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"Kilian Jornet is the most dominating endurance athlete of his generation."—NEW YORK
TIMES"Inspiring and humbling"— ALEX HONNOLDThe most accomplished mountain runner of
all time contemplates his record-breaking climbs of Mount Everest in this profound memoir—an
intellectual and spiritual journey that moves from the earth’s highest peak to the soul’s deepest
reaches.Kilian Jornet has broken nearly every mountaineering record in the world and twice
been named National Geographic Adventurer of the Year. In 2018 he summitted Mount Everest
twice in one week—without the help of bottled oxygen or ropes.As he recounts a life spent
studying and ascending the greatest peaks on earth, Jornet ruminates on what he has found in
nature—simplicity, freedom, and spiritual joy—and offers a poetic yet clearheaded assessment
of his relationship to the mountain . . . at times his opponent, at others, his greatest inspiration. 

About the AuthorKilian Jornet is the dominant mountain runner of all time and among the worlds
greatest athletes. In search of inspiration outside formal competition, Kílian embarked on a self-
styled adventure project dubbed Summits of My Lifeestablishing the fastest known recorded
times (FKT) to ascend and descend the worlds most challenging peaks, including the
Matterhorn, Kilimanjaro, Mont Blanc, Denali and even the planets tallest summit. Six days after
he summitted Everest, he repeated the performancean accomplishment for which he was
named Adventurer of the Year by National Geographic. He lives in Norway.--This text refers to
the audioCD edition.
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one morning with some transcendental resolution to start running.I’ve been running mountains
since the very beginning of my life, and since then I have spent my days counting the blueness
of the lakes, the sharpness of the ridges, the length of the sunsets, and, well, some boring stuff
like meters climbed and the miles behind and in front of me.I wasn’t like most kids growing up.
The posters in my childhood bedroom were of Matterhorn, the Toblerone mountain in
Switzerland, and a panorama called the Roof of the World, showing the range of Everest and the
surrounding mountains. Eventually I climbed Matterhorn, and sometime after that I climbed
Everest. When I ran up and down Matterhorn, it was to break a record, but Everest was different.
I approached Everest with the idea to try a new way of mountain climbing. Four years separated
my climb of Matterhorn and Everest, but mostly what separated them was my realization that I
was living a life of contradictions. I ran fast to live a slow lifestyle. I needed solitude to be myself
and social interactions to make a living. I loved the adrenaline of a race and the calm of the world
above 8,000 meters. I enjoyed discovering remote mountains, but to protect them, I now realize
it might have been better if I hadn’t visited them at all. I am those contradictions, and how I deal
with them is also who I am. There will always be consequences to my actions, positive or
negative, and those consequences might affect only myself or affect a large amount of
people.As a teenager, I learned how to race in the mountains. It is all about training, getting in
shape, executing the perfect movements, but beyond the physical, it is about how a runner or
climber sees the mountains. Are they merely a playground to race on? Are they a stadium on
which to perform your sport? Or are they something else entirely?When I climbed Matterhorn, I
viewed mountains as my playground, the source of my greatest joy and fun and pleasure, and as
my stadium, where I competed. Then, after some encounters with a few special humans you’ll
read about in these pages, the fury of the mountains emerged in my life, and my stadium started
to fall apart. Competition in sports is about performance. The time on the clock. When you cross
the finish line. When your competitors do the same. In federated sports, this performance is
judged by rules and regulations. But in the mountains, these rules and regulations are
meaningless. Mountains are (still) a space of freedom, where lawlessness reigns for the good of
everyone.DIDIER DELSALLE HAS BEEN ON TOP OF EVEREST. ON MAY 14, 2005, HE landed
with his helicopter on the 8,848-meter summit. If he told you that he reached the summit of
Everest, he wouldn’t be lying, although most of us in the mountain-climbing world would
disagree. But where is the line we can draw between achieving the greatest feat—reaching the
summit—and climbing the distance to get there? How many steps are considered effort enough
to claim an ascent? What I’ve learned is that every shortcut is a personal decision you must live
with, and every achievement is the same.When it comes to climbing mountains, the reaching
should never compromise the journey to get there. That’s why when I climbed Everest, I did it



