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For as long as people have looked for adventure, some have also found danger, and when it comes to stories of survival few can match the true tales told in this book. Sometimes the individuals know they are taking huge risks, while others are just incredibly unlucky. But in every case these men, women and children have been forced to battle against almost impossible odds – at sea, in the air, and in horrifying situations down on the ground.


As you’ll read in the following pages, they needed to find amazing reserves of strength, fortitude and self-belief to come through it all safely. Not everyone emerges unscathed, and quite a few suffer serious injuries, but their stories are exciting, insightful and inspirational – and, however unbelievable, absolutely true.
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JULIANE KOEPCKE



The girl who fell from the sky
(Peru, 1971)







On Christmas Eve, seventeen-year-old Juliane Koepcke was flying high above the South American rainforest when the airliner carrying her and her mother was hit by a violent storm. The previous evening had been prom night at  
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Koepcke’s school, but now term was over and they were heading home for the holidays. Home meant the remote Amazonian town of Pucallpa in Peru, where Koepcke’s father, Hans-Wilhelm, worked as a biologist. Her mother, Maria, was an ornithologist who studied birds and their behaviour. Sharing her parents’ passion for science and nature, Koepcke planned to follow their example by studying biology at university.


On board the four-engined Lockheed Electra aeroplane she could hear other passengers complaining because their flight had been delayed by nearly seven hours. But they were airborne now and Koepcke was happy to be on holiday and looking forward to seeing her father. From her window seat she noticed storm clouds in the distance, but she loved flying and had no reason to feel afraid.







Her mother felt less relaxed about the storm. Never quite believing that something metal could rival the birds she studied, Maria didn’t like flying at the best of times. Now she began to feel anxious as the Electra dipped suddenly and entered a massive,  







rain-dark cloud. Before long the plane was being buffeted about by the air currents, and after a few minutes even Koepcke began to feel that something wasn’t quite right.


Bags and other pieces of luggage started to fall from the overhead racks and drinks tipped into passengers’ laps. Soon Christmas presents and parcels began bouncing around the cabin as the aircraft was pitched up and down by the turbulence.


Through her window Koepcke could see flashes of lightning around  







She began to feel anxious as the Electra dipped suddenly and entered a massive, rain-dark cloud  
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the aircraft. With the storm obviously closing in she too began to feel scared. Above the sound of the propellers several passengers could be heard crying as she reached across for her mother’s hand.


The violent pitching continued like this for nearly ten minutes, throwing the aircraft this way and that. Gripping her mother’s hand more tightly now, Koepcke looked out of the window and saw that one of the engines was glowing brightly. Her mother also noticed this and very quietly said, ‘That is the end. It’s all over.’ These were the last words Koepcke ever heard her say.


Moments later the cabin was plunged into darkness, and the Electra went into a steep nosedive. Koepcke couldn’t see anything in the pitch black, and could hear nothing but the roar of the engines. Then, just as suddenly,  







everything went silent. With a shock the teenager realised she was somehow outside the aeroplane, still strapped in her seat but tumbling over and over and over. With nothing around her but the rush of cold air, she was plummeting down towards the jungle.







Coming out of the clouds she momentarily glimpsed the tops of the trees spinning up to meet her like a patch of giant broccoli. It was petrifying, but she must have passed out immediately because the next thing she remembered was waking up the following morning. It was Christmas Day. She was still strapped into her seat, but it was now wedged firmly into the ground.


Forty minutes after taking off, the aircraft had apparently been struck by lightning, one deadly bolt causing a fuel tank to explode and rip off the right wing. As the fuselage began to disintegrate around her, Koepcke had  







With a shock the teenager realised she was somehow outside the aeroplane
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been thrown clear of the airborne wreckage and then fell more than two miles down into the jungle below.







Despite the trauma of this experience, she realised at once what had happened. Looking up at the trees she knew she had survived an air disaster, probably because her seat had broken the fall as she crashed through the dense foliage.







Looking up at the trees she knew she had survived an air disaster  







Unsurprisingly, the seventeen-year-old was in considerable pain and feeling dizzy. She had broken her collarbone, damaged a ligament in one knee, and sustained deep cuts and bruises as she hit the ground. Her left eye was also swollen shut, but she could still walk and knew she had to start finding a way to safety.


Koepcke had learned enough about the jungle from her parents to know it wasn’t as dangerous as people like to think. Travelling on foot, it was important to keep a cool head and not do anything foolish, but she had no idea where she was, or where any of the other passengers had come down. She had also lost a shoe and her glasses, which complicated things as she was very short-sighted. Nor was she dressed for a jungle trek, with only a light cotton summer dress to protect her from the hordes of biting, stinging insects that were buzzing all around her.


