only too well what the big climb ahead was like. 

Actually, the 700 metre ascent to Namche Bazzar went quite well.  First glimpse of 

Everest was clear from the chautara.  I was easily the slowest and I really hated the last twenty 

minutes to the tea-stall.   Arriving in Namche is always an amazing experience.    Houses are 

swirled around a tea-cup shaped bowl.  As you round the last corner the whole village comes 

into view.  Wow!  And the mountain backdrop seems hardly believable.  While it was a long 

ƘŀǊŘ ǎƭƻƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƭǳƴŎƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŀōƭŜ ōȅ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩǎ 

standards. 
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The rooms were booked out but we persuaded my friend Jerry, who met us there, to take a 

smaller, darker room at the back so that Helen and I could fit in a double room.  Actually we 



should have stayed at the back ς at least the mattresses were more than 1 cm thick!!  But 

thanks Jerry.  You are a gentleman.   

 

 

SUNDAY APRIL 7: 

 Beautiful day for the early morning climb to the rim of Namche to see the big peaks. 

Kwangde, Thamserku, Kangtega, Amadablam, Lhotse and of course Everest itself. A 

valley of giants.   After rather too much breakfast we trekked over to Thamo.  This is 

usually our day-walk but we decided to stay there this time in the simple Maya Lodge with its 

extra-cosy dining room.   LǘΩǎ a nice, easy 2 ς 3 hour walk which takes you to a quiet, rustic 

village.  We passed lots of full-blooded yaks on the way, compared to mostly Dzopke (yak/ox 

crosses) on the way up to Namche.    The real yaks have long fur, high humped shoulders, 

beautiful faces and pretty mean-ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƘƻǊƴǎΦ   ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ way of these guys. 
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We crowded into the cosy dining room for lunch and then put our feet up for an hour or so. 

Dorje took Melissa, JB, John and Mark over to the power station while some of us mooched 

around the village ending up at the ani gomba (nunnery).   While the new gomba is amazing 

and very large I love the funky old one.   As Denise, Helen and I approached we could hear 

chanting as it was evening prayer time.  We found Denise (D2), Ros and Rob already inside 

enjoying the calming atmosphere as about ten anis chanted in Tibetan.  The older nuns had 

ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ŦŀŎŜǎΦ  L ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘΩǎ ƳŜƻǿ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ŎǳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦ 

The evening was joyful.  Some drinks, some music, some games and a very warm stove 

created a cosy atmosphere.  The group are getting on well.   The rooms are rather cold and 

dark but there is 24-hour electricity and thick foam mattresses. My hip says thank you. 



 

MONDAY APRIL 8: 

nother spectacular day ςand I am running out of superlatives but bear with me. It was 

an unexpectedly steep uphill slog to Shyangboche but the views in all directions just 

beggared belief.  There was a beautiful pine forest off the Thamo trail and then we 

wound in and out of huge granite boulders and juniper trees.    The yaks parked at the airstrip 

were a bit of a hazard but afforded a super photo op.   While we had our morning tea we 

watched a huge helicopter land and then take off in a massive dust cloud.  Another short but 

brutal climb took us to the meadow on top of the ridge.  It is an old yak breeding station but 

none were in evidence.    From the top you have a 360 degree view from Kumbila, Kwangde, 

Kusum Kangaru, Thamserku, Kang Tega, Amadablam, Lhotse and Everest.  Now this actually is 

ΨŀǿŜǎƻƳŜΩΦ 
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The Hidden Valley Lodge at Kumjung made us a good lunch of veg spring rolls (here they are a 

kind of crispy, shallow-fried pastie) chips, steamed momos (the Nepali dim-sim) and even a 

cheese omelette for JB which looked full of finely chopped greens. 



 

After wandering into the first Ed Hilary school for a look ς nice statue but the kids were on 

holiday ς we wandered down the easy trail to Kangzuma.  I like the last little quiet path which 

leads to the back door of the Thamserku Lodge where they soon had the fire stoked in the 

dining room.  It is only 4.30 as I write this but I can smell something delicious cooking in  the 

kitchen below my room. 

