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ODDS AND ENDS
BY

THE PRESIDENT.

O

NE cannot contemplate the issue of a second number
of our Journal without experiencing a deep feeling of
regret that " our Founder," Mrs. Kelly, never saw the
realisation of another of her great ambitions (one, secondary
only to the formation of the Club) the publication of a
climbing journal, written by women for women. With this
object in view she opened a Journal Fund, and it was largely
owing to her efforts that a goodly sum was raised to pay for
the printing of our first number. One feels quite sure she
would have been intensely gratified by the excellent efforts
of our Joint Editors, and by the reception the Journal
received in climbing circles. One of our Editors is at present
combining business with pleasure out in the Far West, and
Mrs. Winthrop Young, our first President, is now acting
jointly with Miss Bray.
Since the publication of the last Journal, the Club has
held two Easter Meets and Annual Meetings the first at
Capel Curig and the second at Torver. At Capel, for the first
time since the formation of the Club, we had no " male attachments " at our Easter meet, and relied on the leadership of
our own members. We were favoured with excellent weather
and had some very enjoyable climbs, amongst them Central
and West on Lliwedd, Parson's Nose, Gashed Crag on Tryfaen
and Central Arete on Glyder Fawr.
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At the Annual Meeting the question of a joint meet with
the Ladies' Scottish Mountaineering Club at Fort William
was discussed. Many members regretted that too short a
holiday prevented them from considering a journey so far
afield, but several members were very keen to participate
in such a meet, especially under the auspices of the Ladies'
Scottish. The result was that two meets were arranged one
at Torver for those who could only snatch a short holiday,
and one at Fort William. Man proposes but God .
What happened to the Fort Williamites ? The Club seemed
dogged by misfortune in the early part of 1926 damaged
ankles, torn ligaments, family illness, death in the end
no one went to Fort William, and we feel we owe our most
humble apologies to our friends the Ladies' Scottish, especially
as we believe they decided on Fort William as the venue for
their meet out of deference to us; but we feel sure they were
amply repaid by the beautiful weather and the magnificent
climbing they must have enjoyed. The Torver meet suffered
too as only sixteen members were able to turn up. The
weather was kind, and splendid climbing was had on Dow
Crags, though I believe the great event of the meet was the
" trip to Pillar " to take part in the Centenary celebration
organised by the Fell and Rock Climbing Club.
The Summer Meet in the Alps the first club venture of
its kind was a huge success. It was organised by Dr.
Corbett, and seven members of the Club were there at some
time or other. " Sam " Hall spent a week doing the tour of
Mont Blanc before the Meet began and to do this alone
before the " season " commenced is no small achievement.
Four other members did the same tour after the Meet.
The Annual Dinner took place at Queen's Hotel, Manchester on Jan. 9,1926. In the absence of the President, Dr. Corbett
presided, and about fifty members and friends were present.
There were no official guests. Mrs. East wood, Mrs. Croggon,
and Dr. Chisholm were the speakers; while Mrs. Howard, Mrs.
Coates, Mrs. Wakefield sang, and Miss Thomas played pianoforte selections. At ten o'clock everyone adjourned for dancing. A climbing meet was held at Stanage the following day.

PETITES DENTS DE VEISIVI

A. Hirst
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Probably by the time the Journal appears I shall have
joined the ranks of the " has-beens." Truly some are born
.great and others have greatness thrust upon them. It was
certainly thrust upon me with no light thrust, and just at a
time when I was making the greatest change in my life
changing from one house to another. At first I felt I could
not face the responsibility, but later it was borne in upon me
that it was a sacred duty to do what I could to carry on the
work of a Club which Mrs. Kcdly had originated, because of
our close friendship, and because of the inspiration she had
always been to me. In this spirit I have striven to do my
best. After five years in office two as Secretary and three
as President I feel entitled to retire into the ranks of the
ordinary member.
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THE FIRST ALPINE MEET
BY

C. L. CORBETT.
T was not one of those strenuous holidays when you set
off every morning at four a.m. with a heavily loaded
rucksack, and return late at night with some mighty
peak in your bag. Indeed, the mighty peakbaggers were
having rather a poor time because of the very indifferent
weather. We called once at Montenvers and saw them all
scattered about the large room in attitudes of utter boredom,
looking languidly at tiresome novels, gazing dejectedly at
misty glaciers, while a group of guides on the verandah outside
were looking up towards the invisible Tacul and slowly shaking
their heads.
We were not feeling at all like that. We were out to
enjoy ourselves, and we did. We put in a couple of good
expeditions, Mont Blanc and the three Cols, and quite a
number of moderate days such as Mont Buet and the Brevet
and Perseverance. If the weather was hopeless, or if we were
tired after a long day, we shopped in Chamonix. It is
generally an expensive little place, but when the franc is
hovering about two hundred, it presents many fascinating
bargains; and the Patisserie des Alpes, with its ices and
Cafe Glace, provided a frank attraction. However, I must
draw a veil over these degenerate propensities, and hasten
to give an account of our expeditions.
We were four E. Wells, M. E. Hall, H. A. Turner, and
myself. M. E. Hall went out a week before the rest of us,
and had done the walking tour round the Mont Blanc Massif
by herself before we arrived. We all met at Argentines
on Sunday, July 25th.
I had booked the guide, Jules Vouilloz of Vallorcine, to do
the Buet with us on Tuesday, 27th. On Monday we decided to
walk to Chamonix, in order to buy ice axes, helmets and gloves
for Tuesday's snow climb. We started up beside the Argentieres glacier, to the Lognon; thence followed a track high
above the valley, and passing through pine woods over a shoulder, made a steep descent to the Mer de Glace at Le Chapeau.
We went over the Mauvais Pas and crossed the Mer de Glace
to Montenvers, and thence down by the path to Chamonix,

I

//. A. Turner

MONT BLANC RANGE

s
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On Tuesday we met Vouilloz at Le Buet station and
climbed the mountain by the usual route from the South-east,
by the Col de Be*rard. We descended the North-east side,
returned to the Vallorcine road by a track over a shoulder
of Loriaz, and walked back to Argentines. During the
descent rained poured continuously, and bedraggled, but
cheerful, we marched into the hotel just as the dinner bell was
ringing. The other guests who had stayed at home and put on
pretty frocks, complimented us politely on looking like " vraies
alpinistes."
Wednesday was an off-day. We devoted it to washing
and drying clothes, and to making various wonderful purchases in Chamonix. On Thursday, M. E. Hall, E. Wells
and I did the three cols with Vouilloz and a porter. We
set off at four-thirty up the Argentines glacier to the Lognon.
There we fortified ourselves with omelettes. Thence we
followed up the glacier until we were well past the Chardonnet,
where we arrived very hungry and tired about twelve o'clock.
The sharp wind over the Col blew away the mists, and for a
moment we had a glorious view. Then the mists descended
again. After a meal and a rest, we went down the little rock
climb on the left on to the Glacier de Saleinaz, and the guide
struck across it towards the Fenetre de Saleinaz. Here for a
moment Vouilloz became uncertain of the way. Thick
mists hid all rocks and landmarks. He stopped and turned
to the left, and after a few minutes stopped again, and called
to the guide of a party behind. There were extensive consultations, and then we all remained with the elderly guide
of the other party while young Vouilloz went springing up
the slopes like a chamois to find the Fenetre. Finally he
found that he had been right at first, and we followed up and
reached the Col. The Aiguille de la Fenetre was close on our
right towering up into the mist. There was no more climbing;
the Col du Tour is on the same level, and after it there was a
long descent of the Tour Glacier. We reached the Hotel at 7.30.
We were now looking out for the first fine day to do
Mont Blanc. But there were not many fine enough. Indeed,
I think the days on which we finally did it were the only ones
AVC could have chosen out of the fortnight.
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On Saturday the 3ist, we all four went up the BreVent r
setting off at 6.30 to get the steep climb up to the Flegere
before it was too hot. The path winds high above the valley
on the opposite side to Mont Blanc, and we had splendid
views of the whole range. Unluckily the clouds soon descended
again, and we did the little rock scramble up to the summit
of the Brevent in a mist. Coming down we followed along
the ridge by Bel Achat to Chamonix.
The only other climb we did, besides Mont Blanc, was
La Perseverance on Friday, August 6th. Vouilloz led, and
four of us followed behind him E. Wells, M. E. Hall, A. Hirst,
and myself, A. Hirst, our President, having joined us for the
expedition. We came down by the Aiguillette of Argentieres,
Vouilloz, H. A. Turner, and E. Wells climbing that also.
Monday and Tuesday, 2nd and 3rd August, were devoted
to Mont Blanc. E. Wells, M. E. Hall and I, with Vouilloz
and two porters, set out by the 5.31 train in the morning
from Argentieres to S. Gervais. From there the mountain
railway carried us some 6,000 feet up the Western side of
Mont Blanc. There we had to get out, and walk through a
tunnel, because the line was blocked with fallen snow. Before
us were two great peaks the Aiguille de Bionnassay on the
right, and the Aiguille du Gouter on the left, and between
them the Bionnassay glacier rolled down in impressively great
sweeps far below us into the valley. Away to the left, beyond
the Gouter, our familiar Aiguilles of the Eastern side, Chardonnet, Charmoz, Blaitiere stood out, a little difficult to
identify from this changed aspect. An easy path up the
slopes of the Aiguille du Gouter led us to the Tete Rousse
Pavilion, in time for a good hot meal. Then on again, up a
long steep scramble " Attention aux cailloux " to our
quarters for the night, the refuge on the top of the Aiguille
du Gouter. Below us was a wide sea of rolling clouds, above
which stood out the isolated rocky summits. We reached
the refuge it is a small hut, with a narrow food shelf along
one side, and along the other, two broad shelves, one above
the other, to sleep on. At the end is a stove with a rusty
flue. We lay down on the top shelf with rucksacks for
pillows, and drew the blankets over us. A swarm of human.

HE GLACE FROM MONTANVERS

L. E. Bray
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beings on the very dirty floor of the narrow passage below
were busy preparing food. The men had brought up wood
and they lit the stove; but the hut filled with smoke, and we
were driven to sit outside until someone designed an ingenious
wind-screen which enabled the flue to act.
There were seventeen people in the hut that night. I
do not think anybody slept much, except perhaps the guides
and porters, who apparently can always sleep. In the morning before dawn the swarming in the narrow passage began
again. We were given some hot tea with our breakfast,
and by five o'clock we were off.
The rope was put on, and we plodded up the steepening
snow slope of the Dome du Gouter, and on to the Vallot
Refuge, just above it. We watched the red morning light
spreading among the Aiguilles on our left. Then a brilliant
point of light appeared behind an Eastern peak. It swelled
into a large round of fire, and soon the white Dome du Gouter
below us had become a sheet of gold.
At the Vallot hut we found two men trying to get some
sleep before they attempted the peak. They had been at
the Aiguille du Gouter hut during the night, and there had been
nineteen people there. We tried to eat, but without much
success, although we managed a hot drink prepared by our
resourceful guide. Rucksacks were left here, and only a little
Brownie camera carried up in the guide's pocket, for of course
a record had to be taken at the top.
We plodded on up the three shoulders of the steep snow
ridge to the summit. The weather was perfect. All the
peaks of the Alps were spread out before us, the Matterhorn,
a little on our left, conspicuous from its shape. The guide
named them all round. It was bitterly cold at the top,
and we had to wait shivering for another party to come up
before we could set off down the narrow snow ridge. Then
down and down steep crisp snow. Down to the Vallot hut,
and again an attempt to eat, in which some of the party
succeeded, and some did not. Then on again, across the
Grand Plateau and down the steep slope to the Grands Mulcts
Hotel, a welcome sight, perched on its little black rock amid
the snows. Here one of us stayed for the night, and next

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

8

THE FIRST ALPINE MEET

morning walked down to Les Bossons. The others had a good
meal and walked down the same night.
Our first Alpine Meet was a very small one; but I think
we can feel that it was a success. We had a good time
although a short one, and we did what we had planned to
do in spite of very indifferent weather.
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LAMBS ASTRAY
BY

SYDNEY COX.

