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Windblown on Shishapangma  by Marek Wencel 
                           

As the wind blew over the top of our tent, we wondered how much more it could take. Part of 
the tent ripped, Maximo and I slept supporting the collapsed side of the tent. Almost all food 
and gas depleted, we were trapped for a third night at 23,000 ft-Camp II with no escape from 
the blizzard. 
 
Every climber has a dream. Some only in our heads and then disappearing, never to return to 
our conscience, constantly reappearing in our dreams and making our sleep a nightmare. 
Reminding us of its existence. 

The Idea! 
For me that dream has always been the summit of an 8,000m mountain. For others the dream 
could be a vertical wall on Baffin Island or a frozen Drury Falls in the Cascades. In my mind, 
that 8,000m peak was all I wanted. It all started with reading books about great Polish 
climbers like Kukuczka, Wielicki or Kurtyka. Success, tragedy, despair and death. I dreamed 
of climbing the mountains in the footsteps of my countrymen. For many years this was all a 
distant idea, martial law, street fights with the police and communist oppressions pushed 
down on people and their ideas. I immigrated to the USA, with no money and far away from 
the mountains. For me it was not to be. Finally I hit it right getting hired by a major airline 
and thus securing spending funds. Then peak after peak, failure after failure and some 
success here and there, made me believe more and more that a success was eventually 
possible. 



The Failure 
After some climbing in the Cascades and the summiting of Denali in 1996 and Acoucagua 
in1997, I thought I was ready for my “BIG” one. In 1999 I finally went on a spring Cho-Oyu 
expedition (at 8,201m/26,700ft sixth highest mountain of the world), full of hopes and 
determination to knock the dream out of my head. Soon I learned there was more to high 
altitude climbing than to just forcing my way up the hill. Eventually the altitude, lack of 
vitamins, rest and experience ran me down to and left me with a void. The summit was not to 
be. Back in Seattle, even Mt Rainier’s Liberty Ridge could not help my despair and 
disappointment. I was to be only a “Cascade climber”. 
 

 
Nangpai Goshun from C-1 on Cho-Oyu, April 1999 
 

The Cascades and the Cordillera Blanca 
I climbed locally, having much fun and slowly regaining my confidence. Not being 
technically strong I still managed to drag my sorry butt up Liberty Ridge, the North Ridge of 
Baker, and Buckner’s North Face. Then, in 2001 I decided to join a cheap no frills expedition 
to Mt Shishapangma (a 26,000ft mountain in Tibet). Sure enough, I rushed things, didn’t 
check the references and as a result I’ve lost a pile of money. I was to climb with the 
organizer and six others on Shishapangma but, after meeting in Katmandu, there was only the 
outfitter and Me! The others were never to be seen. As a result I left Nepal empty-handed, 
again! My friend Jake put it nicely “Pretty expensive trekking in Nepal!” Well then!! I 
became a “Cascade Climber” AGAIN!  until 2002. Then my very good friends Tom Breen 
and Chris Koziarz, a fellow Pole, started to organize an expedition to Hurascaran in Peru. In 
the beginning everything looked fine, and we were ready to go. Then out of the blue, two 
weeks prior to our May 1st departure, Chris pulled out because he didn’t get days off from 
work. Without Chris, being the strongest link on our expedition put a huge dent in our plans. 
Tom and I were shattered and considered quitting our endeavor. 

Huascaran 
 



What should we do? We ended up talking to a mutual friend, Greg Moo, and after 
consideration he decided to join us!!!! For me that climb was decisive. I had to succeed or I 
would have no chance in the Himalayas. So Greg, fifty-seven at the time, Tom, fifty-four, 
and me, thirty-five, showed up in Huaraz, Peru and 2 weeks later, with the help of Maximo 
Henostroza, a local guide, we summited  Huascaran, at 22,500ft. The highest mountain in 
Peru. To our surprise the weather stayed very good the entire expedition allowing us speedy 
progress, the climbing was much harder than we anticipated but we were lucky to summit. 
And on a windless day! 
  