TUESDAY APRIL 9: 

nother good day.  JB regaled us at breakfast with a tale of mysterious rustling during 

the night. Hastily grabbing his torch he scanned the room and saw two furry paws 

sticking out from under the bed . The dog and had moved into their room.   

¢ƘŜ ŎƭƛƳō ǘƻ aƻƴƎ 5ŀƴŘŀ ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŎǘŀŎǳƭŀǊΦ  [ƛƴŘǎŀȅΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƴǳǊǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ΨLƴŘƛŀƴ ¢ǳƳƳȅΩ ōŀŎƪ to 

ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣ IŜƭŜƴΣ ¢ƻƴȅ ŀƴŘ 5ŜƴƛǎŜΦ  ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǎǘƻǇ ƻŦǘŜƴ 

as the views were stupendous in all directions.    There were yaks a plenty grazing above us 

and a blue-green river snaked through the bottom of the valley below.  There were huge, 

white snowy peaks everywhere you looked.  We saw massive eagles and lammergeirs gliding 

effortlessly on thermals ς sometimes below us!   Mong Danda is on top of a 4,000 metre ridge 

but after a stiff start the approach is fairly gradual.  We arrived a bit too early for lunch so we 

had tea and biscuits and a half-hour break.   The descent to Phortse Tenga is a tortuous, dusty 

spiral-staircase of a track but it gradually backs off and becomes quite easy with large cedars 

marking the way. 
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It was still sunny on arrival at the Riverside Lodge.   I think John and Rob had a dunk in the 

river ς it was very, very cold indeed.  After lunch we did a bit of washing.   The sun 

immediately went behind clouds and the wind died so that the washing is looking a bit wet 

ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ    ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ ŀ ΨǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜΩ ŀƭǘƛǘǳŘŜΦ  hǾŜǊ пΣллл ƳŜǘǊŜǎ 

tomorrow.  We should be fine having had 4 nights at 3,500 metres 

 

WEDNESDAY APRIL 10: 



 

 good breakfast and then away by 8.10 with a surprising amount of clean, dry washing. 

The last damp socks were hanging from day-packs as we made the steep zigzag back 

to the main trail.   The trail was a lot steeper than I remembered ς it is amazing how 

often this happens.     We passed several frozen waterfalls as we wound through wooded 

hillsides of rhododendrons, the leaves curled inwards and drooping in the morning cold, their 

buds not yet ready to open at this altitude. 
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There is no place for a meal-break on this trail so the rearguard, comprised of the usual 

suspects, was fading a little as the day wore on.   Suddenly A.G. appeared bearing thermos, 

cups and biscuits ς even the sugar bowl.   What a hero.  We climbed off the trail and sat on 

the mossy rocks under the little rhodis.  

 When we finally got going it was not much more than half an hour to Dole anyway.   The 

rooms which were allocated to us were not the ones A.G. had booked so some of us 

ŘŜŎŀƳǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƭodge a few metres up the hill.    More than satisfactory and, for 

some reason, really warm.  Even the loo was warm!   Later on I moved Rita and Lindsay away 

from their original room which stank of kerosene.  The lodge staff sprayed their room with 

some hideous chemical spray ς as if that was better.  It was not.    There was a perfectly good 

room free on the upper floor.  I do hate it when lodge owners try to keep their better rooms 

to offer passers-ōȅ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ   ΨCƛǊǎǘ ƛƴ ōŜǎǘ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘΩ L ǎŀȅΦ  ¢ƘŜ food at our lodge was 

ƎǊŜŀǘΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ Řŀŀƭ ōƘŀǘΦ  /ŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  



 

Lƴ ǇǊŀƛǎŜ ƻŦ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΥ   ²ƻǊƭŘ 9ȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƘŀŘ ŦƛǾŜ ƎǳŜǎǘǎ ƛƴ ΨǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘ ŎŀƳǇΩ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 

our lodge.   Having walked so far it was all they could do to sprawl on the benches in our 

dining room all afternoon (their own tents were too cold).  Our group taught the locals to play 

bocce with rocks instead of balls. 