I

T was quite near the finish of the Gashed Crag route on the
South Buttress of Tryfaen that we came upon two sheep
nibbling at the dry remnants of heather left upon a wide
terrace. The sheep looked happy enough, and in fact it was
not until afterwards that the remembrance of the barren
look of the terrace made us wonder how long the creatures had
been there, and whether they might not be stranded. We
determined to return another day, and see if by any chance
the sheep were still there. Sure enough, some five days later
we found the two sheep, a mother and a young lamb, still
stranded on the terrace, and this time not a trace of verdure
was to be seen. The platform was quite extensive with no
visible way off, bar climbing. Possibly Mamma Sheep had held
a reputation for hazardous climbing in her youth, and, in an
endeavour to show off for the benefit of her offspring, had been
tempted on too far by tender bits of grass. Presumably
also, the young had not been properly trained to note every
foothold of the leader of a new climb. And thus the way of
approach to the shelf remained a mystery both to them and
to us. Perhaps the top chimney of the Gashed Crag route,
with four feet to manipulate it, may have been an easy matter
for them to descend, and they may have been squabbling ever
since as to who should lead them up it again !
We immediately set to upon a gallant rescue. An almost
perpendicular drop of thirty feet or so from the North end of
the terrace led into the South Gully, and, looking into this,
we could see below the skeleton of a sheep, whose history
must have been that of our two, the tempting lure of fresh
grass in the gully eventually leading to the fatal jump. Unroping ourselves we now set to work on the difficult task of
catching the sheep. Having driven them both to the edge
overlooking the gully, an agonising moment ensued, during
which my companion crept up behind the animals, praying
that they would not be frightened into leaping over before
they could be approached. The youngster was caught and
roped, while Mamma made off to a far corner, crying out to all
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her gods to protect her. We let the lamb down gradually into
the gully, the miserable creature craning its neck downwards,
and dribbling, so we imagined, at the prospect of so much
grass beneath it. My companion went down on the other
end of the rope to release its bonds, in a slightly more dignified
attitude. But his approach was now entirely disregarded
by the guzzling lamb, which troubled not to move one inch.
We had a little more difficulty with Mamma who, besides
being excessively bulky, was very troubled in her mind by this
time over the youngster. She showed, however, the same
disregard of all the world but grass when once landed in the

gully.
It was, I think, the same year that I had my first real
experience of a hand traverse, something more alarming than
a mere travelling round the picture-rail in the dining-room
at home. It is only on a climbing holiday that the purpose
of finger nails really becomes obvious; as a general rule they
strike me as an excrescence, an ornament put upon me solely
for the purpose of being cut off. The injustice of this view
did not become evident to me until one eventful afternoon.
It had been one of those doubtful days, which gives false
hope to the early riser, and gradually settles down to cold,
cloud and intermittent rain. We, as climbers, received no
stimulus from the early morning sun, the cold gloom having
settled down long before we breakfasted. It was obvious
from the start at Pen y Pass that the doorstep stage would be
prolonged that morning. Like divers on the brink did we
stand, gazing outwards with suspicion before taking the final
plunge. When at last we started out, it was much too late
to go far afield, and it was decided to explore the Dinas Mot
cliffs near by, and tackle one or two of the climbs put by for
off-days. After a short spell of desultory climbing, one of
our party mentioned a discovery of his, a hand traverse quite
fifty feet in length with excellent belays at either end, a good
clear drop beneath, and, he added, at the end, an easy way
out for those whose interest at this point should fade. I
gather there remained further horrors above as an alternative.
Every encouragement was given to me to follow out the route
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and be the second to accomplish the traverse, the final bait
being the promise of a rope from the other end. It did not
occur to me at the time to suspect this kind offer, or to wonder
why the rope was thrown to me from the other end and not
taken across by the explorer himself. I know more now of
the horrors by the way, further details of the first descent,
and more of the finger nail plus faith that saved the explorer
himself experiencing the good steep drop.
I may say at this point, that the traverse consists of two
distinct pitches, first a prepossessing looking crack running
out horizontally from the stance beneath an overhang to a
spike some twenty feet distant at a sharp bend, and then an
entirely unknown region round the corner leading to voices,
which, judging by the impossibility of articulate communication, might have been some quarter of a mile distant. Had
it not been for the all too comforting master grip in the crack
at the start, I should undoubtedly never have left the very
jolly little cave in which I was ensconced with my belayer.
But there is also a certain attraction about a projecting spike
on the skyline, which cannot always be resisted. So, after
expending one half of my already waning strength in shouting
ahead the news of my advance, and bidding farewell to my
belayer in the cave, I started out.
For the first fifteen feet or so I could easily have imagined
myself to be swinging on the beam in the school gymnasium,
and had it extended further, I might have given way to the
instinct of springing lightly to the ground at the word of
command : " One, two, three." However, my mind was soon
brought to bear on the problem of overcoming a slight hiatus
existing between the end of my " beam " and the friendly
spike. The angle of the rock-face permitted a certain amount
of friction-grip with the knees, and it became necessary soon
to trust considerably to this in order to attain the welldeserved rest beyond.
But the end was not yet in view. The dwindling crack
crept onward round the corner, and, still far away, I could
hear voices, laughing, talking, as though it was nothing to
them that a fellow-creature was left suspended by two arms
and a thread. Had it been possible to convey to them a
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telegraphic message, I should have besought them to concentrate. Either to cut the rope frankly after all, what
more pleasant a spot for conversation than a rocky ledge
on a mountain side ? or to cut the cackle and look after my
rope. But it was left to me to struggle on with a perfidious
rope slack . . . very slack on either side. It was not practicable for me to take a turn with my backward rope round the
spike ... it would not have run. So my mythical support
came from twenty good feet on either side of me.
My crack, too, was becoming choked with weed, and with weak
and weary hands I had to scratch fingerholds as I went.
At last I could see my goal, an overhanging tussock of
heather and earth sagging beneath the weight of two stalwart
people. How there was going to be room for a third I could
not imagine. I could only bethink me consolingly of that
" easy way out." The consolation, however, which reached
my ears was of a very different kind . . . "I'm afraid you
will have to do a lot more gardening before you've done.
This week's rain seems to have grown an absolute forest in the
crack."
So, with set teeth, I gardened on. Until, suddenly, I
held a last two handfuls of earth, and nothing more. The
crack, without warning, had simply ceased to exist. Toes
and fingernails had to sketch rapidly and impressionistically
over the rock, until I could reach one fingerhold. Round this
I crooked my little finger, comfortably enough for a rest.
Need I continue my tale of struggle ? No one could
contradict me if I did. Because my particular trail is lost,
since the heather tussock forsook the mountain side, and
the flake which served as my belay now wavers gently in the
^breeze.
I need not say that we took the easy way down . . . and
I led but only back to an early tea.
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IN THE JOTUNHEIM
BY

HESTER ADRIAN.

T

HERE is an interest in going to a new country, and the
Norwegians are a particularly friendly people. Apart
from these attractions, the Jotunheim has the merit
of offering mountaineering of a more general character than
that of our British rock-climbs, and less severe than that of
the Alps, although, of course, both ice and rock of first-class
difficulty are to be found.
The rock is mainly gabbro, and the Horunger group is not
unlike the Coolin, with glaciers, crevasses, and bergschrunds
thrown in. The scale is less than that of the Alps, and there
are fewer of the difficulties which, in Switzerland, make it
impracticable for a beginner to attempt unguided expeditions.
For example, the nights in Summer being shorter, the temperature is more constant, producing less variation in the
surface condition of the snow. The days also being longer,
there is little risk of being benighted at any rate during the
month of June and July. Nor need one start, for the same
reason, in the early hours of the morning.
There are no whole-time professional guides, of the Swiss
kind, in Norway. Ola Oiene and Ola Berge, who own the two
inns at Fortun and Turtegro respectively, were great mountaineers in their day. Ola Berge can boast of having been up
Store Skagastolstind over one hundred and thirty times.
But both of them are now past climbing big peaks. They
still, however, take a personal interest in all climbers. To
stay at Ola Berge's hotel is to feel that the whole household
centres round the climbers, other visitors being but incidental.
Ola Berge himself joins in the evening discussions of plans,
prophecies about the weather, and imparts detailed, and sometimes rather puzzling, directions about the " Skimneys"
(chimneys). From the verandah he will watch with his glasses
during the greater part of the next day, in the hope of sighting
the party upon ridge or summit. And when he retires to
bed he will have left instructions that though the party will
not probably be in before midnight, "Middag," the hot meal of
the day, usually served at two, is to be ready upon their arrival.
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In this atmosphere of friendly help, and upon climbs
less formidable than those of the Alps, the absence of guides
appears almost an advantage. My husband and I had the
further good luck of falling in with two members of the Norse
Tinder Klub, and with H. M. Kelly, who had already spent two
seasons climbing among the Horunger. The Norwegians
gave us directions for finding a route, on our first day, which
we nevertheless failed to find. They were so amicably distressed at this that they insisted in showing us the way themselves on the very next suitable day.
But some account of our most successful day will probably
give a clearer idea of the general character of the climbing.
The weather had been bad, and we had to make the most
of the first fine day, new snow or not. It was decided, accordingly, to try and traverse Store Skagastolstind, ascending by
Slingsby's route on the occasion of his first ascent of the
mountain fifty years ago, and descending by the West face.
We were a party of five H. M. Kelly, Eleanor Winthrop
Young, and B. Eden Smith, besides our two selves and as
none of the party had done this particular expedition we had
a very pleasing sense of adventure.
We started about 8.30 a.m. in brilliant sunshine. It
was a very hot two and a half hour's walk up the Skagastolsdal,
as far as the hut standing upon the pass between the Skagastolsbrae and the Midtmaradalsbrae, at the foot of the West
face of Skagastolstind itself. From here we contoured to the
right over rocks and snow, making for the small steep glacier
which descends South-east from a col only five hundred feet
or so from the top. This glacier is called the Slingsbybrae,
in honour of the explorer, who used it on his first ascent.
We were uncertain of the exact route on to it, and wasted
some time in search. Our only clue was Ok Berge's injunction to find a " Horizontal Skimney" Eventually we
concluded this must describe a broad, flat ledge which did
indeed take us out on to the Slingsbybrae just above the
ice-fall. Here, at about midday, we roped up, with Kelly
in the lead. For the next hour we were circumnavigating
crevasses, or crossing them upon snow-bridges which to
my inexperienced eye looked extremely inadequate. The
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flimsiest of them, however, survived the passage of all five
of us although it was a relief to remember that we need not
return the same way.
Our next obstacle was a short ice wall. We cut steps
up it, and found ourselves unexpectedly upon the lip of an
immense crevasse, quite thirty feet wide. Luckily it was
possible to get round it at one end a bird's-eye view of the
whole party crawling gingerly along the lip would have been
worth having. Once round the crevasse, a short spell of stepkicking brought us to a small bergschrund below a belt of
rocks running right across the glacier. The rock belt was
smooth and glacier worn; the only way up it was through
a loathsome sort of chimney with its one wall of polished
and wet rock, the other of still wetter snow, and without
handholds.
From the summit of the rock belt up to the col, the glacier
mounts as a steep ice wall. Doubtless it is sometimes possible
to cut or kick steps up its surface. But on this occasion the
ice was covered with a coating of fresh snow, not deep enough
to kick steps in, and offering very treacherous footing. So
we preferred the rocks on the right. These would not have
seemed difficult, had they not been covered with loose fresh
snow, melting into chilly moisture. We lost much time
upon them. We had hoped to lunch upon the col, but it
was a quarter to three when I remember saying firmly that I
should have to be hauled up the next " Skimney " if I did
not first get something to eat.
We lunched rather dismally, cramped under a damp
ledge of rock beside the ice, to avoid the chance of falling
stones. Afterwards we continued, sometimes up the snowy
rocks, sometimes up the groove between the rocks and the
glacier, kicking steps in deep soft snow for most of the height.
The col was reached at about 4.30, and found upon it a really
fine cornice.
From here the view up the final five hundred feet of rock
peak is most imposing. The angle is, in fact, considerable,
although the rock would not have seemed so very exacting
but for the covering of ice and snow. It was at this point,
on the first ascent in July, 1876, that Slingsby's two com-
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panions were unable to proceed, and they remained on the col
while he completed the famous ascent alone.
We reached the summit at about six. The view was
concealed by a cloud cap, and as we were sopped and chilly
from the waist downwards, we did not remain long there.
We were rewarded by a series of most lovely views and
atmospheric effects as we descended, and came again below
the cloud cap, culminating in a magnificent sunset illumination
over the Jostedalsbrae.
Once again we were delayed by the loose snow upon the
crags, and the descent to the hut upon the pass, which we
had done in under two hours the week before, now took us
fully three. We reached it by 9.30, and trailed wearily into
Turtegro in the half dark, at about eleven. But for all the
hour " Middag " was served to us at once.

THE TRAVERSE ON THE 30 SELLA

E. Mann

V

GUGLIA DE AMICIS
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CLIMBING WITH FOREIGNERS.