alone with no assistance—not to simply step on the summit but to see what I was able to endure
in my journey getting there. Four years before, when I ran up and down Matterhorn faster than
anyone before, I was obsessed only with the achievement, researching the past, emulating how
the fastest person before me had done it, and using his rules, as it was a competition. I was
racing him. On Everest, I raced myself.When I started traveling far to do a run or a race or a
climb, I considered it just a part of the job. But today I’m questioning how much of that travel is
making a negative impact on the natural world I love so much. Does the answer “Because that’s
just how it is” make it okay? In the long run, climbing Everest has likely been a very selfish and
absurd activity, but what I understand from writing this book is that the path I have taken to climb
it and the encounters I have had on that road have changed the way I see not only the mountain
but also myself, and the connection between humans and nature has made me, I hope, a more
committed human with those contradictions. Throughout these pages I try to explain this
journey.In the end, Above the Clouds is not about what I have achieved but about what I have
experienced, about feeling at peace with my values when I do something and embracing the
possibility of change and failure as a reward for my soul.The FarewellMy lips said “I love you”
when what they really wanted to admit was “I’m sorry.”I kept forcing the words out, trying to make
excuses: “Don’t worry,” “I’ll be careful” . . . but I knew no excuse would seem reasonable to her for
setting out on an adventure that could lead to my death on the world’s highest mountain. Yet I
need to climb mountains to feel alive, even if I risk death.I managed to mumble, “Goodbye,” with
an uneasy feeling that I was being selfish and narcissistic. I definitely am those things. I took my
backpack out of the trunk, accidentally slamming the lid shut. Dazed by the sudden loud noise,
and this strange silence between us, I finally tapped on the back windshield to let her know she
could leave.IT WAS EARLY AUGUST, BUT THE AIR WAS BRISK. THE SCENT OF THE sea
filled my lungs. Tromsø is a fishing port on a little island surrounded by fjords and mountains,
above the Arctic Circle in northern Norway. For a few weeks in summer, the sun doesn’t set; it’s
always daytime. It’s as if time means nothing: grandparents go out for a midnight stroll, and you
can see your neighbors fixing their balconies or tiling their roofs in the wee hours of the morning.
A collective drunkenness seems to take hold of the region for a single, never-ending day. But the
sun is gentle and never rises high in the sky, doing circles above the horizon, painting it with a
thick layer of pastel colors, yellow and orange tones, sometimes flooded with intense red.The
airport, where I said goodbye to the woman I love, lies at one end of the island. As Emelie drove
away, I blew her a silent kiss. I didn’t want to look back, so I walked into the airport, trying to let
my eyes dry before I went up to the check-in desk. I was setting out on a journey that would take
me to the summit of Everest, aware of the difficulties and dangers that lay ahead. Despite
everything, at no point did I reconsider this decision.A FEW HOURS EARLIER, EMELIE AND I
HAD GONE FOR A RUN TOGETHER. Taking advantage of the continual light, we went out at
night, after dinner, to stretch our legs and clear our minds after a tense and stressful few days of
organizing a race for a few hundred runners. In the last few days, the phone calls, car rides back
and forth, and hand squeezes had been near constant. Running together, just the two of us,



