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ECHOES OF THE DENT BLANCHE
Dorothy Pilley Richards

I

N the far S.E. corner of the Clos Lombard at Evolene is a simple
Cross, very simply inscribed "Joseph Georges, 1893 1960,
GUIDE. R.I.P." Standing at its foot you have a full view of the
great mountain of his Val d'Kerens, the Dent Blanche, up whose
North Ridge in 1928 he led the first ascent. It was next climbed
fifteen years later by Andre Roch, Georges de Rham, Alfred Tissieres
and Gabriel Chevalley.
This Clos Lombard now the cemetery of the valley was once
an area set aside, in the days when traffic with cattle over the Col
de Collon was busy, to take care of the Italian visitors' needs. Now
it is the resting place of the people of the upper Val d'Kerens, and
of more than a few British climbers, Owen Glynne Jones among
them, who have met disaster on the neighbouring peaks. It has
recently been a bit disturbed by a widening of the valley road; but
M. le Cure, of whom anon, is sure that the wonted peace will soon
be restored.
We went up in September to Les Hauderes in the Val d'Kerens
partly to visit the Clos Lombard, partly to wave the retired mountaineer's greeting to those well-remembered Presences in the South.
Evolene, Les Hauderes, Ferpecle, Arolla: the Val d'Kerens is
ground which is very well-known to British climbers and perhaps
the most traditional valley remaining in the Alps. The costumes of
the women, all homespun and gay kerchiefs, the chalets hung with
pink geraniums and purple petunias, the ways of living, still keep
the styles of a century ago. We settled down at Les Hauderes, the
central place, a huddle of dark brown wooden chalets at the shut-in
point where the valley forks. On our first morning we just hoped
that the raining clouds would lift and let us see something of the
peaks we used to climb long ago in the days of our youth.
Soon after our arrival, our old friend and hostess of the Hotel
des Hauderes, Mme. Fournier, known to us for forty years, told us
she hoped we would stay on for the Fete that was approaching and
said something about the Societe des Guides wishing to call upon us.
"What about?" we wondered vaguely. They were excitingly clear
when they came. Lucien Gaudin kindly and skilful organiser, and
lean and eagle-like Maurice Fallonier laid out the plan. A celebra-
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tion of the 100th Anniversary of the first ascent of the Dent Blanche
was in train. Climbed by Thomas Stuart Kennedy and William
Wigram with Jean-Baptiste Croz and Johann Kronig, on July 18th,
1862. A huge 2001b. iron Cross was to be taken to the summit.
Four parties were to ascend the four ridges: Kennedy's Route from
the South; the Ferpecle Ridge from the West where Owen Glynne
Jones' party came to grief; from the East, the Arete des Quatre
Anes and, from the North, Joseph's Arete Nord (Maurice Fallonier
leading) all to meet at the Summit and attend the Mass which M.
1'abbe Devanthery, cure of Evolene, was to say after the installation
of the Cross. Would we, as companions of Joseph and his brother
Antoine on the first ascent of the North Ridge (described in Climbing
Days, Seeker and Warburg, 1965), participate in these events and in
the rest of the celebrations? Would we care to fly up with some of
them to the Cabane Rossier and spend the night there ? And would
we, if so, they were very gentle with the enquiry would we, could
we, come down on foot ?
Would we, could we, not! From which point on, past counting
the good occasions for a toast. We drank to the memory of Joseph
and Antoine Georges. Then to the first party up the mountain:
they told us that the Alpine Club had sent a distinguished representative John Byam-Grounds, and that others to be present were
the donor of the Cross, Bernard Hallenbarter, the blacksmith who
wrought it, the Communal Councillor H. Rumpf, the sculptor who
designed the Virgin at its foot, Bruno Guerri-Moro, Jean Maistre,
President of the Commune and the British Vice-Consul from Geneva.
Then we returned to talk about the North Ridge, about the
great winter ascent by the two young guides Pierre Crettaz (La
Forclaz) and Jean Gaudin (Evolene) in March 1963 when the whole
face was plastered with ice and the pair had to assure themselves
all the way across the slabs and to bivouac, with duvets only, at
4,200 metres. Starting again at 3.30 a.m. they took 6 hours to the
summit and seven and a half more down the South Ridge to the
Cabane Rossier. Thence by plane to Sion. Then on to hear about
Joseph and how much the valley had rejoiced to learn of his triumph
(half the great guides of the Valais had had designs on it) and about
Antoine, who was such a fountain of carefree gaiety through a day
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that had plenty of horrific moments. He later became the first
gardien of the Cabane Rossier (not then built), that airy little hut
which was to be the focus of these festivities.
Actually the weather played us every sort of trick. It put on
the finest cat and mouse act I can recall. Downpour, sunshine;
hours of le grand beau, perfect, certainly secure weather; then the
South wind and heavy blue-grey clouds and snowfall once again.
Then off we went in a mingled hour down 3,000 feet to Sion to board
planes to take us up to the Cabane Rossier. It was only a day or
two after the sad accidental death of Hermann Geiger, that legendary
pioneer among glacier pilots, the hero of so many rescues unhoped
for except for him. Here, on his own home airfield, not on some
snow-strip between crevasses, to meet with disaster! His loss hung
heavy on all hearts.
From 3 p.m. to 6 p.m. our hopes and fears played ping-pong
with us. Six or seven plane-loads of restless folk, most of them
guides, walked up and down, watched the skies, circulated the
rumours, grouped themselves for the photos, kept up their spirits.
What do you do at an air-port? You wait. We waited all through
the variable afternoon as the shadows spread. At length, a planeload went off like Noah's dove to spy out the prospects. Hope
rose high. But strangely soon it was back again. All was off.
Cloud cover thick on the glaciers and a vicious wind much too strong
for landings. Disconsolately we piled into the cars again to drive
back up to Les Hauderes. By Bex, lo and behold! All clear again.
Halt. Frantic telephoning. But no use; the airport was closed;
no-one left there to answer. As the local newspaper, the Nouvelliste
du Rhone put it, "C'est avec la mort dans I'dme que nos futurs
heros regagnerent Les Hauderes."
But next morning at five, at La Forclaz only a few hundred
yards from Joseph's chalet where his two sisters, Marguerite and
Philomene, still treasure his ice-axe, rope, crampons, lantern, carnet, everything a helicopter was waiting. Its pilot (M. Bagnoud),
a striking figure clad from head to foot in crimson, aloof and detached as though he were Mephistopheles or a High Executioner,
stood dramatically on a knoll, legs apart and arms akimbo, gazing
up at the Col d'Kerens which was barely visible under the lowering

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

8

THE PINNACLE CLUB

clouds. Were we all going to disperse again ? But no. Suddenly,
with a decisive gesture, the Pilot strode to his machine. It could
carry three beside himself.
One's first minute of one's first helicopter flight when it takes off
spirally over the brink of a big enough cliff is easy to recall. One
feels as if one were drifting about in a soap bubble. Our pilot
twisted us up high enough to give us a good look at our North Ridge
and the fearsome slopes up which it winds its way. Then, crunch,
down on to the glacier below the Cabane Rossier. Out we scrambled,
backs bent to keep ourselves from being beheaded by the whirling
blades. Then whisk, it was off again. (At something like £2 a
minute for petrol, they do not linger). Up at the Rossier Cabane a
blizzard was in progress with a wind stripping every particle of loose
snow from the slope. Quite steep. It was good to get inside its
shelter out of the whistling gale. Plain enough that no-one could
get any distance up the mountain that day.
Inside there were some forty representatives of the C.A.S., the
C.S.F.A., the A.C., the guides of Zermatt and Zinal, new generations and old, all warming up and in the best of spirits. Outside,
devoted souls were building in the storm a fine snow-altar, beautifully decorated with ice-axes, ropes, crampons and the new Fanion
(banner) of the Guides Association, and preparing for the celebration
of the Mass. Beside it stood the great Cross, that the helicopter
could as yet take no higher. We, inside, drinking hot tea and eating
biscuits, warmed up. Too soon we were out again to watch M.
1'abbe (on leave from his military service) bare-headed and barehanded in the merciless gale. The rest of us were wondering where
the frost-bite would nip next.
About fifty minutes later after the Mass, after the blessing of
the Fanion, after the photography in we crowded! Ah! the vin
d'honneur ! Ah! the hot soup! Ah! the feast that followed! The
Nouvelliste reporter strangely described it as "a frugal meal." A
gigantic meal to me. Vast slabs of cheese, pyramids of sausages
and ham. Did we eat it all up before it could reach him? Impossible !
The 200 Ib. Cross being flown to the summit of the Dent Blanche
by helicopter, llth Sept., 1966.

Photo: P. C. Zeltner

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

10

THE PINNACLE CLUB

And then the sagacious ascent to the dormitory, the tranquil
repose, the simultaneous arising at noon. On went boots, layers of
sweaters, mufflers and hoods, snow glasses, gloves and down we
started. The old thrill of setting out. Two charming, leisurely,
sympathetic guides, Jean Rumpf and Felix Maitre the sous-gardien
of the Bertol Cabane accompanied the two of us. How considerate
they were about my unavoidably tortoise-like advance. Even with
ski-poles to help my broken hip it had to be slow going. Snow
slopes, ridge, more snow slopes, moraines, then wanderings of the
path. They seemed long to us now and all were changed as much
as we were since 1928. Rest and a picnic at Bricolla. That used
to be such a friendly little mountain perch. Now, alas, boarded up,
empty and grim, cement bags and abandoned gear around it.
Bought by the Dixence, that fabulous enterprise which collects every
rivulet from as far as the Corner Glacier and tunnels it into the Val
de Dix. Then down again to the unrealities of their underground
citadel and a waiting car, Les Hauderes again and the famed Valais
raclettes—grilled cheese and potatoes to which a hundred guests
sat down.
The Dixence, besides being, I have been told, after her Banks,
Switzerland's chief source of prosperity, is one of the most fantastic
engineering feats ever conceived. On the new map you can see
where the tunnels run. Motta Rotta, that hot-plate, high up in the
Glacier d'Kerens, a knob of cliff breaking its flow, over which the
seracs used thunderously to tumble, is a node of the system,
tunnels dividing off thence to the Arolla, the Zinal, the Zermatt
valleys. Some of these conduits for the stolen waters are seven
metres high and six metres wide. In compensation, I suppose I
must say, splendid roads have come into Arolla and Ferpecle.
Whether the Dixence will keep them open in winter or not when
construction work is finished the Val d'Kerens does not know. It
hopes for ski-ing projects that might supply a further reason. The
new roads let one see the views fleetingly as you speed round
corners. But they do better, they let you enjoy the old valley paths
again unchurned by the mule-train traffic. The walk up to Ferpecle
is still one of the loveliest in the Alps. Halfway you can shelter
under the hugest overhanging boulder you can imagine and watch
the colchicums pushing up through the new cut grass. Lower down
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there were the tall mauve gentians, the monkshood, fireweed, harebells and the moss-grown stone roofs. There is no longer the roar of
the torrent. You are warned that the river bed can be unsafe.
Flood waters can flash down, if the gates above are raised. But Les
Hauderes, more prosperous now, is unspoiled. Its chalets 40
years darker are hung with more geraniums now than then. It is
better paved and lit, cleaner and happier. The coming of the cars
has somehow spared it.
I leave you to picture the final day's ceremonies. Sunday,
September 4th, 1966 was ironically a blazing hot day and a full one:
the Mass in the Square, the blessing of the banner of the Guides of
the Val d'Herens, the speeches, the Band playing its fanfares:
"Echo de la Dent Blanche," the gala lunch, the grand Lotto (Bingo
as we would call it) continued all day and into the small hours.
For me, these days had a fairy tale character, a Rip Van Winkle
feeling (not lessened by the Nouvelliste's dramatic pleasure in
making me out to be much older than I am and certainly much
older than I feel). What a chance! Just to come to one's favourite
mountain and everyone had conspired to turn it into such a celebration.
The guides count on taking the Cross up to the summit before
winter. Don't fail to go when you can, stay with Mme. Fournier at
the Hotel des Hauderes and walk up to Ferpecle. Then via the
Cabane Rossier, whose gardien is charming, go on up and see how
it is faring up there where the four ridges meet.
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WEEKEND ON WHITNEY
June Ginger