I

T has always been my fate to go alone to the Dolomites.
The disadvantages of this are obvious, the lack of pleasant
companionship of one's own nationality, etc.; but as it is
always better to dwell on the happy side of life rather than on
the unhappy, I am going to write of the advantages only, and
there certainly are compensations. One is forced to make
friends with others, these ' others' in the Dolomites being
almost invariably foreigners. Sometimes for a couple of
weeks on end I have not heard a word of English spoken.
Then, being alone, one is often invited to join up with a party,
and, whatever desperate climbs one may accomplish with a
guide there is nothing really to compare with a guideless
expedition, however modest, where every member takes his
share of the responsibility.
On first arriving at one of the little mountain inns in
the Dolomites there is inevitably a short period of loneliness,
while one looks round and takes stock of the inhabitants,
noting the different nationalities, sorting out the climbers
from the walkers. Next comes the period of making tentative
advances to the most prepossessing looking of the climbers,
and this is soon followed by the third period, that of the easy
comeraderie and friendship of mountaineers of all countries.
I have not generally travelled about with a guide as one
does in the Alps; but either taken a local man by the tariff,
or more often engaged the famous Italian Piaz, who would
condescend to climb with me off and on; that is, he took me
out whenever he had no other more lucrative engagement,
and this worked extremely well in a district like the Dolomites,
where most of the climbs are short, for Piaz, being quite
indefatigable, would go out with one party for half the day
and with me for the other half, and on the days when he could
not take me at all I nearly always managed to fix up a guideless climb with friends. This method had the further advantage of being comparatively cheap.
Of the various foreigners with whom I have climbed
the best was undoubtedly a young Austrian whom I met
at the Sella hut, the pleasantest an Italian Count and Countess
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who motored me from one end of the Dolomites to the other
in the most luxurious Fiat I have ever been in. The strangest
was a Czecko Slovakian, a melancholy individual whom we
others called the " Yogi," a worshipper of Brahma, and
Brahma had his uses on a climb because he always vouchsafed
to inform the " Yogi," when leading, whether he could do the
pitch or not, and therefore (according to himself) he was an
absolutely safe leader. I think Brahma must generally have
told him he could not do the pitches, for he was not a great
climber, and nearly always relinquished the lead to his companion, another Czecko Slovakian. The foreigner that I
liad the most fun with was the postmaster of Cortina, who
never lost an opportunity of joining me whenever I was in
his neighbourhood.
The Austrian (above mentioned) was an excellent climber,
he had been badly wounded in the head during the war, and
nearly the whole of his skull appeared to be made of metal,
but this did not detract from his climbing powers. He was a
charming fellow; but I never felt quite at my ease with him;
he was so terribly polite, and though I flatter myself that my
German is rather good, I felt I could never respond adequately
to his flow of complimentary language. I was, of course,
always " das gnadige Fraulein," even on the mountains he
never forgot it. Arrived at the top of a pitch, instead of the
usual shout of an Englishman, " come on," coupled with a
rude jerk of the rope, his voice would come down to me :
" I am now established on a firm place, will the gracious lady
kindly come on ? " and the gracious one would start up, held
so tightly that she could hardly breathe.
We had climbed a couple of easy peaks together and contemplated the Hid Sella by the South face, with the looft.
traverse. To my annoyance the Austrian invited a German
whom we English had christened " Doggie." He was a typical
little German, with round red face, round goggle eyes, large
round glasses, and yellow hair half an inch long sticking up
all over his head; moreover, he never left us English alone
in the hut, there were a couple of Englishmen at the Sella,
and he followed us about so continually that " Doggie " was
th^ only name for him. He was by himself; but only tackling
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<juite easy climbs, and no one knew whether he was good or
bad, so I was none too pleased at the idea of his accompanying
us. However, the Austrian was the leader, and could ask
Avhom he liked, so the three of us set out together one morning.
Arrived at the foot the Austrian settled the order of our going,
I was to be second and Doggie third, with a looft. rope between
each of us. As the expedition was only a short one, we put
our food and drink in one sack which Doggie carried. I
should have preferred the last place on the rope, as being
middle gave me the double duty of insuring my leader's
safety and also that of Doggie. I took no risks with the latter,
for though small, he was very solid and his weight considerable;
I never allowed him to stir till I had a really satisfactory belay.
I must do him the justice to say he climbed quite well, and
it was never necessary to give him any help with the rope.
All went well till we came to the great traverse. It was
certainly awe-inspiring, a very narrow ledge going slightly up
and down across a sheer precipice, and the rock, as we knew,
none too sound, every hand and foothold needing the most
careful testing. Doggie's heart failed him, and he began
talking very rapidly, so rapidly that I could hardly follow
him; but gathered the gist of his argument to be, that, as the
gracious lady was in the middle, and as her safety was assured
by two ropes, she ought to carry the sack. I raised no objection, and the sack was transferred to my back; but I thought
it was typically German to give the lady the sack as soon as
any danger arose.
The traverse was one of those delicate bits of climbing
which ever remains as a delightful memory, the hands gliding
one after the other on the face of the precipice, seeking a
firm hold, the toes gently pushing their way into the crevices,
with the excitement of a perpendicular drop below. There
was a large and satisfactory landing place on the far side,
and it was suggested to Doggie that he might like to take
the sack back; but he seemed so averse to doing so, pointing
out that a very difficult bit was coming, that the gracious lady
continued to carry it, the end being then not far distant.
It was a very sultry day and we were hot and parched, and
on attaining the summit seized our water-bottles from the
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sack. To my astonishment mine was the only one with anything in it, the others having neglected to fill theirs, and I had
but half a pint of tepid water. Doggie had most of it. I
took the first gulp and handed it to our leader, who drank
and passed it on to the German, he behaved quite nicely,
only taking one mouthful (a good large one) and gave it back;
but having seen my flask in Doggie's mouth I had a strange
aversion to putting it into mine again, and Doggie was allowed
to finish it. We descended by the ordinary route which
presents no difficulty. Doggie proved himself very indifferent
here; he had been able to follow well on the ascent, but as
' first down ' he was simply hopeless, with no idea of picking
his way, even our leader lost his usual politeness, and curses
fell freely on poor Doggie's head. The next day I was invited
to ascend the Schmidt Kamin with the same couple; but
I had had enough of Doggie and made an excuse.
In 1925 my chief companion was the postmaster of
Cortina, who continually joined me and my guide. He
appeared able to have as much liberty as he chose, he had ten
people under him in the office, and could absent himself
without asking leave from anyone, though he assured me,
when I remarked upon his freedom, that he never took more
than three days off running. The best climb we did was the
Tofana di Rocces. We made two attempts on it, as the first
day there was a continual cloud on the peak, and Piaz, never
having done the climb before, was unable to find the way.
The first half is pleasant climbing over rocks, with nothing at
all distinctive to mark the way, the one landmark being a
huge amphitheatre which should be seen and aimed for
throughout; but which in the fog was invisible. We spent
most of the day on the mountain hoping that the fog might
lift, it was warm, and we could idle happily. Every half
hour, having advanced perhaps fifty feet, we sat down and
listened, while Piaz discoursed to us upon the dangers of fog
in the mountains and of the precautions to be adopted, whereat
we built enormous cairns, so that by no possibility could we
lose our way in the descent. We continued till the afternoon,
finally giving up and returning to the hut. The following
day the clouds were higher, and we started forth once more.
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This time the amphitheatre was soon reached; after crossing
it at its lowest point a long easy traverse followed, which
landed us into another half circle, where a long consultation
with the guide book was necessary. There were a series of
cracks, one of which had to be ascended, the question was
which ? The guide book told us to look for certain red rocks,
we looked for them and found them hundreds of them,
and all equally red. Finally, after much cursing and swearing
at Purtscheller and Hess, Piaz put the book into his pocket :
" I trust to my mountaineering instinct, and it tells me that
this is the crack," and up he went. It was so difficult that I
doubted at first whether we were right; but about half way up
a piton was discovered, showing that we were not making a
new route. To this Piaz was able to attach the rope and ensure
his safety. It was a very strenuous bit of climbing, and proved
much the most difficult pitch of the climb. This crack can
in part be avoided by a double traverse to right and left,
which, though very exposed, is easier. Shortly after this
came the great feature of the climb a traverse of about
150 feet. It was sensational rather than difficult, the first
bit only requiring special care, as there was a descent for a
few feet on very loose rock; after that the ledge widened, till
we could walk comfortably along it, and only at the end
was there a difficult pitch involving an awkward climb out
round the corner. The sheer drop of a couple of thousand
feet below was magnificent. There followed one strenuous
chimney, and then the last twenty minutes was an unroped
walk.
My most amusing day was one spent with a " movie
man," when I climbed for a film. Herr Schaarschmidt, a
well-known climber in the Austrian Tyrol, asked us to climb
the Guglia de Amicis for him. This is a slender pillar about
150 feet high, of excessively rotten rock, close to Misurina,
so perpendicular and so rotten is it that its summit is attained
by ascending a neighbouring peak, from which a rope is
thrown across, this is made fast at each end, and the party
slings itself across the rope bridge.
We motored (a large party) from Pordoi to Misurina.
There was Herr Schaarschmidt and his photographer, Johanna
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(a friend of the former), Piaz, myself, and, of course, the postmaster. The first two remained below while we four ascended
the neighbouring peak, a short climb with no difficulties.Johanna was an experienced climber, but had recently had
an illness and suffered somewhat from nerves.
The first job was to make the bridge, and this needed
lengthy preparations. An immense length of string had tobe wound round a weight (when almost complete the string
generally slipped off and the operation had to begin again).
Having at last accomplished this, the weight had to be thrown
so that it passed across the very narrow summit of the Guglia.
This duty naturally fell to Piaz, who told us that sometimes
as many as a dozen throws were necessary, the string, of course,
having to be rewound after every throw. He may merely
have said this to accentuate his own skill, for the first throw
was successful, the weight passing directly across the summit,
and the ball rolling to the foot without a hitch, to be picked
up by Herr Schaarschmidt. To the string a fine cord was
next attached, and finally the rope, or rather several ropes;
we used six altogether. From below, the rope was made
secure, and then, all of us heaving together, we pulled our end
as tight as possible, and made fast. The bridge, about 80 feet,
was now complete, waiting to be crossed. Piaz gave us careful
directions as to what to do when our turn came. We had to
tie ourselves loosely by a piece of cord to the rope so as to render
a fall impossible, and then with one leg thrown over it we were
to pull ourselves along, hand over hand. In addition to these
precautions, there was a continuous rope between us. Piaz
was soon across, the film apparatus clicking away below, and
called out to us to follow, adding : " You ladies won't find it
so easy." Johanna was getting nervous, and wished me ta
go first to see how it went, so I launched myself off head
downwards. It went easily enough as far as the middle,
for the rope sagged and it was downhill. The second half
was very different, it meant a stiff hand over hand pull, the
rope cut one's knee abominably, and the position of hanging
below the rope was very uncomfortable; the landing also was
awkward, and Piaz, who might have helped, merely sat and
smiled. Johanna was the next, she managed all right as far
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as half way, when she lost her head and started to scream,
Piaz tried to pull her in with the continuous rope; but so
afraid was she of falling that she twisted both legs round the
rope in such a manner that they acted as a brake, and Piaz
could hardly move her. I was preparing to photograph;
but had to give that up and join forces, and between us we
pulled her in and dragged her up beside us in a semi-fainting
condition. Lastly, the postmaster, he also set up a shout of
" pull " when half way; but for him we had no pity, and the
only help he got was in the shape of jeers of " pull yourself."
After all this we had to get back again. Johanna and I
had thought we should be able to " abseil " down the Guglia
on the fixed rope; but the rock was so rotten that Piaz decided
against it, for, with the rope rubbing the rock, someone would
be certain to get a stone on his head, so there was nothing
for it but to return the way we had come. We all managed
better this time. Poor Johanna, who was trembling from head
to foot, was tied on by the postmaster, carefully instructed
not to put more than one leg round the rope, and then whisked
across in a moment by Piaz and myself. I took matters more
leisurely resting in the middle and changing legs, and presenting, I hope, an admirable picture of sangfroid to the film
operator.
In the Rosengarten district I had pleasant expeditions
of no great difficulty with the Czecko Slovakians and a couple
of Viennese, twice ascending the Punta Emma by the ordinary
way and the Rosengartenspitze by the Ampferer route.
With the Count and Countess I never actually climbed.
We motored to the Trentino with Piaz and walked for four
hours to the Rifugio di Toro, hoping to ascend the Guglia di
Brenta; but, unfortunately, we heard on arriving that it
was encased in ice. The morning was glorious, but cold,
and Piaz proposed to ascend the Croz del Rifugio, a somewhat
unknown climb which he had done once before, and which he
told me was " ausserst schwierig." The Countess was averse
to this, she only did one or two climbs a year and liked them
to be good ones, and, as she naively expressed it: " Why should
I spoil my hands on a climb which has not even a name ? "
Her proposal was for a long mountain walk, descending to
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Madonna di Compiglio where their car should meet us. It
was cold for climbing and just the day for a walk, and I was
in complete agreement with her. Unfortunately, we had
reckoned without our guide. When we informed Piaz
of our proposal, he broke out into a passion : " What! " he
shouted, " do you expect me, Piaz, to go for a walk with you ?
I am a guide; if you wish to walk you can take a porter! "
and he rushed out of the hut in a fury. After further discussion among ourselves the Count and Countess (firmly resolved
not to climb themselves) told me that I had better climb.
I therefore went out and meekly informed Piaz that I was
willing to go with him. In a moment he was himself again,
beaming with joy at the prospect of a climb. Fortunately the
peak was only a few minutes distant, and in a couple of hours
we were back at the hut again, having thoroughly enjoyed
a short, but extremely difficult, climb. Having partaken of
food, Piaz was so far restored to good temper, that he even
condescended to accompany us on the proposed walk, which
was accomplished just before dark.
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A FLIGHT TO THE MOUNTAINS
BY

DR. TAYLOR.