THURSDAY APRIL 11: 

os developed a nasty migraine headache rather suddenly over breakfast so she and 

Rob have decided to stay on at Dole for another day.  Tham has been switched for one 

of their less-experienced porters just in case they are unable to join us soon.    

Otherwise a lovely sunny morning for playing in the snow which had fallen overnight.  Six of 

our members were from Perth ς they liked it a lot.   The air is always crystal clear after a 

R 



snowstorm and the sky was pure azure.  Snowball fights and slides were a big hit in the winter 

wonderland but the Nepalis are much better shots than we are!  

As we headed off we left the tree-line below us giving uninterrupted views all day of sparkling 

clear mountains.     Predictably, Helen, myself, Tony, Denise, Lahar, Subas Jr, Akal and Nima 

were soon way behind.   We took tea at the first bhatti where yak skins warmed the outside 

chairs.  I think the main group did not stop here as it was too soon.    At the bigger village of 

Luza  we took our lunch though only 40 minutes short of Machermo.  Sitting in the sunny 

window seats it was quite hard to get motivated for the last push.   The peat tundra on which 

we walked had the texture of elephant hide on the last rise before Machermo with 360 

degree views.  Our lodge gave us timber-lined rooms which were still cold but with very thick 

foam matrasses.  The dining room was beautifully-decorated with Tibetan symbols and hand-

made carpets.  We had a warm, cosy dinner. 

 

 



 

FRIDAY APRIL 12: 

elissa, JB, John, Mark, Denise, Lindsay and Tony, led by Dorje, headed up onto the 

ridge with Lahar, Bir and A.G. (at least).   Helen and I, both nursing mega-

ƘŜŀŘŀŎƘŜǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ   5ŜƴƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ 9ǿŀ ŀƭǎƻ ǎŀǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

morning sunshine.  This was our acclimatisation day at 4500 metres.   Later in the day the 

water in the outside tap ran warm due to the very long incoming black hose.  Several people 

washed their hair. After a Diamox and a couple of Panadol I felt  better as the day wore on.  

We visited the HRA clinic for the talk on altitude problems and how to avoid them.  We seem 

to be doing just fine.  Rob and Ros have rejoined us in good spirits. 

SATURDAY APRIL 13: 

ƻŘŀȅ ǿŀǎ ΨǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ǇǳƭƭΩ ǳǇ ǘƻ DƻƪȅƻΦ   ! ǎǘƛŦŦ ŎƭƛƳō ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŀŎƘŜǊƳƻ ±ŀƭƭŜȅ ǎƻƻƴ ƘŀŘ 

the group sorted into Fast, Slower, and Slowest.  We all caught up for tea and biscuits 

together at the shabby little bhatti after the long, easy ramble over the peat tundra.   

M 
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!ŦǘŜǊ ǘŜŀ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΣ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ 5ŜƴƛǎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ΨŘŜŀǘƘ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΩΦ   ¢ƘŜ 

worst stairs were mercifully short but brutal and with quite a lot of loose steps.  We were very 

relieved to see the steel bridge at the top.  We swung away from the river (which becomes a 

glacier beyond this point) at the first lake which was bordered by hundreds and hundreds of 

little stone chortens.  A.G. soon sauntered down with tea and biscuits which were most 

ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΦ  L ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ 5ƻǊƧŜ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƻ ŀǾƻƛŘ ŀ ǊŜǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ Lŀƴ 

and myself were just about collapsed on the side of the trail way past our usual lunchtime.   

From the first lake it was still a two-hour slog to Gokyo (another one I had seriously 

underestimated).   This is not a difficult trail but at this altitude even easy trails are energy-

sapping.   The second and then the third lake came into view.  Stunningly beautiful on a 

perfect day.   Of course our lodge was the highest in the village. The rooms were wallpapered, 

strangely, but the mattresses were thick.  Pity about the toilets.  The dining room was well-

designed to catch all the afternoon sun so everyone was there ς even Jerry! 

Most of us managed the easy 15 minute climb up the small ridge behind the lodge for a peep 

over the top at the amazing glacier.  It is a mind-blower.  The sound of cracking ice and 

trickling rocks as it creeps along are a real surprise the first time.   

