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FOREWORD
BY
E. WELLS
UR last Journal was published in 1938. During the war
period and the lean years that followed lean from the
point of view of finance and from lack of opportunities
for mountaineering no attempt could be made to publish a
journal. So it is with a very great sense of gratification that we
see once again the familiar cover and refresh our minds with
memories of mountain climbs and scenes of happy days and
grand companionships.
The Club did not languish during the years of strain and
stress, though it was to most members a period of looking
backwards to the good old days we had enjoyed (and how those
days helped us !) and a looking forward to the time when
freedom was ours once more ; yet we managed now and again
to snatch a holiday here and there a climb or two a breath of
mountain air a Hut week-end. All these things helped us to
hold on to the things that really endure.
The war period over, the Club got into its stride again and
made up for lost time with renewed zeal and energy. The Hut
came into more frequent use, more meets were arranged; an
Alpine meet with very high achievements was successfully
carried through and the Annual Dinner with its jolly reunions
and friendly inter-club companionships was revived.
So it is with a sense of completion we welcome our first
post-war journal. We hope it will inspire our younger members
to greater things and will provide pleasant memories to those
whose pace is steadily diminishing.
We are greatly indebted to our Editor, Mrs. Bryan and to
her Assistant Editor, Miss Bray, for the colossal amount of
work they have done. Everyone will agree they are to be
congratulated on their efforts. Their reward will be in the
pleasure given to every reader.
May this journal be the forerunner of many !
TRILBY WELLS, President.
(EDITOR'S NOTE. We offer up pious hopes to Heaven that
some of this last may be true although the mantle of Dorothy
Pilley Richards falls on but puny shoulders.)
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18 DAYS IN THE WESTERN
HIMALAYAS
BY
GLADYS JEAN LOW
(Mrs. Punnett)
E are in Kulu, Valley of the Gods. Our trek begins
at Katrain village, beside the Beas, one of the five rivers
of the Punjab. The jumping-off place is the verandah
of Riverview Hotel. From here, I command a view of three
coolies, who are loading our equipment on a local lorry. The
bedding-roll goes in first. It is a bloated affair containing a
sleeping bag and Lahouli shepherd's blanket, spare rugs,
climbing clothes and a light Burns tent. Next goes a kit bag
full of tins, and another containing nailed boots, two ropes of
200 feet and 100 feet, and one line of 100 feet. A basket containing a roasted chicken and lettuce sits on top of the heavy
baggage. Finally, three ice axes are shot home under the legs
of the coolies in the rear, or third-class portion of the bus. As
everyone knows, first class is a kind of private box beside the
driver, where you sit behind bars, and drink in all the fumes of
the engine. I prefer the second-class benches, and take my place
there with my inseparable rucksack, which holds a flask,
cigarettes, map, camera and diary.
Crash ! Is that an avalanche of stones ? No, the driver is
putting the engine into gear. The lorry gathers speed with the
shriek of a rattlesnake, telling the world it is one hour and ten
minutes late. The noise drowns the rush of streams below the
hedges, the fluting of the wind in the alders, and the singing of
the crickets on the terraces of wheat and barley which rise
towards the hills and descend towards the river. It is evening.
East of the darkening valley, the fir-covered hills ripple across
the sky like a panther's back. Behind that skyline, the real
mountains of Kulu raise their tremendous tops. Deo Tibba,
20,000 feet, is the highest, and from there, battalions of peaks
and glaciers march north to the Chandra River of Lahoul,
east to the Tosh Nal, west to the Beas Valley. On the south, the
chain falls, and rises again to a i7,ooo-foot pass. Thence, like
the blade of a sickle, the Ghopil Dhar curves above the Parbatti
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River. These Ghopils were the object of my trek. Mid-June to
Mid-September are monsoon months in the Western Himalaya,
and the climbing season comes in May-June and SeptemberOctober. Our party set off on the zist May, in perfect weather.
The map shows that the mule road up the Parbatti Valley
leads through a village at the foot of the Ghopil Dhar.
Himalayan valleys are hot in May, so I planned to go up the
Parbatti by early morning and evening marches, resting at noon,
until we left the river to climb the foothills. The first march
would be from Kulu Bazaar, or Sultanpur, to Bhuin, where the
Beas and Parbatti join their streams.
The plan broke down before we had left the bus many
minutes, as the coolies declared that three could not carry the
packs. After a rambling argument, I set off with Chandra Ram
and Chandra Singh, leaving Atu to follow later with a fourth
porter. A starlight walk brought us to the Bhuin Forest Rest
House and a chicken supper. Atu did not turn up till noon next
day. Failing to find a man, he brought a boy, who could at
least carry the odds and ends. I impressed on them that they
must lay in a provision of ata* for chapattis to last at least two
weeks. By the way, we conversed in dog-Hindustani, spattered
with English, Kuluese and Ghorkali phrases understood only
by the respective speakers.
We were on the trail again at four in the afternoon, and for a
mile, walked through green fields. Then the Parbatti bends
away suddenly from her sister Beas and enters a forbidding,
burnt, side valley. The road rises high above the river-bed
and weaves round spur after yellow spur. You contour one,
and see the next awaiting. No further view. The heat of day
departed, and enormous shadows leapt out of the river and
climbed rapidly up our eastern slope. The road became a faint
whiteness winding through the dusk, and then through the
night. After a five hours' march, we reached a cluster of chalets
beside a tree-hung torrent. No signs of life. We scrambled up
to a terrace slightly above the chalets and trees, and pitched camp
by feel. In the twinkling of a star, fire and kettle burst into
flame and song, and Chandra Ram produced a lavish meal
worthy of a trained chef.
* Ata=Hour.

Photo by Gladys Jean Loir
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EIGHTEEN DAYS IN THE WESTERN HIMALAYAS

II

Next day, a lovely dawn flooded over the hill an hour after
we had begun to march. We soon reached the village of Jari,
where I left the porters to fraternize with the local lads under the
village tree, and called on the Forest Officer, a Hindu. He
offered me an omelette, and several 4-inch maps of the district,
which I was glad to borrow. The maps gave more details of
forests than of glaciers, but I can never resist any map, even if
I'm already overloaded. We covered the next few miles in
company, as far as Kasol, where the character of the valley
changes. No more yellow shadeless slopes, but green lawns by
the river, and scented firs enclosing banks of moss. Why go
farther ? I told the porters to pitch camp and prepare three
o'clock tea.
Having eaten the lotus that day, we made an early start the
next and walked to the hamlet of Manikaran, which is wedged
above a sounding waterfall of the Parbatti. It faces rock and
backs on rock, appearing and disappearing in the vapour of the
local sulphur springs. Here I sent back the boy, and made a
rapid visit to the house of the Negi (Headman). His son was at
home, and found me a fourth porter, Chitu, to carry supplies
of ata, and give us the benefit of his local knowledge on the piny
slopes.
We must now leave the broad highway, and find a path up
yonder foothill, black and beetling pedestal of the most charming
mountains in the world. The porters seemed to enjoy this lap,
and carolled as they climbed. We entered the wood shortly
after breakfast, and emerged a long time after tea. More than
once during the climb, I thought of the glass mountain in the
fairy tale. It could not have been more slippery than these
gradients coated with pine-needles which glided from between
the feet. Of course, if one rolled one would soon stop, impaled
on the branch of a stricken deodar. Or one might crash into
the upright trunk of a fir whose lordly head shakes cones into
the lap of the Almighty. But when we reached the top . . .
reward. The 12 peaks of the Ghopil Dhar rose before us, work
of the chisel and the fret, striped with glaciers and powdered
with snow.
The Ghopil Dhar sweeps round in a complete horseshoe
facing South. The West and East tips rise steeply above the
rush of the Brahma Ganga, carrying snow waters into the
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Parbatti. At the East tip, a glade dotted with tall firs and tiny
flowers is hollowed out of the very summit of the crest. A
stream runs through the grass. Pheasants call in the branches,
bears go muttering and scratching among the roots. Below,
the woods hang like walls. Above, walls of rock taper to
combs of snow. This minute alp, marked on the map Sarangi
Thach was my base camp. I found it last year towards the end
of my leave, and this year made straight for it. (The fact may
disappoint those who thought I had been acting solely on
Inspiration.)
I was now in a better position for several reasons. Last year
leave ended ist June. This year I reached camp on zjth May,
with three clear weeks ahead. At both times I had a goodly mass
of tinned supplies, but this year I had in addition bags of ata for
making pancakes. Last year I only had two porters, this year I
had four and could divide my forces. Two for mountaineering
and two to carry surplus stores by goat paths. Last year, I alone
had climbing equipment. This year there were boots, goggles,
ice axes, mittens, socks and scarves for three. Both years I had
camera and compass.
The sum of my evening meditations under canvas, poring
over the maps 'mid fumes of kerosene was this. We would
first try and climb one of the Ghopil Needles, for the fun of
bagging a peak, and in order to see the other side. Was it
possible to cross the col in the direction of Deo Tibba and to
descend into the Manak Nala beyond ? If the lie of the land
were favourable, we would return to base for supplies, having
marked an intermediate camp site. Then go up again and attack
the traverse. Looking at the Ghopils from the tent door, I gave
them names. From East to West: the White Knight, the Grand
Ghopils (twin towers), the Black Knight; farther on, a breaking
wave arrested and petrified, the Leaning Tower. Then lesser
crests, the Outriders.
In choosing camp sites, we were always on the look-out for
shepherds' shelters. They are of two kinds, sloping roofs of
bark fenced in with stones and branches and overhangs enclosed
by a wall of stones and peat. These accommodated the porters,
while I pitched my tent at a convenient distance. A word about
these porters before we move off. Chandra Ram, Channu for
short, was a tough little Kuluese. He took well to boots, but
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was with difficulty weaned from his alpenstock in favour of an
axe. He was our cook, and always officiating among the pots a
few minutes after the day's march, however exacting. Chandra
Singh was a Gurkha and ex-soldier. From the moment an
ice axe was put into his hand, he handled it as to the manner
bom. His policy was " Forward." The Kulu men were slightly
nervous of the mountain gods, but Chandra Singh had the
scepticism of a veteran of Marius. The only permanent nonclimber was the Kuluese Atu, responsible for ata supply. He
had authority to engage an assistant when necessary. Firewood
was also in his province. He would leap up a tree like Tarzan
and fell branches to earth with his pocket battle axe, often
selecting the tree under which I was snatching rest. His present
assistant was Chitu.
On Sunday evening the latter was left in charge of camp
while the rest of us set out. The Ghopils were separated from
us by a cow-mountain topped with a seasonal snow cap which I
dubbed Channu's Peak. Camp i was pitched under an overhang,
type 2, half way up. Atu brought in firewood and returned to
base. At dawn, Chandra Singh and I left the overhang to
Channu, with instructions to have a meal ready from three
onwards. The next question was how to reach the Ghopils,
over the snow cap or round the flank ? We decided to go round,
and after an hour's steep scrambling, found ourselves at the foot
of a mighty shoot of rock and snow, laved by streams which
now rose to the surface, now sank and gurgled beneath the
crusts and capes of snow. Two hours took us to the top, out
of the shadow onto a snowfield shining in the morning sun.
The snowfield lay at the back of Channu's Peak and the
White Knight, and stretched uphill towards a row of contorted
aiguilles ' Jammlu's Fingers.' The Fingers, again, were joined
to the taller of the Ghopils by the i7,ooo-foot col mentioned
before. We roped and zig-zagged up towards the col. We
drew gradually past the twin towers. The first sank as we
advanced, while the second rose ever more commanding. I
distinguished them in my mind as the Grey Ghopil and the
Grand Ghopil.
We reached the foot of the col and looked about us. On the
left hung the face of the Grand Ghopil. On the right, slabs of
rock glinted through verglasse snow which clung to them heaven
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knows how at that tremendous angle. In between rose a wall of
snow and up we went, kicking steps with the toe of the boot, and
aiding balance by hooking the axe into the slope at the level of
the face. As confidence increased, hand pressures were found
sufficient. Half-an-hour later there was a check. The wall
glittered. We had struck ice. Casting to right and left discovered no soft patches, so we cut steps on the diagonal and
after a somewhat wrist-tiring climb, reached the top. The
difficulty of the col was less than I had expected, because the
steep part only lasted an hour and in case of a slip, no crevasse
gaped below.
The col turned out to be a broad saddle and the other side
was out of sight. But masses of peaks crowded into view
beyond, pyramids and towers of well-defined shape, dominating
a landscape of glaciers. Here is the answer to the climber's
dream, mountains without number, rank on rank and tier on tier,
unclimbed, unnamed, unknown. Chandra Singh and I sat down
on a few coils of rope apiece and made a meal of tea and chocolate. Then we set out for the top of the Grand Ghopil. The
breathless precipice above Sarangi Thach and the sheer face
which takes off from the snowfield were safely below. It seemed
a mere walk to the top.
But the saddle shrank quickly to a thin ridge cornicing to
the right. The home side was simple enough, but the higher
the sun rose, the deeper we sank into the snow. Our feet,
going through the snow, now met rock, and the ice axes
striking down, rang on unseen slabs. We waded slowly over
slabs and drifts of snow and disapproved the more and more
pronounced tilt of the rock. We seemed to be in the upper
regions of that face of the Ghopil I thought we had avoided.
It was wearing a light disguise of spring snow. At this point my
inside foot went through and I had a good view of the face
framed in a hole the size of my right boot. We worked up
towards the crest of the ridge, fancying it was safer, and my
axe went through at the level of my nose. I had a view of the
other side. All sky. However, advancing at a gingerly pace,
we did in the end reach the final crag, a dozen blocks and
boulders rising out of the snow and held together between two
granite monoliths, sparkling in the sun.
Here Chandra Singh anchored himself with rope and axe
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and I climbed the pitch to the top. Now I could peer over into
the dark corrie of the Brahma Ganga and catch a glimpse of the
windings of the Parbatti. These unfamiliar aiguilles, transformed by nearness, must be the other Ghopils of the range.
North of them, further peaks rose to greater heights. The ones
behind looked over the shoulder of the ones in front in a
perspective which defeats belief. The North side of the col was
still out of sight. Now a kind of sadness and dimness passed
over the mountains. Clouds were flocking, thickening, joining
together, breaking up the families of peaks, so that, at high
noon, the summits swam like ships ghosting through the gloarn.
I rejoined Chandra Singh, who looked like slipping his
anchor at any moment and we quickly returned to the saddle.
Our reconnaissance from here was not successful. We seemed
to be above a row of giant bulges, no doubt forming the upper
lip of crevasses. The slopes between curved out of sight in a
discouraging way. A vast snow bowl was dimly seen below,
as it was receding behind the clouds. We turned and fled before
the weather.
The storm raged over the Ghopil Dhar for a couple of days
and blew off in the direction of Deo Tibba. After this, I took the
porters for training flights on the neves below Channu's Peak.
It was a wild spot, a kind of * No Man's Land ' between the
pastures and the glaciers. Here we practised rope technique,
paying out the rope over a shoulder and under an arm, belaying
and paying out the rope round the axe head. Channu went
through the motions conscientiously, looking rather like
Charlie Chaplin. Chandra Singh followed suit, his Mongolian
features crinkling with amusement. We planned to climb to the
col from a higher camp next time and to start earlier too, as
we now knew the paths and quasi-paths up to the snowfield.
The party should then reach the col in the freshness of morning,
with a large reserve of energy and time to tackle the unknown
descent to the snow bowl.
Friday saw us at the top of the col again, but not in the cool
of morn. Several things held us up. Atu returned late from
Manikaran with the new supply of ata. Hence we set out late
from base camp. Scorning Camp i, we were caught by darkness
high above it, and our Camp 2 was a miserable bivouac on a
draughty ledge. Next day, cramped limbs picked their way but
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slowly up the shoot. The weather was clearer than on our last
visit to the snowfield and the pleasant stroll of Monday was
today a terrible plod through slush. Then, at the foot of the
col, a perverse spirit moved me to avoid the centre and try the
slabs to the right. We were prepared for a night on the snow
and the porters were carrying bedding, food, a few utensils,
firewood and a spare line. I fondly thought the slabs would
afford them footholds and eliminate step-cutting. But they
presented angles and overhangs very discouraging to uphill
work, and for the first time during the tour, we had to move
singly. I went ahead and made belays of doubtful worth. The
porters' gymnastics won my admiration, performed with
bundles swaying on their backs and disturbing their balance.
Unused to the rope, they let it slip down, or over their head, in
a way which worried me, though not them. Only for the last
three pitches would they let me tie the loads on the rope and
draw them up ahead. The heat was oppressive during this
hand-to-hand stuff. We reached the top at three and sank down
for a rest.
Presently we crossed the saddle and tried descent by two
slopes. Each time, the slope curved rapidly inwards as we
advanced. Even facing the snow and kicking the way down
step by step felt unsafe. It was impossible to see what was
ahead, or rather afoot. We were stuck on the wall like wingless
flies. A third slope between bulges offered better prospects.
Again that sudden steepening made us halt. Through the
triangular opening beneath us, we now caught sight of rows
and rows of crevasses weaving round the foot of the col. No,
the snow bowl hadn't a very inviting aspect. The top of the
col again, one felt, would be more pleasant. I gave the order to
turn and Chandra Singh, who had been last man, began to lead
back. A jerk of the rope and Channu's alpenstock was twitched
out of his hand, glided into the snow and vanished. Marking
the line of flight, I scooped up the snow here and there while the
porters kept the rope tight. A grab and the stick was in my
hand. I held it up to Channu, feeling I had exorcised the bad
luck that hovers round tired parties. Twenty minutes later we
were back on the col.
We now turned our backs on the North face of the col and
descended some neves among the rocks behind Jammlu's
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Fingers. This was a good move. An hour and a half of walking
and glissading, eye alert for suspicious discolorations or lurking
letter-boxes, brought us well down from the col, which now
revealed its fangs in profile, against the fading light of evening.
Down, down. A large overhanging rock in the middle of a
glacier below the snow bowl spelt Providence in an indifferent
universe. The ground beneath this rock proved to be sloping.
But the porters performed miracles of levelling. So instead
of rolling from under the rock, through various gaps, into the
recesses of the glacier, we stretched ourselves comfortably upon
a ledge of good earth. Buttered chapattis, fruit salad and tea
composed our dinner. Chandra Singh's modest faggot just
boiled a kettleful of glacier, while mighty monsters, coldly blue,
our bivouac regarded.
We wore everything we had that night, but the very stars
seemed to send out waves of cold to lap against our huddled
forms, and we didn't deploy our stiff limbs till about seven
o'clock next day. First, a short spell of step cutting brought us
to the level of the snow bowl. We reached it just as the sun
rose over an Eastern peak, and shone upon the great crevasses
of the Ghopil Col. The snow funnels among which we had
dallied also came into view.
The next step was to find a long, narrow glacier which,
according to the map, descends gently from the snow bowl to
the Manala ice fall. This fall makes the only break in the lofty
ridge which runs from the Ghopils to Deo Tibba and therefore
is the only passage of escape from glacier land to the Manala
Nala.
Casting about for an exit from the snow bowl was an intriguing process. The Bowl was not pkin hollow, but undulated
like dunes. Spurs ran down from the mountains and divided
the Bowl into arms. Any of these arms might lead through to
the Long Glacier, or to a dead end or to the top of a thousandfoot drop ! After a good many ups and downs among the giant
dimples of the Bowl, we discovered the gateway through the
rocks and looked down a glacier of vast length running the way
it should, namely North. We could detect, too, a gash to the
left which must be the Manala Fall. Beyond this there now
appeared a wonderful peak, Deo Tibba itself. Above cataracts
of ice, fed by an unseen glacier, the giant's rocky face uprose,
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scarred by perpendicular grooves, under a dome of snow. A
group of pillars, pinnacles and pill boxes with white mushroom
caps gleamed in the direction of Tosh Nal.
Channu and Chandra Singh were in high spirits, marching
down this broad avenue between two rows of fine peaks. We
were still roped in case of traps, but caution was left to me. By
the middle of the afternoon we reached the lowest point of the
Long Glacier, where streams of ice from three directions unite
and push a narrow tongue through twin bluffs into the Manala
Valley.
After light refreshments and a look at the scenery, we walked
off the glacier onto the snow-covered slopes of the South bluff
and coasted briskly down, parallel to the ice fall. A narrow
rimaye separated us from the seracs whose posturings defied
gravity. Gradually the bluff sloped more steeply towards the
rimaye and the rimaye became wider and deeper. As soon as
we were below the seracs, we looked for a bridge to lead us
back to the glacier. Here and there, thin tongues of ice offered
dubious bridges across the rimaye and over the crevasses
beyond. I struck across the least rickety crest, with many a
backward glare at my Tail, who were supposed to be paying out
the rope. They paid it out generously and I wondered whether I
was destined to glide unchecked into the rimaye. After a good
deal of shouting over this rope, we all three reached the central
bulge of the glacier and walked quickly down over firm ice,
zig-zagging to avoid minor crevasses.
There was time to look round, now, and we saw clouds
gathering over the Long Glacier and floating slowly up the
Manala Nala. We must get off the ice before they blotted out
the landscape. The glacier snout sank between two reddish
moraines. Half-an-hour later we stepped off the edge onto a
moraine track on the opposite side, and ho ! for the next camp.
Our reappearance on terra-firma was marked with surprise by
a family of ibex who were nibbling the shoocs of a corneus bush
immediately below. Three gossamer forms vanished over the
crest of the moraine, while the youngest passed us by with
enormous, undecided bounds, whisked up a slab, and watched
us out of sight. He saw us turn our heads two or three times,
not towards him with nefarious intent, but towards the seracs
of the ice fall, now fast gathering the blue tones of night.
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The toughest climbing was now behind us, but I will sketch
briefly the last few days of our round trip. We pitched our
Camp 4 at a shepherd's shelter woven type a mile below the
glacier. This was the rendezvous with Atu and Chitu, who were
supposed to proceed from the Parbatti to the Manala Nala over
a pass called the Rishol Jot and meet us here. I would fain have
tarried in this spot, a Himalayan flower garden enclosed among
rhododendrons in bloom. But the men did not turn up and
supplies were running short, so we marched down the valley
ndxt day. I expected to intercept the porters at the Manala
Bridge, but our rearguard had contented themselves with the
minimum and halted at the village of Bhatoling, some way above
the bridge on the Rishol side. A storm broke in the evening and
lasted two days, so we just crossed the river from Bhatoling to
Manala village and waited there for better weather. In the
interim we were privileged to see Manala Temple, residence of
Kulu's most powerful spirit, the god Jammlu.
Our next lap was a four hours' climb up the Manala side of
the valley to the Chandsakani Pass. It is high, 12,000 feet, but
the only break in the ridge from Deo Tibba to the valley floor
where the rivers meet, so there is a choice of goat paths. We
did not go over but branched off to the right, along the slopes of
the Nagruni Thach. I wished to climb a secondary peak which
only required another 2,500 feet of ascent. It dominates the
main Kulu Valley, wears a snow cap all the year except in a heat
wave, and is called the Gadi, or Shepherd of Kulu. The climb
was reminiscent of a scramble up Tryvan or Ben Arthur in
winter conditions, as there were a few inches of fresh snow along
the ridge. Channu was my companion and we found three
interesting pitches of good rock leading to the top. My object
was the view. From the Shepherd, you can see the fertile
Valley of the Gods in all its charm, the terraced fields of wheat
and Indian com, the orchards, the villages, each with a guardian
temple, the Beas River glinting through her arch of alder trees.
Beyond Kulu rise the massive ranges of Lahoul, Deo Tibba
appears from another angle, and the chain of the Ghopil Dhar
is seen ' from the back/ Less impressive but more climbable
than from the front. A thought for next time.
That night in camp, I decreed that all provisions were to be
eaten, to save the trouble of carrying them down the Chan-
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drakani. Dozens of tins were opened and mounds of pancakes
tossed from the griddle. It was almost an orgy. On the morrow,
yth June, a brisk descent through belts of pasture, rhododendron,
birch, chestnut, deodar and terrace cultivation brought us down
to Katrain village and to the lawns of Riverview Hotel. The
porters were praised, paid off and promised photographs of
themselves, and a happy evening spent at the hotel in the
company of the proprietors, Mr. and Mrs. Tyson.
It was a successful jaunt, though an Everest climber would
naturally consider the scale minute. Confining ourselves to
moderate heights, short stages and small numbers, we were a
fairly mobile party. There was a dash of technical interest when
climbing the peaks, crossing the col, and descending the ice
fall. The Kulu Mountains are beyond description for beauty
and variety. The stupendous scale of Everest, Nanga Parbat or
Kanchenjunga is not there. And scale is perhaps the essence of
the true Himalaya. But there are people who, for lack of time
and money cannot taste the uttermost sensations of mountaineering. Here they will find rock climbs no more inaccessible than
the Glyders or Salisbury Crags. Higher up, the stately domes
and pyramids of the Valais Alps neighbour the airy screens and
spires of Chamonix. Here a Weisshorn and there a Monte Rosa
climbs the blue. And am I dreaming, or isn't that the Grepon
raising sharp prongs amid a troop of fabulous aiguilles ?
To return to earth, this country seems to be a happy hunting
ground for climbers of medium lung and pouch. Expeditions
of every degree of difficulty are possible. And if the British or
Alpine scale should pall, the climber can always tackle the Deo
Tibba Ice Fall, and reaching the top of it, call himself a Himalayan
Mountaineer. Air travel is widening the sphere of the climber's
activities, and will some day put India on the map, for Europeans other than those in subsidised expeditions. When the
Pax Hindustani is as well established as the Pax Britannica of
yore, I hope that more mountain lovers will visit the ' Valley
of the Gods.' In particular, I should wish my fellow members of
the Pinnacle Club to find their way there and scale some of the
lordly summits I admired from my two look-out towers, the
Grand Ghopil and the Shepherd of Kulu.
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ALPINE MEET, 1949
BY
E. WORSLEY LEECH