A

N uneventful trip to the Dolomites is a poor response to
a request for a climbing experience, but ' events ' in
climbing are apt to be too closely allied to disaster,
and perhaps the very uneventfulness may have its charm
for those who like to feel that the end of an incomparable
holiday is a quiet mind.
From the personal point of view, the chief novelty lay
in the journey out. In it I almost recaptured some of the
foretaste of adventure conveyed in the opening phrases of
Robinson Crusoe, or The Bible in Spain, where every journey
is an undertaking with its spice of uncertainty and hazard.
" In the early morning of the I2th of August, 1926, we embarked on the " Black Eagle " and set sail from the air-port
of London for the distant city of Basel." That is how Borrow
would have put it, with some soliloquy on the uncertainty
of life and the mischances of foreign travel. At the outset
we were ten passengers in all, some of us full of outspoken
apprehension lest we should not survive exposure to the
" immense altitude " of two thousand feet, and I must confess
that some considerations as to the position of the petrol tank
with regard to the engine did drift through my own mind.
As a matter of fact all the elements were kind. For the
first part of the journey the sky was almost cloudless, the
visibility excellent, and it was a delightful experience to get
a real bird's-eye view of one's own beautiful country. The
soft dark green woods, miniature villages, quietly grazing
flocks, and quaint hop gardens and the irregular green meadows
with hedges and trees, made it a desirable land, even to break
one's neck on. In a bare twenty minutes we crossed the channel
from Lympne to Boulogne, and it was interesting to watch the
slowly plodding ferry boats, and to realise that it took us less
time to do the whole crossing, than they required to put into
harbour and to berth. One observed different details from
the sky, and they were more clear cut. For instance, there
was the slim outline of a great ocean liner ploughing up the
Channel in a cloud of spray and smoke, with graceful shadows
trailing behind her in the morning sunshine.
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The contrast between England and the Continent was
startling. Much of the variety and beauty vanished, and we
looked down on endless rectangular strips of cultivated land,
with a river or a railway, or an emergency landing ground
here and there, to break the monotony. In less than two
hours from leaving Croydon we were at Le Bourget, having
had only two minor casualties by the way; and they made a
speedy recovery on setting foot on the solid earth again.
Only three of the party, two climbers bound for Switzerland and myself, made the complete trip from London to
Basel, Therefore, after an hour's wait, we, with two new
passengers from Paris, continued the journey on a smaller
plane, in which our cabin was about the size of an old-fashioned
carrier's cart. All the same, it was conveniently fitted for
long-distance travel, with sufficient space to stand erect and
to walk between the two rows of seats.
Possibly on account of the smaller plane, and certainly
as a result of increasing wind and cloud, any slight thrills of
the journey occurred between Paris and Basel. On this
second stage the sudden pitching of the plane accompanied
by the realisation, somewhat disconcerting to a climber, that
there were neither foot-holds nor hand-holds between oneself
and the valleys below, became frequent and insistent, and this
increased as the mountainous country was approached. The
landing station at Basel lies on one bank of the Rhine, and
on the opposite bank is a high bill. We flew to the top of
this hill, then tilted sideways so that our wings appeared to
be at an angle of about 30° to the horizon, skimmed down the
hillside, and when the lower wing all but touched the water
we righted ourselves and slid lightly and easily on to the
landing ground. As the pilot said : " It was a very pretty
landing." It is perhaps unnecessary to say that ordinary commercial aeroplanes do not cross the Alps. Thus it is impossible to fly direct to Innsbruck; but, in spite of this, the
flight shortens the journey by twenty-four hours, since the
night express from Basel connects with the one daily train
from Innsbruck to Cortina. The flying is somewhat more
costly than the second-class train fare; but this is largely
counterbalanced by the saving of all expenses incidental to
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a night in Innsbruck, and, as an additional economy, a thirdclass journey from Basel to Cortina is just as quick and more
amusing than a second. The small allowance of baggage is no
disadvantage, as the wandering climber, who carries his all on
his back, will have little inclination to exceed the 30 Ibs. limit.
In the way of climbing we did nothing novel or startling;
but, writing as a novice for novices, it may be of interest topoint out how easily and cheaply such a tour can be arranged.
By joining the Italian Alpine Club, whose huts compare
favourably in management and cleanliness with any of the
hotels, we were assured of a shelter for the night, no matter
how belated we might be.* Our minds being entirely at rest
on this most important point, we took our packs on our
backs and scrambled over the passes from hut to hut, merely
taking the precaution to ascertain that the hut was still in
existence. This was most necessary, as our route lay along
the old frontier between Austria and Italy, and not infrequently all that remained of a pre-war shelter was a shapeless mound of broken stones.
As the charges of the guides are a considerable item, we
decided to let our guides be as random as our sleeping quarters,
and to trust to luck to find a suitable one for the notable
peaks in each district. This worked very well, and, without
exception, we found that, as soon as it became clear that we
were not subject to giddiness, and that we did not need
dragging up the rocks, a single guide was ready to take the
two of us at a charge not exceeding the tariff for one.
I have no stories of thrilling guideless climbs, or of nights
spent on the rocks. The Rosengartenspitze, a great block
towering nearly ten thousand feet above the sea level, was our
one serious guideless climb, and it was led by my companion.
The first, and in our opinion, the worst pitches of it, we had
negotiated without a rope on the previous day; but in the
course of an interminable wait behind a roped party, we
* (Editor's Note) : This is not so in all years. It sometimes happens that the popular huts such as the Sella and
Grodner are packed, and the climber must arrive early or
book his room in advance.
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decided that it was less tedious and more prudent to fill the
interval by returning to the hut for a rope. In the early
morning of the next day we were rewarded by having the
mountain completely to ourselves.
The most entertaining of our guideless climbs was that of
the second and third Sella towers, by way of the Sella wall.
This included the traverse of the second Sella and the ascent
and descent of the third Sella by the ordinary route. The
guide who had been with us on the Funffingerspitze on the
previous day, consented to take the two of us for the price of
one, provided that one of us looked " unattached," and that
we did not divulge the matter to any individual in Italy :
otherwise a complicated situation might arise in which he
would have to pay a fine of thirty lire to a Committee of
guides, of which, so far as we could gather, he at the moment
was the chairman. The crux of the climb was the descent
of a long and somewhat overhanging chimney of slender
dimensions on the Sella wall, leading down into the long gully
at the foot of the third Sella. My companion, being the
better climber, and having more length than breadth, went
" over the top ' first; while I, much interested in the obvious
anxiety of the guide, had to ' stand by ' on a hole in my
rubber and a spiked projection of rock translating the
directions of the guide, which were to the effect that there were
no footholds and fewer hand-holds, and that " the lady must
go on." This was done quite easily and gracefully, to the
undisguised relief of the guide, who, after persuading my less
convenient proportions down the same route, abseiled down
himself, and explained that it was not infrequent to fall out
of that chimney, and that he had once spent nine hours
coaxing a stout gentleman down it. I was not clear whether
the nine hours referred to the whole climb or to the chimney
only, and since at this moment we came into view of another
party on an adjoining mountain, I immediately had to become
14 detached,' and it was not possible to sift the matter.
The rock climbing in the Dolomites is matchless; of all
grades of exposure and difficulty; and, in addition, I have
never imagined such a garden of flowers. On the Bindelweg,
a grassy track eight thousand feet above the sea level, and
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overlooked by the glaciers and snowy slopes of Marmolata,
we saw great saffron anemones, globe-flowers, tiger-lilies,,
gentians, and sweet-smelling orchids; and, on more rocky
spots, beds of Alpine pinks, saxifrages, potentillas and edelweiss
in astounding profusion. I have seen flowers at all altitudes
up to the snow line in the Swiss and French Alps; but never
anything to match these masses of colour, which are here spread
out in brilliant contrast against the soft grey background of
Dolomite rock. As one might expect, the brilliant colouring is
not confined to the flowers. In the wild and lonely Antermoja
valley just on the snowline, where the rose-coloured potentillas are most abundant, I saw a bird about the size of a
kingfisher, completely stone-grey when at rest, but showing
when its wings were spread a large patch of crimson on each
side, to match the pinks and potentillas. I did not recognise
the bird, but am told that it was probably a wall-creeper.
It is a consoling thought that when one ceases to be able
to climb one can still go back and enjoy the Bindelweg, the
flowers, the blistering sun, and the speed inducing thirst!
A somewhat pleasing feature of the trip was that it cost
us less than we had anticipated. Our comfortable two-bedded
rooms, together with good, well-cooked food, cost from
35. 6d. to 45. 6d. a day; and the charges of our guides for the
fortnight, in which we had six full days of climbing, amounted
to about £5 for each of us. That we had no wasted days
and succeeded in keeping to our schedule of passes and climbs
was due to Miss Ward, who, in addition to finding the way on
the march, had read up the district, planned the itinerary,
and made all the necessary enquiries and arrangements. It
was also partly due to the weather, which never disappointed
us. I may also mention that life in that country has no
annoyances. There are no midges, no letters, no tips, no
hotel-keepers, no trains to catch, and no dust. When we
were moved to search for new ground, all we had to do was
to scramble over the pass to the next hut. We invariably
found it a complete change, and the change entirely congenial.
Nor was it until I saw the rain comfortably dripping down
on to the green fields of my own country, that my reasons for
coming back to it seemed sound and sufficient.
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ROCK-CLIMBING IN THE KINGDOM
OF FIFE
BY

ILSE M. E. BELL.