 

 

 

 



The surface of the glacier ς unexpectedly covered in rocks 

 

Note Gokyo Peak in the background ς no, not the big white one, that is Choyu, one of the 

ten biggest peaks in the world at well over 8,000 metres.  The wee brown one on the left. 

SUNDAY APRIL 14: 

 got up when I heard the early-birds heading off to climb Gokyo Ri ς 5380 metres.  Clomp! 

Clomp! Clomp! Bed tea arrived at 7 am and Lahar reminded me that Helen, Ewa and 

myself were to head off around 9 am to climb Gokyo Ri (or Gokyo Peak as it is on some 

maps).   JoƘƴ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ŀƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ 

down with Lagpa and A.G. to wait for us in Machermo tomorrow. 

The climb to Gokyo Ri has to be experienced to be believed.  I found it quite difficult but we 

kept meeting people coming down who were very encouraging (thank you Giles).  Helen got a 

ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǿƛƴŘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇΦ   ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ΨƧǳǎǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎǎΩ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ 

pointed out that the flags were on the summit.   The view over the far side was 

amazing/awesome/sensational ς take your pick.   We could see all the way over into Tibet.  

Choyu was the closest big peak (8,200 metres) but Everest, Lhotse, Nuptse and even Makalu 

were huge and looming across the valley.  The glacier split the scene in two horizontally and 

the village below us was just a few colourful dots near the edge of the lake.  Lahar, Rajan, 

Subas Jr, Amit and Gelje were in our group.   They had a thermos of hot tea and biscuits with 

them and we soon snugged down into a hollow full of old prayer flags and had a quick snack.   

I 



The descent nearly finished off my knees but Ewa flew down , faster than Gelje could keep up 

with her.   Everyone got up there ς ƘƛƎƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ 9ǾŜǊŜǎǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦ   L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ 

ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ΨƭƛǇǎǘƛŎƪ ōǊƛƎŀŘŜΩ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ. I rather surprised myself.  

ό/ŀƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ς Frank/Marianne/Barbara).   Everyone today agreed 

that the hardest part was the last walk from the lake back to the lodge.  Ten minutes of hell.   I 

found the stairs inside the lodge a bit of a challenge too.  

 

 



 

 

Thanks for this Lindsey (and the artist of course). 

NAYAN BHARSHA SUBA KAMANA  -   Happy New Year in Nepal ς 2070. 

 

MONDAY APRIL 15: 



 

e did the big group photo thing in front of the lodge this morning and bade 

ΨŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪΩ ǘƻ W. ŀƴŘ aŜƭƛǎǎŀ ǿƘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǇǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ΨƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇΩ ƻŦ 

Choyola Pass and make it to the Everest Base Camp via Dragnak, Dzongla, 

Lobouche and Gorak Shep.    They are taking Dorje along as a guide; we can manage without 

him for a few days as we have Lahar ς ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƭways me.  They took Akal and Pasang as 

porters.  We hope to meet up with them in Dingboche in about 5 ŘŀȅΩǎ time, on our second 

night there.   (Check out W.Ωǎ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘύ 

So, with ten customers left (John had already descended) we headed downhill at a good crack.   

It was bloody freezing and we were walking into the wind.  Finally we needed all our warm 

ǘǊŜƪƪƛƴƎ ƎŜŀǊ ǿŜΩŘ ōeen carrying for two weeks.  It took just three hours to reach Machermo 

and, just like last season, it started to snow just as we arrived.   It deteriorated further during 

lunch (again, just like last season) so we decided to call a halt here for the night. (Odd feeling 

of déjà vu)  LΩǾŜ ƘŀƎƎƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŘƎŜ ƻǿƴŜǊ ǘƻ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǾŜ ŀǘ оΦол ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀǎ L ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

journal in the dining room, we are all peeling off layers of clothing.   The piggy game is back in 

vogue.   Our boys are staying at the special porters lodge in the HRA building.  They plan to 

visit later. 

W 



 

TUESDAY APRIL 16: 

e danced our buns off last night and went to bed at the unthinkable time of 9.30.  

Great to see the totally unselfconscious way our boys dance with us and with each 

other.  

