Text 4:  From The Telegraph’s Just Back: A gruelling trek in Nepal
Denis Spencer wins this week's Just Back travel writing contest for his tale of a challenging climb to Everest Base Camp in the Himalayas of Nepal

Giardia struck on the first night of the trek. After flying from Kathmandu to Lukla, the most dangerous airstrip in the world, all 10 of us gathered in a meadow to be briefed by Jigme, our sirdar, who was to lead our trek to Everest Base Camp and Kala Patthar. 

The herder arrived with his four yaks and took our baggage, leaving us only eight to 10 kilos to carry to base camp, our target for day 10 of our 14-day challenge. 

The lavatory at Monjo became my world on night one. When morning came, my colleagues headed off on the six-hour slog to Namche. Two hours later I followed, a Nepalese porter carrying my day sack. Punctuated by desperate lavatory breaks, the next 48 hours were joyless and the lack of food debilitating. Could recovery be achieved or was my holiday over? 

Well briefed and relatively experienced, we all knew the score: nausea, insomnia, diarrhoea and loss of appetite would come and go and, for some, mild symptoms of acute mountain sickness (AMS). 

The acclimatisation process was thorough, with the sacred mantra of “climb high, sleep low” knocked into our consciousness. At 12,700ft (day seven), we were all on song as we toiled to the base camp of Ama Dablam. The most beautiful mountain in the world is known as “Mother’s Necklace” because of its representation of a benign mother- figure with arms extended. The hanging glacier is reminiscent of the traditional necklace-purse worn throughout rural Nepal. 

The group had bonded strongly and our professional team were wonderful, especially Jigme. He had perfect English, a wicked sense of humour, a repertoire of John Lennon songs and a quiet, authoritative style. 

The food was uninviting but nutritious and essential fuel when we were burning up to 5,000 calories a day. We did our best to consume three litres of liquids a day, to compensate for the high moisture loss associated with the thin air. 

Prayer flags blessed by the Lama at Namche were tagged with the names of loved ones and we doggedly bore them up the edge of the Khumbu glacier to set them on the cairn at Everest Base Camp (17,384ft). The emotional highlight was watching as Himalayan winds carried our prayers to the Buddha. 

The hardest day followed. Two of our group had mild AMS, three more were debilitated. The five still standing set off at 5am, at a temperature of 10F (-12C) plus wind chill. We laboured to the top of Kala Patthar, at 18,200ft. Halfway up, dawn broke and finally we hit the summit. 

By this point, we were totally spent and my 72 years were beginning to show. Why, oh why was I doing this? Then the sun’s rays breached the top of Island Peak and rested upon Nuptse, Lhotse and Everest. In the gin-clear air, I saw the face of God. 
Source B: 19th century prose non-fiction

 An extract from the diary of Captain Robert Scott’s ill-fated expedition to reach the South Pole.

 Tuesday, December 5. 
We awoke this morning to a raging, howling blizzard. After a minute or two in the open, one is covered from head to foot in fine powdery snow. The ponies are covered with ice and standing deep in snow, the sledges are almost covered, and there are huge drifts above the tents. We have had a thin breakfast, four biscuits with butter and some strong cocoa with sugar, and are now again in our sleeping bags. One cannot see the next tent, let alone the land. What on earth does such weather mean at this time of year? It is more than our share of ill-fortune, I think, and I doubt if any party could travel in such weather. It has blown hard all day with quite the greatest snowfall I remember. The drifts around the tents are simply huge. And yet the temperature was only just below freezing and, as a consequence, there are pools of water on everything, the tents are wet through, also the wind clothes, night boots, etc; water drips from the tent poles and door, lies on the floor-cloth, soaks the sleeping-bags, and makes everything pretty wretched. We are all very, very wet. If a cold snap follows before we have had time to dry our things, we shall be mighty uncomfortable. To raise our spirits tonight we had a supper with horsemeat and biscuits, though this was the last of the horsemeat. We now have only pemmican to eat, a mixture of dried beef and fat, but we know we must ration that too. 
Wednesday, December 6. 
Noon. Miserable, utterly miserable. The tempest continues to rage violently. The temperature is now above freezing and everything in the tent is soaking. People returning from the outside look exactly as though they had been in a heavy shower of rain. They drip pools on the floor of the tents. The snow is steadily climbing higher about walls, ponies, tents, and sledges. The ponies look utterly desolate. A hopeless feeling descends and is hard to fight off. What immense patience is needed for such occasions! At 5pm there came signs of a break at last, and now one can see the land, but the sky is still overcast and there is a lot of snow about. Tea was a little pemmican with biscuits and butter and cocoa which we drank with plenty of sugar.  Outside, the wind also remains fairly strong. It is not pleasant, but if no worse in the morning we can get on at last. Tonight we went to bed still hungry but with a cup of strong tea and pemmican. 
Thursday, December 7. 
The storm continues and the situation is now serious. One small feed remains for the ponies after today, so that we must either march tomorrow or sacrifice the animals. The storm shows no sign of dying down and it is as unpleasant as ever. I can find no sign of an end, and all of us agree that it is utterly impossible to move.
