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IT’S RAINING INSIDE

No one notices when the first drops of water begin to form on the ceiling. I am standing
in the upstairs shower warming in a cascade of hot water after my morning dip in Hof’s
ice-cold pool. The house is a brand new acquisition to the Iceman business and there
are still a few kinks to work out. One of which is that the drain in the middle of the
bathroom floor tends to get clogged with debris. As I stand there oblivious to the
potential problem, water pools in the center of the room until it overflows a marble
threshold tile and then spills out into the hallway. From there it follows the will of
gravity, slipping between the cracks in the wood, and seeping into the space between
the subfloor and downstairs ceiling. The soapy water collects in the cavity until it
saturates the materials below.

When Hof bursts into the bathroom, my first thought is that he somehow knew I’d
dared heat myself up in a shower, and that he is going to scold me until I turn the
faucet to a temperature that will shock my nervous system into submission. Instead he
yells at me in a mixture of Dutch and English before pushing me aside and turning off
the knob. It is only my second day in Holland and I’ve already flooded his brand new
house. I wrap myself in a towel and head down the staircase to survey the damage
myself.

Hundreds of droplets hang precariously from the ceiling. Each slowly elongates until
it grows too heavy and comes splashing down into the middle of his living room. They
pepper the sofa, his guitar, and his television. Hof’s dog, Zina, barks happily at the
impromptu rainstorm. There are three of us in the room: me, Hof, and a redheaded
American acolyte named Anton Nicola who has just finished a recent winter training
session in Poland. Together we push furniture out of the way and scrounge rags and
towels from the bare closets to sop up the deluge. Minutes pass and if anything the
storm just grows stronger. A knot forms in my stomach when I realized that the ceiling
might collapse. It is all my fault, but when I look over at Hof he is standing in the
middle of the torrent with his hands raised over his head. A broad smile beams across
his face when he starts shouting.

“It’s a miracle! Can you believe it’s raining inside my house? What luck!” Hof dances
amid the droplets, letting the water fall where it might like some sort of deranged rain
god. It’s not the reaction I expect or that I would mete out to my own guest in the same
situation. But for Hof, the destruction of his home marks an inexplicable moment of joy.

Jump back to a few days earlier. It is Black Friday—the day after Thanksgiving—
when all of America participates in a communal shopping orgy as they open their
wallets, unable to resist the lure of discounted consumer goods. For the previous
month I’ve kept the thermostat at my house at a steady 62 degrees, a full 10 degrees
lower than the year before, when my wife used to chide me that I was perfectly happy
to hole up in my office with the space heater on. It has been almost 4 years since I’d
first met Hof. Although I have become better at my practice since this summer began, I
must confess that my training program since first meeting Hof in Poland could politely
be termed irregular. Some mornings I wake up and fall effortlessly into breathless



breathing routines with a cold shower finish, while other times it is so much easier to
wipe the sleep from my eyes, pour a cup of coffee, and move on to other things. Once
the habit is broken and the days march forward it can sometimes take a week before I
take it up again. Who am I kidding? It might be a month. Perhaps that’s the reason I
book a ticket to see Hof. I need a shot of motivation.

So I sit on the tarmac at the Denver airport looking out the window at a sky that can’t
decide whether to drop snowflakes or icy sleet. The plane engines hum as a fleet of
de-icing machines descend on the aircraft like droids from a dystopian future. The
vehicles are little more than tankards of antifreeze with thin hydraulic arms that hold
workmen in small, elevated glass cabins. The contraptions spray down the wings with
chemical cannons. Four such machines coat the plane until it is so slick that the wings
reflect the glare of the yellow airport lights. Unlucky snowflakes that make contact with
the wings vanish in puffs. Humanity’s fight against the elements always has new
fronts. Without the chemical spew, ice might undermine the delicate aerodynamics of
the aircraft and send us careening into the Atlantic. And so I begin to wonder how my
own fight against the ice will go. Nine hours and a connection in London later, Enahm
Hof, Wim’s son and business manager, meets me at the Schiphol airport wearing a
wide grin.