A FTER my marriage, I came to live on an avocado grove in
'** Southern California. It seemed likely that future rockclimbing
and mountaineering opportunities would be limited to a few weeks
every two years, while on a home visit. The Rocky Mountains are
far from here, and one doesn't hear much about any others in the
West. I still prefer to confine my rockclimbing to Britain, but it
was a revelation to find an enormous range the Sierra Nevada as
near to me as Wales used to be, and superlative mountaineering
country. I joined the thriving, energetic Sierra Club, which has its
headquarters in San Francisco, but with a Chapter near me. Many
major summer activities are available, such as backpacking trips,
burro trips, Grand Canyon river trips, and climbing of varying
degrees of severity. Our local Chapter's weekend activities are
usually walks on nearby hills or in the desert. However we visit the
High Sierra as often as possible for mountaineering or skiing.
We read the outing description in the Chapter monthly newsletter :
Sept. 4, 5, 6. Mt. Whitney.
Southern Mountain Section will climb Mt. Whitney (14,495
ft.) by the Mountaineers' Route on Labor Day weekend. This
is a chance to climb the Continental United States' highest
mountain*, avoiding the crowds on the regular trail. There
will be no requirements for technical rock climbing, but this
will be a strenuous climb so get in shape! Call leader for
details.
On September 3, John and I travelled northwards across the
Mojave desert in our Volkswagen bus. The jagged snow-flecked
peaks of the Sierra Nevada formed an accompanying wall on our
left for the last 100 miles before reaching the little town of Lone
Pine, where we caught the first glimpse of Mt. Whitney. We
turned West, and left the monotonous sagebrush and cactus below us
as we followed the twists and turns of the mountain road for 12
miles. Our objective looked nearer and more forbidding all the time.
We spent the night at the road and in the overflowing campground of Whitney Portal at 8,200 ft. John wasn't coming on the
* Mount McKinley, the highest (20,320 ft.), is in Alaska.
12
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climb, so he obligingly carried my *20lb. pack up to the meeting point
next morning. Observing this, someone made the fascinated enquiry
as to whether I usually brought along my personal Sherpa. Twenty
of us set off up the main zigzag trail through the Jeffrey pines.
Many others were puffing up too, loaded with assorted packs or
bedrolls, for the three-day Labour Day weekend is the most popular
time of the year to make the ascent. The snow usually clears from
the trail in July and returns again at the end of September. The
main trail is well maintained, and in good weather is perfectly safe
even for inexperienced walkers.
Above the green-forested lower slopes, Mt. Whitney stood out
in the rugged glory of its East Face. A succession of lofty pinnacles
rose from left to right, ending on the summit. The regular trail
curves left around the base of these, and climbs in hundreds of zigzags to a route along the lofty spine. Our way led directly up the
valley facing us, disappearing behind a ridge to a high unseen lake.
After diverging from the main trail, we battled up steep brushy hillsides, unable to discover the path which was surely there, but
gradually making progress towards our objective. The granite
pinnacles and buttresses of the mountain shone pinkish-white against
the bright blue sky, and our painful advance produced heavenly
aromatic scents, as the alpine plants were crushed underfoot.
After lunch a discussion arose about our slow progress so far.
Our predetermined 12,500ft. campsite at Iceberg Lake was still very
far away, and it seemed likely that the slower walkers would prefer to
camp lower down. We decided to split up into two parties, and our
group was able to resume walking at a much faster pace, still slowed
occasionally by such natural hazards as unexpected precipices and
clumps of poison oak. The latter always seems to cause delay,
because everyone argues whether it really is poison oak, and no-one
wants to find out for sure.
We made speedy progress after we joined a good path at Lower
Boyscout Lake, a tarn rimmed by foxtail pines. We climbed wide
smooth shelves of rock to Clyde Meadows, and left the last of the
trees below us when we reached Upper Boyscout Lake. From here
the climb roughened and steepened over bouldery scree slopes. Dusk
was falling as our subdued group trudged on through the chilly air.
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None of us had been here before as our leader had stayed with the
slower group, and we could see no sign of our campsite lake. We
found that the path came to a series of blocky ledges rising high
across the rock face to the right, and all nicely running with icy
water. It was really a waterfall, and we were all soaked by the time
everyone got up. The packs had to be swung up separately, and it
all took a long time. Fortunately the full moon came up, and we
had only a short distance to go before reaching the half frozen-over
Iceberg Lake. Behind the lake was the magnificent backdrop of
Whitney East Face, rising sheer as a cathedral column to the summit, and looking unearthly white in the moonlight. We set up
stoves on the few flat blocks scattered around, and cooked our
suppers, while a small party of scouts came over to talk mountaineering. Later a fitful wind swept over us as we lay in our sleeping
bags, and the cold combined with the altitude to make it a very long
night for me.
The rising sun lit up the stupendous rock face with a golden
glow, and I abandoned any further attempts to sleep. While cooking breakfast I spilled some milk on my rock table, where it froze at
once, making me feel even colder. However some lukewarm tea
(made from a lukewarm teabag) was heartening, and an advance
party of three of us started up the gully on the other side of the lake.
We left our big packs to await our return, taking only necessary
items in Sierra Club nomenclature the "Ten Essentials," (the
eleventh being toilet paper).
The gully turned out to be a very steep scree slope, covered by
snow in places. It rose 1,500ft. in about a half-mile to a notch, and
was something like a terribly magnified Lord's Rake. We made it
pleasanter by stopping frequently to turn and gaze at the resplendent view unfolding behind us. Very soon we could see far over the
mountain ranges to where Death Valley lay. Upon reaching the
notch, an even more encompassing scene was spread in front of us
over the lovely Sierra Nevada, but we wrenched our gaze back to
our final problem. Five hundred feet of steep large blocks loomed
to the left of us, decorated thickly with icicles. A vast snow slope
bordered this and disappeared far below in an intimidating fashion.
Mount Whitney—gully and notch in shadow on right.

Photo: J. Ginger
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We hung around for a bit, trying various routes and always coming
back to the friendly notch to talk it over and thaw out our hands.
One member elected to stay right there, and declared himself perfectly content not to reach the summit. The rest of us were emboldened by the arrival of a veteran member. He popped onto the
notch, laid hands on the rock, and without a word vanished out of
sight over our heads in a moment. We followed his route, and
reached the crest without difficulty. What sublime view met our
eager eyes as they emerged over the rim? Two down-the-garden
type lavatories, labelled unmistakeably "Men" and "Women."
We reached the actual summit in 200 yds., and found it decorated
with a stone hut half-filled with ice, and about thirty people standing
in a queue to sign the summit register.
The view all round was stupendous and it was easy to get away
from the crowd on the vast summit. The lakes and peaks of the
Sierra spread out as far as the eye could see on one side, and on the
other more distant blue mountain ridges were ranged layer upon
layer beyond the desert floor.
A dangerous thing happened as we picked our way delicately
down the scree gully again. Rock climbers, on the wall high above,
dislodged a large rock and it began to bound down the narrow
passageway, bringing more rocks with it, and starting stone
avalanches wherever it hit. Many more walkers, including some
from our second party going up, were now in the gully. Amid
warning cries of "Rock" everyone leapt for safety, and crouched
down behind the most solid shelter that was handy, until the terrifying crashing had ceased at last far below, and the dust began to
settle. Full of relief to find no-one had been hurt, I was surprised to
hear some unflattering descriptions of the clumsy rock-climbers
delivered in Scottish accents.
It was Mike Noon of the Creag Dhu, who now lives in Los
Angeles. British hills which had seemed far from our present situation, were suddenly brought nearer as we sat on the scree, and
talked about them. Mike was shepherding his voluble brother-inlaw up his first mountain. The brother-in-law somewhat hysterically
told me he was dying of exhaustion, but was obviously hugely enjoying the experience. Next day at the foot of the trail, I found them
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talking to my husband, and boiling up tea for me. They had completed the entire walk in one day, and Mike's companion spoke of it
in the hushed awe-stricken tones of a man who doesn't quite believe
what has happened.
Our entire party reassembled at the lower lake and spent the
night there, the last man stumbling into the warm circle of our
camp-fire after dark. The walk out next morning was pure pleasure,
and we appreciated our good fortune when we reached Whitney
Portal under the gathering black clouds of a rare Sierra Summer
storm.