S

IX members of the Pinnacle Club and one friend from the
Fell and Rock Climbing Club met on Victoria Station, on
2 3 rd July and arrived at Martigny next morning. The other
three members of this meet were joining us in Zermatt a week
later. From Martigny two of our party went on by train to
Arolla while the other five pursued the High Level Route from
Verbiers via the Cabane Mont Fort, the Rosa Blanche and its
attendant glaciers to Cabane de Dix and Arolla. None of the
party knew this bit of country which made the trip all the more
interesting and the only footsteps we saw on our way over were
the momentarily mystifying and misleading tracks pursuing an
eccentric line across the glacier, which on closer inspection
proved to belong to a four-footed Alpinist, braver than any of
us.
In Smythe's account of this crossing he had done it the
reverse way, on skis and in spring, which made quite a difference,
for instance he rushed down the steep side of the gorge from
Cabane de Dix to the lake level as a start to his day, while we
tramped up this steep hillside at the end of our day and at the
end of our tether : to be painfully exact, during the seventeenth
hour of our day. Also I am pretty sure that old campaigner did
not burden himself with tins of talcum powder and other
redundant trifles which were discovered too late in the sacks of
some of our less experienced harriers. Even so, like Britons
long ago, we pitied ' those in England now a-bed.'
Next day we went over the Pas de Chevres to Arolla. Like
so many other things, the Pas de Chevres is not what it was in
my young days: then, one practised a neat trick with an axe on
the holdless bit of the face ; row one climbs up iron ladders,
changing ladders halfway, as it might be trains at Clapham
Junction.
The Hotel de la Poste was still there and had changed for the
better since my first Pinnacle Meet in 1930, led by Dr. Corbett.
I remembered it very well as I recognised the landmarks ; I
remember feeling suitably shy and hanging back from leading
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the Dent de Satanna; but what I remembered best, was Dr.
Corbett's firmly benevolent leadership and her kindness to a
bunch of greenhorns ; and if my own party noticed an added
gentleness but perhaps they noticed none !
Our three nights in the huts might have been thirty from the
way that every touch of civilisation in Arolla charmed us : none
of the High Level party had carried more than the legs of its
pyjamas over the Rosa Blanche, and some not even these, but
the legs were faithfully laid cut on the beautiful beds by the
bonne at the Poste and we were spared knowing how long she
hunted, or what she thought!
While the rest of us dallied among the fleshpots, the indefatigable Freda took Diana off to the Petits Dents de Veisevis,
and on the following morning six of us went up to the Bertol
Hut with the idea of possibly spending two nights there and
doing a peak before crossing to the Schonbiihl Hut; but the
overcrowding was such that we were all passionately anxious
to leave it for ever, in spite of bad early morning weather and an
unavoidably late start on our second hop. This time we had the
luxury of an advance party whose footsteps we could follow and
by whose mistakes we could profit. I watched them from the
Col D'Herens with gloomy interest: while they with difficulty
retrieved one of their number from a hidden crevasse : beside
me stood an understanding friend who, with me, had overheard
a nasty bit of guide conversation the previous night *. . . those
English guideless . . . stonefall . . . found at the bottom of
the Col D'Herens . . .' «Both dead ? . . .' 'But of course !...'
I felt duly grateful that our Pinnacle party was allowed to
pass scatheless beneath its stone-throwing battlements and over
the hidden horrors of the Stockje Glacier, to the welcome of the
Schonbuhl Hut and its pleasant guardian. There we relaxed
and washed ourselves and our clothes while waiting for Winifred
and two guides to join us from Zermatt on Sunday. When
Sunday can e we reluctantly gave way to the guides' opposition
to our plan of beginning with two guided ropes on the Viereselgrat of the Dent Blanche, and on Monday Dora, Phyllis and
Freda, with Otto Taugwalder and Carl Biener set off for the
Wandfluh with instructions to spend their day convincing the
men of our worth and stamina ! Meanwhile Diana and I played
ourselves in on the Pointe de Zinal, and only my strong sense
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of duty prevented me from dropping over the Col Durand to
the Mountet Hut, for our route from Martigny had left me as
much in love with the passes as with the peaks. That night we
watched the lights and rockets of the National Festival mount the
skies and light up the high windows, till a small star shining
from the highest window of all, the Solvay Hut, touched our
hearts to quiet. Those of the party who were down in Zermatt
that evening told of great feasting and gaiety but A&e still felt
quite pleased with our own fireworks set off by the guardian's
small boys.
The next morning Winifred and Freda spent wich Otto on
the Pointe de Zinal, and the rest of us sleeping in the sun. On
the third we left the hut very early, hoping that the night's
strong wind might drop and the weather might clear enough to
allow our plan of one guided and two guideless ropes over the
Obergabelhorn on our way down to Zermatt; but vaulting
ambition ended in a yawring Pinnacle Party arriving in Zermatt
before 6 a.m. longing for baths and breakfast. Otto conjured up
breakfast for us and an angel, disguised as Shirley Guiton,
gave us baths in her own chalet, where she was already harbouring Annette and Horatia. Having missed our climb for that day
we betook ourselves to the Fluh Inn with Otto and our newest
recruit, Marie Grutter, arrived that afternoon from educating
Germany.
On 4th August we did the Rimpfischorn in two ropes,
Freda leading the second, and the following day two parties
left on a glacier expedition by Adler-Allalin to the Tasch Hut:
Dora, Marie and I, stayed on at the Fluh but were baulked of our
prey, the Matterhom Couloir, by a sharp thunderstorm. All
parties were reunited on Saturday, the 6th, in our own chalet
beside the Trift torrent. Housekeeping here was a pleasure :
the chalet was all electric, delicious food could be bought at any
time between 8 a.m. and io p.m., and on our shopping excursions
we were sure to meet friends in Zermatt's one thoroughfare
amongst them, two past presidents of the club. The local custom
of shying all rubbish and empties out of our upper windows into
the torrent provided our indoor sports and for weeks afterwards
I found myself absentmindedly wandering towards my sittingroom window with an empty bottle in my hand !
During the final week Dora King, Phyllis Raven and Freda
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Rylatt with Alexander and Otto Taugwalder accomplished the
Matterhorn by the Zmuttgrat, and Horatia, Diana, Marie and
myself by the Hornli-Italian traverse. While the Hornli-Italian
party loitered in Italy, Jo, Dora, Freda and Winifred put in a
day on the Rifflehorn and for our last expedition, when all were
reunited we hoped to do the Rothorn. The second bad night's
weather of this phenomenal summer intervened and by morning
new snow and a bitter wind forbade the Rothorn by any route.
The only chance was to try for the Wellenkuppe if the weather
cleared later, * and that will be rather nasty,' said Otto placidly.
Thus warned, a very select party prepared to follow Otto,
Freda willing and Marie somewhat press-ganged. Later still a
tic-tac message was brought in : ' Otto says it is not as cold on
the glacier as he expected (what had he expected, we wondered ? when we got there). Would I form another party and
follow ? ' I formed a party by the simple expedient of selecting
Horatia from the shuddering remainder, and she, in spite of
having left her winter pants in the valley, nobly followed me.
On the glacier we re-roped, Freda and I together and prepared
to enjoy bad weather much as people enjoy ill-health. Every
now and again the wind blew us to a standstill, at the same time
picking up handfuls of hailstones and throwing them in our
faces; however, the glacier was in an interesting condition and I
enjoyed guessing where Otto would pick his way. Sometimes
I was right! The best things come to an end and so did the
glacier; but when we rounded the last snowy corner we were
suddenly out of the bitter wind and climbing on fine warm rock.
Marie had the misfortune to intercept a falling stone with her
hand and had a severely cut finger and I lost my way and found
it again : altogether a good day. That night the meet broke up
with an excellent party, wine and women in plenty and the guides
who had climbed with us. Alexander showed us his colour
slides of the Zermatt district in all seasons ; pictures we shall
always remember. The next day the exodus began, leaving only
Freda and Horatia in Zermatt for another week, during which
they had a good trip over Monte Rosa, guided, taking Lyskamm
and Castor in their downward stride, and later the Rothorngrat.
Dora King and I went over to Saas Fee for our last three
days and enormously enjoyed the Nordgrat of the Weissmiess
with an old friend, Heinrich Supersaxo, who remembered and
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asked after every Pinnacler whom he had previously met. It was
sad hearing to him that so many had embraced husbands or
domesticity or both . . . * and she was so good. . . .'
By traversing the Weismiess by the Zwischbergen Pass and
sleeping at Almagel, Dora and I were able to spend our last day
on the long traverse of the Portjengrat from Portje; and it
seemed a fitting end to this 1949 Meet that we should follow in
the footsteps of those other Pinnaclers in the Alps, the first to
hold an Alpine Meet.
If I were asked to describe the 1949 Meet in one word, I
think I should say ' happy'; even those whom accidents of
health debarred from many peaks, were philosophical enough to
enjoy all the other delights available, and provided a most
sympathetic audience and welcome home to the rest of us.
It seemed to me more like prescience than trade-mark that their
parting gift to me was labelled inside its collar * In Happiness.'