  
 Huascaran, Peru, 21,000+ ft, Greg Moo and Glicerio Hinostroza , May 2002 

The Plan 
By now I had the proof I could climb high. But more importantly I got my confidence back.  
Now I had to organize the darn expedition to the Himalaya!! 
All of my local climbing partners could not commit to at least six weeks of hardship and the 
loads of money involved, things did not look that good at all. By all means I wanted to do it, 
but it was not easy. 
First, I tried to organize my own expedition that failed. 
Second, I tried to get on board an expedition that would fit my schedule, budget and comfort 
level with the group. Failed again! 
Third, just as everything looked bleak, by chance I teamed up again with my friend Maximo 
from Peru. At the time his plans for a Denali winter ascent had fallen apart and the climbing 
agency cancelled on me as well. So we decided to join together and go for it!!  
 
The reasons I teamed with Max were that I knew him, trusted him financially, and had 
experience with him from Cordillera Blanca. 
Remember, this was to be at least six weeks with each other!!!  I liked and trusted Maximo 
and that was very important to the success of the climb. 
And since no Peruvian summited Shishapangma before, we made a very motivated team. 



Shishapangma 
Having already failed on Cho-Oyu, I could not imagine another carry along Gyabrang glacier 
on Cho-Oyu,s slopes and so I decided to climb something different. The choice was obvious 
- Mt Shishapangma. At around 26,350ft/8,024m fourteen highest mountain of the world, it 
was considered the easiest of them all, assuming the presence of other expeditions, fixed 
lines, broken trail and the usual stable weather. We were almost on the summit, right? 
Wrong!! We later learned we were wrong on all accounts. 

The Expedition 
Maximo flew in to Seattle from Lima at the end of March. We organized the last few details 
of the expedition and left Seattle on Mar 31st via San Francisco-Taipei-Bangkok and on to 
Katmandu. On our last leg to Nepal, we were so tired, we ended up drinking booze to get 
there faster. I guess for a while it worked, but the final outcome was rather painful. 
Our agency, Asian Trekking, was a very good choice since they kept in touch with us before 
we left Seattle and took care of us during our expedition. Before departing for Nepal we were 
warned about the impending political strikes so that we were able to push forward our 
departure, then with problems at the Nepal-China border a few phone calls made our border 
crossing possible. 

Katmandu, Nepal 
We were picked up at the airport by our agent and transferred to the hotel Thamel in, of 
course, the Thamel district of the city. The next day we met a Spanish climber, Carlito, and 
his Sherpa, Sonam, who were sharing a peak permit with us. Naturally, we decided to  
co-operate on the mountain increasing our chances of success.  
After 3 days in Katmandu amongst street fights, barricades and closed shops, we were ready 
to escape the city before the next wave of unrest. 

Escape from Nepal 
Loaded with our bags, backpacks, drums of extra food and gear we left the city along with 
Sherpas and members of other expeditions going to Everest and Cho-Oyu. First, passing 
through police check points and cleared barricades, we left the capitol of Nepal on to Kodari 
at the Chinese border. In the foothills of the mountains police check points were replaced by 
heavily armed army units, barbed wire and tanks, where all Nepalese were pulled over, 
scrutinized for documents and searched for weapons. This Situation very much reminded me 
martial law in my native Poland. 
Lucky for us we were not bothered, officials just checked for our documents and let us go, 
until a military unit decided that our bus had ample space, so off we went with a bunch of 
armed policeman loaded on to the bus. Somewhere along the way to the border we lost our 
military companions and we passed the last of the check points to find ourselves in an area 
controlled by Maoist insurgents. 
  



 
Burned down truck near Chinese border, April 2004 

 
We drove along blown up and burned trucks. After tense hours in this vacuum of political 
unrest we finally made it to the border town of Kodari, where we were welcomed in a way 
every visitor is greeted there - bad food, rancid air, open sewers, awful service and some of 
the filthiest beds we have ever seen. After that night we were really ready to move to 
Zangmu on the Chinese side of the border and nothing was going to stop us, I mean nothing! 
Unfortunately, Chinese border officials thought differently and we were stuck at the 
“Friendship” bridge for hours, and then we were told that we arrived two days early, we were 
to be sent back to Kodari! Again, lucky for us we had Asian Trekking as our agency. A few 
phone calls later, pleading with the officials and some hand shaking with green bucks put us 
on a truck to Zangmu.  

