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Chapter 1 

 
The rock wall was forty feet straight up, as high as a four-story building.  Eli 

Walter looked up the length of the rock wall with a big smile.  Today in the gym he and 

four other boys were going to be timed!  Each boy had to wear a harness, and the floor 

was covered with thick mats.  Still, Eli could sense his mother’s nervousness at what was 

about to take place.  He noted her standing with the other parents, rubbing her hands 

together.  She did that only when she was nervous about something.   

“Listen to the instructor, and don’t do anything foolish.” Mom’s words on the 

way in echoed in his head.  Eli loved to climb the rock wall, and of course would obey all 

instructions.  He liked baseball and swimming also, but indoor rock climbing – always in 

Bubba’s Gym – was his favorite sport.   

The group of five boys, all ten years old, gathered around the instructor, a young 

man about twenty years old.  “OK, boys, listen up.  This morning I’m going to time you 

and see how long it takes each of you to reach the top grip.  That’s one of the big orange 

grips you see up there.”  The boys looked up.  Four orange grips topped out the climbing 

wall.   

“This is a challenging climb, but you’ve done it many times, so no big deal.  

Right?” 

“Right,” they echoed.  Of course, being timed – against each other – was new, but 

this was part of their training.  Soon they would be competing against other boys in other 

gyms around Chicago.   
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“As soon as you grab any one of the orange handholds, you can come back down.  

By grab, I mean the palm of your hand has to grab onto the handhold.”   

The instructor walked up to the wall to demonstrate on a lower handhold.  “So, 

not the tips of your fingers.  I want you to grab the handhold, even if it’s for just a 

fraction of a second.  Now, what’s the most important thing when you climb?” 

“Safety!” the boys yelled in unison.  They had been well drilled.  

“Right.  It does no good to run to the top if you miss a footing and fall.  If you 

fall, the harness will catch you, but you’ll lose valuable seconds.  To win you’ve got to 

get to the top, grab the orange handhold.  After that, no need to rush.  Come down slowly. 

We’re only timing your speed to the top.  Any questions?” 

There were none.  “OK.  We’re going to go in alphabetical order.  Michael 

Atwood, you’re first.” 

Michael put on his harness.  The instructor checked that it was secure, then took 

out his stopwatch.  Michael applied chalk to his hands, rubbed them together and let the 

excess fall to the mat.  He then faced the wall and announced, “I’m ready.” 

“Go!”   

Michael began his climb.  He was methodical, not missing a step.  Right hand 

grip.  Left foot step.  Left hand grip.  Right foot step.  Up and up.  He reached the top, 

grabbed the orange handhold and looked down.  The kids clapped.   

“Very good,” the instructor called up.  “Now come on down.  Take your time.” 

As soon as Michael reached the floor he asked, “How’d I do?” 
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“One minute seven seconds,” said the instructor.  “Very good.”  Michael took off 

his harness and handed it to the next kid, Brian Gordon.  It took Brian only a couple of 

minutes to put it on. 

“Ready?” asked the instructor. 

“Yes.” 

“OK, go.”   

Brian started his climb.  He raced to the top.   

Too fast, thought Eli.  Sure enough, a mere five feet from the orange handhold 

Brian lost his footing and fell.  The harness held and he dangled off the side of the wall.  

Slowly Brian swayed back to the wall, grabbed one of the footholds and continued his 

climb.  He had lost at least fifteen precious seconds.     

Eli did not take pleasure in Brian’s stumble; he knew it could happen to him, too.   

Brian did not ask his time when he hit the mat.  “Nice recovery, Brian,” said the 

instructor.  “You clocked at one minute twenty.  Don’t worry, there will be plenty of 

other opportunities.” 

Next came Derek Richardson, Eli’s closest friend in the group.  If Eli couldn’t 

win, he hoped Derek would.  Up, up climbed Derek, sure-footed all the way.  He grabbed 

the orange handhold, at which point the kids applauded his successful climb.  Then he 

began his slow descent, reaching the mat in a couple of minutes.       

“Fifty-nine seconds, Derek.  Excellent job.” 

Eli was next.  As he put on the harness his mother crossed her fingers.  She stood 

opposite the wall, along with parents of the other boys.  Without raising her voice she 

said simply, “Good luck, Eli.”  
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“Your son?” asked the woman next to her. 

“Yes.” 

