was a question of how to get over or around it, and we
could find only one possible way. This was along a
steep, narrow gap between one side of the rock and the
inner side of an adjoining cornice, and Hillary, now
going first, worked his way up it,-slewly and carefully, to
a sort of platform above. While climbing, he had to press
backwards with his feet against the cornice, and I
belayed him from below as strongly as I could, for there
was great danger of the ice giving way. Luckily, however,
it did not. Hillary got up safely to the top of the rock and
then held the rope while I came alfter.
) "~ Here again I must be honest and say that I do not feel
( his account, as told in The Conquest of Everest, is wholly
| accurate. For one thing, he has written that this gap
| up the rock wall was about forty feet high, but in my
judgment it was little more than fifteen. Also, he gives
the impression that it was only he who really climbed it
on his own, and that he then practically pulled me, so
that I “finally collapsed exhausted at the top, like a giant
|\ fish when it has just been hauled from the sea alfter a
\_ terrible struggle.” Since then I have heard plenty about
‘ that “fish,” and I admit I do not like it. For it is the plain
\( truth that no one pulled or hauled me up the gap. |
climbed it myself, just as Hillary had done; and if he
| was protecting me with the rope while I was doing it,
this was no more than I had done for him. In speaking
' of this I must make one thing very plain. Hillary is my
! friend. He is a fine climber and a fine man, and [ am
‘ proud to have gone with him to the top of Everest. But I
’ do feel that in his story of our final climb he is not quite
fair to me; that all the way through he indicates that
when things went well it was his doing and when things
' went badly it was mine. For this is simply not true.
I Nowhere do I make the suggestion that I could have
climbed Everest by myself; and I do not think Hillary
. should suggest that he could have, or that I could not
' have done it without his help. All the way up and down
’ we helped, and were helped by, each other—and that
was the way it should be. But we were not leader and SO e
led. We were partners. . A Critical Viewing
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; gLy s . : ; . : [Speculate]
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