The first thing to establish was if anyone else was nearby, especially her mother, but when Koepcke called out there was no response except the chatter of startled animals. Some time later she was thrilled to hear an aircraft circling overhead. Presumably the crew were looking for survivors, but since she couldn’t see the plane through the thick canopy of trees she  
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quickly guessed they couldn’t see her either. This realisation made her feel utterly alone.







For a while the Koepckes had lived in a remote scientific research station, and Hans-Wilhelm had taught his daughter some useful survival tips. For example, he told her that walking through shallow  







water can be safer than walking on land – snakes and other venomous creatures are hard to spot on the ground and may attack if anyone steps too near them. Koepcke also knew that jungle settlements tend to be built along rivers, so if she stayed near water she would stand a better chance of meeting someone and finding help.


Until this happened, however, her situation looked desperate. She had nothing to eat except a small bag of sweets, and she had no idea how far she might have to walk to reach safety. Soon dozens of insects were dropping onto her skin and climbing into her hair, and with the sun up the rain forest was unbearably hot. It was also very wet because torrential storms like the one that had brought down the Electra continued on and off throughout the day.


Having failed to find signs of anyone nearby Koepcke started to walk, and when she came to a small stream she decided to follow it. It was lucky that there was plenty of water to drink, but the rainy season meant there was no ripe fruit on the trees, and from her parents’ jungle training she knew that eating anything else would be too risky.


At nightfall the temperature dropped dramatically, and with her sleeveless dress wet through Koepcke felt terribly cold. She also felt very lonely as well as frightened. Unable to sleep, she sat shivering as she listened  







Walking through shallow water can be safer than walking on land
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to the startling sounds of the rainforest at night. The following morning she continued slowly along the course of the stream. It didn’t take long before the little bag of sweets was empty, and when her watch stopped she rapidly lost track of time.







After a couple of days she heard the sound of a king vulture somewhere nearby. From her mother Koepcke knew these huge carnivores tend to land only where there is lots of food around. Knowing they eat only dead animals, she had to consider the gruesome possibility that the bird was looking for bodies from the plane.


To her horror her fears were proved correct shortly afterwards when she stumbled upon a bank of seats from the aircraft. It was partly buried in the undergrowth and Koepcke could see three bodies still strapped in place. For a moment she thought one of them might be her mother, but then she noticed nail varnish on the toes, which Maria never wore. In fact, Koepcke never did find any more survivors during her time in the jungle; she later learned that of the ninety-one people on board the Electra she was the only one left alive.


For several days she continued her journey downstream, alternately walking and swimming. This made her progress very slow, and swimming led to serious burns from the sun beating down on her back and arms. Together with her other injuries this caused her more and more pain, while a lack of sleep and the effort needed to keep moving only added to her exhaustion. She was also alarmed to find that the insect bites were becoming infected and that live maggots were now burrowing under her skin.


After a week Koepcke realised that she could no longer hear aircraft  







It didn’t take long before the little bag of sweets was empty
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above, meaning that the authorities must have stopped looking for survivors. This scared her but also made her very angry, knowing they had given up even though she was in the jungle below still fighting for her life. She began to despair, but on the ninth day, to her astonishment and delight, she found an old, broken-down boat on a stretch of riverbank where she’d been resting.







Her first thought was to take the boat, but she didn’t want to be accused of stealing. Instead she looked around and noticed a path running up the bank and into the trees. Climbing the path took all her strength as she was so tired and hungry, but at the top she found a small shack. Inside it was an outboard motor and a can of fuel, which  







reminded her of a trick her father used to cure the family dog of worms.


Pouring petrol onto her wounds ought to kill the maggots, or at least get them off her skin. Koepcke knew the stinging would be excruciating but it had to be worth a try. After dousing one arm in the flammable liquid she counted no fewer than forty maggots as they dropped out of her wounds and onto the ground. The effort left her even more exhausted, and wrapping herself in a tarpaulin from the shack she quickly fell asleep.


Waking the following day Koepcke didn’t feel much better and decided to stay in the shelter a bit longer because she was too tired to move. Outside she could hear another rainstorm beginning, but later, as the rain died away, she thought she could hear voices approaching the shack. Struggling to her feet and pulling open the door she was overjoyed to see three forestry workers. The men were astonished, and she quickly explained about the crash and how she had spent the last ten days alone in the forest.







Climbing the path took all her strength as she was so tired and hungry, but at the top she found a small shack
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The men offered her some food, but after so long without anything except water she was unable to eat. They quickly decided to take her downriver in their canoe. After seven hours on the water she was flown to a hospital, and then reunited with her father in Pucallpa. Happily, Koepcke went on to make a full recovery, although for years afterwards she was haunted by nightmares about her ordeal and the loss of her mother and the other passengers. Juliane Koepcke never lost her love of biology, however, and after qualifying in Germany she has returned to Peru many times to visit the rainforest and study its wildlife.
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DOUGLAS MAWSON



The man who came home alone
(Antarctica, 1912)







A time known as the heroic age of polar exploration saw several explorers racing to be the first to reach the South Pole. However, other explorers were more interested in research than glory. With a team of two dozen scientists, the Australian geologist Douglas Mawson set out on a dangerous mission to  
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study the vast frozen continent of Antarctica.