Enahm leads me to a small Audi sports car, and as we take off down the highway he
explains how he’s transformed the chaos of his father’s teachings into a coherent—
and profitable—business called Innerfire. When we’d first met in 2012, Wim had not
yet achieved international fame. Since then a wildly popular documentary on the HBO
series Vice, countless podcasts, news articles, and maybe my own story in Playboy
had spread the message across the world. Would-be followers wanted to learn how to
perform similar feats in the ice, and a growing scientific literature was lending
credence to his claims that the method could hijack the autonomic nervous system. A
key driver in this sudden interest was that learning the technique isn’t very difficult to
learn. All it takes is a little bit of mental fortitude and strong lung muscles. But what
alchemy allows ice baths, mental focus, and deep breathing to crack into the
autoimmune system? The science is sometimes confusing, even contradictory.
Despite my experiences with the Wim Hof Method, it still seems too good to be true,
and the skeptic in me still wonders if perhaps it is. Maybe there is a secret, deeper
technique that I haven’t picked up yet. There has to be more. It is one thing to meet
already-impressive athletes who claim that the method pushes them to a new level,
and it is quite another to find that level yourself. A measly ski hill in Poland isn’t
enough. I want my own Everest, some impossible feat that I can overcome for myself
and afterward look out at the world a little stronger than I have any right to.

In January Hof plans to summit the tallest mountain in Africa—Mount Kilimanjaro, a
soaring 19,341 feet above sea level—in just two shirtless days. The trek won’t be all
that difficult from a mountaineering perspective, but doing it Hof’s way is a serious test
of human mettle. Kilimanjaro isn’t formidable because of rockslides or long rope
ascents on bare rock walls, but for its high incidence of altitude sickness in
expeditions. As a hiker trudges upward, the air grows ever thinner and the
atmospheric pressure ever lower. Eventually the air gets so sparse that oxygen can’t
circulate efficiently throughout the body. When the dizziness progresses to full-blown
acute mountain sickness—AMS for short—the heart starts to beat irregularly and the
lungs can fill with fluid until it becomes impossible to breathe. Five to 10 people die
every year on Kilimanjaro ascents. To stave off this condition mountaineers slowly



acclimate on their way to the top, ascending in easy stages so that their bodies can
produce more red blood cells and get used to the thinning air. Alternately they dose
themselves with a drug called Diamox, which helps them adapt to the altitude. A
typical Kilimanjaro ascent takes a minimum of 5 days, plus another 3 or 4 to get back
down. Even going at that pace, only about 45 percent of people who attempt the
summit make it. Hof claims that with focus and concentrated breathing he can take 20
people to the summit at a pace that most mountaineers would call reckless. But then
again it sounds exactly like the sort of challenge I need to prove that the training has
actually changed me.

But my plans hit a snag. For reasons I do not entirely understand, a few months
earlier Enahm put the kibosh on my request to accompany Wim to the top. The trip is
mysteriously full every time I ask, and there is never more space on its roster. I have a
feeling there is a deeper problem, and one of my goals in coming to Holland is to
secure a space on the expedition.

The journey from Amsterdam to the training center takes almost an hour. Enahm
pilots his sports car through a densely packed highway of economy cars, swerving
through traffic, and expertly slowing down for automatic cameras that are set up to
catch speeders like him. The center is located just outside a tiny village called Stroe
and has been part of the organization for only a few weeks. It’s just one sign of the
exponential growth of all things Wim Hof in the past 4 years. Early in his career Hof
suffered from a series of bad business deals with a string of managers who pushed
him into shooting stunts that garnered media headlines but which made people think
of him more as a circus act than a metabolic genius. As he climbed most of the way up
Mount Everest and ran across the Arctic barefoot, various managers pocketed the
lion’s share of the proceeds. Enahm took over the operations in 2010, founding
Innerfire and urging his father to do fewer stunts and instead lend his body for
scientific research. The move made Hof’s affairs a family business, and under
Enahm’s direction the company produced a 10-week online video course that spread
virally in online forums and through tens of thousands of Facebook posts. Together
they created a standardized teacher-training program to certify people as Wim Hof
Method instructors who could spread the message without needing direct supervision
from Hof himself. In the next few days 100 of them would take a midterm exam in
Stroe to see if they’d qualify to take the same Poland course I completed several years
earlier.

