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FOREWORD
EILEEN GREGORY
HE lapse of eight years since the publication of the last
journal is due to financial reasons, but we hope that the
increase in subscriptions will enable us to have a journal
more frequently in the future. The club has changed little but it
is good to notice that, although the numbers have risen only
slightly, the proportion of full to associate members is increasing
steadily. While a steady flow of keen young members is coming
along quite a number of original members are regular attenders
at meets and in 1953 the ten remaining founders were made
honorary members.
The hut in Cwm Dyli is still our base for the majority of
meets and is more popular than ever. A considerable sum of
money has had to be spent on essential repairs and we have been
granted a three-year lease by the electricity authority. The hut
has been repointed and the upstairs floor made safe. In 1954 a
drying stove was installed in the back of the hut, and in 1957
calor gas was introduced and a new gas stove installed. New
bunk canvases have been supplied by the Climbers' Club and
an oak bench was purchased from the Freda Rylatt Memorial
Fund. The club is not quite so soft as might be gathered from
these added comforts in the hut, for example some young
members think that the iron beam supporting the dormitory
floor is placed there for ' pull ups.'
The general increase in climbing standard in the last few
years has been reflected in the activities of our own members.
Notable achievements in the Alps are the cord&es femlnines of Nea
and Denise Morin, and Denise Shortall and Rie Herbert. Anne
Little John has made a circuit of the greater Cuillin ridge in
24 hours.
The Easter and dinner meets have been very well attended.
These usually alternate between Wales and the Lake District.
Other meets have also been held in these districts, and in
Scotland, Yorkshire, and the Avon Gorge. The numbers
attending these have fluctuated. This year at Whitsuntide we
joined the Ladies' Scottish Climbing Club, who are celebrating
their Jubilee, for a meet in the Fort William area. This was a
great success, the Charles Inglis Clark and the Steall huts were
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full and the overflow camped. Such enthusiasm was not
rewarded with the weather it deserved.
There have been two Continental meets. Nea Morin as
President organised a meet in the Dauphine, in 1954, which was
highly successful. A dozen members were present and eight
peaks were climbed. In 1957 six members attended a meet in
the Dolomites and were privileged to have the help and advice
of Brenda Ritchie in her favourite climbing area. We have yet
to run an Alpine meet \* ithout the aid of men as guides ; I
wonder whether the time will come ?
Last year we decided that funds would allow the publication
of another journal, and the success of this is due to the efforts of
the editor worrying articles from members and taking infinite
trouble over the photographs. May this journal be the forerunner of more frequent publications.
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THE ABINGER HIMALAYAN
EXPEDITION
EILEEN GREGORY
N 1956 I was lucky enough to visit Kulu and Lahoul. I was
one of a party of four women, none of whom had visited
the Himalayas before, and we were to find that this was the
ideal district for such a party. When we returned we announced
that we had had a successful expedition. This was not difficult
as we had as our aim, * to explore the Barashigri glacier.' As
I had no first hand experience of the Himalayas, at first I tended
to compare it with what I had read of the better known parts of
the range. It was not until I had climbed a few peaks that I
realised that the climbs were only on an Alpine scale, the summits
were 5,000 ft. higher than the Alps, but so also were the valleys.
Kulu is in India, which means that trained Sherpas from
Darjeeling can be sent there. It is situated in the Punjab,
roughly between Kashmir and Garhwal. It is becoming more
and more popular with small parties, some of whom have flown
to India and visited it for their summer holidays. It is less than
48 hours by rail and road from Delhi.
I travelled by myself by sea and rail, and eventually started
on the last stage of the journey when I boarded the bus at the
railhead at Pathankot. It was a thrill to join the hill people, the
women ornamented not only with elaborate ear-rings, but with
nose-rings as well. I assumed that I was the only one on the bus
who spoke English, but gradually my fellow passengers remembered a few phrases, yet I was far from the usual tourist
track I had left the Americans behind at Pathankot, awaiting a
plane to Kashmir. There was one little girl who could only
stare at me. Her father apologised and explained that she had
never seen a memsahib before.
The Kulu valley is beautiful by any standards, terraced fields
in the floor of the valley, then fruit orchards, magnificent
deodars, and the amusing Himalayan holly-oak. Higher there
are birch trees and flowery meadows which provide summer
grazing for the herds. At the bus stops bazaar areas have grown
up, but in the older villages the houses are made with loving care,
the wood covered with carving. There are temples of varying
design in the different villages, some of wood and some of stone.

I

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

10

THE ABINGER HIMALAYAN EXPEDITION

To reach the Barashigri glacier, our expedition had to cross
a pass to the north, into the province of Lahoul. This we found
completely barren, ' Nor tree nor leaf, but only God ' was how
an old saying was translated to us. How true this seemed in
May when there were only rocks and snow, but as we returned
in July we were surprised to find green meadows.
The usual bus terminus was Manali Post Office, but as I
had the expedition's kit with me, the bus took me on to Sunshine Orchard, where I was to stay in the small hotel run by
Major Banon, an Englishman who was the ' King ' of the valley.
He had already given our party invaluable advice and was to
continue helping us, finding our porters, and arranging mules to
meet us ; in fact I felt we were only playing at expeditions with
such a helper in the background.
In the heat of Delhi (107° in the shade) I had begun to dread
the thought of climbing mountains, for I had so little energy.
It was wonderful to reach Manali (6,000 ft.) and find in the
delightful hill climate that I had energy to burn. For the first
time in my life the seeking of mountains seemed a sensible thing
to do, and not a peculiarity of mine. I was so fascinated by the
people that I spent the first few days wandering around the
villages, but quite soon I decided to try a peak of 11,073 & I
asked for a little breakfast to be brought with my ' chota hazri'
at six o'clock, and set out half an hour later. It was a grind up,
but the view was superb, over to Deo Tibba the other side of
the valley, and to the north to the Rhotang Pass which led to
Lahoul and our Barashigri glacier. A snow slope on the north
side of my peak brought me quickly down, but miles away
from Manali, and I was half an hour late for lunch.
People were a little shocked by my solo walk; did I not
know there were bears in the woods ? The Major insisted that
I had a boy to accompany me on my next walk, Khanpari Tibba,
13,207 ft. I thought it a good idea to take my vocabulary of
Hindustani words to practise them on the boy, but he was
much too shy to be company for me. On the top he walked out
of my sight to eat his lunch. The summit ridge was of snow with
a photogenic cornice to the south. Then the boy used three of
his few English words, * two hours down/ I thought he was
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misjudging me, but that was all it took ; we hardly ran, and had
time to pick and photograph flowers on the way.
The afternoon bus was late, and I was back in plenty of
time to welcome Frances Delany who had flown over from
Africa. Frances was the second of the party to reach Manali
and there were about 10 days before we could expect the others,
so we collected some porters together and food for a week, and
started up the Jagatsukh Nullah, a side valley to the east of Kulu.
We had a very happy six days, at first I could not get used to
the fact that the porters not only carried everything, but did all
the work about camp as well. We had some beautiful camp
sites in a clearing in the woods, on the bare ground where there
was just a little juniper wood for fuel, and finally on the snow at
about 14,000 ft., from where I was able to climb a peak of 17,15 5
ft. with one of our porters. He was called Chandru Ram, a
Manali boy who delighted me by showing enthusiasm for
climbing. Frances and I had a last day ascending to a col
looking over to the Malana Nullah to the south, and then we
returned, in stages, to Manali, where the rest of the party had
assembled after their thrilling drive from England in their little
Ford Anglia. Joyce Dunsheath was our leader, and Hilda Reid,
a nurse, was looking after the party's food and the medical
equipment.
We had planned to cross to Lahoul by the Rhotang Pass
(13,050 ft.) with mules to carry the equipment. We were told
there was still too much snow on the pass, so Joyce and I had
two days out to see for ourselves. Not only was the snow on
the pass deep, but much of the Chandra valley the other side was
covered ; the Major was right as usual. We had to re-pack to
make the loads suitable for porters. We decided to take food
and equipment for three weeks and leave the rest for the Major
to send round by mules when the pass was open.
With porters instead of mules we saved a day by crossing the
Hamtah pass (14,027 ft.) instead of the Rhotang. It was a steep
descent from the top of the pass, and we put fixed ropes in places
to help the laden men. The next two days were spent walking
up the Chandra valley to Shigri, where we paid off the 26 Manali
porters, and continued with our four Sherpas, sent by the
Himalayan Club at Darjeeling, and the four Ladakhis, chosen by
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the Major from a group of men from the province of Ladakh who
were working in Kulu at that time.
With only eight men we had to start relaying up the glacier,
and although it was only about 10 miles to our advanced base
at Concordia, it took us six days to reach it. We had to relay
three times ; the snow was very bad after nine o'clock and we
were sometimes up to our waists, and found it impossible to
cover many miles in a day.
From Concordia we were in a position to climb peaks, one
(Jeldi-jeldi) was just west of Concordia and about 17,500 ft. high.
From a camp farther south we climbed the buttress to Outlook
Peak, and had a magnificent view in the direction of Spiti. Our
next camp was east from Concordia. Following the curve of
the glacier and camping at the foot of Gunther's Peak (climbed
by Mr. Gunther in '53), Frances and I and two Sherpas arrived
at the summit, the highest point reached by the expedition
(about 21,000 ft.). The view was rewarding of course, but was
particularly interesting as Mr. Gunther had had bad weather, and
we were able to solve some of the mysteries which he had left.
We found that his Lion glacier did not exist. Frances, an experienced surveyor, was able to fill in a section of the map.
Frances and I also ascended to the col at the head of the glacier,
but food and fuel shortage sent us back to Concordia to await the
supplies sent with the mules. Eventually Joyce and Hilda had to
descend to Shigri to help send up the stores.
Joyce was very keen that the four members of the party
should climb a peak together, and, before Joyce and Hilda
descended to Shigri, I suggested that we should all try the
Convex summit above Concordia. This did not turn out to be
a good idea as I had the last thousand feet to ascend solo, and
then had to make my way along a thrilling ridge to the highest
point. I resolved not to go out again without some of our
porters.
While I was awaiting further supplies I visited a couple of
cols. One was the ice-col, part way up which Joyce and Hilda
subsequently camped, and the other I visited in an effort to
find the best way up to a plateau below a peak named * The
Cathedral' by our predecessor up the glacier. After the supplies
arrived I was able to set out with two Sherpas and one Ladakhi
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for what proved to be the most interesting climbing of the
expedition.
We camped at the foot of the ice-fall and were able to cross
an avalanche channel in the early morning. At first I had to
cut steps up several hundred feet of steep snow, but then the
angle eased off and the snow softened. The worst was at the top
where we had to cross a bridge of soft snow. I made sure I had
slings to help myself in case of emergency, for I was not sure
how far I could rely on the men, if anything went wrong.
We pitched camp on the plateau and the next day we climbed
a small rock peak, the Chapter House (c. 19,000 ft.), north of the
Cathedral. At first I had trouble with the men thinking they
knew all about this climbing, and two got ahead of me up the
easy-angled slab, and I was left to lead only the Sherpa Nima.
When I caught up the first rope on the fore-summit, I was
surprised, and I am afraid not a little pleased, when two of the
party said they would not bother to go any farther, and only
Mingma followed me to the summit, along a gloriously exposed
ridge of firm yellow granite. Mingma had reached a height of
25,000 ft. with the French on Makalu the previous year, and he
used to impress me by quoting such people as Terray and
Couzy.
From the Chapter House we got a good view of the
Cathedral, 20,000 ft., and I determined to try it the next day.
I always think of it as Mingma's peak as our best Sherpa was of
light enough build to lead across a steep bridge of soft snow, in
which I sank too far to make any progress. After that he was
reluctant to relinquish the lead and cut a lovely staircase up
the steep ice to the summit. We spent a happy half-hour building
cairns and taking photographs and then started down the south
(opposite) side. This was even steeper than our way up, but
it was composed of snow instead of ice, and we hoped to
avoid the snow bridge this way. The first part went well,
but lower down we had to traverse on very unstable snow where
even Nima, the reckless Sherpa, seemed subdued. We regained
our camp on the plateau, and waited until the next morning
when the snow was firm again before descending the icefall.
Back at Concordia I joined Frances once more and we tried
to make a circular tour of our return to Shigri. We crossed a
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col and continued down a new valley for a couple of days,
unfortunately we found it impassable, and had to return the
way we had come.
We descended the Chandra valley in the rain, and crossed
the Rhotang pass back to Manali, where we all collected
together for a day, before, first, the other memsahibs and then the
Sherpas left for their homes. When the weather brightened I
was impatient to get into the hills again the only companions
I could find were the Ladakhis, and two of these made perfect
porters-cum-climbing friends.
We started over a col from Nagar to the Malana Nullah,
expecting to make the best of the doubtful weather and cross
south to the Parbati valley. As the weather improved we were
able to continue up the Malana Nullah, and eventually pitched
camp on the watershed ridge at the head of the Jagatsukh
Nullah, which Frances and I had visited in May. From this camp
I employed the last fine day before the monsoon in climbing Deo
Tibba by the Watershed ridge. All went well on the ascent,
although the snow was soft and deep on the slope leading to the
final dome. It was a large summit, different from the sharp points
of the Barashigri peaks. There was a sea of cloud below us as
we started down. By the time we had reached the top of the
Watershed ridge the snow was very soft and it was necessary to
cut steps in the underlying ice. Cutting for the descent worked
very well, the men would do the cutting while I stayed at the
top of each pitch to safeguard the party. I had little confidence
in my pick stuck into the ice, and I knew I should have to stop a
slip before it developed into a fall, but I was not put to the test
and we reached the bottom safely.
Two wet days and we were down the Jagatsukh Nullah and
back in Manali. I had to leave the next day in order to reach
Bombay in plenty of time for the customs to clear the bond on
the equipment I was taking out of India.
I must confess I spent most of my time on the ship home,
eating and sleeping. I seemed a poor recommendation for a
Himalayan holiday, but it was an experience I would not have
missed for worlds. I had been afraid I might only enjoy the
expedition in retrospect, but my chief memory of the days above
the snowline was of the utter contentment I had felt.
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CLIMBING AND WALKING
L. E. BRAY
STILL climb though over 80. I know, of course, that really
I only walk ; but all these young people who rush up and
down the Lakeland hills say they are climbing. When
questioned more closely they say : ' Oh, no we don't go ropeclimbing but we have climbed ever so many mountains in the
Lakes/ So now in my old age I maintain with the young that I
' climb.'
Two of my recent climbs were with Pilley. I need not
describe who ' Pilley * is because everyone knows. To me she is
one of my oldest and dearest climbing friends. I can look back
to the dim ages when we went to the Alps together she and
Paddy and I. If some of our new members do not know who
' Paddy ' is they can ask the older ones. We had resolved to do
some guideless climbing. They were only modest climbs, but
I believe we were the first women ever to go guideless in the
Alps. Now the most ferocious climbs are done alone by
women, but I like to think we were the pioneers.
However, to return to more modern times I received one
day a card from Pilley : ' I am going to the Pinnacle Club meet
in November, will you join me ? ' I agreed and booked a room
at P.Y.G. as the comforts of an hotel appeal more to me than
the discomforts of a hut. Pilley went to the hut, but then she is
years younger than I am.
She turned up early on Saturday morning, having secured a
lift up. The day was not promising, very low clouds, all the
hills shrouded in thick mist. Pilley proposed Snowdon by the
Pig track, I disagreed and finally we decided to go to Ogwen and
return over the ridge by the Miners' track. This meant getting a
lift to Ogwen. Pilley is an expert at cadging lifts and she soon
produced a car to take us.
Arrived at Ogwen we settled to go via Bochlwyd. ' I know
there is quite a good track starting from the lake and going over
the ridge.' We struck the mist at Bochlwyd and we walked and
we climbed up and down, but never a sign of a track. At last
at 12.30 we stopped to have our lunch, after which I took out
my compass and suggested that we should go more to the left
as we seemed to have been going almost due west. We did so

I
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and we walked and we walked and we climbed and we climbed
till at last we found ourselves at the top of a rocky peak which
we both recognised at once as Glydyr Fach. We had actually
climbed a mountain !
I again took out my compass : ' now we must go east/
* There are some cairns over there/ said Pilley, * we will follow
them.' I protested that they were going west and would lead us
away from the Miners' track and from P. Y.G. and tea. ' Get out
your map then and we will see.' I explained that I had not
brought my map as I knew the general lie of the land sufficiently
well not to need it. Pilley scoffed at the idea of using a compass
without a map, so we followed the cairns. We only saw two
and then we lost them. We walked and we walked, we climbed
and we climbed, only this time downhill, and finally we were
scrambling down a rocky ridge. At the bottom we halted and
for a moment the mist lifted and we saw Lake Idwal just below
us. ' Hurrah ! ' now we shall be down in no time. Just then
two people appeared in front of us, obviously as we thought
going down to Idwal, so we followed them, but soon lost them
in the mist. After what seemed a long time we arrived at the
lake, only it was Bochlwyd not Idwal. Not that that mattered :
we were soon back at Ogwen, where Pilley had once more to
use her talents to cadge a lift. She soon produced two young
men who offered to drive us as far as Capel. As we got into the
car I told Pilley that when we got to Capel we should find a bus
going to Llanberis via P. Y.G. I had a dim recollection that some
years ago about 4.30 on a Saturday I had taken such a bus from
Capel. Nevertheless I was distinctly surprised when we arrived
at Capel to see a bus. It must have been waiting for us, because
the moment we got in it started and we arrived at P.Y.G. in
plenty of time for tea after a very successful day.
The next day was equally misty and yet when Pilley arrived
she again proposed Snowdon. I felt rather Russian-like when I
once more firmly vetoed the idea, and at last we agreed to go up
Moel Siabod and down to Capel. It is not a mountain on which
one can lose one's way and we soon reached the top and
scrambled along its rocky ridge. As we started to descend we
saw three people in front of us and assumed that of course they
must be going to Capel, so we followed them till they ran away
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from us in the mist. When we reached a road we found we were
on the Dolwyddelan track with a good two miles walk to Capel.
However, Pilley said she preferred that way down rather than
coming out just by the Royal at Capel, so it was all right!
Arrived at Capel we tried for a lift, but Pilley's talent seemed to
have failed her, as car after car rushed by us regardless of our
outstretched arms. At last when we were meditating taking a
taxi we saw a car with two women in it. We were determined to
stop them and dashed into the middle of the road with arms
outstretched. The car stopped and the women turned out to be
two of our own party so we all got back happily to tea.
I shall always look back on those two days with real enjoyment, and think that though I no longer ' rope-climb ' yet I still
climb the mountains.
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MABEL I. JEFFREY
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T is well to realise that ski-ing in Scotland is much harder
work than ski-ing on the continent, and there are many
reasons for this.