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

REMINISCENCES OF
THE CANADIAN ROCKIES
BY
MABEL I. JEFFREY

T

O cross the Atlantic for the first time is a great experience
and when the programme includes a visit to the Canadian
Rockies then the mountaineer is content to have a dream
come true.
And so it was in September, 1938, we found ourselves in the
Transcontinental Express western bound from Montreal.
The journey across Canada was extremely interesting;
passing first through the wild country of Ontario and along the
shores of Lake Superior, then across the great grainlands of
Central Canada. Finally, on the morning of the third day of
travel we got, shortly after leaving Calgary, our first views of
the distant Rockies. As the train wound its way through the
foothills our excitement grew and we could see moose, elk,
buffalo and Rocky Mountain goat as we passed the animal
reserves of Banff National Park. Banff is a busy tourist centre
and is thronged with holidaymakers seeking all kinds of outdoor
recreation. It is the headquarters of the Alpine Club of Canada,
the Trail Riders and the Skyline Hikers of the Canadian Rockies.
Once a year, towards the end of July, the Stony Indians come to
town with their racehorses and pitch their tepees near the animal
paddocks to turn an honest penny selling bead and buckskin
work.
But our objective was the Triangle In.n at Lake Louise
some 35 miles beyond Banff. Lake Louise is noted for its
beautiful situation and blue-green colour; pine woods clothe
the sides of the mountains to the water's edge, and, mirrored in
the calm waters, is Mount Victoria with its hanging glaciers
four or five miles away. The last time I saw this lovely view was
by moonlight and a more etherial scene I could not imagine.
The snowclad summits of the mountains were reflected clearly
as in daylight, but all else was dark except the stars which
twinkled and shimmered in the water.
We were sitting at dinner on our first evening when the
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landlord came in saying: ' Come quickly, there's a bear/
Everyone rushed out on to the road to see a black bear ambling
slowly out of sight. It was rather an amusing introduction to
the wild animals which we found quite unafraid in this National
Park ; rabbits, hares and chipmunks would come to within 3 feet
ana the marmots sat up and begged ! Porcupines flopped along
the paths in front of us or lurked in the undergrowth : only the
Rocky Mountain goat was elusive. To get photos of him we
spent a day stalking him up the rocky face carrying our cameras
in one hand and not daring to dislodge a stone or make a sound
lest he fled from our sight. These animals appear to have
india-rubber feet as they adhered to rocks which were too steep
for us to scramble up easily.
The C.P.R. have opened up the country around places like
Banff and Lake Louise by making trails and building bungalow
camps in many of the beauty spots, also the luxury Banff Springs
Hotel and Chateau Lake Louise. Otherwise the country is
practically uninhabited and once off the beaten track one is
impressed by the loneliness and the grandeur of the scenery.
We had engaged Christian Hasler, one of the C.P.R. Swiss
guides, for two weeks and we left it to him to plan our expeditions and he certainly arranged an excellent programme for
us. One of the most interesting tours and one which gave us a
very good idea of the topography of the district was from
Moraine Lake to Lake O'Hara returning over Abbot Pass and
Mount Victoria to Lake Louise. The trail led from Moraine
Lake through the Valley of the Ten Peaks which in its lower part
was heavily wooded with larch and pine, then over the Wenchkemna and Opabin Passes. When crossing the Opabin Glacier
we were surprised that our guide was so alarmed at finding the
tracks of a grizzly bear and cub wending their way through the
crevasses in a most professional manner, for at that time we did
not realise how dangerous the grizzly bear could be.
As we descended the steep and rocky hillside from the pass
we had a most impressive view of Lake O'Hara through the
pines ; the water gleamed a deep blue and reflected the beautiful
Cathedral Mountain ir its translucent clearness. No road leads
to Lake O'Hara, a lovely and secluded spot, the only access
being a pony trail from Lake Wapta eight miles away, but the
C.P.R. Lodge on the shore of the Lake contains every comfort
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for the traveller. The next morning my husband wandered
along the forest path and as he rounded a corner he came face to
face with a large black bear ! It is difficult to say which was the
more alarmed he or the bear but the bear took fright first
and ambled into the woods. With great presence of mind my
husband got out his camera and took a shot of the bear peering
at him through the trees. The black bear is usually a timid
creature but the grizzly has to be avoided at all costs.
The grizzly cannot climb trees but the black bear can, as the
Chinese cook at Lake Louise discovered when he climbed a tree
in pursuit of a black bear cub. When near the top of the tree
the Chinaman, on looking down, was filled with horror to find
the mother bear climbing after him ! The mother had to be shot
so that the cook could be rescued.
We left for Abbot Pass in the afternoon carrying heavy loads
of food and fuel up the trail by the fairylike Seven Sisters Falls
to a series of little glacier lakes culminating in Lake Oesa which
was entirely encircled by towering cliffs. From it an interminable
scree slope had to be climbed to reach the climbers' hut on the
pass (9,5 88 feet). As the sun set we had a wonderful view of the
snowy tops of Hungabee and Ringrose lit up by an alpine glow.
Next morning we found the ascent from the hut to the first peak
of Mount Victoria rather uninteresting bvt the long and narrow
snow arete of the summit ridge afforded many exciting and
sensational passages, more especially on the return journey when
the snow was avalanching down the steep glacier from the ridge.
The view from the top (11,365 feet) impressed us with its vastness range after range of mountains as far as the eye could see,
interspersed with forests and numerous attractive little lakes.
When we regained the hut I was longing for a cup of tea but
Chris, had no intention of lighting the stove and handed me a
handful of raisins cold comfort indeed ! I felt it all the more
as I had to shoulder my heavy pack and occupy the unenviable
position of middleman on the rope as we descended the glacier.
Chris, had on one occasion to run for his life when an avalanche
fell from above at this point and he therefore urged us to go as
quickly as possible. I got into trouble for not going fast enough
on the slithery snow, and my husband for not going slow
enough as last man, thus allowing a loop to appear on the rope !
By the time we came to unrope, Chris, and I were glaring at one
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another, and I felt that I could never satisfy this guide nor tackle
the long days in these mountains.
A weary trek down the moraine brought us to the wooded
shores of Lake Louise where we could at last relax.
The mountains around Banff are disappointing from a rock
climber's point of view, being loose and friable with endless
slopes of sharp scree, and we were very glad when Chris,
suggested that we should move our headquarters to Glacier in
the Selkirks where the climbing was of a much higher standard.
At first I demurred then I had an inspiration, I would borrow a
thermos flask, for I felt that if I could have a cup of tea in the
afternoon I might be able to complete the longest of days.
Consequently when packing the rucksacks Chris, came upon the
thermos. * What's this ? ' asked he. ' A thermos,' said I.
' Oh, what for ? ' ' Tea,' said I. ' Who carries it ? ' said he.
' You,' was my reply.
The journey to Glacier was full of interest, by the Great
Divide and through the spiral tunnels of Kicking Horse Pass.
The character of the country changes as one enters British
Columbia the forests are more extensive and the trees taller and
in great variety balsam, douglas fir, spruce and hemlock. The
valleys narrow and steepen, with the great Columbia River
thundering its way through creeks thick with undergrowth.
Gkcier lies on the railway, a few scattered houses, with no
road leading to it. At one time a fine C.P.R. hotel flourished
here, but after the tunnel was made through Mount MacDonald
the hotel was demolished and the disused railway grade leading
to Roger's Pass is now used as a road for a short distance.
Bill Hartley, the warden of Glacier National Park at that time,
met us at the station and our baggage was strapped to a little
cart drawn by his arctic dog, ' Huskie.' The first night we were
domiciled in a clean wooden shanty some little distance from the
warden's cabin and we found that newcomers were frequently
lodged there until Mrs. Hartley had given them ' the once
over '! We only spent one night there and were then given a
pleasant and comfortable room to sleep in and had our meals in
the kitchen with the Hartleys. Mrs. Hartley gave us a marvellous
cosy breakfast each morning at 3 a.m. before we left for our
climbs a great luxury.
We were a merry party, joined by Rose, Chris.'s wife, who
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came for a few days' holiday, and Bill kept us entertained by
tales of avalanches, stonefalls and grizzlies and many amusing
stories. Perhaps his best was was about the ' Corp.' A man
had died in the depth of winter away in the Nakimo Caves high
up the mountain side, and word came that he was to be fetched
down. By the time that Bill and a pal had taken up a sledge the
corpse was frozen stiff, but he was duly brought to Glacier
Station. When the evening train came in the guard refused to
take the corpse aboard because there was no death certificate and
no doctor to give one. Bill and his pal scratched their heads and
decided to take * that 'ere corp ' to the left luggage and place him
there until a doctor could come from the nearest town. But the
man in the luggage office wouldn't accept the ' Corp ' as it
wasn't in a box. ' Gee,' said Bill, ' that was a corp and no
mistake.' Finally they shut him up in the ladies' cloakroom
and so at last got rid of' that 'ere corp, boy, oh boy ! '
It is the warden's duty to keep the narrow forest trails
open each spring and repair damage done by avalanche and
stonefall; he also keeps a stud of horses to pull the fire-engines
to fight the forest fires. As these horses appeared to be out on
free range all the time we were there, we wondered how they
caught them quickly enough to be of use in an emergency.
Our first ascent from Glacier was Mount Sir Donald (10,818
feet) the highest of the group. It involved the ascent and descent
of 7,000 feet in one day, as there are no huts or shelter of any
kind on the route. We left at 4 a.m. by moon and lantern light,
up the narrow I llicillewaet trail through the forest and steeply
up to the moraine. There were no paths on the moraine and the
scree was very rough, the glacier steep and icy and much
crevassed. The bergschrund at the foot of the rocks was
difficult to negotiate but eventually we reached the S.W. ridge
which we ascended. There is only one difficult part on it, a
steep slab with an overhang in the top section ; the N.W. ridge,
facing Uto, gives the better climb. The view from the summit
was most extensive, in the north the great Columbian icefields
shimmered in the distance, while to the south the Dawson Range
rose rocky amongst its many glaciers. On the descent we had to
jump from the higher side to the lower edge of the bergschrund
and landed on the snow softened by the afternoon sun quite
exciting. Chris, told us of a Chinaman whom he had taken up
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Sir Donald and when he told him to ' Jump, Johnny, Jump,' he
replied ' How can I yump, yonny, yump, when there is no
place to stood ? '
Two days later saw us making for Uto Peak by the same trail,
but this time we bore to the N.E. over rough scree for two hours
to reach the foot of the rocks, which gave us a good climb on
clean rock. After traversing this peak we descended into a
subsidiary valley where we all partook of tea from the thermos
before we entered the ' Jungle.' There was no path whatever,
dusk was falling, and it was imperative that we made good
progress to reach a path which Chris, assured us would lead us
down to the warden's cabin. Without a guide we would never
have succeeded in getting through the forest. Slipping and
stumbling over dead tree trunks, slapped in the face by alder
saplings, pushed about by branches which impeded our progress,
we were quite exhausted, but in spite of our struggles we
emerged after about an hour, on the only path that would take
us down to the valley. Chris, lit the lantern and by its light he
guided us to the welcome of the cabin.
The traverse of Leda, Castor and Pollux was not such a
lengthy expedition. We took the trail up the lovely Asulkan
Valley to the glacier at its head and crossing it we came to the
broken rocks of Leda. The Swanzy Glacier lay between it and
the fine rock arete of Castor and Pollux which we followed until
we reached Sapphire Lake a beautiful sheet of blue water in
the glacier, entirely encircled with ice. Snow covered the
crevasses on the Asulkan Glacier and we had to rope up, but
otherwise Chris, never used the rope. ' Get rid of the monkeybusiness,' was his perpetual cry. He cut down a steep ice slope
as we left the glacier, and as I followed him I used the head of my
axe once or twice to steady myself. Chris, watched me with
disgust, and said, when I came down: * Well, you ought to be
ashamed of yourself. If any of your climbing friends had been
watching, I don't know what they would have thought of you.'
' At least I came down without slipping,' I said in self defence,
but he only grunted and turned away.
To reach Mount Tupper (9,239 feet) we hired a motor truck
to take us up the ' Old Grade ' in the early hours of the morning
to Roger's Pass and then by lantern light we stumbled over the
sleepers on the track until we found the trail leading to Hermit's
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Hut. It took us five hours steady going through the woods and
meadows and the glacier to reach the foot of the rocky summit
tower. We put on our * sneakers ' and left our boots behind and
for two hours we climbed on excellent rock with fine and
sensational views. We got our only word of praise and approval
from Chris, after this climb, which contented and pleased us, as
we had found him an excellent guide and cheery companion.
Not one who pandered to our weaknesses, but rather helped us
to stand on our own feet and climb unaided ; there is no doubt
he was good for us, and we would have loved to climb with
him again but it is not possible. He died a couple of years
later from the results of a fight with a grizzly bear when on a
hunting expedition and we heard the news with great regret.
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BOSIGRAN
BY
N. MORIN
T was from John Barford that I first heard of the Cornish
cliffs near Bosigran about eight miles from St. Ives. and
roughly the same from Penzance. But year after year went
by before I had the opportunity of visiting them. I was continually meeting people who had either just been to Bosigran
or were just going there and my curiosity grew. Such names as
' Green Cormorant Ledge,' * The Great Zawn,' ' Zawn Alley
Island,' or 'Porthmoina Island,' were spoken of by the initiated
and I listened, fascinated. There were long traverses that
apparently went for miles round the coast on which the amphibious climbers, when confronted with an impasse, would cast
off what few clothes they had on and holding them in a bundle
above their heads, leap boldly into the sea.
Just the thing, I thought, for a climber, stir le retour, as the
French so aptly put it. What more could one want than good
granite cliffs with a welcoming sea beneath ? Later I was to find
out that the sea is far more often an added hazard than a possible
safe landing-ground and that one has to be a most intrepid
swimmer to venture into the open sea, even at the place of one's
own choosing.
The summer of 1948 brought no Alpine holiday for me, but
in September came the very great compensation of a week at
Bosigran. We went by car and the 3oo-mile drive through the
varied English countryside from Kent to Cornwall was an added
joy.
Our party consisted of H.L.C., my daughter Denise and
myself. We stayed at the Climbers' Club Hut, once the count
house of the disused mine along side. By kind permission of
the Climbers' Club ladies are allowed there as guests. The
Count House appeared bleak and vaguely forbidding in the
evening light; it stands about a quarter of a mile back from the
sea and bare moorland runs up to the tors behind. But all sense
of mystery and loneliness was quickly dispelled by the cheery
welcome of a naval party just back from a day's climbing. They
offered us beer and we soon felt quite at home.
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The Honorary Custodian of the hut, Mr. Andrews, lives at
Tregerthen, between three or four miles away. He knows
every nook and cranny for miles around, for he was the discoverer of the rocks and the pioneer of most of the climbs. His
enthusiasm is good to see and, after even a brief acquaintance
with the charms of this wild coast, impossible not to share.
Mr. Andrews had very kindly reserved the ' married quarters'
for Denise and myself. We had a real bedroom with two beds
with sheets on them and flowers on the chest of drawers. We
made a tour of inspection and found a high standard of comfort,
Calor gas stove to cook on, an admirable open grate in the sittingroom and plentiful supplies of wood.
The Climbers' Club certainly do things in style and with the
prospect of eggs and milk from Rosemergy Farm, together with
two large tins of ham from South Africa, life for the next seven
days seemed certain to be pretty good.
Next morning Mr. Andrews turned up bright and early and
we were whisked off with the naval party to Chair Ladder, a
very fine group of rocks near the tiny bay of Porthgwarra,
beyond Land's End. I never quite made out who the naval party
consisted of but there was certainly a * Wren,' and I think there
was an admiral.
We were joined by a party of Marine Commandos at Chair
Ladder and we all scrambled down the rocks to get a view of its
seaward face. Then we split up, exploring the rocks in all
directions. Eventually I found myself on Chair Ladder itself
and Commander Cortlandt-Simpson very kindly asked me to
climb on his rope. The party was completed by a Commando
who had done very little climbing but he wa;. remarkably good.
We climbed two-thirds of the way down the rock by some easy
chimneys on it. seaward face. We then climbed up the Cleft
Route which was quite interesting, but to be complete, should, I
believe, have been taken from sea-level; and the lower third
looked to be considerably more difficult. The main hazard was
the nauseating smell from the bird droppings which, in the
enclosed chimneys, was quite overpowering. Fortunately it was
a misty day; if the sun had been shining I am sure we should
have all been sick ; as it was, we had one casualty.
When exploring the base of Chair Ladder I had been attracted by a fine chimney on the east face running up just to the
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right of the angle made by the junction of the east and seaward
faces. I felt certain it would go, though it looked a bit fierce.
Apparently it had not been climbed before and with rather a
' Harrison Rocks ' mentality, I thought at once of trying it with
a rope from above. Mr. Andrews remarked that it could not
then be written in letters of gold, but I felt I would much rather
have the rope than letters of gold. However, time was short and
no attempt was made. During a subsequent visit I climbed it,
though without honour and Denise and Hans Trub also climbed
it with a top rope. It was nothing like as difficult as it looked
and I regretted not having tried it as a lead. A running belay
could be fixed fairly high up round a small chockstone. Taken
from the bottom it makes a fine pitch of roughly 90 feet. In no
places is it really hard, but considering its length and exposure it
might be classified as just severe. The exit over the overhanging
block is spectacular. When examining this from above I had
thought it would not go and that a traverse to the left would
have to be made, but in fact, though exposed, this final pitch is
quite reasonable.
From the Count House one can see the Ridge, and its spiky
granite pinnacles, sharply etched against the sea, are strangely
reminiscent of the Chamonix Aiguilles in miniature. This ridge
has been used extensively for training Commando troops and
it now bears a plaque commemorating this fact. As a result
it is frequently called Commando Ridge, rather to the disgust
of those who have been familiar with all the climbs in the district
for years and gave them their original names.
On the first evening we dashed out before supper thinking
we should have time to climb the Ridge before dark. We were
told to cross it * at any point' and descend on the far side to
sea-level. We tried crossing at several points, but each seemed
more impossible than the last and we began to think the standard
on these Cornish cliffs must be very high indeed. In the halflight it all looked most eerie and we stumbled about for some
time before at last rinding a suitable place. By then, however, it
was really too dark to climb and we had to give it up. On
another day, a day of mist and rain, we tried again. This time
we got easily to the foot of the ridge only to find the tide too
high for us to be able to get round into the chimney which formed
the first pitch. The alternative slab pitch was being washed by
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spray so we followed an easy route farther to the right, joining
the ridge above the chimneys. In the mist the ridge seemed
endless as we toiled up and down over pinnacle after pinnacle :
we returned to the hut soaked to the skin. This was our only
wet day.
Subsequently, during a second visit, on a glorious day and
with a party of eight, we did the Ridge in style, starting with the
slab pitch at the base and finishing with the final overhang at the
top. Here I dallied for some time with one toe on an excessively
sharp pinnacle before at last discovering that the right method
seemed to be a pull up on one's arms landing in a sitting position
backwards on a most uncomfortably sloping ledge.
Our next venture was to Porthmoina Island, which is really
the show piece of the place. It lies in Porthmoina Cove and is
cradled between the Ridge to the west and the headland on
which are the rocks of Bosigran Face and the Black Slab, to the
east. It looks like a fairy castle and the shags and gulls claim it
for their own. The north-east face is dark and green and slimy,
while on the south-west side the granite is warm and clean and
a joy to the touch. The approach from the Count House lies
over fields and down grassy slopes which in the spring are
fragrant with violets and clumps of great dark-centred primroses.
The sea makes a turquoise background with snow-white
edging round the jagged coastline as far as the eye can see.
Where the grass steepens down to sea-level care is needed and a
piton has been driven into a rock for a mauvais pas. Here it is
as well to use a rope for children or beginners.
Access to the island lies across a narrow channel and may be
difficult or easy according to the state of \vind and tide. Once
across there is a short scramble to the ' cabbage patch,' a small
square of grass about 40 feet up. The normal traverse of the
island, which is long and narrow, rather like a battleship in
shape, goes over the crest of the ridge. It is easy, with one short
pitch of Difficult standard. Views are magnificent, sheer down
to the sea on either side and across to the Black Slab on the one
hand and to the Ridge on the other. After reaching the highest
point one descends to the prow and here there is no denying the
irresistible urge to sit and watch the waves and the birds. After
a while we roused ourselves sufficiently to look at the West
Wall traverse. There was an obvious awkward corner right at
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the start with no very good belay. We then looked round onto
the east face, but were repulsed by its dank green sunlessness;
so we climbed back the way we had come. A high wind was
blowing and the waves lashed and foamed beneath us. Getting
back to the mainland was not so easy and some of us got soaked
in the process.
We then traversed eastwards along some broad ledges of
warm brown granite and here again, taking no heed of the time,
we sat and watched the renewed wonder of each wave rolling in,
rising to a crest, breaking over, and then thundering against the
rocks and sending sheets of spray high into the air. We could
not tear ourselves away from the beauty of it all, and as we gazed
out to sea it seemed the next wave would be the biggest yet, and
we had to wait and see. Eventually we left our slabs and climbed
by a couple of cracks to a grassy terrace above and then along
and slightly down to the foot of the Black Slab. A route up the
left-hand side of the little pinnacle at its base proved quite
amusing. The Black Slab itself is incredibly easier than it looks
when seen from the island. We scrambled up to the headland
above to Gurnard's Head with Haldrine Cove lying at our feet.
We could not resist the attraction of the rocks running out into
the sea on the other side of the cove and over grassy slopes
above the cliffs, we traversed round to them. We found pools
where we could bathe, lovely warm smooth slabs to sun-bathe
on, and again, we lazed and watched the sea.
One day, a hot day, was spent in a very nearly fruitless search
for a ' magnificent Monolith' Rosemergy Pinnacle. From
early morning until far into noon we rushed up and down
sighting again and again what we thought each time was quite
obviously our pinnacle, either far below us or far above. No
doubt a little more intelligent map-reading would have saved us
hours of searching. We explored from sea-level to cliff top every
gully between Bosigran and the Rosemergy Towers. At last,
late in the afternoon I discovered what I really thought must be it,
only to find a noxious looking affair thickly covered with lichen.
Sadly I toiled up to Denise and H. to report yet another failure.
But H., with the discerning eye of faith, was not convinced and
he went off to look for himself. He called out that it certainly
was the Pinnacle and though still disbelieving, I went down
again and was finally persuaded.
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We decided that climbing up a face hidden under a three-inch
growth of stubble would be no fun; lichen in these parts is
extraordinarily luxuriant. So we went up the rather noisome
chimney behind, coming out into the sun at the top of the
Pinnacle and then following the ridge running back from it.
This has one amusing step where, while I was sitting on a block
holding the rope for my companion, I was horrified to feel the
whole thing tilt over. Of course, perched blocks often do move
and are still quite safe, but it is a most unpleasant sensation.
We went home tired, but with our good humour at last restored.
The next day we climbed three chimneys on Bosigran Face,
all short but good fun. The centre one had an awkward overhanging start and we did it with a rope from above. The lefthand one was quite interesting, the right-hand one easier. On
our second visit H. and I did another climb just left of these
chimneys ; it was longer and more exposed, but of only moderate
difficulty. Left of this again I thought I saw a possible route
running up to an impressive overhang but with an exit on the
left. While exploring here I saw a fox on a ledge only a few
feet beneath me, a magnificent specimen with a glossy red-brown
coat. He eyed me for quite a time before moving off into a cleft.
On our kst day we set out for the upper traverse of the
West Wall of Porthmoina Island. It did not seem a very suitable
climb on which to take Denise, as there was little likelihood of
being able to safeguard her on the traverses so, leaving her
happily ensconsed in a rocky nook H. and I climbed down from
the ' Cabbage Patch' and then across to and up the long slab
beneath the very marked overhang. This cuts out the first pitch
of the traverse which really begins at the south-west corner at
the level of the lower edge of the ' Cabbage Patch' and runs
along to the niche under the overhang where it joins the slab
at about two-thirds of its height. The slab pitch is a pretty one
and gives variety to the climb, although the complete traverse
has more character. At the top of the slab there is an adequate
belay. A delicate and exposed traverse leads round to a broad
ledge with an excellent belay at about 60 feet. The traverse
then continues easily to the awkward corner we had examined
from the prow of the island : this corner may be turned standing
on the ledge by people of six-foot four and over for lesser
mortals descent and re-ascent is recommended as a safe alterna-
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tive. We completed the traverse round the island by the easy
route on the east face.
We found Denise sitting on a rock and patiently waiting
and tucking into the provisions from our rucksack. She was
absorbed in the composition of ' The Ballad of Porthmoina
Isle/ to be sung to the tune of' On the Shores of Tripoli.'
It begins :
" Two friends of mine went traversing
Around Porthmoina Isle
With rope slung round about them
They started off in style
I do not know what happened,
But indeed it seemed to me
That with a little splash
They fell into the sea.
And ends :
" Ever since that fateful day
My health has much improved
From the food of those two friends
By whose death I was so moved.
And the moral of this tale
Is to benefit by all ...
And if your friends should drown,
Why, profit by their fall! '
Before leaving the island we had a look at the first pitch of the
traverse and I went along as far as the niche under the overhang
where it joins the route we had taken. I returned the way I had
come and judged it to be about the same standard as the rest
of the traverse from the belay at the top of the slab.
This is but a very inadequate description of the climbing
on these splendid cliffs. On the two occasions on which I visited
them either the party was not suitable for trying the long
traverses at sea level, or else the wind and the tide made them
impossible ; but from all accounts it is these traverses which are
the glory of the place. There are many more and tougher climbs
and plenty of new ones to be made. But the charm of Bosigran
is that one has no desire to be tough at all; one is perfectly
content to climb a little something, and then to sit and watch
the sea and the birds for the rest of the day. In Wales people