Acclimatization Period 
After a long awaited shower, good food and some comfortable sleep we were off to our next 
destination - Nyalam, at 14,000ft/3,700m. Our plan was to stay there for three days to do 
some hiking and to acclimatize. What surprised us was how much Zangmu and Nyalam had 
changed. We remembered dirty, muddy streets with barber shops, brothels and a few noodle 
shops. Now all of this was replaced with paved streets, internet cafe’s, small restaurants, 
supermarkets and even a gas station.  
During our acclimatization period the weather remained very unsettled with cold and clear 
mornings, stormy afternoons and magnificent vistas in the evening. After three nights spent 
in the comfort of our hotel we were ready for a more simple life up in the mountains. Our 
drive took us to the Mars-like landscape of Tibet and a pass called Shung La, where we saw 
the reason for our expedition. Mt. Shishapangma, at 26,350ft/8,024m. It is the only 
26,000er/8,000m entirely in China and the area was not well known until the mid 1950s, a 
time when Chinese climbing was in its infancy and Tibet was closed to all foreigners. 
Attempts weren’t made on the summit until the early 60,s and it was finally conquered in 
1964 
 



  
Shishapangma from Base Camp 

 
by a healthy team of 195 climbers, doctors, scientists and porters. 

For both of us this was not our first look at the mountain. Maximo was involved with ice 
core research high on Shisha’s massif in the early 90s and I saw the mountain on the way to 
Cho-Oyu in 1999. 

Base Camp 
We arrived at the base camp after hours of driving through a lunar landscape filled with dust 
and an occasional Tibetan sheep herder or a village. Surreal blue lakes were visible far in the 
distance and white fangs of Lantang Himal hung on the horizon. Setting up the tents and 
unloading the truck at 17,000ft/5,000m took its toll, making us breath heavily, but the 
scenery paid more than enough for our struggle. 
 
The next two days we lounged, ate, slept, ate some more and hiked surrounding hills in order 
to acclimatize and prepare ourselves for a seven hour trek to ABC at 18,000ft/5,700m. The 
problem was that our Yaks had not arrived at BC that morning. Even our liaison officer was 
puzzled with this. It was decided to go to the nearest village of Soulung and check on our 
furry transports. The hike took us through some of the most unusual landscape we have ever 
seen. This hike could have been the closest thing to walking on Mars, dissolute, dry 
landscape with the white mountains of Lantang Himal in the background. After four hours 
hiking over hills we arrived at Soulung to news that our Yaks had already left to BC.  Local 
sheep herders greeted us with something that looked like green tea but, just after the first sip 
of this fluid I knew I was in trouble. Unable to spit it out for a fear of offending our hosts I 
had to down the entire cup witch was promptly re-filled three times with the same clear, salty 
and buttery substance. I could see that my friend Maximo was equally discomforted. We 
spent a few hours in the village resting and organizing transport back. 
  



 
Soulung, Tibet, April 2004 
 

The next morning we left BC for ABC, and since the yaks were almost done loading we 
started hiking in anticipation that the yaks would catch us on the way to our next camp. 
During the day, the weather worsened by the minute, and by the time we arrived at our 
destination we were engulfed in a major storm with no sight of our yaks! We had no choice 
but to retrace our footsteps and look for the yaks with our stuff. 
Fortunately we met them one hour away from ABC, and because it was already dark we 
decided to camp where we met. 
 
The next day we moved to ABC, and since we were the first group there, we officially 
opened Shishapangma base camp. 
After setting up our camp, we rested some 3 days and started moving gear up the mountain to 
a place called camp deposit, around 3 miles away along broken moraines. The weather 
continued to play a cat and mouse game with us, and there were almost daily barrages of 
wintry storms. We had already moved some gear up to camp deposit, and being rested and 
acclimatized, we decided not to wait longer. 

Battle for Camp One 
We left BC with yet another load of gear, but this time our destination was Camp I at 
21,500ft/6,400m. Amongst boulders, ravines and broken paths we made slow progress to the 
edge of the glacier. To get to the other side of the glacier we needed to cross a large field of 
penitents or, as I called them, “The Ice Forest.”  The hot, still air and fresh deep snow were 
not helpful, but after two hours of negotiating between the ice towers we made it   
 