To begin with the snow does not always fall when and where
it is expected, and the temperature can change from freezing to
a frightful thaw in a matter of hours, and then the snow will
vanish from the hills before you are aware.
Also there are very few ski-tows, and these are usually placed
fairly high up on the mountains or in the corries, so that the
skier has to climb up to reach them. Therefore to enjoy ski-ing
in Scotland it is better to be in training for climbing or for walking before starting on an expedition which will probably involve carrying skis over moorland, or else climbing up the snow
with skins to whatever height or distance is required.
Motor roads which rise to some height ease the problem of
accessibility, and the highest and easiest to reach is the one to the
Devil's Elbow (2,199) at *he head of Glen Shee on the way to
Braemar. This road is kept open by snow-ploughs, but often
the drifts are so bad that it is impassable. The motorist must then
do his best to dig through the drifts and with the aid of snowtyres and chains get the car pushed up as far as possible. On one
occasion we had a man weighing 15 stone in the boot of the car
and four others pushing, while an expert driver was at the wheel!
We got up, but very few cars managed it that day. At this height
the advantage of a car in which to shelter from the wind cannot
be too highly stressed, for triers are no shelters to protect one
from the cold and possible snow-showers and mist. Of course
there are days when it is warm and sunny, but these are few and
far between.
From the summit of the road at the Devil's Elbow there are
many hills and slopes to choose from, but the most popular runs
lie between the road and the summit of Glas Maol (3,502).
The Dundee Ski Club have a small hut and a tow in the upper
corrie. They also have a tow on Ben Gulabin (2,641), a hill to
the west at the lower part of Glen Shee, about two and a half
miles from the Spital. This tow runs from a high col towards
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the summit of the peak, and can be reached when the road to the
Devil's Elbow is blocked.
On a perfect day last March, my eldest son and I started from
Bridge of Allan by car to drive to Glen Shee. There wasn't a
speck of snow to be seen for at least 46 miles, but we knew there
would be snow on the Cairnwell. When nearing Bridge of
Cally, north of Blairgowrie, we noticed a haze in the distance and
soon realised it was snow blowing off the hills and fields. Soon
we found great drifts piled up on either side of the road, in places
higher than the car. The snow was drifting across the top of
these and forming tunnels of darkness through which we had to
drive. The roads became icy and we had two attempts to get up
one steep and twisting hill owing to drifts and skids. Eventually
we reached the Spital Hotel (burned down and only the bar
open) where buses and cars had gathered. We pushed on to a
farmhouse and there we caught the full force of the blizzard.
We could see cars were in difficulties, so we decided to park the
car in the farmstead. We fought our way up the road on foot
against the wind and snow carrying our skis and making for
Gulabin, where ski-races were to be held. At one point a car
overtook us and stopped. A gentleman looked anxiously at me,
* Can I give you a lift ? ' ' Oh no thank you,' said I. He stopped
the car again farther on and gazed at me in a puzzled fashion.
Later on my son told me that my face was completely plastered
with snow and only my eyes were showing, which explained the
worried look on the man's face. I admit I was frozen with cold,
but didn't know I looked as bad as that! Eventually we reached
a parked car and sheltering behind it we put on our skis and
skins. The snow was terribly soft and deep and it was very
steep, but we found an upward track and followed it although
we couldn't see more than a yard ahead ! Not long after, my
skin-fitting broke and I had to take off my ski to mend it and
put it on again. By this time my hands were frozen and Robin
had returned to see what had caused the delay. We struggled
on and lost the track (actually we had climbed too high for the
col) so we descended to the parked car and endeavoured to eat
some lunch. Just then there were glimpses of the hills and an
odd ray of sunshine, but the wind was as strong as ever. I felt
I had had enough climbing, so skied down the road to the farm
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and when I got there it was like fairyland ! Bright sunshine and
blue sky, and in the fields, sheltered from the wind, groups of
skiers were practising their turns. Before we left we could see
the Cairnwell dazzling white in the distance, and we heard later
that the races were held in somewhat misty conditions near the
ski-tow at the summit of Gulabin. ' Heroes,' I call those who
participated, while we felt we had had a most exhilarating
experience.
Farther north, the Cairngorm Mountains, most of them over
4,000 ft. in height, provide a vast playground for the skier and
the mountaineer.
Aviemore, on the main London-Inverness railway, is the
nearest station from which one can approach the hills. From
there hill roads lead up to the mountains in various directions.
The most popular of all is Coire Gas on Cairngorm, where snow
can usually be found above the 2,000 ft. level for most of the
winter months, but it is during March, April, and even May,
that the conditions are most suitable for ski-ing. The corries
are filled with packed snow and give excellent runs of 1,500 to
2,000 ft. in height and several miles in distance.
At present the hill road ends near Glen More Lodge and from
there skis must be carried up the track to the foot of Coire Cas ;
this takes about ij hours and is 3^ miles distant. Occasionally,
as in this year, the snow is ski-able down to the deer fence,
which is only half an hour from the car park, and that makes the
expedition much easier and more enjoyable.
I cannot remember a season when there was no snow at all
in Coire Cas, but some years ago there was a mere ribbon of
snow about i| miles long, while around were miles of uncovered
hills and moors. We enjoyed our ski-ing, as the weather was
lovely, but whenever we heard one or two skiers descending at
speed it was wise to throw oneself bodily down on the heather,
skis and all, until the danger was past. At times it was quite
terrifying !
One ist of May we climbed to the summit of Ben MacDhui
(4,296 ft.) from Derry Lodge on the Braemar side of the famous
Larig Ghru, the pass from Braemar through the mountains to
Aviemore. We carried our skis for z\ hours up the track by the
Derry Burn, until we reached a large snowfield on a shoulder of
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the hill. Crossing the stream, we put on our skis and were able,
with one short break of heather, to reach the summit on snow.
It was a perfect summer day, and it was glorious to bask in the
sunshine in our shirtsleeves and enjoy the extensive view of
snow-covered peaks around us. We had perfect spring snow on
the descent into Coire Sputain Dearg, then down the slope to
the Derry Burn and felt well repaid for the long climb up.
I have mentioned the Grampians (Glen Shee and Cairngorms) as the districts where suitable snow is usually found, but
in certain seasons good ski-ing can be had in Perthshire, and
Ben Lawers (Killin) is the most easily reached. The ground
belongs to the National Trust for Scotland and there is a large
car park at approximately 1,000 ft. up the hill road. The
Scottish Ski Club have a hut in Coire Odhar under Col Corranaich, (3,000 ft.) and this is not very far away from the parking
ground about three-quarters of an hour and shelter can be
got in the hut, if the skier is a member of the club and has a key.
From the Corranaich Col, above the hut, there is a fine practice
slope in Glen Lyon on the northern side. There are other runs
to be had on Meall Corranaich (3,250 ft.), and steep runs on
Ben Ghlas (3,657 ft.), and on Ben Lawers (3,984 ft.).
The Scottish Ski Club have built a ski-tow on Meall a
Bhuiridh, at the entrance to Glencoe, Argyllshire. The main
road from the south to Fort William is not far distant and cars
can be parked near Black Rock (Ladies' Scottish Climbing Club
Hut), and it takes about i hour to reach the ski-tow which goes
up to the summit of the peak (3,636 ft.). Lovely views of Ben
Nevis and other distant mountains can be seen when fine. The
snow on the descent is usually in good condition as it faces
north and gives a sporting ski-run of about 1,000 ft.
Living as I do, at the foot of the Ochil Hills, it is easy for
me to drive up to Sheriffmuir Inn (900 ft.), and, when there is
enough snow, to reach the top of the nearer hills on ski.
The best expedition is, however, to Ben Cleuch, the highest
of the Ochils (2,363 ft.), and a distance of five miles. The route
lies over the top marked 1,771 ft. above Glen Tye, a short
descent to old Wharry Burn and a contour round the shoulder
of Blairdenon, then over the high moor for three miles and up
a long slope to the summit with an extensive view. The snow
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is usually wind-blown on the summit ridge and is like the waves
of the sea, but the run down to the moor makes up for that. It
is fascinating to wander across the ice-bound bogs and moorland, then up to the summit of 1,771 ft. again. From there a
good run of 800 ft. makes a fine finish before crossing the old
Wharry Burn in Glen Tye to reach the moor, Sheriffmuir Inn
and the car. Ten minutes more, and home for a cup of tea !
Need I say that I love ski-ing in Scotland the climb up, the
uncertain conditions, the contrast of heather, bracken and snow,
the pine forests, the distant lochs. Then, sometimes, the sunshine, blue sky and the dazzling purity of the snowfields
amongst the high tops with perfect snow and the thrill of the
descent, what more can one ask for ?
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THE PYRENEES (EASY WAY)
MARGARET DARVALL
RONTIER' is a splendid word and passports and
customs officers can never completely spoil it. But the
best frontier I know is the Port de Venasque. You
climb a steep rocky path to a cut in the skyline ridge and step
through a gap narrow enough for Roland to defend singlehanded though Roncesvalles is in another part of the Pyrenees.
The journey was made more dramatic for us because we
were told to cross the frontier after dark and look out for
Spanish guards. This added an improbable wild west flavour :
when we came back from a day's climbing we hid behind
boulders while Andre (the guide) tidied himself up, left his
rucksack behind, and went on alone, whistling to let us know
when the coast was clear to go down to the hut (the Rencluse).
The first morning cleared too late for us to start for the Pic
d'Aneto, as we had planned, and we had the guilty pleasure of a
long night and a late breakfast. By then, it was a brilliantly fine
day, but too late for a climb, so we set out for a walk to Pic
Poumero.
After Chamonix, the mountains looked comfortably mansize and the wide green valley idyllically peaceful in the sunshine
shepherds could have piped by the streams in the costumes of
any century without looking in the least out of place. We saw
nobody all day. This is the valley where the Garonne takes a
spectacular dive into the mountains at the Trou de Toro.
We left Dorothy to sleep in the sunshine while Nancy,
Andre and I went up Pic Poumero. It was an easy scramble.
There were tempting rock walls just to the left of our route, but
too loose for climbing. From the top and looking south the
Pyrenees seemed to go on for ever, no very distinctive outlines
but bare and wild as the moon.
Seven eagles sailed over from the Port de Venasque to
inspect us, circling several times to have a good look. It gave
us an idea of the rarity value of human beings on these peaks ;
we felt too insignificant to justify the interest of those lordly
birds.
The next morning we started for Pic d'Aneto. The route
went across rocks, over the glacier and up a short rock ridge.

F
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Progress was not difficult, but erratic because of a difference of
opinion on pace between Nancy, just out from England and not
yet in training, and Andre, determined to get us up the peak
quickly before the weather broke. In the middle of the rope, I
was the victim of the tug-of-war between them, though I
inclined to Nancy's view. We had the consolation of grumbling
freely, as Andre didn't understand a word of English. The
clouds were low and we had no view from the top, which was a
pity, as Aneto is the highest point of the Pyrenees (11,168 ft.).
The weather cleared as we climbed down and the return was
delightful, with time to dawdle by the lake watching the fish
rise and then follow the stream down.
The next day we had to be back in Luchon. Just below the
Port de Venasque we had our first sight of a frontier guard ; a
solitary figure in a black hat eyeing us from the doorway of a
hut in the valley. However, it was too late to catch us, even if
he wanted to.
The rest of the holiday we were on the French side of the
border, where I had already had three days on my own with
Andre at the Espingo Hut. We were able to discover very little
about huts in advance. The many people who warned us
against fleas I suspect got their ideas from Belloc. But we were
expecting primitive conditions and a little intimidated by the
words abri sous roc on the map.
Certainly the Espingo surprised me. There was even running water in my room. I remembered my first experience of an
Alpine hut when my innocent enquiry about washing met with
the reply : ' In the snow or not at all.' The hut was perfectly
placed on the slopes at the edge of a lake : from the window I
looked over the lake to a skyline of mountains. I could have
stayed there happily for weeks. One of the pleasant things about
the Pyrenees is that the huts can be low enough to have grass
and flowers and trees round them. There is not the dramatic
contrast between barren mountains and green valleys that
rewards you on higher peaks but you get the same pleasure in a
gentler way every day on the path to and from the hut. And the
day starts at 5 a.m.
Our first climb was Les Crabioules. I complained bitterly to
Andre that it was too easy ; we didn't even rope for it. He
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made me pay for my uppishness afterwards by contriving that
I was always handicapped in some way, by carrying an extra
ice-axe or rucksack or both whenever we came to any difficulty.
Still it was a good day. There were brilliant emerald and turquoise lakes in the hollows of the mountains not just as blue
as the sky above them, but with an indelible distinctive colour
of their own.
It was an education to climb behind Andre and try to place
my feet as neatly and lightly as he did ; it was only afterwards
that it occurred to me his lightness was not just elegant climbing,
but a habit acquired from moving on rotten rock. Also,
probably, from hunting izards (the chamois of the Pyrenees).
He had brought field glasses with him, he said in order to show
me an izard (we never saw one there, although we did on the
Spanish side) but I think also to spy out the land for his next
job, guiding an izard-hunter, the week after we left.
I liked the local pride in the Pyrenees. The izard was, I
gathered, much finer than the chamois and the St. Bernard a poor
relation of the Pyrenean dogs. Certainly the dogs at the Hospice
de France, on the French side of the Port de Venasque, were as
big as ponies. Andre, although he had done some first class
climbs in the Alps, including the first ascent of a T.D. on the
Requin, preferred the Pyrenees.
Next day we did the Gourgs Blancs. As on every other peak,
we had the mountain to ourselves after we left the paths round
the hut. It was a much longer climb and a long pull up onto
the glacier. At the edge we left our rucksacks and it was so hot
and windless that I left my anorak too. We put on crampons
and moved together over easy ground at first. Then Andre
told me to wait while he ran out the full length of rope. I
noticed he seemed to be moving more cautiously and he hacked
out an enormous stance before he told me to come on. The
glacier was a little steeper there but I couldn't understand why
all these precautions were necessary. I soon found out. I
stepped forward and jabbed confidently with my axe and nearly
lost my balance. The point skidded, making not the smallest
impression on the ice. I found I had to trust entirely to the
points of my crampons and an occasional step and move with
my axe under my arm.
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We had intended to leave our axes at the foot of the rocks,
but Andre called out that his rope wasn't long enough for the
abseil; we must go down another way and take our axes with
us. So I had to do the one steep pitch of the climb with two
axes pushed uncomfortably through my waist line as we had
left our sacks below.
The remainder of the climb was an easy ridge of rock and
snow. At the top I was rewarded with a splendid view.
We went down a not very steep face. Andre wasn't too sure
of the route as he'd not been that way for a long time, so the
return was spiced with uncertainty about where we were going
and whether we should have to climb back and start again. It
was fun trying to find a possible way, shouting back my comments on it in bad French.
That was our last climb from the Espingo and we went down
to Luchon that afternoon. Dorothy was there already and
Nancy arrived next morning, in time to join me for breakfast in
the salle de bains. I'd been given a bed there as the hotel was
full; my bed and the bath left very little space, but I enjoyed
both of them.
Our last climb was to be the Maupas by the west glacier and
ridge it sounded interesting from the guide book and from
Andre's description. It was a grey drizzling day and we guessed
before Andre came that he would say the weather was too bad
to start for the hut, and he did. We explored Luchon and an
interesting old village and church on the slopes above, but it
was quite spoilt, for me anyway, by disappointment over the
climb. Then in the evening we had a message from Andre
he had heard there was clear weather higher up, above the
clouds, and he had arranged for us to have special permission to
use the teleferique built for the workmen on the hydro-electric
scheme. In that way, we could do the climb in a day and we
were to start in the morning whatever the weather.
We started off in the workmen's lorry, and careered giddily
round and round the back streets of Luchon picking up workmen and bottles. At one point I think we did take on some
bread, but the proportion of bread to bottles seemed to be much
the same as Falstaff's.
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At last we began to move uphill and were decanted at the
hydro-electric station. The next stage of the journey was in an
elongated teatray looking as if it had been hastily knocked together with a few planks and nails. This was hauled up a steep
slope. Nancy and I were in the seat of honour at the back,
behind a rail. The others just sat on the floor, apparently likely
to tip head first down the slope at any sudden jolt. From that
we were transferred to the teleferique, again on the Heath
Robinson model a teatray with strings attached. The operator
was armed with a long pole with which he poked the overhead
wire and off we went. All this time we were in cloud, climbing
through steep woods. It was a fascinating journey. As we
climbed higher the mist thinned occasionally and the sun nearly
broke through : then it closed down, thicker than ever.
Just before we stopped we climbed right through the cloud,
into bright sun. And we climbed all day in the sunshine, with
an unbroken floor of cloud below us.
We scrambled over easy rocks to the glacier. While Nancy
was paying out the rope her axe slipped loose and fell down a
crevasse : Andre decided it was impossible to reach, so she had
to go on sadly without it.
There was quite a long step from the lip of the bergschrund
onto the rock. Andre stepped off my shoulders. Nancy did
the same in nails, and I discovered another argument for vibrams.
Andre's rucksack was to have gone up on the rope, but now
he changed his mind and suggested I should carry his rucksack
and axe as well as my own. I felt it was a last shot to pay me
out for my complaint about easy climbing.
I took a long time hesitating over that first step. When I did
move I found that Andre's rucksack didn't fit my shoulders and
swung round disconcertingly every time I shifted my weight.
I felt I had earned a rest and a piece of mint cake by the time I
got to the top of the pitch.
The rest of the climb went very pleasantly along a ridge ;
the best climb we had had even without the excitements of the
start and the feeling of isolation all day, cut off by cloud from
the valley.
The pattern of climbing was much the same on each peak.
A long approach, easy rocks, glacier, a short steep section of
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rock (the hardest part of the climb) and the ridge. Very little
of the rock could be trusted. A long climb meant a long ridge :
the scale was horizontal not vertical. In height, individual peaks
looked surprisingly small, compared not only with Mont Blanc
but with Snowdon. There was nothing small in the way they
filled the landscape, an endless procession into the distance.

CHANGED FACE
Climbers, who have no mirrors, do not know
How as they climb their faces change.
After so many days above the snow
I was half thankful we had left the range.
Now from this mirror a strange face stares back
Dark eyes, long cavernous cheeks, the mouth burnt black.
We came down late across half-melted tracks
And, from the glacier, heard others call.
We stared, waited, waved hand and axe,
But saw nothing. Just then one word, a fall
Without echo, brought to the valley a name
Plummeted from the crest
my own, the same.
Proof of identity in a strange place.
Enough though to support my claim :
Surprised behind this unfamiliar face
I still possess an accepted name
And for corroboration can relate
Memories that are appropriate.
The glass, oblique as nightmare, gives no clue.
Nor, from the snow, can I recall a mark : stone,
Shadow, or patch of ice : where suddenly I became two.
But must reduce, somehow, these two to one ;
Between the dark face and apt memories, choose
Which I shall lose.
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MAUD GODWARD
T was the Schalligrat I had come to climb. But for the
third season it was out. The Younggrat, said Gottlieb
Perren, will go. So up to the Gandegg Hut again for the
first time since 1951, when I had promised myself never again
the snows of the Breithorn. Since we were getting up at i a.m.,
I lay down at 7 p.m. to rest though as usual not to sleep thus
denying myself Kodachromes of a wonderful sunset whose
glowing colours showed annoyingly at the window of the
dortoir. Throughout the evening the very amateur climbers of
all nations, bent on the ordinary ascent of the Breithorn, came
noisily in. Italian giggles were reproved in indignant German,
English whispers (why is English so abominably sibilant ?),
were deplored in weary French. At midnight the last Germans
stumbled in. At i a.m. my alarm went off. Everyone woke up.
' // n'est qu'une heure ' I said, * vous pouve^ dormlr,' Murmurs
of astonishment and disapproval accompanied my levee, which
involved boot and crampon noises and torch-flashing. I closed
the door on them with satisfaction.
Two cups of Ovosport were all I could swallow at such an
hour, and by 1.30 we were away, Gottlieb carrying the candle in
the moonless dark; down the easy scramble but one has to
find the holds to the glacier ; up the glacier, then left turn for
a long traverse of the entire glacier and the neve lying at the
foot of the north face of the Breithorn. Where one leaves the
Gandegg path, the glacier is dry, with a good many crevasses
too wide to jump, and here some time was lost going round
them. Crampons were put on for this coping-with-crevasses-inthe-dark, and they were worn throughout the ascent. Once past
the open crevasses one bears round onto a somewhat sloping
neve lying below the seracs on the face. That these often come
down was evident from the avalanche debris which we had to
cross. Only the week before I had tried to run away from a
falling serac on the Nantillons glacier, saving my left leg at the
cost of my axe, the haft of which was smashed and the lower
part carried away by a block of ice. With this in mind I even
offered to increase my pace, but Gottlieb was unperturbed. At
four o'clock in the morning we came to a place where we had to