It was a very long way today.   Having camped short at Machermo we had a long descent to 

Dole which always seems to be just a ridge too far.   We gathered our left luggage and tried to 

jam it into our packs.   John had already shot through with Dawa and A.G. so I had to find 

ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ W. ŀƴŘ aŜƭƛǎǎŀΩǎ ŜȄǘǊŀ ƎŜŀǊΦ   The lunch was good and the walk down to the 

river was wonderful although my knees, not fully recovered from our descent of Gokyo Ri, 

took a bit of a pounding on the endless downhill track.   Trees gradually became taller the 

further we descended and quite a few rhododendrons were opening.  Helen and I, bringing up 

the rear as ever, took a cuppa and half a Twix at the Yeti Lodge to get us up the hill to Phortse. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǎǘŜŜǇŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ όƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎύ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎǇƻǘ ŀ 

musk deer (thank you Subas) which grazed happily while we looked on.  By the time we 

reached Phortse the village was shrouded in mist.  Clouds swirled around the ancient chortens 

and old houses.  Wonderfully atmospheric.  The lodge was a rather traditional, shabby place 

but the dining room was cosy and the food good.  Were we low enough to enjoy a rum and 

coke again?  

WEDNESDAY APRIL 17: 

t is a really steep pull up out of Phortse,  straight out of the lodge.  We followed a bunch of 

yaks that were headed up, unloaded, for a spell of high-pasture grazing.  The lovely soft 

brown one having a dust bath was entertaining.  Sadly, the  view from the ridge was fairly 

cloudy.  Thamserku and Kang Tega came and went in and out of the clouds but Amadablam 

was very shy indeed, appearing only once for a few minutes. 

It is a very rugged little trail, not as well-used as the main track up to Everest Base Camp. I 

especially like the towering dark crags above the trail.  We saw pheasants, mountain goats 

and then one lone blue sheep high on a crag.   We caught up with Lindsay having a much-

needed cuppa at old Pangboche.  A.G. showed up with a thermos but Helen and I had already 

ordered some tea ς but thanks anyway.  The trekking village of Pangboche is quite extensive 

with a few little shops, a bakery, a phone service and a trinket stall.  Our lodge, the Sri Dewa, 

is very comfortable with large beds όƳƻǎǘ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ƴŀǊǊƻw, sloping bunks) 

and a very helpful didi.   The yak-dung fire has been going flat out since 3 pm and everyone 

has had a gas hot shower.   Pineapples (tinned of course) with rice pudding for desert. Yum! 

 

W 
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TTHURSDAY APRIL 18: 

e stored a lot of our unwanted gear for the 2-night trip to  Dingboche.  Carrying 

just the bare minimum, i.e. every warm item in your pack, we headed off on a 

very clear, bright, sunny morning.   I thought of Dorje, Melissa, JB, Akal and 

Pasang heading up to Gorak Shep in the same weather.   I heard from another guide coming 

down that they were all ok. 

The climb up to Somare is another one that I always seem to overlook.  I told everyone that it 

was fairly easy at first today.  Wrong.   Tea and biscuits at Somare AND THEN a long gradual 

uphill of tundra.     The wind had already started to bite at 10.30.  Luckily it was at our backs.  

We met a lot of World Expedition porters  carrying way too much.  What to do?  They are 

being loaded like donkeys.  I hate it.  More than 40 kilos on some of them. 

We slugged up the nasty climb towards the end, avoiding yaks on inadequate ledges here and 

there.  It was still only 12.30 when the last of us arrived.   Rita has a little tummy trouble 

(treatable) otherwise all well, though John seems a little weary. 

A big lunch and then a bit of cosying up with a good book in a warm sleeping bag.  It is 

snowing.   The lodge is large and there are other groups here. 