 
ABC to C-1 6,000m/20,000ft, Maximo, Carlito and Sonam Sherpa 

 
to the other side of the broken field. 
Glacier climbing was surprisingly easy, and we made steady progress just as the weather 
turned on us with wind, snow and progressively less visibility. Getting to our Camp I site 
proved to be a bit tricky because of unknown terrain and zero visibility. We set up the tent 
beside a serac, stuffed it full of our gear and headed back to base camp in a raging storm. For 
the next few days the weather remained unstable. Storms raged day and night, forcing us to 
postpone our plans for moving up the mountain. After two days we could wait no longer and 
we made a move to Camp I when it looked like we had a break in the weather. 
Retracing our way through moraines, penitents and finally glacier and blinded by yet another 
storm we made it to Camp I and found a large flat area at around 6,400m/21,40ft 
 



 
Camp I, Shishapangma, 6,400m/21,500m 

 
The plan was to co-operate with the Spaniard and his Sherpa Sonam for trail braking, fixing 
the route as necessary, and sharing high camps. We also employed our cook Nima Sherpa for 
load carrying to camp deposit as well as one carry to Camp I. 
After discussions with the rest of the crew, Maximo and I decided that instead of going back 
to BC for rest, we were going to stick it out on the mountain for as long as possible. 
To our surprise after just one night at Camp I, Carlito decided to go down to ABC and 
abandon the expedition all together, because of the weather and too many crevasses. Sonam, 
his Sherpa, left as well since he had no incentive to stay with us, he would be happy to see 
his kids in Katmandu. 
The second night at Camp I we spent alone as the weather got worse and worse. 
On the third night, things had gotten quiet, but a heavy snow started falling. By the time it 
was all over we had over 2 meters of new snow and a beautiful, clear day. Unfortunately the 
avalanche conditions were such that we were forced to bake in our tent for yet another day. 
Ralf Dujmovic, from Germany, and his 3 international friends camped near by on the way to 
acclimatize on one of 23,000ers in the area. Ralf, owner of Amical, a German guiding 
service, is almost a legend in his own country with numerous 26,000ers under his belt. A 
very nice group of people, especially a Japanese climber, Hirotaka Takeuchi, who had 
summited K-2, Everest and Makalu among other peaks. After initial acclimatization they 
returned to Nepal and summited north face of Annapurna, ALL of them!! Later in the year 
they also made the summits of Gasherbum I and Gasherbum II in Pakistan. Over the course 
of our expedition we had several friendly conversations. Maximo and Ralf mostly spoke in 
fluent Spanish, Gerlinde, Ralf and myself utilized German and Hirotaka was rather surprised 
to hear polite Japanese Kego from a Polish immigrant living in the USA   
 



 
Maximo Descending between C-2 and C-1, ~22,000ft/6,800m, May 2004 

Battle for Camp Two 
We could not wait any longer, the next day we decided to go for it with the intent of doing a 
carry as high as possible. Loaded to the rim, we slowly worked our way up under the partial 
protection of seracs looming above. The whole right side of the slope was loaded with snow. 
We had to be very careful. Higher up the snow was better, but the weather shattered our 
plans, and we were forced to leave our deposit somewhere in the middle of the face. Tired, 
cold and depressed we trudged down through waist-deep snow down to our tent thinking all 
the while what to do next. Once back in the tent and after inspecting our food and fuel 
supplies, we decided to go down the next day, unless the weather got better. 
 
Sure enough, the very next morning we were greeted with sunshine and calm weather. 
Again we started thinking of the summit and the finish of our struggle. It was tough climbing, 
the deep snow and our heavy packs were not helping. Thank goodness we had snowshoes 
brought in from Seattle!! We finally made it to the flatlands and continued another two miles 
to Camp II at 23,000ft/7,000m.  In all, the journey took us almost 8 hrs and we were tired, 
really tired. 
 



 
Maximo Hinostroza Descending from C-2, 23,000ft/7,000m, May 2004 

 
We spent the evening sorting gear and preparing for our summit bid the next morning. At 
that time we decided against setting up Camp III at 24,500ft/7,450m because we figured it 
would cost us too much energy to fix lines and carry all of our gear even higher. 
 