I
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descend (3,253 m., Trifti). Gottlieb now complained that we
were late and that the candle would not last. It was one of those
steep gullies of loose debris and easy rock, clear of snow but
very wet, with a bed of mud-covered ice. The candle had
begun to gutter as I started down, and it was still almost dark;
it was difficult to see where to put one's hands and feet; between
the last light of the candle and the first hint of dawn we got to
the bottom, which was particularly steep and messy. Then we
were on good snow, sweeping round the large, spectacular
crevasses and up a long, undulating but gradually rising slope
to the start of the Young ridge itself. The bergschrund necessitated a detour to the left in order to join the ridge low down
and at an easy place. When we stood on the snow ridge, which
is the beginning of the climb, I was glad of the rest afforded by
putting on Skol, getting out the camera, and by Gottlieb's
having to make steps. It \*as 5.30 a.m.
We proceeded at first by snow steps kicked or cut, and it
was here that Gottlieb began to take his film. He would run
out most of the rope and then stand operating his cine camera
while I advanced, taking in the rope as I came. This, at any
rate, was how the lower part was filmed. In the upper and
steeper parts I stood still in the steps, merely moving my head
to show that I was alive. At intervals Gottlieb took advantage
of the belays afforded by rock outcrops. These were sometimes
of diff. standard, and were climbed in crampons, occasionally
traversing on small holds, and with immense exposure.
Gottlieb, impatient, let fall a few remarks about bivouacs as I
took care over these places. As we neared the upper part of the
climb there were one or two narrow snow aretes of the kind I
had admired so much on the Viereselgrat and had never thought
of associating with the Breithorn. On these, however, we
could not take photographs as there was no security for either
of us.
This part of the climb was attractive in the extreme. But
we now approached the serious upper pitches of the ice couloir.
Gottlieb, whose experience of pitons has not been a happy one,
nevertheless brought one along in deference to the guide-book ;
but it was not an ice-piton, and he had no piton hammer. I
stood in a step with a rock belay while he went ahead. He ran
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out about 80 ft. step-cutting in ice of variable quality and thickness, and came to some rock. The next bit looked extremely
steep, so Gottlieb decided to put the piton into the rock a
further gesture in deference to the book, though half-hearted
from the first and doomed to failure. He tried three times to
knock the piton in with the flat of his ice-axe and finally got it
in place, put the rope through the karabiner and proceeded to
the sticky bit. The first attempt to pass this place failed. He
was unable to cut the steps in the right positions for balance. A
second route farther to the left and with handholds on some
rock was to succeed. But as he started for the second time there
was a ping, out came the piton, which ran down the rope with
karabiner attached and struck my hand. Gottlieb looked down
and saw that it had come out. His expression showed annoyance, but no surprise. I doubt if he had derived any moral
support from it. I quietly detached the piton and put it in my
rucksack ; he never asked me for it afterwards I had to press
it on him.
But to continue : Gottlieb finally reached some sort of
stance and I had to follow. I did follow, without coming off,
but to this day I cannot see how he managed to lead the pitch
with a bulging heavy rucksack, standing in crampons on small
steps in ice that would only take the front points, and using
sketchy handholds on little bits of stone which had to be cleared
of verglas. My crampons were designed for just such holds,
having two projecting front points ; but his were not. On this
bit there was no photography, though I might as well have
photographed him for all the good I could do holding his rope,
after the exit of the piton. Above came another pitch starting
on ice which, however, gradually changed to a more neve-like
state, though still extremely steep. And, finally, the last of the
couloir, with Gottlieb breaking through the snow cornice. He
took some time doing it, and got partially buried in snow in the
process. The whole of the last part up to the hole in the cornice
was particularly steep, and on the soft crumbling snow the angle
was very unpleasant. Once through, however, a few minutes
more of easy rock gave us the summit. It was 11 a.m., 9^ hours
after leaving the hut. I had had nothing to eat all that time but a
few sweets and the Ovosport at 1.30. Yet I was too tired to
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chew. After a few raisins and photographs, we began the
descent by the ordinary route. This was a terrible affair, with
the sun on the snow the whole time. I became intensely hungry,
and as the Testa Grigia came in sight determined to eat there.
' But,' said Gottlieb, * it is only another half-hour back to the
Gandegg.' We called at the Testa Grigia, and I spent a happy
half-hour eating and drinking. It was all too short, but I had
taken the opportunity of shooting 36 Kodachromes. How
fortunate to have a guide himself addicted to photography, and
hence unable to protest!
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FRENCH CLIMBING
JUDITH HALL
Y sincere thanks are due to Mrs. Morin for so kindly
telling me about the U.N.C.M. Climbing Courses
Union Nationale des Centres de Montagne.
Eventually I chose a course at Contamines, a small village
at nearly 4,000 ft., as it was in the vicinity of Mont Blanc, which
I very much hoped to climb. It was not without some trepidation that I started out, but I arrived safely at the Chalet du
Mont Blanc, to find that I was the only English person on the
course, which consisted of about 80 people between the ages of
eighteen and twenty-five, only 25 of whom were girls.
The first day we wound our way up a long path through the
woods to the Ecoles d'Escalades. On the way we stopped
briefly for rest and shelter at a small shed where I was offered a
drink of strangely red and liquid * chocolate.' I sniffed and
drank a sip, and said * C'est bon ' and drank a little more this
went down very well! For the Ecoles d'Escalades we divided
into groups of about 10 and we were ' taught' how to rockclimb. Here previous experience benefited me considerably.
Next day we went up to the Trelatete glacier and learned
some snow and ice technique. On the way up we had a delightful lunch, in blazing sunshine, of melons, hunks of French
bread, tomatoes, bacon and cheese, plus ice-cold water from a
spring before it ran over someone's washing !
After further lessons we were divided up into groups of 20
to 25, I was very pleased to be in the first group for which
the credit should go to the many kind people who have so
patiently taken me out climbing in North Wales. We went up
to La Flegere, a small chalet situated above Chamonix at just
over 6,000 ft., with a wonderful view looking over the whole of
the Mont Blanc range, the other side of the valley. From here
we climbed 1'Arete de la Perseverance, 9,500 ft., L'Arete des
Chamois and the Aiguille de 1'Index, though only a few of us
climbed all three.
The whole party were a delightful crowd, and although
naturally on occasions I felt a little out of things owing to the
language difficulty, they often made a special effort to speak to
la petite anglaise, frequently with amusing results.

M
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We returned to Contamines, and after a little more instruction, we again divided into groups. The first group had this
time lost some of its previous members. To my disgust, they
sent the second group to Mont Blanc! We went up to the
Montenvers hotel by the mountain railway. The weather was
shocking, low cloud and pouring rain. We spent the night
there, I believe only owing to the weather. The place was \ ery
sordid and would not have passed the hygiene regulations in
England! It was very poor after the beautiful chalet at la
Flegere.
The weather was still bad the following day, so we climbed
a small peak I'M. The climb was short and simple, but the
approach was long and the Nantillons glacier was steep and
slippery. That afternoon we shouldered our packs and trudged
along the Mer de Glace, up a steep cliff, and along a path to the
Refuge du Couvercle, all in pouring rain. On studying the
visitors book I was very interested to find several familiar names.
We rose next moring at 3 a.m. and left at 4 a.m. after a brief
breakfast. Our climb was to be the traverse of the Courtes,
12,500 ft. The night was clear and dark and we travelled by
torchlight and instinct. The stars were very clear, but there
was no time for star-gazing. At 4.45 a.m., in semi-darkness,
we put on crampons and roped up. We plodded up a long
steep snow-slope for about 3^ hours. On the way we saw a
most beautiful dawn ; the snow-covered slopes became at first
a pale yellow, then pink until finally they were lit by full sunlight.
The sky also had a glorious variety of colours. At 7.30 I
thought of my friends at P.Y.G. just sleepily starting a day's
work, while here was I, half way up an Alpine Peak !
At the col we stopped for a brief snack of bread, bacon and
cheese, and then continued onto the first summit on the traverse.
It was rounded and snow-covered and was a perfect viewpoint
for the great panorama of mountains all round. We now went
more slowly, the first rope being led by a guide. I found the
French methods of belaying very strange, and rather dangerous
by English standards. The hazards of the traverse included
climbing a rock outcrop in crampons, a 60 ft. abseil and a long,
narrow snow arete. The weather was beautiful throughout
the traverse.
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Finally we branched off down a steep snow-slope with a
spattering of rocks. At 4 p.m. we stopped for another brief
snack and removed our crampons. The slope became a little
less steep and the two French chaps with whom I was roped
dashed madly down, pulling me off my feet and causing me to
lose my ice-axe several times. In the end I lost what little
dignity I had and sat down and slid, which was successful, but
very wet! We eventually arrived back at 6.10 p.m.
Next day conditions were not good enough for us to climb,
so we returned along the Mer de Glace in blazing sunshine, this
time, and down to Chamonix. From there we hitched to
Contamines.
That night our group partook of a fondue in a neighbouring
chalet, and next day, with many sad farewells, we returned home,
after a truly glorious holiday.
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THREE SLABS ON SCAFELL
ANN SUTTON
T was my first visit to the Lakes to climb the end of
March and I was joining a Cambridge Meet at Brackenclose. Rain poured down as we set out from Bristol on
Geoff's motor-bike, and when we stopped at a pub en route we
had to dry out a soggy pound note in front of the fire.
Conditions in the Lake District were no better ; hail and
sleet added to the gloom on Scafell when we gathered one day
at the foot of BotterilTs slab. Geoff suggested that I should
lead, as I had had so much practice at Avon Gorge. I was not
sure that this was a good idea, for I had never climbed in the
Gorge with icicles dripping down my back from overhangs
above, but my protests met with no sympathy, and I looked
despairingly at a brand new pair of socks as I pulled them over
my rubbers.
Bob Downes led us up the first wet grassy groove and all too
soon Geoff was tightening up belays and expecting me to make a
move. The longer I looked at the slab the more greasy and
steep and holdless it appeared ; but I did not want to stand
under icy drips for the rest of the day, and as the only escape
was upwards I moved out on an easy traverse to the edge of the
slab. As the water ran over my fingers in an icy numbing
stream, I wished I had a pair of mittens, and decided to cut off
the fingers of my gloves as soon as I was safely down in the
valley again. At the edge of the slab things began to get hard.
The holds seemed to get smaller with every move up, and my
fingers were rapidly losing all sense of touch. I sucked them
vainly in an attempt to get them warm enough to pull up on a
tiny slot, having no idea whether or not they would stay on the
hold. I made one or two attempts but it was no good ; I could
not feel a thing, or trust my fingers not to open. Relieved that
I had at least tried, I shouted to Geoff that I was coming down.
We changed places on the stance, and with gloves on again my
hands came back to life. Geoff worked across the cold, slippery
slab, and over the moves I had attempted. Lovely climbing, I
thought, as he disappeared over the top to belay, but I know I
shall not be able to follow. Now that the rope was stretched
between us, clipped into two or three runners, there was

I
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nothing for it but to set out again. I was very glad of the
steady pull of the rope from above, and only this saved me from
defeat as I made a final effort to pull up. The finger tips of one
hand were white with the effort of holding on while I eased the
other hand up to a larger hold. At last I got it, and, gasping
like a newly landed fish, I thought I must be over the worst.
But now came a mantelshelf move to the right: Geoff had
done it easily. Twice I pulled up only to drop to arms' length
again ; the third time was even worse for my feet shot away
beneath me (my socks had developed a hole) and I came on the
rope. This is a climb I shall never lead, and never want to lead,
I decided, as I tried once more with a pull from above. Then I
was on easier ground again and soon standing beside Geoff.
With the rain trickling over his face and running down his neck
in an arctic shower bath, he peered over the edge and called
down to the unfortunate climbers waiting to start. I have no
precise recollection of the rest of the climb, except that I was
cold and miserable, wished that I had never started climbing,
and was full of hatred for the Lakes in general, and Scafell in
particular.
Twelve months later, however, Geoff, Bob and I were
camping in April sunshine at the head of Wastwater. I had
been thinking about trying Mickledore Grooves, and had
brought 150 ft. of new nylon rope with the climb in mind, for I
had heard that it had a longer lead-out than usual. I read the
description for the first time as I lay beside the tent in the sun.
It sounded the least strenuous of the climbs on the east face of
Scafell, and therefore perhaps something which I could lead.
Geoff was very non-committal; he and Bob had other plans,
but secretly I hoped.
So things stood when we climbed the Brown Tongue to
Mickledore. As we scrambled up scree to the top of the col we
watched a party start the traverse pitches of C.B. and hoped to
be there ourselves one day soon. We dropped below the skyline and I was busy looking for the start to the Grooves as Bob
and Geoff decided on their climb. I was lucky and found my
start first, a short, strenuous overhanging crack. I made one or
two tentative moves, decided it would go and called to the
others. Bob said he would second me and Geoff decided to take
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photographs and come up third. After a couple of: easy hand
jams I was pulling onto a grassy ledge at the foot of the first
groove. I belayed and after Bob had landed I had another
glance at the guide book before starting the serious climbing.
After a few easy moves up the left-hand edge I had to move to
the right and get properly established in the groove. The guide
book led me to expect some difficulty but the move went easily
and I was across, looking up at the groove which loomed steeply
above me for 30 or 40 ft. The rock was dry and warm to touch
and gave my favourite kind of climbing delightful bridging on
side and pressure holds. I climbed steadily upwards, pressing
first one palm then the other against the rock, filled with pleasure
as move after move followed easily. Sooner than I had expected
I reached a second large grassy ledge that sloped steeply away.
The only belays seemed to be two or three large boulders
balanced precariously on the slope. I tied onto the largest and
tried to concentrate on the rope as Bob came up.
The next pitch, 140 ft. of climbing, was the crux, so I had
plenty to think about while Bob was coming. As soon as he
was comfortably belayed I started out across the slab. The first
hard moves came when I had to transfer my feet from one thin
horizontal crack to another higher one. It was a delicate semimantelshelf and as I gingerly straightened up my hands against
the slab on pinch holds I thought: if my foot slips I'm off.
But it held and I was able to continue traversing upwards along
the crack until a small overhang barred the way in the middle
of the slab. Here at last was a running belay, the first on the
pitch, though it was not as good as I could have wished. It also
provided the key hold for pulling over the overhang and I was
almost sure the runner would come off as I stepped up. As I
made an unsuccessful attempt to pull up the climbers we had
seen on C.B. arrived at the foot of Broad Stand and looked up at
us. ' Good God ! ' one suddenly cried, ' A woman leading
I'm off! ' and vanished over Mickledore.
After this unnerving cry I moved farther right; a Harrison's
move took me over the difficulty and I was standing in cracks
in the slab above the overhang. Somehow the runner stayed
on, so it was worth having after all. The holds were larger now
and led easily upwards and to the right where the slabs steepened,
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forming a second groove, less vertical than that of the previous
pitch but very much more exposed. At the foot of the wall was
a rusty piton and I clipped into it thankfully, for I knew that
without it, if I fell higher up, I should probably hit the ground.
The climbing was all on friction holds again and as I climbed I
called down to Bob : ' Lovely bridging ! ' Every 10 ft. or so
it was possible to rest and enjoy the position and exposure, the
vast expanse of slab falling away beneath me to meet the ground
below. At the top of the groove I was supposed to move right
onto a grassy foothold. As I neared the top I looked for the
grass and after one more bridging move I suddenly found I
could go no farther : an overhang blocked the way. With
horror I realized I had climbed too high. The grassy foothold
lay a move beneath me ; a step to the right onto a little slab
looked extremely delicate almost impossible. Tentatively I
tried a downward movement, but liked the feel of this even less.
I wished the rusty piton was not so far below as I tried the move
to the right again. I can do it, I thought, as long as my foot
doesn't slip. Gingerly I pulled across on a small pinch hold and
held my breath as I changed hands, then feet, and stepped onto
a larger hold ; the danger was over. It was the hardest move on
the whole climb and I need not have made it. I walked round
a corner and climbed a crack on large holds ; I put a last runner
on a large jug before going over the final blocks to the top.
The drag of the rope almost pulled me off backwards each time
I moved up and a shout from Bob told me I had only a few
feet left, so it took me some time to compose a suitable belay.
I felt a great exhilaration and happiness ; the climbing
had been beautiful and although serious, never desperate.
Never before had I felt such satisfaction after a climb, nor have I
since.
A year later Geoff and I were camping once again by Wastwater with black rain clouds shrouding the summit of Scafell
and a cold wind blowing off the lake. Geoff suggested that
Moss Ghyll Grooves would be a good climb for me to try; I
was not so sure it sounded hard. We scrambled to the foot of
the starting groove and Geoff belayed in a chimney as I bridged
and pulled my way up, disliking and distrusting the wet rock.
After some moves over a slab to the right I was belaying at the