“Michael is my son.  It’s amazing what these kids can do.” 

“Yes it is,” Eli’s mom replied, keeping her eyes fixed on the wall. 

Harness on, Eli began his climb.  One hand over the other, feet expertly placed.  

Up, up, up.  No missteps!  He reached the top, grabbed the handhold and stayed for a few 

seconds, savoring what he felt was a fast climb.  Then he climbed down.  He had done 

well, but maybe not well enough.  He wasn’t sure. 
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                 Eli climbing rock wall inside Bubba’s Gym 

 

“Fifty-seven seconds! Great job, Eli.”   

Eli unhooked his harness and ran to sit with the other boys.  He turned briefly to 

look at Mom, who was smiling.  She gave him a thumbs up.  Now Eli thought he might 
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have a chance.  Just one more boy to climb, Charlie Zingale, who he knew could be fast.  

Eli turned around to watch Charlie’s effort.  He just hoped and hoped. 

Charlie scampered up and grabbed the handhold.  “Click” went the stopwatch.  

His climb seemed fast, but there was no way to know if he was the fastest.  The instructor 

wouldn’t say until Charlie was safely back on the mat.   

“Good job, Charlie.  One minute exactly.  OK, boys, we have a winner!  Eli 

Walter, with a time of fifty-seven seconds.  Congratulations, Eli.”   

All the parents applauded.  Eli felt flushed with excitement.  This was his first 

climbing competition and he had won!  He went up to receive a pin in the shape of a rock 

wall.  It read “First Place.  Junior Boy’s Division.  Bubba’s Rock Climbing Gym, 

Chicago, IL.”  He ran over and gave the pin to his mother, then rushed back to finish the 

session.  There would be another half hour of practice before heading home. 

On the drive home Eli’s mom was full of praise.  “That was amazing, Eli.”   

“Yeah, I thought Charlie would beat me.  He’s very fast some days.”   

“Well,  you’re pretty nimble.” 

“What’s nimble?” Eli asked. 

“It means you can move around rocks easily, get past obstacles.” 

“Mom, do you think I could climb Mount Everest one day?” 

“Mount Everest?  Wow!  What made you bring that up?” 

“I’ve been reading about it on the internet.  It’s the tallest mountain in the world.  

Kids have climbed it.” 

“Really?  I don’t think so.  It’s very dangerous up there.” 
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“Well, I read a thirteen-year-old boy did it.  He was the youngest.  His name is 

Jordan Romero.” 

“Eli, thirteen is hardly a kid.  He was a teenager.  You’ve just turned ten.” 

“I know, but still—” 

“Eli, read all you want.  But rock climbing in Bubba’s Gym is not anything like 

climbing Mount Everest.  Or any mountain for that matter.” 

“I know.  I saw the pictures.  It’s really, really cold up there.  Colder even than 

Chicago in winter!” 

“Doesn’t that sort of scare you?” 

“Well…yes and no.  I mean, they dress warmly.  And they carry oxygen.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“The internet.  It shows pictures of climbers.  Some died.” 

“Eli, can we change the subject?”  She said this while briefly looking at him, then 

returned her gaze to the highway.  “You’re not climbing Mount Everest.  It’s halfway 

around the world and you’re ten years old.  Besides, you wouldn’t want to leave your 

sister behind, would you?” 

“Iris is only seven.  That’s too young.” 

“And what about ten?” 

Eli did not respond.  He thought of himself on top of the tallest mountain in the 

world.  And the youngest boy to ever climb Mount Everest is…Eli Walter. 
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Chapter 2 

 

As soon as Mr. Walter came home he gave Eli a big hug.  “Congratulations on 

winning today.  Mom called and told me.” 

“Thanks.”  Eli shrugged his shoulders like it was no big deal, but it really was.  

He wanted his parents to be proud of this accomplishment. 

At dinner there was more chitchat about school and a play Iris was going to be in.  

Then Dad smiled and looked at Eli.  “Mom tells me you want to climb Mount Everest.”  

“Well, not right away. But I read about it.  The youngest boy to climb was 

thirteen.” 

“And the youngest girl?” 

Eli shrugged his shoulders.  He had never thought about that. 

“I’m not climbing Mount Everest,” chimed in Iris.  “Where is it, anyway?” 

Eli gave her a painfed look.  “It’s not for girls.” 