Now the Iceman is a household name in the Netherlands. His workshops sell out
within minutes and lecture venues easily fill with 600 souls. Every month about a
thousand people sign up to take his 10-week online course. It is hard to imagine how it
would have grown as large as it has without Enahm taking the reins. Under his
direction the business expanded operations from the Netherlands, Poland, and Spain
to an intercontinental audience across the Atlantic. For a journalist looking to tell Wim’s
story, however, Enahm can be something of a roadblock. Part of Enahm’s vision is to
keep the message about the method on point—focused on science and less so on the
aura of chaos that seems to follow everything that Wim touches. Because I am
someone who has seen Wim emerge from the shadows, Enahm might think of me as
a bit of a liability. Or, perhaps Enahm is simply worried that I might not make it to the
top, something that certainly wouldn’t do Wim’s image any good. So with this in mind I
keep the conversation light. The sun is just going down as we pull into the gravel
driveway.



The new training center is a converted metalworking shop that hasn’t quite made the
transition to new-age ashram. The two-story villa still has paintings of the previous
owner’s children hanging on the wall. Its hallway opens into a barren kitchen with
heated floors and a dog-hair encrusted sofa. A pervasive smell of mildew emanates
from every crack in the walls, and only a couch, flat screen TV, and a broad, leafy
houseplant make up the furnishings in the living room. “This is all going to change,”
Enahm says of the rough accommodations. “We have a meeting with an architect in a
few days.” What I am seeing is at best a work-in-progress. It isn’t at all clear where I
am going to sleep, and when I ask Enahm he just shrugs and waves me upstairs.

Of the four rooms on the second floor there is only one piece of furniture: a bed with
a broken spring in the middle. At its foot is the sum total of Wim’s personal wardrobe: a
white plastic trash bag full of dirty clothes, a hopelessly wrinkled white sports coat, an
orange swimsuit, and a few towels. The pile sits discarded on a stained brown carpet. I
stare at the collection for a minute. Part of me despairs what a week in such Spartan
quarters will feel like, while the other part marvels at the disjunction between the
worldwide fame and riches, associated with the training empire, and the way Hof
chooses to live. Wim is many things, but he is clearly not motivated by material
trappings.

Enahm calls up from downstairs. “I think my dad usually sleeps on the couch,” he
says. “You can probably take his bed.” So I put my rolling suitcase on the floor. Enahm
leaves and an hour or so later, around midnight, Wim pulls up outside in a large,
yellow Ford van. He comes inside wearing a T-shirt, nurse scrubs, and a black suit
jacket. Next to him is Anton, the tall, redheaded American whose mop of hair
resembles that of the comedian Carrot Top. Anton is traveling around Europe after a
stint learning Wim’s method and is trading accommodation for some work around the
house. Considering the bare bones accommodations, I wonder if we’ll be in
competition for the only bed.

“Scott Carney, you motherfucker!” Wim yells into the small room with a jovial smile
on his face. It is meant to be a compliment of sorts. The curse words are the newest
tools in his English arsenal and have been reprinted a thousand times on a T-shirt with
the company logo interposed with the slogan “Breathe, Motherfucker!” Wim has no
time for pretense and sometimes jokes with his instructors that the people who
completed his courses earned their M.F. degree when they were done with his training.
The insult, which might make me angry in another context, instead provokes a cracked
smile on my face. You know what? It has been far too long since I’ve seen this
motherfucker.

For the last few hours he’s been trying to set a new Guinness world record for
getting the largest number of people to ever walk on an ice rink barefoot. The event
took place in a small village on the other side of Holland. By the time it was over the
crowd’s communal body heat melted the top layer into slush. Hof is still energized by
the sight of the drag queens, the school groups, and the endless streams of well-
wishers who have been drawn into his orbit.