would be a much-needed cleansing exercise.We set off along a narrow path, leaving the noise
of the city behind. We wanted the mountains to shelter us. The wind’s soft murmur replaced the
radio programs floating out of the houses and shops in town, and a pure, fresh breeze replaced
the stifling air among the crowds and the smoke. Gradually, our legs began to feel lighter and
lose the stiffness of the last few days. We climbed to the top of the first peak and ran on without
stopping. We left the dirt path for the fields, climbing a new route. The frosty grass soaking our
feet contrasted with the hard, dry surface of the black asphalt. Little by little, our hearts began to
beat at a shared rhythm, echoing the thump of our steps.We ran side by side, steeped in a
feeling of peace and serenity that contrasted with the whirlwind of the previous days. But
happiness can’t continue forever; this calm was the prelude to our farewell. Though from time to
time we opened our mouths to try to say what needed to be said between us, sound didn’t
emerge.Later, when we drove to the airport, neither of us could express what we’d both been
feeling for a long time: fear and regret. And leaving it unsaid, we made a pact of silence that
would last until I returned from the expedition.THROUGH THE AIRPLANE WINDOW, THE CITY
SHRANK UNTIL IT DISAPPEARED. I stared through the glass at the plane’s shadow as we flew
over fjords and still-snowy peaks, mountains and valleys. I knew many of those paths and crests,
but I saw new paths from the air and imagined myself running along them on my return. At that
moment, though, I was leaving them behind, too, and I hoped they would forgive me for going in
search of another.I thought of the things I should have told Emelie while we were running
together, to relieve the suffering she was sure to experience while we were far apart. A subtle
joke or a clever comment, but I’m no good at thinking of quick things to say on the spot. I feel at
peace in the mountains because, as Italian mountaineer Reinhold Messner said, they are not
fair or unfair; they are just dangerous. And, in danger, you can apply a certain logic when it
comes to making what you think will be the right decision. In the mountains, I never waver, but in
the more jagged terrain of relationships, I am paralyzed.THE EARTH DISAPPEARED AS WE
ENTERED A CLOUD, AND THE TURBULENCE made me snap back into the present. Leaving
always brings a wave of contradictory feelings: the fleeting freedom of escape mixed with
nostalgia for the warmth and familiarity I’ve left behind.In the plane’s hold was a suitcase
weighing exactly fifty pounds. I had scrupulously calculated how to pack for this trip, with all the
equipment I would need to conquer a high peak. There was no room for anything else, not even
a pen.The preparations had gone almost perfectly, or at least that’s how it seemed to me. I had
spent the last month in the Alps, most of the time above 4,000 meters, preparing my lungs and
body for Everest’s impossibly high summit. I felt comfortable at a high altitude and was ready for
the technical difficulties of the mountain.Before an assault on a summit, there is a moment that is
impossible to quantify. It goes beyond the miles you’ve covered and the inevitable circumstances
you’ve overcome. This is when you realize you have the necessary calm for the ascent. The
sense of safety that takes hold when you feel comfortable in a terrain where, if you had more
sense, you ought not to feel so safe. I had noticed I was in that exact state of mind as I finished
my training in the Alps, and I still felt this way on the plane ride to Everest, where my risk



threshold would be higher than usual. On the one hand, this was comforting, but on the other, it
filled me with a fear of myself, since I didn’t know for sure what I would do if faced with a choice
between my desire to climb the mountain and my sense of self-preservation, which keeps me
calm and protects me from crossing boundaries with no return.The flight attendant pushed the
dinner cart to the row where I was seated. She smiled and asked me to choose between the
chicken and rice and the vegetable pasta. I decided on the pasta. Like clones of one another, all
the passengers on the flight began the same dance at once: we opened the tiny cardboard
package, removed the foil protecting the food, burned our fingers to confirm that it was too hot,
then tore open the transparent cutlery wrapper and took out a fork to spear the four lettuce
leaves. We inspected the pudding on the left of the tray with a sidelong glance. Is it chocolate?
Without knowing very well how, I had ended up with a tub of processed macaroni and was now
stirring it around with a disposable fork. I decided I was full. I placed everything in a pile as best I
could, left it on the corner of the table, and waited for the flight attendant to come back and take
it away.Intercontinental flights are like a long trip to a mall in a large city. There are always
children crying and teenagers whispering, letting out the occasional scream or guffaw. Bad food,
shiny offers for products you’ll never use, and movies, music, or games—it doesn’t matter which
—to pass the time.I tried to escape the productivity traps these kinds of environments set by
opening the notebook in which I was planning to journal my expedition and write down important
things like daily activities, measurements of the slopes and the altitude, a record of how I felt
while acclimating, meteorological data. And I gave it a try, but amid all the people crammed
together in such a claustrophobic setting, I couldn’t make a single mark on the blank page.Angry
with myself, I gave in to temptation and searched for a movie on the little screen on the seat back
in front of me. Luckily, I fell asleep soon after the opening credits.In the dream, I entered a forest.
The trees were large but weren’t the enormous sequoias you see in the United States. They
belonged to a traditional forest, like in the Pyrenees, but were disproportionately large. It was like
seeing everything from the height of a child or a small animal.Despite my calm, I was scared.
Deep in the forest, everything moved at a dizzying speed. I began to walk. I wanted to get out,
but everything was spinning around me, preventing me from finding or choosing the right path. I
began to run, but the forest kept spinning and moving just as fast. My legs wouldn’t obey me and
felt like they were made of lead; they were frozen to the mossy ground carpeted with pine
needles. When I finally seemed able to free myself, the forest lurched like a boat in the midst of a
storm and I fell.I could make out the shadows of animals passing between the trees. There
seemed to be dozens. They were giant and began to surround me, the circle in which I was
trapped closing in around me. When the animals were finally so close that they seemed about to
crush me, I realized that in fact it was only one animal, a kind of long-legged mammoth running
with enormous strides. But when I looked closer, I realized the beast that had cornered me
wasn’t a mammoth but an enormous rabbit or hare.Suddenly, I heard a knock on a tree as if
someone was chopping it down with an axe. Chop, chop. The sound was right next to me. And I
felt the hare, or whatever it was, grab me by the shoulder. Chop, chop.“Excuse me, would you