T

HE rock enthusiast does not sail up the Firth of Forth
and clench his hands in pleasurable anticipation as
he gazes upon the Lomond Hills, for it must be confessed that the rocks on the West Lomond are not of a nature
to arouse great enthusiasm and, to my knowledge, only two
climbers patronise them; nor can they be seen from the Firth
of Forth. These two climbers are the Scientist (who thinks
he can climb) and myself (who, as a result of the more truthful
than polite admonitions of the former, have no such illusions).
The Lomond Hills consist of a ridge, or rather a plateau,
running almost east and west, which varies in height from
1,000 to 1,250 feet, and which slopes away gradually to the
south, but is very steep on the north. From this plateau
rise the two peaks the East Lomond (1,471 feet) and the
West Lomond (1,713 feet), separated by about four miles
of moorland. Both peaks are rounded and grassy, but almost
due N.E. of the West Lomond there is, on the face of the
ridge, an outcrop of a Dolerite sill which forms a crag of from
150 too 200 feet in height. This is easily reached from Gateside Station (L. & N.E. Railway). It is known as Craigen
Gaw, and there the luckless climber encounters turfy ledges
and rotten buttresses with intermittent falls and gusts of
weathered rock (or dirt).
The first route up Craigen Gaw was discovered by the
Scientist one moonlight night in November, when he had
persuaded me to accompany him on a stroll up the West
Lomond. I had left him negotiating a narrow gully on the
right wall, and had scrambled up to the top of the crag by
the easy Central Gully, which is merely a walk. I had waited
some time on the top when I heard low whistles coming
apparently from the bowels of the earth. After much vain
searching I found that the Scientist had reached a cave at
the end of his climb, the exit from which was blocked by
boulders. I accordingly had to dig him out, and he heaved
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the last big boulder down the crags on to the stone shoot at
the bottom with his head and shoulders, thus clearing the
exit of the Moonshine Gully.
As may be gathered from the above, the Moonshine
Gully is an easy climb and, although grassy ledges and rotten
rocks abound in its neighbourhood, it is pretty sound, and
has two short crack pitches on it. I have been pulled and
pushed up and down this climb more than once, so it should
be pretty free from loose rocks by now !
The same cannot be said of the Split Nose route, which is
decidedly exciting. This climb begins with a twenty foot
crack which looks simple enough, and would be easy on a
standard crag, but on the rotten Lomond might be classed
as ' difficult/ or even ' severe.' The upper pitches of this
climb are very airy and interesting. It finishes on a conspicuous slab below the edge of the plateau.
Immediately to the West of this climb the crags are,
if anything, higher, and consist of steep, holdless slabs and
several chimneys, very much overgrown with vegetation.
It has not been found possible hitherto to force a way up
this face.
Still farther to the West the crags become lower, and
the climbs are consequently shorter. There are several little
chimneys on these crags; but the tit-bit of this part is the
Korboff Pinnacle. It is a fantastic-looking object, composed
of three Dolerite columns two almost joined together and
one separated from the larger of the other two by a narrow
gap. The ascent of the main pinnacle is quite easy from the
upper side over the lowest column, but the ascent of the
other column is quite a nice little problem. It is climbed by
the gap between it and the main pinnacle. I must with shame
chronicle several failures before achieving this feat, whereupon
many home-truths were brought to my notice by the Scientist,
whose disgust was unbounded.
There is another peculiar looking pinnacle to the East
of the Central Gully at Craigen Gaw, the Witches' Bowster,
so called on account of its moss-cushioned top. It is, in
fact, only suitable for the repose of witches, as it is exceedingly
unstable. The lower part, however, is quite solid and,
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although the easy route is up the back, or short side, there are
two direct climbs discovered and climbed simultaneously
by the Scientist and myself which are quite interesting.
With the possible exception of the Witches' Bowster,
the rocks to the East of the Central Gully are in a state of
looseness and rottenness seldom equalled. In some cases
if you touch them with one finger they crumble into fine dust
(like badly embalmed Egyptian mummies). After sampling
these, even the Scientist is ready to go home to supper.
There is another place on the slopes of the West Lomond
where quite pleasureable bouldering practice may be had.
It is a strange-looking outcrop of sandstone, with a cave at
one side and a quaint hole in the rock above, known as the
Maiden's Bore (from a tradition that, if a girl creeps through
this hole, she will shortly be married). The most striking
feature of this rock is the Bannet Stane, which rises from the
top of the mass, and has been either cut or worn away at its
base till it looks like a huge table or mushroom. To get
on to this stone table calls forth some muscular effort if one
is not in good training, and there are also one or two short face
climbs and three easy traverses on the rock.
From the point of view of the hill-walker, the Lomonds
make a delightful day's tramp with glorious views all the time.
From the West Lomond seventeen different counties are
visible. To the South the Firth of Forth, the Bass Rock,
North Berwick Law, the Lammermuirs, and Edinburgh with
Arthur's Seat and the Pentlands are seen; while to the North
the Grampians extend, from Lochnagar and the Eastern
Grampians to Ben Lomond in the West. Along the eastern
horizon stretches the North Sea, while to the West Loch
Leven lies at the mountain's foot. The best known peaks
visible on a clear day are Ben Lomond, Ben Ledi, Ben Vorlich,
Ben More, Ben Lawers, Schiehallion, Ben y Vrackie, Ben
a'Ghlo and, far distant, Ben Muich Dhui, recognisable only
by its summer snows.
The best route is over the Bishop Hill (1,492 feet and
separated from the West Lomond by a deep and narrow
glen called Glenvale, or the Covenanters' Glen) from Kinnesswood on the shores of Loch Leven (a couple of miles from
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Mawcarse Junction, L. & N.E. Railway). You will pass
Clatteringwell Quarry on your way up the hill, where the
deluded Fife Weavers once flocked in search of gold and, upon
its turning out to be only iron pyrites, had to slink home
discomfited to their deserted looms and scornful wives. After
crossing the broad back of the Bishop, you will descend into
Glen vale, where you can quench your thirst in the clear bum.
Facing you on the hill-side is an outcrop of sandstone with a
shallow cave, known as John Knox's Pulpit, where some amusing scrambling can be had. The climb up the West Lomond
from here is pretty steep, but the footing is good, and it can
be done in twenty minutes unless it happens to be the blaeberry season ! From this top the East Lomond can be
reached in an hour and a half a pleasant tramp over heathery
and grassy moorland, marshy in places, with a fine view all
the way. From the East Lomond a descent may be made
along the gently sloping shoulder to Falkland Road Station,
or direct to Falkland. The path to the latter leads steeply
down through a pinewood which is pleasantly shady on a hot
day.
But it must not be imagined that the attractions of the
West Lomond are exhausted by a few days' climbing on
comparatively rotten rock. It is not to the casual visitor
that its wintry charms are known. Snow does not as a rule
lie for any length of time on the Lomonds, but a heavy snowstorm, followed by drifting winds and a clear, hard frost,
gives a perfect snow climb, though short. When one has kicked
steps up the lower slopes to the rim of the plateau, the reward
comes in the shape of a beautiful overhanging cornice, which
can be anything up to fifteen feet in thickness, and calls for
varying skill in attack, according to the' condition of the snow/
When this is good, not only is there exciting cornice work in
the ascent, but the descent affords ample scope for numerous
short glissades.
The plateau and the summit cap also afford several
miles of excellent practice ground for the ski enthusiast.
But the billowy condition of the snow will certainly give rise
to a like condition in the ski-runner whose enthusiasm is
greater than his skill!
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But the grandest expedition of all on the old Lomond
is the ascent in snow under a January full moon at midnight.
There is the lower snow slope, the passage of the cornice, and,
lastly, the easy snows of the summit, while one frequently
turns round to the North and West to gaze on the widening
prospect of distant, pale snowy peaks. To the North the
Grampians show up glistening white against a dark horizon,
from Ben Vorlich and Schiehallion to Ben a'Ghlo a range of
fifty miles by moonlight. To the South-east the moon
glitters on the ripples of the Firth of Forth, where ' half-ower,
half-ower tae Aberdour' Sir Patrick Spens lies, ' wi the
Scots lords at his feet.' To the South gleams the light of
Edinburgh and Leith, capped by a mist, above which may be
seen Arthur's Seat and, farther West, the tops of the Pentlands. Then, a quick descent, varied by short glissades, and
the four and a half mile walk home to bed.

GLACIER DU GEANT

L. E. Bray
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A FIRST NIGHT IN AN ALPINE HUT
BY

DOREEN JOAD.

A

T two o'clock of a fine morning in August, 1926, two
parties of climbers left Argentieres to climb Mont
Blanc. Three members of the Pinnacle Club, with a
guide and a porter, formed the one; the President, with her
husband as guide, another mountaineer and an enthusiastic
novice, made up the other. The start was easy by train.
There followed a walk over snow and rock, which left the novice
plenty of time to form good resolutions for the next day
resolutions which outran performance by interstellar distances.
The Hut of the Aiguille du Gouter was reached about
half past four in the afternoon. It is a mean little hut, with
.an invisible door, an insignificant window, and an inadequate
chimney. It is also perched like a mad-bird's nest on a last
ledge of rock, and its stark unbeautiful shape is thrown into
sharp relief against the immense surrounding snowfield.
Nevertheless as a hut it seizes the imagination, and the novice
.got her fill of romantic thrills as she was hauled up the last
rocks towards it.
The interior appeared at first sight equally romantic,
until it became clear that no room is allowed for romance
among the interior decorations of any small Alpine hut.
Adequate blankets and mattresses, a certain degree of cleanliness, an efficient stove and decent ventilation, must always
precede considerations of romance, and absorb the energies
of the hut makers. But the Gouter hut seemed to sacrifice
the one without providing the other. Its blankets looked
doubtful in all those subtle ways in which such useful
articles can be doubtful. Its mattresses failed to cover the
two wooden sleeping shelves. There seemed to be no degree
of cleanliness, but several degrees of uncleanliness. And the
stove smoked so badly that the women on the top shelf had
to wear snow glasses to protect their eyes until finally they
had to submit to being carried out by the men, and deposited
like sacks on the small rock shelf in front of the hut.
But the surpassing achievement of the hut was its ventilation. The entire absence of air was not noticed until the hut
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had settled down to sleep, until the various nationalities had
sorted themselves out the English gallantly occupying the
uncomfortable top shelf and the guides and porters had
finished their incomprehensible labours. But then, when the
candles were out and the Alpine stillness restored, the breathless heat generated by fifteen human beings packed tightly
inside a small closed box, became both mentally and actually
unbearable.
To make matters worse, two Germans, the last arrivals
at the hut, rose from their snooze of recovery just when the
rest had decided that sleep might be possible, and with
national thoroughness began to make an elaborate meal.
They stuck guttering candles in beer-bottles, lighted two
enormous methylated stoves, arranged dozens of aluminium
cooking utensils in neat rows, and, after a time, produced
from them strange penetrating odours. All the while they
continued to chatter in hoarse whispers and we tried in vain
to get to sleep ! It was a weird picture to look down upon
from the top shelf. But the feeling of weirdness gave place
to alarm, when one of the men caught his elbow in the stove,
and sent the blazing thing spinning on to the floor ! Flames
burst up instantly round it, and the heat in the hut intensified
a thousandfold. The Germans most surprisingly hastened
to blow upon the flames, thereby increasing not only them,,
but the heat of the confused language issuing from the red
faces which peered down over the ledges of the shelves. It
seemed like an hour of din and turmoil before the flames were
put out, the Germans had stolidly finished their meal, and the
hut had settled down, at last, to get to sleep with the thought
of the two o'clock start fretting one's mind like a troublesome
gnat.
The minor horrors of the night multiplied the gnats to a
legion. At first in that heat, sweaters, blankets and helmets
had been discarded. Then after an uneasy doze, each denuded
one woke up in turn, a mass of shivers. At every movement,
shins, knees, toes, or a head struck the roof . . . and there
were nails sticking out of the side walls. Again the wind
howling round so frail a shelter might well strike terror into
the heart of any one passing a first night at such heights.
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And, to add to it, towards daybreak there came a roaring
noise of avalanches, distant at first, but increasing in volume
mightily. It did die away, but not before visions of Charlie
Chaplin's wobbly hut in the "Gold Rush" had been added to
these other nightmares.
After a period of this fitful " sleep," people began to stir
on the lower shelf again. And again the babel of tongues
began, as though it had never stopped. Phlegmatic guides
started to prepare queer food. Climbers arrayed themselves
in layers of woolies. Crampons were fixed. The hut was set
on fire yet once again. And we on the top shelf lay there the
while, and chafed at the delay and the deepening mess.
Finally the men got down. And to the women lying
" like throstles in a nest " as the President remarked, were
handed up chunks of bread, each chunk with one sardine
resting coyly on the top. You ate the sardine and a bite of the
bread, and then handed the chunk down again in hopes of
another fish. Only then was it discovered that the hotel
people had omitted to pack any tea. This was the cruellest
blow to bear to our then state of mind it seemed positively
malicious !
Well! Well! These pinpricks! They loomed very
large in the stuffy hut, but they were already forgotten by the
two quiet and chastened parties who looking no doubt
like little black flies on cotton-wool moved out slowly over
the vast snowfield behind the hut. There is pettiness bound
up with most of our lives. It was good to feel so certain
that we had left it behind on that early summer morning,
as we tramped forward up the solemn inscrutable mass of
Mont Blanc.
Indeed, it is a wonderful thing to have been up a high
mountain !
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BIRDS OF THE MOORLAND AND
MOUNTAIN
BY

ELLA MANN.
' A moorland road the heather brown and sere;
One star, a primrose sky, the dying year;
A pine-tree stark and black against the sky;
Most haunting, wild, yet sweet a bird's lone cry.'