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

4°

THREE SLABS ON SCAFELL

foot of another slab that looked very like a smaller BotterilTs
and equally intimidating. As I looked at it I felt as though I
had suddenly dropped too quickly in a lift and I wished that I
had brought my rubbers instead of vibrams. The first moves,
however, went easily enough up a crack in the corner; then,
before the crack got too hard, there was a delicate traverse
across the slab to the left edge. I scanned it apprehensively and
climbed another three or four moves up the crack on wonderful
jams, hoping to find something easier than the traverse. But
the crack closed up, giving no more help and the slab became
even smoother ; so I had to try the traverse. As I made a move
across the slab it seemed near-vertical, my fingers clutched the
rock tightly and I had to tell myself to relax and stop wasting
energy and strength unnecessarily. My left foot was now on a
hold like a melted sugar lump ; the problem was to change feet
with only a couple of side finger holds for balance. A small
bulge of rock, too rounded to be much use as a handhold prevented me from seeing what kind of holds lay to the left once I
had made the move. Poised up in space, with no runners below
me, I felt much too airy and stepped hurriedly back to safety in
the corner crack. I wondered about chockstones in the crack
above, and climbed up again as far as I could. There were no
chocks to be found, but in one place the crack narrowed and
here I thankfully jammed the knot of a full-weight sling and
clipped in my rope. Now I felt more confident and moved
down to the traverse again. I stepped across and somehow
managed to change feet and feel beyond the rib for a further
handhold. All I could find was an undercut hold and my feet
were beginning to shake. With my feet on wrinkles on the slab,
I pulled up, managed to change hands and find a good hold
farther to the left. Then came a quick heave and I was standing
on an ample hold on the edge of the slab, and could breathe
again. I grinned at Geoff, and while my pulse rate slowed to
normal I looked across an exposed wall to the Flake Crack on
C.B., which was at the same level. From here the rest of the
slab went easily up and to the right, where it petered out below
an intimidating overhang. There was a beautiful, large, safelooking belay, and I was pleased when Geoff had some difficulty
in unjamming the knot of my runner as he came up.
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It was then that I noticed the weather was deteriorating ; the
wind had risen and clouds were sweeping across Mickledore in
threatening swirls. It was going to be a race to get to the top
before the storm broke. I hoped there was nothing as hard
above us ; I had found the move on the traverse more difficult
than any single move on Mickledore Grooves, but otherwise the
climbing so far had been easier and the difficulty less sustained.
Next, an exposed traverse to the right, reminding me of the
hand-traverse on the Nose Direct on Dinas Mot, landed me at
the foot of another groove and slab. One move half-way up
this slab made me pause to consider; I solved it by doing a
Harrison's move and was soon sheltering in a cave beneath an
overhang.
There remained the final slab on large holds ; with its interlacing grass-filled cracks it was very like the easier slabs of
Cloggy and swept upwards for a full rope's length in a single
plane. It gave an exhilerating finish to the climb and was made
more exciting by the race against the storm. Lightning flickered
overhead and thunder answered from the back of the mountain
as I vainly tried to climb a small 10 ft. wall. The rope dragged
heavily behind me and I was conscious of a lack of runners
below. As the first hailstones fell, I lowered myself desperately
back to a large ledge and shouted to Geoff to start up. He
arrived and found a gangway leading to the jumble of blocks at
the top of the cliff. Crouched beneath a boulder we could see
Scafell Pike, which was cloaked in hail and looked bleak and
desolate. Geoff's hair stood on end and crackled with electricity.
When the storm had passed we took flight down to the Wastdale
Head Hotel to warm ourselves and drink a toast to the slabs of
Scafell at the friendly bar.
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SUCH STUFF
EVELYN LEECH
UCH as I regret that at present I cannot keep in active
touch with the Club, in dreams I have some compensation. There some of the members become
strangely twopence-coloured, and my dreams have always been
of that vivid variety that leave me, waking, feeling that I have
now met the real person lurking behind that reserved facade.
Be that as it may, I often spend the night with Pinnaclers, and
get surprising news of their activities.
There was the night when I ran into Dr. Corbett on a pavement, presumably in Bristol. I said to her ' What a very nice
hat/ and she said to me ' Do you think so ? I bought it for my
wedding a week ago.' I may have looked a little startled, for
she added modestly, * you may consider it a little late in life . . .
a Mr. Blomberg . . . you may look at him if you like/ and
following her indication I looked down into a half cellar room
where, sure enough, a pale but determined man was typing away
for dear life . . . and I said to myself * Poor chap, he's trying to
keep up with Katie's hat bills '... and then we all three dissolved
into the mists of morning.
Another night Annette was negotiating an awkward corner
with her budgie on her shoulder, and her plaintive voice was
borne to me on the breeze saying ' I could do it much better if
he'd stop biting my ear.' * Then why did you bring him ? ' I
annoyingly asked, and * Let's not discuss that now/ Annette
answered with cool restraint, falling about 100 ft., while Budgie
flew clear saying drily ' Poor Annette, poor Annette.'
Joan has driven her Kerry cows into some odd places, too,
and at one time Mary Glynne's white rat showed me his paces
by night as well as by day.
After the Committee's discussion of the problem of men
guests in our Hut, I had some shocking dreams which I shall
never reveal, not however you may cajole me, bribe me or bully
me. Nor do I intend to let any Trick Cyclist exorci2e them or
the rest, for I wouldn't be without them for the world.
The time I found myself doing a VI in the Dolomites with
Antonia for my sole companion was rather a close call, 'tho at
the time I felt quite content. I said to her as we floated over the
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rock, which I remember was deliciously warm, * Do you realise
we're here on my Old Age Pension ? ' and she said ' Oh Mummy,
nobody calls it that now, they say Retirement Pension,' and I
replied quite meekly ' Oh dear, what a lot there is to learn, but
I do know how to climb, for here we are at the top, only I'm
afraid we'll have to stay here because I don't like going down.'
That was about the only solid mountain I've met in dreams :
usually they are loosely put together and come away in my hands,
but in dreams I never utter those rousing oaths that rotten rock
in real life occasion : ' Dear me,' and ' Oh dear ' seem to be my
dream favourites, and I expect that means something most
unsavoury . . . but not to worry.
In one dream I had murdered a Clubmate who shall remain
nameless, and was about to pay the price of my caprice when I
suddenly became sharply aware of the beauty of gleaming
mountains and shining lakes and said firmly ' Not on a day like
this ' and my executioners put it off . . so satisfactory : real life
is a crude affair.
Su2anne turned up the other night. . . literally turned up, for
she was hanging upside down with her foot wedged, addressing
a young man in that gentlest of voices, and in a sentence rich in
the letter R. Her foot being wedged, meant that her hands were
virtually free for other work, so she was tucking in loose strands
of hair and using a lipstick, which, when it dropped at my feet,
I noticed was one of those two-tone jobs, one being labelled
' Mountain Magic' and the other ' Discretion,' and I remember
thinking ' Grooming may be important, but surely not when
one's upside down.'
And there was one fragment during which Dora King said
' But I wouldn't dream of telling anyone else . . . One wouldn't
like to hurt her feelings . . .' and I said I wouldn't dream of
mentioning it ... and as I don't know what it was, I won't.
You'll probably have noticed that the essential characteristics
remain unchanged : take my dream of Dr. Corbett: all her
virtues are there. Her ability to face facts, ' perhaps you'll
think it a little late ' : Generosity, ' You may look at him,' and
that aimiable weakness for a good hat that makes her not only
respected but loved.
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Yet another night we were back in Skye indulging in one of
those near-midnight meals of June, Nea and I and another
whose face was always turned away, but whose cooking identified her as Elizabeth. Nea, true to life, and French life at that,
poked at the horrid stodge of beans and bully saying c If only
there were a good sauce to help it down,' while I equally true to
life afloat, rummaged under my camp bed for the Rum bottle.
I may also remark modestly that this ghastly meal was being
struggled through with perfect good temper (also true to life !).
We swore at our cook, employing each our favourite oaths, six
and three words respectively, 5, 5, 3, 7, 2, 5, and 4, 3, 5 Crossword Fans get busy . . . but no real unpleasantness.
Most nights I meet friends and keep in touch . . . Most days
I indulge myself by dreaming of the gates (not pearly) which will
open to me when I do indeed draw that Retirement Pension.
* Join the Old Age Pensioners and see the World ' will be my
slogan ... I always was a late developer !
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HE summer of 1957 was yet another bad season in the
Alps. They said in Chamonix that there had not been a
really good year since 1952, (when the British currency
allowance was at its lowest ebb). There had been a hot spell in
June, as there had been in Britain, but soon after the beginning
of July all had changed again, and by the time Maud Godward
and I arrived on 2ist July it was snowing hard right down to
below the tree line, and even the Aiguilles Rouges were in
winter conditions.
By the end of the first week, the weather had cleared a bit
and we went to do some ice practice on the spectacular ice-fall
of the Glacier des Bossons. After completing about three
quarters of our route an ascending traverse over high ridges
of seracs when jumping a crevasse in crampons my right foot
landed in a conveniently placed hole and turned over sharply.
Luckily we were over the hardest parts and I managed to reach
terra firma and limp down to the valley where there was a
waiting car, but next morning the sight of my ankle was frankly
depressing, and professional advice confirmed my worst fears
by saying that it would be at least eight days before I could
attempt any more mountaineering.
As things happened, the following week was the only spell
of fine weather during my holiday, and while Maud and Margaret
Darvall climbed such peaks as were possible under the prevailing
conditions, I had to sit down below with occasional perilous
hobbles round the streets of Chamonix (I am sure one is in far
more danger from the traffic here than ever one is in the mountains !). By the time I was fit to stage a somewhat shaky comeback, the weather was deteriorating again and the storms of rain,
thunder and lightning with more snow up above, were far from
reassuring ; meanwhile the swelling roar of the Arve outside my
window filled my nights with dreams of bursting banks and
floods.
However, a few rock climbs on the Aiguilles Rouges were
achieved (my friends had left by now and I was with a guide),
and then came the last day. The weather though threatening
was not actually doing anything untoward in the morning, and
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the question was whether to traverse the Petits Charmoz or go
up to the top of the Aiguille du Midi teleferique and do a snow
climb. After the previous frustrations I was all for the latter;
after all, what does one mostly come to the Alps for ?
So we arrived on the Aiguille du Midi, none too early (about
8.30 a.m.), and discussed the next move. My friend and guide
(let us call him Pierre) had thought of going over to the Tour
Ronde, with the idea of giving me a view of the Brenva face
which we had hoped to climb if things had turned out better.
But as the cloud ceiling was so low and it seemed unlikely we
should get any view, we decided that it would be more interesting
to go along the Midi-Plan ridge as far as the Col du Plan and
descend the true Vallee Blanche (the steep glacier valley running
down on the easterly side of the arete).
I had traversed the Midi-Plan arete the year before in fairly
bad conditions and found it an impressive route. This time
obviously no-one had set foot on it since the last snowfalls and
it looked quite terrifying. However, we were only concerned
now with the easier first part of the ridge, a broad breast of snow,
followed by a steep descent to the Col du Plan. Last year this
had gone well enough, but this time there was much more new
snow, and in view of the large cornices on the Chamonix edge,
Pierre took a course well down on the right which would bring
us out below the actual col.
I started cautiously down the first rope-length and, though I
know it is generally regarded as lew-majeste by guides, actually
took a good axe anchor. Then came Pierre, descending at such
a rate that I thought "Oh lord, obviously he thinks I am being
too slow, I'd better get ready to go on,' and turned to take off
my belay. It was only then that I realised Pierre was not stopping ; he shot on past me out of control. I tried to dig in my
axe again, but it was too late, and after this futile effort at
checking, I was dragged off and found myself careering down
the steep slope with ever-increasing momentum, with Pierre
hurtling down ahead. The snow started to get in between my
eyes and my sun-glasses so I tore them off, feeling suffocated. I
remember thinking ' Now I shall know what being buried in an
avalanche feels like. Fve been so unlucky on this holiday,
obviously this is the end ! ' I felt quite resigned, the only worry
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being about my family. Next thing I was going head over heels,
the snow piling around me ; then suddenly I stopped.
Pierre crawled over, anxiously asking if I was all right. I
have never seen greater relief on anybody's face than when my
somewhat muffled voice said ' yes.' We both seemed to be still
in one piece. Some 10 ft. to our left was an open crevasse ; we
had overshot the rimaye^ fortunately closed, and still more
fortunately the whole slope of new snow had not avalanched,
only the part we were on, so we were not completely buried.
Slowly we sorted ourselves out and took stock of our
blessings. Pierre thanked heaven we had not been descending
on the Chamonix side and piously wished he could show me the
slopes there (now a few hundred feet above us). I hastily told
him not to worry, I had had a very good view of them the year
before ! Then poor Pierre had to go and retrieve my ice-axe,
lying half-way down the slope swept bare of surface snow by
our fall, which he estimated at between 150-200 ft. I was
ashamed to have parted from it, but it was a case offorce majeure.
Pierre had uttered no cry of warning up till the last minute he
had hoped to be able to control things when he felt the snow
sliding like a moving carpet under him and in view of his
formidable technique I did not realise until too late that anything
was wrong.
After this there were still some more problems to be faced
before we reached the haven of the Requin Hut. The first one
was the descent of an even longer and steeper slope than the one
down which we had just fallen. I cannot estimate the angle, but
suffice it to say that the slopes round Chamonix are generally at
a pretty high angle and this one seemed well up to standard. I
regarded it with marked lack of enthusiasm, feeling a morbid
dread of the snow sliding beneath me again. However, well
belayed, I embarked on a very stately progress downward,
somewhat hindered by the fact that at every second step,
standing poised on one foot, the balling snow had to be knocked
from one's crampons.
After this came a brisk dash under a fairly constant stream of
snow and stones pouring off the Rognon du Plan, followed by
the descent of the lower part of the Glacier d'Envers du Plan.
Seracs and crevasses had to be negotiated, and a few more steep
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but short slopes, on one of which, I was told, a couple of very
distinguished British climbers had been seen descending backwards, a proceeding of which a dim view was taken in Chamonix ! Before long we were at the final seracs. These were much
more tortured than the year before, and to get off the ice we had
to jump a gap and then go delicately down a narrow little iceridge poised between two crevasses, before we could reach the
easy rocks and so down to the Requin Hut.
After a much-needed break for refreshment there was the
slog down the Mer de Glace, which went at a good pace. At
the end, Pierre proposed a rock route up to the path, but I didn't
feel up to any fancy endings by then, so we fought our way up
through the tourist hordes and slept a bit in the Montenvers
train. Afterwards, over cool drinks in Chamonix, we again
discussed our good luck. Pierre, with a philosophical shrug
summed it up ; ' Eh bien, cette fois, la montagne rfa pas voulu. 1
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Penny Storey

THE MIDI-PLAN RIDGE
In the background the Aiguille Yerte, les Droites and les Courtes
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Denise Erans

ONE OF THE MOUNTAINS CLIMBED FROM THE Sxo\v B\SIN
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TATERAT AND TUPILAK
DEMISE EVANS
T was a windy day when we boarded the Ingrid at Harwich
and a foretaste of what my lot would be on the thousands
of miles of ocean waste between Copenhagen and Greenknd.
All night long we could hear our luggage sliding and crashing
up and down the passage outside, and I wondered what was
happening to the precious bottles of cognac, turpentine and
charcoal fixative in my rucksack. We reached Copenhagen late
on the following evening to find that we had left our ski-sticks
behind on the Ingrid^ and that our agents had neglected to book
us rooms. Miraculously, the ski-sticks joined us by sea-plane out
in Greenland and we managed to get lodging in a student hostel,
which turned out to be only a few hundred yards from the
Offices of the Royal Greenland Trading Company. This was
where Gill and I went round to see about getting tickets. We
were asked for detailed information concerning the profession
and title of each member of the expedition. I recalled the story
of one title-proud Dane who ordered his tombstone to be
inscribed : ' Here lies Peter Larsen, telephone owner.' It cannot
be denied that we acquired a certain dignity with our new
Danish titles. Mike, who was lecturer and tutor in Geography
at Bedford College, became Herr Lektor, and as such had the
dubious privilege of sharing a state-room on the Disko with an
inspector of schools and a controller of fisheries. lan Bennett,
the expedition dentist, known as I.C.B. to avoid confusion with
my brother lan, became Herr Tandlaege, while I was Fru
Translator. Gill and lan were plain Student Sutton and Student
Morin respectively.
We had four days of glorious weather before the Disko sailed,
but no eyes for the sights of Copenhagen. While thousands of
cotton-clad tourists beseiged the Tivoli gardens and swarmed in
the Radhusplatz, we sneaked off to have a look at the Disko
being loaded from the Greenland wharfs. She was not much to
look at by normal standards rather tub-like and shabby, the
black paint rusting away but to us she seemed as brave and
enterprising as the old Viking ships. We went on board to have
a closer look and saw the hold being filled with bricks and other
building materials, and with thousands of bottles of Carlsberg

I
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and Tuborg. We peered through curtained portholes into the
dark and pub-like saloon which, with its mahogany and yellow
plush, and its gold-framed oil paintings, had an atmosphere of
antiquated luxury. It even contained a piano. Feeling the keyboard rise up under the fingers only to subside with a sudden
and ghastly lurch was a most unpleasant sensation.
On loth July we set sail for Godthaab, on the west coast of
Greenland, with 1,500 tons of cargo, 64 passengers, one horse
and a tortoise. The horse stamped incessantly and the tortoise
was sea-sick. Those who have queasy stomachs and have also
travelled on the Disko will agree that facing the daily ' koldtbord' (a giant spread of hors d'oeuvres) is the worst ordeal.
The bread grows daily staler, the lettuce daily limper, and dishes
of ham and meat, jellied eels and pickled herring inspire a contempt that is indeed the result of over-close acquaintance.
Sometimes the menu would be translated into English for our
benefit. One such translation read encouragingly : * A kind of
matched meat with brown potatoes sweetened.'
On the ninth day we entered a world of dull, grey mist and
disturbed some arctic skuas with our chugging. They flapped
away heavily like ducks, a little drunk with sleep. They were
the only signs of life, except for an occasional seal or a distant
school of porpoise. That night the temperature dropped
suddenly, the sea grew much rougher and the next morning we
were woken by excited cries of' Cape Farewell! ' A few miles
to starboard lay a black mountainous coastline the most forbidding and dramatic I have ever seen. Jagged black peaks lined
the coast for miles, guarding the entrances to gloomy fjords.
We saw our first icebergs enormous foundering blocks that
had been swept round from the east coast by strong currents
but we were a little disappointed that there were no polar bears
on them.
The books I had read on Greenland were sadly out of date,
so that Godthaab, the capital, was not at all what I had expected.
Instead of the poor earth-covered dwellings I had imagined we
found a flourishing colony, lodged in brightly painted and very
well insulated wooden chalets. We were royally entertained by
the Danes and were shown over the sanatorium, council school,
printing-press, water-dam and the new sewage works (remark-
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able for a special heating device, operated in the winter months).
In spite of hospitality we were anxious to get on with the last
and most exciting part of our nautical approach, a 150 mile
journey up the west coast to Evighedsfjord eternity fjord. The
Danes lent us the Eli Knudsen, the local ' police-boat,' and a
Greenlandic captain and crew, who spoke neither English nor
Danish. With their Mongoloid features and fur hats they
looked very like Sherpas, and like the latter they were good
natured and full of humour. We were no more than three hours
away from Godthaab when they spotted some Eiderduck and
went off at once in the dinghy to shoot some for supper. We
anchored in something like a lagoon which was protected from
the open sea by numerous rocky islands, glacier-worn, with no
vegetation save heather and lichen. To the south lay the
Atlantic, so rough by now that we would have to wait until
morning before going on, and to the north the mountains of
Godthaab, pale grey silhouettes against the luminous evening
sky.
On the following evening we reached Kangamiut, a little
fishing settlement, perched on glacier-worn rock at the mouth
of Evighedsf jord. We were welcomed ashore by the ' Outpost
Manager,' who also managed the radio station and the local
store. From him we bought some ammunition and a few

' tupilaks ' grotesque monsters and evil spirits carved in soapstone or ivory. Kangamiut was our last ' village,' and from it,
looking due east down Evighedsf jord, we could see the snout of
the great Taterat glacier ; the latter runs down from the Sukkertoppen ice-cap and ends in a 200 ft. cliff that calves into the water
at frequent intervals. Although it looked very close we were
30 miles away and it took us another five hours to reach the head
of the fjord. We anchored off a small spit of land on the southern
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side of the fjord, about a mile and a half away from the glacier
snout. Across the water on the north a perpendicular gneiss
cliff rose unbroken for some 5,000 ft. We realised now how the
Taterat (meaning kittiwake) got its name, for the cliff was alive
with sea birds and the babel of cries, like those of the crowd at a
distant football match, kept us company long after the E/i
Knudsen had chugged away.
We grounded our dinghy on the west side of a rocky
promontory which protected it from the calving waves, and put
up our base camp 12 ft. above the high tide level; we were loth
to carry our equipment very far as the mosquitoes were troublesome. I had read somewhere that there were 38 different
species of mosquito in this fjord alone, and we had armed ourselves accordingly with various repellents and insecticides. They
did not wholly prevent us from getting bitten and we lost no
time therefore in constructing our 10 ft. by 10 ft. Dexion hut.
It consisted of an aluminium framework covered with thick
tarpaulin; we not only cooked and kept all our supplies in it
but later slept, ate and lived in it as well, and it soon looked like
a brigands' hide-out, for it was lined with guns and ammunition,
ropes, ice-axes and a guitar, and the atmosphere was thick with
smells of cooking, paraffin and liquor. We spent a delightful
week here, ferrying loads of food and equipment up to the
glacier snout during the day and going off shooting in the long
light evenings. The men shot kittiwake and guillemot for the
pressure cooker both were revoltingly fishy birds, but the duck
and geese were too clever and the ptarmigan too shy. Gill and
I were the only ones with the patience to fish. We used an unbaked codline ; our system of decorating the weights with nail
varnish and red rape was eventually successful and we caught
enormous speckled cod. We used our dinghy all the time, to
fish, to fetch water, for the sides of the fjord were too steep and
smooth to allow us to reach our fresh water supply on foot, and
to ferry loads. The journey up to the glacier snout took only
about 10 minutes with the outboard motor, but we were soon to
be deprived of its help, and we very nearly lost the boat into the
bargain. Everyone had forgotten about the tide when suddenly
we came to and saw the boat drifting down the fjord. I.C.B.,
who was the fattest, very nobly plunged in and swam 50 yds. in
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the icy water. We were so preoccupied with the boat that we
completely forgot the outboard which had been left lying against
a boulder. It was swamped by the tide and no amount of coaxing
would bring it back to life. For the rest of the trip I was haunted
by visions of a 30 mile row back to Kangamiut.
Porterage was our worst problem for there were only five of
us, and two of us women at that. When we arrived in the fjord
Mike said disparagingly that from now on we should be counted
as ' weak men,' so Gill and I were determined to carry like mad.
From the snout we took our loads on pack frames up on to the
flat of the glacier. It was unpleasant ground to cover moraine
sludge and loose boulders on ice particularly when it came to
the Nansen sledge which weighed over 80 Ibs. and was very
unwieldy. It was worth its weight however once we were on
the glacier, and we were able to man-haul our loads over the
bare ice for three miles up to Advanced Base. This camp was
pitched on a tongue of moraine at the western end of a range of
mountains about 20 miles long, the highest of which is Mount
Atter (7,300 ft.). The range is bounded on the north by a deep
valley containing the upper section of the Taterat glacier, which
separates the north faces from the Sukkertoppen ice-cap, and on
the south by a steep tributary glacier named Survey glacier.
The 1938 expedition, led by Peter Mott, made an unsuccessful attempt to reach Mount Atter from the north, realising too
late that the correct route lay undoubtedly on the south side.
The ascent of Mount Atter was the first item on our agenda, and
we planned therefore to find a route up Survey glacier, which is
about three miles long and rises in three ice-falls to a snowy
basin on the south of the range. Michael and I flagged out a
circuitous route through a maze of huge crevasses. The peaks
on either side of us were incredibly steep and rocky, those on
the north crowned with hanging glaciers and vast cornices of ice.
We reached the snow basin at 8 p.m. It extended for several
miles in an easterly direction and was ringed round by snow
and ice peaks.
To get enough food and equipment up to the snow basin for
our third camp, we had to make a number of five hour carries.
While it was unpractical to take the Nansen up the bare and
heavily crevassed ice-fall, it was well worth while carrying up
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our skis. We found that skis were much safer both on the
neighbouring snow-covered ice-falls and in the basin itself, for
here the vast accumulation of snow was not always reliable, as
we were to discover later. At first I was afraid that our camp
might be pitched over a crevasse, but the 22 ft. pit which we dug
nearby revealed good solid snow-ice. This pit (dug for the
purpose of taking density measurements) was Michael's pride
and joy. ' No, Bennett! Not there ! My pit! ' he would shout
at I.C.B., as the latter hurtled towards it on unaccustomed skis.
The ascent of Atter by the west ridge proved both easier and
quicker than we had expected. Two parties set out blithely at
2 p.m. on 12th August for a reconnaissance, with the idea of
prospecting for a route from a higher snow plateau on the south
side of the Atter massif. One party gained access to this plateau
via an ice bulge while the other preferred a rock rib and chimney.
When we met on top we found, to our surprise, that Atter's
rocky west ridge which we had spotted on the map, was easily
accessible. By now it was four o'clock and though it is against
all the best traditions to be going uphill at this time of day, we
decided in view of the weather, which was deteriorating and
might not give us another chance, to go on as far as possible.
We came to a steep, verglas-covered break in the ridge and
circumvented it by climbing through a letter box which lan
found on the south side. The only awkward pitch occurred
where the ridge abuts against the summit mass. Above this we
were separated from the top, which we reached at 7 p.m., by
steep but easy snow and ice. To the west we looked straight
down Evighedsfjord and far out to sea. Atter's ice-hung north
face fell away beneath us to the main branch of the Taterat
glacier, from which Mott had first thought of climbing the peak.
And north of the Taterat lay the Sukkertoppen ice-cap, which
we hoped to reach later on by sledge. Far away to the northeast, beyond the jagged mountains of the coastal strip stretched
the grey white waste of inland ice.
During the fortnight which we spent in the snow basin the
weather was on the whole very fine, and it was rather irksome
to have to toil in the pit, or go stone-bashing (collecting geological specimens) when there were so many new mountains
waiting to be climbed. Between us however, we managed to do
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eight other peaks between six and seven thousand feet high. The
first of these was what we were pleased to call the Beautiful
Mountain, its local name being unpronounceable. All of us
except Mike, who spent the day doing survey work near camp,
set off on skis, as our peak was several miles away. I.C.B. was
a novice at ski-ing but he made rapid progress ; we roped him
and he learnt to do his first kick-turn at the edge of the first
crevasse. Once again we were on the summit at sunset, and it
was growing dusk as we reached camp. Here we found a very
shaken leader. Not long after we had left he had stopped a
little way beneath the camp to take off his skis, and had hardly
taken a step, with the plane table under his arm, when he fell
into a crevasse. By some miracle one of the legs of the plane
table caught across the lips of the crevasse, which widened out
considerably beneath, and by doing a mantelshelf he managed
to extricate himself.