like something to drink?” the flight attendant asked, waking me up with a start.I let her know with
a sleepy gesture that I didn’t want anything, and she pushed the cart loaded with drinks to the
row behind me. That’s when it dawned on me: It was Petita! A hare I had found as a child, on a
stormy day, in the forest behind the mountain refuge where we lived. In my dream she was huge,
but when I rescued her she was an injured baby. That afternoon, all those years ago, I took her
home, gave her some food and water, and laid her in my bedroom to sleep with me. But after a
few days, she had recovered and filled the room with droppings, and wouldn’t stop moving under
the sheets while I slept, and my parents asked me to let her go. I didn’t want to. She was mine! I
had found her and rescued her, had built her a big pen outside the refuge for her to run around
in, and fed her each afternoon when I got home from school.But one day after a few months of
keeping her, when I went to see her after class, I found that Petita had died. I cried and cried,
asking myself over and over what I’d done wrong. I didn’t realize that I had killed her by trying to
take care of her. She had chosen to die rather than remain alive and imprisoned. Some animals
are meant to live free.THREE DAYS AFTER GETTING OFF THE PLANE, I FELT FAR AWAY
FROM all that I’d left behind: the frosty fields that had soaked my feet as I ran with Emelie in the
silence we both had wanted to break without knowing how. Why didn’t we say anything to each
other? Her hugs were far away now. So were the city, the traffic, the noise, and my worry that the
car in front of us would make me late to the airport. So were my notebook full of preparation
notes and Petita, the hare in my dream.Now I was here on Everest in the springtime, attempting
to ascend and descend the mountain in the fastest time, and I was in a fine mess.If I looked
ahead, behind, or above, I saw only white enveloping everything. And below, my legs pierced the
snow. And the silence was so intense and absolute that I could hear a distant, piercing whistle in
my ears.In fact, there was no silence: I breathed deeply; the wind blew in violent gusts;
snowflakes fell from the sky, rebelling against the air, flurrying at me from every direction, driving
against my coat, which made a rhythmic flapping sound. There was so much noise that it ended
up canceling itself out. It was not silent, but I felt silence. In my eyes, my ears . . . a single shade
of white that traced a diagonal path up ahead allowed me to see the steep slope I was tackling.
But a few feet ahead, the slope disappeared in the midst of the storm. Behind me, the deep path
I’d cut had vanished almost immediately beneath the snow. Let’s go, Kilian. One more step. The
snow came up to my knees and would soon be compacted by the wind.I could intuit with all my
senses that in a few seconds this 2,000-meter wall, which had seemed inoffensive just two
hours ago, was going to turn into an enormous unsteady sheet, a trap hiding an avalanche. I
drove my ice axes in as deeply as I could. I’d lost track of my fellow climbers, who were
somewhere behind me. I couldn’t see them. The thick fog had swallowed them.I took another
step on this fifty-degree slope on the northeast face of Everest, hoping the snowfall that had
accumulated in the last few hours wouldn’t detach from the wall and sweep down the
mountainside. And hoping it wouldn’t pull me down with it.Before I attempted each step, I
thought: Is this the last mountain I’ll climb? How the hell did I get this far?IT’S A LONG STORY. IT
DIDN’T BEGIN WHEN I FIRST STARTED TRAINING to climb Everest in the summer. Or when I



