


ENTRANCE TO THE INSTITUTE that has pioneered mountaineering in the country. Above, r ight: On the way to DzongriLa.
in the morning, Frey's Peak (19,600 ft.) presents a picturesque sight. (Photographs by author)



L E A R N I N G T O C U T S T E P S I N T H E I C E O F A G L A C I E R

The Himalayan Mountaineering Institute
( C O N ' I N U E D )

in Darjeeling, attending lectures on phy‐
siology, geology, Himalayan flora and
fauna, mountain hazards and other sub‐
jects of interest. The trainees also go for
long walks to toughen up. And then one
morning, their rucksacks weighing up‐
wards of thirty pounds, they are off to the
training area at Chaurikiang, in Western
Sikkim.

The heavy luggage, including supplies

and tents, is carried by a host of cheerful
sherpa men and women. The journey takes
about seven days and represents perhaps
the most enjoyable part of the training.
The way lies at first along the Rangeet
river valley through the steamy jungles of
the Sikkim hills. The setting is tropical.
Brightly-coloured birds flit from tree to
tree and an old man by the newly-built
road sells tiny hill oranges and pineapples.
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Slowly, the path becomesa climb and
the air turns cool and crisp till, coming
around a bend one day, one is face to face
with the snowy mountains! The cl8:ustrer
phobic suffocating feeling of the Jungle
disappears and there is almost a sense of
liberation.

What is the routine of a typical day
on the march? The camp is active long be‐
fore daybreak and, by the time we
bestir ourselves for a wash, the sherpas
have finished their simple meal. The tents
are quickly rolled and the kit-bags packed.
There is a sharp whistle from Thondup,
and then a mad scramble to be first in the
queue for breakfast

After a quick roll-call to make sure of
the lazy-bones,.we are off. Time literally
stands still and there is not the slightest
senseof urgency. We jog along in leisurely
fashion, watching birds and flowers, some‐
timesstopping to take a photograph or talk
to a traveller. As and when we feel like it,
we down our rucksacks, lie on the grass,
close our eyes, and let the overpowering
silence of the hills seep into our souls.

By about 11.30,the last straggler is in
the camp,which issituated in a quiet grove
by some wayside stream. The cook greets
each arrival with a hot cup of tea. Tents
are pitched, lunch partaken of and then
we get absorbedin our individual pursuits
-....ome wash clothes, others write diaries,
and still others merely sit and muse over
the day's happenings. Dinner is taken ear‐
ly, after which a few make a bee-line for
the radio, while some of the party choose
to play bridge around a petromax.

• • •
A S we climbed higher and higher, the

claustrophobic feeling disappeared and
was replaced by a sense of exhilaration
which can come only of the sharp moun‐
tain air and a view of the lovely Kanchen‐
junga ranges. On the seventh day, we
topped Dzongrila and looked into the mas‐
sive snow-filled cauldron, with its jagged
edges,out into the lovely peaks where we
were to train for the next ten days. The
sight was breath-taking! How it reminded
me of Hilton's Shangri-la! But my eyes
searched in vain for the monastery above

THE pARTY ner ,o t ia tes a d i f f i cu l t te r ra in in the course o f the t rek . R igh t : Cross ing the .Rangeet r i ve r d u r i n g the approach march in S ikk im.