A

N implacable editor has bidden me write about birds.
For such a subject the writer has no qualifications
beyond some little knowledge, and a great love of the
feathered folk. But the hope that some, not yet interested,
may be led to take up the delightful study of bird life, emboldens her to obey, however imperfectly, that editor's
command.
Climbers have unique opportunities for studying birds.
They climb at all seasons, and each season brings a new
interest of its own. Spring and early summer are the best
times for the student of birds, for then the migrants that have
been spending the winter in sunnier climes, return; then the
male bird dons his gayest plumage, and' the time of the singing
of birds is come.' A pair of good field-glasses is essential
for this study. For the beginner a most excellent, yet cheap,
little book, a book that can be carried comfortably in the
pocket, is The Pocket Book of British Birds, by Richard
Kearton and Howard Bentham. (Cassell & Co., 6/-).
If the hill path leads along some mountain stream look
out for the dipper or water-ouzel. You will find it standing on
a stone in midstream, or by the water's brink. He is a black
bird slightly larger than a sparrow, with the most beautiful
snowy white throat and upper breast, and his tail sticks up
jauntily like that of the wren. He has an engaging habit
of dipping forward on his rocky perch, and can dive into the
water like a frog. If you once spot a dipper, you will be almost
sure to find him about the same spot whenever you may pass
that way. There is another bird which I always associate with
the dipper, though the two have nothing in common except
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their colouring. This is a much shyer and rarer bird, the ringouzel. He is a little larger than a blackbird, black like the
water-ouzel, but his white colouring takes the form of a white
crescent across the breast. This bird I have seen only among
my own Scottish hills, and on each occasion by a streamlet in
some lonely spot, far from the haunts of men, but it breeds
among the Welsh hills and has been seen near the summit
of Snowdon.
On the lower slopes a bird to be seen most of the year
round, and in every climbing district, is the meadow-pipit.
Despite the first part of its name, this small olive-brown
bird with spotted breast, must be known to all who seek
the hills. Many a climber, in flushing the bird, will have
found its nest of dry grass cosily lined with hair and fine
grasses. The cuckoo often places its egg in the nest of the
meadow-pipit, and one wonders what the thoughts of the poor
little pipit are when, as sometimes happens, two cuckoos choose
her as foster-parent for their hefty youngsters.
In contrast to the plain-looking meadow-pipit is the
handsome wheatear. He is by no means timid, and has an
attractive habit of keeping just ahead of the climber, flitting
from boulder to boulder, uttering his unmusical ' clack,
clack ' (like the hitting of two stones together), and showing
his conspicuous white rump the mark by which he can best
be identified.
On the higher moorlands in springtime one may often
hear a long mournful piping, repeated again and again from
the same spot. Such a plaintive call-note it is, and often
have I heard the question : " What bird is that ? " That is
the note of the golden plover, and to my ear ' most haunting,
wild, yet sweet, that bird's lone cry.' It is the voice of the
hills and the lone places of the hills. To see flocks of this bird
in the migrating season as they wheel and turn in the air,
forming ever-changing and beautiful formations, before setting
off again on their long journey southwards, is to see a wonderful display of aerial manoeuvring.
A never-to-be-forgotten sound of the moorlands is the
' drumming ' of the snipe. This ' drumming ' is most often
heard in the breeding season, and is said to be caused by the
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air passing through the expanded tail feathers as the bird
drops through the air. A strange love song, surely. The bird
flies round in a circle, at a good height, and then suddenly
drops down a little. It is during this descent that one hears
the ' drumming,' or, as it sounds to me, loud ' z-z-zumming.'
So he goes on till he is tired, I fancy, when he drops down to
earth like the skylark when its song is over. Last Easter
at Pen-y-Gwryd I heard the ' drumming ' between ten and
eleven o'clock at night, coming from the moor just in front
of the hotel. There are three bird sounds, which, to hear for
the first time, are as thrilling as any thrill climbing can give :
the ' drumming ' of the snipe, the ' churring ' of the night-jar,
and the ' cooing ' of the blackcocjk. The snipe may be known
by its dark brown colouring, zig-zag flight, and long bill.
The note of protest is a guttural kind of ca, or sea Most books
on birds describe this sound as ' scape, scape ' That may be
the correct thing to say, and English snipe no doubt say it,
but the Scottish snipe must prefer their own rendering !
Redshank and curlew breed on the moors, often in company. The latter is known to all. The redshank is smaller,
has long red legs, a long straight bill, and pointed wings. When
on the wing it shows much white underneath, and utters a
thrice repeated piping whistle. The rarer greenshank is a
migrant only in England,.but breeds sparingly in the North of
Scotland.
Young birds often betray their own and their parents'
whereabouts in an amusing manner, and I have seen a wellgrown baby sharply chastised for this. One day last July,
as a friend and myself were ascending a hill path in Skye, a
young greenshank got on to a tussock and began to proclaim
its presence to all who cared to listen. As we stood watching
the agitated youngster crying for its parents, a shepherd came
by with his dogs. My friend, pointing to the bird, made some
remark about that being a greenshank. " Oh aye, aye,"
said the polite Highlander, " And," pointing to the right,
" that will be Marsco." Now Marsco is the name of a mountain, and he evidently thought she was naming a hill. So
we thanked him gravely and left it at that.
On the high hills are the birds of prey the golden eagle,
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the buzzard, the raven. The eagle is found only in Scotland;
the buzzard and raven are in all climbing regions. That
fine bird, the buzzard, gives ample opportunity for observing
him as he soars gracefully overhead, mewing like a cat, at
being disturbed. This mewing helps greatly in identifying
the buzzard. While sitting eating my lunch on the heather
one day four buzzards soared about overhead evidently interested in the repast. So to see what would happen, I left
them a nice piece of lemon skin and another of orange skin !
On returning I found the orange skin torn by a powerful bill,
but the lemon skin remained untouched. Another day,
climbing up to a buzzard's favourite perch, a bold rocky
pinnacle, I found he had been dining on lobster. A few days
later, on the rocks of the seashore far below the buzzard's
perch, I saw a sea-otter make a hearty meal of a lobster,
which he tore limb by limb with his forepaws, sitting up the
while on his little haunches like a squirrel. Perhaps the
buzzard got the remains of the feast.
What the chough is to the Alps the raven is to the hills
of Snowdonia. The climber will find it on every top; and
many a crust of bread, apple-core, and sardine, not to mention
cakes and chocolate, are left behind to feed the ravens. And
the ravens look on from some coign of vantage, waiting in
patience for the good things. This great crow n^eds no description. Its deep croak is a familiar sound among our hills.
Ravens mate for life, and they breed earlier than any other
bird in February and March. They are said to live to a
great age. The beautiful brown kestrel, recognised by its
hovering, will also be found midst the haunts of its larger
brothers. The peregrine falcon I only know by the cliffs
of the seashore, but he is to be found in Snowdonia and in the
Lake District.
Climbers in Scotland are fortunate in the opportunities
they have of seeing four of the most interesting birds of the
high mountains. These are the golden eagle, the ptarmigan,
the snow-bunting, and that rara avis, the dotterel. Both the
ptarmigan and snow-bunting turn white in winter, and it is a
delight and a privilege too, to meet them among the snows.
The ptarmigan breeds above the 2,000 ft. line. Among the
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snow he is so much like his surroundings that, although one
may hear him gurgling among the stones close at hand, yet
one cannot spot him. To my mind the snow-bunting in winter
plumage is the prettiest of all hill birds. It is also the most
likeable. What pretty, dainty movements it has, as it feeds
along the edge of the snow, and how sweet is its song. The
dotterel breeds in the Cairngorms above the 2,000 ft. line,
like the ptarmigan. Its eggs are much sought after by eggcollectors these misguided beings that play more havoc
among our rarer birds than all the birds of prey and keepers
put together.
Many birds have not been mentioned, but all are well
worth knowing. The world is so full of a number of things;
rocks, and flowers and birds, all good things to know. Let
us remind ourselves that
He little knows of mountains who only mountains knows.

GRAND COMBIX FROM LAC CHAMPEX

A. Hirst
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DIARY OF A TOUR ROUND
MONT BLANC.
BY

E. M. HALL

I

T has been suggested to me that I should write an account
of a very jolly and varied week's walking that I did while
waiting for the rest of the Pinnacle Meet this summer.
It is all, in outline, to be found in Baedeker, where anyone
may read for herself. But as it stands there, it is a little lacking in human interest. The edition I took was the 1898 one,,
which has the inestimable advantage of being some pages
thinner than the 1914 one. It is, however, rather nervous,
and suggests guides where in modern times they would hardly
be considered necessary, even "for a lady." As walking,
Baedeker calls the round " easy and interesting," and there
was certainly less effort entailed than in previous walking
holidays in the Dolomites and Switzerland. For variety,
however, it would be difficult to beat. The abnormal amount
of snow this summer, and the consequent lateness of the
flowers, made it more beautiful and exciting than one had a
right to expect in mid-July. It could easily be crammed
into four or five days, especially by those who carry weights
better than I do. But I dallied happily by the way, and with
care it lasted a week.
PRELIMINARIES.
Every woman who has set out to walk alone among,
mountains has had the following experiences :
I.
(1) Meeting people who tell one that something is
bound to happen.
(2)
,,
,,
,, collect stories of things that
might happen.
(3)
,,
,,
,, retail stories of things that did
happen.
(4)
,,
,,
,, point out what would happen
if It did.
(5) So that all this almost has the desired effect of
persuading one that if it hasn't happened before,
that is all the more reason for supposing that it
will happen this time.
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There are, of course, many honourable exceptions.
In my own case there were also

II. FINANCIAL DIFFICULTIES . . .
III. HOME.
PACKING KNAPSACK.
I proceeded with this as usual:
(1) Packing everything I thought I'd like to have, in a
desire to have my two coats and everything
handsome about me.
(2) In austere reaction from this, reducing myself to the
margin of subsistence.
(3) Getting up in the night to put back most of the things
I took out.
(4) Remembering finally in the train that I have, as
Kipling might say, forgotten the suspenders.

IV. ABROAD.
Meeting in the train well-informed natives of the district
(in this case two kindly old men) who have just met a man
who has spoken to a man who came, by a coincidence, from
all the places I am going to and says it is impossible to get
beds for several miles round any of them.
V. GETTING HARDENED FIRST DAY.
Attacked by flies. Wondering why I came. Feeling
that I am too old for the job. Deciding that next summer
I shall go to Eastbourne and sit about in a Japanese sunshade
and a pink frock. Going mentally through every article in
my sack and justifying it in the light of past experience.
Wondering whether the symptoms I feel are those of apoplexy
or appendicitis . . .