went back in the fall and the winter of that year to train again. It didn’t begin when I said goodbye
to Emelie in the spring of the following year, headed to Everest to finally attempt my goal. Or
when I took the plane to Nepal, or even when I dreamed of exploring Everest when I was young.
Though I might not have been aware of it, this story began long before, 6,000 feet above sea
level in Spain. My home.TrainingThere are people who train to compete, and there are those
who compete to train.I belong to the second group. The goal of competing can provide a source
of motivation, but it isn’t necessary for the training—far from it.I STILL REMEMBER THE FIRST
TIME I FOUND EXTREME AND ALMOST perverse enjoyment in the leg pain and
breathlessness I felt as I ascended a steep slope and gave it my all. It happened one late spring
day in my early teens, as I cycled around the French department of Ariège in Occitanie, with
Joan, the father of a friend from school. The sky was blue, and the heat was suffocating. We
were climbing one of the many mountain passes in the region; I can’t remember which one. We
took a narrow road through abandoned villages and fields without livestock, and Joan yelled
back advice to me as he pedaled ahead.“You have to stop doing miles just for the sake of it, and
climbing mountains with no rhyme or reason. You have to treat it like a job. Imagine you’re
building up credit,” he said, “to use the day you really want to go fast.”I pretended to listen to him,
but all that really interested me was covering more miles each day than the day before, and
going faster and faster. When the conversation dragged on too long and I didn’t want to keep
listening, I sped up to provoke an attack so I would have an excuse to give it my all and end up
exhausted. My legs hurt, we were going faster and faster, and I began to feel short of breath and
a strange kind of pleasure, until I saw a sign that said we were only half a mile away from the
highest point of the pass. I noticed a surprising sadness inside me.“Come on, the best part is
coming up,” Joan encouraged me, thinking of the descent.“Yeah,” I answered, “but I think I’d like
the climb to go on forever.”I WAS TWELVE YEARS OLD, AND THAT SUMMER I WANTED TO
COMPETE in the Three Nations Cycling Tour, which went from Puigcerdà to Andorra and
passed through France, then back to the capital of La Cerdanya, covering a total of over 150
kilometers. I thought I should get ready to compete, not just sustain myself by cycling for hours
and hours, so I started writing down in a notebook all the training and rides I was doing. Though I
had been walking long distances and cycling alone or with my parents for years, for the first time
I was consciously training for a concrete goal.That summer, I participated in the Three Nations.
In the fall, I did the 80-kilometer Caballos del Viento route, and I also entered the Centro de
Tecnificación de Esquí de Montaña, the national youth team for mountain skiing, since my
mother thought I should channel my energy in an orderly way. It was lucky that I enrolled,
because that’s where I met two of the most influential people in my life: Jordi Canals, the center’s
director, and Maite Hernández, my first trainer.IN THE SUMMER OF 2004, MAITE
HERNÁNDEZ GAVE ALL OF HER YOUNG students a gift: a little stone. That spring, she had
climbed the north face of Everest as part of a women’s expedition and had brought that little
keepsake down from the mountain for us. I stowed mine away like the treasure it was.Jordi had
already been to Everest twice, as part of the first Catalan expeditions in 1983 and 1985, when