“Eli, I’m sure plenty of older girls have climbed that mountain,” said his mother.  

Iris turned to face Eli and stuck out her tongue.  He did the same to her, making 

sure his tongue stuck out even farther.  

Dad was not amused.  “Stop it, you two.  You know, Eli, we have tall mountains 

right here in the United States.  Don’t you think you should start on a mountain lower 

than Mount Everest?” 

“Are there any mountains near us?” 
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“In Illinois?  No, it’s flat.  This whole section of the country is flat.  All the really 

tall mountains are out west.” 

“I thought so.  Can we go to see some?  Maybe I can climb one of those.” 

“That’s quite a trip.  Why don’t you just stay with rock climbing at Bubba’s for 

now?” 

Eli was glad his father cut him off.  He really wasn’t much interested in climbing 

any mountain shorter than Mount Everest.  Why bother?  No, there was only one 

mountain he wanted to climb.  Then he could be the youngest boy on top of the world!   

I better read more about it.   

*** 

After school the next day, Eli found his mother in the kitchen.   

“Mom, I went to the library at school today but they didn’t have books about 

climbing Mount Everest.  Can I order some from Amazon?  I already picked them out.” 

“You went to the grade school library?” 

Eli nodded his head. 

“I guess that’s because most ten-year-olds aren’t interested in Mount Everest.  

There are probably some Everest books in the high school library.” 

“But Amazon has kids’ books about Mt. Everest, see?  It’s four books.”  Eli 

handed her the computer tablet, open to the Amazon checkout cart.  She scrolled through 

the list.  Eli crossed his fingers while he waited for his mom to approve.  He thought she 

would say yes because his parents really liked him to read.  He read voraciously:   Harry 

Potter, The Spiderwick Chronicles, Encyclopedia Brown, Diary of a Wimpy Kid.  His 

room was crowded with books.   
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 “Well, you’ve done your research.  I see you’ve picked out three that are actually 

geared toward kids.  But the fourth is called The Kid Who Climbed Everest. The 

Incredible Story of a 23-Year-Old’s Summit of Mt. Everest.  Eli, that guy was no kid, he 

was twenty-three.”   

“I know.  But it still says ‘kid’.  Can we please order them?”  

“Well, I don’t see why not.” 

“Now?  I have money.”  Eli had about thirty dollars in his room, savings from 

birthday presents.  He would have ordered the books himself but didn’t have his own 

Amazon account, and really didn’t know how to do it anyway.  He wanted to learn, 

though. 

“No, that’s not necessary.  They’re really not expensive.  Let me see.  Total 

comes to $35.46.  That’s not bad.  OK, I’ll order them for you.  Should have them in a 

couple of days.” 

“Thanks, Mom!”  When she was finished he gave her a big hug, then took the 

tablet and ran off to play a video game.   

The books arrived just two days later.  When Eli got home from school he tore 

open the package and scanned the covers.   

The Boy Who Conquered Everest 

The Kid Who Climbed Mount Everest 

The Top of the World: Climbing Mount Everest 

A Smart Kids Guide to Magnificent Mount Everest 

He puzzled over which one to read first.  I’ll start with A Smart Kids Guide. 

*** 



11 
 

At dinner the next night Dad brought up Mount Everest.  “Mom told me your 

Everest books arrived.  Have you begun reading any?” 

“Finished two.  They’re mostly just picture books.  But they have some good 

information.” 

“Learn anything you care to share with us?” 

“Umm.  Let me think.”  Eli briefly closed his eyes, then asked, “How high is 

Mount Everest?” 

“You’re asking me?” 

“I know.  It’s a question.”   

“Let me guess,” said Dad.  “Five miles high.” 

“29,029 feet high.  Above sea level.” 

“Well, that’s almost five miles.” 

“I think it’s more.  I can go check.” 

“No, that’s OK,” said Dad.  “Let me ask you a question.  Who was the first person 

to climb Mount Everest?” 

“That’s easy!  Edmund Hillary and Tenzing Norgay.” 

“That’s two people.” 

“They did it together.  Actually, I’m not sure which one got to the top first.  The 

books didn’t say.” 

“OK.  What year?” his father asked. 

Eli was stumped.  He had certainly read about the first successful climb, but 

didn’t remember the year.  This bothered him a lot.   