FRIDAY APRIL 19: 

ur Big Day Off.  A few brave souls, which included Mark, Denise and Rita but not 

totally sure who else, headed up the valley with Lahar for a bit of a look around.  I 

think Mark and Denise made it to the teahouse at Bibre but it was very cold, despite 

the sunshine.  I found Rita in the warm cafe across the road from our lodge with Helen and 

Ewa.  We met a delightful woman called Jewel who had lived in China for some years with the 

U.S. Embassy.  The apple crumble pies and coffee were both excellent choices.  I meandered 

through the village of crumbling farmhouses and lodges till I found an internet cafe.  It looked 

ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ΨǊǳǎǘƛŎΩ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƭƛŀōƭŜΦ   bƻ ƳŀƧƻǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ŀǊƛǎƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

email so that was good.  By 3.30 we had started to look out for Dorje, JB, Melissa, Akal and 

Pasang.   They stumbled in around 4 pm, very, very tired after their big adventure ς Chola 

Pass, Everest Base Camp and Kala Pattar.   It was a reunion dinner tonight as they told their 

tale and shared amazing pictures.  Well done you two. 

W 
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Reunited. 

 

SATURDAY APRIL 20: 

t snowed most of last night so the landscape was beautiful in its white garb this morning. It 

was still snowing gently as we headed out and the sky looked murderous.  It was a nice 

easy trek down to Somare where we stopped for a cuppa and found Jerry on his way up to 

Pheriche.    In the cosy Sri Dewa lodge at Pangboche we were reunited with our stored gear ς 

some lucky people even had clean laundry to collect. My notes fail me here but I think, from 

memory, that Jerry showed up as we were about to leave having missed the Pheriche turnoff 

in the snowy conditions and returned to regroup.    After a warming lunch and a quick repack 

we were off downhill.  The snow stopped.  The village and the valley looked gorgeous, every 

rock and branch highlighted in white.  It is a very easy walk down to Devouche and the last 

half hour, after the bridge, is through rhododendron and birch woods. Spring has sprung down 

here.  Birds were singing, rhododendrons were bursting out of their buds.  Spanish moss 

I 



swayed gently on foggy breezes.   Enchanting.

 

We stayed at the very posh Rivandel Lodge with its big beds and clean, western style, toilets.  

It has a much larger menu than typical lodges ς chicken, chips and veg. was very popular.    We 

met Caroline from Germany.  We were permitted to plug in our own music to the lodges 

sound system and were soon dancing away ǘƻ ŀƴ ŜŎƭŜŎǘƛŎ ƳƛȄ ŦǊƻƳ W.Ωǎ ƛtƻŘΦ   ²Ŝ ǘƘŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ 

ourselves popular with ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŜǊǎ ōȅ ǇƭǳƎƎƛƴƎ ƛƴ IŜƭŜƴΩǎ ƛtƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ IƛƴŘƛ ŀƴŘ 

Nepali pop and folk music.  Even Ewa was dancing ς holding onto her sore shoulder.  It was 

much better in the morning (Thanks Rob).   

SUNDAY APRIL 21 

he weather looked cold and gloomy this morning but it had snowed most of the night 

so that the forested trail up to Thangboche was stunning.  It was a bit muddy in places 

and dripping with quickly melting snow.  It was still and not that cold.  Thangboche was 

completely shrouded in mist.  No views at all but rather atmospheric.  The weather warmed as 

we descended over 700 metres to Phunki Tenga for lunch.    Below Thangboche we dropped 

out of the clouds.  The view down to the river was ravishing.     

T 



 

 

The new bridge is still standing at Phunki Tenga but already quite loose and wobbly.  We had 

to wait a long time for yaks to cross.   Most of our group had finished their lunch by the time 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŀǘŜ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƻƭŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ς best ever fried rice and such 

lovely people.  I wish we ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻǾŜǊƴƛƎƘǘ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘΦ 



 

It is quite a climb from the river back up to Kangzuma but on our strong legs and with so much 

ƻȄȅƎŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ōƛƎ ŀƴ ŜŦŦƻǊǘΦ  [ƻǘǎ ƻŦ ƛǊƛǎ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ rhodis were 

ΨƎƻƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΩ ƛƴ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǊŜŘΣ ǇŀƭŜ ŀnd deep pink and a slightly different variety in a subtle mauve 

colour.   The mists were closing in again by the time we reached our lodgeΩ, the Thamserku at 