One of the best climbs in the snow basin was a joint ascent
of Survey peak, the second highest in the region, by its rocky
east ridge. We made a special effort to get up early so as to
reach the summit before sunset: by now it was zoth August
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and the nights were growing longer and darker again. The day
began inauspiciously: primuses and pressure-cookers were
upset, and Gill somehow contrived to mix the porridge with
paraffin instead of water. We used to take it in turns to cook
in the very low-roofed little tent reserved for this purpose.
There was so little room that everything had to be done in a
semi-recumbent position, with one's feet sticking out in the cold.
Eventually we managed to get away. lan and I carried our
skis ; they were a nuisance at first, for we had to carry them up
a very steep, bare ice bulge, but farther on they enabled us to
economize our energy as the snow was soft and the others sank
in up to the knee. We reached a narrow snow ridge leading up
to a small subsidiary summit on the east ridge of Survey peak.
It was from this summit that lan and I had had a closer look at
the wonderful ridge we had seen from the top of Atter, and
decided it would go. It rose in four great steps and was in places
knife-edged. On the left and south side of the mountain sheer
gneiss cliffs dropped down to Survey glacier, which looked dead
flat; it was hard to believe it had cost us so much time and
effort. On the north precipitous snow-slopes, scarred by nasty
looking crevasses, plunged down towards the ice-falls overhanging the main Taterat glacier. We left our skis at the foot
of the first step which proved to be quite easy. From it we
descended easily to a snow col and worked our way up the steep
second step a very jumbled face of loose rock. lan and I kept
to the left-hand edge which provided entertaining pitches at a
standard of III and IV, while the others cut across the face on a
much more direct route to the right-hand side of the step, thus
avoiding much of the horizontal top ridge. We followed this
to the right to an enormous gendarme, reminiscent of the
Aiguille du Roc, which seemed to bar the way up the third step.
We found we were able to climb it by keeping as far right as
possible, close to a very steep snow slope. We followed the
ridge on mixed snow and rock to the last step. Again lan and I
took the crest while the others cramponed diagonally across
steep snow. The top of the mountain, which we reached at
sunset (in spite of our efforts to revert to a more Alpine timetable) was flat and rocky. We were back at our skis by 10 p.m.
and by now the moon had risen in the south, and we were able
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to ski right down to the ice bulge. The snow was much crisper
now, though much less so than it would have been in the Alps
at the same time. By following our up-going ski tracks, which
had frozen, the others avoided sinking in so much.
One day when we were working in the pit, lan and I had
watched Mike, Gill and I.C.B. doing the traverse on foot, of
four small snow and ice peaks on the south side of the basin.
We noticed they kept well away from a long, steep but relatively
smooth snow-covered ice-fall which gave access to the ridge
linking the four summits. Working out an imaginary route up
this ice-fall with the help of the glasses we wondered whether
we could possibly ski down it. There was an awkward looking
section near the top, where the whole face of the mountain
seemed to be cut by an enormous chasm. At the right-hand end
of it we thought we could pick out some snow bridges, but we
were not sure. On our next free day we set off on skis. There
were two badly crevassed parts, and on the lower of the two we
put on the rope but soon discarded it because of the hindrance
to kick-turns. The snow was in excellent condition : in the
shade it was firm enough for us to carry our skis up. We roped
up again when we came to the chasm. To our delight we found
that the snow bridge we had spotted from the pit was a proper
one, and we crossed gingerly to the other side. From here the
going was easy and we covered the ground between the four
summits very rapidly. Ski-ing down was most exciting ; it was
the first time lan or I had done anything like it. Keeping exactly
to the route we had taken on the way up we manoeuvred into
positions from which we could schuss over each crevasse, and
do a quick turn beyond it, so that we could keep well under
control. We relaxed only on the smooth even slopes that ran
out into the snow basin and whizzed back to camp in time for
supper.
We left the snow basin regretfully on 2 6th August and went
down to Base Camp for a few days' rest. It was pleasant to
smell salt water again, to hear the noisy birds on Kittiwake cliff,
the rumble of the Taterat, and to watch the icebergs sailing idly
up and down the fjord ; some were like great white swans,
others were blue or bottle green or as transparent as glass. They
littered the shore and their fantastic shapes would have made
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many a modern sculptor envious. It was pleasant also to have
fried fish for supper again and to be able to wash. But now with
the end of the month came a deterioration in the weather ; the
temperature dropped, Mike spoke of cold fronts and it rained
heavily. We began to wonder whether we should have time
for much more before winter set in. lan and I wanted to spend
10 days at Advanced Base collecting bugs and flowers and trying
to climb some of the lower but much steeper rock peaks. Mike,
Gill and I.C.B. wanted to make a 10 day sledge trip during which
they would try to reach the Sukkertoppen Ice, with a view to
digging more pits. They left on znd September and disappeared up the main branch of the Taterat glacier, harnessed to
the Nansen on which was stacked 300 Ibs. of food and equipment. The next day the weather broke ; we could see dark
clouds rolling up the fjord from the sea, and bringing with them
first rain, then sleet and snow. Soon everything round us was
plastered with fresh snow. There was no question now of
climbing the mountain we had set our hearts on. It lay on the
south side of Survey glacier and we nick-named it * Tupilak'
owing to its extraordinary steepness and general resemblance to
the Eskimo carvings we had bought at Kangamiut. Bugs and
flowers were rapidly dying off, and apart from a reconnaissance
of Tupilak, an abortive attempt on a flat-topped mountain, and
a descent by lan into the bowels of the Taterat down a * moulin,'
there was little we could do but sit in the tent and wait for the
weather to improve. At night the big Niger tent flapped like
an old coat and we were obliged to thread skis through the
loops and weight them down with stones. We wondered what
was becoming of the others. At least our tent was to some
extent protected from the winds by the big boulder under which
it was pitched. The boulder itself, which must have weighed
hundreds of tons, was however more of a menace than a comfort,
for it lay on a bed of ice which sloped steeply towards us. On
one very rainy night there was a sudden thunderous rumble and
in our sleep lan and I flung ourselves bodily out of the tent. We
came to on the sharp rocks outside, still in our sleeping bags
and feeling rather silly. A close inspection of the boulder by
torchlight showed that it could only have moved a fraction of
an inch.
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In a few days the weather cleared slightly and on loth
September lan and I decided to try to reach the Sukkertoppen
Ice via Igloo glacier, which was the nearest tributary leading up
to the ice-cap from the Taterat. This was the route taken by
Mott in 1938, and it was also the route which our sledge party
intended to take. We worked out that as the others were due
back on 12th September they would be somewhere on the edge
of the ice-cap by now. We set off on skis for the bare ice of the
main Taterat was now under two or three feet of fresh snow.
As we went up, it became deeper and the crevasses grew
less and less visible, except as slight depressions. Even these
were deceptive for the wind had already made its own world of
dunes and hollows of the snow. We seemed to trudge endlessly
up to the foot of Igloo glacier, now and then poking about for
crevasses with our axes. From the broad highway of the
Taterat, whose moraines (to use a phrase of lan's) looked like
conveyor belts carrying a sprinkling of black stones, Igloo
glacier looked relatively gentle and short. We negotiated the
first part of the ice-fall easily enough. Even the wide horizontal
crevasses running the full width of the glacier proved less
terrible than they had seemed from below. One of them
however was very nasty; the only means of crossing it was a
diagonal knife-edged ice bridge about 20 ft. long, and partly
covered in fresh snow. lan made use of the latter to shuffle
across on skis, while I edged gingerly across in crampons, with
my skis held in one hand and my axe in the other. The top of
the bridge was only about four inches wide, and I swayed
perilously over blue depths on either side. We realised now that
the others could not possibly have come this way with their
sledge. From beneath we had fallen into the common error of
supposing the top to be the top. Just when we were beginning
to get our breath back, and where the angle of the glacier was
beginning to relent, the crevasses got much wider, and we
wound in and out of the most enormous holes, performing
strange antics on our skis as we climbed through a maze of fallen
seracs. Our glacier was about half a mile wide and ran up
between two parallel rocky ridges to what looked like a col.
Eventually we reached the flat of the glacier and then saw that
the point where Igloo glacier ran into the ice-cap was still a few
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miles away. We made very few halts for it was grey and cold
and it looked as though more snow was on the way. The
crevasses were fewer now but they were enormous, and as the
snow was much deeper here they were much harder to detect.
Our progress was very slow for we were constantly obliged to
pause and scan the whole width of the glacier for signs. We
comforted ourselves by working out that the pressure of a man
on skis is about one seventh of his normal pressure on foot. By
this reckoning I reduced my weight to a little over a stone. On
one occasion when lan was moving cautiously across a suspected
crevasse, poking about with his axe, he called out that there did
not appear to be anything beneath him, and moved on hastily.
We went on and on, slowly upwards over one indefinite snow
mound after another and still the horizon receded. It was
bitterly cold and a fierce wind whipped the snow up into our
faces, where it froze to eyebrows and balaclavas. By now it was
6 p.m. ; originally we had intended to turn back at this time,
but now that we were so close we thought we must go on until
we could get a view across the ice-cap to the north and east.
We went on for another hour until we had climbed up on a
snowy shoulder from which we could see for miles in all directions. To the south we looked straight over the main Taterat
to the north faces of the Atter range. We could also see down
the other two tributary glaciers leading up from the Taterat.
They looked at least as awkward as Igloo glacier, if not more so,
and it seemed most unlikely that the other three had used them
to get up onto the ice-cap. There was no sign of a camp anywhere up on the ice-cap, and we began to think that they had
abandoned the idea of reaching it \vhen they found the tributary
glaciers too steep for the sledge, and had simply continued
straight up the main Taterat. This was in fact what did happen.
To the north and east we looked over the undulating expanse
of the ice-cap, over which a low sneaking mist was crawling ;
snow, mist and sky were tinged with the unpleasant pink of a
dirty sunset, and the surface snow was driven along by the wind,
so that if there had been any tracks they would have been covered
in no time. Anyone caught up here in a blizzard would not
stand a chance, we thought; it was a sinister place, and we hoped
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that the other three had kept away from it. We shouted for a
while but our voices echoed back from some rocky bluffs.
There was very little rock for the ice seemed to envelop any
protuberances in great white curves, like a blanket.
We were very glad to start down again. There was only an
hour of daylight left and we hurried as much as we could down
the gentle gradient. It was getting dark when we reached the
first difficulties. We roped up again, which made things exasperating for the last man, for the slack would get round the skis,
and each kick-turn was like a complicated stitch. When we
could no longer see our tracks we got out the torch and perperformed all our antics in reverse. On the knife-edged ice
bridge the snow had hardened, which made it a bit easier, but
our descent was painfully slow. The first man had to find the
way with the torch, cross over the crevasse, belay the second
man and at the same time shine the torch back for him. By the
time we were back on the Taterat it was light enough to see
again without the torch. At 4 a.,m we were back at Advanced
Base. The sky was a strange Wedgwood blue.
On 12th September it snowed again and it was impossible to
leave the tent. On the i3th we put on our skis once more and
went up the main Taterat to look for the others. After an hour
or so we came across strange markings in the snow arrows,
zig-zags and stars, and foot prints going in all directions. Soon
we saw our friends carrying loads down towards us. I.C.B.
reached us first. ' Hullo ! ' he said ; then ' Have you seen an
asterisk ? ' in a preoccupied way, staring intently at the snow.
It turned out that they had got a bit lost in the mist the night
before and had been out reconnoitring the way down. They
told us they had been right up to the head of the Taterat. Their
only misadventures during the blizzard, when they were obliged
to build a rampart round the tent, had been the loss of a frying
pan and the lid of the pressure cooker.
On 14th September we started the move down to Base Camp
and were able to ski right down to the glacier snout. On the
i yth Mike remarked from his sleeping-bag that there were two
icebergs moving rapidly up the fjord. They turned out to be
the Inger from the Marine Biological Station at Godthaab, and
the Tornak^ one of the fishery inspection boats. The horrible
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truth dawned on us : they were coming to take us away. As
the only alternative was to winter in the fjord, there was nothing
for it but to pack up. So came to an end an expedition which
combined the pleasures of a climbing, ski-ing and sailing holiday.
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LAST ON THE ROPE
DEMISE SHORTALL
E were off to Wales for three whole days and I could
feel my excitement mounting. I had over 12 months
of Gritstone experience behind me and felt myself to
be a real climber, even though I had only managed to fit in the
occasional weekend in Wales, and had never been to * Cloggy',
the climbers' elusive Mecca.
Easter, 1954, was ideal for climbing ; the sun shone and even
the north-facing crags were dry. We stayed in a deserted
cottage a third of the way up Snowdon a cottage which the
Rock and Ice had come to regard as their own ; it was certainly
better than camping, as we could have large cheery fires in the
evenings. The next morning we walked up past the Half-\vay
House and I had my first sight of ' Cloggy.' It came up to all
my expectations, and with every step nearer, I became more and
more terrified. When at last we were standing at the foot of
the East Buttress my knees were knocking and I felt rather sick.
No matter how familiar I become with ' Cloggy ' or how many
times I visit it, I always get the same feeling whenever I stand
beneath the steep buttresses. We scrambled up to the foot of
Curving Crack and I was placed carefully in the middle of
the rope there was no chance of drawing back now. I watched
the leader move easily up the desperate-looking crack, and then
it was my turn. I started off using the hand- and foot-jamming
technique I had practised on Gritstone ; where the crack narrowed came a few strenuous lay-back moves, and then the good
finishing holds were in reach and I swam over the top with a
gasp of relief. I flopped face down, and saw, to my horror my
brand new guide-book slip out of a pocket and bounce down to
the screes. Luckily one of the boys retrieved it before it was
completely destroyed, and now whenever I look at my battered
guide-book, I remember my first climb. The following two
pitches were a hard struggle ; I was jammed so tight that movement seemed impossible and I could well believe the tales that
I had heard about people fluttering their eyelashes to get up
difficult pitches my eyelashes were the only parts of me which
were free to move. Eventually these pitches were behind us and
I went up the final airy pitch with relief and a sense of freedom.

W
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The following day found me once more standing beneath
the East Buttress with the steep Sunset Crack looming above
my head. At the start of the difficulty an easy rake leads off to
the left temptingly, but I wasn't given any opportunity to
retreat, and it was soon my turn to launch into space. The hard
part is getting into the chimney, as the outside wall only starts
at waist level, and when I put my back against it I felt very
insecure. Once again it was a case of wriggling and I had to use
my foot against the wall behind me to get some purchase. The
rubber slipped off my foot and dangled over a big drop, supported only by my big toe. I was in a very awkward position
as I couldn't lean down to put it back on, nor could I lift my foot
up towards my hands, as I was jammed too tight in the crack.
However the problem was solved by the last man who was
luckily very tall leaning across and putting my pump back on.
My relief was so great that I got up the following pitches without
any trouble, except for a great deal of panting to overcome the
last strenuous chimney. After a brief dip in Llyn d'ur Arddu
we raced down to Mrs. Williams for tea.
Our last day also dawned fine and dry, and once more we
made our pilgrimage to * Cloggy *; this time we went to the
West Buttress to the Great Slab. I found the scramble up the
Western Terrace quite frightening, especially as the new routes
Red Slab and Carpet Slab were pointed out to me. The entrance
onto Great Slab looked comparatively easy, although I will
never forget my amazement at the exposure which hits one so
suddenly after moving only a few feet out across the slab. The
green caterpillar was rather threadbare and we had frequently
to go out onto the rock on the left. The rest of the climb went
quite easily and I remember climbing the wall instead of going
right into the 40 ft. corner, which looked rather wet; but my
most vivid recollection is of being allowed to lead on the easier
pitches at the top of the climb, and of the great thrill which I got
when I was on the front end of the rope. As we left that
evening, I looked back with a mixture of regret and pride ; then
I turned my back on the walls and slabs, which were goldentinted by the setting sun, and on the black repulsive-looking
cracks and chimneys, and made my way down to Llanberis.
The summer was kind to me and we were able to pay several

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

Hon. Roger Charley

SPI ( TRI : Di xisi, SHORT.\LI. last on the rope

Rn Li f,r,) TT (left) \ND DI-.NISI- SHOUT A LI. ON rm STMMIT 01 THF /.IN AL ROTHO

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

LAST ON THE ROPE

65

visits to ' Cloggy ' as well as do lots of climbing on the Three
Cliffs. I have vivid memories of the long thin pitch on Narrow
Slab, the strenuous pull-ups on Sheaf, and the delicate traverse
on Bow Shaped Slab with its holds just too far apart for my own
span how glad I was to feel the comfortable strength of the
rope stretching out to each side ! One frightening experience
was when we walked up to ' Cloggy ' late one wet drizzly
afternoon. Someone suggested Chimney Route, and instead of
turning the idea down flatly, we decided to ' take a look.' The
initial chimney turned out to be a waterfall, owing to all the rain,
so Ron tried the wall on the right. This was very tricky in the
wet and I was quite ready to continue rather than try to climb
down. As far as the Rickety Innards the chimney was straightforward ; for the most part it was just the right width to take a
boot, but as there were four of us, it took some time to get up. It
was just growing dark and starting to rain again by the time the
three of us were above the overhang. Ron hurried away up the
top scramble and down to the foot of the crag to collect the rucksack, leaving Tom and me to bring Don up. We were belayed
to a large chockstone which was in the chimney at the far end of
the ledge from the overhang. Don was having difficulty in
finding the holds, as it was now quite dark. Suddenly his foot
slipped and Tom, in trying to hold him, put his weight onto the
belay. Out flew the chockstone, to go whistling through the
air and disappear over the edge of the cliff. Tom was dragged
forwards to the brink and I was rooted to the spot in horror and
absolutely helpless as I visualised what would happen next. I
was on the end of the rope and I could clearly see, in my mind's
eye, what would follow the others would go over one by one,
all the slack would snake after them and then I would be catapulted over the edge into space then relief, Tom had managed
to hold Don, and had stopped within a foot of the edge. It was
all over in a second, but it had seemed a lifetime.
Llanberis climbing was much less strenuous, one could laze
around at the foot of the crags, by the tents, idly watching
people climbing up above. Now and again we would saunter
up to the crags and do some climbing ; in this way we managed
to do most of the routes on the Three Cliffs during that summer.
One day we walked up to Carreg Wastad, and after the usual
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controversy over the choice of route, we started up the first
pitch of Unicorn. From the first stance I looked up the groove
at the piton, remembering my struggles of the previous week ;
this time, however, we were going round the corner and into
the black, slabby wall of Lion. Already the leader had disappeared from sight round the corner and the rope was running
out slowly but steadily. When my turn came, I leaned round
and could see the leader grinning encouragingly at the end of
the traverse. Gradually I worked my way towards him across
the thin but delightful wall. The holds were all there, but some
were very small and well hidden. I was feeling rather apprehensive at the thought of the next pitch which I remembered all
too well from my struggles with the chockstone on Overlapping
Wall Direct and I was loth to leave my tiny stance. However,
' practice makes perfect' and this time the chockstone was
surmounted quite easily.
Another such day we set off to Kaisergebirge Wall; I
followed timidly in the rear, carrying the enormous bulk of a
brand new 150 ft. overweight nylon rope. Ron had decided
that this would be a suitable climb on which to christen his rope,
and I fervently hoped it would not receive any of my blood in
sacrifice. After all the horrifying tales I had heard about this
climb, the traverse seemed ridiculously easy getting settled
safely at the piton being the most difficult part. I managed to
perch there with my feet dangling in space, and to pay out the
rope to Ron, who had stepped round into the groove and was
moving steadily up. So far, so good ! although I couldn't help
thinking about the fall one of my friends had had from this spot.
By now the rope had become a tangled mass of ' knitting'
below me, and I tried desperately to unravel it without pulling
Ron off his holds. I eventually undid enough to allow him to
move up to a belay, but it then took about half an hour to
untangle the rest, and in the end I had to untie myself much
to the amusement of the spectators ! Never again was I going
to christen a 150 ft. overweight rope !
The groove, which is briefly dismissed in the guide-book
with ' climb the groove until an exit can be made on the left/ I
found absolutely desperate. I made the mistake of getting as
far into the shallow * V ' as I could, and with each upward move
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to what I had been certain would be a good hold, I felt more and
more insecure. At long last I reached the comparative safety
of the belay.
There are several ' V ' chimneys which I put into the same
pigeon-hole in my mind as being desperate on a rope and
impossible for me to lead they are those on Spectre and on
Brant. Much as I enjoyed all three of these climbs, those 'V
chimneys stay as a nightmare. On Brant, after some very hard
climbing, I stomach traversed under a little overhang and was
faced with the insecurity of the shallow chimney which is the
crux of the climb. On Spectre the crack is in the most prominent
position on the cliff, and my antics were watched by a very
amused crowd who gave a rousing cheer when I eventually
arrived, head first, in the chimney.
Other enjoyable climbs which we did that summer were Ivy
Sepulchre, which doesn't live up to its name or reputation, and
could easily be tackled by a strong P.C. party ; Erosion Grooves
which, in spite of its steep intimidating appearance, is a delightful
climb. The holds are very small but adequate, and by using a
bridging technique it is possible to keep in balance.
A climb which is not as hard as the ones already mentioned,
but ranks amongst the finest, is Main Wall on Cyrn Las, which
I did more recently. It was a beautiful sunny day when Rie and
I made our way up to the foot of Cyrn Las, and as we approached
the crag seemed to tower over us. We regained our confidence
by watching several ropes of Rucksackers start up the climb
if they could do it, why not us ? The step from the top of the
pinnacle onto the steep wall was rather hair-raising, and the
whole pitch was exposed and delicate, although the exposure
was as nothing when compared with the slab which comes
higher up. Each person in turn, when they had traversed to the
edge of the slab, peered over and down into the depths of the
Great Gully, and then drew back rapidly.
We had quite a gathering in the grassy hollow at the top,
and we all decided that it had been a fine climb and a most
enjoyable day. It is at such times that I wish it was possible to
go back a few years and once again be in possession of a brand
new guide-book to Llanberis and to know that there were lots
of new and exciting climbs for me to tackle. Now, all the new
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climbs are so difficult that they are beyond the powers of the
majority of us, and climbs such as The Boulder and Cenotaph
Corner are climbed only occasionally.