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

4°

BOSIGRAN

would just gape (very wrongly, to my mind) if one climbed up
to Belle Vue Terrace and sat there for the rest of the day,
contemplating. But at Bosigran there is not the slightest doubt
that this is the right thing to do and anything else would seem
out of place. So, for the climber sur le retour, it is a paradise,
for he, or she, can do what they have been longing to do for
years, but have never dared to do, in case it seemed too much like
the beginning of the end.
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MUNRO-ING
BY
A. HIRST
N May, 1925, my husband presented me with a car for my
birthday and a fortnight later the two of us started off for a
tour in Scotknd with the intention of climbing some of its
mountains en route. It was my holiday, so I planned the routes,
chose the places we should visit and the peaks we should climb.
Not having been, as yet, attacked by * Munro-itis'; I selected the
mountains I had learned in my schooldays, Ben Alder, Cairn
Gorm, Ben Macd'hui, Ben Nevis, Ben Cruachan, etc. We had
such a marvellous time that we decided to make a Scottish
holiday an annual affair. A year or two later, when staying at
Loch Laggan Hotel, we met a well-known member of the
S.M.C. who was just finishing doing the Munros. He suggested
that we might begin to collect them, and as we had by this time
climbed quite a number of the Scottish hills, the suggestion took
root and in future we planned our trips with that end in view.
Henceforward we always took with us a tent and provisions so
that we were quite independent if there was any difficulty in
getting suitable accommodation.
We became so interested in Munro-ing that besides our
annual fortnight in May or early June, we began to spend
Easter, New Year and other week-ends trying to reduce the
543 Tops. (We religiously did the tops as well as the separate
mountains.) We had decided from the first that Ben More on
Mull was to be our last Munro, and this we accomplished in
June, 1947 ; and in August, 1947, we did the last top, Cairn
Dearg, S.W., of Ben Nevis. But for the World War, we
should have finished the task much earlier; we did not visit
Scotland from 1939 till 1943. By that time our longing for
Scotland was so intense that we could stay away no longer, so
we bought bicycles, took them by train and for some years used
them to reach the distant hills.
Looking back I realise what a tremendous amount of enjoyment I have had out of Munro-ing ; many happy hours have I
spent, deciding which peaks to do next and planning the routes.
Frequently, when we started off, my husband had no idea what
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was in store for him and he jokingly used to say to me he was
' just the chauffeur.'
We have climbed in all kinds of weather and have had good
and bad days : some days we've walked on crisp, hard snow
and sometimes ploughed knee-deep in soft snow, and at other
times have been battered by the wind, soaked by the rain or
mist, or been chilled to the marrow by the blizzard. It is impossible to tell all our experiences in one article so I will content
myself with describing the days which I enjoyed most, not
perhaps that they were the most interesting mountains but to
me they had been the most elusive. The Dubhs in Skye, Ladhar
Bheinn and Ben Nevis with its two tops, Cam Dearg N.W. and
S.W.
Several times we planned to climb the Dubhs and several
times the weather decided it was not to be. Then one day in
late September seven of us went by boat to Loch Coruisk to
make the attempt. The weather turned bad, the skbs on
Dubh Bheag were very slippery, the party was slow, so on the
summit of Dubh Bheag we held a committee meeting and
decided that as we should most certainly be benighted, it would
be more comfortable down below than on the ridge ; therefore
we reluctantly retraced our steps to Loch Coruisk and started to
walk back to Glen Brittle. By eight o'clock darkness fell and
five of us made ourselves as comfortable as possible, whilst the
other two floundered on to Glen Brittle. What a night! Rain
fell periodically and it was very cold. We huddled together for
warmth and shelter. I remember seeing the moon rise and then
set. I heard the seals barking in the bay and I tried counting the
flashes of the distant lighthouse to send myself to sleep, but all to
no purpose. At length dawn broke and we quickly started off
for Glen Brittle. We were delighted to meet before long the
other members of the party who had reached Glen Brittle at
2 a.m. and had returned with food and hot drinks.
A year or two later we again made the attempt. The weather
was perfect. A party of six again started by boat for Loch
Coruisk to climb the Dubhs from there ; my husband and I
went on foot; this was necessary as we had to bag Sgurr nan
Eag as well. We made good time over Sgurr nan Eag to
Dubh na Da Bheinn and then on to Dubh Mor, and were back
on Dubh na Da Bheinn before the boating party overtook us.
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Having achieved our object, we returned to Glen Brittle very
tired but very happy.
Ladhar Bheinn was another peak which eluded us for some
time. From a camp near Kinlochquoich we collected all its
neighbours, but Ladhar Bheinn always seemed such an immense
distance away. In June, 1937, we spent a few days with our
friends Dr. and Mrs. Graham, at Dornie. The day on which we
were leaving was a ' God-given ' day, so we made up our minds
to motor round to Arnisdale and try our luck. On arriving
there we inquired about a motor-boat in which to cross the
loch but were told that one boat was at the head of the loch and
would not be back for some time, and the other belonged to
the postman . . . who had gone off to help a farmer with
his hay ! As the days were long and we had a tent and provisions
in the car, we sat down to await the arrival of the boat from the
head of Loch Hourn. We ate our lunch and put on our boots
when suddenly there was a clatter behind the car ; this was our
postman, with a scythe over his . houlder, dismounting from his
bicycle to open the gate. I hailed him at once and ai ked him if
he could take us across Loch Hourn and he agreed to do thi~ in
10 minutes' time. After a long 10 minutes we duly embarked.
I, carefully carrying a bowl of herrings from the postman's
mother as a present to the keeper's wife, who lived just at the
point where we wished to land. We arranged for the boat to
pick us up at 6 p.m., and presented our offering to the keeper's
wife who made us promise to come to tea.
The mountain was just a long, stiff, grassy climb but I never
remember being on the hills on a hotter day. We got back just
on six o'clock and found that the keeper's wife had prepared a
most delicious tea for us, also a huge fire half-way up the
chimney ! The heat was terrific but we bore it politely until the
boat arrived at 7 p.m.
We were so thrilled with our day that we decided to have
dinner at the Glen Elg Hotel and then camp for the night on the
beach near the ferry, on a pitch I had mentally noted on a
previous occasion. Here we pitched our tent in the darkness ;
it was a lovely spot. We were awakened next morning by a
yokel, who had come to collect a shilling from us for camping by
the sad sea waves.
Although we had climbed Ben Nevis several times, we had
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never been able to get the tops as well as the summit. We had
started from Achintee with the prospect of a good day but each
time we had bad weather on the upper stages snow, mist, rain
and biting blasts so we determined to wait for a good day to
do all three tops. Once we waited six days in Fort William but
all to no purpose. In June, 1947, we started out on what seemed
to be the perfect day but just after we had left the Red Burn, the
weather changed and although we reached the summit, we were
so wet and frozen that we quickly retraced our steps, once more
disappointed. As the weather was very unsettled, we motored to
Oban and crossed over to Mull to collect Ben More. Shipping
the car to Mull and back to Oban was quite a unique experience,
particularly on the return journey as we had to wait some time
for the tide to rise before the car could be disembarked, and even
then, a party of hefty dock-hands had to haul the car up a
sloping gangway onto the pier.
We had a perfectly lovely day on Ben More, traversing the
peak from Loch na Keal, from Beinn Fhada to the summit and
descending by way of An Gearna. The views were magnificent
and we spent some time on the summit locating various islands
and peaks we knew so well. On returning to Oban we decided
to go back to Fort William and make another attempt on Ben
Nevis, but a terrible thunderstorm came on and the weather
again became unsettled, so after a couple of days we returned
home.
The gorgeous summer of 1947 commenced. We went to the
Alps for three weeks and on our return made a dash for Fort
William. Ben Nevis was stark naked : not a patch of snow
anywhere. We started off early one morning and had a wonderful
day, doing Carn Dearg N.W., the Summit, and Cam Dearg S.W.
The summit was a sight one may never see again with various
parties, more or less nudist, picnicking and basking in the hot
sun. We found that the descent from Carn Dearg would have
been much easier with snow on the slopes and I have a recollection of a very long and wearisome trek back to Achintee ;
but I feel I really know Ben Nevis now and my awe of that
mountain has not lessened.
What am I going to do now that the Munros are finished ?
I shall go back to the haunts I like best and climb again some of
the mountains I've enjoyed most. When the days come that I

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved
MUNROING

45

can climb no more, I ask nothing better than to go back and
gaze at the rugged hills ; for the sight of them will ever recall
some of the happiest days of my life and I can always spend my
time with the Scottish Guide Books and maps, living over again
the days spent among the mountains I have learnt to love so
well.
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LAL1DERER SPITZE,
NORDKANTE KARWENDEL
GROUP, TIROL
BY
E. LONGSTAFF
T is 6 a.m. on a fine July morning. We are having an excellent breakfast in the Falken Hut. Peter, the Hut Guardian,
has produced a piton hammer, seven pitons and five karabiners
and a pair of tapered, rope horse traces. We have 30 metres of
rather old Czechoslovakian cotton climbing rope, our felt-soled
' kletteschuhe ' and a smallish quantity of cheese, bread and
prunes in our rucksack. Outside the hut is a small green alp.
Ninety golden cattle are being milked down in the hollow by
eight herdsmen who follow the restless cows round with pails
and stools, cursing them soothingly in strong dialect. Down
in the valley, 200 more gold-coloured cows are ringing their
bells. To the south extending to east and west, an immense,
vertical limestone cliff towers over us, exactly opposite the hut
is the Laliderer Spitze, with an attractive arete running down to
the col on which the hut stands. It had fascinated us for days
seeming to be the only possible line up that formidable cliff.
All yesterday I lay sun-bathing, hearing the faint, ethereal
echo of the cowbells wafted back, fairy-like, from the crags and
gullies of that steep wall, and hearing the frequent roar and crach
of falling stones which was never absent, day or night. Again
and again my eyes were drawn back to the possibilities of that
Nordkante. We decided to try it. A borrowed guide-book
said 10 hours ; it seemed fantastic and looked as if five or six
would be ample. Neither of us had climbed for 10 years ;
Albert was 40 and I was 3 5. Before the war we had done many
Dolomite climbs together, including the Fiinffinger Spitze,
Schmidt Kamin, the Tscheir Spitze, Adang Kamin, the Drei
Zinnen, the Zwolfer Group, and the Geisler Group : in between
was the war and Albert had spent three years in a Russian
P.O.W. camp. He is an expert ski instructor and also a firstclass mountain guide. That summer neither of us had thought
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of doing a really big climb, but were just enjoying ourselves in
the mountains, which accounts for our lack of proper equipment ; notably a longer rope, a short spare rope, pitons, hammer,
etc. Had we realised the extreme formidableness of the Nordkante (it was classified as * auszerst schwer' in the German
guide-book), I very much doubt if we should have attempted it
so light-heartedly. At any rate, 6-30 a.m. found us setting out
with many good wishes from Peter and his charming wife and
the cook, Julie. (It was a very comfortable hut.)
In about an hour we stepped onto the piece of snow under
those towering cliffs and soon were tying on at the foot of a
very much steeper piece of rock than our eyes had led us to
expect. Albert with the horse-traces and all the ironmongery
round his waist, changed into kletterschuhe and gave me his
boots to carry. I decided to wear mine until it became absolutely necessary to take to kletterschuhe. After the very first
pitch I had to put them on, which meant an additional 10 pounds
of weight in my rucksack. I went on, expecting hopefully that
the extreme steepness would ease up, which it never did. The
character of the rock was smooth and grey and polished. There
were many falling stones all the time and ominous thunderings
kept occurring repeatedly in the partly overhanging snow gully
on our right, across the slabs. To start with, we were not quite
on the corner but a little to the right of it and after a while came
a series of chimneys; I shall never forget one in particular
which I shall describe. I have very strong legs, and strong
fingers and hands, but extremely weak arms, so have never been
able to do a pull-up of so much as a quarter of an inch! So
with chimneys I usually come right outside, instead of going
inside. In this particular case I foresaw difficulty, untied and
sent up my rucksack. Then I regret to say I stuck and only
arrived after much heaving. It was a very narrow, overhanging
chimney, not long, but long enough for me to have had a well
and truly exhausting struggle in which I got into a slight panic
and wasted a lot of very valuable energy. Then I remembered
my old technique, came outside and it went!
We had then only been climbing for about an hour, and
when I arrived at Albert he was looking a little concerned. I had
a slight rest and made several resolutions ; firstly not to waste
any energy again that day and secondly to demand and use a
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tight rope whenever the climbing became too difficult for me.
I was fully aware that the climb was above my standard and was
going to be very long. From then on, my only thought was to
be able to get to the top with as little exertion as possible,
because one or two more struggles like the last would render
me quite useless : there was no easy way off the Corner, which
in itself was the line of least resistance.
The chimneys continued, Albert had a struggle in one which
tired him, but I was warned and my energy-sparing plans were
put into action with full success. I am definitely not in favour
of people climbing mountains or routes which are above their
capacity, but if one finds oneself on such a mountain there is
nothing for it but to carry on.
As we climbed the rock was becoming more and more rotten
and in spite of the very great care with which Albert moved,
the rope kept sending down showers of stones all around and
over me. The arete was turning into a series of extremely
steep, and in many cases overhanging rock steps with sloping
shelves of loose stones between. Very often the 3o-metre rope
was too short to complete a natural pitch and we had to use very
bad stances. Occasionally we came across a piton of which we
invariably made use ; several times Albert had to drive in a
piton on a bad stance owing to lack of rope ; usually I tried to
extract it with a stone and bring it along, as we were anticipating
worse difficulties ahead and the probable necessity of abseiling
on the descent. We had no rests. The mountain seemed to get
taller and taller and the hours passed and we got more and more
tired. The difficulties did not lessen, many of the pitches were
very severe indeed and all very rotten, while the exposure was
continuous and extreme. Down below I caught glimpses of the
golden cattle who were crossing the little col to a fresh pasture ;
one could see them scattered all over the green and the air was
full of the sound of their bells and the shouts of the herdsmen.
I glanced at the weather. It was hot but rather cloudy and
looked less and less settled. In one place about half-way up we
came to three pitons fairly close together on a long and formidable traverse. Here I remember great difficulty because of rope
friction, and I kept shouting to Albert to pull but nothing happened ; he had found the same for he had shouted down to
me two or three times to let the rope come more easily : three
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pitons and an overhang can provide an unbelievable amount of
friction. I was heartily glad when I reached the end of the
traverse and hoped there would not be another like it. The
falling stones were also rather a menace. One landed on the
top of my head while I was paying out the rope to Albert; I
was glad I was seated because it landed very hard and made me
feel queer for a moment and afterwards I discovered it had cut
my head open. I got many more stones, memorably one on the
point of each shoulder and one on each knee.
We had no time for rests. We just went steadily up and up.
Every time I realised Albert was going slowly, I knew what to
expect, an extra difficult difficulty, and there were plenty of them.
Every time I was faced with a ' place/ I wondered how on earth
Albert had led it, and my one idea was to follow him and be as
little trouble as possible ; all my pride had gone hours ago and
I only wanted to have done the climb, to get off this endless
corner, remove the rucksack and lie down for a few minutes.
We were both very thirsty.
At four o'clock we came to the thinnest part of the arete,
to the left was a vertical drop, thousands of feet down, on the
right it was extremely steep though not quite vertical. The
edge was a flake, less than a foot through soaring up like a
steeple into the sky; there was, quite Literally, air all round
except for the sharp, warmish rock under one's fingers and toes.
' Four o'clock,' I thought, ' over eight hours of it'; and after
that particular pitch I arrived at Albert, smiling ; and he was
sitting smiling, too. Even if we were tired we could not help
recognising a place truly after our own hearts.
At five o'clock we arrived at the summit. I do not remember
the view. I only remember that I could at last take off my
rucksack and lie down. Albert said : ' Eat, you must eat.'
Eating was almost as difficult as climbing ; I would have given
£20 for a cup of water as I lay on the stones totally and utterly
relaxed for about five minutes. Then I ate prunes and put on my
boots. We set off to look for the way down, the third gully
west; we knew it was difficult to find and another four hours'
climbing. It was then 5-10 p.m. and we spent an hour looking
for the gully during which we made one false start down a wrong
one. It was after 6 p.m. when we found the right way starting
from a little cairn and a splodge of green paint, and a ring in the
D
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rock. It began with a spectacular abseil down the snow-filled
gully. Snow! We both fell on it like wolves and ate it in
handfuls. Awful cold, dirty snow. I have never felt such an
absolutely brutish greed for anything as I did for that snow. It was
rather comic about the abseil, as neither of us had done one since
1939 at Maloya in the Bergell Mountains, and we wasted at least
five minutes remembering how to do it! After the first pitch
down I had regained a new lease of vitality, my tiredness seemed
to have gone and I was even prepared to enjoy the climb down.
I stuck to my boots, Albert took to kletterschuhe again. The
climbing was of moderate difficulty, the trickiest part being the
route finding, though it was marked with green paint, for every
splodge of which I thanked God with heartfelt gratitude.
We climbed as fast as possible with an eye on the setting sun.
Seven o'clock; eight o'clock; nine o'clock. Less and less
light; the green paint was no longer visible. The sun was long
since set, with glorious red rays and a real Dolomite Alpengluh
of purple and violet on the peaks around us, but only seen with
stolen glances, for there was no rest, even for the eyes. But at
last we got into a snow gully which after a sudden twist brought
us onto something like a beach. We were down at last, our luck
had held and we had not to spend the night on the cliff. Only
now the snow ; then the screes, lots and lots of screes ; then the
col, the alp and the hut.
We stumbled over the scree in the black of the night. No
cowbells now, only the continuous stonefall in the cliffs we had
left. We got to the hut after 10-30 p.m. A few minutes for a
refreshing wash and change and we were down in the kitchen
in the lamplight with Peter and his wife and Julie and soup and
litres and litres of tea. Thank you, Albert, for a most remarkable
day, which I shall never forget.
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TWO VISITS TO ARRAN
BY
E. WELLS
Y first visit to Arran was in 1948. Biddy aad I had
both been very anxious to visit Arran to see whether it
would take the place of our first love, Skye. Even now,
after a second visit, I cannot make up my mind ; Skye can be so
wild ana so forbidding while Arran is more gentle, more alluring.
It has so much variety packed into so small a compass. Where
else can one find mountains, hills, countryside and sea coast all
in one small island ?
Our journey to Arran was quite simple and straightforward
except for one nasty snag : our last bus to Leeds reaches the city
about 11 p.m. and as the train to Kilmarnock does not leave till
2 a.m., there was a horrid three hours' wait at Leeds. This over,
we got into the train and dozed until we reached Kilmarnock,
changed to a local train for Ardrossan where we had a jolly
good breakfast. The sea trip was simply glorious and when we
arrived at Brodick, Paddy and John, who had already had a few
days on the island with Miss Bray, were waiting at the quayside
to meet us. Even the crowds inside the Corrie bus could not
prevent us getting our first thrilling glimpse of Arran; in all
the gardens lilac and rhododendrons were in flower, while
bluebells and May blossom decked the countryside. We
arrived at Corrie just in time for lunch and during that meal were
told that seats had been booked for us on one of the ' Round the
Island' tours that afternoon. The weather was brilliant with
the sun blazing in at the windows but having had no sleep the
night before I am afraid that any views I had were of the stuff
that dreams are made of. At any rate I did wake up in time to
enjoy tea in the gardens at Lagg.
The weather continued to be lovely and I am afraid it made
us rather lazy and tempted us to take advantage of the many
natural bathing pools. On Sunday we went up Glen Sannox
with the object of climbing the Witch's Leap ; it was terribly
hot and we wasted a good deal of energy taking the path on the
wrong side of the stream and also tired ourselves negotiating

M
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thick tufty heather. Biddy and John climbed up by an adventurous route and attained their objective by coming home by
Fhearglas, while Bray, Paddy and I went down to the stream,
bathed, sun-bathed and wandered home.
The next day we went up Binnein behind the Hotel, along
Goat Fell and down by the side of White Water, a lovely turbulent stream which lives up to its name. Bray and I stayed
behind and had a glorious bathe.
Tuesday was a glorious day. Biddy and I decided to go up
Goat Fell. On the way up we had to creep under the rocks to
get a little shelter from the sun. From the summit we went to
North Goat Fell and down by White Water.
The following day we had our * Off-day.' We spent the
morning bathing and after lunch went for a motor trip up the
String road and back by the Ross road ; this affords lovely views
of the island and shows the different characteristics of the
flatter and more fertile parts.
The next day we took a taxi to ' Old Kirk ' at Brodick, then
walked up Glen Rosa to the Garbh Allt (the rough burn).
We followed this burn for some distance, then climbed up Nuis
and along the ridge to Tarsiunn ; the wind was so strong here
as to be almost frightening but by keeping a little below the
ridge we managed to get along fairly well. When we got down
to the saddle, Bray, Paddy and I went up Chliabhain (called
chilblain for short) and down Glen Rosa. Biddy and John went
up the A'Chir ridge, Cir Mhor and home by Glen Sannox.
Friday, our last day, we had a taxi to Brodick, walked over
the hills to Lamlash took a motor-boat to Holy Island and spent
the day there, walking on the ridge and exploring cave?. The
only habitation seemed to be the two lighthouses though there
was a ruined farmhouse by the jetty and we saw a herd of wild
white goats. We went back to Brodick and enjoyed tea and
ices.
We left by the 7 a.m. bus the following morning, caught the
7-45 boat and a very good train from Kilmamock to Leeds
British Railways did us well, only two stops, morning coffee
and a super lunch. We arrived home about four o'clock after a
really grand though not very energetic week.
My next visit was at Whitsuntide the following year. We
held a Pinnacle Club meet at Corrie, a very small but very
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select (!) meet. Five members (and a sister visitor) of which four
were original members. Our journey out was much the same
as the year before except for two differences. First we had
Marjorie Wood with us and as she is an expert at all sorts of card
games, the wait at Leeds passed very swiftly. The second
difference was in the weather which was threatening and
gradually deteriorated until it was really foul. Turner joined us
at Kiknamock, and at Ardrossan we all went hopefully to
breakfast which was not nearly so good as the year before.
Bray joined us on the boat, but what a different sea trip we had !
The sea was grey and angry, the wind howled and the rain
poured down. We huddled together trying to keep warm,
feeling none too cheerful after our sleepless night. We were
glad to reach Corrie and stay indoors for the rest of the day.
Sunday was very showery but we set out hoping the weather
would improve. We walked along the coast, crossed the
swollen stream with considerable difficulty and continued as far
as ' Fallen Stones.' Then we climbed over the hill to Lochranza
and came home by bus. The next day was a little fairer but
terribly windy. We went up the bank of Whitewater and on to
Goat Fell. When we reached the small plateau just before the
summit the wind had increased to gale force and we were blown
about like shuttlecocks. We dropped down a little and took
refuge behind some rocks and had lunch, hoping the wind
would subside but it became worse than ever so we decided to
leave the heights and walked down to Brodick. Next day it
was a real soaker we went by bus to Lochranza and took a
steamer to Tarbet. We sailed away from the very bad weather,
though it continued showery. We had a good walk at Tarbet
before we went aboard again.
Wednesday was better and the weather more settled. We
went up Glen Sannox and climbed Cir Mhor and down to the
saddle. We chased down Glen Rosa in an hour and a half and
caught the bus back to Corrie. On Thursday we had a trip to
Holy Island and found, instead of the ruined farmhouse of the
year before, an attractive boarding house with ' h. and c.,
electric light, and all modern conveniences,' including a tea
garden.
On Friday we had an off day and took Turner round the
island by motor bus; it was not a very good day but we had
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some rather fine views with cloud effects. Biddy and I returned
home but Turner and Bray stayed on for another week. We had
a good journey home but British Railways let us down badly.
No morning coffee or lunch! all we had to exist on were three
chocolate biscuits and a thermos full of tea I had saved from
breakfast just in case !
Thus ended my second holiday in Arran, rather spoiled by
dull and wet weather, but nevertheless one which I thoroughly
enjoyed as it gave me a more complete and truer picture of the
island.
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IMPRESSIONS OF
THE FRENCH ALPS
BY
GWEN MOFFAT