Òscar Cadiach, Toni Sors, and Carles Vallès reached the summit. Jordi telling us about his
experiences taught us to perform as well as we could in competitions, but also to be safe and
fully equipped on a mountain. I have the impression he, in fact, doubted that any of his students
would end up becoming professionals and contend for world championships, and that’s why he
focused on making sure we first enjoyed the mountains and the effort.During one of those
trainings, as we were climbing the Tossa d’Alp for the second or third time that day, a few feet
before reaching the highest slopes, those of us who were up ahead, making a huge effort to
catch up with Jordi—who was climbing calmly—stopped to take off our skins to go down and do
another ascent. He planted himself ahead of us with a hand on his chin, striking a thoughtful
pose, and, in a sarcastic tone so as not to sound too important, he let slip:“The summit’s up
there, you know!”We looked at him to see if he was being serious. We had come there to train, to
cover the meters of that slope without wasting any time. Even if it would take us only twenty
seconds to reach the highest point—taking off our skis, walking a little to the summit, then
putting them back on—it would cause us to lose a couple of minutes on each ascent and disrupt
the pace we had set.Jordi was adamant. “Well, do we ski and climb mountains, or not? And
mountain climbing is all about reaching the summit, right?”THERE IS NO EQUALITY IN
COMPETITIVE SPORTS. IF, FOR EXAMPLE, I had wanted to be a basketball player, even if I
had been passionately committed, tried with all my might, and broken my back with the effort,
the truth is, I wouldn’t have gotten very far. Already, as a young kid in the admission tests for the
Centro de Tecnificación, I showed the necessary qualities to forge a future in mountain
endurance sports. Despite being at the lower end of the group for strength and explosive power,
I felt comfortable when we ran uphill, and I could hold my own alongside those who were older
than me. It must have been because I had a high capacity for recovery and a small, light body,
which helped me a lot in the beginning. We can’t choose our genes or our build, and they’ll be
with us for our whole lives. But they’re far from enough in determining who will be successful.
Natural predisposition should always be accompanied by hard work and passion. I’ve had the
good luck to be able to bring these requirements together—something not all athletes can do.
There are those who approach their activity passionately. Maybe their body and their abilities
don’t match their passion, and after years of stoical persistence they can achieve great results,
but without the necessary extra factors, they can’t achieve full excellence. There are also people
with immense ability but who don’t love their sport enough to have a successful career. They
don’t put enough effort into it and end up unmotivated.Though it might be hard to believe, I didn’t
plan to practice mountain sports. It was my parents who introduced me to this world, when I was
very little, as they also did with my sister. We lived in a mountain refuge at an altitude of 2,000
meters, and the shelves were filled with books by mountaineers Kurt Diemberger, Roger Frison-
Roche, and Walter Bonatti. During school vacations, we always went somewhere in the
Pyrenees or the Alps to do mountains.It may seem like a paradox, but often such an intense
immersion in an activity can lead a child, in adolescence, to do exactly the opposite of what their
parents want. But I imagine both my sister and I still love the mountains because we built a much



deeper relationship with them that went beyond the simple pleasure of practicing a sport.I
remember that when we were still little kids clinging to our mother’s legs, sometimes, after
dinner, after we’d put on our pajamas and brushed our teeth, our mother would take us by the
hand and lead us outside. We would go into the dark forest with no light to guide us. We would
stray from the paths and walk on the moss and fallen branches until we could no longer see the
light from the house, and then she would let go of our hands, tell us to listen to the sounds of the
forest, and find our way back to the refuge alone. At first, we were afraid of the sounds and the
darkness. “What if there’s a wolf? What if we get lost and can’t find our way back?” and then we
would get frightened and run for our mother’s protection. But gradually we grew accustomed to
the darkness and the night’s murmurs: a branch creaking because of the drop in temperature at
night, the hum of the air stirred by a partridge flapping its wings as it took off, or the whistle of the
wind through the trees. When we heard all this, we regained our calmness, greeted the wind and
the animals, and followed the signs leading us back to the refuge. In this natural and almost
unconscious way, we learned from our mother to be part of the mountain.YEARS WENT BY,
AND WHEN I WAS A TEENAGER, I DISCOVERED THAT I had masochistic tendencies. That
was when I put the last, indispensable piece of the puzzle in place, completing the picture that
would open the door to being a professional athlete. I had put the first piece in place the day I
began to sculpt my muscles and tendons and to move naturally over uneven terrain, during trips
into the mountains with my parents. The long hours on mountain trails had also trained my heart
for stamina. Now my body was primed.Despite being a good student, I was bored by the scene
at school. I had zero social life and didn’t even try to make friends. I was interested only in
learning. While my classmates waited impatiently for the bell to ring so they could go have a
drink, play in the park, race home to play video games, or try to hook up with someone, all I
could think about was putting on my sneakers to go for a run. I wanted to feel exhaustion in my
heart and pain in my legs again.I took advantage of any free moment to train. Before sunrise, if I
could, I slipped out to ski with my mom, or just went out for a run, or slid the 25 kilometers from
home to school on my roller skis. At lunchtime, instead of heading to the dining hall, I went out to
bounce around on the outskirts of town, and on the three days when Maite Hernández had me
do strength training, I went to the city’s gym. When I came home in the afternoon, I’d barely even
put my backpack in my room before taking off on my bike or going for a run. If Maite told me to
rest, I was glued to the TV, watching the DVD La Tecnica dei Campioni over and over again, in
which the movements of the greatest ski mountaineers, such as Stéphane Brosse, Rico Elmer,
Florent Perrier, and Guido Giacomelli, were analyzed in simple terms. I didn’t care if I had no
friends or people called me weird because all I wanted to know was how far my body could
go.This dynamic continued in college. Apart from my classmates who were also involved in
sports, my social life was limited to the people I saw at races. I never went on any end-of-
semester trips, never put in an appearance at parties or dances, and never touched a drop of
alcohol, except at times when I was, shall we say, forced. I avoided these kinds of situations
because I had the impression that they were just a waste of time and energy, and that it would be