The men established a base camp on the coast, a cramped wooden hut that quickly became snowbound. Setting out from here Mawson and two of his companions began to explore inland. Lieutenant Belgrave Ninnis was in charge of the dogs used to pull supplies and equipment. Xavier Mertz, a champion skier from Switzerland, came with the skills of an experienced mountaineer. Keen to examine the geology of the region, the three planned to trek more than 1,200 miles across the ice, but after six weeks they’d managed to cover little more than a quarter of this distance.


In what experts agree is the windiest place on Earth, the weather was far worse than Mawson had anticipated. Wind speeds in Antarctica can hit nearly two hundred miles an hour and roaring windstorms frequently last for weeks on end. When this happens it is impossible to stand upright, and with visibility as low as three feet the men often had to resort to crawling forward on their hands and knees.







At night they pitched their tents against the howling wind, and each morning a mask of ice and snow would form on their faces. Bizarrely, this offered them some protection from the ferocity of the weather. The trio managed to make good progress to begin  







with, but as their pace slowed it was becoming clear that they were heading into danger.


The three men had successfully traversed two huge glaciers and were 311 miles from base when Ninnis suddenly disappeared. The ground he was crossing looked like solid ice but it was actually just a  







Each morning a mask of ice and snow would form on their faces





11






[image: image]





fragile crust of frozen snow. Beneath this lay a crevasse so deep it might as well have been bottomless, and when the crisp snow gave way under his weight Ninnis  







fell into the void with his sledge and six of the twelve dogs.


There was no hope of rescuing Ninnis or the animals, since even crawling to the edge of the crevasse meant risking further tragedy. Mawson and Mertz estimated that Ninnis must have fallen at least 150 feet, which was beyond the reach of the ropes they carried on the remaining sledge and made it impossible to save him, even if he’d survived.


Besides the shock of losing their friend, the two men now faced potential disaster. Their tent and waterproof clothing had disappeared into the crevasse, along with most of the food. All the food for the dogs was lost as well, and vital tools such as the pickaxe and shovel. Mawson and Mertz still had a stove, fuel and sleeping bags, but barely enough food for ten days.


Their only option was to turn back, but with a return journey of several weeks their situation looked extremely bleak. By retracing their steps the two men could at least recover some damaged equipment they’d abandoned a couple of days earlier. Some of it might prove useful now that they were in such danger, but there was still the problem of where to find food.


Mawson felt there were two courses open to them. The first was to take the route back along the coast, where they might supplement their rations by killing seals for meat. This was a much longer route, however, and the terrain would be harder and more dangerous. Alternatively pushing further south would get them get back to the hut more quickly but without  







Beneath this lay a crevasse so deep it might as well have been bottomless
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the possibility of seal meat they would have to kill some of the dogs. This was a horrible decision to have to make but the only way to feed  







themselves and the remaining animals.


It was a grim task but they shot the weakest dog first. Before setting out for the hut they fried some of the meat for themselves and gave the raw remainder to the hungry pack.  







The flavour was on the whole quite good, Mertz thought, except for the liver, which was too stringy to chew properly.


Mawson suggested that from then on they ought to trek at night: the colder temperatures would make their progress over the frozen snow faster than during the day. When not travelling they would rest in a temporary shelter which Mertz rigged up from a tent cover and ski poles.


On long expeditions it’s often only the thought of a break and a hot meal that keeps polar explorers pushing on, but with supplies severely rationed both men now tried desperately not to think about how hungry they were. As the days wore on it was obvious the dogs were also weakening from the lack of food. Two more were shot, and once again the men kept the best bits for themselves and threw the rest to the remaining three dogs.


Before long all the dogs were despatched in this way. Forced to haul everything themselves, the men were beginning to feel ill as well as worn out. Mawson noted in his diary that Mertz was ‘off colour’, but in fact both of them were suffering badly. Besides stomach pains and diarrhoea, Mawson and Mertz noticed their skin was beginning to peel off in great chunks. Neither knew it but this was a classic symptom of vitamin A poisoning, a side effect of eating dog liver, which is toxic to humans.







It was a grim task but they shot the weakest dog first
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Mertz was sickening much faster than Mawson, and was soon having regular fits and finding it difficult to even talk. After rapidly weakening he died peacefully at two o’clock one morning, leaving Mawson alone and more than a hundred miles from safety. Worse still, he knew that if he failed to reach the hut within the next seven days the ferocity of the returning Antarctic winter would mean the ship that was scheduled to take the scientists home would not be able to come back for him for another eight months.


