
BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL VOLUME 281 20 SEPTEMBER 1980 793

of the health service would favour at least updating the regula-
tions to bring them into line with the conditions of a five-day
working week.
One explanation for the (assumed) absence of action might be

simply that the issue still awaits decision because of bureaucratic
lethargy or comparable reasons of an administrative character.
Another explanation would take account of the two-way link
between duration of illness and the maximum life of a sick note,
which was mentioned in the article. The policymakers may
thus have decided against a four-day limit on the ground that it
might result in more work days lost as a result of certified

sickness. Despite the absence of documentary evidence to prove
the point, this may well not be too sinister an explanation.
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MATERIA NON MEDICA

A walk to Everest

Having climbed Kilimanjaro, wandered around the edge of the
Amazon Basin, and cycled 500 miles across Kenya on a tandem,
I applied to join, with two companions, a 200-mile walk to the base
camp on Mount Everest. When I added that I was blind, there was a
long pause at the end of the telephone. But I was invited to join the
expedition and spent a year in preparation-sleeping in the snow,
finding the best way to cross logs and stepping stones, and walking in
the Peak district.

In November last year we set off from Katmandu with 14 other
trekkers and 34 porters. The Newars carry their loads suspended
from wooden yokes across their shoulders, while the Sherpas carry
100 lb loads on their backs by a thong over their foreheads. Even
with these heavy weights the Sherpas could overtake us and still
have enough wind left to sing and play the mouth organ.
The path was so rough and narrow that I had to follow directly

behind my guide for all but a few miles, holding on to straps attached
to the back of his haversack. We crossed deep ravines on narrow
tree trunks, which I crawled over. We crossed rivers on rickety
suspension bridges with no sides or used rocks as stepping stones.
Here my guide placed the end of my long cane on the right side of
the rock; then I, standing on one leg, slid my boot down the cane so
that it landed on the right spot. A spiked metal tip to my cane gave
great help in crossing glacial moraines and ice-covered rocks. In
some places avalanches had obstructed the trail and as I clung to
the rock face and heard the river several thousand feet below the
feeling of exposure was very real.
At first there was no ice on the Khumbu Glacier, only a heap of

rocky rubble laid on top of the ice. As we clambered across the rocks,
one of my companions saw some blue ice in the middle, where the
glacier was a thousand yards wide. As he looked a crack suddenly
developed 12 feet from where he was standing and then snapped shut.
The cracking of the glacier became ominous as the day became
warmer. I would hear a crack close by which would then spread to
right and left and made me realise just how large this enormous
heaving amphitheatre in front of Everest was. Avalanches were
frequent and sounded like distant thunder.
The local Sherpas thought I was drunk, holding on behind my

friend and occasionally stumbling. They were astonished when they
discovered I was blind and even more so when they found out that I
worked as a physiotherapist. The local blind seldom leave their huts
and their lives are ones of inactivity and loss of self respect, which
makes me realise how lucky I am, being blind, to live in England,
where I can work and finance such expeditions as climbing Everest.
This is thanks to the doctors and physiotherapists for allowing the
training of blind people and the blind organisations for providing
it.-M R TETLEY (physiotherapist, St Albans).

Arma virumque cano

I well remember with what enthusiasm I bartered a large bag of
marbles in exchange for a heavy pile of old copies of War Illustrated.
This joumal was started by Sir John Hammerton in 1914 and con-
tinued to come out weekly until after the Armistice. Each number was
well illustrated with photographs and maps and conscientiously
covered all theatres and aspects of the 1914-8 war. Only 20 years later
Sir John brought his magazine out of retirement and again completed
his exciting narrative ofwar as it happened.

These faded pages from the Great War fascinated me at the age of
13 in 1938. It may not have shown in the classroom, but I became a
bit of an expert on Central Europe and the Baltic. I used to study in
detail the maps of the Austrian campaign in Galicia and, for example,
knew all about the strategic importance of Przemysl, even if I only
learnt how to pronounce the name of this garrison town from a Polish
immigrant doctor in London some four years ago. So it was not
surprising that when Solzhenitsyn brought out his novel August 1914
I devoured it with interest, for I knew about the Huguenot Von
Fran9ois, who had won the battle of Tannenberg, even if Hindenburg
and Ludendorff gained the credit.

Since I moved to a small town in Alberta, the old people who live in
our "Manor House" have given me endless fascination. Here were
many of the men and women, now well into their 80s, who emigrated
in the 1920s from a war-shattered Europe. They are not the original
homesteaders in these parts but the second or third wave ofimmigrants
to Alberta. Many were driven to a new land by sheer desperation.
All in their time have worked the Albertan earth as their forefathers
had done in Europe.
Now, in their retirement, the life they led before crossing the

Atlantic has captured my imagination. The predominant ethnic
group is Finn; next come the Estonians. Did this widow's husband
support Marshal Mannerheim, or the Reds, in 1919 ? Does this old
Polish gentleman recall the Battle of Tannenberg? Faced with a
snapshot of a handsome young subaltern in the Russian Army, seated
with his dog at his side, I do not find it difficult to recognise an
Estonian of 89 years. Another Estonian, charming and cultured, with
a degree in forestry from Talinin University, told me how in 1919 he
was a cadet and part of the crew of an armoured train whose howitzers
could command a range of 15 miles on either side of the railway, and
how proud he was to have helped the White Russians in their cam-
paign of liberation of the Baltic States.
An old Ukrainian was in the Russian cavalry force that attempted to

envelop Warsaw in 1919 under General Tuchechewsky. The latter
was badly beaten by Pilsudski's cavalry in what must have been an
extraordinary campaign. The Russian marshal, of course, fell victim
to the Stalin purges of 1936.
As these old people near the end of their days, their human ex-

periences go sadly unrecorded. And when we talk they little know how
much pleasure they give to their physician in reminding him of the
felicitous barterings of a callow youth.-ALLAN GRAY (Eckville,
Alberta).

Correction

Printed information for the lay public on cardiovascular
disease

We regret than an error occurred in this article by Mr M O'Hanrahan and
others (30 August, p 597). The last three columns of the table in section (d)
of the Appendix should have read as follows:

No

Name and strength am pm

Pressure x 10 mg 1 1
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