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

WHO'S RESPONSIBLE FOR THE ACCIDENT?
Nancy Smith

TT seems to me folks are getting philosophical about accidents, just
taking them for granted; just one of those things, you know.
Officialdom can deal with it. We hear so much about accident
prevention. B.M.C. Publications on Exposure and its dangers:
Ropes, and how thick they must be. Harnesses and a multiplicity
of gadgets are advocated. There's the same outlook in all walks
of life. Take motoring; we have safety belts, padded dash-boards,
unsplinterable glass windscreens, collapsible steering wheels and
so on. Yet isn't it nonsense to call this Accident Prevention?
Is it not putting the cart before the horse? Or shutting the stable
door after the horse has gone ? It is trying to mitigate the damage
sustained after the accident. Surely it's not prevention unless it
comes before? Afterwards may be too late. It's a mistake to be
leading a climb, to fall off, to get killed. We do all learn by our
mistakes, but how rarely are we prepared to learn (in a kind of safer
way!) by the mistakes of others.
Nowadays I notice a new trend in the climbing books and
journals. The gentle art of the modest under-statement has gone.
Now it's the fashion to boast of the follies of one's youth, the hairbreadth escapades, the blatant disregard of common sense and
reasonable precautions. Very often the factual details of how this
or that young hero managed to survive is left largely to the imagination. But, he's still with us (or he isn't), he's gained experience,
he's survived, and therefore he is justified.
The days of the 100ft. run-out, led freely, beautifully, with
such poise and confidence, seem to have gone too. We now anticipate falling off. Does this make us accident-prone? We put runners, nuts and things on every possible protruberance, just in case.
We have pitons and pulley arrangements to make the second man
responsible for his leader in a more material way. Has the leader
forgotten his own basic responsibility not to fall off? And if he
lacks this confidence in himself, he has no right to be there. Should
be ashamed, but he isn't . . . excuses galore . . . The standard has
gone up so much in the post-war years, the margin between the
possible and the impossible has narrowed immeasurably . . . has it,
has it really? These 'ere mountains and rocks are just the same,
18
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and people are much the same, only the method of approach has
changed. What's yer next trick?
By piecing together afterwards the circumstances that led up
to an accident, we can sometimes be a bit wiser after the event.
Let's try. I'll tell you about one of mine. It's not so cluttered up
with modern gadgets and complications. Loops and karabiners were
only just coming into use. We had one of each, each and £ weight
nylon rope, also newly invented. Vibrams and P.A.'s did not exist.
Hard climbs were done in rubbers or socks.
There were 4 of us this day, Pug, John, Dick and me. We
plodded up to Hollow Stones. This was my second attempt on the
Central Buttress of Scawfell. This grand old climb was first done in
1913. Its kind of old-fashioned now, but how many of those who
have done it, did not swear, at the time, that it was the best climb
they ever did? And that, after all, is what matters, whether its
grade 2 or grade 8 ... yet having done it, one then has to go on and
find something else. Better perhaps for our purpose to go back to
the time when it was not yet climbed, and we failed to get up. We
failed, got off alive, and I came back after many years and did it
again with Cym and George Band in the rain.
We roped up; we knew it was tough, an unknown proposition
to us and the excitement was tense. Can't think why, but somehow
I found myself in the lead, Pug 2nd, John 3rd, Dick 4th. Did I kid
myself this was all right ? I was- confident about the first pitches,
up to the Oval, and then up to the chockstone. There I intended to
belay, and Pug would lead through up the Great Flake. I led up
80' steep, delicate slab, feeling fine . . . until, suddenly I heard a
scruffy scaping sound above, looked up and saw a body hurtling
down towards me; certain to knock me off. Glanced wildly around
no escape : could only hang on desperately to tiny thin holds, and
they seemed to be shrinking to nothing, and hope. There came a
jerk on the body above. He stopped about a foot above my head,
then yo-yo'd up and down. For the first time I saw the tensile
strength and elasticity of the new nylon. Yes he'd got a f weight
nylon rope too. Equipment is important, for had it been hemp it
would surely have broken, he would have knocked me off, and two
bodies would have landed on the scree below. I still had my Beale's
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Alpine Rope with the red line through the middle. Somehow I'd got
the idea that the rope was safe until it wore through to that red line,
then it should be thrown away. Good job this chap didn't share my
illusion. After this I was converted to nylon, and threw away the
old hemp. I reached up and put two dangling feet on 2 tiny holds.
This seemed to give him confidence, and he scrambled up to the oval.
That's a delightful optimistic name for a moderately large ledge.
But this isn't cricket, nor the playing fields of Eton. Though it
used to be just another sport for the English gentleman. Now it's
evolved into hard work, engineering, with a bit of plumbing and
flying thro' the air thrown in. But then it was just climbing, and
best not to lose one's head in a crisis. So I pulled myself together,
and led on up to the Oval, and there found this other party of three
young lads. I brought up my three lads behind. We were all shy
and a bit shaken, and very little was said. 15 20 minutes passed
while their leader recovered. To my horror he then got up and
began to climb up to the Flake, fumbling and messing about. I
longed to protest, but I didn't know him, none of my business, the
leader is responsible, so I kept quiet. It seemed to me it would have
been more sensible if they'd let us climb thro'; but then there's pride.
Pride can come after a fall too . . . and partly, unwittingly perhaps
that was my fault. Probably the last thing they expected was to
find a party behind them, apparently led by a woman ... for these
boys were not to know that I intended to hand over to my second
at the chockstone. In those days I think only Mabel Barker (of the
weaker sex) had led C.B. Oh dear .... we Pinnacle women have
a reputation : what the tough men of old thought only they could do,
we can do too. If we'd only stuck to moderates, then the lads could
still do fine climbs like C.B. and not need to "blanket-stitch" up
overhangs with pitons, hammers, drills and pulleys, or in other
words they wouldn't need to play like flies on a ceiling or flit to the
moon in superior gadgets. Still our real needs are complementary
not competitive. May I suggest a future rule for full membership
of the Pinnacle Club? The ability to lead men up very-severes
without hurting their pride. A tall order? Not at all, for our editors
perhaps have already shown the way, and where one or two go,
others will surely follow! Back to the climb.
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This poor lad, with 6 pairs of eyes anxiously watching him, was
fumbling upwards, fear oozing out of every trembling muscle. Remember he'd already had ore big fall. He reached the chock-stone.
General relief. Then he said he would thread a belay round it, and
come back down; he couldn't go on. This seemed sensible, only he
took ages to do it. He untied and retied his short loop, putting it
single round the chock-stone. Then he clipped on his karabiner,
and leaned back to slide down with his feet flat against the steep
rock. His weight came on the rope and the loop. Slowly and surely
we saw the knot he had tied with such nervous sweaty hands slip,
and come undone, and he, helpless, turned slowly upside down with
nothing to hold him. Gathering momentum as he fell he did a complete cart-wheel and disappeared below our ledge. Twang! The
rope flew taut a second time, and cut into the grass edge of the Oval,
like a wire through cheese. It held again, only £ weight, remember.
The rope slipped through their hands a bit but the two lads and
John held him. Pug and I leaned over the ledge, and saw him
hanging upside down. He was unconscious this time, a slowly
swinging pendulum. His waist loop was slack (that knot held), but
it looked as if at the next swing his slim hips and legs would slip
through and he'd go head-first to the scree. Pug said "Quick, I'll
lower you down." I was over the edge at once, also hanging free,
then lowered. All this happened so quickly that I nearly got
splashed by Dick who was then relieving his anxiety over the far end
of the ledge.
I reached the lad and gently turned him right way up. "That's
better, can't fall out now." Then they lowered the two of us, a bit
unevenly, but I managed to steer their unconscious leader diagonally
over to the left, I think into Moss Ghyll Grooves, where I tied him
on and we all had a rest. We needed it. Luckily we had a spare
rope and in due course he was lowered all the way to the ground.
There I examined him, and apart from a cut and bump on the head,
no bones broken, no liver damage or internal injuries. By the time
the other 5 got down, he was beginning to come round, dazed.
"We'd better take him to hospital, Whitehaven I suppose, he's
concussed" I said. His two pals nodded dumbly. They had nothing to say. Shock doesn't only come to the one who is injured, it
affects the whole party. Pug said "But what about C.B.?" "No
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fear," from John and Dick. "How about you, Nancy?" (his last
hope, or the nearest to being a fanatic). Pug still had a hankering,
and he was so used to catching fallen leaders, for his usual climbing
pal had the modern attitude long before it became at all general.
"No thanks, Pug, I think we've had enough for one day."
So we helped him down to Wasdale, and they went off to Whitehaven. We went back to the hut; good meal and then on to the pub
to decide on our climb for the morrow. The Pub, Wasdale Head.
Old traditions and atmosphere help restore shaken nerves ... In
this Dionysian conviviality, just let a bunch of climbers get together,
work up new wild tiger schemes, where they are the heroes of the
sharp end of the rope, modern technicians, mighty cragsmen, and
every difficult problem is capable of solution, in beer and moonlight.
It's dull to be teetotal, but still to be capable of sobering down to
the cold clear light of day, so's we can notice if the sun is shining,
or the likelihood of rain and snow, and also realise, know, and
be prepared to admit our own limitations. We prefer to toss back
the pint o' bitter, and gloss over the bitter experience .... in
general. Forget the unpleasant side, the hints we did not take; the
confidence that was misplaced; why we were off-form, all the little
inadequacies which separately we might have dealt with, but just
bunch a few of them together, and there's disaster staring you in the
face . . . unavoidable ... it happens . . . BLANK . . . then there's
afterwards (if you survive). Thanks to good luck, fate, chance, or
a happy series of coincidences. You're quick to take the credit, but
you're most likely wrong. "They" say that only those who get
into scrapes with their eyes open can find a safe way out. I wonder.
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MOUNTAIN PEOPLE
Kate Webb
TN the summer, when the hills are veiled in rain and the rock is
* cold to the touch, the urge comes to climb up into the blue again.
So we went to Turkey to climb in the anti-Taurus mountains.

In fact we didn't climb. A fairly serious accident which all but
wrote off a Land Rover resulted in dislocated shoulders, sprained
ankles and broken spectacles. Thus we were obliged to spend the
month either one-armed, hopping or peering about short-sightedly
amongst the great soaring red cliffs which mocked our ineptitude.
Despite our physical shortcomings the impact which the area made
was tremendous. It was an arid, sun-baked land where a struggling
population eked a tenuous living wherever a stream provided a patch
of greenness.
The villages were straggling collections of mud houses, clinging
improbably to the sides of the mountains with barely discernible
tracks linking them. Along these the occasional truck hurtled at
breathtaking speed with its human cargo clinging to every available
protruberance with apparent disregard of the prospect of impending
doom.
The village which we had selected as our base was the centre of
local administration for a group of smaller outlying settlements. As
such it was fairly large, having perhaps thirty houses and a resident
government official who strutted about like a small, down-at-heel
cockatoo and was regarded with amused tolerance by the villagers:
it also boasted a gendarme post occupied by two rather scruffy
individuals who spent their days playing cards and eyeing up 'the
English ladies.'
Despite the fact that an all female group was, to them, a considerable oddity the villagers were open, friendly and unstinting in
their generosity. Wherever we went we were made welcome and
provided with refreshment which varied from a full-scale meal to a
glass of sugared water, depending upon the economic status of the
family. We often went to the coffee house, normally a strictly male
preserve, but an excellent place for gathering information for the
agricultural survey which we were making. On one occasion one of
our number inadvertently admired the village wrestler's new trousers. In a trice they were off and resplendent in his underpants he
23
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smilingly gave the trousers to his embarrassed admirer to try on!
There was pathos too, for malnutrition and the unending struggle
to live on the knife-edge of subsistence level left their mark. The
children rarely laughed and seldom played like their Western
counterparts. The space between babyhood and the adult world
was alarmingly small for when too many mouths are dependent on
the produce of a few small and pathetically poor fields there is no
time for a carefree childhood.
During the summer, while we were there, the villages were
partly empty since a considerable number of people went up to the
mountain pastures with their sheep and goats. We were able to
spend part of our stay with these migrants, travelling on mules high
into the mountains. Being unused to these animals I was appalled
to find that mine had wobbly legs and leapt off its back whenever
the path teetered too close to a steep drop. The mule however was
made of sterner stuff and plodded on apparently unconcerned by the
gradient or the yawning abyss at our side. Our way wound under
the feet of crags which towered bare and tantalising along the valley
side. The climbing potential here appears to be terrific if you can
stand the heat. As far as we could ascertain nothing had been attempted since the only Europeans to visit the area in recent years
had been a party of botanists.
The settlements at the summer grazings consisted of rough
temporary shelters of pine branches and rocks. The sheep and goats
made short work of the sparse vegetation, so their guardians were
obliged to lead a semi-nomadic existence. The communities were
tightly knit and seemed to be more primitive than their counterparts
in the villages, which was surprising since they moved down to the
more civilised parts in winter. Their habits were less Westernised
there was strict segregation of the sexes in public and their dress
closer to the traditional style. One toothless old woman, who by
virtue of age seemed to have acquired a degree of emancipation and
was allowed to join the men, was most insistent that I try her hat on.
Hitching her skirt up over her hair, lest any man should see her
bare head, she removed her head-dress. This consisted of a metal
bowl covered with cloth which tied under her chin and had coins
sewn across her forehead. It was duly tried on, to the delight of
Vieiv from the village coffee-house.
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the assembled company, admired, and returned to its owner who,
having recovered her head was able to recover her underwear.
The days in the mountains were memorable, for we were feasted
and entertained in such style that we were barely able to stagger out
each day to obtain the botanical specimens which we needed. On
one occasion we were lucky enough to become involved in a wedding, a celebration which entailed several days of eating, drinking
and general merrymaking. We never found out who the groom was,
but were introduced to the bride when we visited the women's
quarters. She was decked out in an array of slightly bizarre finery
gaily coloured skirts and pantaloons topped by a jacket of severe
and masculine cut. Her ear-rings were elaborately fashioned of
filigree silver and her wrists heavy with bangles. The women performed a stately and complicated dance for us, eventually inviting
us to join them. Hopping and shuffling ungracefully we circled the
hut while they tactfully applauded, then everyone smiled vaguely
and amidst a general air of slight embarrassment we took our leave.
Outside we rejoined the men to watch a wrestling match, sitting
in a dusty ring while the wrestlers circled and feinted to the accompaniment of rhythmic drumming. Then there was dancing: no
graceful and undulating exercise this, but a leaping, stamping explosion of energy. We joined the ring and were immediately caught
up in the wild, hypnotic rhythm of pipe and drum. The tempo
quickened, carrying us with it until, throats parched and dry with
the dust, we collapsed exhausted.
As night fell, we retired to the huts to eat goat meat stew with
eggs apparently scrambled in oil and drink strong bittersweet coffee.
Afterwards we sat with the old men, smoking and gleaning as much
as our inadequate Turkish would allow us from their thin slow
musical talk.
When the time came for us to leave we were accompanied for
a time by a crowd of men and children firing guns, beating drums
and playing the wild skirling pipes, a sound which for me will
always epitomise the spirit of these mountain people.
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Christine Sheard