“Ummm…wait.  I’ll be right back.”  He ran to his room.   
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“He’s really into this Everest thing,” said his mother.  “Once he reads all about it 

I’m sure he’ll go on to something else.  He doesn’t like very cold weather.”  

“I hope he goes,” said Iris, in a taunting manner.  “Where is it?  Is it in 

Michigan?” 

“No, honey, it’s far away, on the other side of the world.” 

Eli returned a few minutes later, plopped down in his chair and blurted out, 

“Nineteen fifty three.  It was in May.  That’s the best month.” 

“Very good, Eli,” said his father.  “Very good.  Now let’s finish eating.  We can 

talk more about Everest when you’ve finished the books.  Two things I want you to check 

on, though.” 

“In the books?” 

“Yes, in the books.  How cold does it get at the top of Mount Everest, and how 

low is the oxygen level?” 

“What do you mean how low?  They use oxygen to get to the top.” 

“I know, but how much oxygen is there at the top?  Just a little less than in 

Chicago, or a lot less?  Think of fractions.  Is it half as much, or only one-fourth as much 

when you get to the top?” 

Eli was studying fractions in school so he understood the question.  “OK, that’s a 

good question.” 

“Eli, please eat your supper,” said his mother, “it’s getting cold.” 

That night Eli fell asleep with a book in his hands, The Story of Mount Everest for 

Kids.  Just before closing his eyes he managed to shut off the flashlight.  Sleep came 

quickly.   
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He dreamed. 

 

 

Eli sat in the window seat and strained to look over the wing at the 

Himalayas.  He was in Nepal!  There were mountains in the distance, but no sign of 

Everest.  Then he saw many rooftops and in a few minutes the plane landed safely in 

Kathmandu, the country’s capital.  After two very long plane rides from Chicago he 

was happy to get outside.  The early April air felt chilly as he walked with his dad to 

the terminal building.  They stood in line until it was their turn with the Nepalese 

customs agent. 

“Passports and visas, sir.” 

Eli’s father handed over two passports and visas.     

“What is your purpose for visiting Nepal, sir?” the agent asked. 

“Why, to climb Mount Everest, of course,” said Eli, before his father could 

answer. 

“You have your climbing permits?” 

“My son is part of Bubba’s Mt. Everest Expedition, out of Chicago,” said his 

father.  “All the kids are on this flight.  We are meeting the guide here in 

Kathmandu.  He has all the permits.” 

“Yes,” said Eli.  “We are all very good at rock climbing!” 
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The unsmiling gate agent studied the documents and stamped their 

passports.  Then, looking at the line behind Eli and his father he yelled out, “Next.” 

Eli wondered why the agent did not seem much interested in Bubba’s 

Expedition.  Who wouldn’t be interested in ten-year-olds climbing the world’s 

highest mountain?  He must not think I am serious.  That’s it.  Well, he’ll see.   
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Chapter 3 

 

The next night Eli rushed through his homework, anxious to finish another book 

about Mount Everest. He crawled into bed, switched on the flashlight and began reading.  

After just a few minutes his eyes grew heavy and he felt sleep coming on.  He hoped his 

dream would return.     

 

 

“OK, boys,” said the guide.  “You’re here for Bubba’s Kids’ Everest 

Expedition, being that you’re all expert rock climbers.”  Eli didn’t recognize the 

guide, but he appeared rugged, and had a beard.  His name was Maxwell Singleton 

and he certainly looked important.  The boys hung on his every word. 

“Tomorrow we’re going to fly from Kathmandu into the town of Lukla. 

We’ll stay there three days and do day hikes, so you can get used to the higher 

altitude.  How many of you have heard of Lukla?” 

Eli raised his hand.   

“What do you know about it, Eli?” 

“It’s where people can hike, if they want to, all the way to Everest Base 

Camp.  But it takes two weeks, I think.” 
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“Yes, that’s right.  Lukla’s at 9383 feet altitude, much higher than 

Kathmandu.  But we’re not going to do the trek to Everest Base Camp.  As you said, 

Eli, that takes about two weeks.  We want you to save your energy for the climb up 

the mountain.  Instead, we’re going to take a helicopter to Base Camp.” 

“That’s good!” said a couple of boys.  Eli thought it was good, too.  He had 

never been in a helicopter before. 