Although it is late, Hof has the vitality of a man a quarter his age. We sit together on
the couch and chat for several hours. In the last few years Hof went from being an
unknown to a world-famous guru, and he says he is struggling to understand what it
means to be an icon as well as the figurehead on the prow of a several-million-dollar-
a-year business. The constant lecturing, workshops, and media appearances are not
what he is built for. He’d much rather be a madman than a prophet. But with great



power comes great responsibility, so Hof has to zero in on the kind of highly refined
message that can captivate the largest possible audience. He tries a slogan on me; it’s
just three words.

“Healthy, happy, strong,” he says with pride. “I just want to keep it simple.”
These, he says, are the three ingredients to a good life. Forget, for a minute, the

science behind breathing and the cold, the barbaric discomfort of ice water, or how
many pushups a person might do without breathing. They’re all just trappings of a
larger desire to live well. From there we descend into a more detailed discussion of
what it means to live a good life. Hof starts to speak quicker, like he is agitated. He
begins to wave his arms in the air as if he is keeping a small insect at bay. “Society is
sick,” he says.

“Have you ever seen a rabbit go to a pharmacy, a hospital, or a mental asylum?” he
asks rhetorically. “They don’t look for medicine, they heal themselves or die. Humans
aren’t so simple; they’ve let technology get in the way of who they really are.” It’s an
idea that I’ve thought a lot about, and one that doesn’t always sit comfortably. Yes the
modern world has its drawbacks, but nature can also be brutal. So I interrupt the
budding diatribe.

“But rabbits get eaten by wolves,” I say.
Hof doesn’t skip a beat at my interjection. “Yes, they know fight and flight. The wolf

chases them and they die. But everything dies one day. It is just that in our case we
aren’t eaten by wolves. Instead, without predators, we’re being eaten by cancer, by
diabetes, and our own immune systems. There’s no wolf to run from, so our bodies eat
themselves.”

This is, of course, at the core of Wim’s philosophy. Without something to fight
against, the body will fight itself. They are words to muse over for the next week.
Before I shuffle off to bed Wim offers to let me tag along for a morning excursion with
the Dutch Olympic sailing team as they make their preparations for the 2016 Summer
Games. He is going to lecture them on what it means to be strong and how to stay at
the top of their game in any weather. Eight hours later I take my inaugural shower and
transform his house into a rainstorm.

Wim’s dance only ends when the rain from his ceiling slows to a trickle. Fortunately
it doesn’t actually collapse. In the joy of the moment he forgets to check the time and
realizes that we need to be on the other side of Holland in less than an hour. I’ll be
sharing a seat with his dog in the cab of his bright yellow van. A minute or two later we
are on the highway trying to transmute an hour into 40 minutes by stepping on the gas.
“Nothing to worry about,” he smiles as his blue eyes focus on the road. “They’re gonna
learn patience today, too.”

The drive gives us time to talk and for me to slip the idea that perhaps it would be
fun if I joined the Kilimanjaro expedition. The group—which has grown to 26 people—
all agreed to practice the method for half a year and meet up every few weeks to
breathe and then jump into one of Amsterdam’s canals or shallow lakes. Sure, I’ve
missed some of the camaraderie, but I live at a higher altitude and have been training
on and off in the method since we summited Snezka. How much harder could this
mountain be?

Hof doesn’t skip a beat responding. “Of course,” he says with his usual enthusiasm.
“Not only should you come, you must come.” He starts punching buttons on his phone,
taking his eyes off the road long enough for a graceful swerve into the neighboring
lane before he finds Enahm’s number.



Guttural notes of Dutch flit between them, and it seems that Wim’s recommendation
is all that’s required to get me on the list. “Scott Carney is coming,” Wim says
emphatically in English. There is a short argument but eventually an accented, “No
problem.” I smile and realize that I don’t really know what I’ve gotten myself into. That
unknown—along with a few thousand dollars—are my cost of entry.