TNGLEBOROUGH looked long and low from where we were
camping. It was late August and our tents were pitched at
Gaping Ghyll Hole about three miles north of Clapham. We could
just see the summit of the hill; a rounded hummock which curved
its flanks like a weary cat northwards to Simon Fell. Streams
channelled through the peat-hags like the veins of a hand. They
eventually joined to form Fell Beck which rushed through the green
turf near our site and then vanished, roaring, over a lip of limestone
into the blackness of the underground: such was the penalty for
reaching the band of limestone which surrounds Ingleborough and
provides numerous caves for exploration by ardent pot-holers.
I was on my first pot-holing expedition and was looking forward
to sampling the delights of Pennine Underground. Our intention
was to go down Bar Pot and then traverse into the Main Chamber of
Gaping Ghyll: that was the hole down which our stream had disappeared and which, it was reported, could house Leeds Parish
Church (or was it the Town Hall?). Anyway it is quite an appreciable size.
There are numerous entrances into Gaping Ghyll Pot and we
were going to use one of the easier ones, or so I thought. One way,
which sounded very gripping to me, was to descend into the chasm
with the water and then be lowered by a winch or climb down a
ladder to the foot of the waterfall, a mere three hundred feet or
more. Fortunately we did not have the equipment for that, but if
you fancy a thrill and are in that area on Whit Monday I understand
that a club stands by to operate lowering devices for tourists.
Sunday dawned and after a substantial breakfast we wandered
across the fellside in the direction of Bar. We found the rest of the
party in a 'shake-hole,' peering down a black fissure at the base of
a small limestone outcrop. One may have been forgiven for mistaking it for a fox's lair or a badger's set (if they have them in that
part of the world). Apparently that was the way in.
Ladders and ropes were fixed and soon it was my turn. The
way followed a horizontal rift for about twenty feet and then
widened over a drop. This was the sixty foot vertical pitch I had
27
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heard about: it was also to be my first taste of swinging on an
electron ladder nothing so antiquated as a rope ladder, but a
marvellously light thing designed to give one the necessary confidence to launch into the chasm. I had misgivings. I had heard
disturbing stories of the construction of that ladder. It didn't look
very substantial; fragile-looking would have described it better.
The next stage, definitely not to be overlooked in my opinion,
was to tie myself very, very securely to the safety rope. The next
problem was to get on the ladder! It wasn't very simple. Imagine
a flattened egg-timer that was more or less the shape of the fissure.
The difficulty arose when you reached the 'waist' and had to
manipulate yourself and the ladder through an eighteen inch gap.
At least it occupied the mind.
With much scraping, groping and squirming that obstacle was
negotiated and I found myself spinning in black space. Thank God
for the safety rope!
"Now remember, don't cling to the ladder. Arms behind it:
that's right. It looks black down there. This light's a bit dim
hope it lasts. Where on earth's the next rung? Oh dear, one
missing here. Found it. Good. Take it easy, sixty feet isn't
so far! Can't see the bottom. Was that a light? My arms
aren't going to stand this much longer. Heavens, I'm spinning
round. I would! Now I've got myself stuck between the rock
and the ladder."
With these thoughts and many other unprintable ones I reached
terra firma and peered upwards. Now for the first time I could
glance around. On the journey down I had been too occupied with
first things to admire the beauties of the underworld. My torch
shone a smoky beam upwards to the brown roof of the cavern. No
stalactites there. It shone down the walls. None there. It explored
the floor. Nothing but tab ends and brown mud there. Perhaps
there would be something later.
We wandered casually down a high passage with odd alleys and
corridors leading here, there and everywhere. Quite an amazing
labyrinth! I didn't care to stray far from the others, not that I
lacked faith in my own judgment but the thought of wandering
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alone through the maze of complex systems, as one poor soul in the
Rucksack Club did on his first expedition, didn't appeal to me.
The next vertical pitch appeared. A hundred feet this time
down an eerie underground cliff. The ladder was fixed and the
'guinea-pig' went down. After scrutinising the belay system very
carefully I managed to get both feet on the rungs. My lamp shone
down but the beam did not penetrate to the bottom and the voice of
the person below echoed peculiarly round the chamber. This time
I was bolder and managed to find a rhythm: I was more successful
and the pitch went much more easily than the preceding one.
When everyone was assembled various routes were discussed.
We could continue by the 'ordinary route' or make a round trip
using the new Hensler's Crawl (V.S.), the Mud Crawl, and so out to
join East Passage just beyond Mud Hall. I suppose the significance
of the names should have registered but being rather 'green' the
idea of a round trip sounded much more interesting to me than
traversing the same route twice.
It was decided: Hensler's it was. We wandered a short way
down a roomy, comfortable passage and then suddenly stopped.
"It's here!" was the cry.
"What was where?" I wondered.
Torches were directed to a tiny hole behind some fallen rocks.
"No, it can't be that way!"
But it was.
Head first went number one, then number two and then me.
My head went in, then my shoulders. What was that poem? Yes,
I could have been a snake.
'' And as he put his head into that dreadful hole,
And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders and
entered further,
Deliberately going into the blackness and slowly drawing
himself after."
If someone had thrown a log at me I doubted whether I could have
"writhed like lightning. Into the black hole," or, "Convulsed in
undignified haste." Undignified certainly, but the crawl in front
was successfully blocked by a pair of heels which I had time to
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admire at leisure. Their owner was emitting agonised grunts and
kicking frantically and I was as near to feeling like a snake as I ever
shall be. The method of progress was to heave oneself forward by
the elbows and then to drag more or less immobile hindquarters
after.
A grunt came from behind. "I'm stuck," said a heftier member
of the party. He was too. The only method of release was for the
rearguard to heave him backwards. This was accomplished but not
until numerous pot-holing dramas had flown through my head. The
thought of the millions of tons of rock and earth pressing urgently
above my head was another uncomfortable idea that had to be
quickly dismissed.
It was decided that a 'C' party had better depart via an easier
route. I was already committed so painful progress had to continue.
Tiny needle-like stalactites hung downwards to rattle warnings on
my helmet and tiny needle-like stalagmites stuck upwards to pepper
my knees with bruises. I could feel a goodly rash spreading.
By this time we were crawling face downwards in slimy, brown,
muddy water. Mud Crawl I presumed. It would have been more
apt to have named it Mud Bath. I comforted myself with the thought
that perhaps it had some therapeutic value. I felt like Gollum in
search of his "precious" and I wished I was coated with scales to
protect my fragile knees.
Eventually the crawl gave way to a higher passage where the
mode of progress was to "duck waddle." It became higher and one
could continue in a stooping position and then, blessed relief, we
emerged into a cavern. Mud Hall at last. It was certainly that and
we matched it.
Now I did feel like a Hobbit as we scurried round the edge of
the chamber with an inestimable drop on the right and a slithery
path on the left. All we needed was the venerable figure of Gandalf
to guide us. You could almost imagine goblins lurking in the
shadows.
Gaping Ghyll at last. Yes, it was worth it. The unbroken
stream of water crashed from a bright hole three hundred or more
feet above us. It cascaded into the centre of the vault and split into
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myriads of drops as it hit the pool. The noise was deafening as it
echoed round and round the cave and the water was cool and fresh.
The dark corners gave way to passages and the stream sank through
the scree in its hurry to continue its underground journey: this lasts
for about a mile and a quarter when it emerges from Ingleborough
Cave as Clapham Beck.
The return journey was comparatively easy and before long we
found ourselves at the foot of the big pitch: this was the endurance
test especially as you were guaranteed to weigh much more with a
mud-coated boiler-suit.
With exhausted arms I thankfully reached the top of that pitch
and successfully negotiated the final sixty feet before squirming
gratefully into the daylight. We had been five hours underground :
it seemed much longer.
Across the valley I could see the bulk of Pen y Ghent sitting
proudly over its maze of pot-holes while behind us was Ingleborough.
I knew a little of its underground secrets now.
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DESPERATION DASH
Sheila Crispin

TX7ITH promise of a bag of peppermints or a new hockey stick
uppermost in my mind it was still with some considerable
difficulty that I began to write. This reticence was in some measure
due to a healthy respect for muttered insinuations about libellous
proceedings, quite apart from knowing that I had no time in which
to concoct a literary masterpiece.
Lack of time is, indeed, a recurring theme in this article for the
incidents were shared by that most delightful of companions, Denise
Evans, whose family responsibilities kept her almost fully occupied.
Not surprisingly our escapes from Bangor were often brief and
exciting, conducted at exhilarating speed by Denise whose declarations of unfitness I soon learnt to ignore.
So it was that on
one occasion we decided to walk over
the Carneddau from
Ogwen to Aber.
Admittedly 2 p.m.
on a November
afternoon is somewhat late in the day
to begin such an excursion and it came
as no surprise when
Denise (with disconcertingly efficient

"...to walk over the Carneddau . . ."

internal time-piece) ordered an increase of pace. I felt the previous
pace had been sufficiently speedy and anyway the presence of a
night-light in the rucksack was assurance of a comfortable bivouac . .
And what of the moon? I was certain it would rise shortly. Fortunately Denise paid no heed to my querulous objections and raced
on. Behind us the sun dipped swiftly and splendidly below the
Rivals and darkness quickly followed. We reached Aber by starlight and the moon rose some four hours later.
In trying to do so much in such limited time it was inevitable
that our descents should be executed at breakneck speed and often in
32
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a somewhat strange manner. I recall skiing down to Gerlan from the
Carneddau in wintry gloom. On the higher reaches I was able to
progress satisfactorily but lower down I found the complete absence
of snow rather disturbing. Not so Denise, who presumably, as she
was lost to sight and sound had not fallen into any of the numerous
drainage channels which interlaced the area.

. . the numerous drainage channels
which interlaced the area."

More recently, after completing a climb on the Gribin,
we abseiled down the footpath,
glad that dusk veiled us from
interested observers.
P.A.'s
had been fine on cold, dry rock,
but on a footpath covered in
snow and ice they were treacherous.

We climbed with a restraint lacking from our so-called walks,
showing profound respect for near-vertical rock of more than
shoulder height. We learned to place runners (of every description) in most unlikely places at distances not exceeding
five feet; and as
we were constantly
seeking outlandish,
unclimbed crags to
escape the madding
crowd, our equipment was extended
to cope with every
possible situation.
Camping
knives,
pegs, even spiky
stones for use on
perpendicular grass,
heather and quarry
at distances not exceeding five feet."

*rps and crash hel-
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mets for musical effect in confined spaces (descant provided by
carefully composed ironmongery) accompanied our excursions and
impeded upward progress.

"It took
time to get into the

But I digress slightly; a short time ago
we decided to climb Monolith Crack.
Common sense had prevailed and crash
helmets were left at the foot of the
climb, to be joined shortly by an
assorted bundle of sweaters jettisoned
from the crack's murky confines. We
had regarded our proposed route as an
amusing little afternoon scramble but
unfortunately the rock was very wet
and very greasy. It took me some considerable time to get into the crack and,
once in, it took even longer to get out;
meanwhile Denise sat, outwardly
patient, under a persistent drip. However, the speed with which she led
through on the final pitch confirmed my
suspicions. We must hurry. We ran
back to Ogwen, Denise some distance
ahead, surefootedly boulder-hopping
whilst I floundered behind taking illfated short cuts across the bog.

Frequently the return to
Bangor was no less entertaining. Analogous to the
well-known
' Rail-sliding'
method of descent on the
Snowdon Mountain Railway
in the unexpected changes of
direction and pace, the drive
home was a fitting end to
these memorable exploits.
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A WAY OF LIFE
Kathryn Walton
TLJAVING fallen under the spell of the Hon. Editor this year and
promised to write about my doings in the mountain world, I
was left wondering if, in fact, I had done anything that was worth
reading about. I had neither done any first ascents nor repeated
any hard routes in this country. I had climbed only mountains
which are regularly tackled in the Alps and then by the ordinary
routes, owing to the amount of fresh snow which fell last summer. So,
having written off my holidays and week-ends as unfruitful, I remembered that while most Pinnacle Club members go into the hills
purely for their own enjoyment, I am actually paid a salary to do
the same. Now, this unique situation may be of interest to my
readers, so here goes . . .