“Base camp is at over 17,000 feet, so you’ll feel the altitude there.  When we 

arrive you’ll have to take it easy. Don’t run around the first couple of days.  We’ll 

actually spend about three weeks at Base Camp getting used to the altitude.  During 

that time we’ll make several hikes up the Khumbu Icefall and return to Base Camp.  

We’ll also hike to Camp 1, spend the night there, and return to Base Camp the next 

day.  We do all this for acclimatization.  That’s an important part of climbing 

Mount Everest.  Acclimatization.  I want you all to say that word, acclimatization.” 

“Acclimatization,” they all said, though not in unison.  Some of them 

sounded like “Aclimb-a-zation.” 

“And what does it mean?” Maxwell asked. 

“Getting used to the high altitude,” said Eli. 

“Right.  Now, while at Base Camp we’ll teach you how to use ice picks, use 

the ropes needed for the climb, and purify melted snow for drinking water.  We’ll 

have tents set up for sleeping, with four of you to a tent.  Let’s see…”  Maxwell 

looked at his clipboard. “Eli and Brian, your fathers have elected to climb with you.  

So the four of you will share a tent at Base Camp.  The Richardsons and Zingales 
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will share a tent and I will be with Derek Richardson and his mother in another 

tent. 

“Mr. Richardson, Mr. Zingale and Mrs. Atwood have no climbing 

experience, so they will remain at Base Camp while their sons are climbing the 

mountain.”  Eli wondered if his father did have climbing experience.  That wasn’t in 

his memory but he didn’t question it.   

“OK, that’s about it,” said Maxwell.  “Any questions?”  

Eli raised his hand.  “When do we get the oxygen tanks?” 

“Good question, Eli.  You won’t need the tanks at Base Camp, but while 

there we’ll fit you for an oxygen mask and show you how to use the tanks.  We’ll 

start using oxygen when we reach Camp 3, which is at an altitude of about 23,500 

feet.  Any other questions?” 

“Will Sherpas be with us?” asked Brian. 

“Yes.  Do you all know about Sherpas?” 

Only Eli and Brian raised their hands.  “OK,” said Maxwell, “Sherpas are 

native Nepalese who specialize in helping people climb the mountain.  They are very 

strong and used to high altitudes.  We have a lot of equipment to carry up the 

mountain.  We’ve hired seven Sherpas to accompany us.  So actually climbing the 

mountain it’ll be me as your guide, five kids and two adults – plus seven Sherpas.  

We’ll meet the Sherpas at Base Camp.” 

“Have you climbed Mount Everest before?” asked Michael.  

“Yes, this will be my third ascent,” said Maxwell.  Eli knew “ascent” meant 

going up the mountain.   
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The plane ride to Lukla was scary.  Much scarier than flying into Midway 

Airport, which Eli had done several times on trips with his parents and Iris.  Unlike 

in Chicago, there were mountains to navigate, and the runway was very short; it 

ended at the edge of a steep cliff.  Eli was very glad when they finally landed.   

The higher altitude in Lukla didn’t bother him, but his father felt a little 

lightheaded the first day.  Eli was getting used to it.  There were short day hikes to 

the surrounding mountains, only about three hours each, but important to help with 

acclimatization.  On one hike they met some people trekking to Everest Base Camp.  

The trekkers were from California, and they each carried a heavy backpack.  Eli’s 

father asked one of them, “How long do you think it will take to walk to Base 

Camp?”   

“We’re giving it twelve days,” the man replied.  “We’re from the Sierra 

Trekking Club, so we’re all experienced hikers.” 

Eli was glad they would travel to Base Camp by helicopter.  He had read that 

the distance from Lukla was only thirty-five miles, but it could take up to two weeks 

because the route included a lot of up and down and back-and-forth hiking.  He 

wanted to climb the mountain, not hike for days just to get to the starting point. 

After three days in Lukla they took off in a helicopter for the flight to 

Everest Base Camp.  That was exciting.  Everyone wore headphones because of the 

noise, so there was no conversation.  But the views of the Himalayas were amazing.  

Jagged, snow-capped peaks, just like he’d seen in pictures, but this was real.  He 

couldn’t wait to climb. 
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Base Camp was just like the pictures he’d seen:  a bunch of tents at the foot 

of the Khumbu Icefall.  The Khumbu Icefall!  Eli knew the Icefall itself was a giant 

moving glacier, full of cracks and hidden holes.  So many bad things had happened 

there:  avalanches and giant ice boulders that could dislodge at any time, and 

climbers sometimes falling into the ice cracks.  We have to climb it. 