The route to the summit from Camp II goes at over 45-50 % ice slope up to the North Ridge 
of Shishapangma and then from Camp III, at the shoulder it continues on a ridge, between 
three prominent gendarmes. If the snow conditions are good then we can go around all of 
them on the (east) left side, but if not, then we’d have to climb directly over class 3-4 rock 
with some snow on it. The last gendarme has to be negotiated on the left side regardless of 
snow conditions. On the first section from Camp II to Camp III there are some fixed lines, 
but all of them are buried in ice and snow. Of course all anchors have to be checked too. 
Higher up, fixed lines are few and far between, making progress slow. And all of this had to 
be done at altitudes well above 23,000ft/7,000m 

Summit Bid-Take One! 
We were ready to go at four in the morning, boots on, down gear zipped and hot water bottles 
in our pockets. As we were getting ready winds picked up significantly and we moved 
departure until five am. The winds continued. We gave it a go at six, not realizing how strong 
and cold the wind had become. 
Less than half a mile from the tent we turned back, looking and feeling like popsicles. 
To make things worse I developed a major stomach problem, having to undress several times 
from my harness and down gear in a full blown storm. By the time I got back to the tent I felt 
completely spent and depressed by the outcome of our short-lived summit escapade. 
 
 



 
Camp 2, 7,000m/23,000ft, Maximo and Lantang Himal 
 

Trapped at 23,000ft/7,000m 
My stomach problems continued the remainder of the day and I throw up whatever I tried to 
eat or drink. Things did not look good for my summit bid, and Maximo understandably was 
not happy. Then, as I was getting better the weather angrily turned on us with stronger and 
stronger winds. The next morning we attempted an escape, but soon after leaving we were 
engulfed in a whiteout and ever stronger winds. We had only wanded steep and crevassed 
sections close to Camp I and left no wands on the plateau. Now we were paying dearly for 
that, having trouble finding our way back to Camp II.  
 
As the wind blew over the top of our tent, we wondered how much more force it could take. 
Part of the tent ripped, Maximo and I slept supporting the collapsed side of the tent. Almost 
all of the food and gas were gone; we were trapped for a third night at 23,000 ft with no 
chance of escape in the gale of the blizzard. On the fourth day the weather finally relented 
and we made a run for it. 

Back at Base Camp/Rest 
We walked into base camp late at night. We were amused at the multitude of tents, kitchens 
and related structures from many international expeditions that had arrived while we were at 
Camp I and Camp II. As we walked into our kitchen, our cook Nima looked at us with 
disbelief and astonishment. We realized we haven’t seen each other for more than a week and 
our faces must have looked a bit knackered. 
Then, the gorging session started with fresh bites of Yak meat and chicken chased down with 
some Chinese beer and a gallon of tea. 



The next morning, the food gorging continued with Nima’s excellent rice pudding.  Bowl 
after bowl after bowl, there was no end to the eating and drinking. While we were eating, 
climbers were visiting our quarters with well wishes and questions about the route and fixed 
lines, continuously giving us a hero’s welcome. We had not realized that there was a prior 
weather warning for all climbers in that part of Himalaya to go down below 22,000ft due to 
hurricane-strength winds. As we were heading up to Camp II, everyone else went down to 
ABC and stayed there for 5 days. 
 

  
Shishapangma, after one of the storms. 
 
 

While we rested the second day, the Amical people gave us new weather forecasts, indicating 
a big high pressure approaching, with summit days for May 7-9. Considering all the options, 
a Tibetan boy was sent to base camp with request for Yaks on May 11th. The day was May 
4th and for us this was the final hour,  
make it or break it for the summit bid.  

Attack, Attack, Attack!!!! 
This time the game plan was different, we would to stay behind all of the other expeditions 
and save as much energy as possible. Early in the morning, as we were eating breakfast, base 
camp suddenly emptied of all the willing and able climbers.  The Germans, the Swiss, 
Austrians, Lithuanians and others were all gone. We followed in the footsteps of other 
prospectors, keeping a conservative tempo. 
In about half the usual time we made it to Camp I overtaking some strugglers at the end of 
the trek, and as usual the weather greeted us with flurries and gusts of wind. The next 
morning, May 5th, the plan of action was the same--stay behind! After all that we’ve done 
thus far, we deserved a break  Again, breakfast and preparations were made as a column of 
climbers passed our tent and worked their way up to Camp II. What a difference, walking in 
someone else’s footsteps! The going was as easy as it gets at this altitude and our progress 
was swift.  Just as the second plateau began we caught up with a group of climbers and their 



Sherpas accompanying them. The wind, although persistent, lost most of its strength and we 
arrived at our tent in almost half the time and with only a fraction of our energy lost. 
 