THE TOUR ITSELF.
It is expected that from this point onwards the intelligent
reader will follow with her Baedeker in her hand, also a map
and compass.
(1) First Day. Train Argentieres-St. Gervais Ville.
Fine walk to Les Contamines and Nant Borrant. Where map
is otherwise unoccupied, put flies.
(2) Second Day. Over Col du Bonhomme, Col de la
Croix and Col des Fours to Les Mottets. The last rises to
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nearly 9,000 feet, and Baedeker says there is always snow
there. On this occasion all the passes were under snow. I
had, as usual, spurned a stick, and as I soon came to a place
that required careful traversing, and had, moreover, packed
my knapsack badly that day, I was glad when an angel
disguised as a peasant going over to Nant Borrant insisted
on giving me his own little rough stick, which he rightly said
that I should need. I know he was an angel (a) Because he
refrained from remarking that it was unsafe for ladies to be
on mountains alone, (b) Because his directions were of
superhuman lucidity, and turned out to be correct.
The weather seemed for a time to worsen, and a few
flakes fell on me. As I went over to the Col de la Croix,
feeling even more insignificant than usual, I saw the Col des
Fours soaring steep and white into a passing cloud. I began
then to have prudent or cowardly thoughts, not of going
back, nor even of going down to Les Chapieux as a pleasant
alternative, but of calling at the Refuge hut to enquire if
anyone could cross the Col with me, as recommended by
Baedeker.
I shall never know what I might have done, for at that
moment I met the Kokos (or Cocos) by the simple process of
shouting " Hoik" at them, without introduction, in the
belief that they were also peasants crossing the Col. I
shouted " Hola " rather than anything else, because I judged
from literature that it was the correct thing to shout.
I knew it was Koko (or Coco) because Mrs. Koko always
always called him that, but none of us were ever really introduced. Mrs. Koko was very nice and kind, but she had so
little spare breath that one never really made her acquaintance. It was almost her first experience of mountains, so
she did marvels. Koko was very agile and full of useful
information; he was, besides, one of the most delightful
and sunny-tempered travel-acquaintances that I have ever
met. It was a steep pull up the Col,* but fortunately the
clouds cleared, so we had fine views from the top " rewarding," as Baedeker says in moments of emotion.
*Attention is drawn to this masterly use of under-statement.
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We then glissaded for about 4,000 feet down to Les
Mottets. As the snow lay practically down to the hotel, the
descent consisted almost entirely of glissading and torrent
crossing. As we approached the bottom we met with various
small adventures, for the melting snow was making vast
waterfalls and torrents, and even fountains. At one point
Mrs. Koko and I started on a gay glissade down an overhanging slope that ended at that time in a waterfall which
vanished into a great fissure, but Koko shouted to us in time,
and we dug ourselves in. Yet I would have no one think
that I was at all dependent upon Koko. It ill becomes a
Pinnacler to be dependent upon a man; besides, it pleases
me to think that I had already saved his life by preventing
him from going the wrong way at one place.
One incident I shall always remember the last pitch
of a difficult torrent which entailed a desperate upward leap
forward on to a smooth boulder. Koko, an Alpinist by
disposition, accomplished it with natural grace and agility,
Mrs. Koko, with the grace of Heaven, and his ice-axe. I
was shorter than either of them, but sheer pride and necessity
made me tackle that combination of a long and a high jump,
and I actually landed on the boulder from which I then slid
back, as is my custom, into the surf.
I laughed and got out, and Mrs. Koko laughed, and Koko
laughed but was very upset because he laughed, and explained
to me, earnestly and scientifically, how and why I had slid.
But he interrupted himself, with smitten brow, to dash into
the nearest bog (there were now occasional patches of verdure)
to pluck me a posy of magnificent king-cups for my consolation, to deck my sodden bosom withal. I dried very well
in the wind and looked my best in my bouquet till I lost it
in the next adventure.
At last, by a steep Alpine meadow, we reached the little
Chalet hotel at Les Mottets. Anyone who can ever go there
should do so. The memory inspires in me still an inclination
to smile upon my fingers' ends and babble o' green fields.
Third Day. A stiff pull up the Col de la Seigne. Much
snow and splendid views. Then more glissading and a long
descent to Courmayeur by the magnificent Val de 1'Allee
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Blanche (flowers glorious) and the Val Reni. For sheer
variety of beauty this day's walking would be hard to match.
(For details, v. Baedeker).
At Courmayeur the Kokos diverged. It must be recorded
that I had on this day become the victim of a terrible suspicion
that I was unwittingly involved in a honeymoon. If it were
so, Koko acted with a self-possessed grace, of which I fear
but few of my fellow-countrymen would have been capable,
for he kissed Mrs. Koko and gathered flowers for me with
admirable impartiality a tactful distribution of his attentions which I much appreciated. Certainly, in my stolid
British way, I liked Koko.
Fourth Day. Had another birthday; felt older. Was a
lazy dog and took to motor-transport along the lovely Italian
valley of Aosta. The contrast with what precedes and follows
is dramatic, for here one has cypresses, vineyards, heat, dust,
a gay sky, and theatrical turrets on hill-sides. (Hotel de la
Couronne warmly recommended). Broiled in the sun, inspected Roman and mediaeval remains, with suitable reflections cooled my feet on my tiled Italian floor, and had besides
many small adventures. These, as being sub-Alpine, I shall
not describe.
Fifth Day. Left Aosta in hot sunshine, and motored
into bitter winds up the splendid Italian side of the St. Bernard.
Saw the exquisite Paradise lily growing, and Turk's Cap.
The dogs cannot be exaggerated, I have always longed to be
saved by a St. Bernard with brandy round its neck. Walked
to Orsieres down the less exciting Swiss side. Train to
Martigny.
Sixth Day. Martigny Col de la Forclaz a very hot,
steep pull, but quite worth it. Had meant to reach the Col de
Balme, but was detained at La Forclaz by a bowl of gentians.
A rosy dawn on the Glacier des Grands. I contemplated it
with one eye which I held open for the purpose.
Seventh Day. Col de Balme. One should start very
early and cross the beautiful Trient valley while it is still in
shadow. The glacier is glorious, and the reasons for judicious
idling are many, including a peal of cow-bells very beautifully
matched in mouth. One ought to stay a night, though
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Argentieres is only two hours away down the other side. As.
the intelligent reader following with guide-book and map will
see, the view caused Baedeker to break out in stars, and this,
we know, only happened when " his depths were stirred."
The best time is the late evening, when all the (other)
tourists have gone, and one sees the lights begin to twinkle
from the rocks along the valley below. It is difficult to
believe that anything of such remote loveliness really belongs
to the vulgar hotels where the (other) tourists are staying.
But at that time I knew not the Patisserie des Alpes, or in a
mundane mood I might have sought its light in the Chamonix
constellation . . .
Eighth Day. Dallied down the mountain-side among the
Alpenrose to Argentieres. When I got to a real main road I
met all the (other) tourists in Sunday clothes. They looked at
me.
1 p.m. Hotel Bellevue-Terrasse of blessed memory.
Letters, etc. I ceased to be of the order of Melchisedek and
reassembled my personal identity.
2 p.m. Arrival of Pinnacle Meet.
2.15 p.m. onwards. Beer and skittles.

SCIENTIFIC NOTES.
Botanical. I am no botanist or entomologist, for my
education was not a useful one. I record, however, that
from Nant Borrant to the Col de la Seigne there is almost
everything one loves to see, in masses, sheets, clumps, clusters,,
beds, tufts, sprays, and sprigs.
Ornithological. Ptarmigan suddenly rose from the snow
on the Col du Bonhomme. At least I hope they were ptarmigan, for they were white, and I am sure were neither
swans nor geese. Unfortunately, like all birds except robins
and sparrows, they flew away before I could be sure.
Entomological. Butterflies happy on the Col des Fours.
I can record the blood-sucking Cleg up to 6,000 feet, wasps
at nearly 8,500, and a horrible brute about the size of a hornet
which flourishes even above that height. It is possible,
however, that it only rose so far in pursuit of me. I never
found its scientific name, but I heard it cursed at the Col de
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Balme under the useful working one of " Sale Bete." It is
advisable for lonely walkers to avoid Sales Betes, as their
bite, though not mortal, is virulent.
Faunological. The route seemed poor in animals,
though the Common Cow occurred in places. At Contamines,
however, I bought a picture post-card of a bear, which looked
like a photograph, so there must be bears in Savoy scmewhere.
Geological. There appeared in some places to be a really
remarkable amount of rock of various kinds. The day I was
at the Col de Balme, a man found a crystal. It was on a
ridge on the right-hand side of the Col at least I think so,
though it may have been en the left, and it depends which
way one is facing. But it was a very fine crystal. I am
sorry that I have forgotten the name of the ridge. It had a
great deal of loose rock on it, and some gentians down below.
One large boulder is particularly loose, and lonely walkers
are advised not to depend on it.
It would please me very much to think that these notes
might possibly prove useful to some scientific reader.
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HE climbs of members at home are too numerous to
mention, so only those are recorded which took place
abroad in 1926. It is to be noticed that no less than
four members went to the Dolomites.
The reputation of the Club was maintained by a couple of
leads. Mrs. Jeffrey led a guideless party up the Haupt
Turin of the Northern Vajolet Turme, and L. E. Bray led her
guide up the Fiinffingerspitze from the Daumen Scharte.

Diary of the Pinnacle Meet.
July 26. A walk. Lognon, La Pendant, Chapeau, Mer
de Glace, Montenvers, Chamonix.
July 27. Buet by Col de Berard, return to Argentieres
by the glacier du Buet and the traverse on Loriaz. (With
guide).
July 29. Col de Chardonnet, Fenetre de Saleinaz,
Col de Tour. 4.30 a.m. 7.30 p.m. (Guide and porter).
July 31. La Flegere, Col de Brevent, Brevent, Bel
Achat.
August 2 & 3. Mont Blanc.
August 6. Perseverance, Auguillette. (Guide).
H. A. Adrian. Sydlige Dyrhangstind from Skagastolsbandet. Store Skagastolstind by the West face, up the
S.W. route and down Vigdals route. Store Ringstind. Store
Skagastolstind by the Slingsby brae and down to Skagastolsbandet. Nordligste Midtmaradastind by the Pinnacle
Ridge and down on to the Ringsbrae.
D. Arning. M. Combin de Corbassiere. Mont Blanc de
Seilon. Arolla to Zermatt via Tete Blanche.
I. M. E. Bell. Traverse of the Petites Dents de Veisivi.
La Rousette by the N.E. ridge. La Pigne d'Arolla and
le Mont Blanc de Snllon from the Jenkins Hut. (Traverse).
L'Aiguille de la Za, by the face.
All done from Arolla with guides.
L. E. Bray. Dent de Mesdi. Torre Bergher. Fiinffingerspitze. (Traverse 'from Grohmanscharte to Daumenscharte). Fiinffingerspitze. (Up and down from Daumen-

L. E. Bray

SUPERDIKECT ON THE MILESTONE

L. E. Bray
ROUNDING THE NOSE ON PILLAR
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scharte). Murfreit. Zahnkofel. (Traverse from Zahnkofelscharte to Plattkofelscharte). Nuvolau (Barberia Kamin).
Croda da Lago. (Ascent by Eotvos route, descent by North
route). Becco di Mezzodi. (Barberia Kamin).
All the above in the Dolomites with Piaz or Virginio
Dezulian as guide.
The following in the Engelhorner guideless with M. G.
Bradley and another :
Klein Simelistock. Traverse of Sattelspitze, Engelburg
and Tannenspitze. Gross Simelistock by the Egg and down
Macdonald Kamin. Traverse of Mittelgruppe (Gemsenspitze, Klein Engelhorn, Mittelspitze, Ulrichspitze, Gertrudspitze).
E. M. Eastwood. In the Oberland. Les Diablerets from
the Hut with descent to Sanetsch. Traverse of the Wildhorn.
Traverse of the Wildstrubel. Gizzi-Furger Pass (Leukerbad
to Ried). Lotschenlucke (Ried to Concordia). Jungfrau from
the Concordia. Gemsliicke and Oberaarjoch to Grimsel and
Gletsch.
A. Hirst. Traverse of Rousette and Ghitza. Traverse of
Petite Dent de Veisivi. Pigne D'Arolla and Mont Blanc de
Seilon. Traverse of Cassiorte. Tour of Mont Blanc. (All the
above guideless). Aiguille du Goutet. Aiguille de Perseverance.
(With guides).
In the Dolomites. Haupt Turm of the
M.I. Jeffrey.
Northern Vajolet Turme. (Guideless). The following with
guide Virginio Dezulian : Traverse of Winkler, Stabeler and
Delago Turme. East wall of Rosengartenspitze by Piaz
Variante. Stabeler Turm by Ferman route. Fensterturm from
Ostertag Hut. Third Sella Turm by direct route. Funmngerspitze, traverse from Grohmannscharte to Daumenscharte.
Tschierspitze by Adang Kamin. Clarkspitze from Grodner
Hospiz. Pordoispitze by S.E. wall. Passes : from S. Vito di
Cadore over Forcella Forada, Fore. Staulanza, Fore. d'Alleghe
to Coldai Hut; a day on Civetta. From Forno di Canale by
the Comelle Pass to Rosetta Hut.
Grosse Zinne.
Maud Joachim. In the Dolomites.
Kleine Zinne (ordinary way). Piz Popena (Cresta Sud).
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Sasso Boccie. Pordoispitze (Sud Wand). Punta Emma (N.E.).
Rosengartenspitze (Ost Wand). Pala Christofel. Punta Emma,
(normal way). Traverse of the Vajolet Turme.
M, Taylor. In the Dolomites. Cinque Torri, Torre
Grande by South chimney, descent by North route. Torre
Inglese. Croda da Lago, ascent by Eotvos route, descent by
North route. Becco di Mezzodi by ordinary route. FunfTraverse of 2nd Sella
fingerspitze from Daumenscharte.
Turin, ascent and descent of 3d Sella by ordinary route.
Stabeler and
Rosengartenspitze from Gartl (guideless).
Winkler Turme.
D. E. Thompson. Pic de neige Cordier. Le Rateau
(West peak, direct from the Col de la Girosse). Aiguille
Meridionale d'Arves by the South-east Arete. Breche de la
Meije and traverse of the Meije. Traverse of the Grand
Combin (Valsoley Hut to Fionnay). Traverse of Mont Blanc
de Seillon and Pigne d'Arolla.
E. C. Winthrop and B. Eden Smith (Norway}. Store
Skagastolstind (Special Jubilee Ascent with H. A. Adrian and
six others). Ascent by the West face. Heftyes Rende and
Andrews route. Descent by Heftyes Rende. Exactly fifty
years after Slingsby's first solitary conquest of the mountain.
Store Ringstind. Store Skagastolstind by Slingsby Brae and
Mohn's Skar and down to Skagastolsbandet.
Dorothy E. Pilley (Mrs. Armstrong Richards}. Her
marriage to Ivor Richards at the romantic spot of Honolulu
is probably known to our members. They have been friends
and climbed together for many years, so the marriage should
be a very happy one, and we offer them our congratulations.
The story of their climb up the North-east ridge of Mt.
Baker has appeared in all papers, and Mrs. Richards sends us
the following brief account:
" The North-east ridge of Mt. Baker has been attempted
many times in the past, and is believed to have been ascended
in 1906. It is a long and very beautiful expedition, the
glacier scenery is equal to anything in the Alps. The crevasses
are enormous, at one point the route is very nearly cut by a
chasm more than a hundred feet across. Two active craters,
one quite close the summit, one half way up, add interest
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to the ascent. Mount Baker Lodge, three hours above
Bellingham (State of Washington) is the starting point,
and the fine new Hotel is an admirable centre for many
expeditions. Mt. Shuksan, for example, up the East face of
which we made a glorious new climb a few days later, is an
even finer mountain from the Alpinists' point of view. I can
strongly recommend the whole district; unclimbed summits,
good rocks, immense glaciers, and unexplored country await
the visitor."
All guideless climbing. Christmas. Southern Selkirks,
British Columbia, Canada; Rico; Carnation Mine; Corinth
Mine; Van Roy Mine; Queen Bess and other mines high up
near the summits of 8,000 and 9,000 ft. mountains.
Summer. Glacier National Park, Montana, U.S.A.
Many Glacier Region : Altyn (three times); Henkel; Stark
Peak; Ptarmigan Wall; Garden Wall descent to Grinnell
Glacier. Two Medicine District: Mt. Helen; Mt. Rockwell;
Mt. Henry; Elsworth; Bear Head; Rising Bull; Grizzly;
Rising Wolf; Morgan; Dawson Pass. Sun Camp Region :
Red Eagle Wall; Almost-a-Dog Mountain; Going-to-the-Sun
Mountain; Blackfeet Glacier and Mountain. Sperry Camp
Region: Lincoln Peak; Mt. Edwards; Gunsight Mt. via
Sperry Glacier (three times), first ascent of the N.E. face.
Mt. Baker District, Washington : Mt. Baker traverse;
first ascent by N.E. face, descent via Heliotrope Ridge; Mt.
Shuksan traverse; first ascent by N.W. face, descent via
Curtis Ridge.
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Alpine Journal.

