GEOFFREY LEONARD HILL

He came from far Australia, with his golden beard and smile.

We called him Zoroaster. He was with us for a while

Until the snows near Mukar Beh snuffed out his bright young life. 

The thought of him refreshes still the rest of us who know

How rare it is to find a man so talented and bold

And strong and brave, adventurous, and humorous as well.

The way that he enriched our lives these lines can scarcely tell. 

He wandered, via the Far East, into India for a spell. 

He practised architecture, learning languages as well. 

He moved in with Ashok to learn the art of Indian food, 

To appreciate our music and to learn its various moods. 

He fell in with a motley band of hikers from Bombay.

Our hills were dear to him as well, and friendship came to stay

As, with us, he survived the thirst and losing of our way

And sleeping in the villages, drinking the nights away, 

And marching to the music of a new day in the hills

And swimming in the waterfalls and in the silver rills

That sprang anew with each monsoon in every emerald vale.

Once Geoff and three “Leftovers” left by car to travel South. 

We crossed the Deccan plateau in enormous sweeping arcs. 

Geoff loved the unfenced landscape and the monuments we saw

Of many ancient dynasties, and nature in the raw. 

In nineteen-sixtyseven, unprotected, unlike now, 

We slept on Maha-bali-puram’s ancient temple plinths

And beside the starlit road to Kemmangundi’s painted cliffs 

Where Geoff showed us before twilight how to camp, and cook with twigs.

With his guitar he’d pass the hours at night, and teach us songs

Of Waltzing with Matilda and The Pub that had No Beer

As, sipping our “Napoleon”, we would gather round to hear 

Of fatal Aussie spiders, and the proper way to shear

A sheep or toss a bale of hay in farmer tournaments.

Who could foresee the tragedy of subsequent events?

He had been to the Himalaya, where his climbing was excelled

By compassion for a team-mate in an avalanche, who fell

And was soon evacuated by a brave untiring Geoff

Who carried him to safety, then returned to climb the peak.

He took his music seriously. At Shanti Niketan

He signed up for a term but left to walk the snows again 

With a Sherpa and “Bone-Breaker” and Suresh Kumar, who came 

From our hiking group at Bombay for a trek to Mukar Beh.

They set out from Manali on an often-travelled route 

That had many times been traversed by the Mountain Institute. 

They camped, like those before them, just below a mountain ridge

Where a cornice, formed with suddenness that no-one ever guessed, 

Fell on Suresh and the Sherpa and on Geoff, within their tent.

When they didn’t rejoin “Bone”, who’d fallen sick and had returned, 

They were found a few days later, in their sleeping-bags, interred.

Now his spirit roams the whole world, with his smile and golden beard. 
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