My work, as you may have guessed, is that of a mountaineering
instructor. I live at one of the many outdoor education centres
owned by local education authorities in the British Isles, namely
Derwent Hill, near Keswick, owned by Sunderland E.A. It is quite
a small establishment when you compare it with Yorkshire's Beauly
Park or the C.C.P.R. centre, Plas y Brenin: it caters for courses of
up to 50, and as only 30 of these can be slept in the house, the rest
have to sleep under canvas on a permanent camp-site in the grounds.
The situation of the centre is ideal; the 19th century house commands
a slight, wooded hill on the north shore of Derwentwater amidst 28
acres of fields and formal gardens, laid out when the house was a
private residence and maintained after the war, when it was used as
an annexe by St. Catherine's Training College from Liverpool. The
rivers Greta and Derwent enclose the grounds to the N.E. and provide all grades of white water for canoeing; a five-minute trip from
the landing stage up-river will take you into Derwentwater for a
paddle around the islands or up to Grange. The Derwent is also
well-known to anglers, but hunting salmon and trout is not an outdoor activity of which the water bailiff particularly approves.
A large domestic staff looks after the Centre; three gardeners, a
housekeeper, two cooks, three cleaners and a 'washer-up.' On the
instructional side are the Principal, a B.M.C. rock-climbing guide,
three male instructors and myself. Although the five of us were
originally mountaineers we have become what the Principal refers to
as G.P.'s, as canoeing and ski-ing feature in our programmes also.
35
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Life at the Centre is varied and interesting: the 'bread and
butter' courses go on throughout the year; these are standard courses
lasting for a week for school children from Sunderland over the age
of 13 and giving them a 'taster' of various activities. They arrive
by coach on Friday morning and spend the afternoon being fitted out
with kit which they borrow for the week; windproof anorak, waterproof anorak, boots, rucksack, down sleeping bag, cutlery, cup,
plate, tent, cooking stove and pans, compass, map etc. In summer,
when canoeing is included in the standard course, there is a trip to
the river on Friday afternoon for the whole party to practise capsize
drill, a safety precaution before learning to handle a canoe. Every
canoeist is shown how to turn over his or her boat and swim to the
bank with it. At first, this fills everyone with horror until the first
two or three victims have crawled out on land, then it becomes great
fun. On the first day also the course is shown around the Centre,
given an introductory talk and acquainted with duties, as the house
is run on Youth Hostel lines.
From the second day to the sixth, activities for the four groups,
named after local mountains Gable, Helvellyn, Scafell, Pillar
include map and compass work, mountain walking, canoeing in
summer and rock-climbing in winter, campcraft and lectures in the
evening on mountain safety, camp cooking, canoeing, glaciology of
the Lake District etc. The sixth day is the culmination of the course:
everyone walks out to camp by their own planned routes, meet their
instructors, pitch tents and cook their meals; if the site is at Seathwaite or Grange a swim fills in the evening, then back to the
Centre next day by another high-level route. The same day kit is
cleaned and handed in, suitcases are packed ready for the morning
and a social finishes the week. Usually this type of course brings to
the children a way of life completely foreign to them and produces
an immediate reaction. If the reaction is favourable in a child, it is
invited to return on a more advanced mountaineering or ski-ing
course. It is not unusual for a busload of tears and waving arms to
go down the drive on Friday morning.
The same evening a weekend course of adults arrives. This
may be a Principals' Snow and Ice Course, Rock-Climbing, Canoeing and Mountain Walking, a Youth Leaders' or Youth Activities
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Course, a Keep-Fit Association or a Mountain Club Course; there
are many different types. They all finish on Sunday evening and the
permanent staff are supplemented by any number of volunteer instructors from the North Eastern Mountaineering Instructors Club
(NEMI) in Durham. Quite often familiar faces crop up again and
again on weekend courses and it becomes a matter of climbing with
one's friends instead of just instructing. For the next four days the
Centre closes down, then the cycle of week and week-end courses
begins again.
During the year courses are introduced which are of unusual
interest to the Staff, such as the Mountain Leadership Introductory
and Final Assessment Weeks, when advanced training is undertaken
a mountain rescue involving cliff rescue and stretcher carrying, a
hard, light-weight expedition lasting for a few days etc. In July
1966 a rock-climbing course of about 24 adults camped in Glen Nevis
then went on to Glenbrittle for one of the finest weeks of weather on
record: I retain an impression of dried-up bogs and watercourses,
dazzling sky, scorched rock, the ridge and the sea . . . and the
midges!
This winter the Centre has branched out into ski-ing for the first
time and every fortnight a Land Rover full of children and skis takes
off for Aviemore where the new Youth Hostel provides a base for
four days ski-ing on Cairngorm. Having a few years' experience of
'piste-bashing,' it is my happy lot to accompany each group this
winter: we don't draw the line at ski-ing, there is skating and swimming in the evening too!
As the year's programme gets under way more ideas are put
forward. "What about a fortnight's ski-ing in France next
summer?" "We ought to take a rock-climbing course to Torridon
in the summer." At times we feel slightly guilty when remembering
that we are being paid to do this.
Being short of space I have painted a rosy picture and not
mentioned the dismal mornings when you look forward to the end
of a day on greasy, streaming rock, or the safety aspect of which
you are continually aware, which has to be stressed again and again
and which can ruin your enterprise in the mountains even when out
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on your own, and the sheer hard work of holding a 15 stone lightweight on a rock face while he scabbles for a footing; these are the
things we like to forget. Instead, I think of waking on a summer's
morning with the birds chattering at the window and the sun dispersing the mist on the lake and a whole day in the mountains before
me, or a peaceful evening on the lake with the sun sinking behind
the hills and calm water dripping golden from the paddle blades, or
perhaps a line of happy children swishing along on skis or singing
outside their tents.
Quite often one meets mountaineers who are set in their dislike
of mountaineering centres, sometimes on the grounds that they encourage far too many people to leave the towns at weekends for the
already overcrowded hills, or because they believe that mountain
walking and climbing should be discovered for oneself, mistakes be
made and put right by experience. It seems to me that these people
are living in the past: most instructors working today received no
training in mountain-craft, they simply 'found out for themselves,'
and as the hills seemed big and empty twenty years ago and rescue
teams were hardly thought of, they went cautiously. Today, however, with the mountain world so highly publicised, everybody wants
a taste of it and it is inevitable that we shall find crowds of badly
equipped folk on Helvellyn on a Sunday afternoon or youngsters in
baseball boots on Shepherds'. The Centres are not responsible for
the fashion but I am satisfied that if we can catch a few of these
people and train them to move safely and with regard for others in
the mountains, whilst appreciating the beauty of their surroundings,
the work which we enjoy so much will be more than justified.
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IN PRAISE OF ADRENALIN
I wish to sing, I wish to hymn
The praises of Adrenalin.
Climbers particularly should
Be grateful for an aid so good:
Without it where would John Smith be?
Still stuck inside that crack on 'C.'
And I? Why, hanging by wedged boot
On Lliwedd on a well-known route,
Or in that pot-hole where I stuck
A Claustrophobic in a muckSweat of fear Adrenalin,
My favourite tipple, next to Gin.
I was a lucky girl I know
Because I had a splendid flow
Of this most advantageous stuff:
Without it you are just a Muff,
But with it pass for Very Bold.
Those heroes of the tales of old
Napoleon, Nelson and the others
All had this flow a band of brothers
But, girlhood fled, at sixty-five
I did not think it could survive
To flow again and put me right
When I had had a fearful fright.
It happened thus: there is one hour
Safe to sail small boats through the Swillies.
I got it wrong, and what I saw
Past Menai Bridge gave me the willies.
The whirlpools whirled, the eddies eddied,
Great waves built up and nothing steadied
All Hell let loose and me afloat
Upon it in a ten-foot boat!
I whirled and whirled a roundabout
I thought I never should get out.
I thought "I am too old for this;
Old women should give boats a miss."
39
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And then it came that warming flow
Transforming, causing heart to glow;
I thought I never should grow old,
I felt most gorgeously bold.
I paddled with a power ten-horse
And beat that centripetal force.
I beached the boat and made all fast
Serene and safe, all perils past:
Sitting on Someone Else's Wreck
Beside a cheerful little beck
I drank a toast, saying "Once again
My thanks go to Adrenalin
The soldier's and the sailor's friend,
The climber's and explorer's too
May kidneys make it without end,
Mine for me and yours for you"
Adrenalin, Adrenalin,
My favourite tipple, next to Gin.

EVELYN LEECH.
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THUMBS UP
Helen Goodburn

XT OW that I have left my teens and am rapidly approaching the
* ^ age of respectability and responsibility I sometimes find
myself sitting back in a chair and substituting rememberings for
doings. As this is a climbing journal you might expect accounts of
daring deeds on high hills but instead I would like to recall some of
the adventures and interesting people I have met with en route to
the mountains: for I am one of those two-a-penny common creatures
a beggar of the road.
Shall I ever forget the naughty excitement of my first lift? I
was out taking a spin with friends in a 1920 Rolls Royce when we
ran out of petrol. My cousin (36, 24, 36), blonde, blue-eyed and wise
in the ways of the world knew what to do. She put up her thumb.
Instantly a lorry halted in a cloud of dust and whisked us off to the
nearest petrol station. I felt like Toad, as we roared down the road
in the hot summer sun, "Poop, poop, this is the only life for me."
So I became one of society's beggars, exchanging conversation and
company for a free lift. Since then I have discovered that it
isn't as easy a mode of transport as it seems. Hitch-hikers, of the
professional category, have to work for their living. I once collected
peat-hags in the north of Scotland and carried them across miles of
bog to the waiting car, the only vehicle on the road. In that same
country I helped to deliver some sheep smelly, stupid things and
was deposited with them in the middle of a field, my usefulness now
over. If I could have understood Scots it would never have
happened! I have helped change wheels, walked miles in search of
petrol and once, Oh Virtue! downed a double whisky to keep my
driver "sober." This last fellow had picked us up in Fort William
intending to drop us a short way up the road. Many hair-raising
miles and bottles of beer later he stopped at the Cluanie Inn for a
"rest," having decided to go to Skye. Foolishly we left him on his
own for a few minutes and returned to find him sitting before several
empty glasses. What could we do? It was pouring with rain but
the road and his driving were more than a trifle hazardous: hence
the whisky.
Hitching abroad can be fun too. One Sunday morning in
August, having spent a cold night with the drunks on Basle Station,
41
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we set off for Ostend. Our shortest route would have been through
France but we doubted out ability to cope with amorous Gauls so
we lashed out on our train fares to Ostend. Soon we were beginning
to regret our decision as we stood on the deserted Autobahn, when
the Fairy Godmother of hitch-hikers came to our aid. A car stopped.
Our Prince Charming was an unshaven American G.I. who was
already accompanied by a German student and huge quantities of
baggage. Twenty miles of smooth, silent speeding followed and then
we ran out of petrol. As if from nowhere the police materialised with
screaming brakes. There began a magnificent pantomime, the allAmerican boy gradually reaching a crescendo in order to make himself understood: then pantomime was replaced by charades and at
last the police produced petrol. In exchange we pooled our meagre
resources one Swiss franc, a handful of lira and a few pfennigs.
OUT gracious gesture was refused with obvious disgust and only the
great name of Mother America saved our petrol. Our driver-host
kept us entertained with discussion and argument and I gained the
impression that he was a highly-educated and cultured man. It was
pouring with rain when we reached our turning, so we readily accepted his invitation to visit H.Q. at Saarbrucken. Shortly afterwards
we found ourselves in a rather scruffy little .serviceman's flat,
surrounded by philosophical books and stared down upon from1 all
sides by life-size photos of nudes. However, he gave us some food,
a large bar of chocolate ("Should keep you alive for two days")
and also four marks in pfennig pieces. We eventually neared Cologne
after a pleasant ride with a Polish jazz drummer. Then followed a
luxurious night under a hedge and next morning we spent our
precious pfennigs on cups of coffee and an exceedingly dubious
toilet. That day brought a series of Mercedes and a feeling of wellbeing to both of which we were unaccustomed. I remember one
white limousine with a Belgian opera singer who drove along at
eighty, singing arias.
There came the inevitable day, of course, when I had no
companion to travel with and in spite of Mama's pleadings and many
warnings not to, I set off on my own. Generally, drivers tell me, they
don't approve of women travelling on their own it's too dangerous
but, they always add quickly, "You're quite safe with me." I
must admit I have occasionally had my doubts. I remember a trip
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to North Wales with a gentleman who intended to visit Chirk. After
a while he decided his business was in Bangor, though I would have
been quite happy to forego his banal company. Finally, he drew
up in a lay-by (in a quiet place) and produced a bottle of vintage
wine, bought for my benefit. How kind! But what were those
things my mother told me ?
On my very next trip to Wales I had rushed out of school in
my climbing gear, praying that I would get safely away before any
of my pupils saw me. The bearded young man who answered my
prayer told me that he never picked up lone women: it appeared
that he had mistaken my sex. It was his opinion that women who
travelled alone were generally loose women on the move. (What
me, looking like a man an' all?). By the time we had run out of
petrol and walked four miles to acquire some I knew that he had
been married for thirteen years, didn't get on with his wife, had a
paramour in London, was a Conservative and a Nonconformist. But
he didn't only want to talk about himself. What did I do? How
old was I? What clothes did I like my men to wear? What did I
wear in bed? Were they "sensible" pyjamas? He then assured
an ultra-timid me that he had something much better waiting for him
than a mere hitch-hiker. It wasn't until afterwards that walking
through the fields in the dark and chatting about the birds and the
bees struck me as odd.
Strangely, my most uncomfortable moment was with an
elderly vicar in Kent. He asked me if I enjoyed hitching on my
own, whereupon I innocently remarked that as I had arrived in
Dover with sixpence in my pocket and a large rucksack on my back
I had but little choice. First, he offered me money. Fatherly concern? Then he suggested visiting me in the Lakes. Interest in my
spiritual welfare?
I must add here that few women have ever given me lifts and
they were all unexpected. "We just had to pick you up when we
decided you were a girl."
This has been in the nature of a swan-song: I am thinking of
buying a car. However, while there was no money in the bank and
mountains waiting in the distance, the life of an autostoppeuse was
a good and a merry one.
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DESTINATION UNKNOWN
Pat Wood
""THE choice lay between the Enchanted Mountains in the Pyrenees
and the Grivella in Italy, but even as we packed the last odds
and ends into the car we were still undecided as to which area
appealed to us* most. We were finally influenced by the fact that
the world's weather reported flooding in Rome and so made up our
minds to head for Spain.