 

Summit Bid, Take Two 
May 6th we woke up at 1am and started getting ready, lighting the stove, making drinks, 
putting on some clothes, then getting back into the sleeping bags. Later on we put on more 
clothing, inner boots, down gear and waited for more hot drinks. We waited for the darn 
wind to die down. Once again the climb, due to persistent winds, was delayed to 4am, then 
5am and 6am. Eventually postponed to the next day. 
 

   
Nangpai Goshun and Gyabrang Glacier, Cho-Oyu Climb, 1999    
 
Then, suddenly at 8am the winds simply vanished. Just like that! Again the weather had us 
on edge, continuously playing with our plans. 
Tomorrow will be our last chance, the gas was almost gone and so were food and our 
patience. 
During the entire day no one showed up from lower Camp II and we remained alone at the 
base of the head wall.  The weather continued to be very good, teasing and laughing at us. 

Summit Bid, Take Three  
At one in the morning on May seventh de-ja-vu, the alarm clock went off for the third time. 
We fired up the stove, crawled back in the sleeping bag and snoozed with one open eye. A 
half hour later we were drinking our first cup of coco, putting on more layers and retreated to 
our sleeping bags. By three we had some down gear on and were forcing in some corn flakes. 
We left the tent shortly before four greeted by a cold and dark night, a sky full of stars and a 
disappearing moon. Maximo led the way. We slowly pulled away from our camp into total 
darkness. 
 



After about an hour Maximo found some old fixed lines and we continued upwards, 
sometimes using them, sometimes fixing new anchors. All this was taking too long and soon 
we were climbing without protection. I started to slowdown, and the situation was getting 
rather tense because no one wanted to lose the summit, but a few exchanges in Polish and 
Spanish cleared the air, and we continued climbing between rocky outcrops following old 
ropes. It wasn’t that I was feeling week, It was that   Maximo was just much faster at that 
altitude.  
 

     
Maximo Henostroza on Nort Ridge of Shishapangma, 7,700m/25,500ft    

 
We finally arrived at camp three at 8am to a warming sun and a deserved rest. 
C-III was an amazing place, perfect for a camp with breath taking views around.  
Then, out of nowhere two climbers appeared in front of us on their way down. Who were 
they? Did they summit? Which way did they go? We didn’t see them climbing up. As it 
turned out one of them was a Spanish climber and the other was a Sherpa, the pair climbed 
only to above camp three. 
 
During our rest at 24,500ft/7,450m, Maximo and I had a small conversation and it was 
determined that I was slowing down significantly and my only option was to start using 
oxygen. Rigging the tank took a few minutes, and we continued with me on oxygen and Max 
without. I instantly noticed the difference, now, not only was I able to keep up with Max’s 
tempo, I was also breaking trail while my partner rested.  
We went around the first gendarme over some steep snow to a flatter section up above, 
continuing on the North West ridge. 
A few minutes later we arrived at the base of a second gendarme aiming at the left corner in 
order to climb around the rock. As we got closer and closer to an open slope, the snow got 
deeper and we were forced to continue straight up over class three and four rocks. 
Near the top, huge plates of shallow snow peeled off from under our feet, making progress 
awfully slow. Undeterred we continued up and soon arrived at the base of the third and final 
gendarme at 25,500ft/7,850m 
 



 
Maximo Henostroza, around 7,900m 

       
One look from Maximo told me that the next lead was mine and I reluctantly started breaking 
trail over some 45% of the terrain. Constantly post-holing, I was making slow progress, but 
we were getting close, very close. Each time a slab of snow would peel off from underneath 
me I would have another heart attack looking at them tumbling into the void below. We 
climbed amongst multitudes of fixed lines crisscrossing our path. They were buried in the 
snow and we were unable to dig them out. We clipped to some anchors hoping for the best. 
 
With time running out we needed to make a move. Something had to change. Maximo took 
over and we got out of the deep snow to the final headwall below the summit. Deep snow 
changed to hard pack and then to a steep icy slope with something that looked like a fix line 
in the distance. Indeed Maximo had found a good fixed line going all way to the summit 
ridge.  Hallelujah! Soon I found myself clipping onto it and moving up, unsure where the 
summit was. Minutes later I saw horizontal ridge leading to Shishapangma,s Main summit. 
 