Depressed and badly frostbitten, Mawson buried his friend and rested for a day, during which time he inspected his feet. He was horrified to find the soles literally falling off in two blood-soaked pieces, another result of eating dog liver. After bandaging his feet tightly he pulled on six pairs of socks to hold everything in place. Then, in excruciating pain, he resumed his long, lonely walk.


More than once the ground gave way beneath him and, like Ninnis, Mawson tumbled down into a deep crevasse. He was only saved by the rope attached to the sledge, which remained wedged above him. Fearing he would  







never make it back to the hut he tried desperately to find the strength and willpower to haul himself up the rope. For a while he just hung there until, from somewhere within himself, he found what he needed and began to climb. The effort nearly killed him, and once back on the surface he could do no more than lie  







on the frozen ground while drifting in and out of consciousness.


Alone in the endless blizzard, simple things such as erecting the shelter now took hours to complete, and with no dogs to pull the sledge Mawson’s rate of progress was slowing by the day. Aware that he might never reach  







He was only saved by the rope attached to the sledge, which remained wedged above him
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the hut, he contemplated giving up. Several times he thought he should just  







eat what little food remained and then wait to die. Fortunately, he resisted the temptation. Desperately hungry but hoping for the best, he decided to push on as fast as he could.



OEBPS/images/page_ii.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_iii.jpg







OEBPS/images/page012.jpg






OEBPS/images/page013.jpg






OEBPS/images/page010.jpg






OEBPS/images/page011.jpg






OEBPS/images/page014.jpg





OEBPS/images/page015.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


    

      Contents



      

               		Cover



               		Copyright



               		Title



               		Juliane Koepcke: The girl who fell from the sky (Peru, 1971)



               		Douglas Mawson: The man who came home alone (Antarctica, 1912)



               		Hans Peter Strelczyk and Günter Wetzel: The friends who crossed the border by balloon (Germany, 1979)



               		Tami Oldham: The woman who sailed into a hurricane (Pacific Ocean, 1983)



               		Roger Chapman and Roger Mallinson: The men who shared a sandwich on the seabed (Atlantic Ocean, 1973)



               		Aron Ralston: The canyoneer who cut off his own arm (Colorado, U.S.A. 2003)



               		Poon Lim: The man who sucked blood from a shark (Atlantic Ocean, 1942)



               		Ernest Shackleton: The commander who saved his crew (Antarctica, 1914)



               		Hugh Glass: The trapper who grappled with a grizzly (Missouri River, U.S.A. 1823)



               		Mauro Prosperi: The desert runner who drank his own wee (Sahara, 1994)



               		Sue Ruff and Bruce Nelson: The couple who were blasted by a volcano (Washington State, U.S.A. 1980)



               		Colby Coombs: The mountaineer who overcame an avalanche (Alaska, 1992)



               		Eric LeMarque: The snowboarder who took a deadly wrong turn (California, U.S.A. 2004)



               		Craig Hosking: The pilot who crashed inside a volcano (Hawaii, 1992)



               		Anna Bågenholm: The woman who froze to death – yet lived (Norway, 1999)



               		Johann Westhauser: The caver who got trapped for a dozen days (Germany, 2014)



               		John Capes: The survivor no one believed (Greece, 1941)



               		Leonid Rogozov: The doctor who operated on himself (Antarctica, 1961)



               		Rob Tesar: The student who was sucked under by quicksand (Utah, U.S.A. 2011)



               		Greg Rasmussen: The conservationist who crashed in the Kalahari (Zimbabwe, 2003)



               		Brant Webb and Todd Russell: The miners who spent two weeks underground (Tasmania, 2006)



               		Claudio Corti: The climber who was snatched from the wall of death (Switzerland, 1957)



               		Yossi Ghinsberg: The adventurer who went over a waterfall (Bolivia, 1981)



               		Epilogue



	    



        



       

            

			Cover



			Start



           



       







		i



		ii



		iii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188











OEBPS/images/page_i.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
FOR AS LONG AS PEOPLE HAVE LOOKED FOR ADVENTURE,
SOME HAVE ALSO FOUND DANGER . ..

DAavip LonNc

FERY

e

= %

KeERrrRYy HYNDMAN





OEBPS/images/page001.jpg





OEBPS/images/page002.jpg





OEBPS/images/page005.jpg





OEBPS/images/page006.jpg





OEBPS/images/page003.jpg





OEBPS/images/page004.jpg





OEBPS/images/page009.jpg





OEBPS/images/page007.jpg





OEBPS/images/page008.jpg