It was a Friday early in September when Barbara Spark and I
set off with three weeks holiday at our disposal. We hoped to have
as long as possible in the climbing area, so intended to cut the travelling time down to a minimum. With this in mind we had booked
an overnight crossing from Newhaven to Dieppe and had reserved a
cabin enabling us, as we thought, to have a good night's sleep. Alas,
although we reached the port at midnight we were not allowed on
board until shortly before the sailing time at 3.0 p.m. Nevertheless,
we got in a good day's driving across France covering almost 400
miles before encountering hill fog south of Limoges.
By mid-day on Sunday we had reached the Spanish frontier
climbing up the Bourg-Madame pass which lies on the main route
from Toulouse to Barcelona. I think that even at this stage we
must have had some idea of seeking the sun for our most direct road
to Los Encantados would have been over a pass further west. At
the summit of the Bourg-Madame pass we had no hesitation in
revising our plans. There was snow down the road; it was cold and
windy and the sky was a uniform grey. After recording this on film
we leapt back into the car and studied the map. In no time at all
we were heading for Madrid, fully intending to make a southern
approach to the Pyrenees when the weather improved, though it did
occur to us that we might go as far as Gibraltar and climb on the
Rock. When Barbara said "Why not go to Morocco and the
Atlas mountains," it seemed the obvious thing to do. The fact that
we had no knowledge of the area, except for enthralling tales recounted at the Pinnacle Club hut, only made it the more exciting.
By evening we were within 150 miles of Madrid and Barbara spent
another night in the car warding off pollen grains, while I stretched
out on the dry earth between rows of vines.
By some lucky chance we managed to locate the British Consulate in Madrid before lunchtime the following day. Our stated desire
44
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to visit Morocco and the Atlas evinced little surprise and scant
interest, but at least we learned that we had all the necessary documents.
Our next port of call was Cook's travel agency and here we
bombarded some poor unsuspecting individual with requests for
information on air flights, sea crossings, currency, etc. until he thankfully disclosed that the bureau was closing until 4.0 p.m. We
emerged into the heat armed with leaflets and, after a brief tour of
the city on foot, sought out a cafe and proceeded to digest some
Spanish food and the information we had acquired. The former was
the more easily assimilated, yet the latter encouraged us to think
that we could reach Marrakech and still have a few days to get up
into the mountains. It was decided upon.
Now we headed south on the 450 mile stretch to Gibraltar. We
thought it best to cross over from Algeciras to Tangier and estimated
that we could make the Tuesday evening crossing. We stopped
overnight at an excellent organised campsite with its own swimming
pool and grass area for tents, which contrasted strongly with the
burnt up country through which we had been passing. Although
we arrived late we had no difficulty in getting a meal at a restaurant,
though it was a problem selecting food from the menu. We solved
this by eating what was brought to us, including a dish of squid
fried in butter.
After Cordoba we branched off the Seville road and turned
towards Malaga, a delightful drive through mountainous country
before dropping steeply down to the Mediterranean coast. The coast
road was disappointing, the whole being built up with modern multistorey hotels.
It was siesta time once more when we reached Algeciras, which
made it difficult to cash a cheque. But our biggest headache was in
trying to sort out what equipment we would need for an estimated
ten days visit to Morocco. Since we had no maps or guide books
we dispensed with most of the climbing gear and just took the fly
sheet, stove, food and sufficient clothing. We had decided to leave
the car in Spain as we did not know the state of the roads or whether
the car insurance covered us for Morocco.
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We booked into a hotel in Tangier. It had obviously seen better
days but was quite comfortable and reasonably priced. A guide took
us on a quick tour of the city in the morning and by lunchtime we
had boarded a bus to Casablanca. It was a good method of travelling for the road was excellent and it was interesting to stop at small
places en route. Apart from a puncture which was soon mended the
journey proceeded smoothly and was enlivened by attempted conversation with two) German boys and a vivacious French speaking
girl from Rabat. We changed to another coach at Casablanca and
continued to Marrakech where we intended to stay at the camp site.
At Marrakech two of our fellow travellers offered us a lift to the
camp which we gladly accepted, but first we were given a meal and
refreshment at their home. It was a large house on the outskirts of
the town, built with a flat roof, mud walls and small windows,
making it very cool inside. It was surrounded by palm and orange
groves and, surprisingly, a rose garden. We were introduced
to members of a large family and one of the young girls put on
her really beautiful wedding dress for us to photograph. We
were made so welcome that we stayed with them overnight and
joined them for a family meal the following day. We sat round a
low table on couches and one of the servants brought in a jug, bowl
and towel and poured water over the hands of each in turn. Then
came the main meal of Kus Kus which was a plate piled high with
semolina mixed with raisins, on top of which were pieces of mutton.
There were other accompaniments on separate dishes and everyone
ate with their fingers and reached for what they wanted. Afterwards
sliced water melon and grapes were served and finally the water jug
and bowl were brought round for rinsing the fingers.
But our objective was to get to the mountains and so we set out
to seek the Tourist Bureau, situated in the new French quarter with
its modern buildings well laid out along wide streets. Here we came
across a charming couple, a Danish wife and German husband, who
were having an extended honeymoon travelling round the world.
They were extremely kind to us for they put us in touch with two
more Germans who were driving that day into the Atlas and who
found room for us in their Volkswagen. They took us the thirty miles
out to Asni which is on the Agadir road and then a further ten miles
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hire a mule.
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They even helped us to

We knew there were C.A.F. huts in the area and fortunately
these were marked on our rather inadequate map. We wanted to go
up to the Neltner hut from which we could climb Toubkal, the
highest peak in the Atlas. There was an intermediate hut at Aremd
which we had time to reach the first afternoon and we followed
behind our mule, winding our way up a steep fertile hillside, terraced
and irrigated. It was hot and we were glad of the shade of walnut
trees, glad too to be relieved of our sacks. We were very surprised to
meet an English climber, one of a party of M.A. climbers staying at
the Neltner, who was on his way down to Imlil to get more supplies.
The hut at Aremd was locked but we were able to get the key
from the headman of the village. It was pitch dark inside and the
rooms were bare. We chose to go upstairs where there was a small
window and it was reasonably clean. We re-sorted kit and left some
behind for our return, dispensed with the services of our muleteer
and the following morning began the upward trek to the Neltner.
It seemed never-ending and our packs got heavier as the day wore
on, but eventually the hut came into sight. The rest of the M.A.
party were on a bivouac so we had the hut to ourselves and occupied
the evening tracing a map onto some government property paper, or
rather Barbara did. She made an expert job sewing the strips together and putting in tucks to strengthen the perforations. For
some reason we had the idea of sleeping out, probably because the
assistant hut custodian one of the muleteers persistently asked for
hut dues in advance and baksheesh. We spent one cold night in
our polythene bags and thereafter abandoned the scheme and stayed
in the hut.
Since it was fine next day we thought we should take advantage
of the good weather and go up to Toubkal. To any experienced
onlooker it must have been obvious that we were new to the Atlas
terrain, for we headed straight for some patches of green thinking it
would be easy going. After battling through waist high thistles I
decided that, physiologically, I didn't respond to a low calorie diet
and that it had been a mistake to bring saccharine as a sweetener.
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But as we gained the summit ridge all tiredness was forgotten. The
view from 13,000 ft. across to the Sahara was magnificent and the
shades of pink in the colouring of the mountains were a delight to
the eye.
The following day we climbed two peaks at the head of the
valley, Timesguida and Ras'n Ouanoukrim, which again gave
splendid views and some pleasant scrambling. There was rock in
abundance, some of it wonderfully sound, warm and dry to climb
on; parts were loose and shattered and needed care. There was
scarcely any vegetation other than the clumps of thistles which were
a pointer to the presence of water.
The M.A. party spoke of a lake which teemed with fish and, to
make a change from free and artificial rock routes, they planned a
fishing expedition. Barbara and I also had ideas of visiting Lac
d'lfni and organised ourselves for a lakeside bivouac. We left the
valley by the Tizi n'Ouanoums, a pass at some 3,664 m. From
there we could see the lake, a tiny blue-green spot in the distance and
far below us. To reach it there was a descent of 4,000 ft. down a
steep rocky gorge which was like an oven. Barbara administered
first aid to a shepherd who had split his forehead open; he seemed
terribly pleased with his piece of sticking plaster.
Further down we met the M.A. party returning from the lake,
hot and disappointed swarms of flies no fish. We had second
thoughts about our bivouac site and left our sacks beneath a large
boulder before continuing on to the lake. It was a perfect spot. The
flies had vanished and the water was wonderfully cool. Barbara
said the contrast in temperature was too great and couldn't be enticed
in. She has never forgiven me for persuading her to bathe in a
stream in Skye.
We retraced our steps to the gorge gathering mule dung and
wood chippings as we went. The fire which we lit smoked a good
deal and blackened the billy but at least it rehydrated and cooked
our food. When it got dark we settled into our sleeping bags and
Barbara read out clues from a crossword by the light of a torch,
until I started listening for noises and thought we might be adver-
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tising our presence. My uneasiness did not prevent us from sleeping.
We were ready for it.
The M.A. group, who were extremely helpful to us throughout,
departed from the hut and we had one night to ourselves before
being joined by two German climbers. Unfortunately they chose
the one poor day for their attempt on Toubkal while we climbed onto
a gendarme on the ridge opposite before going down to Imlil. The
heavens opened on us as we made our way down to the valley, but
the storm passed as quickly as it had gathered and we soon dried
out. After a night at the C.A.F. hut in Imlil, providence again came
to our rescue in the guise of two 500 c.c. motor cycles belonging to
the German climbers. Our rucksacks were strapped on the back and
we rode pillion down the dusty track to Asni, only falling off once!
Then we sped back to Marrakech and spent some time wandering
round the Medina and souks, Barbara bargaining madly for a vast
Ali Baba basket which we hadn't the remotest chance of fitting into
the car.
But we got to the Enchanted Mountains after all. We drove
back through Spain and up to Espot and spent a day climbing a
small peak in Los Encantados. It seemed incredible that we had
only been away three weeks.
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Judy Hall John Huskins ......
......
Kate Hall Barry Webb
......
......
Annabelle Harrison Bill Barker, c.c.
Sue Macrae Kenneth Whitty
......
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1965
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1966

BIRTHS
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To
To

Jo Flood, a son Adrian, born ......
......
Shirley Angell, a son, Adrian, born ......
Annabelle Barker, a son, Robin, born ......
Eileen Healey, a son, James, born
......
Judy Huskins, a son, David John, born
Ray Lee, a son, Robert, born ......
......
Kate Webb, a daughter, Rhian, born ......
Denise Wilson, a son, Robert George, born
Susannah Whitty, a son, Christopher, born

IN MEMORIAM
LILIAN BRAY (O.M. 1921 1966)
T ILIAN Bray was a Founder member of the Pinnacle Club and
throughout her long membership was a most loyal and enthusiastic supporter of everything for which the Club stood.
In the early days she brought a knowledge of climbing at home
and abroad and a skill and technique which she never failed to use
in order to help less experienced members. She was most happy
when leading and instructing a string of novices. She was a sound
climber and an excellent leader, possessing great strength in her
hands and arms. When she was over seventy she traversed the
Snowdon Horseshoe and when she had descended Crib Goch she
remarked as she showed her hands, "Look, my hands have not lost
their cunning!"
She entered whole-heartedly into all the affairs of the Club.
She became President from 1927 29 and served on the Committee
for various periods. She also acted as Editor of the Journal and
frequently contributed articles about her climbing activities. She
took part in the social side of the Club; she was an excellent pianist
and in the old days when the Whitsuntide Meet was held in Wasdale, she would accompany solos or choruses for everyone's enjoy50
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ment. She would also take part in one-act plays or sketches to
entertain members and friends at Club meets.
She loved to climb in the Dolomites where she could begin her
climb without previously having a long walk to the foot of the cliff.
She was particularly anxious that women should climb guidelessly,
and with Dorothy Pilley and Paddy (Mrs. Hirst) she became one of
the first women to climb in the Alps without a guide. She also led a
party of P.C. members on guideless climbs in the Graians.
In 1928, along with Biddy and myself, she traversed the Cuillin
Ridge in Skye the first all-women party to do so and it was not
until 1956 28 years afterwards that the traverse was done by
women of the L.S.C.C.
The late Dr. Corbett was a special friend of hers and they
walked together in the Pyrenees in 1933, and in 1935 were members
of a P.C. Meet in the High Tatra.
Apart from climbing, "Bray," as she was known to all of us,
led a full and active life and gave great service to the community.
In the first World War she trained as a masseuse and spent some time
in hospitals in France. During the last war she had evacuee children
in the Manor House where she then lived in Shere, and many
amusing stories she could tell of the problems she faced in dealing
with them. She was employed by the L.C.C. as a Welfare Adviser
at a Rest Centre. She also worked for a year in a factory and
helped with the A.R.P. in Shere.
She organised an anti-litter campaign in Surrey and served for
many years on her Parish Council in Shere. She was a devoted
member of the Conservative Party and of the Women's Institute.
In June 1966 she celebrated her 90th birthday and a special
Pinnacle Club Meet and Dinner were held at Church Stretton, attended by the President and a few old friends. (It was typical of
Bray that she insisted on paying for the champagne in which we
drank her health).
She was forthright in character and could not tolerate anything
that smacked of evasion or hypocrisy. Perhaps it was this trait that
made her have close kinship with the Yorkshire members. She had
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a great liking for the Yorkshire Meets and rarely missed one. She
attended the last one, held in Swaledale in September 1966, just a
few weeks before her death. She died peacefully in her sleep on
November 24th. The funeral service was held in the Church at
Shere on December 1st where the Pinnacle Club was represented by
our President and our Secretary.