It isn’t long until we arrive at the outskirts of The Hague, and the GPS begins to
recalculate the route. It recommends an immediate exit from the highway over a bridge
somewhere to the north. Hof swerves through traffic, but once we’ve made it onto the
new stretch of asphalt the GPS pushes back into rerouting mode and tells us to make
a U-turn. We both scowl inwardly hoping the GPS unit can feel shame. We are
supposed to go south now, but the gadget isn’t offering an apology. It is precisely the
sort of problem we would never have encountered 10 years ago, but even the Iceman
finds the convenience of modern technology alluring. “I hate them, but I can’t get
anywhere without one of these anymore,” he says as we spin the vehicle around.

Ten minutes later, Hof parks outside a plain brick building just as the gray sky turns
to rain. He opens the door, jumps out, and ducks into a construction site to relieve
himself. As he pisses, a thought seems to occur to him, and he calls back to me that
before Kilimanjaro I should really meet Geert Buijze, a doctor who had joined him on
the expedition up Kilimanjaro 2 years before. Wim says that Buijze knows what I am
going to face better than anyone else, and that maybe he could better explain what the
dangers of altitude really are. With that, he puts himself back together and is ready to
meet the Olympians. It is the same lecture he’s given countless times before, but the
team, which already bristles with gold medals, listens intently for anything that might
give them an edge in Brazil. (And, indeed, it may well have. In the 2016 games, Dutch
sailors won two gold medals.)

I sit in the back of the room with my mind wandering to Buijze. As Hof leads the
sailors in a breathing session and then an after-lecture ice bath in a blue inflatable
birthing pool, I send an e-mail to the doctor hoping for a chance to pick his brain about
my upcoming trip to Africa.

The next day Geert Buijze is waiting for me in a swanky hotel on the outskirts of
Amsterdam, sipping on a foamy cappuccino. At first I don’t recognize him. A few hours
earlier I’d taken a tour of his resume online, and the list of accomplishments made me
picture a man in the twilight of his career. An orthopedic surgeon with both an MD and
PhD to his credit, he’s also done stints in the trauma center at Mass General Hospital
in Boston and published research on high-altitude climbing, ligament reconstruction,
and on the tendency for misquotes in peer-reviewed science papers. In his spare time
he climbs mountains. The list, which goes on for a few pages, made me figure that the
guy must have at least 30 years on me. So when my eyes lock on an aristocratically
handsome man in his mid-thirties, I am surprised to see him wave.

“I just Googled you,” he says, pointing to my face on his computer screen. “We
certainly have a lot to talk about.”

In 2014, Buijze joined Hof and 23 other climbers on a remarkably similar trip to the
one I am planning to go on. They summited Kilimanjaro in just a few days without any
acclimatization. Initially content simply to be a participant in the crew, Buijze’s medical
credentials eventually made him a perfect candidate to be the expedition’s doctor.
Enahm asked him if maybe he would write an academic paper about the experience.

The 2014 Kilimanjaro expedition presented Buijze with an intimidating set of
responsibilities. At least half the group suffered from one chronic illness or another.



One man had cancer, and there were people with serious heart conditions, chronic
arthritis, and an assortment of immune diseases. All this compounded the obvious
threat of acute mountain sickness (AMS). Looking for some advice about the actual
risks from other mountaineers, Buijze reached out to a mountaineering club in the
Netherlands to learn more, but they tried to warn him off. “They told me that someone
would die,” he says, and then thinks about it. “Actually, they told me everyone would
die.”

That wasn’t quite the sort of encouragement he was looking for, so he looked to the
academic literature for a second opinion. An article in the New England Journal of
Medicine (NEJM) analyzed the ascents of 312 hikers, all of whom attempted to get to
the top of Kilimanjaro in just 5 days. It was the closest cognate to what his own group
would be doing, except that in his case Buijze and his fellow climbers would aim to
reach the summit in just 48 hours and to do most of the climb bare chested. Even so,
the numbers were grim. Of the hikers analyzed in the NEJM study, only 61 percent
made it to the top while 77 percent developed AMS, including a few cases of the most
severe form of the condition: hypobaric hypoxia. The mountaineering club’s warning
didn’t seem too far off.

