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some 120,000 vertical feet. His only Western companion was an anthropolog
explained the culture to McCoy as they passed through the villages along the way.
As you read the case, reflect on not only the ethics of the main characters, but the
role of self-interest, influence, personal responsibility, cross-cultural ethics, and
emotional intelligence in a group and between groups. Also, think about the role a
leader’s emotions play in setting and revising his or her goals and the goals of a group.

The Nepal experience was more rugged and adventuresome than I had anticipated. Most
commercial treks last two or three weeks and cover a quarter of the distance we traveled.

My friend Stephen, the anthropologist, and I were halfway through the 60-day
Himalayan part of the trip when we reached the high point, an 18,000-foot pass over a
crest that we’d have to traverse to reach to the village of Muklinath, an ancient holy
place for pilgrims.

Six years earlier, I had suffered pulmonary edema at 16,500 feet near the Everest
base camp, so we were understandably concerned about what would happen at 18,000
feet. Moreover, the Himalayas were having their wettest spring in 20 years; hip-deep
powder and ice had already driven us off one ridge. If we failed to cross the pass, I
feared that the last half of our “once in a lifetime” trip would be ruined.

The night before we would try the pass, we camped at a hut at 14,500 feet. In the
photos taken at that camp, my face appears wan. The last village we'd passed through
was a sturdy two-day walk below us, and I was tired.

During the late afternoon, four backpackers from New Zealand joined us, and we
spent most of the night awake, anticipating the climb. Below we could see the fires of two
other parties, which turned out to be two Swiss couples and a Japanese hiking club.

To get over the steep part of the climb before the sun melted the steps cut in the
ice, we departed at 3:30 A.M. The New Zealanders left first, followed by Stephen and
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I cradled tl ’s head and laid }
angry. He wanted to get across the pass befor
id. “Look, I've done what I can. You have porters
n. We're going on!” He turned and went back up the

I took a carotid pulse and found that the sadhu was still alive. We figur
probably visited the holy shrines at Muklinath and was on his way home. It was fru
to question why he had chosen this desperately high route instead of the safe, heavily
traveled caravan route through the Kali Gandaki gorge. Or why he was almost naked
and with no shoes, or how long he had been lying in the pass. The answers were not
going to solve the problem.

Stephen and the four Swiss began stripping off outer clothing and opening their
packs. The sadhu was clothed from head to foot. He was not able to walk, but he was
very much alive. I looked down the mountain and spotted below the Japanese climbers
marching up with a horse.

Without a great deal of thought, I told Stephen and Pasang that I was concerned
about withstanding the heights to come and wanted to get over the pass. I took off after
several of our porters who had gone ahead.

On the steep part of the ascent where, if the ice steps had given way, I would have
slid down about 3,000 feet, I felt vertigo. I stopped for a breather, allowing the Swiss to
catch up with me. 1 inquired about the sadhu and Stephen. They said that the sadhu was
fine and that Stephen was just behind. 1set off again for the summit.

Stephen arrived at the summit an hovr after I did. Still exhilarated by victory, 1
ran down the snow slope to congratulate him. FHe was suffering from altitude sickness,
walking 15 steps, then stopping, walking 15 steps, then stopping. Pasang accompanied
him all the way up. When I reached them, Stephen glared at me and said, “How do you
feel about contributing to the death of a fellow man?”

1 did not fully comprehend what he meant.

“Is the sadhu dead?” I inquired.

“No, ” replied Stephen, “but he surely will be!”

After 1 had gone, and the Swiss had departed not long after, Stephen had
remained with the sadhu. When the Japanese had arrived, Stephen had asked to use their
horse to transport the sadhu down to the hut. They had refused. Pasang had resisted the
idea, saying that the porters would have to exert all their energy to get themselves

‘the pass. He had thought they could not carry a man down 1,000 feet to the hut,
lope, and get across safely before the snow melted. Pasang had pressed Stepi
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Issues for consideration and discussion in your essay:

Who is responsible for the well-being of the sadhu? What are the duties of the
people involved in this case? What action would best serve the greatest good?
What is the greatest good here?

What role did emotions play in the decision-making by those involved in the
parable?

Why do you think no one made sure the sadhu was going to be fine? Wh{lt would
they have had to do to be sure that the sadhu would live? Do you think they
would have responded differently if the sadhu had been a western woman instead?

How are the problems in this case similar to problems that arise at your workplace
every day? What kinds of sadhus do you and your coworkers/students confront in
everyday life?

Are the rules of the mountain different from the rules of our day-to-day lives? Is
it survival of the fittest on the mountain? At the University? At your workplace?
Did fear play a role here? Does fear play a role in most organizations?

Who were the leaders and what leadership skills or traits did they have? Were
they “good” leaders? Did they lead with love or fear?

What would you have done and why?
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