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

LES DAMES ANGLAISES
Re-printed by kind permission of the Imperial Chemical
Industries Magazine.
DENISE SHORTALL
Y friend Rie Leggett and I were faced with a problem.
Now that two of our party of four had had to drop out,
dare we carry on with our plans of an all-female
expedition to the Alps ? Supposing I fell down a crevasse, who
was going to help Rie to fish me out ? We encouraged each
other with the thought that such things happened only in
the newspapers.
So with ego bolstered by much flattery of our ability (did
our friends really wish to get rid of us ?), and armed with notes
and translations of the climbing routes on almost every Zermatt
peak, we sallied forth. One cloud, however: I overheard an
experienced mountaineer say ' Of course, we shall have to hire
a guide, there are only two of us going to the Alps, and you know
how dangerous it can be on the glaciers.' Even so by not
telling this to Rie I still had left one confident member of
the party !
We watched with bated breath while our assortment of
rucksacks, boots and ice-axes were weighed, and sighed with
relief when, to our amazement, we had not any excess. We
could not have paid for it if we had, as all the extras such as
coach tickets and airport tax made flying an expensive pastime.
Several hours later, sitting in comfort and eating an enjoyable
meal, I decided it was worth while, especially when the lights of
Paris were spread out like a map below us, clearly showing the
Arc de Triomphe and Eiflel Tower. Looking around at our
fellow passengers we recognised Sir John Hunt and took his
presence to be a good omen for our holiday.
The final stage of our journey was on a rack railway from
Visp. Eventually the train pulled to a halt with an air of finality.
We clambered out, to find that we were in a village called Tasch,
and due to an avalanche higher up the line we would have to
wait there for several hours. This was far too long for us to
contain ourselves, and so, after a brief glance at the guide-book,
we set off for the Tasch Hut.

M
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Three and a half hours and one storm later we were receiving
a friendly handclasp from the guardian, but his disapproval was
evident when he discovered that we were going to climb without
a guide. The hut belonged to the Swiss Alpine Club and was
perched 9,000 ft. up in the mountains. It was very snug inside,
the stone walls being lined with wood. We slept soundly to
make up for our previous night of travelling and did not awaken
until 6 a.m., to find that the clouds were down past the hut.
Rather than waste a day we plodded up through deep soft
snow to a col (just for training !), where, when there was a lull
in the whirling snow, we had a brief glimpse into the next valley.
The cold quickly drove us back, and we slithered down the slopes
which had taken so much effort to climb. On reaching the hut
we were embraced by the guardian, and were touched to find
that he had been watching us during the day through his
binoculars.
The next day we hoped to climb the Rotengrat ridge on the
Alphubel, and were glad to find that two other parties staying
at the hut were going to do the same route. The clouds were
down again, but at 5.30 a.m. the guardian declared it fine enough
to start, and so we rapidly swallowed some breakfast and set out.
A few hours' climbing up a steep boulder-strewn path, and then
at long last we were tying on the rope at the foot of our first
Zermatt peak. As we gazed around we had our first view of the
Matterhorn as it peeped above its mantle of clouds, and our
hearts failed us when we saw the amount of new snow on it.
Of the Alphubel I have a vivid impression of interminable
rock ridges which were covered with a layer of snow and ice, so
making the climbing much more difficult. The summit, at
almost 14,000 ft., was rather high for our first peak, and both
Rie and I suffered the ill effects of altitude. It was with relief
that we finally crawled onto the summit and managed to smile
wanly at the other climbers, only too glad to be able to turn our
feet downhill. Gradually, as we descended and the sickness
wore off, a feeling of elation spread over us, and we began to
realise that we had achieved our ambition. Even if it rained for
the rest of the fortnight, at least we had climbed a mountain !
Early next morning we took a sad farewell of our friend the
guardian and hurried down to Tasch, where we caught the train
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to make a belated arrival in Zermatt. We treated ourselves to
an expensive and well-earned dinner, and then, barely giving it
time to digest, we set out for the Rothorn Hut. Our first stay in
Zermatt had been limited to three hours. Feeling now like
seasoned Alpinists, we plodded up a steep gorge. The path
zigzagged alongside a foaming torrent, and the spray gave us a
welcome shower when we went too near.
The hut was very crowded, accommodation meant for 80
having to be stretched for 120. However, we spent a comfortable night on the floor, the harassed guardian providing us with
lots of blankets. Our position being so vulnerable we were the
first to be awakened, and were thus able to get an early start,
leaving the hut at 4.15 a.m. Our peak, the Zinal Rothorn, is
very sharp and rocky, and we were looking forward to some
good climbing ; but first we had a steep snow slope to climb.
At the top of the slope we found a knife-edged snow arete
leading to the final rock tower. We balanced along the crest,
feeling like tightrope walkers and trying not to look down the
frightful depths on each side. The ordinary route slanted
across the face to the left; ours (the Kanzelgrat) went straight
up what seemed incredibly steep rock. A party of Oxford
University climbers already on the ridge sent encouragement and
advice down to us, along with a continual shower of snow and
small stones.
It was still early when we reached the summit only 9 a.m.
and we felt justified in admiring the view and basking in the
sunshine for a few hours. Not a cloud was to be seen, and our
route on the Alphubel was clearly seen across the valley. But
drawing our eyes repeatedly was the Matterhorn, towering above
and dwarfing all other peaks. All too soon we had to set off
back, and we descended the ordinary route, glissading down the
softened snow to reach the hut at i p.m.
Pouring rain cheated us out of another peak the next day,
and we returned to Zermatt, where we danced, ate and slept our
way through two days. By Saturday we were bored with the
gay life, and in spite of the still doubtful weather we set off for
the Matterhorn Hut. As usual, Rie and I walked up to the hut
in shorts, and it was still warm even though it snowed on us
that day.

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

72

UES DAMES ANGLAISES

There were no English-speaking people in the hut, and our
arrival without a guide, and wearing shorts at an altitude of
11,000 ft., caused great mirth. The tables were turned, however,
when the guardian came in. He immediately guessed who we
were and told the others a long tale of the climbs we had done.
From then on we were treated with great respect, and one or
two even came to shake us by the hand.
Some chattering Italians and a ridge down the middle of my
mattress succeeded in keeping me awake all night, and I was
very glad when it was 4 a.m. and I could get up. After rolls,
cheese and lots of black coffee we were on our way. The Hornli
ridge starts immediately outside the hut, and we were thrilled at
the prospect of the four thousand feet of climbing in front of us.
Most of the time we moved together with, about 20 ft. of rope
between us. In the half-light we lost our way a few times, but
once it was full daylight we had little difficulty in route-finding,
and before 7 a.m. we were having a second breakfast at the
Solvay Hut.
The hut is for emergency use only and is perched on a tiny
shelf half-way up the mountain. Much ingenuity had gone into
its construction, but how I should hate to have to stay there !
There was no fire or stove, and just straw covering the floor to
sleep on. A table and bench were the only furniture, but it must
be a haven to anyone caught in a storm.
Soon we were at the foot of a huge snow shoulder, and at
the top of it could be seen the steep rock with fixed ropes hanging
down. Below, a sea of cloud covered Zermatt, filling all the
valleys, with just the high peaks piercing through. Occasionally
a wisp of cloud would surge up and envelop us, but mainly we
were climbing in brilliant sunshine. Steps had been kicked in
the snow by a previous party, and so we quickly reached the
fixed ropes and swarmed up, feeling rather like performing
monkeys.
The last 500 ft. consisted of mixed snow and rock at an easy
angle, and it seemed endless. At 11 a.m. we were met by an icyblast of wind and knew we had arrived at the top. We stood
on the Swiss summit and looked along the snow ridge, which
was like the narrow end of a wedge, to the Italian summit
200 yds. away. We stopped to eat our sandwiches in a slight
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dip half-way along the ridge, and Rie smoked a cigarette quite
a feat at that altitude while I took photos of a party of climbers
crawling over the Italian summit.
We could see Mont Blanc far away in the distance, while the
climbs we had already done were lost in the array of peaks spread
at our feet. It was too cold to dally long, and we were soon on
our way down, passing several parties still going up.
I was beginning to feel very smug and complacent when I
received a bad setdown. The loose snow was melting fast, and
some underneath my feet avalanched off the rock, taking me
with it. I managed to stop by digging in my axe and crampons
and arrived with a jolt beside Rie, 15 ft. and a lifetime lower down.
We decided to go all the way down to Zermatt rather than
risk another sleepless night at the hut. It was two tired but
happy girls who stumbled into bed at 9 p.m., only to be rudely
awakened some 10 hours later by two impetuous Swiss boys
bursting open the door. No apologies were offered as they
ransacked a cubpoard for some missing equipment. Just a few
hasty words flung over their shoulders about a train, while we
lay, ice-axes ready and clutching the blankets to our chins.
We rounded off our holiday by paying another visit to the
Rothorn Hut and climbed the Trifthorn, which, though only
low, has a fine rock ridge. The following day we did the
Wellenkuppe Obergabelhorn traverse, returning to Zermatt
down the Arbengrat ridge, thus bringing our bag of peaks up
to six. This last was a superb route and a most enjoyable grand
finale to our holiday, and we caught our train home with many
promises to return.
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T is nice to be able to write something truthful for a change
about guiding : the unvarnished truth. Editors of newspapers and magazines have a pet request to me : ' Couldn't
you make it a little more sensational ? ' And if I give them a
verbal synopsis of a proposed article, they pick on the strangest
incidents to elaborate. And how they love the phrase * plunging
abyss ' or something similar ! I make no excuses ; who doesn't
like money (an extra week in the Alps, a new duvet against those
grim bivouacs ?), but it's still a pleasant relaxation to tell the
truth.
Other people know better than I how I became a guide, but
few people know how terrified I was when I started my first
professional engagements. I imagined I would be asked even
ordered to take clients up very severes, in nails, on the most
atrocious days ; that everyone would fall off; that I would lose
countless clients in unknown country in mist and search parties
would be called out . . .
My first effort to use a prismatic compass (after I had tried
to learn the fundamentals over a bottle of Beaujolais when
swotting for the guides' certificate) was on a grey January day
in Glencoe. Lees and I had plotted my course the previous
evening : the circuit of the Lost Glen from Bheinn Fhada to
Gearr Aonach. Except for the summit of Bidean it was unknown country to me. I strode purposefully away from Black
Rock, and trotted round the circuit in thick mist and a mild
blizzard. I hesitated for a while at the steep tower of Sgurr
Screamhach, galloped down off Bidean to check, dismayed, on
the top of Church Door Buttress (that was one of Lees' readings)
cut steps off Stob Coire nan Lochan into darkness, and returned
to Black Rock happily envisaging the anxious time Lees had
been through worrying about me. Black Rock was locked and
I couldn't find the key. I ran him to earth in Kingshouse unconcernedly drinking beer. I was supposed to be able to look
after myself now.
I was working for the Mountaineering Association that
summer. I spent the rest of the winter in Fort William driving
a travelling shop during the week, climbing or walking on
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Sundays. The walks were always solo, sometimes in good
weather, often in mist and driving snow. I grew very fit, but
as May drew near, I was terrified.
My courses were to be mixed and the majority of the
students would be young. I wondered what their reaction
would be to a woman guide. Another worry was that I knew
I must make no mistakes. One accident, and everyone would
say : ' That's what comes of having a woman as a guide ! ' The
men could afford to have the occasional slip, but not I. They
would watch me like hawks.
I arrived in Langdale to be confronted by four or five
enthusiastic young men. I took them up Middlefell Buttress :
all of us on one rope and one came off on Curtain Wall,
pulling me against a rock and gashing my shin. I told them
that that showed the advantages of dynamic posture. Such
phrases would mean an explanatory lecture in the evening,
which (until I'd learnt to understand Tarbuck myself) went very
well, as the students lectured and I listened.
Already, on Middlefell, I'd discovered two things. One
was that I couldn't take more than two novices on my rope,
and the second : that they'd lost any confidence they may have
had in me. It was too easy, too slow, and very boring. So I
took them to Gwynn's Chimney. Then they discovered something. That, because they climbed faster, or at least as fast as
the leader, it didn't mean they were as good. The smoothness
of that last pitch had a remarkably chastening effect and the
atmosphere changed completely. I reflected with pleasure, as
they struggled and groped, and sparks flew from their tricounis,
that now we could get down to work and enjoy it.
A pattern was established quickly with all the courses. In
Langdale we would go to Scout Crag the first day, where usually
I could have two ropes going up the cliff at the same time,
myself leading each rope alternately : leaving one second ensconced on his belay to bring up the third man, while I nipped
across to lead the next pitch for the other rope. They graduated
from Scout to Bowfell Buttress and Gimmer. In the case of a
day on Bowfell with Intermediate courses, I would have two
men walking from Red Tarn to Bowfell while I took the other
two up the Band to the Buttress. We would all rendezvous on
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the summit and my pair reversed the walk to Red Tarn while I
took the other two up the Buttress again. If there were time
the second pair would follow up Plaque or the Cambridge
Climb (a route which astonished and delighted me by its
unexpectedness the first time that I did it). Often, looking
round towards the end of the day, we discovered oddly pleasant
little routes : climbs like the Neckband and Harristickorner and
Waller's Crack. The latter I did on a top rope as a demonstration,
shedding most of my clothes in the process, which, thrown out
from the depths of the crack, were caught by the wind and
floated gently over Dungeon Ghyll to the astonishment of some
rather respectable walkers.
Beginners' courses, with eight to handle, were difficult to
cope with on rock away from Scout or Tarn Crag. We spent
the wet days walking on navigation exercises. Ignoring paths
and with the compass in my hand, I plodded round the Pikes at
the head of my bedraggled caravans, often lost, but always
containing myself until I sighted a familiar landmark. Once,
when we came down to Angle Tarn (and it took me long enough
to recognise that!) instead of Rossett Ghyll, I brazenly admitted
my mistake to prove that none should be over-confident.
The weather was very bad that summer. I was camping in
Langdale, and after several weeks of coming home each evening
soaked, and having to prepare my meal and crawl into a damp
sleeping bag, I was looking forward to a proper bed, somewhere
to dry my clothes, and warm evenings under a roof. I had all
this when I went to Skye for more courses and took up residence
at Glen Brittle Youth Hostel.
For a week or so the weather was good. I climbed with
private clients at first, not only on Skye, but going back to
Nevis and Glencoe for brief periods. I had three wonderful
days with Monica Jackson at Black Rock, when we explored the
west face of the Aonach Dubh and reversed my old circuit of
the Lost Glen in a heat wave. We ' found ', too, the east face of
the Aonach Dubh which was strange and delightful to both of
us, and I returned, over-confident, to Glen Brittle where I
promptly lost another client in Coire Lagan. At least, we were
lost together, trying to find Collie's in thick mist. After several
hours during which, at one time, we stood on Bealach Coire
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Lagan and identified it as the south-west ridge of Sgumain, we
were just about to start up Collies' when the mist parted and we
found we were on the Lagan Buttress of Sgurr Dearg.
The six weeks I spent on Skye were never without incident.
During the first week we made a film for the M.A. and learnt to
climb. I discovered a solution to the problem of climbing on
the Cuillin with five novices. I was lucky enough to weed out
two leaders during the first day's practice on the roches
moutonnees in Coire Lagan. Lucky, too, to have seen the possibilities in that easy sweep of rock at the head of Coire Banadich.
Here, with the cameraman soloing competently up easy gullies,
I had my two ropes on easy moderate lines aiming for the main
ridge, while I ran back and forth at the heads of the ropes,
spying out the next pitches. Animal similes come to mind from
that first week : in the film I looked like a dissipated hawk
crouched, peering down at my students ; in action on the slabs
I was like a frantic sheepdog.
I shall regret always that the camera wasn't there the day we
descended Cioch Gully in a storm. It was several courses later
and I was the leader of two ropes going up to do Amphitheatre
Arete. We passed the foot of Cioch gully and it was dry. Then
the downpour got under way and the temperature dropped.
We had done several pitches of the Arete and the rain had
penetrated to the most uncomfortable part my lumbar region
and the girl with me was not looking too well, when I decided
to retreat. So we climbed down to Cioch gully which was now
a rushing torrent. We descended to the top of the first pitch
where the torrent leapt over the lip in an impressive waterfall,
and I belayed firmly in the bed of the gully. As the first man
went down, he disappeared from view completely, waves breaking over him, then his head emerged, sleek and gleaming like a
seal's, only to vanish again under white foam. When my turn
came at the end I was painfully aware that I had no top rope,
and that the force of the water at the belay was considerable.
I lowered myself over the edge, the waterfall mounting my
back until I was under : blinded, deafened, and doing my best
to concentrate on my feet and hands. Water battered my head
and shoulders and the noise was extremely confusing. At the
time it didn't surprise me that there was no amusement from
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below. The faces watching were tense with anxiety. I was
anxious myself.
It wasn't the only time I returned to the hostel without a dry
stitch on me. Days set in when it rained continually ; the ropes
above the hostel stove were crowded with wet clothes and one
night I found a sock in the soup.
Some days were really too bad for anything and then we
talked (talks grandly described as * lectures ' on the report forms)
and gorged ourselves on Mrs. Campbell's magnificent meals.
Other days, when it cleared for a while, we went down to the
sea cliffs for abseiling. There was one place where, if you
abseiled when the tide was coming in and it was rough, you had
to wait for the last big roller to recede, descend quickly and try
to disentangle yourself before you were caught by the next wave.
Often these were big enough to break over the head of the
unfortunate who was being held prisoner by the safety rope and
the nasty person on top.
One day, walking to Coruisk, a gale got up from the southwest which was so strong that I thought we should never be
able to face it if we tried to return by the coast. So we just
walked round the Cuillin and caught a bus back from Sligachan.
That day the outlet from Scavaig was in flood and we forded it
in a chain with the girls in the middle.
The Skye courses ended officially on a Saturday, and on the
same day a Langdale course was due to start. I liked to be at
the centre to welcome the students on the day they arrived, but
on this occasion I was going to be hard pressed and decided to
compromise and start work on the Sunday. I sped southwards
by bus and train, to reach Kendal in the small hours of Sunday
morning where I sat on the steps of a deserted cinema staring at
the rain and reflecting that it was a miserable way to spend a
birthday. Then I remembered my sleeping bag and, finding a
timber yard beside the river, lay down on some planks and went
to sleep.
I had one or two more courses to do before I went to the
Alps, but the weather, if possible, deteriorated. My old field
was under hay but Myers let me camp behind his house where
the only shelter I could find was in the lee of a wall and beside a
stream. As the days progressed the stream rose. I started to
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feel tired in the evenings and had little energy left to cook. For
a week I lived on bread and cheese. All my clothes were damp,
if not soaked, and still the stream rose. One night I woke to
find that water had seeped up through the holes in the groundsheet and the sleeping bag was cold and soggy, (I bought a Lilo
the following season). I got through the next day but suddenly
I had an attack of nerves on Crescent Climb on Pavey Ark.
' This,' I thought, ' is the end ! I'm afraid of a Moderate ! ' I
trembled the rest of the way up Pavey and returned to the tent.
In the night the stream burst its banks, and as I lay in an inch or
so of water, sick to death of climbing, a cow put her head under
the tent and ripped it from top to bottom.
Next morning I moved into the Old Dungeon Ghyll.
Those last three days before the Alps were a holiday in themselves. I slept in a proper bed with sheets for the first time in
three months, I dried all my clothes on the hot tank until they
crackled, and I had second and third helpings pressed on me at
every meal. I can remember those dinners now : three of them :
roast pork, roast beef and roast chicken !
After the Alps I worked in Borrowdale, which is a very good
centre for large courses, the cliffs being small and accessible on
the whole. I discovered Shepherd's Crag and even discovered
some of the climbs ; found Raven Crag Buttress, Troutdale
Pinnacle, Columba's Bastion, Gillercombe Buttress, Bowderstone Pinnacle all delightful routes for students on Intermediate or Post Training courses. And then, with beginners, I
spent a hilarious afternoon in the labyrinths of the Rat Hole.
My accommodation was a barn at Rosthwaite which I shared
with three cats and six kittens, a turkey hen and chicks, and a
bull. The bull who was aggressive and who stood just below
me, spent the nights sharpening his horns on the side of the
byre, so that the floor vibrated continuously and I and the
cats (who slept, of course, all nine of them, on top of me)
vibrated in sympathy.
That was the first season, and it ended with my going to the
Borrowdale Hotel as resident guide, which sounded very good
when I introduced myself to guests as I took them their early
morning tea (in naval jersey, slacks and espadrilks).
Actually I did the gardening.
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Since then I've had a wide variety of clients, from the best
(occasionally the tiger cub ; often older people who climb quite
well but don't want to lead because of family responsibilities) to
the worst. The worst isn't very bad : newspaper reporters who
are so eager before, terrified at the time, and proud afterwards.
There are the very slow people not on the climb, but coming
downhill and the very heavy . . . But they all enjoy it and
since the second qualification of a guide must be patience, one
gets used to descending Tryfan in two hours flat (there are
usually flowers and birds, and there is always conversation).
There are times when it becomes a little boring, when the
old burns across the back are wakened into new and painful lire
by fresh pressure, but such episodes are remembered only as cold
facts. They are swamped by other memories : of pure joy in
the eyes of natural climbers on their first climb and the wonder
at the end of it, memories of elderly people carefully and neatly
coming up Cneifion Arete, or looking at the cushions of moss
campion on the Kitchen cliffs.
It's a pleasant profession where you can make other people
happy merely by doing something you enjoy yourself.
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Mrs. Jeffrey