more helpful for me to train or rest.If you’re thinking right now that when I was young I tended to
disconnect from my surroundings and had a closed outlook, you’re probably not far off. I had no
doubt, from the moment I decided to dedicate my life to sports, that for some doors to open for
me, others would have to close forever.To me, sport doesn’t mean a life full of sacrifices but
rather one full of choices. You make choices about where you want to go, and the secret lies in
prioritizing what you really want to do and sticking to the plan you’ve made without hesitation. At
the end of the day, what’s more important? Having friends and a girlfriend or striving to become
the world champion of your discipline?I BEGAN TO TRAIN MYSELF DURING MY EARLY
YEARS IN COLLEGE. FOR five years, with Maite as my coach, I learned the basic rules of
training, like rationing my efforts and understanding the relationship between workload, rest, and
overcompensation, and planning my training in the mid- to long-term according to my goals. In
those five years, I managed to turn the masochist, thoughtlessly tackling ascents, into someone
who could train to win important races. In addition to Maite’s patience as I incorporated these
ideas and put them into practice, the other factor that helped me improve was an injury when I
was eighteen, which kept me out of action for six months. The surgeon who operated on me
noted that I might not be able to perform as well as before. The anxiety he instilled in me and the
realization that an accident can ruin a career inspired me to study the factors that influence
athletic performance as if I were possessed: biomechanics, training, psychology, technique,
equipment, diet . . . It was a good lesson. Having to deal with a defective leg was not a hindrance
but rather allowed me to open my mind to important decisions I would need to make on my
journey. The questions I asked myself about the workings of the mind and body intensified in the
years when I studied physical education in college. But I have always been impatient. I was
incapable of waiting around to learn about conclusions that might be of use to me. Now that I
was winning races and felt confident in my daily training, I began to experiment with my body.My
idea was to push a specific aspect of my body to the limit, such as my metabolism’s ability to
work at aerobic capacity with no energy input, or the possibility to repeat anaerobic exercises at
a high altitude and then recover, to mention a couple of things that preoccupied me. If I solved
these mysteries, not only could I take advantage of the results and theoretical adaptations, but
also I would feel the potential and the limits of my body, in all its rigor, with total precision.Of
course, to conduct those experiments I had to take advantage of periods when I wasn’t
competing, so I had enough time to recover if things got out of control. I also had to conduct
them on safe, familiar terrain that was nearby, in case I got hurt and had to rush home.DURING
MY COLLEGE YEARS, I WENT TO ONLY ONE PARTY, WHICH A classmate tricked me into
attending, after one of these training experiments. And even today, I still believe I let myself be
convinced because my will was crushed by exhaustion.It must have been the spring of 2008. I
was in Font-Romeu and wanted to test my body’s capacity for action without any energy input. In
other words, I wanted to know how many days I could spend training and running without eating
anything. To find out, I went about my life as usual, running two to four hours in the morning and
another hour in the afternoon, but eliminated all meals. I had to adjust the logistics ahead of time