TRILBY WELLS.
"BIDDY" WELLS
T NEVER knew her Christian name she was just Biddy, a tall,
upright figure. Her chief feature was her firmness, you could
always rely on her and if she suggested that she lead a climb you
knew she could do it. In her day she was our best leader. She was
a founder member and for a time Secretary of the Club and for
several years a member of the Committee. How many climbs and
walks she, Trilby and I used to do together; we three were the first
women to do the Coolin ridge we started from Glenbrittle and came
back to Glenbrittle. She was not only a leader, she would persuade
others to lead and was a good second.
She was a teacher for many years at the Margaret Macmillan
School for sub-normal children under the Bradford Authority and
became Deputy Head. Since her retirement six years ago she visited
each week the patients at Middleton Hospital, especially the old
folks, and a seat with an inscribed plaque is to be placed in the
grounds to her memory.

L. G. BRAY.
T SHALL never forget the kindness I received from Biddy when I
* first attended the Pinnacle Meets in the Lake District and Wales.
To climb with her was such fun and what a lot I learned from
her!
She was an expert leader and imbued others with her enthusiasm, passing on her knowledge in such a way that one hardly
realised how much one's climbing technique had gained.
In the loss of Biddy we have lost a true and faithful friend and
leader.

MABEL JEFFREY.
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LADY ADRIAN
T FIRST met Hester Hester Pinsent at Somerville in 1919 when
we were both 'freshers' at the beginning of the Hilary Term at
Oxford and our rooms were opposite. I was feeling lost and distinctly
timorous even though I was the elder by four years. Hester, as
always, seemed to come to grips at once with this new phase of life,
a characteristic which she never lost. I was, from the very beginning of our friendship, acutely aware of her liveliness of mind and
body and sharing three years of university life with her is something anyone might envy. Her vigour, both physical and mental,
was astounding and something which I often could not share but
only watch from the side-lines. Nevertheless, what she gave me
then in friendship has remained with me ever since. We did not
meet in our work as she was reading History and I was reading
English but I remember wondering why her work never seemed to
worry her as mine often worried me. And how I envied her prowess
on the river, whether it was sculling, punting or canoeing, all of
which she did with such grace and efficiency.
Her father, to whom she was very devoted, died during her first
year at Oxford and she had already lost both her brothers in the war
but she faced this loss with the courage that was always an outstanding part of her character. In our last year Oxford held a Musical
Festival which included three ballets and Hester dancing a Bach
bourree with tremendous vigour, absolute precision and infectious
gaiety was something that still 'flashes on that inward eye.' I can
see it today as clearly as I did forty-four years ago.
In the last long vacation I went with Hester, Susan Harper,
another Australian friend and Hester's mother to Zermatt and I
think this was probably when Hester first began her climbing as on
the first day we were taken up the Riffelalp.
After our Oxford days were over I saw Hester only at intervals
as I soon went north and she married and went to live in Cambridge.
Then came a moment that I shall never forget; when I opened The
Times one day and read of the climbing accident which she and her
husband had had on Green Gable an accident which resulted in
Hester losing her leg. The incident is still remembered by people in
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Borrowdale. It happened when there was a violent storm and cloudburst the worst storm that people there had ever known. Rescue
work must have been very difficult and Hester's leg had to be
amputated in Keswick Hospital. This accident would, to a great
extent, have incapacitated many people but Hester took it in her
stride even though she had to stride from then on with an artificial
leg.
The obituary notices which appeared in the press at the time of
her death paid tribute to all the public work she did her outstanding work in the field of Mental Health, her scrupulous work and
attendance as a J.P. on the Cambridge Bench and the part she
played a part that must often have been exacting as the wife of
the Master of Trinity. It is not for me to elaborate on these; I have
been asked to write this tribute to her memory simply as from one
whom she honoured with her friendship. When last I saw her she
was looking forward to her husband's retirement when she felt she
would have more time to see her friends. However, this comparative
leisure was not to be for long. She died too early, but quickly as
she would have wished. I never knew what her belief was regarding
a future life, but I am convinced that a life full of integrity, of
vigour, of courage and of gaiety could not possibly be extinguished
by that ordinary occurence called death.

BEATRICE HILL
(sister of Rosalind Hill).
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FOUR MILES HIGH. By Josephine Scarr. Gollancz, 1966. 36s.
What a joy it was to receive this book for review. It is always
a special pleasure to me to read a woman's climbing book, and this
pleasure is enhanced enormously when I know the author and all the
characters.
The book covers a lot of ground and personally I should have
liked all the sections expanded, but in its present form the book is
delightful always leaving one wanting to know more.
Only six pages can be spared for Jo's climbing at home and in
the Alps and hence she can only hint at the standard of rock-climbing
she reached while instructing at Plas-y-Brenin. Then she teams up
with Barbara Spark, surely the ideal companion, for an expedition
to the Himalayas, a courageous step for a party of only two women,
neither with any experience outside Europe. Efficiency was their
hallmark and nothing was left to chance. Over the years they had
made themselves into tough, self-reliant mountaineers and now they
tackled their travel arrangements in the same competent manner.
They bought a second-hand Land-Rover and attended a three-day
maintenance course, they managed to secure grants and they accepted just enough publicity to augment their own savings and make
their trip possible.
After a delightful diversion en route on Mount Olympus they
briefly describe their journey to India and on to the Kulu area of the
Himalayas where, with the support of their Ladakhi porters, they
succeeded in pioneering routes up three peaks of over 20,000 ft.
around the Bara Shigri Glacier. The last in particular was of considerable technical difficulty. It proved a long climb, despite a
reconnaissance the previous day and the last four hours of the descent were after dark and included a 120 ft. abseil and a difficult ice
descent. This already would seem sufficient material for a book on
its own and it might be thought that the second half describing the
larger expedition to the Kanjiroba Himal would be an anticlimax.
Not a bit of it. Although the party had increased to six it was still
organised economically as a small expedition and the six climbers
were none too many for they needed to explore and map this unknown area. Their difficulties extended to finding a valley fit for
laden porters, even to approach the mountain. This expedition was
55
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as successful as the Kulu one, climbing Lha Shamma, over 21,000
ft., one of the highest virgin peaks ever climbed by a women's party,
and several others in the district.
As one would expect of Jo Scarr the writing of this book is as
competent as her climbing. Above all it conveys so clearly the
enjoyment to be had from mountaineering.

EILEEN HEALEY.
CLIMBING DAYS. By Dorothy Pilley (Mrs. I. A. Richards).
Seeker and Warburg, 1965. 42s. First published 1935.
Many climbing books I read with interest when they are first
published, but only a few do I re-read thirty years later with the
same pleasure. 'Climbing Days' is certainly one of these few.
It is a book without strain; everyone had "time to stand and
stare" and Dorothy Pilley is able to tell us about the mountains,
men, mosses, skies and snows at which she stared, and the people
with whom she stared and walked and climbed the warp and the
woof of her climbing life and to make us wish we had been there
too.
Throughout this book you feel that she, "climbed because she
liked it, individual though it was" and that for the same excellent
reason she wrote this book. The great climbs and the little climbs
are equally lovingly described the conquests and the failures.
That Hand Traverse on the Direct on Glyder Fach was pleasantly haunted for me from 1935 onwards by the cheerful shade of
Fortunatus muttering, '' Curse me for a tinker" as he fell from it to
the ledge below, saved for the second time by I.A.R.
Dorothy Pilley and I shared some of the same pleasures in our
separate initiations into climbing. Not for us the comparative dullness of invincible leaders certain to bring you safely up your climb.
Ours got us benighted, fell off hand-traverses, suffered from vertigo
and broke their legs. We had much more fun.
Of the many countries she passed through she gives us vivid
word-pictures of small corners as well as of great ranges. "The jade
or malachite sheen of a still lakelet in its ring of solemn hemlock."
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For Wales, where she began her climbing days, she has a special
feeling: 'like a scent or a taste or an ache. When one is away some
accident a sheep's baa or a lichen patch on a stone wall awakes
it."
Of the Lake District she says many things but the picture I like
best is '' Yewbarrow and Kirkfell stood about the head of the valley
in a sweet serenity."
Following the Old Jade Trail through China to India, "Coming
down from the 10,000 foot camellia-covered ridges to the monkey
howling of the tropical forest festooned with orchids."
In Canada she once met a bear: I, for one, am glad the bear was
not bulgy, or if it were, that the bulge was not Pilley. To think that
a mean Canadian bear might have torn up the stuff of Climbing
Days before we ever read it.

E. W. LEECH.
I CHOSE TO CLIMB.
30/-.

By Christian Bonington.

Gollancz, 1966.

In common with a number of well-known climbers, Chris
Bonington began climbing at Harrison's Rocks and I well remember
him there for he quickly showed great promise. But from the way
he writes of this period (1951) it might have been 40 years ago just
about the time I began climbing! He states that there were then
"few local Clubs and none at all in London," and that it was dimcult to make a start in climbing. In fact in 1951 there were already
over 70 climbing clubs in Great Britain, the majority of them locally
based. The main Universities ran mountaineering clubs and there
were at least three of these in London. The Outward Bound School
at Eskdale and the Derbyshire Outdoor Pursuits Centre were both
running Mountaineering Courses and in Wales I was instructing on
a C.C.P.R. Mountaineering Course based on Glan Dena as far back
as 1948.
But once Chris had made a start he quickly forged ahead. At
Harrison's he became acquainted with a friend of mine, John Hammond, and together they went to Glencoe where they met up with
Hamish Maclnnes "Piton Hamish," who was one of the legend-
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ary Creagh Dhu boys. With him Chris climbed the famous gully on
Raven Wall and led the top pitch, from which Hamish had been
rescued a short time before when making the first winter ascent.
I had already known Chris for some time when in 1956 he led a
party of five (including three Morins) up Great Slab on Cloggy. At
this time he had not yet been to the Alps, but it was easy to see that
he would soon be making a name for himself. He made his debut
there the following year in an original way an attempt on the North
Face of the Eiger, upon which he was embarked by his old friend
Piton Hamish. This same character then whisked him off to try the
Walker Spur of the Grandes Jorasses, but there, too, they met with
no success and their total bag for the season was the Aiguille du
Tacul.
The next season, again with the unlucky Hamish, began with a
fiasco on the Pointe de Lepiney. Their first great success was, the
S.W. Pillar of the Petit Dru the Bonatti Pillar. It was an epic
ascent and nearly ended in disaster for Hamish, who was struck on
the head by a falling stone but managed, incredibly, to complete
the ascent, which included two bivouacs.
The Direttissima on the Cima Grande, following immediately
after the vividly told story of the Bonatti Pillar, comes as rather an
anti-climax. Somehow one never gets involved in the excitement
on this climb and nowhere is there as vivid a picture of the extent to
which these walls overhang as that given me by Gunn Clark, Chris'
companion: Chris was about to haul up a rucksack and as Gunn
let it go he was amazed to see it swing straight out horizontally
away from him for 15 feet or so before it started going up as Chris
hauled from above.
To be only 25 and fighting fit on a first visit to the Himalaya
must be sheer bliss and the writing reflects all the youthful enthusiasm and excitement very clearly. These marvellous new experiences
come through with a vivid freshness that is almost stereoscopic. The
account of the successful ascent of Annapurna II comes to life in a
way that Dick Grant's book never did. Perhaps this is because
Chris' account is condensed into a couple of chapters, instead of
being padded out into a whole book. One remark made about the
final ascent to the summit just Chris, Dick and Ang Nyima
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struck me with the force of a body blow. Although worried by the
threat of bad weather, their outlook is summed up thus: "It never
occurred to us to turn back on those last stages of climbing a high
mountain you are prepared to take any risk to reach the top." Does
this account for many who never returned as on the 1959 expedition to Ama Dablam of which I was a member, when the spearhead
of two brilliant young climbers failed to return and were lost.
The author's deep love of mountains and mountain country is
revealed at the end of this expedition when with the Sherpa Tachei
he prefers to get away on his own and return to Pokra by way of the
Tilicho Pass, made famous by Maurice Herzog when looking for
Annapurna 1.
The chapter on the first ascent of the Central Pillar of Freney
is, I think, the most exciting in the book. At the time considerable
ill-feeling was reported between the British and the French party
who were following, and it is a pleasure to read a forthright, factual
account of this splendid climb.
A perfect ascent of the North Face of the Eiger brings the book
to a fitting conclusion. It is with a feeling of regret that one comes
to the last page a sentiment all too rare with the most modern
climbing books, but happily Chris Bonington is still only 30 and we
may look forward to many other books from him.
The volume is pleasant to handle and the type excellent. The
illustrations are rather disappointing and not as original as one
might have expected. No illustration of the South Face of Nuptse
has been included. Certainly this mountain is not inspiring from
this side, for it has no individual shape, but it is magnificent in its
immensity. I have a very clear impression of this because from our
Base Camp at the foot of Ama Dablam we looked straight across to
this huge wall which rises from the floor of the Imja Khola valley in
one sweep of 10,000 feet. The bare diagram conveys no conception
of this to the reader.
There are a few spelling mistakes or misprints and some errors:
dur Arddu (footnote), Menagaux, de Tacul, du Lepiney, Tukuche,
Mananbhot. Aiguille du Lepiney instead of Pointe de Lepiney in
both captions and list of illustrations. "Aiguilles de 1'Envers Hut
... at the foot of the Tour Verte" should of course be the Envers
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des Aiguilles Hut and it is at the foot of the Tour Rouge. "La
Dauphine" is a car I have one the newspaper is Le Dauphinois.
The four-letter word? I should have thought either one uses
them or one doesn't. A solitary example strikes an unnatural note
a sort of try out without daring to go the whole hog.
N. E. MORIN.
MOUNTAINEERING. By Alan Blackshaw. Penguin, 1966.
18s. 6d.
I know at least two people who were approached to "revise
Barford." They were too much aware of the work involved and the
rewards and they underestimated both. Blackshaw has put far
more into his '' Mountaineering'' than was envisaged originally, and
it is to be hoped that all climbers will buy it and all organisations
connected with mountaineering will recommend it.
Mountaineering has been covered from hill walking to alpine
climbing. There are sections on mountain rescue, navigation, First
Aid, artificial climbing, clothing, food and equipment. There are
all the necessary addresses, home and Continental. The quantity
and superb quality of the illustrations is astounding in a book costing
only 18s. 6d. and a pleasant change to have them matt instead of
glaringly glossy.
In a book so exhaustive it is inevitable that some points should
be controversial. Like slings on axes, advised for novices but the
author does admit that severe injuries can be caused in the event
of a fall if the grip on the shaft is lost but one is still attached
by the sling. There seems no alternative here: either practice on
easy slopes till your axe is so much a part of you, you don't drop
it; or avoid all slopes where a slip could result in a puncture wound.
Considerable emphasis is put on the use of crampons, but it is
noticeable that if novices start, or graduate quickly to crampons,
they are seldom proficient in step cutting, which will be necessary
on ice or if crampons are dropped or damaged.
More stress should have been placed on learning to brake as a
necessary preliminary to any snow walking in the hills. And whether
sitting glissades should be mentioned at all except disparagingly
could be a matter of opinion but one on which the reviewer (who has
been involved in at least one fatality resulting from such a glissade)
has strong views.