T

HE French Alps seemed a good choice for one's first
Alpine season ; I had vague ideas that the ' big peaks '
were over the frontier knowing that Mont Blanc by the
ordinary route had become a treadmill walk under good conditions, and thinking, I suppose, that if the highest mountain in
Europe were so easy to conquer, its subsidiary peaks would not
be of a higher standard. Strange that I did not think of the
Brenva, of the north face of the Grandes Jorasses, the Grand
Dru, even of the Mer de Glace face of the Grepon. I knew of
them, of course, but it seems that the more extensively one reads
of things outside one's own experience, so one is apt to lose a
sense of proportion, particularly in the world of mountaineering
literature. The standards of different authors vary, not only
from each other, but also (as one's ability varies from day to day
on British hills) from climb to climb.
I came to Chamonix with a completely open mind, and
remained that way for the space of the first afternoon and
evening ; the clouds were down to below the tree-level, the
streets gleamed wetly, and the Arve, terrifyingly fast and a
strange white-green in colour, rushed roaring through the
town.
In the morning, it being Saturday, there was a market in
progress below my balcony. Through the shutters, halfopened, came the sounds of the strange language, muted now
with distance and intermingled with the bustle of the town.
I was dazed with the strangeness of everything ; any previous
knowledge of the geography of the district deserted me completely. I looked up a long valley glimpsed between the rooftops of the neighbouring buildings. By craning outwards, I
caught sight of dense forests rising steeply to a serrated skyline.
There was no snow, nothing to be called a peak. On the right
more forests ran upwards to be checked by the jutting-out of
the building next door. I felt vaguely cheated.
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Still a little dazed I ate my rolls and drank my coffee, and
then wandered out into the sunlight and down to the bridge.
I looked at the shops, open, bustling, crammed with gifts for
the tourists, everyone in gay colours, many carrying ice axes,
nearly everyone wearing climbing boots.
Still mildly observant, amused, I looked upwards, above the
roof-tops, and saw the snows.
First the gleam of them, with the sun full on the vast fields,
no shadows, and brightness which, in that first great moment,
seemed cloud above. And then I realised that it wasn't cloud,
that it was all snow, solid, tangible matter reared upwards, so
unbelievably high that, for an infinitesimal moment, one had the
sensation of physical effort as the eye struggled still higher to
reach the summit. To one who had never seen apeak higher than
Ben Nevis, Mont Blanc, in that first awakening, was perfection.
I went to a cafe and, sitting outside, ordered coffee. Slowly
my knowledge came back to me as I stared upwards. For now
the great Aiguilles were revealed. I identified the Grepon, the
Grands and Petits Charmoz, the Blaitiere. Shadows were
beginning to seam these northern faces, adding to their height,
their amazing sharpness piercing the sky.
I am writing more of my first impressions of the Alps,
rather than of material accomplishments. It was a bad season
and I only climbed one peak and that in a confused seven-hour
rush when there was scarcely time to think, but which I find, in
retrospect, has left vivid impressions pleasant to recall.
It was very early one morning, about three, I suppose, and,
lying awake on the straw in the Requin Refuge, I listened to the
wind howling about the hut. The previous evening had been
quiet but cold. We had gone to bed in good spirits anticipating
the Dent du Requin on the morrow. But now, even in my
inexperience, I knew that to be impossible. Thankfully, without
guilt, I prepared to burrow into the straw for another three or
four hours sleep.
Victor must have looked at his watch :
* Time to get up/ he said.
I rose without a word and padded downstairs after him.
'1 think the Requin is impossible,' he said, as he fumbled with
one of those amazing French petrol stoves, ' but we will try
the Plan if you like.'
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I hastened to say I liked.
' We will not waken the others,' he went on. ' They want to
do the Requin perhaps the wind will drop later and they will
try then.'
The wind did not drop. We went out into the darkness of
early morning and, as soon as we rounded the corner of the
building, we were caught up and flung from the path ; we
stumbled amongst the moraine of the glacier, falling over loose
rocks, slipping into holes, and all the time there was this incessant
buffeting of one's body and hair stinging one's eyes. Words
and breath were torn away by the wind. I groped after Victor
in such confusion that, after a while, movement became simple,
mechanical. If he could move, then I could, if he encountered
no obstacle then I wouldn't if I followed in his footsteps. It
was growing lighter and the glacier began to gleam coldly-grey
under the cliffs of the Dent du Requin.
There was fresh fallen snow here, so we merely kicked steps
upwards, skirting a few crevasses, cutting steps over a patch of
ice.
Dawn was a wonder of colour. Almost unnoticed, as we
plodded upwards, bent against the wind, the deathly grey tinge
of twilight faded and a flush of pink came stealing down the
snowfields from the highest ridges. Rock flamed gold as the
sun caught it, reminding one of the burnished lances of a great
army ; the valley below, where lay the shadowed Mer de Glace,
was still shrouded in night.
We stopped and put on snow-goggles.
As we climbed the snow grew thicker and softer. It was
merely a case of following in Victor's footsteps. There was
one steep snow-slope before the ridge but even that was deep
and soft.
When we reached the top I looked over and down, and
stopped. It was like looking over a wall, but the ground the
other side was about seven thousand feet below.
For several hours now we had been moving in a white
world where the eye could not focus unless some rock or rognon
broke the surface, and here the eye leapt downwards to the valley,
darkly green with cloud shadows moving slowly over the forests,
and again one could not focus. All scale, all sense of proportion
was lost; and still the wind tugged and slammed at our two
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insignificant figures. The rope swung in a wide horizontal arc
between us.
It had begun to snow now and Victor, fearing a blizzard,
insisted on speed. There was no time to contemplate the
valley, nor to identify the peaks. I have a confused recollection
of the Caiman, the Crocodile, and the Blaitiere, and the Midi,
unfamiliar and unrecognisable, if Victor had not named it,
away to our left.
Then we were hastening towards the summit, the snow
stinging our faces, frozen hair whipping about our eyes. The
final rock-pyramid was only a moderate scramble under good
conditions, but to me, exhausted by speed, exertion and excitement, every movement required an effort. The kst few feet
seemed a succession of mantelshelves : no exposure, no overhangs to push one off, yet just beyond my strength. On the
summit I managed one weary glance at the whirling snowflakes
now obscuring everything, and then I was peremptorily ordered
to retreat. By now I was intensely cold and my hands and feet
were numb. I fell and slithered down the mantel shelves, and
then, without a backward glance, we set off hurriedly for the
refuge.
The snow-slopes up which we had plodded so laboriously,
we half ran, half glissaded down. We were back in the refuge by
ii o'clock the same morning. No one else had left the hut
except to return to Montenvers. I began to feel elated.
There had been no time for any emotion on the climb. In
fact, I don't think I fully deplored the wind until afterwards
when I realised what a hazy recollection I had of the view from
the summit. Even coming down, when we had seen the debris
of small avalanches covering our ascending tracks, I had only
felt surprise. When we had to cut across the foot of the glacier
to the refuge, we ran the gauntlet of scattered stones and boulders
which came whizzing and leaping down the ice with a malicious,
sibilant sound in the air, a dull thud as they bounded. Victor
urged me with suitable French to run, and I replied as suitably
that I -was running. We kept up a stream of stumbling backchat as we floundered across the path of the falling stones. I
merely felt annoyance because two people were sitting on the
moraine calmly watching our frantic efforts.
The Aiguille de Plan was my one success. There was.
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certainly, another day when we put a new variation up Pointe
2,784 (metres) behind the Requin refuge. It was my first
experience of pitons, but the fact that our one solitary peg was
used merely in lieu of a running belay consoled me a little. We
did another climb after that, still on the lower part of the Dent
du Requin, of which there is no record in the guide. The rock
was beautiful; great granite blocks, almost gabbro-like in
texture. The others climbed in rubbers, but I found bare feet
more expedient on this type of rock.
I think the greatest experience and the most enjoyment was
derived from my one big failure. For a climax to my season
Victor had decided on the Mer de Glace face of the Grepon
in particular, the Aiguille du Roc. I was awed but acquiescent.
Our immediate objective from Montenvers was the Refuge
de la Tour Rouge. I had a vague idea this was * on the Grepon/
a phrase which I did not understand as I visualised the Grepon
an unbroken 2,000 feet of cliff with several hard routes running
up it. I asked a few questions but the answers all seemed to be
of the ' wait and see ' variety.
It is indeed difficult to describe the position or more
the atmosphere of the Tour Rouge refuge. It is on the Grepon.
Seemingly on the whole of this face there is one small ledge large
enough to carry a hut about 14 feet by 8. To say it is large
enough implies, perhaps, an ample space round the outside.
This is not so the four corners rest on supports, the outer ones
being necessitated by the fact that the hut is slightly larger than
the ledge. One support has fallen away. Six hundred feet below
is the Trelaporte Glacier. The hut is built of wood and moves
when there are many people inside.
When the rocks are icy one ropes up to fetch water, but the
traverse to the secluded ledge behind the hut is just as delicate
and exposed.
The roof slopes from a height of 5^ feet to 4 feet. The
building, states the guide-book, accommodates six. We
managed 10, sleeping in two rows of five. We found it very
warm and quite comfortable.
The route to the hut is also distinctive. From the Mer de
Glace one ascends what must be a good two thousand feet of scree
and dusty earth by way of a zig-zagging path which climbs tortuously between banks of dwarf rhododendrons. One emerges on a
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gentle boulder-littered slope below the steep hanging glacier of
the Trelaporte. Away to the left, diagonally upwards above the
bergshrund, is the start of the rock-route to the refuge. The
hut, to unaccustomed eyes, remains invisible.
When we ascended the glacier the bergshrund had ingeniously triplicated itself, so that we took longer over the
crossing of the ice than was usual and dusk was falling when we
reached the rocks. Then the rain started. I was not unduly
alarmed. Victor seemed quite unperturbed that we should be
starting a 6oo-foot climb in semi-darkness with the rain sluicing
down the rocks and the temperature only a little above freezing.
We started to climb. Fortunately, we had only brought one
ice axe, but I, being second man, had the heaviest rucksack. It
grew steadily darker. Waiting for my leader to work up his
pitch my hands grew numb, and I felt disconsolately the rain
slipping down my back. When I moved, my shirt moved
clammily on my shrinking flesh. Victor said nothing. On the
difficult chimney pitch, when I was making rather slow progress,
there came one or two steady pulls. I emerged at the top
breathless. Still nothing was said.
We pressed on, now by the light of a torch. The rain sent
tiny golden spears flickering down the beam. When we had
been climbing for what seemed hours, we were suddenly hailed
by a vcice, and simultaneously I was aware of a beam of light
(other than our own) slicing the darkness away above us on our
right. This is delirium, I thought, but it was the Tour Rouge
refuge.
We came out of the darkness and the driving rain into that
tiny patch of light, and peering in, saw that the interior of the
hut seemed full of people. In reality there were only three men.
Three Frenchmen, fellow-members of the Club Alpin who, like
ourselves, were hoping to attempt the Grepon the next day.
We unpacked our gear and found that we had some clothes still
dry. While we rested, dry-clothed and warm on the palliasses,
the other three cooked their supper. When they had finished
we changed places. There was not enough room for us all to
cook at the same time.
We ate almost silently, being intensely hungry, and the others
were sleeping. With our eyes on weight, we had brought just
enough food for five meals for the next day and breakfast the
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day following. Reluctantly we stopped eating before we were
satisfied, pushed the billies haphazardly to one side of the floor
and lay back on the straw palliasses to lose our hunger in sleep.
Confused murmers of ' neige * awakened me early. Still
dazed I mutely awaited the order to rise, but there was no active
movement, rather a subsiding, a sinking-back. There was
palpable relief in the atmosphere. 1, too, succumbed.
At eight the door was flung open, someone unshuttered the
window and sunlight flooded in. White wisps of cloud floated
round the peaks, and snowfields gleamed, but near at hand every
ledge and pocket on the Grepon was white with newly-fallen
snow. It was melting rapidly, but too late for us to do our
proposed route. Gloomily, eyeing our dwindling stock of food,
we ate our breakfast.
After the meal we became energetic, happy in domestic
chores. Climbing ropes were slung from rock to rock above
the precipices, and from these hung the hut blankets airing
in the morning sun. Trousers, socks, boots, jackets every
ledge and pinnacle was festooned with them. In pyjamas and
one of those padded French jackets which make their wearers
resemble an advertisement for Michelin I sunned myself while
the others took photographs.
Some time during the morning the other three decided to
reconnoitre the start of the proposed Aiguille du Roc route,
while Victor, after a perusal of the guide, said that there was no
recorded ascent of the Tour Rouge.
We shouldered 200 feet of nylon and set off. To reach the
breche between the tower and the main cliff we had to perform
a complicated series of traverses and abseils, but there was
nothing really difficult, no climbing which justified a higher
classification than easy severe. However, it was a pleasant
afternoon's work; we gained the summit of the Tour Rouge
and marked our victory if it was a first ascent with an empty
packet of Camels lodged in a crevice. Then we abseiled and
traversed back to the hut, to sit outside on the boulders and
watch fly-like figures below slowly working their way across the
Trelaporte Glacier.
We ate an early supper, anticipating a crush with the new
arrivals. That night we were a little cramped but very warm.
Next morning I was wide awake as Victor went stumbling
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over sleeping bodies to the door. His language was an improvement on the previous morning. We five oldest inhabitants were
all awake now, muttering, grumbling, yet knowing that nothing
could be done. ' Neige,' the ever-recurrent ' neige ' I saw
the Grepon receding from my grasp, obscured by whirling
snowflakes. . . .
We settled down again, mournfully, unwillingly.
When daylight came we crowded to the door as we awakened
and astonished murmurs brought the laggards, curious. And
for August, the Grepon was an unusual sight. Every ledge was
plastered a foot deep with soft, dry snow; the sun glittered,
but down in the valley mist was creeping insidiously up the
Mer de Glace. It was rapidly obscuring the Drus, the Droites
and the Courtes even as we watched.
A few flakes of snow began to fall but they changed to rain
almost immediately. The Grepon was hopeless, everything was
hopeless, everything but the small stock of food remaining to
us ; we turned back to the hut and ate breakfast.
Rain was falling fast and steady by the time we had finished
eating. The snow was no longer dry; it was wet and slushy.
The rocks were running water and Victor said it was almost
free2ing. With the rocks ice-covered it would be almost
impossible to descend to the Trelaporte. We had eaten the
last of the food so we decided to retreat immediately. The
others said they would risk the temperature dropping and start
down later in the day when the weather cleared.
With all our food consumed our packs were considerably
lighter and, with warm, dry clothing, we were feeling quite
happy as we left the hut and started the descent to the
glacier.
Scarcely had I lowered myself from the first traverse and was
peering through the rain for the route below, when there was a
sudden terrific explosion overhead. It resembled the close
discharge of very heavy artillery, but with no echo or rumble
afterwards. The rain increased. I knew the explosion must
have been thunder but it was like no peal I had ever heard before.
There seemed to be no lightning I suppose, the storm being
directly overhead, the flash was lost in the shock of the explosion. For some distance, as we descended, there was no
sound but the sweeping of the rain across the rock-face and these
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sudden exhilarating crashes that filled the world with sound.
The Grepon seemed to shake under the impact.
We seemed now to be moving in a fluid, shifting world of
water. The snow on the ledges was not melting. We had to
brush every hold clear before we could stand. Very soon we
aba: doned climbing down and started to abseil; we calculated
we had just enough pitons to enable us to reach the glacier.
Once or twice we were able to economise by using spikes of
rock, but, finding the projections necessitated spending too
much time sweeping the ledges clear, we reverted to pitons.
After the first hundred feet I felt my skin growing clammy,
knew the insistent rain had already penetrated. Gradually we
grew colder; sliding down the abseil rope our hands became
numb in an instant; there was a moment to warm them while
the rope was pulled down and fixed, and then the cold slide
again, the swing out over space as boot-nails scraped the rock
and slipped, wondering how numbed fingers could grip the
rope the welcome feel of the ledge, and the wet, clinging nylon
still cutting painfully into one's thigh.
Half-way down I was standing on a ledge waiting for Victor
to finish a traverse away to the right, when, with a swish and a
clatter, a muddy cataract of stones and snow came pouring down
the overhang beside me. I watched it curiously with an interest
that was quite objective. I felt far more awe when, safe in a cafe
in Chamonix, I heard the unseen avalanches roaring down the
slopes of Mont Blanc at mid-day.
Soon after the avalanche Victor picked up the rope curiously
and remarked on an almost unnoticeable flaw half-way along its
length. With one hand on each side he jerked and the plaited
nylon snapped like a piece of cotton.
As with the thunder, this was too much for words, except to
remark that our abseils would now be half as long.
We continued, 50 feet at a time, removing pitons when we
could, consoling ourselves when we couldn't with the thought
that the others, thinking the pegs had been left to facilitate their
descent, would conscientiously bring them down to Chamonix.
After what seemed ages of slipping and sliding down the streaming rocks, we came to the glacier, negotiated the awesome crack
directly between the rocks and the ice, and came to the main
bergshrund.
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We found the fresh-fallen snow had formed a bridge over
one branch, but the other great crevasses were more complicated. I was told to slide and fall into the bottom. I protested half-heartedly, but obviously, it was the only alternative
and common sense felt dimly by a brain sodden and benumbed
with rain and cold said Victor would not purposely bring
about my untimely end. But logic is prone to desert one at the
penultimate moment, and so, when I had taken the plunge and
was slithering unchecked down the ice, there was a moment of
regret and then a chill internally as I shot over the lip of the
bergshrund. Speed and imagination had exaggerated the
circumstances. I landed floundering on a solid bridge of snow
about 20 feet below the upper lip, and in a moment, Victor was
beside me. The bridge was not quite as solid as I had imagined ;
his leg went through and stuck and we had to excavate him with
an axe. Then we scrambled out of the crevasse, negotiated the
remaining branch by a further bridge and came running and
sinking down the snow-covered ice to the rocks and the zig-zag
path above the Mer de Glace. It took us nearly eight hours to
reach Montenvers from the refuge. Under good conditions
the descent should take little more than two hours.
However wise and old I become in the ways of mountaineering, however much innured to hardship, I shall always find one
of the great joys of climbing to lie in that delicious contrast
between austerity and luxury experienced when one descends
from the snowfields and the wind-whistling dawns to the valley.
The quiet ecstacy of walking into the hotel with the slush still
clinging to one's nails, and shoulders shrinking from wet wool.
The wash : hot water steaming in a porcelain basin, clean, dry
clothing, slippers. And then the dinner. After days of corned
beef and prunes and powdered milk, the piquant charm of
French cooking : the omelette aux champignons, the red wine
common, cheap and infinitely good; glass and f ilver shining
softly on the white cloth. Talk afterwards : talk of the day's
work and the previous days, of past seasons and ambitions for
the future, of equipment, photography, people. It seems then
that the great ones who have never really died live so strongly,
as we talk of them quietly after dinner, and smoke rises slowly
in the yellow light. Fatigue swamps our limbs so that we sprawl
comfortably, like rag dolls, in our chairs, the only movement the
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occasional lift of an arm, and the dim, rich sparkle of wine
through the haze.
After the failure of the Grepon the season was ended. Not
merely for those of us who had to return to England, but for
everyone. The night after we came down to the valley the
snow-line crept down the mountainsides until it reached the
tree-level. This was in the middle of August.
On the last morning I went out into the garden of the Biolay
refuge in Chamonix, and looked up at the Grepon. In the early
light the rock was shadowless and stark, grey-mauve against
the sky. And that was our last view of the Aiguilles the soaring
frieze of Drus and Grand Charmoz and Grepon above the
black-spired firs as we rattled down the valley to St. Gervais.
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THREE DAYS
AT BUTTERMERE
BY
C. L. CORBETT
ASTER, 1943, was the first Easter at which I had the full
io days pre-war holiday. I tried unsuccessfully to book
at Langdale for a Pinnacle Meet and heard that the hotel
could not book me and then that the Pinnacle Meet had to be
abandoned. So I made a virtue of necessity and decided to
listen to the exhortation I was constantly receiving over the
wireless and stay at home and dig in the garden during the weekend, and I booked at the Buttermere Hotel for the following
Tuesday to Saturday when I hoped travelling would be more
possible and less immoral.
I put in a really good week-end finishing the digging and
sowing peas and things. I dare not face the flower bed, for
there had just been one of Burnley's own bitter blasts, the
rhubarb stalks were torn right off, delphiniums lying flat and
plants that were unbroken were straining at the leash with the
new tender leaves blackened and shrivelled. Some will make
a crippled recovery but I fear for them it will never be glad
confident morning again. So I turned to the car and garage and
gave both a thorough spring cleaning and re-enamelled all those
rusty bits and did the white buffers round again with the last of
my white enamel. I do not know whether the poor old dear
does not look somewhat patchworky and bedizened but at any
rate she is clean, ready for work on Monday.
On Tuesday morning I set off with a light rucksack, having
sent off a suitcase by post a week before. The train from Burnley
to Preston was at first not crowded. There were three children
eagerly counting every tunnel. They knew the number of
tunnels to Blackpool and were eagerly acclaiming every one
that brought them one nearer. At Blackburn, crowds swarmed
in and every inch of standing room was occupied. At Preston
I confirmed from the ticket collector the departure of my train
from No. 5 at 11-2 and thought I had just nice time for a cup of
tea. I found I had to join a queue the whole length of the long
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refreshment room. My turn came when the train was just due,
but no train had come in so I took my tea. Just as I finished the
megaphone announced that the train was on No. 3 not No. 5
and was due to depart. There followed a hurried rush over a
bridge seething with closely pressed humanity. When I reached
the train it was impossible to get anywhere near any of the
compartments but I squeezed into a corner of the little black
swaying passage between the carriages. I borrowed half a young
airman's kitbag and sat on that. The crowd arranged themselves
as comfortably as they could. Most of the women had a suitcase to sit on, most of the men stood. The silky black spaniel
arranged her nose on a kitbag and made the best of things.
Everybody seemed cheerful and satisfied except the little girl of
five who announced firmly ' 1 want to look out of the window.'
This could not be managed, though at one point when the train
had stopped, craning forward to see where we were, I did catch a
glimpse between bodies and elbows of Lancaster church standing
out in the sunlight. At Oxenholme many got out and a few
got in, there were only eight in our carriage end after that. The
little train from Penrith to Keswick seemed very spacious and
leisurely. I sat in a comfortable seat and ate my sandwiches with
great satisfaction. At Keswick at 2-15 there was already a
queue for the three o'clock bus to Seatoller. Long after the bus
was full the guard was cheerfully squeezing other people in. It
was raining busily by this time and people were very glad indeed
not to be left behind. Walking over Honister the rain continued
but it stopped before Gatesgarth and a good deal of damp had
evaporated before I reached the hotel at a quarter-to-six, but
not too late for tea, not at the Buttermere Hotel. Then that
nice dry change that had come by post, and then a really good
dinner.
On Wednesday morning I set off for Grassmoor by Whiteless, wondering a little how much I should want to do. One
has to be prepared as time goes on for a disconcerting way
mountains may have of being a great deal higher up than they
were a few years ago. However, all went well. I was up on
Grassmoor at 12-15 and stiu feeling spry, so I went back to the
junction of the ridges and turned across Eel Crag and Sail to
Causey. It was one of those days of west wind and sun and
cloud when the shadows chase each other across the fells. The
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far distances were hazy, from Grassmoor the outline of the
coast round St. Bees Head was only dimly seen. On Striding
Edge there was a thin line of snow cornice on the north face,
no snow anywhere else that I could see. I had meant to return
by Rigg Beck and Sail but looking down from Causey the little
ridge opposite looked attractive, so I returned that way. It
was a steep pull up Aikin Crag among the heather where a too
optimistic bee was buzzing about. However, I found a little
later a good deal of bilberry in flower so perhaps that bee was
not such a fool after all.
On Thursday morning the wind had dropped and the day
looked promising so I decided to leave coat and raincoat behind,
save the weight and risk the rain. I set off up Red Pike through
the wood beyond Sour Milk Gill. I wanted to climb the pike
because some months ago I was coming down into Buttermere
from the ridge and when I should have come down from Red
Pike I found I did not like the look of it and went round by
Scale Force instead. So I settled that next time 1 was in Buttermere I would go and find out what was the matter. I did find
out. I had kept too far to the west, if 1 had turned a little nearer
Sour Milk Gill there would have been no difficulty. I kept
along the ridge to Scarf Gap. The shadow was so deep across
Ennerdale that I could hardly see Pillar Rock. At Seat Crags I
kept down to the left under the crag which I had seen another
party doing last time I was there. I had always before scrambled
over Seat Crag by the Ennerdale face. I do not think one gains
anything by the lower route. I scrambled up Haystacks wondering whether I had better go back by Warnscale or if I had time
to do Dale Head and Robinson. The sky was clouding and
there was a spot cr two of rain. However, I kept on to the
drum head and thought I would decide there. The weather
did not become any worse and it was only four o'clock on
Fleetwith so I decided to finish the walk and was afterwards
very glad I had done so. The heavy rain kept off until the night
when I heard it pounding at my bedroom window.
On Friday I had a bog and valley walk round Loweswater
Fells. I set off to Ennerdale by Scale Force which was full and
strong after the heavy rain the night before. The rock walls
were glowing with rich dewy green and the wood anemones
spreading out their sprays and holding up their white cups from
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every ledge. I went on by Floutern and walked past the tarn
without seeing it, I think my eyes must have been fixed on the
bog. When I came down into Ennerdale and found there was a
metalled road in front I steeped my feet in a stream in a not too
successful attempt to clear the mud off my sandshoes, they soon
dried on the road. I sat down to eat my sandwiches at the top
of a little hill overlooking Ennerdale Water. It was a nice little
road with steep grassy banks scattered with violets and woodsorrel and sweet smelling grasses above. Chaffinches and
yellowhammers were singing all around. The lambs at this side
of the fells were much older than those around Keswick, which
looked newly born. From Ennerdale to Loweswater they were
nearly as large as their mothers. I followed the road round with
the Loweswater Fells on my right and the line of the Solway
shining away to the left and the Scotch mountains behind it.
Then I came to a little round hill, called of all extraordinary
names * Motherkin Howe ' and from that the road went down
into the Loweswater Valley, through a very muddy little lane
to a beautiful green track beside the lake through Holm Wood,
the National Trust property. I had tea at the inn at Loweswater
village, jam and rock buns, buttered raisin scone and delightful
little ginger shortbread cakes. I began to wonder whether I
had dreamt about that war. Back by the path on the west side of
Crummock.
Home again on Saturday after three really good days. And
now there is nothing remaining except the little bunch of
primroses beside me on the table as I write, and those holes to
mend in the stockings.
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RETURN TO THE ALPS
BY
FREDA RYLATT
ORSE than Wales or the Lakes ! ' From the shelter
of Chamonix Station we looked down on the deluged
main street and at the clouds reaching almost to the
valley floor. Rain had accompanied most of our journey from
that first evening when, laden with a rucksack containing 15 Ib.
of food, a gallon of paraffin in a haversack and a suitcase full of
tent, rope, sleeping bag and an unnecessary amount of clothes,
caught the train from Manchester. Eileen was much better
organised ; she looked cool and collected in a cotton dress and
not as if she were bound for the Alps at all until I saw her heave
up a huge commando rucksack, dripping with straps.
At Saint Gervais there had been that magical first sight of the
mountains with mist concealing some of the rock, snow and ice.
A scramble across to the Chamonix train and we threw our
baggage onto the cab of one of the carriages and since the doors
were jammed with people Eileen, Frank and I dived in through
the window. Thankful to be under a roof, I dreaded the end
of the journey and loathed the idea of pitching my beautiful
new tent in the rain. I was a beginner at camping also. The
news that our registered luggage had not arrived deepened my
melancholy and at the end of a dripping lane, the C.A.F. camp
site looked infinitely damp and depressing. I could not understand the good spirits of the campers already installed. Mine
were down to zero.
However, there was a happier sequel to that wet Sunday
morning for hard by was a C.A.F. refuge and it appeared we
could spend the night there if we became members. Then not
only was the next day hot and sunny but Charles brought the
welcome news that our luggage had arrived. In the sunshine
that camp seemed quite idyllic with the Dome du Gouter towering beyond the pine trees. In the three weeks we were there,
Margaret and I felt like the oldest inhabitants ; each time we
came down from the huts, we would find some tents gone
and new ones set up. Camp represented to us luxury and masses
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of food as the supplies we carried up to the huts usually looked
inadequate when we arrived.
Alpine literature led one to believe that intrepid alpinists rose
at one o'clock in the morning or earlier, setting forth with
lanterns over interminable moraines, crevassed glaciers, and
crossing the bergschrund. But our first day set the pattern of
being called at 3-30, and emerging one hour later in a misty
grey morning. No lanterns or torches were needed. It was to
be the Moine, we understood. We crossed a small snowfield
at an easy angle, then we jumped a tiny bergschrund and onto
easy, slightly rotten rocks. Wet snowflakes drifted down ; I
was wearing vibrams for the first time and did not like them at
all. As we progressed roped in twos, I grew colder and wetter
and more wretched. I do not suppose it was any damper or
chillier than many a summer's day on British hills but I had not
got the right mental attitude. The wind and snow numbed our
fingers ; at times it seemed as if this revolting mist might clear
and the sun struggle through and warm us ; but no, the misery
endured to the top. My depression did lift a little when I
discovered we were going down again and by an easy route. I
had got it into my head, no doubt remembering the Douves
Blanches of last year, that we would be traversing a long ridge
in all that unpleasant snow and mist. After a shivering wait on
top, the first stage down was an abseil. I used to pride myself
on being no beginner at this but I sadly bungled this on a wet
rope, coming down in short rushes and thankful for more than
moral support. By the time we had slithered down a scrambling
path and jumped off the rock onto the snowfield, I was cheerful
and warm again. It was only now that I discovered it was not
the Moine we had been up but the Nonne ! And I had been
trying to bring myself into the right frame of mind by telling
myself what Dorothy Pilley had said : ' The Moine was a
delicious climb.' Later on the real Moine was not at all bad.
An even colder, though mercifully even shorter outing was
over the Col du Tour from the Refuge Albert Premier. The
objective of the evening before had been the Aiguilles Dorees,
but new snow at night put them out of the question. I was
thankful just to plod through the snow in Tony's footsteps,
never looking up, but wishing we could stop so that I could fish
out gloves and an extra jersey from my rucksack. Eileen who
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had been supremely happy on the Nonne (rain, snow, wind and
cold never depress her) did not even bother to put up her hood,
and the photograph of her, back at the Albert Premier, with her
hair plastered with snow, fascinates us. Outside, the scene
resembled an English winter ; inside the hut continuous eating
and drinking, and two or three brews of potage maggi thickened
with flocons d'avion fortified us, and raised quite a respectable
fug to greet the several French parties who had come up from
Montroc. Among these was a boy in shorts rolled up his long
bare legs who bore out our theories of the hardy French. But
from the comments of other French parties, we understood that
perhaps the boy was exceptional.
The day I remember with the most pleasure almost approached a Lakeland day when we did not set off from Chamonix
until 7-30 a.m., after a tremendous rush in spite of rising betimes. Since the inside of a tent felt so arctic at 6 a.m., a thermos
of coffee seemed rather a good idea to include in a rucksack.
But I was not so sure about this after I had carried it up and down
the Pic Albert and nearly up the M. There had been a heavy
snowfall down to 5,000 feet, and the approach via the path from
Montenvers and the snow couloir to the foot of the Pic Albert
had been the hardest part. For the first time the sun was hot,
there was no wind, and there were views. This was what we had
always hoped for, and the sun-warmed rocks were sheer joy,
especially on the traverse of the M.
One other easy peak but under wet, cold conditions, was the
traverse of the Petit Charmoz on the way from the Requin to
Montenvers. I could not forget a whole loaf of bread in my
rucksack along with lots of other food. But I dare not throw
away the loaf as bread was rationed and precious. On returning
to Montenvers the kind station-master opened a well heated
room for us so we were slightly drier when we entered the train.
This was perhaps the low water mark for the rain continued all
night and the next day. I spent most of it in my tent, surrounded
by damp clothes. In the few intervals when the rain slackened,
we emerged to wash cooking pots, refill the water bucket and
hopefully hang out our socks to dry.
During the third week when the weather took a turn for the
better, a brilliant young guide conducted us up the Requin and
the Plan; he gave me an inferiority complex as he could leap
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lightly about on rotten rock and glissade to within an inch of a
crevasse ; and he was always telling me to keep debout—in fact
hands were almost taboo. His pace seemed to me terrific and
we never proceeded sedately downhill, like the two Englishmen
and their guide who ascended the Requin on the same day and
whom I envied. Instead we covered most of the gkcier, either
standing or sitting. Once a snow slide caught us, at least it
overtook Margaret and myself, and we dragged the guide into
it. I could see that I was making for a crevasse and reflected
that it would be the second time I had been down one ; however,
I conveniently slid down onto a snow bridge and then came to
rest. Margaret's axe went down the crevasse; I was still
clutching mine, rather to my surprise. Probably as I lost mine
last year, I had been taught a lesson.
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SNOWDONIAMY MEASURING STICK
BY
E. WORSLEY LEECH

