

        

            

                

            

        




	



The Temple on The Mountain


	 


	My grandfather never spoke of the mountain after he came home. When he came home, we knew what had happened.  The local and national news media carried the story.  He barely made it off the mountain.  He loved climbing and there was no way to keep him off the peaks, even though he had celebrated his 65th birthday shortly before leaving for Nepal.  The blizzards came early and his team was trapped just a couple thousand feet below the summit.  They stayed shut down in that one spot for days, unable to move, supplies rapidly running out.  The Sherpas went for help, but they got caught in a freak storm that wiped them off the mountain.  Grandpa radioed for help.  Luckily, he was able to get a few signals out, but after all was said and done, no one would be able to reach them for at least 48 hours.  Visibility was down to less than 10 yards and the storm showed no signs of letting up.  Grandpa settled in with his harmonica and began writing in his beloved journal…he didn’t expect that anyone would ever read the words, but jotting them down with his cold frozen fingers gave him comfort…..


	 


	 




	



December 17, 1984…….26,500 feet….5:16 pm


	 


	……if you are reading this, then I made it….or you found it wrapped around my frozen fingers…either way, it helps to write…I miss you Martha…….I want to come home…..but now, I need to write……it should come as no surprise that such a rugged, sprawling wilderness of snowy valleys and soaring peaks has become firmly entrenched in the folklore and mythology of the local peoples. It is also believed to be a place of ghosts. I did not intend to become a ghost up here…but the good lord seemed to have a different scenario in mind………. the Himalayas have long been seen by the native Sherpas as the realm of numerous spirits, gods, and ghosts…….so cold up here….
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