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

REVIEWS

61

There are two omissions which deserve attention. The author
fails to point out that if you try to cross a flooded stream on a rope,
the belayer should not pull the person crossing into the bank:
drowning may result. In the section on cornices, the fact is not
mentioned that in the case of a funnel-shaped gully (such as Central
Gully on Great End) a party ploughing up through the narrows can
precipitate an avalanche which may in turn bring down the cornice.
Such accidents are usually reported as the result of the cornice
collapsing, implying they are attributable to acts of God rather than
incompetence.
Abseil posts on Ben Nevis? To abseil from one to the other?
Surely an unnecessary precaution. Of the people who have been
killed as a result of a fall here, at least eight were not roped anyway.
Zips on anoraks: not a small point if the zip goes wrong in a
blizzard.
Rubbish: don't bury it, dogs and wild animals dig it up. A
figure-of-eight knot is recommended for the middleman, but it has
10% less strength than the alpine butterfly.
There is a contradiction in the First Aid section. You don't lay
an unconscious casualty "face downwards" but you certainly see
his breathing is not obstructed. "On his side" is rather vague;
this should be "in the semi-prone or coma position."
So much for controversy. I would like to add that after twenty
years mountaineering and of mixing with people who talk of little
other than its skills and techniques, this is the most valuable book
that has come into my possession. There was much that I didn't
know and I shall refer to it often: for my own instruction and when
I am passing on instruction to others. Everyone who goes to the
GWEN MOFFAT.
hills is in Blackshaw's debt.
ROCK CLIMBERS IN ACTION IN SNOWDONIA. By John
Cleare and Tony Smythe. Seeker and Warburg, London, 1966.
35s.
Climbers in Action in Snowdonia are captured by the excellent
photography of John Cleare, while Tony Smythe supplies information, mainly about the climbs and the climbers.
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Such a book is unique in British climbing literature, and one
would expect the potential market to be large; it is, therefore, disappointing to find that Smythe assumes the readers to be nonclimbers. Unfortunately, his almost flippant style must, in effect,
bewilder rather than encourage the prospective rock climber: yet it
is probably this superficial approach which so successfully conjures
up the atmosphere of modern climbing.
The author writes knowledgeably of climbing in Snowdonia,
and, aided by a number of amusing anecdotes, portrays the climbers
both on and off the climbs. The apparent informality of hard
climbing, where falls are accepted and seldom serious, is exemplified
by Joe Brown's comment as Trevor Jones fell off the left wall of
Cenotaph Corner. "Excellent, what's yer next trick?" Much less
emphasis is placed on the psychological problems of the extreme
routes in this essentially entertaining book.
Cleare's photographs, an intrinsic part of the publication, are
superb throughout (although perhaps a little technical for the nonclimber in places). My only regret is, that there are no pictures of
Joe Brown and Don Williams in action, both of whom figure
prominently in the text.
Enough autobiography is included to link the world of ordinary
mortals with the exclusive one of hard climbers.

SHEILA CRISPIN.
BETWEEN HEAVEN AND EARTH. By Gaston Rebuffat and
Pierre Tairraz. Translated from the French by Eleanor Brockett.
Published by Nicholas Vane, 1965. 63s.
'Between Heaven and Earth' is the book of the film "Entre
Terre et Ciel," which was awarded the Grand Prix at the International Film Festival at Trento in 1961. The text consists of an
introduction, the film commentary and various odd programme
notes, including instructions on how to build an igloo. Illustrated
by stills taken from the film, it describes five Alpine expeditions: a
traverse of the Matterhorn, the first ascent of the south face of the
Aiguille du Midi, a traverse of Mont Blanc, an ascent of the Bonatti
Pillar of the Drus and a tour of the Mont Blanc massif with a fifteenyear-old boy. It is a book to look a* rather than to read. Pierre
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Tairraz belongs to a great family of Alpine photographers and his
brilliant photographs of the Mont Blanc massif reveal both his extraordinary technical mastery and his great feeling for the mountains.
The translation is poor; indeed it is in places so un-English as
to be quite entertaining: "Now, quite alone, I saw with astonishment that the upper side of my hand was bleeding profusely. It
must have caressed the granite. But the granite was firm stuff and
the skin had offered no resistance ... It had simply disappeared in
the mists of evening which were just arriving." (P. 159). Where
entertainment is actually intended one is even more taken aback:
"The cold is bringing the wedges out and causing the pitons to
leave their nests." (P. 160). The translator is not wholly to blame
for the original is often as poor as the translation: '' The work of the
guide is among the finest of all callings because the guide does his
work on ground which has remained virgin." (P. 31).

DENISE EVANS.
HIGH PEAK. By Eric Byne and Geoffrey Sutton. Martin Seeker
and Warburg Limited. 42s.
This truly is the story of walking and climbing in the Peak
District. It is written by two people who are well qualified to tell
the tale of this often sombre, rain-drenched, mist-obscured, high
moorland region, which arches its back between Manchester in the
west and Sheffield in the east.
The story begins with the advent of rock-climbing in this country and the searchings of those few early pioneers who, when unable
to get to North Wales or the Lake District for a weekend's sport
because of transport difficulties, sought rocks to climb. The Peak
with its many assets became the centre for their explorations and
wanderings. This is the most interesting part of the book and it is
fascinating to learn of the historic details, such as the persistent fight
to win the right of access and the simplicity of their gear.
The successive periods of development both in walking and
climbing are described and the different atmospheres of these periods
are duly captured.
The walks have become progressively longer and more arduous
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The incentives and outstanding problems differ widely and change
with the mood of the period and the contemporary climbers.
The section dealing with recent climbing developments is certainly the most controversial. It could be argued that some people
who have played important roles in this story have not been
mentioned but it would be impossible to include all the characters.
Indeed, this part of the book barely escapes from being a dictionary
of names.
The selection of personalities representing the various eras is
limited to the outstanding, the most colourful and sometimes includes
the controversial: even so, many people are paraded. Fortunately
some of the sketches are deftly drawn and personalities are captured
with a few skilful words.
The story is embellished with personal accounts of outstanding
achievements, adding variety to the text, and with a fine selection of
both very early and recent photographs.

Jo FULLER.
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We thank the following Clubs for sending their Journals
Association of British Members of the S.A.C.
Appalachian Mountaineering Club
Climbers' Club
Fell and Rock Climbing Club
Ladies' Alpine Club
Lancashire Caving and Climbing Club

P. Y. G.

PEN-Y-GWRYD
HOTEL
NANTGWYNANT, SNOWDONIA
•
THE HOME OF
BRITISH MOUNTAINEERING
•
Llanberis 21 1

Guests 368
R.A.C.
Fully Licensed
Central Heating

P. Y. 6.
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O.D.G.
DUNGEON GHYLL HOTEL
(OLD HOTEL)
LANGDALE — AMBLESIDE
Telephone: Langdale 272.

Station: Windermere, B.R.

Car by Arrangement.

Ribble Service to door.

Mr. and Mrs. S. H. CROSS.
LANGDALE: The home of the Climber
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HOT AND COLD WATER IN ALL BEDROOMS
SPRING INTERIOR BEDS
HOME COOKING

::

FARM PRODUCE

CLIMBERS AND WALKERS WELCOME
DRYING ROOM

::

ELECTRIC LIGHT

FULLY LICENSED
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Telephone: PADdington 5252 (01.723.5252)
Telegraphic Address and Cablegrams:
Alpinist, London, W.I.

ROBERT LAWRIE LTD.
Alpine and Polar Equipment Specialists
54 SEYMOUR STREET, MARBLE ARCH, LONDON, W.I,
Business Hours :
and Friday, 9 a.m. — 5.30 p.m.
Wednesday
Tuesday,
Monday,
9 a.m.—7 p.m.
Late Closing Thursday
9 a.m.—12 noon.
Early Closing Saturday

CLIMBING CLOTHING
and EQUIPMENT
We offer a comprehensive,
up-to-date selection of items
including the latest rescue
and survival gear.

VIBRAM SOLED
AND NAILED
BOOTS SUPPLIED
Special range of Continental
pattern boots, hand-sewn,
made specially for us in Italy

Repairs and Re-nailings
(owing to shortage of hand-sewn
craftsmen, we can only repair our
own supply of hand-sewn boots.)
Orders executed by Post
Illustrated Catalogue available on application
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It won't be
published again
for another two years,
so for heaven's sake tell
them about everything we've
got and make sure they
don't forget, you
know what women
tt
are •••.•
** Ladies • •. all
you want for climbing
can be obtained from the
Joe Brown shop, in particular
breeches (from stock or made to
measure), sweaters plain and fancy,
cagoules, boots, helmets, anoraks, pitons,
ski- and apres-climbing trousers,
socks, sleeping bags and woolly
hats-and Val always keeps a
box of safety pins handy,
too •••••

Joe and Val Brown look forward to meeting you
in Llanberis this year!

Menal Hall, Llanberis, N. Wales. Tel: Llanberis 327
GUIDING BY ARRANGEMENT
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shop
for your
Gear...
the easy
way...
Our annual illustrated cata
logues always contain
advance information on latest
in mountaineering, rambling
and rock climbing aids and
clothing.
Our business depends on our
equipment and service to
you therefore you can be
sure we leave nothing to
chance.
Write or call for our catalogue
today.

It is a guide to better

your enjoyment in the
mountains.

ELLIS BRIGHAM
6/14 CATHEDRAL ST., MANCHESTER 4 Tel. BLA 0161
73 BOLD STREET, LIVERPOOL 1.
Tel. Royal 6912
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