A

LITTLE while ago I was walking over Windgather and
some young men exercising there talked to me of climbing
clubs. They had asked me my name and I had given them
my married one, so they continued happily: ' Now, the
Pinnacle Club ; there were some good people in that. Brenda
Ritchie ? ' ' Yes/ ' Evelyn Lowe ? ' ' Yes.' ' Is she dead ? '
* Not yet/ I replied cautiously, ' but she is getting rather old.'
(Feeling it!)
There is nothing more salutary in one's old age than a return
to climbs done during heyday. Their judgment cannot be
softened by the excuses applicable to routes hitherto untried, so
every now and then I go back to the mountains that know me
best and come away with a very fair estimate of what the years
are doing to me . . . certainly not just * passing over my head '
. . . treading on my toes is nearer the mark, inflicting the odd
bunyan which now dislikes being squashed, into that useful
sideways hold on Lliwedd's Red Wall; invading with their
rheumatic secret agents the two finger knuckles on the right
hand which once had a bash on a rock, and the end of my spine
that absorbed so many jars in youth those beautiful shockabsorbers in the knee-joints with which we all appear to start
our downhill life. . . . Passing over my head, forsooth!
So I go back.
The classic routes on Lliwedd still go well, for if one has lost
some of the verve of youth, one has gained the wisdom of
serpents, and that is often more useful on the sloping holds of
Lliwedd ; but when I am down at the base of the rocks again
with Central, Route 2 or even Paradise happily accomplished, I
cannot help remembering that there were times when instead of
being well content to pack up and start down to the hut, I
should have been starting up another full length route. Then
there are those Gauges and other forms of Fat Man's Agony ;
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if one has ever passed through the tight embrace of Monolith it
is no use pretending that one's figure has not changed : once I
put the blame on the material of which my new breeches were
made, another time I said I should like to try the outside route.
... I don't think I shall go there any more.
When at last I returned to a route we had pioneered I was
charmed to find that leading it took less toll than it had done the
first time . . . until the reflection that the leader of the second
rope was shortly expecting her first child, sobered me ... but
then again, the thought that this paragon among mothers and
climbers had just joined the Pinnacle Club cheered me up again,
and the news later in the summer that her child was a daughter,
instead of one of these C.C.s or A.C.s still further delighted
me.
There was a return visit after a very long interval to Javelin
Buttress : true, my rubbers were worn very smooth, true also
that my second took a somewhat morbid interest in pointing
out that the step I was about to take was that from which he had
seen a man fall. ' Was he killed ? ' I inquired with pardonable
curiosity. * No, but he wears a metal support.' * Oh !' I
tried, five or six times, not to allow this bit of news to affect my
behaviour, but whatever the reason I failed to consolidate that
step. I said I always had wanted to use the rock ring for roping
down ... it seemed made for the job . . . but it is just as
well made for safeguarding the leader up the next pitch, if she
has the courage of her convictions ; so I must just go back there,
though a young man tells me Cinderella is an even better route
' because after all, the rock on Javelin is perfect, and anyone
ought to be able to get up perfect rock, but Cinderella is a bit
dirtier, which gives you more to think about. . . .' Well, he
can think about Cinderella and I can think about Javelin, and
I promise not to grumble about the perfection of the rock if only
it is sufficiently adhesive.
I do know what he means : I remember how much we once
enjoyed a severe route on which conditions caused us to go up
the first pitch in boots, which we then threw down, changed to
rubbers, but later found a place where the right foot had to cope
with a slimy section, so finished it with a rubber-soled left foot
and a sock-shod right, and thought it made it all the more
interesting. But that was once.
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There is another pitch to which I should like to return
before it is quite too late ; that Leaf finish to Longland's route
on Clogwyn d'ur Arddu. I once tried to use that climb as a
measuring-stick of my returning strength after a strained heart.
All went grandly till the Leaf, where I pottered about with my
arms above my head in the worst heart position possible, till I
found to my consternation that one arm was becoming numb
and powerless, held on with the other until the same fate overtook
that arm too, jumped down before the hand-loop sent down from
above was properly controlled, hit the stepping stone I had built
myself with deadly accuracy and was catapulted up again, and
finally brought down hard on my back on the last inch of
Cloggy. There are certain disagreeable occasions which I can
bear better with my eyes shut; when my dentist ' explores a
cavity '; when someone I detest kisses me; and when I fall
through the air. So I lay a moment with my eyes shut, looking
no doubt crumpled and half dead, and the shock of this unloosed
the hitherto well guarded tongue of my second, who addressed
me in terms of affection never guessed. It was like having the
advantage of reading the messages on the wreaths at one's own
funeral . . . very, very edifying !
If I go back I daresay all my legs as well as my arms will go
numb on the Leaf, but perhaps not if I take the train to the
Cloggy stop to save them : I remember racing up Cloggy one
very hot day and Jim saying : * I do enjoy mortifying the flesh
sometimes, don't you ? ' But nowadays, the flesh is getting its
own back, and doing all the mortifying ! I shall take the
train.
Talking of legs, an odd thing has happened about Crib Goch
Buttress. There is a photograph of myself in youth managing to
get across with the wrong leg, which is the right leg, but last
time I was there it took me all my time to stretch it with the
right leg, which is the left leg, if I make myself clear ?
Glydr Fach Direct, my early love, still goes nicely, though
rather than risk the fate of Dorothy Pilley's Tinker, I rapidly
convert the hand traverse into a foot traverse, and the top crack
takes a heavier toll of breath than once it did. I remember
wondering once what folk found there to puff about.
There is one pitch in the valley below to which I return again
and again with as much pleasure and facility as ever I showed :
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the top bunk by the light switch in the Pinnacle Hut. I hope I
shall be able to hoist myself as high as that as long as life lasts.
God Bless Our Home. But no, let the truth be heard there is a
difference : I remember a time when I did not insist on having
somebody's child's feather bed under me. ... I remember . . .
I remember . . . O, Snowdonia my dear measuring-stick.
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ALPINE SCOTLAND
BY
EILEEN GREGORY