since I had no doubt that if there was food in the room, my hunger would take over. I emptied the
fridge and the pantry, handed the contents to a friend, and gave him strict instructions not to
feed me anything, even if I showed up begging in the wee hours. I only allowed myself to drink as
much water as I liked.I should clarify that all I wanted to find out through this experiment was how
long I could run without added energy, with only the fat and muscle protein my body already had
as fuel, and to study the stages of the process. I never for a moment thought of it as a weight-
loss therapy or a way to discover if I could perform as well while eating less.Unfortunately, in
extreme sports, especially in disciplines in which weight is very important—and that includes ski
mountaineering—many athletes are obsessed with losing weight, and for them, this is a
recurring and highly relevant problem. I know athletes who have spent half a lifetime going
hungry to maintain their target weight; others who get up at the crack of dawn to ransack the
fridge because they can’t stand to train anymore without eating; and those who induce vomiting
after they eat, to trick their hunger and keep their weight down.
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Daniel Rankin, “All Kilian Front to Back. Kilian is a top mountain athlete. Buy this book if you want
insight into his life and what goes on inside his head. He is not a world-class author and the
events captured in this tale aren’t particularly inspirational. It’s a series of somewhat connected
stories from his life that is a piece of who he is. If you idolize him and respect his
accomplishments it’s worth the read.”

DD, “Great insight into the mind of a champion. An amazing look at the thoughts and lifelong
drive of someone as record setting ask Kilian”

DianeL, “I enjoyed reading this book very much.. "To me, sport doesn't mean a life full of
sacrifices but rather one full of choices."Above the Clouds by Kilian Jornet is an in-depth story of
his lifetime of running mountains from his earliest childhood days. I enjoyed reading this book
very much.Kilian Jornet has a disciplined focus on goal-oriented training for competitions and
expeditions.In writing this book, the author wants to share what has been his personal life goals
which help explain his almost compulsive drive to race and climb in the mountains.As I read the
book, I often wondered how his body could continue to perform in the running and climbing
competitions with very little nutritional support for his physical endurance. The extremes of
training seemed to be relentless, but for the author, it was his life. He enjoyed pushing the limits
of his body.He had a dream while on the flight to the Himalayas for his ascent on Everest. Could
this have been a warning to him for the experience soon to come? His second unsupported
ascent on Everest a few days after completing the first could have been disastrous. I won't post
spoilers.Publication Date: August 25, 2020Thank you to NetGalley and the publisher for the
opportunity to read and review this book.”

LSmith, “Good mountaineering memoir. Kilian Jornet is an athletic marvel. He climbs the tallest
mountains; he runs races at various distances on these mountains as well as more level ground
and he puts himself through punishing training sessions. He hadn't yet conquered the ultimate
challenge for any climber: reaching the peak of Mount Everest. His journey to do so is told in his
own words and manner in this book.One aspect of the book that may turn off some readers is
that there is not a good flow or sequence in the book – the stories of the Everest expeditions
(there was more than one) are in order, but the other tales and reflections Jornet shares are
random and seem to be written on whatever emotion he was feeling at the time he was sitting in
front of his keyboard. While that does make it a little more challenging to read in as few settings
as possible, I find them brutally honest. That is a good trait to have, as I find that type of writing
hard to put down, especially in some of his darker times when he wonders if all his training and
work is worth the effort.But that training DOES produce results – if you don't know about the
awards he has won, he does share some of them, but doesn't come across as arrogant. He
shares some more tender moments, such as the three people whom he believes were the most



important to help him become the climber that he has become (another dark moment comes
here when he describes how one of them became another climbing victim). His partner Emilie is
a climber as well and the story of when they were scaling Everest together and her fall is both
terrifying and riveting.While these stories can be considered downers, there are plenty of
triumphs and great prose about climbing as well. A reader just has to take them in carefully and
enjoy them as they come in the book. This will never be confused for a work of great writing, but
it is an interesting look at the duel sports of mountaineering and running (much more of the
former) that is worth the time to read.”

Athanasios Zorbas, “Product in excellent condition. Arrived on time.. Packaging was excellent.
Product arrived intact.”

Lilja Sverrisdóttir, “Arrived on a right tíma. Exelent serves. ”

The book by Kilian Jornet has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 370 people have provided feedback.
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