 
Maximo nearing the summit. 
 



Maximo was already on top. I was putting one foot in front of the other with whatever energy 
I had left, wondering when it would all end.  
Crampons, left, right and jerking ascender up the rope, then pulling again on the rope and 
kicking my crampons in a concrete-like ice. The steepness of the slope made me wonder, 
how in a hell am I goanna get off this thing? Soon thereafter, my own and personal Shangri-
la, I arrived at the summit and to Maximo,s congratulatory hand shake. Clipping into the 
anchor, I marveled at the landscape around me, Lantang Himal to the west, Everest, Cho-Oyu 
and Garushankar to the east, desolate Tibet to the north and Nepal to the south. With cold 
wind nipping at our faces, we really didn’t talk; we let our minds grasp the experience. Then 
we took pictures and congratulated each other again, happy that we made it. 
In the process Maximo became the first Peruvian to Summit Shishapangma and I fulfilled my 
dream of climbing one of the 26,000ers/8,000m 
 

 
Summit, Maximo Hinostroza, May 7th 2004 
 

 
 

 
Summit, Marek Wencel, May 7th 2004 
 



Escape from the Top 
Happiness could not last forever, for we had to go down, and fast! At 3pm, it was getting late 
and winds became stronger by the minute. Without delay we started to rappel and down 
climb, engulfed in strong gusts and ever-present spindrifts. Just below 26,000ft my oxygen 
ran out and I continued climbing down, not feeling much of difference without it. Maximo 
was hustling me from behind, Vamos!! Vamos!! 
No longer were we concerned about unstable snow or the right knot. We just ran down as fast 
as we could, warming our fingers and protecting our face from the winds. Soon thereafter my 
glasses and goggles froze to the point I could not see at all, so I continued without them 
feeling my eyes freeze with every gust of wind. The cold was ever-present with no place to 
hide. We continued our descent to the safety of Camp III.    
It always amazed me how self preservation instincts kick in, for despite the cold, the 
exhaustion and the extreme conditions, we somehow found strength to go on. 
Four hours later, utterly exhausted, we found ourselves back at Camp III, where we were 
greeted with some drinks by German climbers who arrived there earlier in the day. We were 
losing light rapidly so we considered staying overnight at high camp and then continue 
descending to our tent early in the morning. But soon our hopes were dashed as we learned 
all three tents were packed with climbers. 
 

Camp Two at Last 
We continued downwards in a total darkness following repaired fixed lines. 
Protected by the ridge in a windless night we continued to follow the lines while 
experiencing the surreal feeling of seeing only the rope in front of us as we moved into the 
void ahead. At 9pm we were finally able to find our tent and settle in totally spent. 
We were tired and dehydrated and I knew we needed to drink something fast. 
The warmer the better! The stove was rattling before I even took my boots off and soon we 
were sipping hot Gatorade.  
 

    
Camp 2, Sunset, 23,000ft/7,000m 
 



Early in the morning on May 8th we woke up to pounding headaches caused by severe 
dehydration. The tent was a mess, gear all over and kitchen in total disarray, pee bottle 
frozen, and empty gas cartridges littering every corner of the tent. Nonetheless we looked at 
each other and smiled like two kids, knowing the worst was over and we were safe and 
victorious. 

Trek to Base Camp 
After some tea, we run out of gas and we had no choice but to start packing and going down. 
Utterly tired we hiked over endless flatland, first passing the empty tents of lower Camp II 
and then going down steep slopes toward Camp I. A few hours later we walked into Camp I, 
cooked hot soup, rested a bit and folded our camp. Maximo called Nima to meet us at camp 
deposit and help with the loads because by now we were carrying gear from two camps 
loaded into two 80lbs packs, one small pack and a garbage bag. 
As planned, Nima met us with hot drinks, and together we continued over penitents and 
along the glacier to the base camp. 
Maximo’s and my packs weighted close to 80lbs/40kg, but this was nothing in comparison to 
Nima’s pack, it must have been well over 100lbs/50kg! Loaded with gear from camp deposit. 
Following small trails and spurs, we would walk for a few minutes and then rest, up and 
down cursing every step and every boulder along the way. We walked into base camp in total 
darkness. There was no welcoming party or anyone to congratulate our success, it was just 
Nima , Maximo and me, just the way we wanted. 
 
 
 
   
 