THE STEALL BRIDGE, GI.EN NEVIS
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PhyI Jackson

THI. MEET \T LE BEX, 1956
In front: Doreen Tharby, Peg.^V \\ ild, Annette \\ ilson, Suzanne Long, Rie Leggett,
Eileen Pyatt
Behind: Peggy Parkinson, Beryl Jennings, Joyce Hughes, Pepc, Nea Morm,
Jules Imberti

Mrs. Jeffrey

THE NY.vi*. MEET, 1958
Anne Littlejohn, Brenda Ritchie, Margaret Darvall, Nea
Penny Storey, Maud Godward

\Iorin (behind),
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TRAM' EXPEDITION TO NORWAY, 1956
BERYL ASTON (nee Jennings)
OR two weeks during the summer of 1956 Peggy Parkinson
and I visited Nordmore in Norway. The party of eight
was led by Stan Whitehead and all travelling, with the
exception of the North Sea, was done in his Land Rover ' Fram.'
We were a mixed group of climbers and walkers and the object
of the expedition was to map out a little more of Innerdal as
there appeared to be much scope for climbing rarely visited peaks,
walking and map making.
We travelled from Newcastle to Oslo, arriving on 23rd July,
and the journey to Innerdal was made the same day quite an
achievement considering the distance of 325 miles.
Our plan on reaching Innerdal was to have our Base Camp
at the lakeside within sight of the Turisthytte, and from here we
could see some of the peaks to be climbed. My main task on
the expedition was to keep an eye on the food and organisation
of meals and to record the activities and climbs done, while
Peggy was keen to do some climbing, and both of us were going
to do some walking.
At Sunndalsora we were joined by a Norwegian friend of
Stan's Ole Bjornstad who was to remain with us for most of
the holiday.
Upon our arrival at the Innerdal Turisthytte we were made
very welcome by Olav Innerdal, and a most delectable camp site
was chosen at the edge of the lake.
We stayed in Innerdal from Tuesday until Friday and during
that time Skarfjell (5,712 ft.), Dalatarnet (4,560 ft.) and Lilletarnet
were all climbed by various members of the party, and the
Innerdal valley was also explored. The weather for the whole
period was inclement and we encountered heavy showers, mist,
hail, snow and all too little sunshine.
During Friday we made a temporary move to Grasdal Seter
by taking * Fram ' down to Nedredal Farm and then walking up
the Grasdal valley. The Seter consisted of one windproof room,
a bed, a stove, a huge pile of firewood, table and stools. We
were gratified to find such a good shelter as the journey had been
made in heavy rain.

F
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The peak to be tackled from Grasdal was Vinnufjell
(5,979 ft.) and this was climbed by David, John and Peggy in
really foul weather conditions. The ascent was made by the
north-east subsidiary ridge along the summit ridge northwards,
and descent off the north-east end of the massif, taking 14^ hours
to complete. Ole, Tony and Stan attempted to reach the summit
ridge by a more southerly route, but had to abandon the plan
because of mist. This was the first ascent of Vinnufjell by a
woman climber and Peggy says it was very tough going, but
she was happy to have accomplished it.
Following the ascent of Vinnufjell we returned to our Base
Camp at Innerdal and during the next week Tarnefjell (4,791 ft.),
Satbakkollen (6,069 ^0 an<^ Trolla (6,036 ft.), were added to the
party's achievements. Some particulars of the area we visited
are given in Rock climbs in Nordmore issued by the Norway
Travel Association.
We left on Sunday, 5 th August, with a great send off from
the natives of Innerdal, and the journey home was begun in
blinding rain. We camped overnight just below Romsdalhorn
and here the scenery was really terrific, the mountains looking
much more formidable than at Innerdal. The following night we
stayed at a Pensionat just beyond Lillehammer. We were able
to spend a little time at the end of our journey in Oslo where we
saw the original' Fram,' the * Kon-Tiki' the ' Vikingskips ' and
of course the famous Vigeland Park before going to Ole's house
for the evening where we were given a grand welcome.
On Wednesday, 8th August, our holiday in Norway came to
an end and on a perfect summer's day we said good-bye to Oslo
and all the friends we had made in our short stay.
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EASTER AT THE HUT

EASTER MEET AT THE HUT-

MWOCO
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JOINT MEET WITH THE
LADIES' SCOTTISH CLIMBING CLUB
AT THE CHARLES INGLIS CLARK HUT

T

HIS was a memorable occasion taking place as it did
during the Jubilee Year of the L.S.C.C., once again under
the Presidency of Mrs. Jeffrey. Both the Charles Inglis
Clark Hut on Nevis, and the Steall Hut (belonging respectively
to the S.M.C. and the J.M.C.S.) were put at the disposal of the
Meet for the Whitsun holiday, 1958, and this meant that we had
Ben Nevis practically to ourselves.
At the C.I.C. Hut there were seven Pinnaclers : Margaret
Darvall, Maud Godward, Eileen Gregory, Jean Griffiths, Nea
Morin, Brenda Ritchie and Penny Storey, not including Mrs.
Jeffrey and Anne Little John who were there in the capacity of
L.S.C.C. members ; there were also two campers, Dorothea
Gravina (P.C.) and Monica Jackson (L.S.C.C.). Betty Stark and
Anne Clarke both L.S.C.C. came for one night.
I had the pleasure of walking up to the Nevis Hut with
Mrs. Jeffrey or to be more accurate of following her at some
considerable distance because I could not keep up with her.
The next day, Friday, in practically winter conditions, I had
the privilege of ascending Ben Nevis by Coire Leis in company
with Mrs. Jeffrey, in splendid form, and with Anne Littlejohn.
We had great good fortune as this proved to be the best day of
our whole stay. We had wonderful views and were able to peer
down Gardyloo Gully, Nos. 2 and 3 Gullies and also to go out
onto the top of Tower ridge. I appreciated this good luck, on
a first visit, in getting a clear picture of the geography of the
mountain.
Mrs. Jeffrey was our hostess for two nights at C.I.C., and then
on the Saturday she went down to join the others at the
Steall Hut.
Very little climbing was done on account of the quantities
of fresh snow which was too soft in the gullies and too thick on
the rocks. There was an heroic ascent of the Douglas Boulder
possibly by the ordinary route, but, ' there was no sign of its
ever having been climbed before ! ' About three quarters of the
way up a huge boulder came away in the leader's hand * Are
you all right ? ' called Maud. ' Yes,' replied Anne, ' It's only a
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handhold ! ' . . . shades of Walter Mitty! Afterwards Anne
explained that she had held it between her knees. On the way
down Maud got hit on the nose by a stone which she failed to
dodge . . . The party had set out at 4.30 p.m. and shortly aftei
wards the mountains were curtained in sleet and mist. At 9.30.
just as a search party was about to set out, they arrived back
drenched, frozen, and Maud covered in blood. Willing hands
undressed her . . .
Meanwhile the two campers, who had arrived that morning,
dumped their gear and gone out on the hills all day, obstinately
insisted on putting their' Mead C ' tent up in spite of the howling
gale and driving sleet and snow. Half an hour later they
returned to the hut soaked, frozen and exhausted and had to be
revived and dried by the stove. After a meal in the hut, they
bravely returned to their tent for the night.
Long expeditions were made over the Aonachs and beyond.
There were ascents of Ben Nevis by various routes Coire
Leis, Ledge Route, Castle ridge, mostly in thick mist. No. 4
gully was descended and No. 3 ascended.
Though practically no climbing was done and the weather
hardly seasonal, we could scarcely have enjoyed ourselves more.
It was a real pleasure to be in this grand hut so solid and comforting in this wild spot with all its associations, its unique
atmosphere and its magnificent situation.
This was my first visit to Nevis and I was glad to have seen
it as it should be seen, snow-covered, corniced, and festooned
with fantastic icicles, or rather pillars of ice.
To the L.S.C.C. and in particular to Mrs. Jeffrey and Erna
Leslie, The Hon. Secretary, many, many thanks for organising
this Meet.
N.E.M.

AT THE STEALL HUT, GLEN NEVIS
This is something of a minority report for I found myself,
with the exception of Mrs. Jeffrey, the only Pinnacle Club
representative at Steall. I felt specially privileged to be there
with Mrs. Jeffrey, this Jubilee Year's L.S.C.C. President.
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Owing to a misapprehension, I had come entirely without
provisions to a provisionless hut a dreadful thing for a visitor
to do ! But, what might have been an intimidating situation,
turned out to be a most delightful weekend, full of hospitality
and Scottish kindness.
The Steall Hut is in a lovely position, far up Glen Nevis, with
a spectacular waterfall behind it, and in front the wide river,
which can only be crossed by a wire-rope bridge. We enjoyed
our gymnastics, with rucksacks ! We were about 15 in all,
including some campers; and Erna Leslie, the Club Secretary,
worked tirelessly to see that all went well.
The weather was not at all bad, and the views were often
splendid. I had three very satisfying days on the hills to
Sgurr a Mhaim (3,601 ft.), then, with the rest of the hut's inmates, to Sgurr Choinnich Mor (3,603) ft., and a final day, after
shutting the hut up, with Mrs. Jeffrey to An Garbhanach
(3,219 ft.). All the time, I was immensely impressed by the
L.S.C.C. members' detailed knowledge of their rich and complex
mountain territory, the fruit of being in the hills often and in
every season. The Scots are fortunate people.
We joined E. Pyatt and D. Arning at Fort William. They
had been to Carn Dearg Meadhonach, to Steall and Alt Coire
Giubhsachan, and up Ben Nevis in rain by the ordinary route
from Achintee. We enjoyed Arning's first words as she came
in from her Nevis climb : ' Well, I've done that beastly mountain at last!'
On the run back to Stirling with Mrs. Jeffrey, she pointed
out the historic boulder under which, just 50 years ago, Mrs.
Jeffrey's mother (Mrs. Inglis Clark), herself and a friend,
founded the L.S.C.C. Altogether it was a memorable Whitsun.
Please may there be more joint Meets with the Scottish Ladies ?
A. M. Grutter.
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ALPINE MEET, 1954
NEA MORIN
MAY as well confess at once that I went through agonies
organising this Meet. I had never run one in the Alps
before and I started looking around for advice. In a little
book entitled * Mountaineering ' the B.M.C. is not guilty, for
this was published more than 50 years ago advice is given to
men not to over-tax their Lady Companions, for, it says, * The
woman who has once over-walked herself seems doomed to be
more or less of an invalid for life. Doctors in this age of feminine athletics are constantly having girls on their hands who
have over done it and will never be quite the same again \ '
I had visions of myself returning with a bunch of Pinnaclers
(my son suggests that a better collective noun would be a bristle
of Pinnaclers) who would never be quite the same again.
Mothers and Fathers I felt I could cope with, but when a young
married Pinnacler joined the party my nerve nearly deserted me.
An irate husband complaining of having a diminished wife
returned to him was something I would not know how to tackle.
Several of the party had never been to the Alps before so I
thought I had better look up how to deal with such complaints
as mountain sickness. I was slightly taken aback to find the
following advice given : ' The symptom may be attributed to
anaemia of the brain, and the mountaineer suffering from this
complaint is recommended to stand on his head ! '
Naturally I received many enquiries about equipment. I
looked things up in various books (the B.M.C. sponsored handbook in the Teach Yourself Series was not then available) and
found essentials included knitted anklets, trees for boots, chains
for gaiters (was it the wind, I wondered, that might blow them
away ?). Wire-cutters and visiting cards were deemed absolutely
indispensable by all the best authorities.
The U.N.C.M. (Union Nationale des Centres de Montagne)
Centre of Le Bez in the valley of the Guisane near the old
Vauban walled city of Briancon the highest cathedral town in
Europe was our destination, and by the time we had all
collected there we were feeling pretty limp. The sudden
transition from the damp rainy climate of England in the summer
of 1954, to the brilliant sunshine of Briancon was almost too

I
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much for us. We had managed to hit upon the one fine fortnight in the whole of the season.
Almost at once Georges Lambert, the Chef de Centre
announced that a party would be leaving at midnight to drive
round to Les Etages to climb the Aiguille Dibona by the Boell
route. Peggy Wild was the only one feeling tough enough and
she was rewarded with a grand climb.
Our first excursion was up to the Glacier Blanc Hut above
Cezanne at the head of the Ailefroide valley. Here we were to
make our headquarters for three days. We took all our food
with us from the Centre and shortly before our bus was due to
leave at 7.25 a.m. I was shown our 12 loads neatly piled on
12 chairs. Each pile was topped with a large French 2 Ib. loaf
and the general impression was of a fantastic quantity of food.
I shall never forget Annette's face when she saw what she was
expected to carry. Somehow or other most of the stuff was
stowed away and then there was a wild dash for the bus, our
party looking sadly unbusiness-like with arms full of crampons
and trailing coils of rope. Our guide, Louis Perramon, ' Pepe,'
and our moniteur, Pierre Imberty, a voluntary instructor, saved
the situation by packing even more into their already gigantic
sacks. Fortunately our destination was only about two hours'
walk up from Cezanne where the bus deposited us. We crossed
the Glacier Blanc and stopped for lunch on the moraine. Afterwards we were given coaching in step-cutting and in the use of
crampons. We were also taught how to stop when sliding
down a snow slope only as there was no snow this was
practised on ice ! All the Pinnaclers were required to hurl
themselves down the steep side of a serac, and none shirked this
save the President. A day or two later there was the most
colourful crop of bruises I have ever seen.
At the hut we were allocated a dormitory to ourselves, as
well as a room where we could cook and have our meals, and
we quickly installed ourselves and made ourselves at home. The
guides had carried up two small Butagaz cylinders, each burning
for about 12 hours, and on these we cooked and brewed gallons
of tea for 14 people for three days.
Although we were most comfortable, few of us slept well
possibly due to altitude, though we were only at 2,5 50 m.
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Our first day out was a training trip to the Pic Louise
3,668 m. Snow and ice was our weakest point and we were
given useful coaching in step-cutting and cramponning. Also
in glissading. I must say it was an unforgettable sight to see all
the Pinnaclers doing sitting glissades, hurtling down a snow
slope one after the other head-first, feet-first or bottom-first, to
be fielded by the laughing guides. ' Culling,' they called it,
which may be interpreted as bottoming. When I explained
what ' cooling ' meant in English, they roared with laughter at
this most appropriate double-meaning. Cooling it certainly
was, for most of the party amassed a seatful of snow through
holes in their breeks, or a neckful from having descended
head-first.
On the following days the Pic de Neige Cordier, 3,613 m.
and Les Ecrins, 4,101 m. were climbed. On the last day the
rest of the party traversed the Montagne des Agneaux, 3,646 m.
back to the Centre, while I went down with one of the party
who was suffering from severe sunburn.
After this we had a rest day. Then on the following day we
took a bus up the valley to the Pont de FAlp and walked up
through delightful flower-filled meadows to the Pic de la
Bruyere. This is just a rock climb and we were able to take
things easily and enjoy the wonderful view across onto the
main massif.
Our next trip up to the glaciers was once more round to the
Ailefroide valley. We crammed the whole party of 14 into a
taxi the President being the last in had the best of it or so
she thought lying on a bed of downy Pinnaclers, but by the
end of the journey she, too, felt that a bristle of Pinnaclers was
nearer the mark.
From Ailefroide we set off up the Celse Niere valley for the
Lemercier Hut. It would have been an extremely hot walk, but
clouds blew up and for the first time the weather looked like
breaking. Evidently this umbrella was laid on specially for our
benefit and after a cool walk we arrived at the hut to find that
nearly everyone had left a most fortunate circumstance because
it is only intended to hold 18 and there were already 14 of us.
It is a primitive hut and has no guardian very different from
the sumptious Glacier Blanc Hut.
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Next morning was brilliantly fine again and six of us started
out for the traverse of the Aiguille de Sialouze, the local Grepon.
We climbed in three parties Pepe with Annis and Joyce,
myself and Rie, Pierre with Phyl and Suzanne. We had hoped
to climb the Pic Sans Nom as well, but we were far too slow.
After making the complete traverse we started down a couloir
and then abseiled to the glacier a lengthy business as we had
only one abseil rope. The last abseil was about 80 ft. off a piton
with a most spectacular overhanging start. At the top there
were Pinnaclers belayed to every available spike awaiting their
turn to go over the edge, while a harrassed President kept
counting her chicks in case one should have dropped off inadvertently. Annis, who had been the first one down the upper
abseil, must have waited at least an hour on her stance.
When we got back to the hut we found a frightful scrum;
that night we were 45 in a hut meant for 18. Two of our party
slept out in the open (2,704 m.). Next morning Rie, Annis,
Peggy Parkinson, Peggy Wild and Eileen Pyatt left at 4.30 to
traverse the Pelvoux (3,948 m.) descending by the Glacier des
Violettes. The rest of us tidied up the hut, which was in an
indescribable state of filth, then we collected the spare gear,
sleeping-bags, cooking-stoves, etc. and wandered down. We
had a glorious dip in the Celse Niere torrent and roasted ourselves afterwards on sun-baked rocks. After lunch in the shade
on a grassy alp we made our way leisurely back to Ailefroide
where we met the others.
Next day the party broke up. The Meet was voted a great
success largely due to the kindness and helpfulness of Georges
Lambert, Chef de Centre, and his wife, and to the enthusiasm and
unfailing patience and good humour of Pepe and Pierre. I am
sure we shall all remember for a long time to come their delicious
accents calling ' e-e-ets a pe-e-e-ce of cake,' or ' sor-r-r-ry ! '
The whole organisation of the Centre was extremely efficient
and the food and cooking excellent. Finally the Briangon weather
lived up to its reputation for * le plus beau soleil de France.'
Those taking part in the Meet were : Annis Flew, Joyce
Hughes, Phyl Jackson, Beryl Jennings, Rie Leggett, Suzanne
Long, Nea Morin, Peggy Parkinson, Eileen Pyatt, Doreen
Tharby, Peggy Wild and Annette Wilson.
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DOLOMITE MEET, AUGUST, 1957
ANNE LITTLEJOHN

T

HE Meet, which lasted from 3rd-18th August, was
centred on the Sella Pass with a short excursion during
the second week to the Vajolet Hut. In both areas the
guide was the inimitable Johann Demetz. Apart from one day
of wind and rain at the Vajolet Hut, the weather was good.
Thunderstorms there were in plenty, but, with one notable
exception, they occurred during the night and, generally speaking, the rocks were dry and even warm by the time we had
started to climb.
Under Johann's guidance, various parties, usually consisting
of two or three members, did a number of most enjoyable
climbs, including the South Wall of the Grohmann, the Kiene
Riss on the Funffingerspitze, the North wall of the Sassolungo,
the North Wall of the Second Sella Tower and the Cameron
Route on the Grande Piz da Cir.
Sometimes Johann would take two members on his rope
and allow two others to follow independently with occasional
discreet assistance from a top rope. The traverse of the Vajolet
Towers and the ascent of the Adang Kamin were made in this way.
On several occasions, in the absence of Johann with one
party, Brenda conducted the remaining members up such climbs
as the Funffingerspitze and the Eck on the Sassolungo with
masterly technique and faultless route-finding. Eileen and
Anne also sallied forth guideless on several occasions with
rather less success, since their first climb, on the Stabeler Tower,
ended abruptly and moistly in a violent thunderstorm, and their
second outing, on the Grasleitenturm, in failure to find the
route at all. However, morale was restored by a guideless
ascent of the Schmitt Kamin, from which a smooth and rapid
descent was made in a series of exhilarating 120 ft. abseils.
(What mountaineer's sixth sense made Eileen take two threequarter weight ropes that day, instead of one full-weight as on
previous occasions ?)
On off-days there were delightful walks to be had in the
well-wooded valleys, over the passes and by the tourist routes
to various summits such as those of Catinaccio d'Antermoia
and Piz Boe.
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Nominally one of the walks, but actually an excursion such
as none of the (unroped !) participants is likely to forget, was
Brenda's ' little walk ' to Piz Selva via the Gemsband a grasscovered ledge varying in width from 30 to 40 ft. to practically
nil, but quite unvarying in its sinister downward slope towards
a sheer drop of some hundreds of feet. The descent by the
' iron ladders,' was scarcely less interesting, since the aforesaid
ladders, where present at all, consisted almost entirely of a series
of wire ropes dangling down a rock face of some six or seven
hundred unquestionably vertical feet.
Looking back, it is hard to believe that it all happened in the
short space of two weeks so many climbs, so much good
companionship ; but it did, and for one at least of the members
it will not have been the last visit to those picture-book peaks
called the Dolomites.
Those taking part in the Meet were Eileen Gregory (Leader),
Christina Barratt, Sylvia Greenwood, Iris Lemaire (guest),
Anne Littlejohn and Brenda Ritchie.
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OBITUARY
DR. CATHERINE CHISHOLM
R. CATHERINE CHISHOLM, who died on zist July,
1952, was a member of the Pinnacle Club for its first
18 years. She was always interested and ready to help in
any plan for women's advancement and independence. Her life
work was among the sick babies and children of Manchester.
In 1914 she started the Babies Hospital, staffed entirely by
women doctors. In 1935 she recived the C.B.E. and in 1949 an
honorary Fellowship of the Royal College of Physicians. At a
dinner given to her by the medical women of Manchester to
congratulate her on this honour, it was a pleasure to hear one
after another speak with the strong affection and deep admiration which she so richly deserved.
CL.C.