Around the camp Eli noted several Nepalese shrines adorned with colorful 

prayer flags.  He had read that the shrines bring good luck to climbers who walk 

around them.     



20 
 

 

Base Camp, Mount Everest 

 

Eli and his father shared a tent with Brian and Mr. Gordon.  He wished it 

would be with Derek, because Derek was his best friend on the trip.  Maybe he and 

Derek could climb to the summit together, perhaps reach the top at the same 

moment.  Isn’t that what Hillary and Norgay did?  He wasn’t sure.   
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“Ugh!” said Brian, just back from the “bathroom.”   

“What’s the matter?” asked Eli. 

“It’s gross.  Disgusting.  Just an open pit.” 

“We talked about this,” said Mr. Gordon.  “We warned you it’s not going to 

be a picnic living at Base Camp.  It’s not a hotel, you know.” 

“Yeah, I read about that too,” said Eli.  “It’s like camping out.”   

“That’s the spirit, son,” said Eli’s father. 

Still, Eli did not look forward to using the Base Camp’s bathrooms. 
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Chapter 4 

 

In the bathroom that morning, Eli was glad for the plumbing.  He knew there were 

no flush toilets on the mountain, and found last night’s dream unpleasant for that reason.  

Did he really want to climb Mount Everest?  Yes.  Did he also want modern plumbing 

and his own bed?  Of course, but he couldn’t have both.  He felt relieved not to have to 

make a choice, at least not right now.  Time to go to school. 

Eli excelled in school, but sometimes his mind drifted.  He was thinking about the 

amount of oxygen at the top of Mount Everest when the teacher called on him. 

“Eli, are you there?” Ms. Peabody asked. 

Melinda, who sat next to him, giggled.  She was a jerk, but cute.  He thought she 

liked him.  If he decided to like girls she would be the first one. 

“Yes.  Sorry.” 

“So,” the teacher continued, “if a pie has five slices, and you eat two of them, how 

much of the pie is left?” 

“Three pieces?” 

Several kids giggled at his answer, making him realize it was dumb. 

“Fractions, Eli.  We’re into fractions.”  More laughing.  That’s what he deserved, 

for daydreaming.  Only his quick mind saved him from further embarrassment. 

“Oh. Three-fifths.” 

“Very good.  Now pay attention.” 
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He looked at Melinda and smiled.  She smiled back at him.  He wondered why he 

liked her more than the other girls.  She had a cute pony tail and a pretty face, but it was 

more than that.  Then he figured out why.  She seems to like me!  

*** 

That night at dinner Eli was ready. 

“I know the answer to your questions.” 

“OK,” said his father.  “How cold does it get at the summit of Mount Everest?” 

“What month?” 

“Eli, just answer the question,” taunted Iris.   

Eli turned quickly to address her demand.  “The month matters.  That’s like 

asking ‘What’s the temperature in Chicago?’  What month?  In July it’s hot.  In January 

it’s cold.  Dumbunny!” 

“Mom, Eli called me dumbunny!” 

“Eli, stop taunting your sister.” 

“She started it.” 

“Look, you two,” said their father. “Both of you stop.  OK, you’re right Eli, the 

month obviously matters.  May, when most climbers go for the summit.” 

“It’s between five and twenty-five degrees below zero!  That’s during the day.” 

“Wow, that’s cold.  Doesn’t that scare you?” 

“Well, it gets that cold here in winter,” said Eli. 

“Not really,” said his mother. 

“I remember you said it was below zero, maybe when I was seven or eight.  I 

remember.” 
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“Actually, he’s right,” said his father.  “I think last year we had minus five for a 

couple of days.  But not minus twenty-five.  Anyway, it’s cold.  But that’s only part of 

the problem.  Now, how much oxygen is at the top compared to Chicago?” 

“About a third as much.” 

Iris listened intently and scrunched up her eyebrows in puzzlement and said,   

“Huh?”  

Her father explained.  “Iris, that means there is very little oxygen at the top of 

Mount Everest, compared to Chicago.  You’ll study fractions in school.”  Turning to Eli, 

he said, “So that’s why they carry oxygen with them.” 