Kangzuma.   It was actually snowing again by the time we cracked open our treasured bottle 

of Banrock Station 2007 Cab Sav.   Melissa and I went 50/50 in the hefty $26 price tag but we 

both agreed it was well worth it considering what it was and where we were.  The cosy dining 

room was jam-packed with our group and some ŎŀƳǇŜǊǎΦ  άIt's ǎƻ Ŏƻǎȅ ƛƴ ŀ ǘŜƴǘΩΦ  ¸ŜŀƘ ǊƛƎƘǘΗΗ    



We cherished our luck to be indoors around a hot fire tonight as huge, flat snowflakes swirled 

around outside the windows illuminated by the dining room lights.   

MONDAY APRIL 22:  

nother winter wonderland this morning.  It was still chill and very beautiful as we took 

the easy trail around to Namche Bazzaar.   In 2 hours we were drinking tea at the 

Hotel Everest and claiming our left luggage.  A short, sharp shopping spree saw some 

very desirable pieces of trekking gear and jewellery stashed away in our daypacks.  Tony and 

Denise bought Subas a great ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ǘǊŜƪƪƛƴƎ ǇŀƴǘǎΦ    CŀǊ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ΨDƻƪȅƻ tŜŀƪ роулƳΩ 

beanies were purchased and consequently the crew en masse now look like gum-nut babies.   

As the morning wore on it became chillier though the very light snow falling through the 

sunshine was pretty.  Hastening down the big hill we soon warmed up. I was a little ahead of 

the pack this morning, a bit of a novelty for me, when I saw a big dog chase a herd of 

Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ Ǝƻŀǘǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƻōƭƛƎƛƴƎƭȅ ΨǇƻǎŜŘΩ photogenically on the ridge.    

Meanwhile, us  ΨǎǘǊŀƎƎƭŜǊǎΩ, as we now thought of ourselves,  crowded onto a protruding rock 

to await an endless train of yaks and Dzopke when it started to rain in earnest.    A cheerful 

!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ Ǝǳȅ ƻƴ ŀƴ ŀŘƧŀŎŜƴǘ ƭŜŘƎŜ ōŜƭǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ Ψ{ƛƴƎƛƴΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ wŀƛƴΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ we all joined in ς one 

ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ΨƳŀƎƛŎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΩ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜǎΦ    We bashed on in the rain and were 

soon at the gates of Nirvana, our favourite lodge.    All our group were there having waited 

over an hour for their food ς a pity when they had actually all ordered the same thing.    The 

latecomers were served fried rice within minutes but it was raining miserably when we had to 

leave.  We battled on through muddy puddles and rivulets cascading down the stairs alongside 

us until we heard from Dorje that they had called a halt at Chumoa and the stove was lit.   We 

soon found them and had our dripping clothes strung up around the fire in the dining room. 

Of course the rain stopped about then.    The boys made the most of the early halt and I can 

see them from my upstairs window washing their clothes and taking turns at the tap to shave 

and shampoo.  The valley is so much greener than on our ascent.  The fruit trees all have 

leaves now, the mustard is flowering bright yellow and the onions are two feet tall.  The birds 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ŎƘƛǊǊǳǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀŘǎ ƻŦŦ ōŜƭƻǿ Ƴȅ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŀǎ L 

write. 
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TUESDAY APRIL 23: 

Ŝ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀƴ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻŘŀȅ ŀǎ ƛǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƘƛƪŜ ŦǊƻƳ /ƘǳƳƻŀ ǘƻ 

Lukla.  The breakfast was not very ƛƴǎǇƛǊƛƴƎ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƴƎŜǊΦ  !ƭƭ ƻǳǊ ƎŜŀǊ ǿŀǎ 

dry.  While the trail was a bit puddled ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘǳǎǘȅΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴ 

shone and we were soon down to t-shirts.  Two hours seemed quite reasonable to get to 

Phakding but the main group had already eaten and left by the time I arrived with tony, 

Denise and Helen.  The scenery was brilliant.  Clear skies, crystal views of Thamserku if you 

remembered to look over your shoulder.   Vegetable gardens were doing well and every tiny 

flat space was planted out.  

W 


