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SUNDAY JANUARY 15th, 1995

Excitement doesn’t even begin to describe how I’m feeling as I write this! Today is a bright, sunny, albeit cold day as we landed here in Lukla airport, Nepal. Myself, my brother Hank, and his best friend Luke have finally arrived in the Himalayas. I have to say, this airports runway as we came in, was frighteningly short, apparently a mere 527m x 30m. If the pilot mistimes the landing or a take-off, well, let’s just say there’s very little room for error here!

Our journey has brought us all the way from Cambridge, England for one purpose. To fulfil a promise. That promise, was to our father, an avid climber in his younger years, who always told us to chase our dreams and to strive for the impossible. It was a year ago this month, since we lost him to that wretched illness. I remember now his final words to me like it was only yesterday.

“Elizabeth...do not reach the end of your life like me and look back on your life with regret. Chasing your dreams and believing in yourself is all that matters in life. That’s how people accomplish great things. I’m so proud of you and your brother, and I know you both have that ‘Williams’ family determination in you. Remember, don’t ever look back...just keeping on looking up!”

And so my brother and I are here to challenge ourselves to our biggest climb yet, a passage along to the Everest basecamp in hopeful preparation to return at a later date to perhaps even conquer, Everest itself! 

Our family have a history of climbers. My great grandfather climbed Lhotse, the fourth highest mountain in the world, and returned successfully. And my father scaled K2 when he was thirty-five, that in itself being the second highest mountain in the world. However, frostbite set into his left leg from that particular expedition, and it ended his climbing days thereafter. So, naturally, Hank & I have challenged ourselves to try and beat them both and attempt THE highest mountain in the world! Luke, Hank’s best friend and a man almost like a second brother to me, is also along for the ride as an avid climber himself too.

Our guide ‘Priya,’ met us at the airport, who kindly instructed us on the safety precautions of just what it would take to get to base camp. His English was very good, and he was clearly an experienced guide from his in-depth explanations from estimated time to safety on the trek and even how best to setup camp at night. I felt better having him there for sure. Back in England, we had previously done Scafell Pike, Ben Nevis, and Snowdon. However this, this was going to be something else entirely. Our starting point, Lukla, itself is a small, mountainside village. Priya told us that we would likely be trekking for around fifteen days or so, with around twelve of those being on the trail (weather dependent of course). Our adventure would begin here and lead on through Sagarmatha National Park all the way to Everest base camp. The base camp is situated on the southern side of Everest and includes the summit of Kala Patthar, an exceptional viewpoint of mount Everest by all accounts.

“Remember, all that I have told you so far. Keep close together, watch each other’s backs and we should have an enjoyable hike to one of the most wondrous places  on Earth” Priya said with a wide faced smile. The man was serious about the dangers the path would present, even to base camp, but also seemed like he could have a little fun when the time called for it. Let’s hope I’m right! 

The first couple of hours leading from Lukla, were an eye opener in itself. Small, winding paths led us through hills as we looked back onto our starting village. Watching the small planes coming in and out of there, really does make one wonder what a miracle it is to land there at all! At four degrees Celsius, it would seem we’ve picked one of the more warmer days to start our trek. The snow along the initial paths out of the village is thin, barely noticeable even. A moderately inexperienced hiker would be okay even, with these initial paths. It’s just nice to be able to start this adventure by taking in the exceptionally beautiful scenery around us. Mountains raising up all around us, dipping into a bowl of green cliffs and small, rural farms. 

A few more hours into our trek, and the paths have begun to become more winding, twisting back on itself as our path inclines. The air, though much thinner than what we are used to back home, is still more than manageable.

“You okay back there Lizzy?” called Hank, slightly ahead of me just behind our guide Priya. 

“Don’t worry about me bro, by the time we get to the end, I shall be the one asking you if your still okay on your arse!” I said with a cheeky smile.

Luke, who followed up last at the rear let out a chuckle. He always loved watching me and my brother tease one another.

“Ooo, she always was the more confident one mate” he shouted out in a humoured tone.

“Ha, I like your spirit Ms Williams, you will surely need it!” called Priya from the front as he continued on above.