“Yeah, but some climbers reached the top without oxygen, on purpose.  I don’t 

know how they did it.  And some who planned to use oxygen because they needed it ran 

out near the top, and they died.” 

“That’s enough, Eli,” said his mother.  Then addressing her husband, “Can we 

discuss this some other time?  His fascination with this mountain is getting morbid.” 

“What’s morbid?” asked Eli.  

That night he finished the third book on Mount Everest.  Would he dream again?  

He hoped so.  In bed he closed his eyes and pictured himself far away from Chicago.  

Then he fell fast asleep. 
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The Base Camp was crowded.  Lots of climbers were preparing to ascend 

Mount Everest.  Except for his group, Eli saw no other boys.  He heard that the 

youngest person in the other expeditions was a twenty-four-year-old woman from 

Colorado.  He was glad there were no other kids at Base Camp.  Not even any 

teenagers.  That was good.  We’ll be famous when we get to the top, he thought.  

Maxwell assembled the whole team, including the seven Sherpa guides.  

“Time to get introduced to our Sherpas,” he said, and handed a sheet of paper to 

each climber.  “This is the full expedition list.”  Eli noted that every Sherpa on the 

list had “Sherpa” in his name, and wondered if they were all related.  He hadn’t 

read anything about that.   

 

BUBBA’S KIDS’ MOUNT EVEREST EXPEDITION 
LEADER:  MAXWELL BURLINGTON 

 

Kids    Parents   Sherpas 

Michael Atwood Mrs. Atwood  Dawa Sherpa 

Brian Gordon  Mr. Gordon  Nyima Sherpa 

Derek Richardson Mr. Richardson  Phurb Sherpa 

Eli Walter  Mr. Walter  Pasang Doma Sherpa 

Charlie Zingale  Mr. Zingale  Chegi Sherpa 

      Mingma Dolma Sherpa 

      Ang Tshering Sherpa 

 

The Sherpas introduced themselves one at a time.  All were young men, not 

very tall, but they seemed strong.  Eli knew they could carry big loads. 

Maxwell sought to reassure the kids.  “Dawa is our Sherpa leader.  He speaks 

good English.  The others know enough to tell you what to do if they have to.” 
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Dawa spoke.  “We will guide you up the mountain, and carry your loads.  

Any questions, ask me or Mr. Maxwell, OK?” 

Eli raised his hand.  “How old were you when you went to the top?”  

“Twenty-seven,” said Dawa, “That was last year.  So I am twenty-eight now.  

How old are you?” 

“I’m ten.” 

“You are very young.  We have not had ten-year-olds up on the mountain 

before.  The gods will bless us with good weather.  And you have the best guide, Mr. 

Maxwell.”   

“Thank you, Dawa,” said Maxwell.  Eli was impressed by the good feelings 

shown between their guide and the Sherpas.   He had read there could be conflicts.   

“OK boys, get a good night’s sleep.  Tomorrow we’re going to take a short 

hike part way up the Khumbu Icefall.  We’ll take it slow and easy to give you a taste 

of hiking at high altitude and on ice.  Your parents will be hiking with us and 

everyone will be roped to Sherpas.”  



27 
 

 
Khumbu Icefall 

 

 Roped to Sherpas.  Eli knew why.  There were giant cracks in the Khumbu 

Icefall.  If one kid fell in, the rope would save him, allowing others to pull him up.  

There were ladders to go over some of the cracks, but sometimes a crack would 

appear all of a sudden and could swallow a climber if he or she wasn’t attached.  

What did the books call them?  Crevasses.  Giant ice cracks.  

Eli turned around, his back to the group.  Now he was standing on thick ice 

and it was shifting, sliding, groaning.  He looked down.  His toes just touched the 

edge of a new crack in the ice, many feet wide and so deep he saw no bottom.  Eli 
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tried to back up but he slipped and fell.  There was no rope.  He wasn’t attached!  

Down, down, down he went. “Helllppp!” 

*** 

Eli woke up, sweating.  He felt moisture on his forehead and his pajama top was 

sticky.  Whew!  Just a dream.  That Icefall scares me.    

He got up to go to the bathroom.  In the mirror he saw his bushy brown hair all 

messed up.  Is that me?  He washed his face and felt better.  He returned to bed and, 

exhausted, quickly fell asleep.  There was no more dreaming that night. 