D

JOCELYN MOORE
The Club has lost one of its most brilliant young members
with the death of Jo Moore. She was killed when the bivouac
at the Col Eccles was destroyed by a rock-fall in July, 1952.
That season she had already made a guideless ascent of the
Brenva ridge and appeared to be all set for a first-rate season's
climbing. Her mountaineering career began in Zermatt in 1948
when, among other climbs, she made an ascent of the Zmutt
ridge under appallingly iced conditions. Subsequently she
climbed mostly from Zermatt or Chamonix and in the latter
district her climbs included the Drus, Grepon, east face, and
the Fou by the south-west ridge.
She organised Meets of the Oxford University Women's
Mountaineering Club in Wales and the Lake District. She was
particularly modest about her rock-climbing ability, but those
privileged to climb with her remember with gratitude the speed
with which she ascended really difficult rock, no matter how
much of the party's gear she was given to carry. Her toughness
and good nature made her the best of mountain companions.
She had studied economics at Oxford, Geneva and Chicago,
and her academic career promised to be as brilliant as her
climbing one.
E.M.G.
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All too many of our friends, among them some of the very
finest mountaineers, have lost their lives in accidents or have
died. To Mrs. Jeffrey we offer our deepest sympathy on the
death of her husband, Robert Jeffrey, a well-known and much
loved member of the Alpine Club and a President of the
Scottish Mountaineering Club. We also take this opportunity
of offering every sympathy to two of our members, Phyllis
Jackson and Ada Moss, who have both lost their husbands.

We remember in particular Dick Viney, Hon. Secretary of
the Climbers' Club who was killed in 1956 with Tom
Bourdillon. Many members of the Pinnacle Club must have
benefited from his helpfulness to all in organising lifts to and
from Wales. It was to Dick that everyone turned when in
need of help or advice, and this was invariably forthcoming.
To older climbers he was a link with the younger generation,
for his maturity, insight, and interest in people made him
accessible to old and young alike. He is a sadly missed figure
at P.Y.G.
GEOFFREY WINTHROP YOUNG
At the moment of going to press we learn with great regret
of the death of Mr. Geoffrey Winthrop Young, writer, poet and
mountaineer. To Mrs. Winthrop Young, first President of the
Pinnacle Club, we offer our deepest sympathy. Our club and all
mountaineers the world over mourn with her the passing of
this greatest figure in the history of mountaineering. And we
remember with especial pride that the formation of the Pinnacle
Club was largely due to the encouragement given by Mr.
Winthrop Young.
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INCE our last Journal, published in 1950, we have had
three Presidents Nea Morin, Helen Bryan (for two years)
and Eileen Gregory (Mrs. Healey), who has still another
two years in office. Much has happened during this time. We
have moved from the Georgian era into another Elizabethan age.
Everest, Kz and Kanchenjunga have been climbed as well as
all the other 8,000 m. peaks, save one.
There have been two Women's Expeditions to the Himalaya,
the Ladies' Scottish Expedition in 1955 to the Langtang Himal,
when Mrs. Monica Jackson and Miss Betty Stark climbed a
virgin peak of 22,000 ft., and the Abinger Expedition to Kulu
in 1956 (leader Mrs. Dunsheath), when our President made the
ascent of several unclimbed peaks one of 21,000 ft., as well as
making the second ascent of Deo Tibba a mountain which
has rebuffed some of the most famous climbers.
It is nice to think that it was a Pinnacler, Jean Punnett (nee
Low), who in fact made the first woman's expedition to the
Himalaya, to the Kulu district in 1940. (See Pinnacle Club
Journal, 1950). This one-woman expedition was given no
publicity and as a result appears to have been completely
ignored subsequently.
We offer our most sincere congratulations to our two sister
Clubs, the Ladies' Alpine Club and the Ladies' Scottish Climbing
Club on attaining their fiftieth Birthdays. Especially do we
congratulate Mrs. Jeffrey so nearly a founder member of our
own Club upon her second Presidency of the L.S.C.C. which,
with her Mother, she founded 50 years ago.
At the invitation of the Alpine Club, the President and
Honorary Secretary of the Pinnacle Club attended a reception,
graced by the presence of H.M. the Queen and H.R.H. the
Prince Philip, which was held at the Great Hall, Lincoln's Inn
Fields on 9th December, 1957, to celebrate the Centenary Year
of the Alpine Club.
The President and Mrs. Morin (guest of honour) attended the
Jubilee Dinner of the Ladies' Scottish Climbing Club presided
by Mrs. Jeffrey. This was a gala occasion. After dinner a
retrospect of the Club was given and we saw re-enacted on the
stage notable events in the life and history of the Club. A
memorable and entertaining evening.

S
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Judy Hall, who is training to be a nurse at King's College
Hospital, writes to say how sorry she is not to be able to attend
more Meets at present, but for the next two or three years
weekends will be hard to come by.
It has recently come to light that Mrs. Nettleton, President
of the Ladies' Alpine Club from 1920-1922, led the traverse of
the Grepon in 1903. The party consisted of her husband, Mr.
Charles Nettleton, A.C. and a porter. A most remarkable
performance, particularly in view of the fact that footgear at
that time will have been nailed boots. Mrs. Nettleton also led
Kern Knotts Crack with Owen Glynne Jones as her second
this was in 1899 and only a few months before his death on the
Dent Blanche.
*
*
*
The Editor would like to thank all those who have helped
to produce this journal by contributing articles, photographs,
drawings, etc. The aim has been to include all the various
mountain activities of as wide a cross-section as possible of the
Club, and it has been particularly heartening to find so much
enthusiasm and enterprise among our older members, as well as
to renew our youth in the doings of our young tigers.

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

MARRIAGES AND BIRTHS
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HERE has been a brisk trend in the marriage market, and
although this so often means a disastrous falling off (we
hope not literally) where Club activities are concerned,
in the present instances we have every reason to hope this will
not be the case. There have been 13 marriages eight being to
members of the Climbers' Club. At the Jubilee Dinner of the
Ladies' Alpine Club in 1957 a distinguished speaker said that
one of the most important functions of that Club was to provide
brides for members of the Alpine Club it appears that the
Pinnacle Club is performing the same service for the Climbers'
Club.
We have had two encouraging letters from the mothers or
mothers-to-be of prospective Pinnaclers *. . . Fiona (six months)
travels well in a rucksack for a couple of hours, but is quite
miserable if left at the/oo/ of a crag."
' We intend that he/she shall have the rope to help her/him
up the North Ridge of Tryfan in his/her third year.' It has
turned out to be a she.

JOYCE TAYLOR ROY BEARD, C.C., 1952.
Winifred, born 1955.
EILEEN AUSTIN DR. JOHN WILKS, C.C., 1951.
David, Bernard, Andrew.
ANNIS DONNISON ANTHONY FLEW, C.C., 1952.
JOYCE HUGHES RICHARD TOMBS, C.C., 1955.
John Richard, born 1957.
DR. ANN CLARK GEOFFREY SUTTON, C.C., 1955,
Fiona, born 1957.
MEGAN ROWLANDS JOHN SWALLOW, 1957.
Sian, born 1958.
KAY BOUCHER N. HAWINS, 1957.
Margaret, born 1958.
GWEN MOFFAT SfiRJ. JOHN LEES, C.C., 1957.
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DEMISE MORIN—CHARLES EVANS, F.R.C.S., C.C., 1957.
JOAN BLOOMFIELD—NORMAN ALBON, 1957.
Denise, born 1958.
RIENETTA LEGGETT—ERIC HERBERT, C.C., 1957.
BERYL JENNINGS—GEOFFREY ASTON, Cave and Crag, 1957.
EILEEN GREGORY—J. A. D. HEALEY, 1958.
To PAT DALEY, a son, James Alastair.
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GIVE ME THE HILLS. BY MIRIAM UNDERHILL. Methuen. 25/-.
What a delightful book by Miriam Underbill I How well we come to
know her through its pages—her sane, humorous outlook on life, her zest
for the heights, and her response to the beauty of her surrondings.
She was born and brought up in New England ; but it was not long
before a greased pole was suggested as a more suitable birthday present than
a doll, and from then on she has never looked back. Drawn inevitably to
that fine range of great rolling hills, the White Mountains, she soon came to
know them under both winter and summer conditions, and it was there that
the foundations of her endurance, enterprise and achievement were so well
and truly laid.
This book is really an autobiography of her climbing days, and it is a
magnificent record, with an impressive number of ' firsts'; not that she
was in the least impressed by her achievements : ' many a new route is made
because climbers cannot find the usual one."
Most of her great climbs were done between the two wars, in the
Dolomites, Zermatt, the Oberland and Chamonix with well-known guides.
These climbs are described in such vivid and joyful detail that from the
depths of an armchair one can experience the thrills of a first traverse of the
Aiguilles du Diable, or the unnerving exposure on the Grepon during her
memorable manless traverse. But the detail is not overdone and she has a
light touch and kindly humour for all the people and predicaments she meets.
Ski-ing also plays a lively part in her adventures ; not the limitations of
the piste for her,' too many people running into me from behind,' but true
ski mountaineering with the whole Alps for a playground. Those who ski
will enjoy her reactions on finding herself imprisoned in a ski school, and
her unshaken faith in the telemark. We read of an ascent of the Aiguille
Percee in the French Alps, of the Bernina, Piz Palu and hair-raising doings
in the Bernese Oberland, and finally of a magnificent trip from Gressonay
over Monte Rosa to Zermatt.
The book ends with very interesting accounts of climbing trips in the
little known ranges of Montana and to most of us the even less known
methods of getting there. But it must be wonderful country once the
hazards of the weather, the horses and the grizzly bears have been overcome.
What a pity we have no bears in Wales ! A few grizzlies wandering round
the Milestone Buttress on an Easter Saturday would liven things up
considerably.
D.G.
VISIT TO THE SHERPAS. BY JENNIFER BOURDILLON. Collins. 1956. i6/-.
Visit to the Sherpas is a lively and entertaining account of a trip to Sola
Khombu in the spring of 1952. Tom Bourdillon was a member of the
British Cho Oyu Expedition, and he and his wife travelled independently of
the expedition to Namche Bazaar.
Using Namche as a base the author then set off alone with one or two
reluctant and unreliable Sherpas on two journeys. On the first she went
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south through bandit country to Okhaldunga, in the hope of retrieving a
valuable camera which had been stolen from the expedition ; on the second
she travelled up the Bote Kosi towards Cho Oyu, exploring some of the side
valleys and reaching a height of 18,000 ft.
Her delight in new people and places is infectious, and she describes
them vividly and humorously. Of the anachronisms of Katmandu she
writes : " and even on the beautiful and crowded tarmac, progress may well
be held up by the sanctity of a stationary cow, for as steam gives way to sail
so petrol must give way to milk."
Her enthusiasm does not prevent her from being frank when she describes
the tiring march across the lower hills : ' Shut in the valleys I was limp and
desperate, but as we reached higher ground it was exhilarating to breathe
the clear air and rejoice in the splendour of the view.' Describing the
warmth of a Sherpa welcome she conveys in a few words the atmosphere that
is typical of these people, and she comments on the engaging mixture of the
holy and the homely that characterises the Sherpas brand of Buddhism :
' We knew that this was a Sherpa village and we were charmed at its cheerful
blend of good hard work and mechanised piety.' It is perhaps an exagger
ation to say that * a Sherpa is a good thing wherever you find him,' but on
the whole the author is aware of the temptation to think that the Sherpas
are in a state of pristine goodness and she touches on their faults as well as
on their great good qualities. One chapter is devoted to the Sherpani in her
home, and she emerges as a tough and capable person, respected by everyone
and differing markedly from her Hindu counterpart.
Travelling in Nepal is not without danger, and the chapters dealing with
the author's sinister reception at Okhaldunga, and her encounter with the
romantic riders of Phaphlu, are filled with suspense. She was in fact the
first white person to visit Phaphlu, which she describes as a perfect Himalayan
village. These journeys to and from Okhaldunga, and up into the higher
valleys, alone with a Sherpa she did not fully trust, required both physical
and moral courage. It was this quality which enabled her, when she had
only partly recovered from typhus fever, and was weak and half-starved, to
endure the journey back on foot to Katmandu.
The photographs are attractive, but it is a pity that there is no map.
D.E.
TENTS IN THE CLOUDS.
Collins. i8/-.

BY MONICA JACKSON AND ELIZABETH STARK.

My first impression on reading this book was what a happy time the
Scottish Ladies had on their Himalayan Expedition. Possibly this was
because of the sensible way they set about it. Although the fact that they
were the first all women's Himalayan Expedition must have born heavily on
their minds they treated it as an incidental and they went entirely to enjoy
themselves through their mountaineering. Nevertheless, being the first all
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women's party* had its inevitable responsibilities and everything was
planned with the utmost care, with the result that their expedition went
without a single hitch. The acceptance without question of other women's
parties must be largely due to the success of this expedition.
Many people had been very doubtful as to whether Sherpas would serve
women as faithfully as they have always served mert, but the devotion shown
by Mingma Gyalgen and the other Sherpas to these girls was in the highest
traditions.
They approached the Himalayas modestly, applying for permission to
explore the Langtam and Jugal Himal but it was granted only for the Jugal
Himal. All that they knew of this area was that Tilman, after reaching the
village of Tempathang, had been told that there were no paths up the valley
beyond the village. Most of the carrying for the girls was done by Temp
athang villagers, who also showed them these tracks, which Tilman had
found so elusive. The tracks led up the valley to the glaciers but other than
this the party had to rely on its own mountaineering skill. This carried them
safely over the gkciers and up difficult icefalls, and they pitched camps up to
20,000 ft. From these camps they explored previously unknown cols and
the climax was the ascent of a 22,000 ft. peak, Gyalgen, named after their
Sirdar. They brought back with them a valuable map of the area.
The sensible attitude of this party made it a most successful expedition,
and this book is not only the record of their expedition but is also full of
humour and interest. It will provide many people, whether or not they be
mountaineers, with great pleasure.
E.G.

MOUNTAINS AND MEMSAHIBS. BY THE MEMBERS OF THE ABINGER HIMALAYAN
EXPEDITION, JOYCE DUNSHEATH, HILDA REID, EILEEN GREGORY, FRANCES
DELANY. Constable. 2i/-.
Here are two fine traveller's tales in one book, told with many good
touches of observation.
The first describes the car journey from London to Manali, India. My
favourite character is the Persian who walks along the road shovelling earth
into pot-holes. If no earth is handy, he walks quietly on.
The second describes an exploring and climbing expedition in Spiti and
Kulu. The leader, Joyce Dunsheath, carried out a survey of one of the
blank spots on the map : the Bara Shigri gkcier with its surrounding peaks.
The explorers, Joyce, Hilda, Frances and Eileen, with attendant Sherpas and
Ladakhis, made a comprehensive * Gletscherwanderung ' of the area, and a
number of mountains were climbed.
Eileen and Frances climbed Gunther's peak, 21,000 ft., a real giant.
Only those who belong to the aristocracy of youth and health reach 20,000 ft,
—so hats off to these girls' determination.
* See Notes and News.
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The ascents of Chapter House, 19,000 ft., Cathedral Peak, 20,000 ft., and
Deo Tibba by Eileen Gregory are the high spots of the book. From her
high camp above the Shigri glacier, with two Sherpas and the best Ladakhi,
Namgyal, Eileen first reconnoitred the Cathedral from the Chapter House,
itself an impressive mountain ending in a ' glorious jagged ridge of yellow
granite,' then she climbed the Cathedral, the distinctive feature of which
appears to have been step-cutting up the roof of the ' nave.'
Deo Tibba was one of those last-minute victories snatched from the
tail-end of a holiday, after the other members of the expedition had left.
Eileen, Namgyal and another Ladakhi of good-will, Zorzor, crossed from
Nagar to the Malana valley, presumably by the Chandrakani pass. The
ascent was made from a high camp above the Deo Tibba ice-fall.
Eileen's account of the Ladakhis' climbing performance is interesting.
I believe her lack of Hindustani or hill dialects was less of a handicap in
training the porters than she thinks. The best of them are splendid in
dividual climbers and good company, but, reason with them in any language,
they still love to cluster in a tight bunch at the edge of dangerous crevasses,
or cast off rucksacks, rope and boots to get the better of an exposed pitch.
They may climb by the book for hours on end, but the moment comes when
you must forget about belays or go mad—all the more credit to Eileen
Gregory for a piece of first-class Himalayan mountaineering.
G.J.P.
BRITISH MOUNTAINEERING COUNCIL.
The September issue of the official British Mountaineering Council
Journal' Mountaineering,' is the first fruit of a campaign to widen the scope
of the journal and to improve its style of presentation without dropping its
essential function—the publication of B.M.C. reports. It is published on
30th September and 3ist March of each year. Orders (21- per copy) should
be sent to : H. Coates, Esq., Greystead, Milespite Hill, London, N.W.?.
MOUNTAIN CLIMBING. TEACH YOURSELF SERIES.
English Universities Press, 1958. 7/6.

BY GODFREY FRANCIS.

This Handbook, sponsored by the British Mountaineering Council, is
a worthy successor to John Barford's Climbing in Britain. It contains a
maximum amount of information on climbing, both in this country and in
the Alps, and being presented partly in narrative form insures that interest
does not flag.
Dr. Francis, who is one of the leading climbers of today, sets a high
standard. For instance, in advising against the use of a wrist-sling for the
ice-axe, he says, * the trained mountaineer simply does not drop his axe.'
Few of us, I imagine, escape having to cry ' guilty ' to this. On steep snow
and ice, where the loss of an ice-axe would be catastrophic, sliding slings are
to be recommended. Again, the extremely high standard attained by those
who practise winter climbing in this country is shown by the following
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remark : ' for the hardest British (and particularly Scottish) snow and ice
climbs, the Alps are a useful introduction, rather than the reverse.'
There is an excellent chapter on Mountain Rescue with an up-to-date list
of First-aid Posts and Rescue Teams.
The list of books recommended for beginners has some notable ex
ceptions, and includes others that are out of date.
The illustrations are most attractive and show some of the many different
settings in which the climber moves and has his being. Altogether this
Handbook is a first-class production at a remarkably modest price.
N.E.M.
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