Hypobaric hypoxia is a nasty condition. Although the Earth’s atmosphere is 21
percent oxygen regardless of altitude, the lower overall air pressure at higher
elevations means that the higher a person goes up, the less oxygen there is available
for any given breath. While it can take a long time to die of starvation, oxygen
depletion can wreak havoc on the body in mere hours as it shuts down one critical
system after another. Typical low-level symptoms include headache, nausea, fatigue,
inability to sleep, and dizziness. At more severe stages—at the point where AMS gets
a Latin name—people lose their balance and fluid begins to collect in their extremities.
Once severe symptoms set in there’s no way to reverse the process until the patient
descends to a lower altitude.

Absolutely everything in the literature indicated that Hof’s expedition was a suicide
mission. “I knew that I had a responsibility to warn the group,” Buijze recounts. The
expedition wasn’t just a high-risk affair, it bordered on stupid. The sole thing in the
hikers’ favor was their faith that rapid breathing along with a half-year-long process of
conditioning their bodies to the cold might—theoretically—provide a certain level of
protection. If the entire group breathed consciously during the ascent, it might
compensate for the low overall oxygen at higher altitude. After all, that was essentially
how Diamox worked. The altitude acclimatization drug passively speeds up respiration
to counteract the lower saturation of oxygen at altitude. In theory, Hof’s breathing
method would take the pharmaceutical out of the equation but produce the same basic
result. That said, even if the method worked for most people, what would happen if
one member of the group fell ill? Would they be able to maintain their concentration
and breathing while simultaneously mounting a rescue operation? In a worst-case
scenario the entire group could fall like dominoes. As one person attempted to rescue
another, they could well succumb to the same environmental factors until the whole
team became incapacitated. The prospect gave him nightmares. But on the other
hand, what if they made it? If a simple breathing technique could defeat AMS, then
there was potential to help climbers around the world who found themselves in trouble
at elevation.

So Bujize made a plan. As the first wilderness EMT to ever take on a challenge like
this, he designed his own set of safety protocols. His e-mails and messages to the



group highlighted their potential dooms, and he started to get a reputation among the
other mountaineers for being a worrywart. “I needed to get them to understand exactly
how serious this was. It is easy to get caught up in the fun of the expedition and
believe that everything would be okay. I needed to scare them a little,” he says.

Eventually his imploring prevailed. They all agreed to abide by following a simple
buddy system that would make everyone responsible for a climbing partner. He found
a checklist of altitude sickness symptoms known as the Lake Louise Criteria that
would provide canned ratings and symptoms to watch for during their progress on the
ascent.

Since altitude sickness manifests differently in every person, the protocol ranks a
variety of likely complications as an expedition ascends higher. Every symptom gets a
point value—a mild headache is worth 1 point, severe dizziness ranks as a 3, and
every mildly swollen limb on a person’s body is worth 1 point (for a maximum of 4
points, one for each limb). Everyone agreed that if anyone scored a 5 they would stop
and hold their position on the mountain until the symptoms subsided. If someone
scored 7 or more, the two buddies would turn back. After the trip Buijze would use
rankings that people recorded and analyze them for his paper.

So while beforehand the crew worried about how they might fare on the mountain,
the actual trip was a great success. It has gone down in Wim Hof lore as one of the
most profound test cases of the method. A few months after their expedition Bujize
published a letter to the editor in the journal Wilderness & Environmental Medicine
stating that out of the 25 people on the journey, only one experienced severe
symptoms. This single man, with a heart condition, had to descend early. Everyone
else made it to the rim of the volcano. Almost all of them were shirtless the whole time.
The 92 percent success rate was unheard of in medical literature. Or, as Bujize wrote
in reserved medical-speak in his letter, “The method seems to have a direct biological
effect on the autonomic nervous system, and warrants further investigation . . . The
remarkable results are most likely explained by the continuous controlled
hyperventilation reducing hypoxia severity. However, the resultant state of respiratory
alkalosis may cause symptoms such as dizziness and visual disturbances. The fact
that none of the trekkers experienced such symptoms is most likely due to the long-
term training.”