Taking in the constant beauty of this area of the world keeps you blind to how far you have actually walked. A couple of hours seems only like half an hour, or at least to me it did. Along the trek, we would be camping at several teahouses. Priya mentioned that he was very well acquainted with almost all of the families that ran these along the way, due to his years of experience here. At around six pm, the days light was starting to now die down and it was time to make our first tea lodge experience, something else I was looking forward to! 

It was a much-needed reprieve from the cold, dark outdoors and my legs were becoming ready for a rest. Upon entering our first authentic tea lodge, aside from the bright warmth it immediately offered, the smell of fantastic curries instantly filled my nostrils, and a bunch of smiley faces greeted us.

“Hello everyone!” I shouted, as I stomped the snow from my boots.

“Come, come. Hank, Elizabeth, Luke I would like to introduce you to Tenzin who runs this establishment, along with his wife Tashi and their two sons Choden and Akar” Priya said, warmly gesturing to the three who stood seemingly to attention, beside the drinks bar.

They each waved and nodded with wide eyed smiles, as I returned the same.

“Hello! It’s lovely to meet you all, your home is a very welcoming sight I can tell you” I said with a slight chuckle.

“Please, please sit yourself by the fire and get warm. We have plenty of food to go around. Akar, please show them to their table” replied Tenzin.

“Hello, nice to meet you! Please, come warm yourselves and take a menu” the young teenage boy said. 

Me and my brother sat on one side of an old wooden table and Luke sat on the other. A roaring stone fireplace seemed to take away the memory of where I was for a moment, as I stared into the cracking and popping of the wood burning within. 

“I am afraid our food choices are limited to what you may have in England, we do not get much variety here in the mountains heh” the young boy nervously chuckled, as he handed us a simple menu.

The choices were Vegetable Curry, Chicken Curry or Thukpa, which was a type of noodle soup. 

“I’ll take the Vegetable curry please” said Luke.

“Chicken for me my young friend” Hank replied. 

Well let’s all try something different I thought.

“I’d like the Thukpa please Akar” I told him, passing back the menu.

“Very good, thank you, yes, right away!” the young boy said as he scuttled off into the back.

What a polite young man I pondered to myself. Looking around the room, the ceiling was held aloft by wooden beams and old, drinking tankards adorned the walls around the room. Several other hikers sat in the bar area, sharing stories and laughter with one another. I couldn’t believe it, I was actually here, doing this. Doing this for dad, as much as for ourselves.

A couple of hours later as we had finished our rather delicious food and sank one or two alcoholic drinks in celebration of our initiating climb, it was time to get some rest. The other, slightly older son Choden, who was around eighteen or so, had shown us to our room. It was as cosy as we were going to get up here, basic, but cosy. Only one window would bring any source of light in, though currently curtains were closed to keep out the cold darkness. There was, however, ample space for the three of us to lay our heads in the three single beds that lay within, and a simple bathroom lay just off from it.

Well, I think it’s time to call it a day at that. One day down, all the rest to go!
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MONDAY JANUARY 16th, 1995

Day two started off with a morning cup of coffee, served up to me by my lovely brother Hank.

“C’mon sleepy head, rise and shine.”

I gave a big yawn, as I took the cup from him.

“What time is it, I didn’t even hear my alarm go off.”

“That’s because it hasn’t yet, its six am.”

I squinted back at him with tired, sore eyes, in annoyance that he’d woke me up a whole thirty minutes too early.

“Before you go off on one, Priya suggested going a little earlier today. Seems there’s a small snow drift that’s moved in this morning, and we could do with getting to the next checkpoint before it becomes a problem.”

“Oh, is it bad?” I asked, standing to look out the bedroom window at the still gloomy break of day. There was a fall of snow, it appeared, compared to yesterday’s clear forecast at least anyway.

“Well, Priya says it could block the first ascending path of the day if we leave it too long. Looking on the map, it leads up a narrow corridor, could get blocked if we aren’t careful, but if we leave within the next hour or so we should be fine.”

It's always best to take the advice of your guide, no matter how experienced you think you are!

Forty-five minutes or so later, I wasted no time in being suited, booted and ready to
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