Vol. xxxviii. November, 1926.

Exeunt, alas ! Mr. Yeld and Captain Farrar, and enter
Colonel Strutt, who has our lively sympathy and appreciation.
We do hope, however, to see the initials of those sterling
ex-editors frequently in their most familiar setting in future.
This swan-song is as full of Farrar-cum-Yeld motif as we could
wish.
There are those delightful Alpine pictures, both ancient
and modern, together with their full topographical descriptions,
which go so far to make this Journal the Classic that it is.
There are gentle accounts of easy seasons : there are graphic
stories of active encounter with the heights Alpine and extraAlpine. We are told how a stray Cabinet Minister spends
his off-time relaxing in a long day on the Matterhorn; the
country is looking upwards ! G. S. Bower and Captain Farrar
meet characteristically in these pages to prove that they
lunched together on the Requin shoulder; and we distinctly
like Bower's account of his frequentation of the company
of those adventurous runners-up for the " Blue-ribbon,"
the G.H.M.'s !
It is very good to read in these pages Harold Porter's
story of George Mallory's Garter Traverse on Lliwedd so
far only recorded in the Pen-y-Pass climbing book. With
David Pye's clever photographs, it makes a valuable addition
to our climbing annals.
Pages on pages, dealing with equipment, remind us of
how much of their time is spent by certain serious members
of the Club. There is a fine list of new ascents. Altogether
we may say there is a great deal to be learnt from this Number
of the Alpine Journal.
And may we take this opportunity of thanking Mr. Yeld
and Captain Farrar for their typical generosity towards our
own little Club, in lending us space, on more than ore occasion
during the past six years, for making announcements.
E. C. W. Y.
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Vol. III., No. i. 1926.

Another of these journals, heralded by its stout Bulletin,
has come forth. The " Foreword" explains much to us.
This Editor, at all events, has had no easy task. Material
does not accumulate for him, as one might suppose, given
this particular group of men. He has to dig up works of the
past, and, this being so, I think we may say that a good
selection has been made.
Name after name of great significance, from the Mountaineering and literary point of view, occurs. We have carefully written and polished papers by Sir Claude Schuster, the
late Owen Glynne Jones, with a word or two thrown in of
Haskett Smith, C. S. Ascherson, and H. V. Reade, the late
A. D. Godley, and so forth.
To counteract this, however, we are given examples of the
more strictly modern school, such as Arnold Lunn a very
brisk paper dealing with that potent subject, the " Blue
Ribbon." Mr. Lunn is courageous, honest and generally
witty, so he is well worth reading at all times. In addition
to these qualities, he has the advantage of knowing his
subject in Alpine matters at all events. The anonymous
article, " Cauchemar," has a certain charm; so has Todhunter's
account of the Ascent of the Grepon by the Mer de Glace face.
The illustrations are adequate, and Miss Ritchie's cartoons
quite first rate ! The verse is uneven, and I should say there
was too much of it. There is still more, mostly about climbing
literature; in fact, the Editor has worked rather harder, if
possible, than usual.
E. C. W. Y.
Rucksack Club Journal. Vol. V., No. 4. 1926.
We have learnt to expect much of Manchester. Again
and again one turns to that centre for encouragement and
even inspiration. This current number of the Rucksack
Journal does not disappoint us on the contrary. We can
count on several hours of first-class entertainment, if we are
disposed to sit quietly and read in these pages.
It opens with a pleasant conceit, " The Inventions of a
Minor Mountaineer," followed by three other papers, all good.
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Mr. Doughty, who has developed a style very much his own,
may be pleased to read that his " Trudge, trudge, trudge "
has already been quoted more than once by climbing companions on weary descents last summer, in my hearing.
Quite a tribute that! H. M. Kelly writes of his climb on that
fine mountain, Store Midtmaradalstind, and gives generous
praise to his Norwegian friends. G. S. Bower, we have here
in a new vein, " Capri, Ischia and a Mountain." He can
write as well as any one of his very varied experiences, and I
could not help wondering this time, if by any chance, he had
not been reading Norman Douglas ?
We are taken to Mexico by Mr. Begg, and shown some
lovely pictures too of Popocatapetl. Mr. Cherry, in his
vigorous manner, writes of a tent and the Pyrenees. The
story of a certain climb in Cambridge, though surely a little
obscure, is at all events out of the common run !
Mr. Holland's account of the making of a climber at his
boys' school is delightful . . . education in its highest
aspect ... all climbers should, of course, send their boys
there. We Pinnaclers must see to it that girls' schools are
organised on similar lines, or we shall be left behind in the
race for the heights.
Of the illustrations there are many, and mostly good.
Mr. Hirst contributes a beautiful Matterhorn, Mr. Goodfellow
some fine Lakeland and Scottish scenes. Mr. Frischman
supplies several, and Mr. H. E. Scott produces yet another
Historic and Heraldic masterpiece.
We should like to seize the opportunity of again thanking
these good friends for giving us space in which to declare
ourselves when we had no journal of our own. Will the
Editors, past and present, accept this as not the only intimation of our gratitude to them ? We hope to show them by our
deeds that we have profited by their courtesy.
E. C. W. Y. & L. E. B.

Fell and Rock Climbing Club.

Vol. VII, No. I.

1925.

There were certain large and comfortable picture-books
in one's childhood that gave one a bit of everything, and a
certain satisfaction to peruse. A Holiday Annual I think
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that type of literature was called. The Journals of the Fell
and Rock Climbing Club recall those volumes to us most
clearly. Here are many chatty little stories, bits of information, lists of places and climbs, plans of all and sundry with
pictures, pictures everywhere ! This Club is a meeting-ground
for male as well as female, for walker as well as climber, for
very old as well as exceedingly young. The present Journal
is in every way true to itself. Quite half the book is taken up
with the guide to Great Gable and Borrowdale. We have to
look to the end of the Journal to read of the doughty deeds
of such super-active creatures as Mr. Fergus Graham and
Miss Mabel Barker (a magnificent record by the way !), and
those usual pioneers who haunt Scaw Fell and the Pillar, in
and out of season. There is a fair amount of " Journalese "
in this number, provided, of course efficiently, by such old
hands as Sir Alfred Hopkinson, Mr. Wilson Butler, and
Mr. W. T. Palmer. Mrs. Chorley has a style that is a good
thing in itself, but whether it belongs, strictly speaking, to
these pages is another question. There is one pamphlet
dealing with the marriage problem that is frankly facetious.
The little bits of verse, scattered here and there so artlessly,
are, we judge, more of the nature of a rest for the eye than a tax
for the brain.
It is a friendly tome. The atmosphere of the articles
conveys that. The illustrations, always an important side
of this Journal, are uneven in quality. We incline to prefer
those that we know less well, and those in which the human
element in the foreground is not always prominent ! There
is a singular appropriateness in their position very often.
Take, for example, Bower's sheep opposite the article called
" Flatland," and our own co-editor's " Guglia di Amicis "
in the middle of that " Rubber Boom " treatise. The Everest
Portfolio of Mr. Beetham's is a worthy side show in itself.
E. C. W. Y.

Cambridge Mountaineering.

1925-6.

This is the first of these Journals. Hitherto Oxford
collaborated with the sister University to produce an annual
of mountaineering. It is interesting to see how little one
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loses if one is prepared to launch forth on one's own accord.
A more thoroughly representative publication could not
easily be imagined. At small expense, and with true economy
of effort, the results are good indeed. It says much for
Messrs. Wager and Harris that they were able to give us such
a fine first journal.
With the exception of Professor Pigou, who writes with
some knowledge of Norway, all the articles are by undergraduates. We know them one and all to be fine and keen
climbers : one or two have developed into first-rate mountaineers. The loss of Van Noorden, at the height of his
strength, and after that magnificent guideless ascent with
Wyn Harris, here recorded, of the Brouillard Ridge, was a very
sad affair for this Club, and for all that knew him. His
partner and friend also contributes a spirited account of an
attempt on the Verte made the same summer.
Amongst nine full-page illustrations, it is pleasant to
note that there is a really unusual view of Napes Needle
how refreshing that is ! and all are well selected.
The Editors have shown kindness to our Editors in giving
valuable advice as to how to publish economically. May we
dare to hope that they will one day read our thanks in the
pages of our own Journal, and accept them in the spirit that
is intended ?
E.G. W. Y.
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IN MEMORIAM.
GLADYS LILY GIBSON
(MRS. H. B. GIBSON.)

G

LADYS LILY GIBSON died on the 28th of February,
1926, at the early age of thirty-two. She was one
of the Club's original Associate Members, having
joined, as her husband tells us, " with the intention of being
a very active member."
She first made the acquaintance of rocks and hills at
close quarters in Wasdale during the summer of 1919, when
also she met Mr. H. B. Gibson, whom she afterwards married.
Like so many others who have first found their feet as climbers
in those charmed surroundings, this young novice became
fired with enthusiasm for the hills, and was soon initiated
into the mysteries of simple mountaineering and rock climbing
by the man who was to be her partner in the hills as elsewhere
for the rest of her short life.
From Wasdale to Snowdonia was another step in her
mountain education, and for the first three months after
their marriage during the winter of 1920 Mrs. Gibson was
renewing her friendship with the hills, and climbing and
rambling in North Wales, the headquarters being at Pen y Pass.
Mr. Gibson writes of her : " By that time my wife was a very
enthusiastic climber ... we went out to Nigeria in April,
1921, and returned in June, 1922. The subsequent two or
three months we spent in a tent in various parts of the country.
We camped in Mosedale in the latter part of June, but the
weather was too vile to make much climbing possible."
In the Autumn of the same year the Gibsons started
poultry-farming, and found it so interesting that for the next
three and a half years other things faded, and their time was
fully occupied at home. But the feeling for the hills remained
as strong as before, and many plans were made for joining
meets, and much Climbing Literature was absorbed by Mrs.
Gibson.
Death came at the age that many women feel at the top
of their strength. We cannot but sorrow for her that she was
prevented from pursuing the ways of the mountains she had
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chosen, and we can sympathise most fully with her husband
who lost so close a partner.
And is this not a tribute to her from one who knew her
best ? " She loved the hills and rocks and she was a good
second, always to be depended on when things were awkward."
E. C. W. Y.
On the eve of going to press we have received the sad
news of the death of one of our Associate Members, Dora M.
Smith. Although she had not been strong for the last year
or two, she always took a keen interest in the Club, and
attended several of our Easter and Whitsun meets. She had
hoped to have joined us this Easter in Langdale; but was
prevented owing to the death of her mother. She will be
greatly missed by all the members who knew her. We know
no particulars except that she died quite suddenly at Sutton,
Surrey, on March 27th.
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