A

T the end of February, 1948, two friends of mine, Jack
Striffler and Stan. Grainger joined me on the train bound
for Inverness. As it began to get light we made our way
along to the breakfast-car where our attention was equally
divided between the excellent food and the exciting view of the
snow-covered hills. Conditions may have been poor compared
to the winter of 1947, but they seemed perfect after snowstarved England.
My knowledge of ski-ing had been limited to two or three
week-ends in Derbyshire where the only thing I seemed to have
taught myself was how to stand up after my very frequent falls.
For instruction I had a book on * How to Ski,' which I had spent
all the year studying and which I had only put away the evening
before, rather like swotting on the eve of an exam.
We alighted at Kingussie where an obliging porter telephoned for a taxi to take us to Glen Feshie; we relaxed in the
Rolls during the half-hour's drive round Loch Inch. All too
soon we stopped at Achlean where we had to get out and
shoulder our packs and skis and cross the river to make our way
eastwards. After about a mile we decided on a camp site above
a little wood where there was plenty of heather to make a soft
bed and having pitched our tents and brewed some tea, we set
off up the path towards Carn Ban Mor. Near the top we found
the snow and soon the angle became gentle enough to put on
our ski.
We had been excited by the sight of streaks of snow on the
sides of the hills and were thrilled when we eventually looked
over to the east and found that everything was snow-covered.
As it was too late that day to go far, we contented ourselves with
practising our turns on some gentle slopes. At first I thought I
was improving but when it came to returning down the west
side of Meall Dubhag, I was soon reduced to tobogganing on
my skis as the surface was either crusted or old powder snow, on
neither of which could I get my unedged skis to grip and in those
days I had never heard of the magic word ' side-slip.'
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The following day the weather still seemed settled so we
packed sleeping bags and food for two days and again started
to cross the Cam Ban Mor ridge. The view from the top was
never twice the same ; this time the valleys were filled with mist,
into which we slid eventually rising above it as we mounted
Braeriach. The snow was firm and we saved time by carrying
our ski. I think I should have made the descent quicker if I
had not practised traversing and turning until I really felt I
could not pick myself up from the snow another time. Eventually the slope eased off but not before my nose came in contact
with a nutmeg grater variety of snow ; the light had gone and
I had not noticed a sudden change in the surface.
We were now between Braeriach and Cairn Toul, near
what must be in summer, Loch nan Stuirteag, when we came
across the ideal bivouac site. Here was a large boulder of red
granite with a similar one behind and the wind had blown the
space between clear of snow, while a line of small rocks protected
our backs. We piled a little snow on the floor to cover the
frozen stones and had a beautifully comfortable and sheltered
spot, where after cooking our supper, we settled down for the
night. Our spare clothes placed under our sleeping bags were
quite sufficient to prevent the cold from striking upwards. I
cannot pretend that I slept very much, but I was glad of this for
I could wish for nothing better than to lie there and watch my
surroundings. The moon rose late and the mist came down
before sunrise.
In the morning we started on foot (for speed !) up Cairn
Toul, the mist lifting when we were nearing the top, giving us
views over beautifully iced rocks down to Lairig Ghru. After
more tea at the bivouac site we started back, ascending Monadh
Mor on the way ; the weather was much warmer now, making
the snow sticky which helped me a great deal, and after the
final trudge through the heather we celebrated our return
' home ' with a camp-fire by the burn.
The next day was spent practising on the slopes of Sgoran
Dubh Mor. I only once ventured onto the top of this ridge as I
found the cold wind had turned much of the snow into clear ice,
excellent for skating but no fun for a beginner on skis.
Our holiday was drawing to a close and the following morning we struck camp and walked across the moor to Kingussie to
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catch the evening train for home. These five days had made a
big impression on me and for months afterwards the sight of a
beautiful sky would take my thoughts back to the spacious
Cairngorms.
Three weeks later I found myself in the train with my brother
Frank, and Tony Brown, on my way to Fort William. This time
we had substituted ice axes for skis. After a meal in Fort
William, we set off up the pony track but soon regretted our
Either Stevenson
decision to camp in the Alt a Muhuillin.
was wrong when he wrote : * To travel hopefully is better than
to arrive/ or else I wasn't very hopeful. At first we halted for
five minutes after going for 20 minutes but soon it became more
a case of 20 minutes' halt every five minutes' walk. Once we
had left the pony track I began to cheer up, partly because the
way, if rough, was more level, but chiefly because the mist
started to blow off the Ben and it was a perfect day by the time
we reached the camp-site just beyond the C.I.C. Hut.
Our first expedition was a walk over the Aonachs. The
ethers had never used their ice axes before and I did not know
if I was capable of leading them up one of the famous Nevis
climbs under snow conditions ; I regretted this later as they
soon caught up with the little I knew and I did not get a chance
to lead again. The day was far from wasted as we had the most
glorious views of Nevis and the Mamores and amused ourselves
practising glissades. On our arrival back at camp, we found that
Ken. Brindley had arrived and he took us up the North-East
Buttress next day. Conditions were very good, we were on
rocks practically free from snow and there was no ice on the
Mantrap. It was an open chimney above this that Ken had to
cut his way up and I quickly did up my collar to keep out the
chips he sent down ! We made our way to Number Three Gully
and started belaying ourselves over the cornice and down the
steep slope of the top of the gully until two others showed us
how it should be done. We put away the rope, much to my
disappointment, and I watched them glissading down. Then it
was my turn. I started with a sitting glissade in the soft snow
but found the surface was getting harder. 1 wanted to stop, as
that part of my anatomy in contact with the snow was getting a
little warm. 1 pressed in my heeL which had an immediate
effect as I promptly went head over heels; soon after this I
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came to a gentle stop, for despite my fears at the top, the finish
of Number Three Gully was as gentle as I had always been told.
We set out the following morning for the Tower Ridge.
The Douglas Boulder was free from snow and we were soon
over that. The snow on the next part did not delay us long but
it was too soft for an axe belay at the Eastern traverse and we
made a long pitch of it. We found Tower Gap free from snow
and a few steps cut in the last pitch brought us out on the top.
The descent was made by Tower Gully; we used some steps
which had already been made and which brought us round the
traverse and finished with a standing glissade.
That day we discovered the disadvantages of a high camp,
for we were back so early that we could find no excuse for not
starting up Number Two Gully, steps in which had already been
cut. Ken. made things difficult for himself by leaving the
way which avoided the cornice and cutting up straight through
it. We kept on the rope for the descent of Number Three Gully
but it did not help me ; for although I started down first, Ken.
soon whizzed passed me shouting : * take off those brakes ' and
I enjoyed the tow down sitting on a miniature avalanche.
The ascent of Moonlight Gully the following day completed
our holiday ; we came down by Coire Leis but conditions were
not good for glissading. We set out for Fort William, leaving
the tops in mist and me to reflection. The first two nights I had
spent in a tent but for the last three I had joined the party in
the open ; there was a strong wind blowing at night and I
found it more peaceful to sleep away from the flapping tent
canvas. During the first few nights, every time I woke I had
to look at the moonlit cliffs but later when I knew it was all
around me I did not bother to open my eyes, I was content to
feel it was there. I realised how foolish it was to worry about the
cancellation of the foreign travel allowance, for one need only
spend a holiday at the right time of year in Scotland to obtain
splendid Alpine conditions.
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AUTUMN DAYS
IN DERBYSHIRE
BY
NANCY CARPENTER
AM being reintroduced to Derbyshire after a 30 years'
exile and I do not think there are many other districts,
outside the high-mountain areas which can seem as beautiful
and romantic at 40 as they did at 10. Both from school and
from home in holiday times we explored the Peak District
almost every week-end and I shall always remember the contrast
between the deep wooded dales and the bare uplands chequered
with rough limestone walls ; the neat little grey villages with
unusual names Flagg and Flash (the origin of 'flash' jewellery Parsley Hay a, d Monyash, Earlsterndale and Chelmorton
Tideswell and Tissington : the homely, welcoming little inns
with odd names such as T'Bull I'Thom, The Cat and Fiddle and
The Silent Woman (with its sign of the headless female).
It is fine to take the bus from the city early on a dark Sunday
morning and an hour or so later step into a steep narrow street
and feel the keen air, then to puff and pant up between high
walls onto the open moorland and start on a packet of sandwiches meant for much later in the day. The first day I went in
my old ragged wind-jacket, blotched here and there with the
damp mosses and lichens from Lakeland rocks. But this did
not meet with approval and next time I sallied forth in a pale
blue windproof and well-pressed, well-fitting slacks. Perhaps
well-filled and tight-fitting would be a better adjective as after
an hour or so my thighs ached with dragging these elegant
drain-pipes up the steep sides of the dales and I longed for my
nice baggy old breeks. It was difficult to believe I had once
done these ups and downs at speed, following The High Peak
Harriers or in a paper-chase, flying over the fields and hanging
from the tops of the walls, dangling, held firmly by the skirts
of a gym. tunic, hooked to the highest stone.
Our first walk was from the Leek Road. The Moor looked
enormous and rather ' Highland ' in a grey mist. There were
odd rock formations looming ahead. Over two centuries ago
an old guide-book thus described them : ' Here are vast rocks

I
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which surprise the admiration, called the Henclouds and Leek
Roaches.' At times a distant ridge lit by sunlight would appear
through the haze. We crossed the moor and dropped down
through glowing, autumn woods to the Black Brook near where
it joins the Dane. On the high moor above the thickly wooded
slopes is a long, deep cleft in the limestone, known as Lud's
Church. This was a secret meeting place for worship in the
days of religious persecution and has a reputation for being used
for less worthy purposes such as smuggling, in later times. Our
way led past an old, disused silk mill, across the Dane into
Cheshire, then up a very steep track to a little cottage, once an
inn, bearing the Stanley arms and family crest above the door
the eagle and child. Here we had a cup of tea. A little to the
west of here is Wild Boar Clough where the last wild boar in
England was supposed to have been killed; there, also is a
finely preserved old mill, John Bright's first silk mill.
We wandered on up the Dane Valley to Three Shires Head
or Panniers Bridge, where the counties of Derbyshire, Cheshire
and Staffordshire meet. From here there are three alternative
routes ; the path by the upper Dane leads to the Congleton
Road from which a moorland track can be taken to the famous
Cat and Fiddle Inn, whilst a track to the north leads to a desolate
moor on which one finds old coalmine shafts, very surprising at
1,000 feet or more. This track brings one back to the Leek
road at Cistern's Clough. Our choice took us round Turn
Edge, giving fine views of the Dane Valley, to the same road at
the Travellers Rest at Flash. This village, which is one of three
claimants to the * highest in England' and stands 1,700 feet
above sea level, was formerly the seasonal resort of tinkers
who made counterfeit coins flash money hence the term
* flashy,' for cheap gaudy jewellery.
Another Sunday our 'bus crawled out of Nottingham in a
dense fog which slowly cleared after we passed Ambergate.
Leaving the bus at Bakewell we took steep footpaths up and
down to the Lathkil Dale. This is one of the loveliest and wildest
of dales ; the dry, stony river bed winds between steep walls,
thickly wooded at the lower end and then grassy. Finally the
dale becomes very narrow and the track is a scramble over
boulders between rock walls before it opens onto the high
moorland near Monyash.

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

84

AUTUMN DAYS IN DERBYSHIRE

We crossed the dale near an old mill with wooden machinery.
A garage now occupies the place where stood the millwheel
and the stream which used to turn it flows underground (like
other limestone streams) and wells up again lower down the
dale where by a series of weirs; it is used for a fish hatchery. We
had our lunch basking in the hot sunshine on the edge of a
larch wood near Mock Beggars' Hall and Cratcliffe Tor where
rock-climbers were busy above the old hermit's cave. Mock
Beggars' Hall, known also as Robin Hood's Stride, is a curious
formation of rocks which in the failing light might easily be
mistaken for an old house : hence the name. After lunch we
walked to Birchover and on to Stanton Edge. Here are deep
gritstone quarries from which millstones were formerly sent
to many parts of the world and as far afield as Australia. Now
most of the grindstones go to the steel works in Sheffield. On
the Edge itself have been found very ancient burial places and
near the north end is a stone circle, called ' The Nine Ladies.'
This * Edge,' typical of many in Derbyshire, extends for several
miles at a height of 1,000 feet and affords very fine views. We
dropped down to the River Wye, near Rowsley just before it
joins the Derwent and had tea at a friendly farm house, where
we seemed to be much more than 30 miles from the city fog.
Just before Christmas we had a wonderful Sunday. We
left the bus at the entrance to Monsal Dale. The branches of
the trees were white with hoar frost and the ground hard under
our feet. We followed the dale as far as the cotton mills where
Millers Dale begins. Here, in the absolute stillness one could
almost imagine the presence of the ghosts of tiny children who
were sent up from the workhouses in London in the nineteenth
century, to work for as much as 16 hours a day in these same
mills. These children were hired out on contract by Boards of
Guardians anxious to relieve the rates of their charge. We
turned up Cressbrook Dale and felt happier, for the children
who used to work there were well cared for. In the eighteenth
century, the original mill in Cressbrook Dale was used for
distilling peppermint, which grew plentifully in the valley.
We then entered the deep and thickly wooded Ravensdale and
took a slanting track up to Wardlow Mires. Many placenames in Derbyshire end in ' low' and all are high up on the
moors ; they denote the sites of ancient burying places. Nearby
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is the village of Litton, the old home of the famous Lytton
family, one member of which was Bulwer Lytton, the writer.
From Wardlow we walked along on heathery moorland
and ancient tree-stumps, the remains of an old forest; there
were many workings, this time for lead, before we dropped
down steeply to the village of Great Longstone. The next hill
was round and grassy, and at a spot where we seemed to be
many miles from civilisation, we suddenly got a strong smell of
sulphur and found we were near one of the ventilating shafts of a
railway tunnel! We finished up at Bakewell crossing a lovely
packhorse bridge and stopped to watch a number of Christmas
geese disporting themselves in the Wye. ' Little did they
know. . . .'
I was surprised at the small country incidents which I had
always taken for granted whilst living in Langdale, which I now
noticed and enjoyed: touches of colour; the smell of bracken,
and of sun-warmed grass; birds and animals; the warm,
comforting smell of cows ; all these things made one stand and
stare. For town-dwellers and country dwellers alike * it is the
same beautiful old country, always new ! '
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IDLE THOUGHTS
OF AN IDLE CLIMBER
BY
P. RAVEN

T

HE Editor was kind but firm. Unable to land any other
victim, she hooked me securely ; in vain did I plead that
I could not discourse soulfully on sunsets or inspiringly
about achievements ; that it was not in me to be orthodox or
elevating. ' Write about Wales,' she commanded, ' never mind
about orthodoxy but elevate you must.'
For one whose first love was Wales, the return there is
always attended * by dreams of joy and fear '; joy for the
obvious reasons ; fear, lest like other idols of youth, the mountains should let us down, lest the big gods should after all seem
to be little gods. Will they, compared with the Alps, appear
as mere godlets ? Thank Heaven these awful suspicions are
found to be groundless as soon as the gods condescend to show
themselves; Snowdon remains every inch a mountain and so
do Tryfan, the Glyders and the Carnedds. After all, shape
rather than size makes a mountain and the great rhythmic
sweep of the Horseshoe and the battlements of Tryfan have a
character and a grandeur of outline that is always breathtaking,
however familiar.
These are kindly gods ; they don't exact from their devotee
such horrid rites as rising in the small hours to stumble blindly
* among the glaciers and the rocks,' nor tempt him at noonday
with lethal snow water. They look indulgently on the pilgrim,
be he hare, tiger, tortoise or rabbit and for the last two the
penalty is no worse than loss of face. North Wales, indeed,
is a friendly country where you may go your own pace, enjoy
as many drinks and bathes as decency will allow, sprawl in
idle contentment on the summit and descend at ease at sunset
and withal feel yourself a genuine mountaineer; for the rock
routes are for the most part, good honest ones, taking you to
the top with no nonsense about it; they give you a sense of
being really on a mountain not on a crag which happens to be
attached to a hillside. And for those who like to eat bilberries
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and contemplate the distance, there is an abundance of delectable
ledges, suitably furnished.
The Hymn of Praise, so to speak, sung, let us pass on to
more earthy matters. The wise and the accomplished may
tell you what to do upon mountains, I can only claim the
distinction of having done many things the best climbers do not
do. This enables me to be instructive with becoming modesty.
Here then are some don'ts for young climbers.
DON'T consider too anxiously what you shall put on. I
won't say Heaven will provide the vest you omitted to bring ;
but in Wales you are pretty certain to be wrong anyway. (Note.
One camera in the party is if anything too many; they are very
powerful rain-makers.)
DON'T dally among the bilberries before noon; that first
bilberry may be the thin end of the wedge. I was once a member
of a party bound for Tryfan that marched on its stomach all the
way over the Glyders, arriving on the Heather Terrace about
4 p.m. Little climbing was done that day.
DON'T read the guide-book in the middle of a pitch (unless
you are quite sure no other climber is in sight). This lowers the
tone.
DON'T when you are leading and your last earthy prop seems
about to shed you, unburden your feeling to your companion.
Like the early bather, tell 'em it's lovely. On recollecting the
climb you may even come to beUeve this yourself.
DON'T expect to see all the things you read of in guides.
Maybe you will, maybe you won't. If you are of common clay
certain of these fascinating objects may be veiled from sight.
For instance, The Black and White Gangway which, we are
told, decorates a traverse on the Rocker Rouce, remains, for
me, hidden in a cloud of unknowing. A misguided search for
this elusive attraction nearly got two of us benighted on the
West Peak of Lliwedd and I shall never know by what devious
paths we attained the summit. A later ascent of the authentic
Rocker Route on a fine day still failed to disclose the Gangway.
I can only suppose it to be one of those revelations not vouchsafed to the unseeing eye. Then the Jug-handles on Roof
Route (just above the point where one says Hail and Farewell
to the friends on Route Two) they have to be seen to be believed. Unhappily, in my case, they are not seen. Is it again
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defective vision or does it all depend on what you mean by
Jug-handles ? Or were they put in, like the famous handle in
the story, * to make it more difficult' ? (This last sort of jughandle is possibly what Mr. Edwards would call my idea of a
jug-handle.) No disrespect is intended towards writers of
guides, who are heroes and fully deserve a little poetic
licence.
And now that you know what to avoid doing, lest you be
cast down by this recital let me encourage you by describing a
few improvements and inventions which I hope to effect before
reaching the armchair phase of climbing. We are all ropeconscious nowadays, what with the disciples of Mr. Tarbuck
and the Blessed who have Nylon, who toil not neither do they
knit. But the day will dawn when we shall have :
The Cragsman's Communicator or Nylophone Rope.
Until telepathy becomes a practical proposition here will be an
invaluable aid to those who cannot roar louder than a sucking
dove. It is to be hoped (rather faintly), that it may subdue some
of those raucous cries which today echo among the crags.
Incorporated in the strands of the rope will be telephone wires,
which must be wiggly but not too wiggly; that is, enough to
take up the extension during a strain but not enough to set
up induction. (I leave that one for the back-room boys to work
out.) The leader, remote and lonely on an exposed traverse
will be moved to take the fateful step by a snatch of song or a
stirring quotation : ' Then imitate the action of the tiger, stiffen
the sinews, summon up the blood,' nobly declaimed into the
mouthpiece by his second. The shivering last man, instead of
wondering disconsolately whether anyone is moving, will be
regaled with a running commentary on the goings-on over his
head. But, of course, the main object is to obviate little
misunderstandings of this sort. . . .
LEADER (belayed on the Avalanche Traverse and though he
does not know it, out of earshot): ' O.K., you come.'
Five minutes silence. Rope does not slacken.
LEADER (Sweetly reasonable) : ' That you ? '
More silence. Rope remains taut.
LEADER (who has omitted to light a cigarette) : ' Are You
Coming ? '
Time flows on ; then the head of the second pops round the
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corner, observing pleasantly : ' Why the hell don't you take
the rope in ? . . .'
Or this (experienced on a windy day at Harrison's Rocks :
Voice Aloft: ' Are you coming off ? '
Voice from below the bulge : * No, coming off! '
Voice Aloft: ' Oh, I thought you said " coming off."
Righto, I'll let the rope out.'
Coils of rope vie with the climber in a race to earth. Rope
wins. Then there is The Pectoral Guide Support and The
Sucker Sole and . . . (Editor. Thank you. Some other
time. . . .)
The rosy visions of the future are rudely interrupted by the
wizened thing that calls itself my conscience, remarking nastily :
' I thought the editor told you to write about Wales she said
you could at least describe a day you've enjoyed there.' Well,
I've always thought of climbing as a thing to be done, not written
about save by those whose achievements are worth the telling ;
so the account shall be brief a mere conscience-calmer.
It was not one of the fierce and strenuous days but one of the
do-what-you-feel-like sort and a good time was, I believe, had
by all. We set out, a party of three, from Cwm Dyli on a fine
morning, up by the waterfall and over the bog to join the
miner's track. The only definite objective was Crib Goch
Buttress, new to two of us and a climb which had always
attracted by its airy steepness. No one had any intention of
hurrying and we crossed the shoulder of Crib Goch and took
the scree path at an easy pace, arriving opposite the buttress in
good time for sandwiches and sun-bathing. Time passed,
duty called and we prised ourselves away from our grassy knoll
and sought the rocks. A variety of routes and some argument
as to how many pitches, if any, we were supposed to be doing,
brought us together at the Pinnacle, a pleasantly sensational spot.
The route from here was just as exhilarating as I had always
imagined it. The step from the Pinnacle to the buttress with its
charm of slight uncertainty and the need to calculate just at what
level one will land and exactly where to grasp the flake handhold,
the delighted surprise of staying on after making it, the progress
to a belay (if I remember rightly) the size of a cottage ; the steep
upper pitch where you move delicately first on one side and then
on the other on small holds not too many of them, to emerge
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finally on the ridge itself; these are memories of purest joy
serene.
We fetched our sacks, spent more luxurious hours sunbathing and making ribald comments on the antics of other
parties on the buttress and contrived to ignore some halfhearted murmers about ' doing something else.'
The day was rounded off by a leisurely tour of the Horseshoe
to finish over Lliwidd in a dazzling sunset; and if that isn't an
elevating conclusion Id' like to know what is. There's glory for
you ! as Humpty Dvmpty said.
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EXCURSION INTO
ETHNOLOGY
BY
H. C. BRYAN