So it worked! It was a huge success, and Hof repeated it a year later with a different
group. I am relieved. But Bujize is not willing to assure me that this next expedition will
be the same. “We know that it has worked, but exactly what factors go into success
are hard to say. It is still a very dangerous proposition. It’s not like people haven’t died
following Wim’s example before,” he adds almost as an afterthought.

One side effect of Hof’s sudden international recognition is that tens of thousands of
people want to perform their own versions of Hof’s feats. Over the years Hof himself
has sometimes paid a physical price for his daredevil adventures, but he has always
managed to come out the other end alive and smiling. Not so for all the people
following his method. In the previous winter two Dutch men started learning Hof’s
breathing techniques from YouTube videos and found they loved being in cold water.
When one particular cold front froze the surfaces of the canals, they challenged each
other to swim beneath a stretch of ice. Whereas an emergency diver was on hand to
rescue Hof when he lost track of the hole in the ice and his corneas froze while
attempting a similar swim, the two friends were neither as well prepared nor as lucky.
One of them drowned.



The death cast a certain pall on the Innerfire organization. When I ask him about it
later, Enahm says, “We can’t be responsible for every extreme action that people say
is inspired by Wim. That would be impossible. There are just too many factors.” He’s
right. While it’s true that Hof’s method helps push the limits of human achievement,
nature will win eventually if you constantly test it.

That evening I pilot a tiny economy rental car back to Stroe and wait in the empty
house for Hof to get back home. For a 56-year-old man, his schedule seems endless.
There are lectures in the morning and evening, halls packed with corporate executives
seeking to use his method to train better leaders, as well as nonstop requests from
people suffering from debilitating illnesses who see the Iceman and his method as a
last-ditch hope. He texted me earlier saying that he was on a special mission out of the
country and would be back late.

The night drags on until eventually I again hear the crunch of Hof’s tires on the
gravel outside. The engine purrs for a few minutes as he sits behind the wheel thinking
and breathing consciously to find his center. Eventually he opens the door and I notice
that his rumpled suit coat looks even more rumpled than it did in the morning. I want to
ask him about how the person died swimming under the ice but it doesn’t seem like a
good time. He smiles faintly at me.

“I saved a woman’s life today,” he says softly. After a moment or two he tells me that
he was just back from Brussels, an almost 250-mile drive round-trip. There a woman
had called him saying that he was her last hope before she took her own life. He
figured he didn’t have a choice but to at least try to help. “She was hurt—her hips and
pelvis were broken as a child and since then she’s known only pain. So I spent the day
with her and tried opening her up,” he says. Hof taught her a technique to dull the pain
and retrain her nerves.

“She still has a long journey ahead of her and I don’t know for sure,” Hof says. “But I
think she will be okay.”

I am beginning to feel the same way about Kilimanjaro. It is a little more than 2
weeks before we are scheduled to fly to Tanzania, but Hof has other things to think
about besides my budding fears about the trip. He shuffles off into the kitchen and
looks to scrounge up his first meal of the day. He ponders over some mayonnaise and
some pickled shellfish in a jar. The man who spent the morning dancing in a rainstorm
in his own living room nods at his meal as if he is saying, “It’ll do.”

Lake Louise Score (LLS) for the Diagnosis of Acute Mountain
Sickness (AMS): Self-Report Questionnaire
Add together the individual scores for each symptom to get the total score. A total
score of 3 to 5 means mild AMS while a score of 6 or more means severe AMS.

Headache No headache 0
Mild headache 1
Moderate headache 2
Severe headache, incapacitating 3

Gastrointestinal
symptoms

None 0

Poor appetite or nausea 1



Moderate nausea &/or vomiting 2
Severe nausea &/or vomiting 3

Fatigue &/or weakness Not tired or weak 0
Mild fatigue/weakness 1
Moderate fatigue/weakness 2
Severe fatigue/weakness 3

Dizziness/lightheadedness Not dizzy 0
Mild dizziness 1
Moderate dizziness 2
Severe dizziness, incapacitating 3

Difficulty sleeping Slept as well as usual 0
Did not sleep as well as usual 1
Woke many times, poor sleep 2
Could not sleep at all 3

TOTAL SCORE