T

O many of us there comes the moment when we give a
little gasp of pleasure at recognisirg a scene or custom
in an out-of-the-way-place which is curiously familiar,
almost as if we had lighted on some link with our primitive past.
And among mountain- and mountain people these links seem
to be stronger than between the citizens of the plain.
Those of us who have been to Switzerland or the Pyrenees
will be familiar with the long sonorous note of the alpenhorn
used by the herdsmen to call down their cattle from th alp
and to signal to one another across the valley. When I war very
young I saw the identical instruments used by fat Bhuddist
priests in the Himalayas to call up the sacred fish in the temple
pond for their morning meal; and on the hill-side, a lone watcher
called across 10,000 feet of indigo depth to his friend across the
valley in the same long drawn-out note used by his counterpart,
the Berber goatherd of the High Atlas. The pitch of this note
is the same in most mountain districts and long conversations
may be carried on across relatively vast spaces. There appear0
also, to be somt connection between those wild yells of elacion
emitted by the Scot when reaching the climax of a reel and the
wolf-like hunting cry of ' Yach-ha-ha-ha! ' of the inhabitants
of the Austrian Tyrol and the Haute Pyrenees when they reach
their mountain summit.
The Pyrenees recalls to my mind an incident which might
have taken place among the mountains of the Thibetan Plateau.
My sister and I were ploughing our way up a snow-covered road
in early spring towards the Cirque de Garvarnie when we were
accosted by two veritable Devil Dancers, dressed in bearskin
masks and horrifying horned headdresses ; blowing their horns
in our faces and more than a little drunk, they tried by their
buffoonery to intimidate us. Fortunately we were not far from a
wayside inn and we shook them off while they imbibed yet more
wine.
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The Highland Scots, who so justly pride themselves on the
sanctity of the Tartan, may be interested in the Swat Valley, in
the Himalayas, where for centuries past, the women have woven
a length of blanket or plaid in a classical design, varying slightly
in each side-valley and representing the pattern of the village
or clan.
An even more striking example of similarity in handicraft is
found in the cone-shaped baskets of the Alps in which the Swiss
carry their hay, their loaves, their wood or anything which
requires transportation across a steep slope, and the replica of
this, called a ' kilta,' used by the peasant population of the
Himalayas. The alpine cowcheds with overhanging penthouse
roofs have their exact counterparts on the ' margs ' or cow-alps
of Kashmir ; while the stont houses on the southern side of the
Swiss Alps are exactly like those seen in the upland valleys of
Leh or ' Little Thibet.' And where in mountain Britain, the
old bell-wether tinkles at the head of the flock, and in Switzc rland
the cows make music, in Gilgit the post-runner carries a bell on
his staff to exorcise the devils on his urgent way.
Devils ? ' Let us tie many strings of prayer rags on the
cairn at the top of the high pass and build a prayer wall that
The Way may not be forgotten the requisite prayers may be
said.' Om mane padme bum—the Jewel in the Lotus. Do we
not also, in all our mountain regions, build cairns of thankfulness
at having arrived at the summit and for ? sign that this is the
right way ?
Little boys and girls, playing with pebbles washed off the
screes of Sgurr na Stri, call to each other ' How many birds in
the nest ? ' a game played by their brothers in the distant gorges
of the Indus Valley where the mountain torrent sweeps an
occasional beach of bright pebbles into a bay under its formidable
cliffs; perhaps the closest link of all is the longed-for, heatrenewing herb Tchai of the Gobi Desert; Char of the bills of
India; The of the French Alps ; our old friend Tea of the
climbing huts of Britain and the camp fire which is the oldest
sign of civilization.
As one takes a walk down the garden on a summer
evening there can be no greater pleasure than to remember or
envisage the natural haunts of the flowers now growing so
domestically beside the cared-for paths. The blue Himalayan
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poppy, perched on a rock ledge beside a Himalayan track;
the primula rosea nestling by the snout of a glacier; tht flood
of purple iris in the Vale of Kashmir, the crimson slope of forest
rhododendron and all the glorious pageant of the herbaceous
border delphinium, aquilegia, potentilla, monkshood, Solomon's seal, that made joyous the long day's march. At our
feet, in the beloved rock-garden are housed the soldanellas, the
gentians, the sedums and the edelweiss gathered (illegitimately)
from the Alps we love so wf 11; and the yellow rock briar, the
pink cushion saxifrage and the trollius of Skye are here too, to
TV mind us of Scottish holidays above the alpine level. Fun to
meet at 4,000 feet in these latitudes, that for which you mu?t
climb to 10,000 feet in more southerly regions. Oddest of all,
to know that at 16,000 feet, there is an ice-cap, with its attendant
flora, on the equator. A mountaineer's garden is a tale that is
told and a part of his mountain heritage. From mountains to
men, from men to gardens, from gardens to houses and from
houses to hospitality; the links in the chain go on. Mountain
climate engenders hospitality. The lonely farm at the foot of an
Icelandic ice-cap has an ever-ready guest chamber for the comfort of a possible wayfarer benighted by the sudden blizzards
or the swollen rivers of that intriguing country; the nomad
shepherds from Thibet will offer you a corner of their smokefilled tents, gratefully acceptable from the piercing icy wind.
No owner of an alpine chalet has been known to turn the
traveller away on a stormy night. Whether it be that they offer
you the shelter of a wall of pack-saddles and z bowl of goat's
milk on a Himalayan pass or a seat by the peat fire and a porringer
of oatmeal in a Highland croft, the ready hospitality of the
hillmen has been the pleasant exp rience of us all.
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CLUB NOTES
BY
ANNETTE WILSON
OOKING back over the dozen or so years since the
publication of the last club journal one feels a certain
surprise that those years, which caused such violent
upheavals in all our lives, should have left the club untouched.
It is true that, at meets, new faces have taken the place of some
familiar and well-loved ones, but for the most part these are
the normal casualties of marriage and motherhood, to which a
women's club is subject at all times. During the war, in spite
of many difficulties, we contrived to have at least one official
meet each year, and we never missed holding an Annual Meeting,
though most of our members, and especially the really active
ones, were either in the Women's Services or doing other war
work. Fortunately our only war casualty was the loss of the
club's entire financial records in the 1941 fire blitz on Manchester, and that, though inconvenient, was comparatively
trifling.
It was during the war that many of us discovered for the
first time the delights of our club hut for a longer holiday than
the usual week-end, and, though barbed wire and padlocked
gates at the power station were a reminder of grim realities,
many small parties recaptured there for a brief time the lighthearted gaiety of happier days. It was during the war, too, that
the club came of age at Easter, 1942. This could not be allowed
to go unsung, war or no war, and 17 members and two friends
met at the Old Dungeon Ghyll Hotel in Langdale, to celebrate
the event. There were no fireworks, of course, but there WAS
a cake ; the largest and loveliest cake then in existence, fashioned
by the sisters Wells from fabulous quantities of eggs, and brandy,
and other precious things collected in quarters here, and ounces
there, from members all over the country. It was a cake worthy
of the occasion.
The end of the war did not bring with it the immediate
freedom of movement one would have liked, but 1946 and
1947 saw an increase of club meets to something approaching
pre-war standards, and the return of such pleasurable functions

L

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved
CLUB NOTES

95

as club dinners, our own and those of kindred clubs. In 1947,
and again in 1948, very successful joint meets with the Ladies'
Scottish Climbing Club took place in Glencoe, on the first
occasion at the S.M.C. Hut, Lagangarbh, on the lower slopes of
Buchaille Etive, and on the second occasion at Black Rock, near
Kingshouse, the newly acquired hut of the Ladies' Scottish.
This year we are looking forward to repaying this hospitality
when the Ladies' Scottish visit us in Cwm Dyli, at Whit-week.
It is sad to have to record the death of six of our members
during and since the war; in 1943, Mrs. Gross ; in 1944, Dr.
Jean Orr-Ewing, and in 1949, Mrs. E. H. Daniell (E. H. Young).
The other three were killed ' in action ' on the mountain.
Nancy Forsyth, on Ben Nevis, in September, 1944 ; Dorothy
Gray, on the Petite Dent du Visivi, in 1947 ; and Freda Rylatt,
on Dinas Cromlech, in October last year. Three at any rate of
these were in the front rank of women climbers, and two were
also distinguished in other fields. We are proud and grateful
to have known all of them.
One of the outstanding developments of recent years has
been the increased facilities for using other clubs' huts, in
Scotland as well as in the Lakes and North Wales and now in
Cornwall, where we have been invited by the Climbers' Club to
use their cottage between St. Ives and Penzance.
This record would not be complete without some reference
to the British Mountaineering Council, on which we have been
represented since its inception. The Council has done a good
deal of useful work in organising training courses and so on,
and it will have the support of all clubs, and particularly our own,
in its opposition to the proposed North Wales Electrification
Scheme which, if it goes through, will mean the ultimate loss of
our hut in Cwm Dyli.
These, then, have been the few outstanding events of the
last dozen years ; a dull, pedestrian record, no doubt, but then,
it has the advantage that the club remains at the end of them as it
was at the beginning a modest, happy fellowship.
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1943
1944
1944
1947
1949
1949

Mrs. Gross
Dr. Jean Orr-Ewing
Nancy Forsyth
Dorothy Gray
M. E. H. Daniell
Freda Rylatt

H.C.B.
E.P.
N.C.
E.W.L.
A.W.
A.W.

1943. Mrs. Gross (nee Todd)
It was with great regret that we heard of the death, in 1943,
of Mrs. Gross, better known to some of us as Todd. Todd, as
she was when I came most in contact with her, was a cheerful
and indefatigable climber whom no bad weather could daunt or
dismay; she would turn up week after week at Coniston in
pouring rain to spend the whole day on Dow Crags with
members of the Fell and Rock. Her friendly presence at Pinnacle
Meets was a quiet though assured asset. During the war so
many of us lost sight of our friends and found it impossible to
keep up with them; it would be sad to feel that the loss of a
valued member was obscured for ever by that universal calamity
without any record of her passing. May this be a small tribute
to one of our companions and a fellow lover of the mountains.
H.C.B.
1944. Dr. Jean Orr-Ewing
Until the war which gave few opportunities for mountain
holiday Jean Orr-Ewing was an active member of the Club and
she came to all the meets that her very busy career allowed.
My earliest recollection of her is of a keen captain of the first
eleven at school where, as a popular Head Girl, she was quite
among the gods. Of her later successful professional abilities,
someone more fitted than I should write, for there was a long,
long gap, before, as members of the Pinnacle Club, we met again.
Besides her acquaintance of British rocks she spent several
holidays abroad in Switzerland and in Corsica and, too, she led
a scientific expedition to Iceland. She was a keen skier and I
have spent more than one good day with her on the snow-slopes
of Helvellyn and Skiddaw. She was a good companion on all
occasions and with her great knowledge of birds a day out with
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her was full of interest. It happened that I had to spend a few
days in Oxford during the latter part cf the war and I spent
the leisure hours of that visit talking with Jean at her rooms at
Lady Margaret Hall of past days of climbing, ridge-walking and
bird-watching anc* all the eld comradeship of the mountains that
we missed so much. I look back on some of my best days in the
hills with Jean as one of the party.

E.P.
1944. Nancy Forsytb
In 1944, the Club lost one of its finest climbers when Nancy
Forsyth lost her life in an accident on Ben Nevis. She was a
skilled rock-climber and an excellent mountaineer, strong and
reliable, and a splendid companion both on the hills and during
the evening life of the huts in the valleys. Most of her expeditions were to the Scottish Highlands as she lived at Dumfries,
and the journey to Wales was too long for week-end climbing,
especially during the war years, when she was doing Red-Cross
work after school hours. But she had been to Cwm Dyli and
I remember her amusing account of her first visit, when she was
whisked up to Lockwood's Chimney at once by the hardy
Welsh women waiting for her arrival.
Up in the North Nancy had very wide experience and a
small group of us had some perfect trips together. Over the
summer rocks of Ben Nevis and the Cuillins and over the misty,
icy ridges of the winter mainland we sped or crawled, guide-book
or compass in hand, peering through the heat haze or through
frost-encrusted balaclavas. Wonderful days in the fresh air
which will never be equalled.
Nancy was taken in the prime of her life and we who are left
are past our care-free youth and must adapt ourselves to the
gentler slopes. But a sudden peep of a distant arete and the
sudden scent of sun-warmed earth will bring back our youth.
The memories of those privileged to know Nancy Forsyth, that
fine woman, will make these days more serene.
N.C.
1947. Dorothy Gray
Dorothy Gray joined the Club in 1941, becoming at once
one of its intimate members. She arrived at Hut Meets with a
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load of good humour and readiness to join in everything, and
no climb or hut chore impaired her temper, nerves, or her
appearance. A most happy and delightful person, her early
death robbed us of a very good companion. She fell and was
instantly killed when running down the steep track from the
Dents de Veisevis during her first Swiss season, in 1947.
E.W.L.
1949.. Mrs. E. H. Daniell
When Mrs. Daniell died on 8th August, 1949, the Club
lost one of its most distinguished members. As E. H. Young
she was well known in the literary world for her novels of the
west country, to which she was native. As a climber she will
be remembered best perhaps for her part in the first ascent of
Hope on Idwal Slabs. She was an original member of the Club,
having joined at the inaugural meeting on z6th March, 1921,
and though she had not, unfortunately, been active in the club
for some years before her death, she continued to support us,
and, I think took an interest in our doings.
A.W.
1949. Freda Rylatt
Freda Rylatt joined the Club in 1941, and from that time
until her tragic death on Dinas Cromlech, on 30th October last
year, she was one of the most loyal and stalwart members. It
was obvious from the first that she was going to be a very good
climber, and by the time she was awarded full membership in
1943 she was leading very good climbs indeed. She served for
three years on the committee, and was the Hon. Librarian when
she died.
Freda's love of the hills, and her joy in climbing on them, was
deep and real; it did, to a quite unusual degree, dominate her
life, and she deliberately sacrificed her career to it by refusing,
except once for a very short time, to take up any post away from
the north country. She was an inveterate week-ender, staying
in club huts, or youth hostels, or carrying a tent on her back and
camping. She also did a lot of gritstone climbing from her
home at Hathersage and was a well-known figure on all the
Derbyshire outcrops. Her strength and endurance were a
legend in the club and because she enjoyed this advantage she
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would always seek in some unobtrusive way to lighten the
burden for weaker members of the party, and many of us have
been grateful at some time or another to lean upon that protective
strength. She was essentially unassuming, never boasting of
her feats on rock or in any other field ; typically, it was not until
her death that some of her closest friends in the club discovered
that she held an M.A. degree.
We have lost a fine climber, a grand companion, and a true
friend.
A.W.
Freda
by E.W.L.
The kind heart is still,
The strong stride is done ;
The joy in the hill
In the rain, in the sun.
But kindness and strength
Her brief race run,
Live on here the length
Of our days in the sun.
In our minds still engendering
More joy, more befriending,
So life without ending,
Eternity won.
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CAMBRIDGE MOUNTAINEERING JOURNAL, 1949.
A copy of the above Journal has just come to hand. It contains a nicely
balanced collection of articles on the usual subjects ; the traverse of the
Cuchuchillin Ridge, an Alpine Meet, the Amusing Article (which did amuse),
the Philosophical Article (which amused but did not convince), and several
good photographs, among them one of Corrie Mhic Fearchair and The
Mantelshelf on Gimmer Crack.
The most important aiticle in the Journal is the account of the Cambridge University Expedition to Spitsbergen by C. NX'. Brasher. The
expedition was divided into three parties for the purpose of survey and
geology and some solid work was put in surveying the coastal regions and
mapping the glaciers of the Central Plateau where a Base Camp was established. Mount Waynflete (4,750 feet), an impressive snow peak, was
climbed on ski. On the way back to Base, the Nansen sledge started an
avalanche which swept the party into a 4o-foot crevasse, from which,
however, they were both skilful and lucky enough to extricate themselves
with only one minor casualty. Mention must be made of a fine rock climb,
the Central Route on Llech Du, described with restraint by B. L. Blake.
But ladies and gentlemen, pray silence must we perpetuate the enormity
miscalling that giant cliff, Clogwyn d'ur Arddu, " Cloggy ? '
H.CB.
LADIES' ALPINE CLUB YEARBOOK, 1948.
This Yearbook has a marvellous record of the climbs of the members
during 1946 and 1947. Very many of them are guideless and some of the
best of them by women only. The climbs roam over the Canadian mountains
and Switzerland and an interesting article by Phyllis Munday describes an
attempt on Mt. Homathko. Mrs. Richards gives a delightful account of
snowshoeing expeditions in winter, the technique of this sport seems
highly developed and complicated. The illustration of the Dom is excellent.
L. E. BRAY.
THE RUCKSACK CLUB JOURNAL, 1949.
On reading this journal, one realises the keenness of the members of
the Rucksack Club. In an article by A. V. Dillon one feels the thrill of a
first ascent in wild, unknown country. ' Family Holiday,' by A. G. Pigott
and * Reflections on an Alpine Meet,' bring the atmosphere of the Alps
vividly to mind with some useful lessons in Alpine training. Two humorous
sketches : ' the Compass,' by A. R. Eastman and ' The Competitive Spirit,'
by Frank Kiernan, make good light reading. There are some excellent
photographs, particularly the frontispiece,'Gendarme on the Obergabelhorn,'
by H. P. Spilsbury. Reports of lectures and outdoor meetings, new climbs
described, complete the picture of the Club's activities.
M.I.J.
THE CAIRNGORM CLUB JOURNAL, No. xvi, No. 86, 1948-49.
The members of this energetic club do not confine their activities to
their home mountains as is shown by the following articles in their present
issue : * Some Arran Climbs and Rambles,' by E. C. W. Rudge, ' Welsh
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Journey,' by W. Lumsden, and ' Impressions of Austria,' by D. Mark Nicol.
There is also an interesting account of the opening of a Memorial Bridge to
the late James A. Parker. New climbs by members are described in detail.
M.I.J.
THE YORKSHIRE RAMBLERS' JOURNAL
' Return to the Alps,' by H. G. Watts, gives a pleasant account of ski-ing
at Wengen under post-war conditions. R. E. Chadwick's ' A First Visit to
the Alps,' tells of a most strenuous holiday in Zermatt in 1947, and contrasts
Alpine with Lake District climbing. H. S. Stringer in ' Gyrene Underground ' gives a very interesting account of the remains of underground
caverns and artificial passages used in ancient times in the cult of Apollo.
A. W. Matheson describes in ' A Summer Camp in Lewes,' the lonely
moors of the Hebrides and the hospitality and kindness of the local inhabitants. H. L. Stembridge writes a detailed and very useful illustrated
guide to the climbs on Almscliff. H. L. Stembridge and J. A. Holmes write
accounts of pot-holing in the west of Northern Ireland. D. Brindle writes
of the difficult break through in exploring Car Pot in Craven. W. A.
Poucher shows a beautiful photograph of Malham Cove for a frontispiece
and there are some pleasing little sketches at the end of the articles.
C.L.C.
THE FELL AND ROCK JOURNAL, 1948.
With a membership around the 1,000 mark it is no matter for surprise
that this should be the fattest club journal we know, nor that it should
maintain a high standard of penmanship throughout. But where are the
women members of this famous club ? Completely unrepresented in this
issue, with the exception of a few modest reviewers I Apart from this
flaw, the journal is excellent and covers a large variety of subjects, from the
strictly practical exposition on the decay of rope by the expert Mr. Mears, to
the enviable dream country of Mr. Howard Somervell. Bentley Beetham's
classified list of the climbs on Shepherd's Crag in Borrowdale is, to this
reader at least, refreshingly free of the monotonous ' Severe,'' Exceptionally
Severe,' ' Very Hard Severe,' which characterises most lists of new climbs,
and A. P. Rossiter's argument for and against climbing alone is sheer delight.
It is pleasant to find one of our own members the bare-footed * Welsh '
climber making an impression (metaphorically speaking) on so redoubtable
a climber as Mr. A. R. Dolphin. With Gerald Lacey and W. A. Poucher in
the company it is perhaps superfluous to remark that the illustrations are
excellent but I particularly liked J. H. Fleming's ' Chombu.'
A.W.
CLIMBERS' CLUB JOURNAL, No. 74, 1949.
Never do I feel so weak a woman as when reading the journal of a
men's climbing club. Do they ever climb anything but Severes and above ?
Only, apparently, in such out of the way places as Sinai and Grahamland
and, of course, on the Worcestershire Beacon, which Mr. C. W. F. Noycc
almost persuades us is worthy of regard as a mountain. F. H. Keenlyside
gives a nonchalant account of a chapter of accidents on the Mischabel, and
G. Winthrop Young's article on V. J. E. Ryan revives one's early delight
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on first reading about the author's own splendid heyday in the Alps. There
is an account by B. Pierre of the second ascent of the Badile N.E. Face, in
August, 1948 ; a fine achievement, no doubt, but we are pleased to note his
insistence that though' . . . artificial climbing is sometimes a necessity . . .
free climbing gives the purest delight and remains the only true one.' I am
again encouraged to find that the list of new climbs includes more than one
in the merely ' Difficult' category but can someone tell me the difference
between ' Very Difficult' and * Hard Difficult' or between ' Very,'
' Hard,' ' Exceptionally,' ' Hard Very,' and ' Extremely ' when applied to
Severes ? They are all the same to me, of course, but it would be nice to
know.
A.W.

EDITOR'S NOTE
Easter, 1950, brought us to our Eleventh Annual General
Meeting since the beginning of the war and with it the end of
a term of office, lasting 12 years, of our Honorary Secretary,
Annette Wilson.
Her unswerving devotion to the interests of the Club
through the long war years, her unfailing tact and above all
her meticulous hard work in all the manifold duties of a secretary,
have earned our very real appreciation and gratitude.
The thanks of the Pinnacle Club are due to her in full measure.
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